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Chapter 1
 

Joanna Samson was pushed onto the floor next to the body of her husband. She raised her arms to break her fall but they collapsed as soon as her hands touched the carpet, and she slumped down, hitting her head against the wall. 

She felt numb. 

Yet she was in pain; especially the deep burning between her legs. But the pain seemed distant; as if anaesthetised by the gathering fog in her mind. The right side of her face felt larger than usual, a dull ache spreading down from her closed eye and around the bottom of her jaw. She could taste the salty-copper of blood in her mouth as she looked to the side with her undamaged eye and saw her husband lying beside her. He was motionless, his expression peaceful as if sleeping. His face wasn't beaten like Joanna's had been moments earlier, but she could see blood beginning to congeal within the greying hairs on the side of his head. He could have been unconscious or dead - she wasn’t sure but tried to focus her thoughts through a haze of confusion. 

She heard the echo of a scream then a voice pleading and, for a reason which wouldn't come to her, believed the sound was closer than the distant reverberation revealed. She raised her head and saw some blurred shadows moving through the room. The voice pleaded again and Joanna suddenly realised that it was a voice she recognised.



***



The men had arrived at the front door earlier that evening. Joanna mentioned to her husband, Leonard, that she thought she had heard a knock at the door but he hadn't heard anything. The second set of knocks was louder - the kind made with the side of a fist - and the door shook; the sound of wood-on-wood rattling through the hallway. 

Joanna glanced at her husband, sitting in his chair reading, and shot him an ‘I told you so’ smile. He smiled back and shrugged as she walked past and into the hallway. The chain was on, as it always was in the evening, and Joanna opened the door to the limit permitted by the interlocking rings.

She saw two men as she peered through the gap. One was short and stocky with a thick, brown beard covering most of his face. Another man shuffled behind the first. He was taller but stood with a slightly hunched posture and bore deep crevasses in his skin, revealing a history of acne. Both men were smiling but Joanna felt no warmth from their expressions.

She waited for them to introduce themselves, expecting them to thrust a sales brochure or religious leaflet in her hand but there was only silence. Her face was caught halfway between a frown and a smile as she stood there and was about to ask what they wanted, when without warning a large, booted foot kicked the door. The kick was hard and the door swung back, tearing the screws from the wall that secured the chain. A sudden panic washed over her and she was thrown back against the opposite wall as the door flung open on its hinges. Before she could move, the two men had pushed their way through the doorway. There was a blur as they entered with fluid and precise movements, and it took barely a second before they were both inside with the taller man turning and slamming the door shut behind him.

Joanna heard her husband get up and come through the lounge door and she looked on with rising terror as she saw the stocky man pull something from under his long coat. She heard herself scream as her eyes focused on the golf club, but a huge hand covered her mouth and dragged her to the opposite side of the hallway, silencing her. It was the taller of the two men; he had grabbed her and was wrenching her away from her husband while she reached out with desperation for anything close - the walls, the banister - but she didn't have enough strength to stop herself. The hand covered half her face with the fingers pushed tightly over her nose. She could barely breathe as she twisted and writhed to break free of his grasp, but his grip didn't falter and remained clamped over her face. 

She looked over to her husband with bulging eyes and he returned her gaze. His face was drained of colour and motionless as the stocky man raised the club in both hands then brought it down. Leonard instinctively shrunk back, raising his thin arms above his head in self-defence. He crouched as the head of the club came down onto his wrist, and winced as the blow was followed by several more. 

The tall man adjusted his grip and Joanna managed to drag some air in through her mouth. Tears had blurred her vision but she watched in terror as the stocky man drove the club into her husband's skull. 

Two shapes she recognised appeared at the living room door and she blinked several times, attempting to brush the tears away. Her movements were limited by the solid embrace of the intruder, but Joanna gestured for them to run. Her ten-year-old daughter, Holly, and six-year-old son, Ewan, stood perfectly still in the doorway for a moment. Then Ewan suddenly began to scream and ran over to grab the leg of the man beating his father. Joanna could hear her son screaming at the man to leave his daddy alone. She tried to shout again but her words were obscured by long fingers covering her mouth.

The stocky man paused, gasping heavily with his chest rattling as it rose and fell. The club was resting on the floor, supported by his relaxing fingers, and he cursed the child who was tugging on his leg, raising a fist above him. He swung down with an unrestrained force that made Joanna close her eyes involuntarily. There was a crack as the clenched fist came down on Ewan and he was thrown sideways, his head colliding with the sharp edge of a wooden stair. Joanna forced her eyes open and watched in horror as she saw her tiny boy slump down on the laminate flooring. She fought to break free, thrusting herself forward but the tall man showed no signs of weakening, and she heard him curse through snorts of approval in the direction of her son, who lay helpless just a few feet away with a scarlet pool beginning to gather around his blonde hair.

With great effort, Joanna tore her gaze from Ewan and back towards her husband who now lay motionless on the floor. The stocky man threw the golf club down and it rattled across the laminate before coming to rest close to Joanna's feet. He bent down and grabbed Leonard by his ankles, and then began to drag him towards the lounge, blood from the unconscious man's head smearing the light-brown of the carpet as they went. Joanna was pushed onto the sofa and Holly was ordered to join her.

"Don’t scream," the tall man said, his voice unexpectedly soft.

Holly pushed herself up to her mother who put an arm around her shoulder and held her close. Joanna's huge red eyes watched as the two men strolled around the living room; casually stepping over the man they had just beaten, to search a large cabinet close to where they had dumped him. They wore almost vacant expressions, with only the faintest hint of a smirk tightening the muscles around the mouth of the shorter man. They pulled out some jewellery and found some money in the drawers of the cabinet, then the stocky man turned and thundered out of the room, towards the stairs. 

The two sets of eyes watched intensely as the tall man walked slowly around the back of the sofa. He was taking delicate, careful steps; almost as if he was conscious that if he trod too hard he might break some invisible ornament resting on the carpet.

He carried his hunched frame back around and stood before them for a long moment then, with agonisingly slow movements, he stepped over Leonard and cautiously sat down in the chair opposite. He stared at the mother and daughter as a broad grin pushed its way onto his face. He seemed to relax, leaning back on the soft fabric and unzipping the front of his green jacket. He reached inside, but paused momentarily and watched the terrified expressions on the faces of his victims, a fleeting spark of excitement flickering in his eyes. With the same precise, but leisurely movements he withdrew a large knife from a case inside his jacket and Holly pushed her face against her mother and screamed. The man placed a finger to his lips and she closed her mouth. Joanna’s chest felt tight as blood was pushed with increasing force through her veins, adrenaline inducing an uncontrollable quiver in her muscles. 

The stocky man could be heard upstairs, his boots thumping around and making the ceiling in the living room vibrate as he muttered something to himself. He was gone for only four or five minutes before he returned to the living room.

"They haven't got as much as I thought," he said, looking around the living room. "Is he dead?" he asked his companion, pointing to Leonard who was lying with his body skewed to one side, his left cheek resting on the floor. 

The tall man looked down and shrugged. "I dunno - probably. You hit him fucking hard. If he ain't now, he will be soon."

The stocky man thought for a moment but showed no sign of emotion as he stared at Leonard's unmoving body, his eyes almost glazing over through unknown contemplation. He turned and looked through the living room door, into the hallway, and narrowed his eyes. "I think the boy’s dead." 

Joanna squeezed her eyes shut tight as fresh tears welled and she held her daughter close to her body.

The stocky man looked over to the mother and daughter on the sofa. "Shut up." 

Joanna forced herself into silence but her eyes remained closed. It didn't seem like she was experiencing reality anymore; it wasn't even a bad dream, it was something much worse; something she could barely comprehend.

The tall man got up from the chair and walked over to the sofa, gently waving the knife in his hand as if it were some kind of magic wand. He leaned over and breathed on Joanna's cheek; his foul alcohol and cigarette breath washed over her and she turned away to face her daughter. The man grabbed her arm, his fingers closing hard around her wrist and pulled her away from the young girl. Holly reached out and clung onto her mother, screaming, but she was immediately confronted by the blade.

"Let go," the tall man said through clenched teeth.

"Leave my mummy alone," Holly screamed, tears falling down her cheeks.

Joanna knew that wouldn't happen now and tore herself away from her daughter. "It's okay; I won't be long." She knew what the man wanted and she knew she wouldn't be able to argue or scream her way out of it now. Her eyes dropped to the steel blade and allowed herself to be dragged away.

The stocky man came over, grabbed Holly and threw her to the opposite side of the sofa. He glared at her, his expression communicating an unspoken threat, and she watched with her arms wrapped around her legs as her mother was dragged from the room and taken upstairs.



***



When Holly saw her mother return, she was being carried back into the living room on the shoulder of the tall man. She was wearing only her t-shirt now, which was torn and hanging loosely from her body; her bottom half was naked and bruised. 

The man threw her down and she landed next to Holly's father, her arms giving way as she fell. Holly sobbed, brought her knees up to her chest and listened to the tiny, barely audible, whimpers coming from her mother's mouth.

"What the hell have you done to her?" the stocky man asked, looking down at the bruises on Joanna's face and legs. 

"Just had some fun," the tall man replied, zipping up his fly.

"Did you need to beat her up? What the hell am I supposed to do now?" The stocky man's voice held irritation, but this didn’t seem to concern the taller intruder.

He shrugged and pulled out some plastic bags from his jacket pocket, then began to pick up some of the jewellery they had found earlier and push it into them. 

The stocky man looked down at Joanna and winced. Her face was bruised and swollen, blood rolling down from several cuts on her forehead. He appeared to be fighting back his frustration and seethed quietly as his companion loaded the bags.

"Come on," the tall man barked. "We've got to load up and get out of here now; we've been here for long enough." 

The stocky man grunted something indecipherable and then went over to the sofa; to where Holly was sitting. Her arms were still wrapped around her legs, which were pulled up tightly against her body and her chin touched her trembling knees. The man grabbed her arm and pulled.

"No, no, mummy!" she screamed. 

Joanna heard her daughter and raised her head. She looked through her left eye, the only one that was of any use to her now, and saw the man drag her daughter along the floor. Holly screamed and writhed frantically, desperately trying to break free. Joanna pulled her arms from her side and managed to raise herself onto her elbows, but pain darted through her bruised torso. 

The man's boot thumped past Leonard and then landed next to Joanna. The floor shook as he took long strides towards the hallway, glaring at the taller man as he passed by. "I'm having some fun before we leave as well," he said through thin lips, and the tall man shrugged and shook his head but said nothing.

Joanna reached out with her hand and tried to grab her daughter, but her grip didn't hold any strength. She felt the tips of her fingers brush lightly against her leg, and then she slumped down once again. Her head suddenly became fuzzy as unconsciousness began to overwhelm her. She tried to fight it, desperate to prevent what was about to happen to her daughter, but it was no use, and after a second her head fell down to the soft carpet. 

Before her eye closed, she looked over towards her husband lying beside her. As the dark blanket of unconsciousness began to cover her vision, the last thing she saw was her husband’s eyes - they flickered and then opened.
















 


 


 

Chapter 2
 

Constable Jamie Stevens drove the police car into Stanhope Avenue and pulled up outside number fifteen. He looked over to his partner, Michelle Rice, who was already getting out of the passenger side. Stevens opened his own door and stepped out. He was twenty five years old and had been with the police force for barely a year but already considered himself to be a veteran of burglary crime scenes. From the information that had been communicated to Rice and himself in the car, this incident had been particularly violent, more like a home invasion than a straight forward burglary.

The call had come in just eight minutes earlier, while Stevens and Rice were sitting in their car after dealing out a speeding ticket. Both were hoping to get a coffee before anything else came in, but before they had pulled away, the car radio buzzed into life. Rice spoke and Stevens began to drive to the address of the reported burglary. Information was vague but it seemed that there had been several deaths at the scene. Stevens looked at Rice as he sped through the urban streets. This was certainly a first of its kind for him and he wanted some reassurance from Rice that she had dealt with something like this before. She had been on the force for almost five years and he felt sure she must have dealt with hundreds of violent crimes of this nature, but one with multiple deaths? He wasn't sure and Rice revealed little. She looked straight ahead as the street lights rushed by and drizzle hit the windscreen.

Upon arrival Rice took the lead as the two officers walked up the driveway to the front door, which they found to be ajar. She opened it slowly and looked into a dark hallway. Her face was wet from the rain and she wiped a sleeve across her forehead. A few drops of water fell into her eyes and she blinked rapidly until her vision had cleared then stepped inside with Stevens following closely behind. It was quiet but they could hear a television in the room to the left side of the thin hallway.

"Mr Samson? Mrs Samson?" Rice said but there was no reply. She looked back at Stevens and gestured to his hip. He unclipped the cover to the holster and pulled out a tazer, then saw Rice remove the baton from the clip on her belt and hold it out in front of her. They passed the stair case to their right and Stevens squinted through the dim light at an elongated shadow cast by the banister. The shadow fell on the floor, spreading itself over a dark, circular patch. He leaned forward and peered closer. The dark patch reflected the sparse illumination from the street lights outside and Stevens realised it was a liquid. His lips tightened and he nudged Rice in front of him. She glanced back and Stevens nodded at the small pool of blood on the floor. Rice looked across and a deep frown creased her forehead. She stood staring at the blood for a few seconds before glancing at Stevens and then turning back ahead. 

They continued to walk up the hallway to what appeared to be the living room door. It was open but only by an inch or so. The room appeared to be in darkness but they could see a flickering hue through the small gap, presumably from the television. Rice was about to go into the living room when she felt a tap on her shoulder. She turned and saw Stevens looking further down the hallway, towards the door at the end of the corridor. It was wide open and they could see kitchen appliances and a shiny, tiled floor. It was also in darkness but the half-moon outside shone through the window and reflected from the smooth surface of the tiles.

Stevens could see a leg outstretched from inside the kitchen and the two of them began to move down the hallway. Stevens entered and saw a woman lying on the floor. Her face was badly beaten and her half naked body heavily bruised, but he could see that she was alive and breathing. Next to her sat a young girl in a T-shirt and jeans. Stevens looked over to the right and saw a thin man sitting against the wall, staring vacantly ahead. He was breathing heavily with dry blood covering the side of his head. He wore a blue shirt with several of the top buttons ripped from their fastenings and blood staining the front. His outstretched legs bore the weight of a small child, resting motionless in his lap. The thin man had a hand to the boy’s head, gently stroking his short blonde hair.

"Mr Samson?" Stevens said quietly as he crouched down. The man shot the young police officer a terrified gaze. His eyes were fearful and his face gaunt - almost painfully thin. He had a pointed nose and skinny, feeble arms. His shirt hung awkwardly from his wiry frame.

"My boy..." the man said in a whisper, "...my boy's dead, they killed him." He stared at Stevens then his attention drifted away and up to Rice standing behind her partner. "They killed him, they killed him."

Stevens looked down at the small boy in his father's arms. He could see now that the boy's skull appeared to be fractured; blood had fallen from both sides of his head and had soaked his small, white T-shirt.

"Where are they now?" Stevens asked, in little more than a whisper. He clutched the tazer firmly and felt sweat build on his palms. He heard Rice behind him. She was on her radio requesting an ambulance at the address immediately, but he heard nothing from the lips of the thin man. Stevens repeated his question but the man had slipped back into his vacant stare towards the kitchen wall. His lips were moving slowly, muttering something to himself but there was nothing of any sense. The thin man continued to stroke his son's hair while Stevens looked at the wound on the side of his head and realised the man probably had concussion.

"Mr Samson," he said one last time, "where are the intruders now?"

"The living room," the thin man suddenly said with clarity, before continuing to mutter to himself. Stevens got up from his crouched position and stepped past Rice, who had just finished requesting the ambulance. He walked over to the door, light still flashing through the gap from the television, and gently nudged it open.

The room was in darkness, save for the bluish glow from the screen. At first Stevens thought the room was empty but then saw something on the wall stretching up and over the ceiling. It was blood. There were spatters all over the walls, ceiling and carpet. It stretched out in long continuous lines, forming a kind of macabre web throughout the room. He clutched the tazer in his right hand, his grip tightening as he stepped further into the room. There was a strong and unpleasant aroma, but he couldn't quite place it. He walked over, past a chair and then glanced behind him. Rice stared into the room, wide-eyed and slowly followed him in. As Stevens made his way around the sofa he saw a blood stained hand protruding from behind it. He craned his neck and saw the arm, but then nothing. Stained with blood, it lay on the carpet, torn from its owner. Bone could be seen, slicing through the flesh where the shoulder should have been and Stevens felt his stomach spasm at the sight of the severed limb. He had been to enough road traffic accidents to not be concerned about the sight of blood, but the sudden shock of seeing the dismembered arm stole his composure for a second.

He moved further round the sofa and took in a sharp breath as his eyes fell upon the body to which the limb had once belonged. The man lay on the carpet with his eyes staring through the ceiling, towards some infinite dream. He was of medium height and thick set. Blood dribbled from the side of his open mouth and slid down his cheek, onto the carpet. The man had suffered deep lacerations to his face and down the length of his torso. His clothes were shredded and a large blade was plunged deep into his chest. Stevens looked down at the shredded muscle tissue protruding from the victims shoulder and then, again at the severed limb. He turned away in disgust to see Rice standing at the other end of the living room, staring behind the chair with her mouth open. Stevens watched as Rice began to back away and then fled from the living room, into the hall. He frowned and rushed to follow her but then paused. He stood where she had been and looked behind the chair. 

There was another body. 

This man was much taller than the first. He was resting on his chest and several deep cuts were gouged into the flesh of his back. A tattered green jacket hung in pieces from his body and his arms and legs were outstretched by his side. But it was his head that Stevens focused on. With his body laying chest down on the floor, the victims head was turned completely around, twisted unnaturally and facing the ceiling. His eyes were wide and staring at the same forbidden dream as his companion. Stevens joined Rice in the hallway, crouched down and took several deep breaths. 



***



When the ambulances arrived a few moments later, Stevens and Rice had regained some of their composure. They had reported the incident to their superior, who had in turn informed CID. Two detectives and a team of 'scene of crime officers' were dispatched to 15 Stanhope Avenue. They immediately began to seal off the area around the house with thick bands of police tape, forbidding entry. The long process of evidence collection began with meticulous detail while the family were all taken to the hospital in the ambulances. 

Stevens sat in the car with Rice and they both watched the teams buzz around the house. The two of them started to write a report, unable to remove the horrific images from their thoughts. Stevens glanced up after a few moments, an action he immediately regretted. His eyes fell upon a member of the ambulance crew crouching over a tiny figure. The pale face and closed eyes of the small boy were highlighted by the dim glow of street lights. He appeared almost serene as the zip to the tiny black body bag was fastened.
















 


 


 

Chapter 3
 

The rain sliced through the air and hit the window of Clarissa Chapman's office as she stared outside. It was a dark, overcast day; thick grey clouds blanketed the area and covered the building in wave after wave of rain.

Clarissa sighed and went back to typing a report on her computer. At thirty-six years old she was pleased with how her career had progressed, although it had been hard work, based around a hectic schedule. Smart clothes covered her slim frame and, although she was slightly shorter than she would have liked, she never obsessed over her looks. She wore her brown, shoulder length hair naturally and only ran a comb though it in the mornings.

Clarissa had worked in CID for twelve years but had been transferred to the PKI department only three years earlier. She was excited and grateful for the move, but also apprehensive. The PKI, or Psychokinetic Investigations team, was such a new area of police work and for the past fifteen years the field had been the focus of media frenzy. Just a few years before the department was initiated, the thought of it would have seemed like science fiction and laughed away. But now it was an all too crucial part of police work.

Clarissa was a detective chief inspector and in charge of a team of eleven detectives, operating in the town of Lakebridge and its surrounding areas in south-west London. The team worked in a special section of CID which concentrated on the apprehension of anyone found to have 'the ability', as it had been termed by the press. Since the first documented case in 1999 it had been a part of both news stories and police time with a similar level of domination. It seemed impossible for a single day to go by without some obscure story making its way onto the first few pages of the news papers, even though there hadn't been a new case for almost two months. It still held the public attention and still seemed such a remarkable phenomenon. After fifteen years, the ability to move objects with only the power of the mind continued to amaze and scare the public equally. The fact that in every documented case, the person found to have the ability would become violently insane within a year or two, and eventually become little more than a dribbling, lifeless vegetable, added substantial fuel to the fire. 

Sometimes Clarissa was grateful for the huge media interest, since it could increase the chances apprehending a person with the ability and with greater speed. The face of a newly discovered 'Kinetic', as they were dubbed, splashed over front pages and news bulletins could certainly help. But at the same time the pressure focused on her and her team was incredible. She had remained the head of the department for longer than any one of her predecessors. Henry Blake had been in charge before Clarissa, a well respected veteran who had managed two and a half years before a heart attack cost him his career, and almost his life.

The pressure would build with every new case and Clarissa got very little sleep when a new Kinetic was discovered. To date there had been almost ten thousand people discovered to harbour the ability worldwide, with six hundred known cases in the UK. Every one of the Kinetics had become increasingly violent since making the discovery of their gift. 

The age that people found they had the ability varied wildly, but the youngest ever had been an eighteen-year-old girl from Brazil. Within a year she had been placed in a prison, just like all the others. Her irrationality and violence had increased steadily, until the authorities had no choice but to incarcerate her for the benefit of public safety. Now, all Kinetics were routinely placed in specially designed prisons, surrounded by a complex array of magnetic fields which had been found to prevent the ability from being used. Each prison had different sections for Kinetics at different levels of advancement. The longer they had the ability the more violent, destructive and eventually psychotic, they became.  

Like everyone else, Clarissa was fascinated with how this ability suddenly arose in the human population but that, like so many other questions surrounding the phenomenon, was still left unanswered. Her job was simply to locate and contain all Kinetics, that was all.

Clarissa looked out of the window again - grey clouds, grey buildings, grey roads. It had been a relatively quiet few months but that only gave her time to catch up on the thousands of reports that needed to be done. Budgets were tight and secretaries were a luxury saved for her superiors, but Clarissa didn't mind the work on the whole; she liked to be kept busy.

There was a knock on the open door to her office. She turned to see Howard Kirkland standing in the doorway. Howard was forty years old and had been with Psychokinetic Investigations for five years. He was the office favourite to get the head job when Henry Blake left. That was until Clarissa had given an exceptional interview for the post, stealing it from under his nose. There should have been jealousy and anger in their relationship and that was the general consensus of the situation among the others in the office. It was humorous to Howard and Clarissa how others viewed their awkward relationship, knowing that any harsh feelings between them had nothing to do with Howard feeling resentful of her.

"Hi, what is it?" Clarissa said, smiling. She studied his stern face and her smile evaporated. Howard took in a deep breath.

"I think we have one," he said.



***



Clarissa, Howard and several members of the team sat around a large table in the meeting room next to Clarissa's office. They all stared at the large 8x12 photos scattered on the table.

"The break-in happened last night," Howard said, reading from a report he had received from the crime scene investigators. "When police arrived they found the four members of the Samson family in the kitchen, at the back of the house. The youngest child was deceased from a head injury and the father and mother had suffered severe injuries from beating." 

Clarissa picked up a photo which showed Joanna and Leonard Samson in the back of an ambulance with bruises and cuts.

"The police officers..." continued Howard, "were informed by the father, Mr Leonard Samson, that the intruders were in the living room. They proceeded to locate the two deceased men on the carpet of the front room."

He gestured towards the large-print photos on the table and everyone looked at the two dead bodies. A limb had been torn from one and the head was twisted unnaturally on the other. Both had multiple stab wounds and lacerations to their skin. The members of the team nodded their heads as they scrutinised the images. They all knew the familiar signs of a Kinetic attack; the multiple slices in the flesh as the attacker flung a sharp instrument, usually a knife or a blade, through the air and sliced it into the body of the victim. The twisting of the head was much rarer, but not unheard of. For a Kinetic to perform such things they would have to be reasonably adept at using their skill. The members of the PKI team all knew this indicated that the Kinetic in question would have discovered they had the ability several years earlier. Clarissa looked at the photo which clearly showed the severed arm, appearing as if it had been ripped clear of the body.

"What about this?" she asked, holding the photo of the limb. Howard and the rest of the team looked at the image.

"That's an oddity," Howard said, "we have people looking into that. The evidence seems to show that the arm was literally ripped from the torso. I don't know of a Kinetic who could be capable of anything like that. The amount of force to rip off a limb would be immense."

Clarissa narrowed her eyes and continued to gaze at the gruesome image.

Howard selected another print and held it up. It was a large picture of Leonard Samson, cropped from a family portrait. "We believe this man is the Kinetic, forty-two-year-old Leonard Samson." 

They all looked carefully at the photo. It showed a skinny individual staring into the camera and wearing a broad smile. His shirt appeared to be several sizes too big for him and his trousers hung from thin, scrawny legs. The PKI team knew that physical appearance meant little when it came to Kinetics. Nevertheless, they were still taken aback by the unassuming man portrayed in the photo.

"Why is the mother or daughter not a suspect?" asked Derek Pickering, a DI sat to the left of Howard.

"Joanna Samson, the mother, was beaten unconscious during the attack and remained unconscious until she received treatment in the hospital," Howard replied. "The daughter, Holly is only ten-years-old, much too young. We can keep her in mind but our prime suspect is Leonard Samson. Both parents are currently receiving treatment in the hospital and the daughter is staying with her grandparents for the time being."

"What precautions are being taken in the hospital?" Clarissa asked.

"The police have set up a temporary magnetic field device to prevent the use of any psychokinetic ability. It is positioned under Leonard's hospital bed," 

Clarissa raised her eyebrows. "Well, we need to get one of our own kinetic restrictors there as soon as possible; those old hospital devices aren't particularly reliable. Is Mr Samson aware that the device is present at this time?"

"Not at the moment. He is unaware that we have started a psychokinetic investigation."

Clarissa turned to the rest of the team. "Okay, I think that gives us enough to get started. I'd like reports on Leonard Samson's past. Any details on previous incidents, childhood, working background and anything else you feel is relevant. Howard and I will go to see the suspect in Hospital. Can you also get a more effective kinetic restrictor to the hospital; I don't want to take any chances." Clarissa got up from her seat. "Thank you everyone, let’s get to work." 

Both she and Howard went back into her office and sat down while the rest of the team started to accumulate as much information as possible.

"You think it's the father?" Clarissa asked Howard, leaning back on her chair.

"All the facts point to him. Holly, the daughter, gave an interview to an officer yesterday. She stated that she just remembers being dragged from the living room by the shorter of the two intruders then suddenly felt the man's hand go limp and heard a scream from behind her. She says she was pushed out of the living room and into the hallway. She didn't know who pushed her. When she looked back, the door slammed shut and she couldn't get back in. She says she heard screams from inside the room. When the door opened finally, she saw her father dragging her mother out. She says he called the police and they all waited in the kitchen."

Clarissa nodded slowly, staring contemplatively ahead. 

Howard looked at her. "Unless you have any other suggestions at this stage?" he asked inquisitively. She smiled and got up from her chair.

"Not at this stage," she said, brushing past her colleague. Howard grabbed her arm and pulled her close. He smiled and moved to kiss her. Clarissa pulled away, a thin smile on her lips. "We agreed to take things slowly," she said. Howard stopped smiling and let go of her arm. "I like you Howard but we've only been on one date. I don't want any rumours to start around the office."

Howard looked from side to side, "I can't see anyone watching us," he said, with a tinge of annoyance in his voice as he forced a smile.

"Let's just take things easy, as we agreed." Clarissa said, touching him on the arm before walking out of the office. Howard raised his eyebrows and sighed before following her out.



***



The lifts in the hospital were slow and there was a large queue waiting to get on, so Clarissa and Howard took the stairs. Howard had explained that Joanna Samson was in the Intensive Care Unit and would not be available for interview. Leonard was placed in a private room, off the ward, as instructed by the PKI department that morning. Leonard had also been transferred to another bed which had been fitted with a more effective psychokinetic restrictor.

Clarissa and Howard were breathing heavily as they reached the eighth floor. They walked through two sets of double doors and down the corridor to the nurse's station. They informed the nurse in attendance who they were, and flashed identification. They were led into a room at the far end of the long corridor. Clarissa entered first and looked around. The room was spacious, with light managing to navigate through the open slits of the blind in the window. Leonard Samson was lying on the bed, his head turned away from them and towards the window. He appeared to be asleep but Clarissa couldn't see his face.

"Mr Samson?" she said. 

Leonard's head turned in her direction and he wore a nervous, almost panicky expression.

"Y...yes, I'm Leonard Samson."

"I'm DCI Clarissa Chapman and this is my colleague Howard Kirkland." Clarissa walked over to the bedside with a hand reaching out towards the thin man in the bed. Leonard raised an arm and shook hands with his two visitors, looking at them both carefully in turn. 

"We were hoping to ask you a few questions if we may," Clarissa said.

"Of course, I have already spoken to someone from the police." Leonard's voice held a noticeable tremor as he spoke. 

Clarissa nodded sympathetically, "just a few more questions Mr Samson, I'm sorry, I know you need to rest." 

Clarissa and Howard pulled over two chairs from the corner of the room and sat down next to the bed. Clarissa looked at the man in front of them. He had a bandage wrapped around his head but his greying brown hair could still be seen at the sides. He seemed even thinner and more slight in person than he did in the photos she had seen. Clarissa glanced down to his bony arms and noticed his hand was shaking.

"Can you just go through what happened one more time for us Mr Samson?"

Leonard took a deep breath. "We were sitting in the living room. I was reading a book and my wife and children were watching the television. There was a knock at the door. Two men burst in and attacked us. They attacked us all." His voice cracked and Clarissa saw his eyes water. He blinked rapidly and continued. "I was beaten with a... golf club I think... yes I'm sure it was. My wife and children were screaming, that's all I can recall. I was beaten unconscious. The next thing I remember is waking up in the living room. Blood was everywhere." He lowered his head and his chin touched his chest. Clarissa stole a look at Howard, who was writing in his pad.

"What happened after you saw the blood? Where were the intruders?" Clarissa asked.

"I...I saw my wife lying next to me on the carpet. I thought she was dead for a second but then I saw her breathing. I was so relieved. I could hear a banging on the door leading out to the hallway and my daughter's voice from the other side. I managed to drag my wife, open the door and get out into the hall. As I passed by the sofa I saw an arm from behind it and realised they were both either unconscious or dead. I thought they had ended up killing each other. I got us all into the kitchen and called the police. As I went to get the phone from the hallway..." Leonard's voice cracked and a tear fell to the heavily starched bed sheets. He raised his hands to his face and rocked backwards and forwards as he wept. "I saw him, I saw him lying on the floor. He was dead... they killed him, my son."

Clarissa felt a sting in her own eyes. She had seen the photos of Ewan Samson before the post-mortem, his face pale with streaks of dried blood on his cheeks; the bright scarlet a perfect contrast to his white skin.

After a few moments of silence from the two detectives, Leonard calmed down and lowered his hands. His eyes were red and swollen, his cheeks and hands wet with salty tears.

"I'm glad they're dead. Whoever killed them, I'm glad they did it," he said. For the first time his voice showed some force behind it. He gritted his teeth and looked down at the bed sheets.

Clarissa and Howard looked at each other, confusion on both their faces. 

"Are you saying you didn't kill them?" Clarissa asked. 

Leonard looked up, puzzled. "Of course not, how could I? There were two of them. They had weapons. What could I do?" He shook his head, glancing down to the floor by the bed. "Besides, I'd remember something."

Clarissa stared deep into Leonard's eyes. "We didn't explain which department of the police we are from Mr Samson." Clarissa said, glancing at Howard. Leonard looked even more confused and his eyes darted between the two detectives in front of him. Clarissa continued, "we're from the Psychokinetic Investigation department. We believe those two men were killed by a Kinetic."

Leonard managed a panicky smile. "And you think I have the ability? Are you kidding me?" His eyes moved rapidly between them. Clarissa was almost convinced the revelation of their suspicions was a genuine surprise. But her eyes narrowed slightly as she thought she detected a hint of expectation in his response, as if the accusation had been anticipated. Was it there? she thought to herself.

"The two men were killed in a variety of ways Mr Samson," Howard said. "The way in which these men were killed, points strongly to a killer who has the ability. Not only that, but this individual would have known they had the ability for quite some time - I'm talking years. They used very advanced techniques and..." Clarissa stopped Howard with a raised hand. Leonard wasn't taking in any of the information; he simply wasn't listening. He was still reeling from the accusation. After a moment he looked up.

"I didn't do it," he said in a simple monotone.

"We're not making any accusations at this stage Mr Samson. We're just investigating the facts," Clarissa said. "Who do you believe killed those men?"

"I don't know," Leonard replied, shaking his head. "It must have been someone else from outside. I haven't a clue. Christ, they could have just killed each other for all I know." 

Clarissa decided they should leave it at that. They had obtained his side of the story first hand, that was enough for the time being.

"I can assure you Mr Samson that we'll look into every avenue of enquiry. I'm sorry to have troubled you. I hope you and your wife have a speedy recovery. We'll be in touch in a few days." Clarissa stood up and Leonard looked at her, still shaking his head.

"That's it? You come here to accuse me of something like that and now you're leaving? I do not have any abilities; I will not be locked up in some god forsaken prison for the sake of an easy explanation as to what happened."

A nurse entered the room and saw Leonard's flustered, red face. 

"I think you should continue your questioning some other time," she said to Clarissa, and walked over to Leonard's bedside.

"We were just leaving anyway," Clarissa replied. 

Howard stood up from his chair and the two of them went to walk out of the room. Clarissa turned around and looked at Leonard. "We won't take the easy explanation if it isn't the correct one Mr Samson. I'm sorry for your distress." 

With that, the two detectives left the room and walked down the corridor towards the stairs. Clarissa wore a concerned frown as they walked.

"What are you thinking?" Howard asked.

Clarissa's mouth opened slightly but she didn't say anything for a few seconds, then she spoke, almost as if she was talking to herself.

"If the Kinetic who killed those two men was as advanced as he would need to be to do what he did, then he would have known he had the ability for a number of years."

"That's true," said Howard.

"If that's the case, he would more than likely be exhibiting symptoms of insanity, or at the very least be showing signs of violence."

"Yes," said Howard, realising Clarissa's point immediately. The point was impossible to miss, having just met the man who was the prime suspect.

"Leonard Samson exhibited no such symptoms just now. If he is the Kinetic, then he'd definitely be the first I've come across to behave in the manner we have just witnessed. The person who killed those men must have developed those psychokinetic skills over many years. He would have left a massive trail of violence behind him" 

"We'll wait for what the others get from his history and see if anything fits. Something might turn up and then we can be sure," Howard said. 

He knew Clarissa well, knew she was good at her job and would never make rash assumptions or jump to conclusions. He was surprised that she was voicing concerns over Leonard Samson after just one meeting. Howard thought through the facts once again and silently came to the same conclusion; it had to be Leonard, nothing else fit. Clarissa and Howard descended the stairs and left the hospital in silence.
















 


 


 

Chapter 4
 

Summer, 1978

The boy looks up at the clear blue sky above him. It is the hottest summer he has experienced in his six years and he doesn't let an hour of the blistering sun go to waste, enjoying the long, light evenings playing in the garden. A mild breeze rolls along his red cheeks and he feels a refreshing coolness as he looks down from the sky and straight ahead. He can see his older brother crouching behind the bike shed, half way down the long garden. There are a lot of places to hide in the lush green landscape, with thick plants towering over the fences on either side of the garden, but his brother always chooses that particular place to wait. The boy smiles and lifts the rifle in his arms, closer to his chest. He crouches low as he moves quickly along the edge of the garden using the bushes for cover. He sees his brother glance out from behind the bike shed but the boy pretends to ignore him. The rifle is full of ammunition and weighs heavy in his arms. The boy watches as the tip of his brothers gun makes an appearance from behind the bike shed and he quickly darts through a thin bush and around the back of the plants. He pushes his body against the tall fence and side steps slowly, the same way he has seen on TV a hundred times before. The bushes fill out on his left and he moves in an arc around the edge of the garden. He follows the fence all the way and, using the plants as cover, approaches the bike shed from the rear. The boy treads quietly, looking down at the hard, dry soil beneath his feet. Twigs lay like some kind of impassable alarm system, but the boy is careful to avoid snapping them and creating any unwanted sound. The boy can see his brother now, hiding patiently behind the bike shed, unaware that anyone is approaching. The younger boy stifles a laugh as he watches his quarry peek out and stare down the length of the garden in confusion.

Suddenly the boy jumps out from behind the bushes, aims his rifle and pulls the trigger. A thick burst of water emerges from the barrel of the gun, soaking the back of his brother’s head and the older boy laughs and turns, firing his own gun in retaliation. They both drench each other with sporadic bursts of liquid bullets as they run towards the back of the garden.

As they reach the fence at the end of the garden, the ammunition in their toys is almost depleted. Both the boys are soaking; water dripping from their shorts and T-shirts, but they feel refreshed in the baking heat. They come to rest and fall lazily on the grass, dropping their weapons beside them. The older brother turns his head and looks at the old garden shed to their right. The shed is not forbidden territory, but they have always been told by their parents to be careful if they go into the cluttered space; precariously balanced tins of old paint line the rickety shelving and could cause an injury if one should fall.

"Shall we have a look around in there for a bit?" the older brother says, pointing to the shed door, its rusty hinges holding the door in place and with no lock securing it.

"Okay," the younger boy replies. 

They haven't been exploring in the shed for a long time and there is a sudden excitement. It is a cluttered place and there always seems to be something of interest they can find to pass half an hour. 

They both get up, brushing grass from the back of their shorts and feeling the cool breeze on their wet skin. The older boy grabs the edge of the rotting wood that forms the door and pulls it. The hinges creak in protest as he forces it open. The brilliant light of the sun only manages to pierce the first few feet of darkness as the boys enter, seeing only a black veil beyond that. The single window on the wall at the far end faces out, towards the fence less than a foot away and provides negligible illumination from outside. The shed is large and, as they blink, their eyes slowly adjust to the murky gloom. The younger boy stares around. Thick cobwebs line the shed, with spiders waiting patiently for some prey. Boxes, tins of paint, old and forgotten electrical items and miscellaneous junk that seems too useful to throw away are all stacked in no particular order on the floor and shelves. A mountain of half open boxes covers most of the back wall, concealing hidden treasures.

The two boys advance, carefully stepping around the items resting on the floor. They move old toasters, shoe racks and tins out of their way and begin to separate, each working their own path through the piles of junk as they try to find anything that looks like it might provide some interest to their imaginative brains. The younger boy moves several old boxes of lawn seed and manages to get to a small stack of cardboard boxes. He carefully lifts the first one off and places it on top of the lawn seed. The box isn't heavy but to his small arms it feels like it contains a block of lead and he sighs with relief when it finally rests securely. The box is sealed with brown tape but the tape is old and the edges curled up on themselves. The boy grips the tape and pulls it hard. It comes free from the box easily and the boy discards it without a moments thought, throwing it away to live within the piles of clutter a few feet away. He opens the lid to the box but is disappointed with his loot. It contains nothing of interest to a six-year-old boy: an old lamp with no plug fitted, several worn out bulbs and four lamp shades stacked one on top of the other. The boy closes the box and reaches for the next one on the stack. Before he pulls it down, he hears his brother call him from the other side of the gloom. The boy turns and sees him standing in one of the endangered clear sections of floor. There is something sitting by his feet.

"What is it?" the boy asks.

"A chest or something," the older brother replies.

A chest? the younger of the two brothers thinks, like a treasure chest? He begins to work his way back through the rubbish and stands next to the older boy. He looks down and sees the small wooden chest. The wood looks old and a thick, black steel rim serves as protection for its vulnerable edges. It looks exactly how he imagines a real treasure chest would look; the dark wood covered by several layers of dust and grime.

"Is it locked?" he asks.

"No, look," the older brother replies, lifting the small latch and opening the lid revealing it to be empty.

The younger boy sighs, disappointed again. It would have been much more interesting had it been full of some kind of bounty, or even if it had been locked, it would have held a glimmer of mystery.

The older boy smiles, "you think you can get in there?"

The younger boy stares into the chest. It is small - very small - but then so is he. He is one of the smallest in his class and is quick to take advantage of any opportunity in which it might turn out to be a useful trait.

"Yes, of course," he says confidently, "but why should I want to?"

"Just to see if you can. I'm not sure you'd be able to."

The younger boy raises an eyebrow and stares at his older brother, able to see through such a blatant attempt at reverse psychology, even at his young age. But then he thinks that perhaps it could be fun to see if he can squeeze into the tiny space; he isn't too sure himself, in spite of his confident boast.

"Okay," the younger boy says and steps into the wooden box. He manoeuvres his feet to the back edge of the chest and kneels down. It is a tight fit; his knees almost touch the other side of the chest and as he crouches forward, it pushes on the top of his head. He wriggles slightly for comfort but it doesn't feel any better. He hears his brother close the lid and feels it push into his back.

"Move your back down," the older boy says, pushing hard on the lid.

"I can't," replies the boy in the chest, "it's really tight in here."

He feels pressure as his brother pushes hard on the half cylindrical lid then there is total darkness as it finally closes. The boy hears the latch click shut on the other side. He waits for a second to prove that he is in and then tries to call out. He breathes in but the walls of the chest push on his ribs, limiting their expansion. 

It's too tight. He can feel a panic building inside him as he tries to take another breath but the chest is so small, there is no room. He can feel a bumping on the lid and realises his brother is sitting on the top. He can hear laughter, realising his brother thinks it is a joke. The younger boy screams inside the chest using every particle of air in his lungs.

"Let me out, let me out," 

He pushes up against the lid but it is no use; he can't get any leverage to force the lid open. He can feel his eyes sting as tears well - he can't move, he can't breath.

"Let me out," he cries, but still hears laughter from above; his brother blissfully unaware of his panic.

"Let me out," he repeats as tears fall from his eyes and onto his knees. He feels the heat begin to escalate inside the box as he tries to inhale air again, but the pressure from the sides of the chest prevents him from doing so. It is so dark, he feels like he is dying. He squeezes his eyes shut and feels a pressure building in his head. It keeps building, blood pounding through his temples. There is pressure all around, he can't escape. He lets out a final scream.

The lid suddenly creaks and then rotates violently on its hinges, forcing itself open.

The boy sits up, gasping for air and wipes the tears from his face. Sweat beads on his forehead and starts to slide slowly down. He blinks and regains his breath as he looks around. He sees movement from the other side of the shed and realises it is his brother, resting on a pile of broken boxes a few feet away. The older brother is staring with wide eyes, his face frozen and pale.

"How did you do that?" the older boy asks quietly, staring as his brother.

"Do what?"

"I was sitting on the lid when it flung open, I went flying." He rubs his head and looks around, a frown furrowing his brow. "What did you do?"

The younger brother gets up and steps out of the chest. "I don't know," he says with a puzzled expression. "I was screaming for you to get off. I couldn't move the lid. I was just scared."

















 


 


 

Chapter 5
 

The barely edible mass fell from the serving spoon and onto the tray, dripping from the plastic rim. Sean Hagan looked in disgust at the meal and moved along the line to collect his paper cup of water. He had been eating meals like the one he held in the filthy tray for two years. His pallet had never gotten accustomed to the rancid taste and texture of the food provided in Cove Rock Prison, but that was one of the more bearable aspects of his incarceration. Sean took his tray and walked over to his usual table. His eyes moved slowly around the room at the other prisoners, a look of contempt decorated his face as his gaze arced over the people he now had to spend his time with. He found his seat at the far end of the food hall, sat down on a cold steel bench and placed his tray and cup on the metallic table. He picked up the knife and fork from the tray and started to eat, wincing as the taste of the food registered. It was over salted slop but it was all there was.

Sean was twenty-eight years old. He was tall, standing at six feet four inches and towered above most of the other prisoners. His face was slender with sharp cheek bones and thin lips. He was balding prematurely and shaved his head regularly so only a short hint of stubble remained, each slight imperfection in his skull clearly visible. His eyes were a dark brown which surrounded the hollow blackness of his pupils and created a void-like gaze.

It had been two years since he had been arrested, but had known he had the ability for almost a year before that. He was the prisoner with the most experience at using the ability in block-B, most inmates would usually be transferred into block-C after only a year or so. That section of the prison was reserved for the Kinetics who had progressed to almost complete insanity. Block-A was at the opposite end of the building and was for newly diagnosed Kinetics, who had been discovered to possess the ability but had shown no tendencies towards violence or insanity. 

Block-B, Sean Hagan's home for the past two years, was for the most dangerous of Kinetics, at least in the opinion of the prison guards. Those were the ones who still had their rationality, but also possessed a barely controlled urge for violence. Sean knew what the public had been told. He knew that they thought the ability brought with it some kind of 'chemical imbalance' in the brain which proceeded to drive them towards violence and, eventually lunacy. But he also knew that he appeared to be the exception that made the rule. 

Sean Hagan had always been a reserved and quiet person when growing up. He had always been tall and his long, gangly limbs were awkward to control. Due to his uncoordinated demeanour he had never excelled in sports and, like many others before him, decided to engross himself in books instead. He would read on a wide variety of subjects and gained an excellent knowledge base. 

He had few friends at school and often alienated himself from anyone who attempted to become one. He gave the impression of a quiet, moody individual who thought little of others opinions. This, as it turned out, was almost the truth. Sean would sit quietly, sometimes listening in on the conversations of his classmates while a bitter resentment grew inside him. These people were stupidity personified as far as he was concerned. He couldn't believe some of the drivel they spurted, but he never said a word.

As the years passed by, his resentment grew exponentially. He diligently studied, but made little contact with anyone of his own age. His only human interaction was with his parents and as time passed, even this dropped off to the point of non-existence.

He excelled in his exams and continued on to college which eventually led to degrees in philosophy and psychology. All the time, he maintained a distant and solitary existence. He didn't like people and they didn't like him. 

During his time at university however, he did begin to use the local gym. He had found himself tiring of endless study and wanted to increase his fitness. Using the facilities at an increasing pace, it wasn't long before Sean was spending two hours in the gym every day. He was delighted at how fast he bulked up and he became much more muscular. For the first time in his life he felt athletic and strong. Then, during the final year of his psychology PHD, he discovered something that initially shocked and terrified him. 

Sean was in student accommodation at the time. He had woken late that morning and had turned over to see the small digital alarm clock showing 11:18. He closed his eyes, but then forced them open. He needed to get up. He had felt himself drifting into a pattern of late nights and even later mornings. He wanted to snap himself out of that particular routine.

It was a bright, August morning and after he had dressed he walked the short, half-mile trip to the gym. He had changed and walked over to the weights room where he began bench presses. The gym was relatively busy which irritated Sean but he had conditioned himself to tolerate the crowds to a certain extent. As he was lifting the weights, he noticed a short, stumpy woman move over to the floor mat where she began performing sit ups. The mat was close to the bench press and Sean felt she was closer to him than he would like, but he quietly continued his exercise. On the other side of the mats was a large, steel rack for the different varieties of weight. A man came over and replaced several weights, resting them carefully on the horizontal bars. The woman, still doing sit ups, had positioned herself directly under the rack and as the man put the final weight on, it slipped from his fingers. Sean saw the 12lb lump of iron fall towards the woman's head, four feet below. He gazed in horror as he focused on the weight and heard a shrill scream escape from the terrified woman. Sean focused and watched in amazement as the weight veered off to the left, ever so slightly. It moved in a fluid, yet unnatural motion, arced away from the woman's face and brushed against her cheek before coming to rest on the mat below. 

A number of people rushed to her aid, but she had escaped any harm. The weight that had previously been hurtling towards her face had moved away at the last instant. Nobody else seemed to notice the peculiar event, but Sean was fascinated. He had been focused on the weight and had felt an odd sensation as it changed its path of descent, almost like a surge of adrenaline. It was an effortless and instant realisation - he had caused the weight to move.

Sean returned to his room on the university campus, shaking with fear. He knew what had just happened and realised the consequences immediately. He was a Kinetic. Everyone knew what happened to Kinetics - insanity and death. He lay on his bed and, for the first time since being a small child, he cried.

The days and weeks passed by and Sean did everything in his power to forget the event in the gym. He told himself that he had imagined the event involving the weight; it was in his mind that was all. But deep down he knew that wasn't the case. He was a Kinetic and it was suddenly so clear to him. A peculiar acceptance slowly developed inside, and as the weeks passed he gradually realised that it was part of him now; it was who he was and it made him something he always felt he was - it made him special.

Then the urges came.

He found himself having a desire to test the ability once again. He fought back the urge, as any sane person would, for fear of being discovered and locked away. But eventually it became impossible. He started moving objects in the privacy of his room and developed his gift at a remarkable pace. He could manipulate large objects with ease, causing them to glide and rotate around his room. As his ability began to develop, so too did a gradual sense of bitterness. His natural inclination towards being antagonised by others made it difficult to spot at first, but Sean slowly realised that he felt an anger bubbling inside him almost constantly. He detested every person he came into contact with and, while ultimately knowing this was a symptom of the ability, simultaneously pushed the thought to the back of his mind.

The months passed and every drop of the initial fear Sean had experienced evaporated away. He felt as if he had become too powerful for it to be of any consequence anymore. He had an unflinching confidence that he was different from all other Kinetics. He was not going to go insane and die in some lunatic asylum, he was far too intellectually advanced. But then he made a mistake that would lead directly to his arrest - he used the ability to kill. 

Sean had planned the murder for just two days. The victim was called Gregory Manford, a student who lived in the room next to Sean. There had been hostility between the two for sometime, usually concerning the ridiculous level of noise and disturbances that emanated from Gregory's room. Sean had only said an occasional sarcastic word, but remained quiet and secretly seethed at his neighbours refusal to curb the music and parties in his room. He had chosen a Sunday evening when he knew Gregory would be returning to the room from the student union bar. More importantly, he knew he would be alone. He waited by the rear of the building where a narrow path snaked its way through the lawn, towards the accommodation. There were occasional trees and bushes which provided a certain atmosphere of seclusion. Sean waited for almost an hour before Gregory stumbled drunkenly up the path.

His body was found the next day by a twenty-two-year-old student. Gregory had been slashed by several knives simultaneously before three blades were plunged deep into his back. His throat had been cut so badly, his head was almost severed. When police arrived, they decided it bore some similarities to Kinetic style murders.

The Psychokinetic Investigations department ordered a manhunt but it didn't take long before Sean was their prime suspect. His odd behaviour that had increased during the past few months raised many concerns for students the police questioned. Almost everyone that was interviewed mentioned his name. There was also a witness who revealed she thought she had seen Sean Hagan waiting by the rear of the building on the night of the murder. The net closed in on their suspect and after a bungled attempt to apprehend him, where a defective kinetic-restricting device failed and a police officer was killed by Sean, he was eventually detained. Not only that but they had seen him use the ability in an attempt to evade capture, an attempt in which he was almost successful.

After a short trial, which was little more than a formality, he was sent to Cove Rock and was told he would spend the rest of his life within those walls.

Cove Rock Prison was built twelve years earlier. It was awarded generous government funding due to the urgency of its required completion and the huge facility took less than four months to complete. Corners were inevitably cut as the contracting firms took full advantage of the government funding to line their pockets, at the expense of quality. It was secured to the required level, but the services were woefully inadequate. Fresh water supplies were often cut off or polluted with sewage from the poorly designed reservoir locations. Low quality filters and valves were used and had to be replaced over time. The prison quickly fell into a state of chaos and several riots had ensued over the course of a decade. Fresh government funding rectified some of the problems but Cove Rock continued to be a poorly maintained and, often squalid facility. 

Like all prisons for Kinetics around the world, it was covered in a huge array of specially designed magnetic fields. The purpose of which was to prevent Kinetics from being able to use their abilities on the site. The curious and unexplained effects of magnetic fields on the ability had been discovered accidentally a number of years earlier. It had become an invaluable and crucial tool when the negative side-effects of the ability became clear.

Sean had read the stories in the press about the conditions in the facility but it hadn't concerned him until the day he entered the prison. On the outside he felt like one of the most advanced Kinetics alive but in the prison he was just another man. The nature of the prison meant that Kinetics from many different backgrounds and lives would intermingle with one another. Sean found very little in common with all but a handful of the one-hundred and sixty-seven inmates in block-B. He had suffered from depression for the first few months but slowly began to secure his place. As the other prisoners progressed through the established mental deterioration, and slowly lost their rationality and sanity, they were moved over to block-C, where they would end their days. Sean, although developing a violent streak, never showed any signs of psychotic behaviour and remained behind. This earned him a reputation among the other prisoners. They knew he was probably the most advanced Kinetic in the country, and possibly the world. Having the ability for three years with such a small amount of mental deterioration was almost unheard of. 

There were of course the violent urges, but these had started to slow down and eventually plateau while he remained in prison. Having the use of the ability taken away often had this affect on prisoners but, in spite of this, all would still eventually descend into madness. Sean knew the prison guards and other inmates felt he was treading water; it would only be a matter of time before he became a dribbling vegetable like all the others. But Sean didn't feel the same, he felt as if he had created a perfect equilibrium in his mind; an equilibrium that could never be broken.

Sean pushed the last of the food into his mouth and dropped the cutlery on the tray as he silently congratulated himself for finishing. He took a sip of water to remove the foul taste from his mouth, swilling it thoroughly before swallowing. Others had arrived at the table with most eating in silence, but there was a discussion going on at the other end. Sean didn't particularly care what the conversation was about and didn't bother to eavesdrop. He took another sip of water and looked around. There was a murmur of chatter resonating around the food hall, with the occasional clinking of pots and pans from the serving staff. Sean felt nauseous, as he always did a few moments after shovelling the rancid food down his throat. It would pass - it always did.

The constant murmuring began to irritate him and he stood up from the table. He stepped backwards and felt a nudge on his back. He turned and saw a large man with a huge round stomach stumble and fall to the ground, his tray crashing loudly as it hit the floor. Food was thrown out and slopped on the hard, concrete surface. The murmuring stopped and most of the food hall turned to see what the fuss was about. The fat man hit the floor with a grunt and rolled to his side. Sean stifled a laugh, the site was comical to him as the huge, lumbering body attempted to get back to a standing position. The man snorted loudly and levered his body using the benches. He got to his knees and, with massive effort, grunted himself to a standing position. He turned and looked at the tray on the floor then looked at Sean and snarled. Sean's smile evaporated and his eyes looked at the man with cold indifference.

"You fucking prick," the fat man said through heavy breaths. Sweat had started to bead on his forehead, his skin turning a bright, hot red. Sean remained silent and slowly looked him up and down. His black eyes moved over the round stomach as the man's chest rose and fell with laboured, heavy motions.

"You could do with missing a meal or two anyway," Sean said, his voice low and rasping.

The fat man leaned forward and in lumbering movements, lunged for Sean with his arms outstretched. Sean side stepped and pushed him away. The fat man crashed into the steel surface and fell with his stomach supporting his weight on the table. Sean's own tray went crashing to the opposite side. The man turned, still gasping and faced Sean again. There was laughter from some of the other prisoners now as the fat man tried to compose himself. Sweat was falling from his brow and onto the floor. He forced a smile as he reached under the prison overalls and pulled out a small blade.

"You're getting cut," the overweight prisoner said through gritted teeth. 

Sean looked at his opponent and then his eyes darted around for anything he could use as a weapon. Nothing was in reaching distance and he took a single step back. The man lunged once more, throwing his massive weight behind the attack and arcing the blade towards Sean's face. Sean moved away and then felt something metallic in his right hand. He glanced down and saw he was holding a fork. With the fat man was almost upon him, Sean moved sideways and thrust the fork deep into his attacker’s neck. Blood sprayed and the man screamed. His body collapsed to the floor with the fork protruding from the side of his neck. He writhed in agony as blood seeped from the wound into a small puddle beside him. Several guards rushed over as a crowd of gleeful prisoners gathered around the huge body. Sean stared at the fork, penetrating deep into the flesh and then glanced down to the opposite side of the table. His eyes widened momentarily as he realised the fork from his own tray was gone. He receded into the growing crowd, his eyes on the other inmates faces. They were all focused on the fat man, now being attended to by the guards who were calling for medical help through their radios.

Sean scanned the chaos, persuading himself that if the guards hadn't seen him force the implement into the fat man's neck, then he was relatively safe. There was little chance of disclosure from one of the other inmates. He glanced at his hand with a confused frown and then at the fork one more time. After a moments pause, he disappeared into the crowd. 
















 


 


 

Chapter 6
 

Joanna Samson was transferred out of the intensive care unit and onto a ward the day after Leonard had spoken to Clarissa and Howard. Her mother and Holly had come to visit her and they had all cried, desperately attempting to forget the details of everything that had happened, but with little success. There was contemplative silence as they held each other, and reflected on what had happened two days before. The visit was over all too quickly. Joanna's mother said goodbye and kissed her daughter on her still discoloured cheek, before leaving with Holly, who would stay with her grandparents until Leonard or Joanna were well enough to return home.

Leonard already felt well enough. He was desperate to be discharged after the bandages were removed, but the doctors had refused. He did not know that they had been given instructions by the police to keep him in the hospital, and in his room, as long as possible. He already felt like a prisoner. Joanna's mother had briefly visited Leonard on her way out and Holly was overjoyed at seeing her father looking so well. They had brought both he and his wife fresh clothes, personal items and some books to help pass the time.

He stared out the window of his room after they left. He had changed out of the hospital gowns and into a T-shirt, cardigan and brown corduroy trousers as he sat in the chair next to his bed. His eyes glazed as he stared through the glass and out, over the city. He thought about the visit from DCI Clarissa Chapman and DC Howard Kirkland the day before and then about why he wasn't being discharged although feeling well enough. He was taking up a bed for no reason as far as he was concerned, not only a bed but a private room. Why would this be? He knew of course; they wanted to keep him contained. They wanted to keep him here until the psychokinetic investigators had built up enough fabricated evidence to throw him into Cove Rock for the rest of his life. Leonard shut his eyes tightly. He couldn't go to that place. He had seen the conditions inside on the news and knew he didn't belong there. He wouldn't go to prison. He couldn't bare the thought of being locked away for the rest of his life.

His shoes were near his feet, sitting on the floor next to the bed. Leonard leaned down and put them on. As he was tying the shoe laces he glanced under the bed and saw a small, black box attached to the underside of the frame. A frown wrinkled his forehead as he crouched down onto his knees for a closer look. A bolt of pain flashed through his head and he winced. The injury still hurt from time to time, especially as the blood rushed to his head. The pain subsided and he moved closer to the black box. He looked at it but couldn't see any marks on the casing. The thought occurred that it could just be some unknown, generic piece of medical equipment but it seemed strangely out of place on the underside of the bed frame. Leonard moved himself around the box and saw three tiny LED's on the side, each flashing green or yellow. The box was attached using a small black bracket which didn't seem to be part of the bed design. Four steel arm-like attachments spanned the full length of the frame. Leonard looked at the arms and saw a circular black disc at each end. He moved his body further round the box and saw a small marking on the bottom edge. It was blurred, a consequence of the head injury, and he squinted while leaning closer. He looked at the markings again. 

'PK Products'.

Leonard saw more on the opposite edge.

'PK-Restrictor 2552'.

His lips tightened as he realised why the nurses had made him change beds the previous morning, before Clarissa and Howard had made their visit. The device under his bed was a psychokinetic restrictor, used to stop, or at least severely limit, the use of the ability among Kinetics. Leonard realised they were taking the suspicions they had of him very seriously.

He raised himself back to his feet and wiped the dust from his trousers. He picked up his wallet from the cabinet, pushed it into his pocket and then opened the door to his room. 

"Can I help you Mr Samson?" The gruff, deep voice belonged to a large police officer standing next to the wall outside Leonard's room. Leonard looked up at the man towering over him.

"I was going to see my wife, I've been told she was transferred out of intensive care this morning and I haven't seen her yet."

The police officer took a step towards Leonard. He stood straight with his hands behind his back and eyed the scrawny man before him. 

"I've been given instructions not to allow you out of your room for the time being Mr Samson."

Leonard stared at the large man.

"Two days ago two intruders broke into my house, raped my wife, beat me unconscious and killed my little boy." He took a step closer, his gaze locked on the officer’s eyes. "I don't know what I've done to deserve being locked in my room, away from my family. I just want to see my wife..." he paused, and glanced to the floor. "...Please."

The officer stared down and blinked slowly as he thought for a moment. He was struck by the diminutive stature of the man before him. He was no Kinetic, Kinetics are crazy. This man just wants to speak to his wife.

"Just for a few minutes," the officer said, surprising Leonard. "But I'll need to accompany you." 

Leonard nodded. He closed the door to his room and the two of them walked down the corridor to the nurses’ station. Leonard asked a nurse behind the desk which ward his wife was on and they took the lift up to ward six. They found Joanna in a bed on the far side of the long, thin room.

Leonard walked up to her. She was turned away and didn't notice her husband approach. Leonard looked down at her bruised face. The swelling had receded and her black eye was now open. He saw other, smaller bruises down her forearms but the hospital gown hid them for the most part.

"Hello," Leonard said. 

Joanna looked up with her bright, blue eyes and smiled.

"Len!" she said, sitting up. Leonard walked up, put his arms around her and they kissed.

"Are you ok?" he asked looking at her. The smile briefly left her lips and then returned as she nodded.

"Are you?"

"I'm fine..." Leonard stopped and looked down. He held his wife's hand and gently squeezed. "...Ewan..."

They held each other and wept. There was silence for a long time before they parted and looked at each other with red eyes.

"Did my mother bring Holly in to see you?" Joanna asked.

"Yes, I'm proud of her. She's handling what happened a lot better than I am." Leonard smiled, "she's strong, like her mother."

Joanna shook her head, "I wish. I'm a mess, it's like a nightmare."

The two of them held hands and stared at the bed sheets in silence. After a few moments, Leonard noticed the police officer standing at the foot of the bed.

"Do you mind if we have a moment’s privacy?" Leonard said, glancing around the ward. "I can't go anywhere."

The police officer eyed Leonard with suspicion before looking around and then walking to the far end of the room. He pulled up a chair, sat next to the only exit on the ward and waited. 

Leonard looked at his wife, still holding her hand and leaned forward. "Have the police spoken to you?"

Joanna looked at the concerned expression on her husbands face. 

"No, I've been told that someone is coming to interview me this afternoon."

"They've spoken to me twice," Leonard said, his voice lowering to little more than a whisper. "They came to see me yesterday... they were from psychokinetic investigations."

Joanna's mouth opened. "PKI's came to see you? About what?"

"They think that whoever killed those two bastards had the ability."

"Don't you remember anything about how they died?" Joanna asked, squeezing Leonard's hand. He glanced down and shook his head.

"They think I killed them."

"They think you have the ability?" Joanna said, her voice rising in volume. She looked around, embarrassed, before composing herself. 

Leonard nodded. "They're going to pin this on me somehow, I can feel it. They're going to lock me up."

"That's ridiculous," Joanna said, staring into her husband’s eyes. "They need proof; they need to prove you have the ability."

"I think they'll get it somehow. They'll find the proof if it's there or not. I can't go to prison Jo, especially not in that place."

"We need to get a lawyer. We need to sort this out, it's just insane." An escalating desperation began to rise in Joanna’s voice. Leonard shook his head and looked over to the police officer, still sitting next to the door.

"No, I'm going to leave. I have to go," he said, turning back to his wife.

"Go where? There is nowhere to go. What about Holly and me?"

"I don't know yet, I'm still trying to work everything out. Maybe we need to leave the country, I don't know."

Joanna raised her eyebrows. "Leave the country? Len no, we can sort this out. It's just a mistake. They’ll realise you don’t have the ability sooner or later."

"All I know is that for now, I'm their prime suspect and if I stay here I'll be sent to that hell hole. I know it'll happen Jo and I can't allow it to get that far. I'm sorry, I really am, but what choice do I have?"

Joanna shook her head and gripped her husband's hand so tightly that the finger tips began turning white.

"I'm going to leave soon. I'll try to think of something; maybe try to make arrangements for us to leave the country.”

There was a long pause before Joanna’s voice split the silence, tears rolling down her bruised cheeks. "Okay, if that's what you think you have to do. But keep in touch with me Len. This will all get sorted out, I know it will."

Leonard smiled, "I wish I was as sure of that... I'll be in touch soon. I love you." 

He stood up and kissed Joanna on her forehead then walked away from the bed and down the aisle, towards the exit. He turned back and looked at his wife, head in her hands. He felt as if he had let her down and wished there was another option.

The police officer stood up as Leonard approached. The two of them left the ward and walked down the corridor, towards the lifts. The officer pushed the 'call' button, and they waited.

“Are you going to be at my beck and call from now on then?” Leonard asked, his cracking voice betraying his attempt at light hearted conversation.

The officer glanced sideways and scrutinised the small man before him. “I’m here for your own protection Mr Samson.”

Leonard looked up at the illuminating digits above the doors, indicating the lift was on its way, and tried not to think about exactly how the officer could be there for his protection. His eyes moved quickly from side to side as his heart exploded in his chest.  He stared at the man next to him, who was at least a foot taller than Leonard and carried much more weight. Leonard didn't know if he'd be able to do what he had already decided on doing, but he simply had to get away. The numbers flashed in turn as the lift approached. It was going up and they were waiting for a descending lift to take them to the floor below. The police officer was expecting to wait for the next lift when the doors opened. Leonard looked inside and saw it was empty then looked at the man to his side. There was a sudden and spontaneous flurry of activity in Leonard’s mind and he felt a surge of adrenaline in his poised muscles. He turned to the huge police officer and lunged with all his strength. He pushed the man towards the open doors and the two of them entered the waiting box. Leonard drove himself forward, pushing with all the strength his legs could muster and slammed the officer into the rear wall. The large man grunted and fell, but immediately attempted to drag himself up to his feet. Leonard turned and punched the button for the top floor. He kicked at the officer's arm, which was being used to support the large weight as the man attempted to stand. The officer collapsed down as his arm gave way. Leonard ran out of the lift and towards the stair well.

He felt his heart pounding through his ribs as perspiration began to gather on his forehead. He opened the door to the stairwell and then sprinted down, jumping three or four at a time. Air rushed in and out of his lungs as the panic and relentless adrenaline surge fused, driving him to run faster than he had for years. He wasn't sure if the lift doors had closed in time to prevent the police officer from pursuing him - he hadn't looked back - but even if the lift doors had closed and started to rise up the building, then the officer would have pushed the button for the next floor. Leonard knew he didn't have a vast head start - if he had one at all. He rushed past some patients, nurses and visitors using the stairs, knocking into some accidentally and apologising with a trembling voice. When he reached the bottom of the stairwell he stopped and looked up behind him but couldn’t see the officer. Leonard moved closer to the bottom of stairs, leaned on the hand rail and peered up the shaft. 

Nobody.

He gasped for air as sweat ran from his hair line and down his face. He took several deep breaths and tried to compose himself. Someone came in the doors to the stairwell and Leonard shrunk away. It was a small elderly lady accompanied by a male nurse. As they passed by, the nurse held the door open and Leonard thanked him as he cautiously went through.

The door opened out into the main lobby of the hospital. It was bustling with activity: wheel chairs pushed and cleaning trolleys dragged among a busy crowd of visitors, doctors and patients. Leonard walked into the crowd, looking over to his left, towards the lift doors. They were opening and closing with a crowd of people waiting for the next one to arrive. He couldn't see any sign of the police officer and so he made a move for the exit. He walked carefully through the crowd and then through the large revolving doors, into the street. 

Then he saw him.

Leonard involuntarily took a sharp gasp, and held the air in his lungs as he went through the revolving doors. He saw the officer standing to the left of the door, looking down the street. He was straining his neck to peer over the crowd of people walking by. His hand was positioned over his forehead, shading his eyes from fragments of sunlight that penetrated gaps in the clouds. 

Leonard walked behind the man, staying low and attempted to blend in with the crowd. He walked in the opposite direction to which his pursuer was staring and didn't look back until he reached the corner of the street. As he turned the bend, carried along by the bustling crowd around him, he glanced back to see the officer stepping back into the hospital; his head lowered as he spoke into a radio. Leonard congratulated himself with a bitter smile and walked away.
















 


 


 

Chapter 7
 

Clarissa Chapman sat with one hand holding the phone to her ear, and the other supporting her head as she leaned on her desk. She spoke with a tinge of frustration while she rubbed her fingers over her forehead.

"I know it always happens mum, but I'll try not to make this one too late. Just give Will some tea and if he falls asleep before I pick him up, just put him in your spare room... I know, I'm sorry. It won't become a habit..." 

Clarissa looked up as Howard knocked on her office door and entered without waiting for a response. She waved him in and pointed to a chair in the corner. He went over and sat down.

"Yes, I'll call you later. I'll try to finish as soon as I can. Thanks mu...." Clarissa looked at the receiver with annoyance, shook her head and put the phone down.

"Are you okay?" Howard said.

Clarissa looked at him and attempted a smile. "Yes... it's just my mother..." she paused, before deciding against unburdening herself on Howard. "Yes, I'm fine. What is it?"

Howard looked at Clarissa. Even when she was flustered she looked beautiful to him. She wore hardly any make up, but her cheeks were flushed red. She looked tired, and after some of the long days she had been working, he could understand why. He had liked Clarissa from when they first met, three years earlier. He didn't mind in the least that she had got the job he was in line for. He was glad he would be working so closely with her on a regular basis. They had got to know each other and seemed to get on well, but it had taken him a long time to ask her out on a date. Howard had divorced his wife almost five years ago; he didn't have any children and didn't particularly want any. He was happy living the life of a bachelor for a while, at least that was what he told himself. He knew Clarissa was a widow; her husband had been killed in a road traffic accident not long after her son, William, had been born. Howard had spoken to Clarissa about it as their relationship had grown. He knew that she saw him as a good friend and someone to confide in. Howard was certain that he had left it far too long for them to be anything more than friends, until two weeks earlier when he finally built up the courage to ask her out to dinner. He had been ecstatic when she had agreed and the evening seemed to go well. He had finished the date by walking her home and they had kissed, but since that night he had felt that Clarissa had cooled off. She didn't seem to confide in him as much and, in spite of him trying to get closer to her, she had always backed away.

Clarissa leaned back in her chair as she faced Howard. He could see the top buttons of her blouse were undone. He tried not to stare and he forced his gaze up to meet her eyes.

"It's Leonard Samson, he's gone," Howard said abruptly.

"What? What do you mean gone?" Clarissa said sitting forward in her seat, and then standing. The phone conversation had made her frustrated and anger that had been stirring inside her rose quickly. 

"He went to see his wife, accompanied by our man. When they went to leave, Leonard pushed the officer down, kicked him and fled."

"Fuck," Clarissa said pacing the room, "get his face on every news channel and paper by the morning. We should have had more men on him."

"We don't have many to spare Clarissa," Howard protested.

"When a new Kinetic is found we need to make sure they don't get away. This is going to make you, me and this entire department look incompetent and, to be honest, having one man guard a suspected Kinetic is incompetent. I should have found someone, anyone else."

"We still can't be sure he even has the ability. He hasn't shown any indication," Howard said, his own voice raising slightly.

Clarissa stopped pacing and turned to Howard, who was standing now as well. "Didn't he use the ability during his escape?"

Howard shook his head. Clarissa wrinkled her nose and looked to the dark blue carpet on her office floor.

"That's strange, he... I mean any Kinetic would have done something with their ability if they were panicking or running from someone. Surely he would have thrown objects around or... something to cause alarm and confusion." Clarissa looked at Howard as if her last statement was a question.

He nodded, "I think that's a fair assumption."

Clarissa sat in her chair again, still looking at the floor as she spoke. "Get Reynolds to go through the crime photos and notes again with a few others. Get them to look specifically for anything that might point towards a third party being in that room when those men were killed." She turned her focus back up to Howard. "But still, make sure Leonard Samson's face is everywhere by tomorrow morning because, if he has the ability or not, we need him to be found."



***



Clarissa parked her car on her parent's drive and got out. As she walked up the driveway and towards the front door, she pulled back her jacket sleeve and looked at her watch. It was just after 10pm. She said something under her breath as she rang the doorbell.

She had been working long hours and her mother had been babysitting her six-year-old son while Clarissa was at work. But Clarissa had been arriving later in the evenings with each passing day and her mother and father were getting increasingly annoyed. They adored their grandson but they were worried for him. He hardly ever saw his mother, except briefly in the rush of early mornings as she dressed him, packed his lunch and rushed him in the car to school. Clarissa continued to work a few hours on Saturday and Sundays most weeks which gave them precious little time together. Clarissa knew all of this and it was hard. She had her career, which she had worked at solidly over the years, and she couldn't let that time go to waste. The fact was she escaped into her job to some extent and realised that any pop psychologist could tell her that. Since her husband had been killed, she used her job as a way to forget about everyday life. The saddest thing to Clarissa was that they were probably right. She felt guilt over her husband's death and every time she looked at her son she could see his face. The guilt never left, but she found it faded if she remained busy at work, and that is what she had done through most of her son's life. She wanted to right the wrongs, to spend more time with William and put her career on the back seat for a while. But the further she progressed up the ladder, the more difficult this became and now she saw very little she could do to slow down.

The door to her parents' house opened and Clarissa was met with the stern face of her mother.

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," Clarissa said as she walked in, stepping past her mother.

"It's not me you should be apologising to Clarissa," her mother said in a tone which was attempting to sound hard, but was tinged with affection.

"Where is he?" Clarissa whispered as she took her coat off and hung it on a hook in the hallway. The house was a large, five bedroom detached and most of the rooms were empty or used as storage. They had only furnished one of the spare rooms with a bed and Clarissa knew William was most probably in there. She started to walk up the stairs.

"No," her mother said and walked towards the living room, "he's in here."

Clarissa followed her mother and saw her father sitting in his comfortable chair with his feet on a stool, watching television. Clarissa smiled and went to say hello but her father put a finger to his lips and smiled back. Clarissa poked her head round the door and saw William asleep on the sofa, clutching a half empty packet of crisps.

"He fell asleep while he was eating them and watching TV," Clarissa's mother whispered.

Clarissa sat down and chatted with her parents for a while as her son slept beside her. They spoke in whispers so as not to disturb him. They spoke about her job and her parents listened with scepticism as their daughter promised she would try to cut back on her hours. She promised she would try to stop working weekends and spend more time with William. They spoke about the same things they always discussed.

When the time came for Clarissa to leave it was almost 11pm. She put on her jacket, gently picked up her son and stepped out of the front door.

"Oh wait a second," her mother said and disappeared into the kitchen. She returned a few seconds later holding a piece of paper with a crayon drawing on. "He made this at school, you should have it."

Clarissa looked at the drawing which showed a garden with a pond, just like Clarissa's parents garden. It had two stick figures drawn with 'Grandma' and 'Granddad' written underneath each. There was no stick figure that said 'Mummy'. Clarissa gave a wry grin as she looked up and saw her mother smiling back.

"I get it mum, you're not very subtle."

Clarissa carried her son to the car and went home.
















 


 


 

Chapter 8
 

It had started to rain in the early evening, but stopped after only a couple of hours. Leonard walked the damp streets until well past midnight, trying to find somewhere suitable to spend the night. He didn't know if there had been news about him leaving the hospital. Suspected Kinetics were always the top news story, especially if one was at large, so Leonard decided to stay clear of the homeless shelters for his first night on the run. 

On the run

The phrase sounded crazy to him. He was no criminal and he didn't have the first idea of what he should do, or where he should go. He didn't know how to go about organising fake passports for leaving the country or even if that was the right thing to do. Perhaps his wife had been right; maybe he should have just stayed in the hospital and the mess would have sorted itself out. But then he considered the alternative - that for some reason he would be found guilty of being a Kinetic and sent to prison. No, he couldn't face that, and anyway he had made his choice, now he had to live with the consequences.

There was a light breeze which cooled his face as he walked. His cardigan was zipped and he strode briskly with his hands in his pockets as if he had some clue as to where he was going. The city street lights shone down on the wet paving and reflected from the occasional puddle. Leonard's legs ached. He had been walking around the city for almost twelve hours and he was tired. He walked past several alleyways which, a few hours earlier, he had dismissed as possible beds for the night but now they appeared more welcoming. He stopped at the opening to one which allowed rear access to various high street shops. There were several large plastic bins which were filled with various kinds of rubbish. His eye fell on a green skip near the end of the alleyway which had mountains of cardboard sticking out of it. He walked over and looked inside. The skip was covered with a large lid but it was overflowing and cardboard protruded from the sides. Leonard lifted the lid and saw the cardboard underneath was still dry. He pulled out several flattened boxes and assembled them as best as he could. They formed as much shelter as he could hope for. He pulled the skip away from the wall slightly and put the assembled boxes behind. He opened the lid so that it leaned against the wall and provided a little extra protection for his makeshift lodgings. He crawled inside, pulled his cardigan collar up over his chin and closed his eyes.



***



He woke with a start, noticing that a fresh barrage of rain surrounded his temporary home. The plastic lid to the skip provided some level of protection, but the cardboard box he had assembled was now a brown mush which sagged down with drips of water hanging along each open end. Leonard rubbed his eyes. He was cold but still dry, apart from his feet which poked out of the end of the box and were soaked by the falling water. He shuffled himself out and stood up. His socks squelched in his shoes as he walked down the alleyway and back towards the street. It was early morning and there were only a few other early risers walking along the street. Leonard wasn't sure of the time but guessed it was around 6am. The streets wouldn't get busy for another couple of hours. 

He pulled his wallet out of his trouser pocket and looked inside. He had his usual credit and debit cards, membership cards for various places and a few old receipts, but hardly any cash. He thought about drawing money from a cash point but decided against it. The police would almost certainly be able to trace any transactions from his accounts which could reveal his general whereabouts. The police had pretty much free reign when tracking suspected Kinetics due to the immense public threat they posed and civil liberties were more or less disregarded. Leonard counted the money he had. It came to £15.87. He decided that the first thing he needed for the day was a coffee and decided to use some money on that little luxury. He scanned the street and saw a small café opening its doors. A middle aged man, wearing a white T-shirt and holding a mug of something that steamed in the cold, was putting out a sign, advertising prices for various beverages. Leonard wandered over and went in. He ordered a coffee and sat down near the window, where he sipped slowly and watched people walk by.

He sat for half an hour, taking as much time as possible to drink his coffee. When he drained the last morsel from the mug, he was about to stand up when his eye fell on a newsagents on the opposite side of the street. There was a news board outside showing the front pages of various papers. Leonard leaned forward and read what he could, from across the road. His mouth fell open as he saw his own face staring back. The photo was taken from a family portrait they had taken the year before. He was smiling casually and staring straight into the camera. The photo had been cropped and enlarged to cover a quarter of the space on the front page. 'Suspected Kinetic on the run', the headline read. Leonard kept his face looking straight ahead as his eyes darted up and down the street. He lowered his head and pulled his cardigan collar up, the same way a thousand convicts from bad TV dramas had done before him. He thought about this and sat up straight. He needed to act confident and avoid suspicious behaviour. Easier said than done, he thought as he got up and walked back into the increasingly busy street. 

More people were walking along the road now and Leonard thought this could be taken as either a good or a bad thing. On the one hand there was more of a crowd to blend in with, but at the same time there were more people to recognise him. He moved quickly with his eyes on the pavement in front of him at first, but then he started to raise his eyes to look at the faces of the passers by. He expected to see that everyone was looking at him, their eyes focused accusingly on his. But to his relief he found that everyone appeared to be absorbed in their own lives and thoughts. They wandered by, barely noticing the man among them who was front page news.

He walked into a charity shop and bought some different clothes; a cap, jeans and a green jacket to replace his cardigan. He also had nearly five days growth of facial hair and he decided he wouldn't take a shave for a while, even if the opportunity should arise.

When he stepped out of the charity shop he had spent almost all the money. He placed his wallet in the pocket of his new jeans and walked down the street, desperately trying to think of what to do next.



***



The man sat in the comfortable leather sofa which lined the lobby. He was leaning back with his legs crossed. He wore black trousers and shoes with a pristine, dark-blue shirt. His eyes were concealed behind large sunglasses and he held a newspaper which he flicked through nonchalantly. The morning sun shone brightly over Paris and bathed the hotel in a warm light which reflected off the marble floor and danced between the thick, granite pillars as people entered. The lobby was busy but it was so large that no one sat close by. The sofas were arranged in a 'U' shape with a circular, glass coffee table between them and all the other seats were empty. Some people sat drinking various beverages over the other side of the lobby, but the man didn't particularly crave the company of others, especially while reading the morning papers.

He flicked through the pages of the newspaper and then folded it, placed it on the coffee table, and picked up another. He always read the international newspapers; his job demanded he stay abreast of news in certain aspects of society and he took a great deal of pleasure in sifting through the papers for anything of interest each morning. He sipped his coffee and cautiously placed the cup back on the glass coaster, sneering slightly at the ring of coffee left by his cup. He carefully lined up the base with the coffee ring that was already on the coaster, not wanting to make any further mess. When he was happy that the cup was correctly aligned with the edges of the coaster, he shook the paper straight and continued to read.

It was on the front page of the second newspaper that he saw something that caught his eye - ‘Suspected Kinetic on the run in the UK’. His eyes flashed behind the dark glasses as he absorbed every detail of the story. It had been a quiet few months but it looked as if the dry spell was over. The man scanned the large photo of Leonard Samson and trailed his fingers along the gaunt face of the man staring back at him.

"Ah ha," the man said to himself.

He pulled out a mobile phone from the pocket of his trousers and dialled a number. He listened to the soothing female voice on the other end.

"I'd like to reserve a flight to London as soon as possible please," the man said, a slight lisp noticeable in his voice.

"This afternoon? That will be perfect thank you..." he paused while he listened to the next question. "Yes... my name is Amir Sohal."
















 


 


 

Chapter 9
 

She was standing in front of Sean. It was late in the evening and thick, grey clouds covered the night sky. Moonlight attempted to penetrate them but it only served to cast long shadows from the trees. Sean didn't know where he was but it appeared to be a remote location; a field with only a few distant houses silhouetted on the horizon. Even with the lack of light, Sean could see who the woman was. She was standing twenty feet in front of him with her arms by her side, motionless. Her face kept flashing with different expressions. She would be staring vacantly ahead but then Sean delighted in seeing terror flicker briefly on her face before returning to the monotonous, vacant gaze. It was her, there was no question. She was the one he had wanted to see for so long but he had been trapped somewhere. Where had that been? He couldn't remember and didn't particularly care. Now was all that mattered. He was finally alone with her.

He wore a grin as he slowly took a few steps towards the woman. A sharp gust of wind cut across his face and he saw the woman's hair lash sideways. Then the wind was gone, with as much spontaneity as with which it had arrived. As he walked, Sean's grin kept expanding as the terror on her face multiplied with each approaching step. Her face would always return to the vacant, robotic stare and this angered Sean slightly. But he was alone with her; that was what mattered.

He stopped walking and looked down, realising he was wearing a long coat with deep pockets. He put a hand in a pocket either side and produced several knives. The grin widened further as he watched the woman's face distort with terror once again. Sean looked as a narrow beam of moonlight slipped through the clouds and reflected off the blades. He twisted them slightly, before throwing them up. He watched as they rose through the air, pausing for a fraction of a second before falling back towards the grass beneath. He raised a hand and flicked three fingers sideways. The blades stopped falling and hovered momentarily before they started to circle each other in mid-air. They were rising higher as they danced, moonlight glistening off the steel and making Sean's eyes flash with delight.

He moved his hand while gesturing with his fingers and the blades ripped through the dark night, towards the woman. They danced and circled her head, her face now frozen in a permanent look of horror, but unmoving and statuesque. The sporadic light flashed from the blades and illuminated her face intermittently with a cold grey hue. Sean gestured again and the knives stopped circling, as if called to attention. They all lined up with glistening steel pointing towards her head.

Sean looked on with pleasure and then arced his arm sideways. The knives refused to move. He arced again but still they remained motionless, their threat to the woman was real but they were unable to carry through with the task their master had ordered. Frustrated, Sean took a few more paces towards the woman and tried again. The knives stood perfectly still as another blast of wind roared through the field then, after a few seconds, they fell and dropped to the grass at the woman's feet. Her expression altered instantly to the familiar, vacant gaze. Sean clenched his teeth under tight lips and screamed as he waved his arms manically. The knives continued to remain motionless and reflect light at obscure angles, which partially illuminated the woman's face.

Sean began to feel anger churning inside. A tight knot twisted his stomach and he screamed again. He ran towards the woman and lunged. They both fell to the floor, the woman caught in a permanent expression of mocking vacancy. Sean placed two large hands around her neck and squeezed hard. His grip failed and, as he contracted his fingers, the woman's throat remained solid. Sean suddenly realised that she wasn't a real woman at all but a statue; she was made of stone. He screamed as he persisted in desperately trying to crush her larynx, to squeeze her life away. He screamed as a final overwhelming gust of wind rushed by, and he kept screaming.



***



Sean woke with the same frustration he had experienced a thousand times before. The dream was a regular occurrence and after waking his anger continued to simmer. He turned to his side on the thin mattress which was resting on the concrete platform that served as his bunk. He could hear his cellmate, Frank Richter snoring below but Sean could blank out the noise. The dim red light that illuminated the cells at night was in the corner. Sean looked at the element, glowing under the plastic red cover. He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, trying to suppress the lingering rage. Soon he would forget about the dream and he would return to sleep, but he wouldn't forget about the woman. He closed his eyes and tried to think of other things.

Sean thought about the peculiar event the previous day - the overweight man and the fork that Sean had thrust into his neck. Then he just thought about the fork. He couldn't remember exactly what had happened the day before in the food hall but could vividly recall looking down and noticing the shiny, steel implement clutched firmly in his hand. He was certain he hadn't been holding it when he got up from the table, and he hadn't grabbed it when the confrontation began. The nearest fork had been resting on his tray, which had been thrown a few feet away to the other side of the table. Sean knew the fork was on his tray and yet, when he glanced back after the incident, it was gone. Was it the same fork?

He opened his eyes, wide awake now. Was it possible he had used the ability? Every prisoner that was enrolled in the specialist Kinetic prisons was informed that the use of the ability on prison grounds was impossible. It had been a well established fact that magnetic fields somehow prevented the ability from working. That was what made life in Cove Rock so unbearable. To have been handed such a gift, only to have it snatched away and locked up in the middle of nowhere, was like torture.

He swung his legs down and sat with them dangling over the edge of the bunk, his bald head almost touching the ceiling. He looked at an old chess board in the corner of the cell. Sean and Richter sometimes played chess to pass the time. It stood on a concrete protrusion from the wall which served as a table. They were halfway through a game but that didn't matter. He jumped from the bunk, his bare feet absorbing the impact on the hard floor, barely making a sound. He turned and saw Richter sleeping soundly and still snoring away in the lower bunk. Sean picked up one of the black pawns and went over to the steel sink at the back of the cell. He placed the pawn on the thick rim and then sat down on a wooden stool.

The dim, red light in the corner of the cell flickered briefly and then returned to providing its scarlet glow, coating the space in a depressing red gloom. Sean looked at the pawn on the edge of the sink. He narrowed his eyes and imagined he wasn't in Cove Rock prison anymore. He imagined he was in the world outside; a world where he still possessed the ability - a world where he was powerful. 

He stared with dark eyes and tried to move the pawn, exactly as he would have done outside the prison. The task would have been simple out there, barely testing his power. He concentrated but the pawn remained still, as if stuck to the sink with glue. Sean tried again, exactly the same technique as before. He envisaged the pawn rock and then fall over, he could see it so clearly in his mind, but still it remained fixed to the edge of the sink.

He realised he was holding his breath as he concentrated and exhaled while his gaze fell to the floor. The magnetic field of the prison was too strong. He, along with every other prisoner, had been desperate to prove that they were going to be the ones who were different; the prison would not be able to prevent them from using their ability. During the first few weeks, new inmates always tried to overcome the restriction inflicted on them by the magnetic arrays, but they always failed - every one of them. Sean felt ridiculous for attempting it again, almost as if he hadn't learned the lesson. 

But what about the fork?

Sean looked at the cell around him. He tried to imagine the invisible magnetic fields working complex lines through his cell, somehow interfering on a sub-atomic level. He looked at the pawn again and tried to imagine a different route to the small black piece. A route that was much less direct than the traditional method. He didn't know how the magnetic field penetrated his cell and he couldn't see any lines of magnetism, but could suddenly imagine a more abstract method of working his ability towards the pawn. His eyes narrowed again as he sat, elbows on his knees and leaned forward, concentration wrinkling the skin around his eyes. He could picture his power spiralling and twisting through the room, searching for a way around the invisible obstacle, feeling for a clear passage and then... 

The pawn rocked back, fell forwards and clinked onto the bottom of the steel pan. Sean's eyes widened and he released a sudden burst of laughter before quickly silencing himself. He looked across and saw Richter roll over in his bed, before continuing to snore loudly. Sean stood up and picked the chess piece out of the sink. He held it between his thumb and forefinger and twisted it, the red light dancing off its jet black contours. He wore a huge grin as he placed the pawn on the sink, sat down and tried to repeat the achievement.



***



Frank Richter heard the lock on the cell door spring open and the shrill squealing of the morning bell sound. It was a sound he dreaded and could never understand why they insisted on waking the prisoners at 6am every morning. He wanted to lay in and sleep all day; sleep his way through the hell he found himself in - to be confined in a squalid prison for the rest of his life because of an ability he had no choice in having. 

He rolled over in his bottom bunk and rubbed his eyes as he thought of his old life. It was something he tried not to do too often; due mainly to the inevitable depression regarding his current situation that came along, carried by the memories. 

Frank Richter was forty-four years old and, in his former life, had been a middle manager in a large retail store. He was married with three teenage children and lived in a spacious, four bedroom house in the suburbs. He had felt his life was right on track, and that was the general impression he had given to everyone that met him. The truth however, was something a little different. His wife had recently discovered he was having an affair with a twenty-three year old lap dancer called Alexandra and had begun divorce proceedings.

Richter had met Alexandra when he had spent a night away on a health and safety course. He had gotten drunk in the evening and his younger colleagues had convinced him to go with them to a strip club. It was busy and Richter hadn't been particular interested in going, although he did feel like another drink. She had immediately caught his eye. She came on strong and was unreservedly flirtatious, which Richter knew was all part of the act, so he paid her for a dance. But to his surprise, she continued to talk to him after she had finished. They had several drinks together and spoke for almost two hours.

He had woken up the following day in his hotel room and found Alexandra in his bed. He had immediately felt a rumbling, nauseous feeling as guilt overcame him. When she woke up, they spoke for a while and he told her he was married. She said that she didn't care. Richter was torn; she fascinated him, but he loved his wife. By the time he returned home he had already decided to never let it happen again. But he often found his thoughts returning to his one night stand. He received several texts from her, which surprised him since he couldn't remember giving her his phone number. She wanted to see him again. He ignored the first few, but his desire for her continued to grow. They agreed to meet again and the affair had begun.

Richter met Alexandra at least once a week in a hotel room. He made flimsy excuses to his wife and had found that the guilt he had originally felt, subsided as the affair continued.

It was on Richter and Alexandra's fourth meeting that he had discovered he possessed the ability. He had been lying awake in the bed after they had finished having sex. Alexandra had decided to take a quick shower and he heard the water running in the bathroom. The lights were on in the room as he stared up at the ceiling, thinking of nothing in particular. He looked over at the light switch and, for some reason, focused on it. He unexpectedly felt drawn towards the small, plastic square on the wall. A sudden euphoria overwhelmed him and he felt an odd sensation inside his head - lightness, as if his brain had been inexplicably replaced by helium. The switch spontaneously flicked and the lights went out.

Richter felt a bolt of shock run through him. It surprised him how quickly he realised what had just happened. He hadn't considered any other possibilities for what had occurred and instantly knew he had the ability. He sat up straight and looked through the darkness, still in the direction of the light switch. There was light creeping through a small crack in the bathroom door and the sound of falling water from the shower could still be heard.

Panic had initially washed over Richter. The ability was not considered a gift for most people; its consequences were too severe. It was a disease. He began to tremble as he stared through the darkness, unsure of what to do. He had to keep it hidden.

Over the next few weeks his initial panic turned into denial. He had an attitude that if he ignored the disease, it might go away. But in time this feeling began to be overpowered by an irresistible urge to use the ability again. After only using it once - after only one 'hit' - his thoughts kept returning to the euphoria he had felt when he had flicked that light switch with an invisible hand. It was an urge he couldn't resist. Without telling anyone, he started to use his new found ability, manipulating objects when no one was around. Each time he felt a hit of euphoria and he began a journey on the downward spiral that all Kinetics travelled.

Over time, the sensations that accompanied each use of his power seemed to subside, but still he couldn't stop. Like so many others, he turned to drugs to give him the extra high he needed, to feel like he had felt when he first used the ability. As the months passed, the euphoria morphed into a sense of craving and this led to bouts of frustration and anger. He found his temper had started to run away with him, both at work and at home. He lashed out and even hit his wife several times, something he had never done before. She had confronted him about his ridiculous excuses for spending nights away from home and accused him of having an affair. He hit her hard before finally admitting his relationship with Alexandra.

Richter went to meet Alexandra for comfort. But the situation went from bad to worse. They had met in a hotel as usual and he had decided not to tell her about his wife finding out straight away. He was in a foul mood and this descended after being criticised by Alexandra for his performance in bed. He told her to shut up but she kept mocking him. He could feel an anger inside that he had never experienced before. He used his ability to raise the television in the hotel room from the table. He watched with pleasure as Alexandra's eyes had widened. He wanted to shock her. She screamed and went to run but Richter lunged and grabbed her around her throat. He squeezed as hard as he could. Her face turned purple and her eyes bulged before finally closing. He let go and fled the room.

The police had found him at home the following day. Alexandra had called them after regaining consciousness. Richter had assumed he had killed her but felt no relief when he realised she had survived; she had seen him use the ability. His fate had been sealed as soon as she uttered the words 'he’s a Kinetic', to the police.

Richter yawned as he lay on the hard bed in the cell. He silently cursed himself for not killing Alexandra in the hotel room that night, and possibly preventing his capture. He slid his hands down his face, stretching the skin of his cheeks, shaking away the morning grogginess. He looked through blurred vision at the cell and as his eyes adjusted, he saw Sean sat on the stool in the opposite corner of the room.

"You're up already?" Richter said, moving to the edge of the mattress, sitting up and placing his feet on the cold floor. Sean was holding something in his fingers and staring at it with peculiar intensity.

"I've been up all night," he said in his low rasping tone. Richter now saw with clarity as his eyes adjusted to the day. He saw Sean was smiling and it was a chess piece that he held between his fingers.

"What have you been doing?" Richter asked cautiously. He knew that Sean was long overdue for the inevitable mental deterioration and it would only be a matter of time before he was moved over to block-C. In terms of averages, he should have gone insane a long time ago and Richter wondered if this was the reason Sean was acting so strangely this morning. Perhaps his cellmate had finally started to lose it.

"I have something to show you," Sean said, his eyes leaving the pawn for the first time and making contact with Richter. "I know I can trust you. I can't trust many people in here, none of us can. But I trust you." He looked back at the pawn and twisted it gently between his fingers. "I think you're going to be very interested in what I have to show."

Richter could hear cell doors slam open as the prisoners left their tiny rooms for slopping out. From there they would all gather in the food hall for breakfast. Richter eyed his cellmate carefully. Sean had always been an odd character but they had never had any serious disagreements. They were forced together and each one had to make the most of their situation, so cellmates generally found it easier to get along with each other. Violence was imbedded into the society of Cove Rock but very rarely among cellmates, unless the progression of the ability had reached such a stage that rational thought no longer applied. 

"What do you want to show me?" Richter asked, leaning forward.

Sean placed the pawn on the edge of the steel sink, sat with his elbows on his knees and stared it. Richter watched Sean's eyes narrow and his hand rise slightly. There were a few moments of silence and Richter was about to say something when Sean suddenly twitched the index finger on his raised hand. Richter's eyes widened as he watched the chess piece lean back slowly onto the edge of its base and rise up two centimetres from the surface of the sink. Sean's eyes flashed and he grinned as he controlled the pawn. He held it aloft for a few seconds and then made it rock from side to side in the air. Then he moved it over the sink pan and it fell inside with a satisfying clink.

Sean looked up and saw Richter gazing into the sink with his mouth open. Sean laughed and a thin, crooked smirk began to spread across his face. Richter finally blinked and turned to Sean.

"My god. Y...you can... but how?" Richter blurted, standing up from his bed and walking over to the sink. He picked up the pawn and pinched it in his fingers, almost trying to convince himself it was real.

"Never mind how," Sean said with superiority, "if you tell anyone about this I'll kill you."

"I won't tell anyone," Richter said with an instant belief in his cellmates threat. "This is amazing. You don't know what you've just done."

"I know," Sean replied, "I certainly know. The question is, can I become better? Lifting chess pieces in here is one thing but I need to become more adept if this little trick is going to be of any use to me... or should I say us."

Richter placed the pawn back on the edge of the sink, "show me again."

"Later, I'll show you later. I intend to use this to get me out of here, do you understand? I told you about it because I think it'll take both of us to find a way out."

"I can help. This is going to get us out of here! I fucking know it is." Richter's voice was rising as his excitement grew. Sean stood up and pushed him against the wall of the cell.

"Keep it down. We need to keep this absolutely secret. I need time to practice. I need to get better. It'll only be of any use to us if I can increase my abilities in here. It's not like using it on the outside. In here I have to concentrate to a greater degree and it takes it out of me, it's exhausting. I'm warning you Richter, continue to act the same as always. Give me the time I need, then we can work out how we can take advantage of it."

Richter stopped smiling and nodded earnestly. Sean went back to the stool and sat down. He placed his head in his hands and was silent. Richter sat on the bed and looked at the pawn on the sink, his heart beating loudly and hoping Sean's new skill would turn out to be the blessing it appeared to be.
















 


 


 

Chapter 10
 

Clarissa walked down the hospital ward towards Joanna Samson's bed at the far end. It had been three days since the Samson family had been attacked in their home and, as Clarissa approached, she could see that Joanna was recovering well. The bruises and swelling on her face had decreased, although Clarissa suspected that it was partially disguised with make-up. She walked quickly and, as she approached, she saw that Joanna was staring into space, a sadness hanging like a halo above her. As Clarissa's shoes clicked on the floor, they attracted Joanna's attention and she looked over. Clarissa smiled.

"Hello Mrs Samson," she said, sitting on the small chair next to the bed. Joanna returned a nervous half-smile.  

"Hello."

"I just wondered if now would be a suitable time to ask a few more questions?" Clarissa asked. She used as soft a tone as she could muster, knowing she would be asking the questions whether it was a suitable time or not. Clarissa was still seething about Leonard's escape. It was ridiculous to have had a single officer on his room and, in hindsight Clarissa believed the escape was inevitable. She went through the scenario a thousand times and came to the conclusion that she hadn't felt the need for more guards due to the way the suspect behaved. In some ways Leonard Samson gave the impression of a small, frightened child. He didn't seem to have any inclination to escape. To both Clarissa and Howard, he seemed to be the kind of man who would let the easiest route run its course and wouldn't aggravate or disrupt a situation further. But Clarissa knew how foolish that point of view was. No one can ever tell what is going on in another persons mind, especially the mind of a Kinetic. 

Joanna closed her eyes slowly and sighed, "I suppose so. I knew you'd be here again sooner or later."

"This won't take too long. I think you know why I'm here."

Joanna nodded.

"I believe your husband visited you briefly before he left yesterday," Clarissa continued.

"Yes, he came to tell me that you were going to pin the deaths of those two men on him no matter what, and he couldn't just stand by and let that happen," Joanna said, in a matter-of-fact tone. "Is he right? Are you going to pin the deaths on him and throw him into prison for the rest of his life?" Joanna looked at the DCI squarely in the eye and Clarissa noticed a flash of anger distort her face. She realised this wasn't going to be easy.

"We can only go on the evidence we have Mrs Samson." 

"I suppose the evidence you have points to my husband," Joanna said, turning away and staring at the floor next to the bed. She was still trying to keep her voice strong but there was a noticeable tremble at the edge. Clarissa leaned forward on her chair and reached out to touch Joanna's hand.

"We're not out to stitch this on anybody Mrs Samson. If the evidence points to a third party then we'll pursue that line of enquiry with as much enthusiasm as this one. But the facts speak for themselves. You were the only people in the house when those men were killed. According to your daughter, you were unconscious and she was outside the room. That only leaves your husband."

Joanna pulled her hand away from Clarissa's and turned to face her again.

"Don't you think I'd know if my husband of fourteen years had the ability? He's my husband, can't you understand that?"

"I understand Mrs Samson." 

Clarissa was almost inclined to imply that perhaps she did know that her husband had the ability. But she didn't need to make Joanna any more uncooperative. "Where did Leonard say he was going?"

Joanna glanced down and shook her head. "He didn't say. To be honest, I'm not sure he knows where he's going. He's no criminal and isn't used to being treated as such." Joanna looked up again, her eyes looked tired, the anger suppressed for the time being. "My husband is a family man Miss Chapman. He doesn't have the first idea of what he should do and, if I'm honest with myself, I don't think it will be long before you catch him. I only hope that when that happens you can prove him wrong in his assumption that he'll be blamed. He doesn't have the ability, I would have known. He has never had the ability and he certainly isn't a violent man. You've met him, how can you even have him down as a suspect?"

Clarissa didn't say that she had met many Kinetics in her work and it still surprised her how some of them could appear normal for long periods of time. She didn't say that Leonard Samson hadn't been the first, and certainly wouldn't be the last to have appeared completely sane at the first interview. She didn't say that in spite of all of this, she herself wondered if they had the right man in their sights. 

"We can only go on the eviden...." Clarissa started before being interrupted.

"Yes, yes. You can only go on the evidence can't you? Well there must be some evidence you're missing." Joanna paused and stared at Clarissa with gathering tears then spoke again, her voice sounding more tired with a softer edge. "I don't need this now. My son has been killed; murdered by two thugs. My mother is trying to organise a funeral for him while I'm stuck in here and all I want is to be home with my family. My husband is on the run from the people who were supposed to protect us." Joanna fought the tears back as she took Clarissa's hand and pleaded, "I don't need this. Just please find the real killer."

Clarissa squeezed Joanna's hand and then moved away. She hadn't expected to get much from this interview with Joanna but she had received even less. She stood up from her chair and gave a weak smile as she looked at the woman lying in front of her.

"I'm sorry to have bothered you again Mrs Samson." She walked around the side of the bed and stood at the end. "I hope you get to be with your family soon. Goodbye." Clarissa turned, and walked towards the exit.



***



Amir Sohal stepped out of the taxi. The driver opened the boot of the car and pulled out a small suitcase. Amir smiled, paid the driver as he took the case and went up the stairs to the entrance of the London hotel. He wore dark glasses in spite of the grey clouds hanging ominously over the city. It wasn't a cold day and a light breeze drifted by as he ascended the stairs. He walked briskly through the doors into the lobby. The case he was holding was light and only contained the essentials he required while travelling. He walked over to the reception desk and smiled pleasantly at the clerk standing behind the desk. She was a petite, attractive woman who returned his warm smile as she tapped away on a computer. Amir looked down to her name badge which read 'Lindsay'.

"May I help you?" Lindsay asked, noticing the smartly dressed man in front of her.

"Yes Lindsay, my dear," Amir said softly, "I have a reservation booked, my name is Amir Sohal."

Lindsay looked down at the computer screen and tapped on the keyboard for a few seconds. "Yes, here you are. You're staying with us for six days?"

"That's correct yes," Amir replied.

Lindsay looked at his dark glasses. She didn't enjoy not knowing where he was looking, and the thin smile and soft voice was strangely unnerving. "Can I just take your card for payment please? We'll keep the card details and take payment when you check out."

Amir handed her his credit card. "That will be perfect, thank you."

Lindsay took the card details and typed them into the computer. She didn't look up from the screen but could feel his gaze upon her. She felt uncomfortable. She glanced up with a nervous smile and saw he still wore the smirk, his eyes mysterious behind the black lenses.

"Thank you," Lindsay said, returning Amir's card. She pulled out a key card from under the reception desk and placed it in a small cardboard envelope. She wrote his room number on the envelope and then handed it to the strange man. "You're in room 408 on the fourth floor. The lifts are over there, to the left. I hope you enjoy your stay with us."

Amir took the envelope, his thin smile never leaving his face. "Thank you Lindsay, I hope to see you again during my stay."

Lindsay glanced around nervously, then nodded and continued to tap away on the computer keyboard. Amir turned and walked towards the lifts before pausing and returning to the desk. Lindsay could feel him approach and looked up.

"I'm sorry to bother you again. I forgot to ask, but someone should have left a small case for me when I arrived. I wondered if you could check for me."

Amir's soft, lisping voice was beginning to grate on Lindsay. "Of course, bear with me a second," she said then disappeared from the desk and through a small doorway at the back of the reception. Amir idly glanced around the lobby which was empty and then back at the desk. Lindsay returned carrying a small, black leather case and handed it over the desk. He placed the key card in his pocket as he took the case with his free hand. The case was heavier than the other suitcase he was holding and Lindsay used both arms to pass it over. 

"Thank you my dear," Amir said, brushing along Lindsay's hand as he took the case, lingering for a fraction of a second too long for her liking. Amir's smile broadened as he nodded then turned and walked away.

He pushed the call button for the lift and the doors opened immediately. He stepped in, put his bags down and pushed the button for the fourth floor. The lift ascended quickly. When it stopped, he stepped out and walked down the corridor. He stopped outside room 408, pulled out the key card from the small cardboard envelope and pushed it into the door. The LED on the lock flashed green and Amir Sohal entered his room. It was a large, well lit space with a huge window at the far end. The decor was typical of the type of hotel; Amir had been in hundreds of similar rooms all over the world. He placed his bags carefully on the bed, walked over to the window and stared out at the bustling city below. The hotel was situated in central London and the congested traffic stood motionless on the road outside.

Amir stared from behind the dark lenses as he remembered the newspaper article he had seen the day before. He had read it several times and absorbed as much information about Leonard Samson as the article had to offer. He could picture Leonard's face perfectly but information was scarce about this latest Kinetic and Amir would need far more to go on if he was to receive his reward. He remembered how the article had ended with the usual incentive of rewards for any information that would lead to the apprehension of Mr Leonard Samson. Amir's smile broadened. He knew the implication; he had made a living out of knowing.

Bounty hunting for Kinetics was publicly discouraged by authorities world-wide. They had to discourage it for fears over public safety but Amir and a handful of other Kinetic bounty hunters made good money from ignoring the warnings of the authorities. The police had to publicly discourage vigilantes, especially if they attempted to hunt down Kinetics. There had been a number of deaths involving people trying to capture rogue Kinetics, and the media attacked authorities for not clamping down on bounty hunting or vigilantism with more force. The rewards for information leading to the capture of a Kinetic were an essential tool in apprehending people with the ability, but the rewards were not as well publicised anymore. Amir Sohal, like a number of others knew that the rewards for bringing in Kinetics were great. The risk was worth the reward and the authorities in almost every country around the world paid well for their capture. They paid if they were brought in alive or dead. There would of course be a brief investigation if the Kinetic was killed. It also had to be well established that they had the ability and were a danger, but that never particularly worried Amir. He had captured sixteen Kinetics during his career and all sixteen had been handed to the authorities in a sealed black bag. He preferred to kill them for the simple reason that it was easier to manage a dead Kinetic than a living one. The investigations conducted by the police afterwards were more cover-ups than investigations. As long as Amir could prove he was in danger and had no choice but to kill or be killed, then the authorities would grant his payment almost immediately. Even the hard and fast rule about providing sufficient proof that the person in question was actually a Kinetic could sometimes be bent, as Amir had discovered on several occasions. He considered it humorous how hypocritical the governments and authorities were. They would be publicly outraged if anyone attempted to capture a Kinetic for the sake of the reward and yet they relied on people like Amir - people who worked under the radar and were good at their chosen line of work. Amir didn't care for the limelight, only the money. He was greedy and was proud of it. He had made millions over the past ten years, chasing and killing Kinetics all over the world. He was thirty-nine years old and told himself that he only needed a few more jobs before he could retire with a substantial amount of money to fund his lifestyle. But deep down he wasn't so sure. He liked the money but lately he had enjoyed the thrill of killing with an increased level of enthusiasm. Perhaps he'd keep going he wasn't sure.

Amir turned from the window and walked over to the bed. He looked at the small, black case that had been waiting for him behind the reception of the hotel. He turned the combination lock and then clicked the latches. The case fell open revealing several guns. There were two 38 calibre handguns sitting in a small cutaway in the case. A silencer sat in a separate pocket on the right side and below the handguns there was a sniper rifle resting in three sections. Amir's eyes absorbed the sight of the dark metal and casually thought how well his contact had performed. Amir never travelled with his guns and had several trusted contacts around the world, who he called upon to transport them wherever he desired. Amir ran his finger along the barrel of the sniper rifle as he thought about how many more days Mr Leonard Samson would have left alive.
















 


 


 

Chapter 11
 

Spring, 1980

The boy sits down at his desk while noisy voices echo through the classroom around him. The sounds die down as his classmates take their seats, waiting for their teacher to arrive. The boy rests his chin on his hand and stares out of the large window next to his desk. It is a bright, sunny day with a deep, blue sky, broken only by occasional feathery clouds. The sun beats down on the grass next to the window and it reminds the boy of a special day two summers ago. That day was hot like today and he remembers how something peculiar had happened in the shed at the bottom of his garden. It seems like decades ago. 

He watches as a gentle flow of air outside bends the branches of a tree. He raises his hand, unnoticed by his classmates, and slowly gestures with his index finger. He hears the voice of his teacher as she enters the room and he lowers his hand.

Mrs Henson looks around the room and tells the children to settle down. There is silence as she walks over to her desk and puts her bag down. Mrs Henson is an art teacher and she begins to talk to the class about how the lesson will be regarding the use of perspective and distance. Her voice trails off in the boys distracted mind as he redirects his gaze, returning to the view outside. The breeze continues to caress the thin branches of the tree, gently bending them as the small leaves flutter. The boy twitches his finger and his eyes flash as he watches the branch slowly twist and bend in the opposite direction to its companions. The breeze is still blowing softly, but this branch no longer obeys the will imposed by the flowing air; it obeys the boy's distant instructions. He allows a smile to creep onto his face before he hears Mrs Henson call his name.

"Is there something more interesting outside?" she asks, and the boy looks at her, startled. He feels his classmates eyes focusing on him and a growing warmth rising from his neck, moving up his face as he realises he is turning a bright scarlet.

"No Mrs Henson," he says politely, still trying to ignore the other eyes on him. Mrs Henson turns to the blackboard behind her and picks up some chalk. She carries on with the lesson.

The boy feels the heat from his face seep away and looks around nervously at his classmates. A few eyes are still on him but they all eventually turn their attention back to their teacher, who is drawing something on the blackboard. The boy looks over to the desk next to him and sees a pretty, smiling face staring back. He smiles at Haley Newton and then forces his eyes from her in embarrassment. She turns and looks back at the front of the class. 

The boy listens to the lesson for a while. Mrs Henson draws a street on the blackboard, disappearing into the distance and mentions something about vanishing points. The children copy the drawing on their own sketch pads.

When they are finished, Mrs Henson tells the class to put their pencils down and she continues talking, occasionally drawing something on the blackboard. The boy looks over to Haley and watches her as she twists a pencil between her fingers. Her wavy brown hair reflects the sunlight entering through the classroom windows and her blue eyes sparkle as they flick between the teacher and the pencil between her fingers. She turns suddenly and sees the boy staring at her. She smiles again but he looks away before he realises the smile was for him. He looks straight ahead as the teacher continues to talk.

Haley twists and turns the pencil between her fingers and then tries to twist it between the fingers of her right hand. A firm look of concentration covers her face as she rotates it from her index finger to her little finger. As she struggles, the pencil works itself free and falls to the floor then rolls away from the desk. The boy looks over again, notices the pencil roll away and come to rest, three-feet from her desk, almost under her neighbour’s chair. Haley looks at the teacher, who is drawing a row of trees on the blackboard, then bends down from her chair and tries to reach the pencil. The boy looks at her and knows she won't be able to stretch far enough to retrieve it. Haley realises this too but she still reaches out, wiggling her fingers in a desperate attempt to grab the pencil. The boy looks at her and then at the pencil. He narrows his eyes and creates a series of tiny movements with his fingers. He watches the pencil suddenly turn.

Haley stretches her arm out and then notices the pencil begin to roll towards her. Her mouth falls open as it gently rotates along the hard floor and then brushes up against her waiting fingers. She picks it up, a look of confusion and amazement painted on her face. She holds it in her fingers for a moment, then sits up again and stares at it with her brilliant blue eyes. The boy looks at her as she turns to face him. A large grin spreads across his face. Haley, still confused, politely smiles back before they both return their concentration to the lesson.

















 


 


 

Chapter 12
 

Leonard walked down the street with his hands in the pockets of his green jacket. The cap was pulled down over his forehead, almost covering his eyes and obscuring his face. He had several days of stubble now and intended to grow a thick beard to obscure his features. He was tired and hungry, his complexion pale and gaunt. He had a little money left from the charity shop spending spree but he wanted to save it for some other time. He had spoken briefly to another homeless person the evening before, who had told him about a soup kitchen which opened in the evenings. It was about a mile away and Leonard had already decided he would give it a try tonight. He was desperate for something warm to eat; he hadn’t eaten anything yesterday and his stomach burned with hunger. He decided he needed a distraction during the day but didn’t have a clue of what to do to pass the time.

How had this happened? Less than a week ago he had a home and beautiful family. His world had been ripped apart before his eyes and now he found himself on the run, living each night on the streets. He felt nauseous as he thought about his situation.

He slowed his pace as he walked past the library. He looked up at the large stone building. He was a member of the library and had spent many a free afternoon wandering through the tall shelves of books. It was quiet and could provide sufficient distraction for a couple of hours. He pulled open the door and stepped into the large building. The warmth had never hit him on his previous visits but today he felt it roll across his cold cheeks as he entered. Just to be inside and off the streets made the visit worthwhile. 

He looked around. There were only a few people wandering through the library or standing next to the shelves, engrossed in their chosen book. He unzipped his jacket, nudged the cap a little higher on his head and started a slow stroll among the huge shelves.

Leonard casually thumbed through a number of books in the fiction section, reading the first chapters of several books just to pass the time. He looked through a number of novels he had already read and it wasn’t too long before he had exhausted the large fiction section of items of interest. He strolled around the edge of the shelving, into the non-fiction area and walked along several sections, eyeing the rows as he went. He walked past popular science, glanced at a few books and then continued down to history. He was scanning the bottom of the shelf, when his eye fell on a small book with tattered edges. He read the title along the spine, ‘A History of The Psychokinetic Abilities of Humans’. Leonard paused, crouched down and removed the book from the shelf. He started to thumb through the book, which appeared to have been read by thousands of people who didn’t particularly care for their books. It was only a few years old but the cover was worn and the first few pages had coffee stains, which partially obscured some of the text, but Leonard persevered and started to read.

He read about Jun Chao, a name that was already familiar to almost every human being on the planet. Jun was a Chinese citizen who had become famous in 1999 and was recognised as the first human to have the ability. Jun was just twenty-six when he discovered the remarkable gift. He lived in a poor village in the Jiangsu province on the eastern coast of China. At first he used his ability to perform tricks on the streets and made a comfortable living. Word of this clever artifice spread quickly and the locals eventually believed it was a genuine ability. He gained TV exposure in china as his ability propelled him to fame. But few people outside of china actually believed he had a psychokinetic ability. They assumed it was sleight of hand, nothing more than an advanced conjuring trick. Jun insisted his ability was genuine with such vitriol that it came to the attention of several American scientists, who were working in collaboration with the Chinese government on several unrelated projects. They were amused with Jun’s insistence and asked if he would take part in a series of experiments to test his claims. Jun jumped at the opportunity and the experiments took place over the course of several weeks. The team of scientists were not expecting the results they received, and they painstakingly performed experiments time and again before fully comprehending what they had witnessed. They announced that Jun Chao’s abilities were indeed genuine to a stunned world.

The extraordinary news swept across the population of the planet with mixed feeling. Most people still assumed that Jun had somehow managed to fool the scientists and was making a mockery of the experiments. Teams of scientists around the world flooded Jun with calls to perform their own tests, each team insisting that theirs would be the definitive set of experiments to prove his ability to the world. Slowly, over the course of several months, Jun’s gift was confirmed by numerous groups of scientists from a number of different countries, and the world began to accept that psychokinesis had become a reality. 

The public were stunned and Jun Chao became the most famous human on the planet. He gave hundreds of interviews before slowly withdrawing himself from the limelight. He made millions, performing his ability in every country of the world but gradually his performances declined. The demand had never waned, but Jun grew steadily wearier of how he was portrayed. His behaviour at some of the later performances had become more erratic, with several members of the audience becoming injured from stray objects which had been sent hurtling through the air as part of the show. He gradually became a recluse, returning to his village and living with his mother, father and two brothers. He refused all media intrusion and very rarely left his house. There were rumours of Jun’s strange behaviour, although he was very rarely spotted. 

It was almost six months after his last public appearance that screams were heard from the Chao house by the other villagers. There were a number of gunshots and the police forced entry into the house. They found Jun’s family dead, all with gunshot wounds to their heads. Eventually they found Jun hiding in a cupboard, clutching a gun tightly against his chest. His eyes were red from crying and he had scratched the skin on his face so hard that he had drawn blood. He ignored the police calls for him to come out and just stared into the darkness of the cupboard, as if in a trance. When they grabbed his arm and attempted to pull him from the tiny space he worked the gun free and shot a police officer, before twisting it, placing the barrel in his mouth and pulling the trigger.

Again, Jun had shocked the world. His killing spree and suicide dominated the front pages of newspapers in every country. The media approached the coverage as if it was the tragic story of a man who had been pushed into the limelight against his will. He had been thrown beyond the limit of his own sanity. Most of the public opinion swung towards sympathy for the tragic tale of Jun and hundreds of documentaries were made about his life within days of his death.

The uniqueness of Jun Chao was short lived however. A few weeks later another name came to the fore in the world of psychokinesis. Dale Richards, a forty year old chef from California was the second human discovered to have the ability. His ability was far less advanced than Jun’s and he could only tip or lift small objects. Cutlery was his party trick due to his occupation and again the news engulfed and dominated the world media. He was quickly joined by two other people from different countries who came to the public attention. Each could use their abilities to varying degrees, but they became more confident and tried to lift or move larger objects very quickly. Jun had been able to elevate tables and chairs during the later public appearances. The most the new Kinetics could lift were large plates and similarly weighted objects.

Over the following year almost one hundred people around the world were discovered to harbour the ability, but public interest never declined. Everyone craved more and more information regarding these people and how they could move objects with only processes of thought. Scientific experiments were performed and the Kinetics made thousands of pounds from taking part. Demand for them was huge and the scientific world collated as much data as possible from all the participants. The average age that Kinetic's discovered they had the ability was thirty-eight, although there were cases of people discovering it well into their seventies. The youngest person in the first few years of scientific study was twenty-one years old.

The scientific investigations produced very little explanation of how the ability actually worked. Many of the tests performed in order to locate the processes that were at work, returned inconclusive results. There were numerous theories thrown around by emanate physicists, but none came closer to explaining the phenomena than one hypothesis proposed by Gregor Eichmann.

Gregor was a German physicist who was born in 1961. He published a paper regarding a theory of psychokinesis based on quantum physics. 

The theory of quantum mechanics is one of the most successful theories of all time, with incredibly accurate predictions of experimental data. But in the unimaginably small world of sub-atomic particles, very little makes sense. Indeed, common sense has to more or less be abandoned in order to grasp the fundamentally strange world of quantum mechanics. In this world, particles can appear in multiple places at once, or even pop in an out of existence all together, seemingly at will. This makes quantum physics extremely difficult to get ones head around. Gregor's theory was based primarily on one aspect of quantum probability. 

Due to the uncertainty principle, described by Werner Heisenberg in 1927, the exact position and velocity of any sub-atomic particle can never be accurately known. This is because the measurement of one necessarily affects the result of the other. So you can either know the position or the speed of a particle, but never both. For this reason the mathematics of quantum physics relies heavily on the probabilities of particles being in one place or another at any moment in time. 

A famous analogy of this is to imagine a number of ice cubes resting in a glass. If you shake the glass, the ice cubes will rattle inside. But they will all remain inside; at least the probability is that they will. There is however, an infinitesimally small probability that one of the ice cubes will spontaneously appear outside the glass. The chance is there, albeit an incredibly low chance. But if you shake that glass for trillions upon trillions of years then eventually the impossible will happen.

Gregor proposed that Kinetics are somehow able to manipulate the quantum probability of particles so that they move, based on the will of the subject. When this is applied to many particles at one time, forming complex structures and objects, then this could accurately explain how Kinetics move objects with only the power of thought. 

Gregor conceded that his theory made little progress in truly explaining the ability, especially since such a theory would paradoxically violate the well established Uncertainty Principle on which it was based. But as a theory, it was the best that was on offer. Another interesting point that Gregor Eichmann made towards the end of his paper was that theoretically, if his hypothesis was true, Kinetics would be capable of not only moving objects, but actually teleporting them from one place to another. This was actually one of the other key criticisms of his theory; no Kinetic had ever been discovered to harbour such an ability.

As time went by it became increasingly clear that anyone who possessed the gift would experience a gradual alteration in their temperament. They would become short tempered, even angry at the smallest of occurrences. This slowly led to an overall increase in violence among Kinetics. An increasing number of incidents involving people with the ability made headlines around the world and people feared a repeat of the Jun Chao tragedy. They didn't have to wait long.

Lucinda Harris was a thirty-four year old school teacher from Manchester, England who discovered she had the ability a year after Jun Chao killed his family. She lived alone and had an unfortunate love of shopping for things she couldn't afford. She had run up huge debts in her life and when she discovered she could move objects and make them float around the room at will, she saw a chance to clear off her debts. Lucinda left her teaching job and volunteered to be studied by several scientific teams in various countries around the world. She made thousands of pounds. She co-operated whole heartedly during the early studies. But as the months went by, the teams found her to be quick tempered and increasingly arrogant. The change in personality was obvious to anyone who met her during those months.

Eight months after she first used her ability, she calmly walked into the school she used to work for and stabbed the head teacher in the stomach with a kitchen knife. She pulled the knife out of the dying man and walked down the corridor to the classroom she used to teach. Lucinda entered the room. Several pupils later described her as having a contented smile on her face as she cut the replacement teachers throat. She then threw the blade up into the air and made it hover above the children in the classroom. They were aged eleven and twelve and were distraught by what they had just witnessed. There was sobbing and pleading as Lucinda made the knife circle slowly above their heads. She then screamed manically and the knife fell, cutting through a boys face. The children panicked, forcing their limbs into life and ran with terror from the classroom. When police arrived on the scene they found Lucinda rambling incoherently in the corner of the room, the desks and chairs scattered. The other teacher lay dead, with a congealed pool of blood around the top half of her body. The boy was also dead, Lucinda had repeatedly brought the knife down, slicing into his flesh until he had fallen unconscious and bled to death.

The news of Lucinda shocked the world, even more so than that of Jun. She had killed several people, including a child, in what seemed to be some kind of insane spree. The pupil reports of her smiling manically as she killed their teacher hit a nerve with the public. Was it a coincidence that two Kinetics had descended into a kind of insane killing spree? Authorities became nervous about what they felt could turn into public hysteria - aimed at anyone who possessed the ability; people who until now had been regarded as something of miracle workers for their gift.

The months turned into years and it soon became clear that Kinetics had severe personality alteration within a few months of discovering the ability. After a few years they became violent and slowly their rationality would disappear. Most ended up killing themselves, but they would usually take a number of innocent people with them. It was as if the psychokinetic ability somehow created a chemical or physical alteration in their brains which would later manifest itself in fits of violence and eventually, cold bloodied murder.

When it became clear that this was the case, governments around the world acted quickly. During the scientific study of Kinetics, an interesting phenomenon was discovered whereby a certain series and configuration of strong magnetic fields would prevent the psychokinetic ability from being used. It was an unexpected result of the study and wasn't fully understood, but it became an invaluable piece of information for authorities later on.

The UK led the way and the government declared the immediate construction of a large, maximum security prison to hold Kinetics. It was originally described as a temporary measure until further research was conducted into the field and it was felt safe for them to be a part of society. Everyone knew what this actually meant - including the people who had the ability - they would be locked up indefinitely and without a realistic hope of release in the near future. The prison was built in a matter of months and was painstakingly covered in an array of magnets. The prison was called Cove Rock.

Worldwide, the Kinetic community was outraged at the announcement of such a prison, but their cries fell on the deaf ears of a terrified general public. People were scared of the ability and they wanted to feel safe again. Human rights for Kinetics were more or less abandoned and those still sane enough to fully appreciate what was happening to them were shocked at their treatment. But they knew there was no way out for them. Some went on the run but most were caught quickly and thrown into the prison with the rest. Similar prisons were built in every country of the world, each one protected by the magnetic fields. They slowly filled with Kinetics and the public began to breathe easy once more. 

Research into reversing the violence and insanity experienced by Kinetics began, just as the governments had promised, but it made little headway. The condition was new and little was known about how it worked, let alone trying to change or reverse it. People in Cove Rock and other prisons had their worst fears realised, as any hope of them ever being released slowly dissolved.

Leonard looked up from the book. He had no idea of how long he had been reading but decided he had been in the library for long enough. He closed the book and went to return it to the shelf but then hesitated. He looked at it again and walked over to the reception desk, pulled out his library card from his wallet and checked the book out. He pushed the worn out paperback into a pocket of his jacket and then went to walk away. He heard the librarian call for him to wait. Leonard felt panic shoot along his spine. Had she recognised him? He was foolish to have checked out a book like that from the library, he couldn't have drawn more attention to himself if he had tried. Slowly, he turned around and looked at the librarian. She stared at him through her small glasses and smiled.

"You forgot this," she said, holding out Leonard's library card.

He let out a silent breath as his lungs forced themselves back to life. He reached over and took the card from her hand. 

"Thank you," he said quietly before pushing it into his jacket pocket and walking briskly from the building.
















 


 


 

Chapter 13
 

The pawn twitched before raising a few millimetres above the steel sink in Sean's cell. He was alone and the door was almost closed, save for a small crack which allowed a thin sliver of the grey corridor outside to be seen. A cell door that was closed during the day would attract suspicion and, although Sean didn't want to be seen, he felt that leaving the door ajar by an inch or two would prevent anyone from bothering him.

He could feel droplets of sweat gather on his forehead and slide down, only to be flicked away as he blinked. He gazed at the pawn floating in front of him as if it was some kind of wonderful and precious jewel. To Sean the chess piece represented far more than any precious stone. It represented his growing power. He had overcome the suppressing influence of the magnetic array covering the prison to such an extent that he could now hold the chess piece aloft for a few minutes at a time.

He moved his fingers and the pawn increased its defiance of gravity, pushing through the air a few feet above the sink. Sean stood; his eyes fixed on the tiny black object, and twisted his hand. The pawn rotated 180° and sat motionless, upside down, level with Sean's head. He allowed his face to relax and the shadow of a smile appeared, before being overwhelmed by concentration. His fingers flicked and the pawn glided through the cell to the opposite side of the room. There was another fleeting echo of a smile. It felt completely different from using the ability on the outside world but once he had learned the initial trick, he felt he was adjusting to it remarkably quickly. Negotiating a path through an invisible field, from his brain to the object in question was different each time. No two routes worked the same but he could sense that he was finding paths quicker each time. Once a path was determined and the object was under his control it required a great deal of concentration to keep it open and obeying his commands. He didn't understand how his ability negotiated the routes, but that meant nothing. The fact was that it did work and every time he tried it, it worked with greater efficiency.



***



The corridor walls were filthy. Lights flickered on the once white ceilings and briefly penetrated the gloom as Dennis Marshall walked slowly, his eyes staring at the floor in front of him. Other prisoners walked by, some glaring and knocking shoulders as they moved past him. He didn't belong here. He had just been moved from block-A to B as it was felt he had been displaying increased signs of aggression. He didn't feel he had shown any signs of violence, he felt exactly the same as he always had. The ability for him, like so many others in Cove Rock, was a curse, not a gift. 

He had handed himself into authorities nine-months earlier after he discovered he had the ability. He was a law abiding citizen and trusted the system of justice in his country. If the authorities felt it was best for him to be in Cove Rock then he would reluctantly agree. He was fifty-six, never married and only had a sister in America for family. He had last seen Harriet almost a decade earlier at their fathers funeral and they had barely spoke to each other. In his former life, a life that seemed so far away now, Dennis was a carpet fitter by day and a drunk by night. He had heard the term ‘functioning alcoholic’ before and grudgingly admitted that he fitted into that particular mould perfectly. He started drinking as soon as he got home from work. Wine was his particular drink of choice, and he would have at least three bottles a day. He would collapse into bed during the early hours and be up at 7am ready for the next working day. It never interfered with his job. He had never learned to drive and was collected by a work colleague every day, so he didn't worry about driving while alcohol saturated blood still pumped through his veins. There had only been the occasional comment from colleagues smelling alcohol on his breath and Dennis felt lucky he could get away with his problem. 

He had been drunk on the night he discovered he had the ability. He was halfway down his third bottle of wine, which had been resting on the coffee table in the living room. Dennis's foot had knocked the bottle and it tipped and fell towards the floor. Dennis sat upright and tried to reach out to catch it. His hands hadn't made it to the bottle in time but his mind had sprinted towards it. The room swirled in his drunken haze but he saw the bottle so clearly. It was hovering at a 45° angle, a few inches from the carpet. Hovering wasn't actually the correct word. Dennis had leaned forward; his arm still outstretched and could see through blurred, drunken eyes that it was actually still falling, but at a much slower rate. He watched as its edge gently touched the carpet and then righted itself, where it stood as if it had never been disturbed.

Dennis had handed himself in a week later. He didn't fully understand the consequences of what he was doing, knowing very little about Cove Rock and imagining it to be some kind of a rest home for people with the ability. He knew that it had certain sections which housed the criminally insane, but he didn't realistically ever see himself entering those areas. He was a shy, quiet person. He knew he could never become violent or hurt another human being.

He was automatically placed in block-A, with other people who had only just discovered they had the ability. It was a shock for Dennis; the conditions he found himself in were nothing like he imagined. It was a prison in the truest sense, and extremely unpleasant. The nights were the worst; people wailing and crying, newer inmates begging for freedom. Dennis knew he had made a mistake by handing himself in, but it was too late to rectify that now. The worst part during the first few days however, was the alcohol withdrawal. He felt like he was going to die. His body had shaken violently with the DT’s and he had horrific panic attacks. His pleading for some kind of alcohol withdrawal program inside the prison fell on deaf ears. They didn't seem to care if he lived or died. However, as the days passed by, the DT's faded and he realised he would survive – something he wasn’t entirely convinced he actually desired. Eventually the panic attacks subsided as well and he could fully appreciate the situation he was in.

Time passed very slowly in Cove Rock. There was a TV room, but the equipment often failed and it could be weeks before a replacement was allocated. The boredom was mind numbing and Dennis found he had nothing to do except roam the corridors during the days. 

Eight months after he first found himself in Cove Rock, a disagreement started in the cell next to Dennis's. There was some kind of a scuffle. He went in to investigate and found himself caught up in the violence. It was this incident that had led to him being sent him to block-B. It wasn't his fight and he cursed himself for letting his curiosity get the better of him. He now found himself in a much worse place.

Dennis looked up at the flickering lights and his gaze met another prisoner as he slowly walked down the corridor. The prisoner scowled and nudged into him, knocking him against the wall. Dennis returned his eyes to the floor and continued to walk, trying to avoid the eyes of others. He wore the same white prisoners uniform as everyone else and, like all the others, they were covered in stains which were weeks old. They were given several sets of uniforms but they were often lost in the laundry process and Dennis was on his final set. The barely edible food had made him skinny and the fabric of his clothes hung loosely from his slender limbs. Only his protruding stomach stretched the top to its limit, pulling tightly on the buttons. By not eating properly and spending his days walking the halls, he had lost weight but the bulk on his stomach, gained through years of fast-food and drinking too much, had remained.

He stopped walking and fell to one side, leaning against the stained wall. He felt weak and tired, as if he was a hundred years old and a jolt of fear ran through him as he pictured himself dying in these halls. Someone knocked into him and his body twisted round and lurched forward into a partially open cell door. The heavy steel moved slightly but Dennis stopped himself from falling through. He reached out and prevented his full weight from hitting the door by grabbing the frame. The crack in the door expanded and Dennis glanced inside.



***



Sean stood, staring at the four chess pieces floating before him. He was manipulating each one with small movements of his fingers and they obediently danced in the air, several feet from the physical presence of his fingertips. Some hovered stationary, while others twisted and turned or moved gently left or right. He was wet with perspiration and his eyes focused solely on the tiny black objects floating before him. He was focused on them with such concentration that he didn't notice the door to his cell open by a fraction. The heavy door made no sound as it moved several inches and a figure glanced inside.

Sean turned his arms, gestured with his hands and the pawns, bishops and rooks fell to the thin mattress of the top bunk. He took a deep breath and wiped sweat from his forehead with the back of his sleeve, then glanced around. His eye fell on the figure staring through the opening of the cell door. 

Their eyes locked.

Sean couldn't see the voyeur's face with much clarity, but saw the fear in his eyes. The man turned away and disappeared from Sean's view. Sean cursed under his breath and lunged for the door. He pulled it open and looked down the hallway in the direction the figure had departed. He saw a slight, pale man with a protruding gut running down the corridor. He was glancing over his shoulder at regular intervals with wide eyes. Sean moved swiftly, pushing others out of his way, ignoring the cursing grunts behind him. 

Had he seen? 

Sean could only assume that the man had witnessed everything and silently cursed himself again for being so careless. He couldn't risk a third party knowing that he was able to use the ability in the walls of Cove Rock. The rumours would spread and he would be caught before he had time to develop the skill into anything significant. He couldn't risk being locked up and monitored twenty-four hours a day in a different part of the prison. He needed to stay where he knew, and in familiar surroundings.

Sean walked quickly down the corridor, taking huge strides and kept pace with the man. His eyes never strayed as they both pushed through the busy hallway. Sean watched the man turn right, down another hallway, a less busy corridor and he started to run faster. Sean turned the corner and continued his chase. He could see the panic in his quarry's eyes with every glance back the man risked.

The man opened a door to the left of the corridor and lurched through. Sean saw him disappear and increased his pace. He followed him and found himself in a large, dark room which he recognised as the washroom at the back of the kitchens. Prisoners would clean the pots and pans after meal times on an alternating rota. The room was not in use except directly after meals and the pots and cutlery were sealed in steel cabinets around the room. Sean's eyes adjusted to the lack of light and he focused on the man at the far end of the room, who was desperately wrenching at the large, double doors that led into the food hall. Sean turned and pushed the door shut behind him before slowly walking towards the distraught man on the other side of the room.

"What's your name?" Sean asked. His voice was quiet and low but it echoed from the hard surfaces and reverberated around the room. The man stopped pulling on the door and turned to look at his pursuer. His eyes were wide and he stared at Sean like a small child would look at their parents when they had been found being disobedient. The man shook as he stepped away, he felt the edge of a sink on his back and realised he had nowhere to run. The door was locked and the only other door was on the opposite side of the room.

"D...Dennis," the man said, his voice quiet, little more than a whisper but Sean heard him clearly.

"Were you spying on me Dennis?" Sean asked, still approaching but taking small steps.

Dennis pushed himself up against the sink and shook his head. He could feel his heart lurching behind his chest wall. If what he had just witnessed in Sean's cell was reality then Dennis was well aware he was in danger. Could it be true? Could this man use his ability in Cove Rock? 

"You were spying on me Dennis. What did you see?" 

The answer to the question was irrelevant to Sean; he knew that Dennis had seen him, he wouldn't have fled if the case was otherwise. He wouldn't have had the level of fear and panic that Sean now saw in the small man's eyes.

"I wasn't spying on you... it... it was an accident," Dennis said through short, shallow breaths. "I didn't see anything, I swear, I didn't see anything."

Sean was still approaching; barely feet away from Dennis now. Dennis's eyes stared at him and then quickly glanced around the room. He couldn't see any way of escape. He could try to run around, back through the door in which he had entered, but he knew he wouldn't make it. What would he do if he made it into the hallway? Scream and shout about his new secret? Tell everyone he passed that this man could use the ability in these walls? Who would believe him? He could tell a guard, report the man and let the justice of the system save him. Dennis's faith in the system wasn't entirely buried but he could picture the guards face after he had told him of the secret. The guard would blink slowly and sigh, then make some patronising comment, about him imagining things. Besides which, the age old punishments for snitching would certainly apply. He couldn't take the risk of telling anyone. Dennis decided his best hope was to plead ignorance.

Sean stopped and leaned forward so their faces were only a few inches apart. He breathed heavily as he gazed into the quivering man's eyes.

"Just so we're clear..." Sean said, pulling a cigarette from his pocket. He didn't finish his sentence. He just let the words hang as he placed the cigarette flat, on his open palm. Dennis watched, straining backwards, his back pressing tightly against the rows of sinks behind him. Sean's eyes narrowed a fraction as he stared at the cigarette. A vein on his neck bulged as his concentration increased. There was a sudden silence and Dennis glanced again to the door behind Sean. Slowly, the cigarette began to rise up from the surface of Sean’s open hand. It moved at a leisurely pace, as if it were a feather caught on a light breeze. Dennis became transfixed on the cigarette which gently fluttered through the space between them then it moved over to the right side of his head. Dennis's head turned to follow the floating object.

So it was true.

The first blow broke Dennis's jaw as his head turned to follow the cigarette. He screamed in pain and vaguely heard a sharp hiss from Sean to keep quiet. Dennis's knees buckled and he began to collapse to the floor. A second blow from Sean's left fist landed square on the falling man's nose. Blood exploded. There was a cracking sound as a blinding pain washed over his face. His eyes watered and closed, and unconsciousness enveloped him before he hit the floor. Twisting as he fell, he landed on his round stomach which rolled him over, onto his side. Blood began to fall to the floor. He lay unconscious as Sean kicked and punched him until the last drop of life ebbed away.
















 


 


 

Chapter 14
 

Leonard eventually found the soup kitchen. He had wandered the streets until late into the evening, reluctant to go back to the alleyway which had been his bed for the last couple of nights. He strolled by the small community hall, which he had investigated earlier in the day after advice from a homeless man that he had chatted to briefly. It was closed up during the day and looked as if it hadn't been used for years. But as he approached it at night, he saw that the doors were open and a queue of people stretched twenty feet along the path. He glanced inside and saw a bright, warm hall filled with people. He noticed that they were serving soup and bread to people who wore well worn clothing and realised he was in the right place. He had found enough money remaining in his wallet to buy a bread roll earlier in the day but that felt like weeks ago. He was starving and joined the queue immediately.

As he queued, he looked at the other homeless people in front of him. They seemed to be wearing huge amounts of clothes. It wasn't warm, but certainly not freezing, yet they wore thick coats, jumpers and fleeces. Leonard realised they were wearing every piece of clothing they owned and they would be reluctant to forfeit any items for when the colder weather arrived. Some carried bags with blankets and, Leonard assumed, various other small comforts. The men generally had beards or at least a weeks worth of stubble. All the people in the queue stared down, towards the pavement or the feet belonging to the person in front. Occasionally they would glance up and over shoulders with hungry eyes, craning their necks for a view of the warm meal that awaited them. Very few spoke but Leonard's eye fell on a young couple several places ahead of him in the queue. He guessed they were in their early twenties. The girl had long, mousy hair, fashioned in thick dreadlocks, which hung casually over her pretty but tired face. She wore a coat and baggy jeans, which seemed several sizes too big and Leonard thought they must belong to her male companion. The man was tall with long, scraggy hair which was in desperate need of a wash. His beard was thick and unkempt. He also wore jeans and a large coat over several other layers. They each carried a black bag, presumably full of blankets or extra clothing. They were chatting quietly but not looking at each other. They seemed to be enchanted by something on the pavement. Leonard thought they might be high on something but then realised they weren't entranced with the pavement at all. They were just looking at it with vacant, sleepy eyes; eyes that lived on these streets day in, day out. He hadn't noticed at first but Leonard realised that, under the thick fabric of the coats, they were holding hands. He smiled and then noticed something else. The large coat on the girl was obviously covering several other layers beneath, but he could see a small bulge on her stomach. Was she pregnant? It was such a slight bump on the front of the coat that Leonard couldn't be sure, but the smile evaporated as he thought quietly.

Leonard looked away and down the dark street. He thought about Joanna and Holly and the desperate mess they were all in. What was his plan? To wander the streets until it all blew over? On what planet would he need to be living to believe that it wouldn't be as simple as that?. He had to think of something. His only option as far as he could tell would be to start work on the original idea of leaving the country. That seemed all well and good in principal but how was he to go about it? His mind clouded over as a drifting thought of Ewan pushed forward. Leonard pictured his son. At first a memory from a seaside trip the year before flashed in his mind, but it was quickly overpowered by another image; one that had been etched into every cell of his brain. He could see him so clearly as he lay at the bottom of the stairs, a halo of scarlet liquid surrounding his head. Leonard closed his eyes tight and tried to push the thought away. There was nothing he could do for Ewan now, but his wife and daughter were different. He wondered if they thought about where he was, if he was safe and when he would come back.

The queue moved at a steady pace and Leonard found himself inside the hall in what seemed like only a few minutes. From the outside it appeared tiny, but the hall stretched back quite a way and he could see the volunteers at the far end serving steaming soup from large, steel pots. The queue was long but moving steadily and Leonard inched forward with the others.

After a few more minutes, he approached the serving tables. He could smell the soup and saw thick blankets of steam rise up from the huge pots. His stomach was knotted with hunger and he felt sharp stabbing pains as it cried out for food. He saw the person in front pick up a plastic bowl and Leonard did the same. He watched as the man held the bowl out and the volunteer poured in a single serving of thin vegetable soup. Leonard didn't see the man look up, or say anything to the smiling volunteer as he received his food. He just moved along and grabbed some bread. Leonard pushed the bowl out in front of him and looked up at the smiling face before him.

"Thanks," he mumbled, suddenly very aware the man serving him was looking at him with interest. Looks from strangers made Leonard nervous. His face was everywhere and he felt incredibly lucky that he had not been recognised already. The beard that was slowly being cultivated had helped, he was sure of that. He pulled his cap down and moved along the line. The bread wasn't stale, but far from fresh. He took a spoon from the end of the serving table and looked around. There were long rows of tables and chairs set up all over the hall but the place was overflowing. Homeless people certainly knew how to take their time eating their food, glad of the warmth and shelter and savouring every mouth full.

Leonard spotted an empty space at the end of a table in the middle of the hall and made his way over, pushing gently through the crowd. He sat down and started to eat. He glanced around when he dared, to see if anyone was looking at him. It was easy to become paranoid when you are on the run from the police. The soup was watery but Leonard was grateful, and the bread tasted better than he expected.

An elderly woman who was sitting next to him finished her food and, after a couple of minutes, left the table. Her place was quickly taken by a large man with a huge, greying beard. Leonard moved his chair over slightly to make room for the new arrival but he didn’t look up. He dipped his bread in the soup and stared down at his bowl. Immediately he could feel that the man sitting next to him was gazing at his face. Out of the corner of his eye, Leonard could feel him stare towards his left cheek and he suddenly felt very warm. The man didn’t say anything and didn’t touch his bowl of soup. He just looked on as Leonard tried to finish his meal as quickly as possible. After a couple of minutes, Leonard had nearly finished his soup and was mopping up the last of the liquid with his bread.

“Quentin,” the man suddenly said in a deep, quiet voice. He was attempting a whisper in the noisy hall. Leonard turned to him. 

“I’m sorry?” Leonard said, unable to hear him clearly. The man was in his fifties and had huge, brown eyes that shone over a large, grinning face. His beard attempted to obscure the smile, with long whiskers partially overwhelming his expanded lips.

“Quentin, my name is Quentin,” the man repeated and turned to Leonard, offering his hand which emerged from under a thick jacket. 

Leonard forced a smile and shook the large hand, which he noticed had years of dirt under the nails. “Leonard,” he said and turned back to his bowl, wishing he had given a false name. He wiped the last drop of soup from the bowl and pushed the bread into his mouth. He was about to get up, when Quentin spoke again.

“Pleased to meet you Leonard, how long have you been on the streets?” Quentin asked, still using his deep whisper which forced him to lean forward so Leonard could hear him clearly enough. He smelt Quentin’s rancid breath, as if he had only ingested old coffee and rotting apples for several decades.

“Couple of years,” Leonard lied.

Quentin nodded, “I’m a ten year man. I haven’t seen you here before.”

“I move around a lot, I don’t stay in the same place for too long,” Leonard blurted out, surprised at how easily the lies were coming. He moved his leg from under the table and pushed his seat backwards, ready to leave. Quentin put one of his mammoth hands on Leonard’s shoulder and leaned in close.

“I know who you are,” he whispered.

Leonard turned his head sharply and stared at the smug, grinning face. Quentin blinked slowly, shook his head and sighed, the aroma of rotting food drifted over Leonard’s face. “I saw your face in the papers. It's okay, I won’t tell anyone. You don’t need to worry about that.”

Leonard glanced down at the hand on his shoulder and then his eyes scanned the hall. Was anyone else looking at him? Could anyone else hear Quentin talking? Quentin’s hand gripped Leonard’s shoulder tightly and he leaned in further. His lips only a few inches from Leonard’s ears as he spoke. "It’s okay... I’m like you. I have the ability too my friend."

Leonard felt a piece of ice run the length of his spine. This man has the ability?


Leonard decided he needed to leave, and as quickly as possible. "I don’t know what you’re talking about," he said, standing briefly before the tight grip on his shoulder pulled him back down.

"Hey, I said it’s okay," Quentin repeated. His voice was only slightly harsher and the smile remained. Leonard looked at him, discomfort rising. He didn’t want to have this conversation, especially with someone he had met barely two minutes earlier. "You and me, we’re the same," Quentin continued in a reassuring tone. His hand remained firmly on Leonard’s shoulder as his smile faded. "What? You don’t believe me?" 

Leonard didn’t answer, he just returned his gaze.

"I can prove it you know," Quentin said, louder now and with a sharp edge. He picked up his cup of water and gulped the clear liquid down in one. He placed the empty cup on the table and Leonard watched Quentin's eyes narrow as he gazed at it. Leonard glanced at the cup and then back to Quentin, who was now slowly raising his hand, fingers twitching slightly. Leonard thought he heard the man in front of him mumble something but he couldn't be sure. His lips were thin and unmoving and the hall noisy. The small plastic container didn't move and Leonard glanced around to see if anyone else was watching. He couldn't see anyone who had the slightest interest in anything but the meal in front of them. He turned back to Quentin.

"Come on..." Quentin whispered, spittle shot from his mouth as he forced the words out. The cup stood still on the table and the realisation slowly dawned on Leonard that Quentin did not have the ability. He was delusional and Leonard watched with rising amusement as the man before him desperately tried to make the object lift, topple or display even the faintest hint of movement. 

The show went on for a few minutes before Quentin finally gave up. He looked at his hands with confusion, a deep frown creasing his forehead. The frown receded slightly as Quentin looked up and then around the hall. A smile began to creep onto his face again.

"Of course," he said, his eyes meeting Leonard's. "They have magnetic restricting devices set up in the hall somewhere, it's the only explanation."

Leonard looked around the hall. He saw no restrictors and knew that such expensive devices would be unlikely to be set up in a community hall. Restrictors were only available to government authorities, with perhaps a few industrial models for large reputable security companies. There was no way a soup kitchen would have installed them for the sake of security.

"You try, see if you can use the ability in here," Quentin said enthusiastically.

"I'm sorry Quentin, I don't have any ability," Leonard replied, shaking his head slowly. "The papers have got it wrong."

"You're lying." With unnerving speed, Quentin's face suddenly grew harsher again.

"I'm not lying, and now I really have to go." Leonard stood up and the familiar hand was on his shoulder again. This time Leonard shrugged it off and started to walk away.

"Stop, you're a fucking liar. You do have the ability. I saw your face; the papers said it was you." Quentin's voice was louder now and he stood to follow Leonard. 

Leonard pushed his way through the hall towards the exit. Grunts and mumbles followed as he barged past people, some of whom spilled their meal. Angry barks followed but they were drowned out by Quentin's rising voice.

"This guy has the ability, he's the one from the papers," Quentin shouted, looking around for support from the other patrons of the soup kitchen.

Few seemed interested, but Leonard could feel a growing number of eyes staring at him as he pushed his way towards the door.

"He's going to kill us all, he's fucking crazy," Quentin yelled, still following but falling further behind. Leonard could hear his yells fading, but more people seemed interested in him. He shrugged off a few half-hearted attempts from people grabbing him and barged through, past the queue leading in from the street. He felt the cool night air on his skin and turned to look back through the door. He could see Quentin's angry, red face and wild eyes as he screamed. Leonard turned and started to run along the street. He crossed the wet road, which glistened as street lights reflected from the surface. His jacket swung as he ran and he didn't notice a small piece of card fall from a pocket and onto the tarmac. He glanced back and saw Quentin shouting from the doorway but he was no longer chasing. Leonard disappeared into the night.
















 


 


 

Chapter 15
 

Howard Kirkland sipped from the small glass of wine as he glanced around the restaurant. Clarissa was sitting opposite him, her fingers slowly twisting her own glass. There had been silence since their plates had been taken by the waiter, ten minutes earlier and Howard was tired of being the one trying to initiate a conversation. Clarissa had given single sentence answers to any subjects he tried to talk about and she seemed like she would rather be anywhere else.

The date had held high hopes for Howard but now he regretted ever asking Clarissa out for the meal. It was painfully obvious to him now that she was not interested in him in any other way than as a good friend and work colleague. It was painful because it was only recently that Howard had admitted to himself that he was in love with her. 

The feelings had started slowly but over the years he had known her, they developed. He looked forward to Monday mornings when he would see her and dreaded Sundays, where they would rarely come into contact. He felt that they had become closer over the years and mild flirting was a regular occurrence from both of them. He now realised that it was just a bit of fun for Clarissa and his expectations of their relationship would be unfulfilled.

He called the waiter over and asked for the bill. Clarissa looked up from her wine glass for the first time in five minutes.

"Let me get this Howard," she said.

"No, it’s fine. I won sixty pounds on the lottery last month," he replied, forcing a smile then taking another sip of wine and looking at the table cloth.

"Look," Clarissa began, "I know I’ve not been great company tonight. It's..." The words drifted off as she started to shake her head. Howard instinctively reached for her hand, but she pulled it away. "I’m sorry Howard, this isn’t going to work out." 

Their eyes locked and Howard swallowed hard, pulling his hand back across the table. He sat up straight.

"Do you think we’ve given it a good enough go?" Howard’s voice was suddenly cold and without emotion. Clarissa nodded slowly.

"I have too much going on to start a relationship at the moment. You know what work's like and you know the situation with Will. I shouldn’t even be here now; he's staying with my parents tonight, yet again. I’m asking them for too many favours. I’m beginning to think Will believes his real home is with them."

Howard glanced around, looking at anything except her. He knew she didn’t feel for him what he felt for her, and she never would. The situation with her work life and her son was true, but he knew it was only part of the reason for her to break it off with him. He was, and always would be, just a friend. Clarissa couldn't know he was in love with her; they had only been on a few dates and it wasn’t as much of a big deal for her as him. It didn’t make him feel better thinking about that. He turned back to her, his face hard and drained of emotion.

"Ok, fine," he said in a monotone. Clarissa leaned forward and started to say something but then changed her mind. The waiter came back with the bill and Howard paid. He got up from the table. "Come on, I’ll take you home."

Clarissa picked up her bag and they both left. 



***



They sat in the car in silence. Clarissa glanced over to see Howard’s emotionless face staring straight ahead. She felt terrible. She wasn’t sure how their working relationship would be affected now and she felt stupid for letting things get this far. She had hesitated when Howard had first asked her out. She knew that in the long term it may damage their friendship, but she had been alone for so long. She wanted to have some fun and so she agreed, regretting it almost immediately.

The drive home from the restaurant lasted for fifteen minutes and they didn’t speak once. Howard pulled up outside Clarissa’s house but didn’t turn the engine off. Clarissa looked over to Howard as she opened the passenger door.

"I’m sorry," she said softly. Howard didn’t look at her, but nodded once. She got out of the car and closed the door. She watched as he drove down the street, wondering what he thought of her.

She watched him turn out of her street and then started to walk up to the front door of her house. Her mobile phone began to ring and she pulled it quickly from her bag, expecting to see Howard’s number on the screen, but was her office number.

"Hello?" she said quickly.

"Hello Clarissa, it’s Derek Pickering," replied the voice on the other end. Derek was one of the more senior members of the PKI department and reported directly to Clarissa. He was working the late shift tonight with a few others and a call wasn’t unexpected; Derek often liked to check in with Clarissa at least once a day.

"Hi Derek, everything okay?"

"Yes, just a quick call really. I think we may have had a sighting of our man." Derek spoke with the speed of a man loaded up on vast quantities of caffeine. "I’m just letting you know, I’m going to send someone out to interview the witness."

"Where was the sighting?" Clarissa asked. 

"At a soup kitchen in the city. Apparently he was getting some food when a homeless bloke recognised him, caused a bit of a scene and Leonard Samson ran off. Some of the volunteers at the kitchen asked the homeless man about it and then called us."

"I’ll go and interview the witness now, give me the address." 

Clarissa rummaged in her bag with her free hand for a pen and notepad, then wrote down the address. She told Derek she’d be there in thirty minutes and she’d write a report for the team in the morning. She didn’t make it to the front door of her house. She got in her car, hoping the two glasses of wine she had with dinner wouldn’t register if she was stopped, and drove towards the address Derek had given her.



***



It was after eleven when Clarissa parked her car on the street opposite the community hall. It was a cool, wet night and she felt a chill as she stepped out and slammed the door shut behind her. The street was not in a busy part of the city and there was barely a sound, other than the wispy flow of a light breeze. There were a few parked cars lined up against the pavement and she saw a young couple walking away from her halfway down the road.

The doors to the hall, which temporarily held the soup kitchen, were shut but Clarissa could see light through the frosted glass. She tried to open the doors but they didn't move so she peered through the glass. The obscured window prevented her from making out anything discernable from the inside. She knocked loudly with the side of her fist and the wood shook, ancient paint flaking to the floor.

"Spare change?" said a quiet voice behind her. Clarissa swept round, startled and saw a small, elderly man standing a few feet away. He wore a huge grey coat and torn scarf. He had a few days worth of stubble which was white. His eyes were tired and yellow, with thick bags of dark skin hanging beneath them.

"Spare change?" he repeated, holding out a single gloved hand, the other pushed firmly in his coat pocket.

"I'm sorry no," she said and watched as the man immediately started to shuffle away down the street. He cut a pathetic figure in the dim light of the moon. He limped slightly and gazed at the cold wet pavement which would no doubt be his bed for the night. Clarissa opened her bag and pulled out her purse. She found two, one pound coins and a twenty pence piece in change. She trotted over to the man and pushed the change into his hand. He looked at the coins in his glove and then at the pretty young woman before managing a nod and a smile then continued his shuffle down the road.

Clarissa stood watching him when she heard a lock fling back on the door. She walked over and saw a tall, thin gentleman standing in the doorway as it opened. He had a long ponytail which appeared to be half heartedly gathered and pushed into a white cap. He wore a stained, white apron over jeans and a grey T-shirt. His face was long, thin and covered in acne. Clarissa guessed he was in his early twenties. He looked her up and down and smirked.

"Yes?" he said.

"I'm DCI Clarissa Chapman from Kinetic Investigations. We had a call from a witness here."

The man nodded and looked Clarissa up and down again before moving to one side, leading the way with his hand. "He's down here."

Clarissa stepped inside the large hall. There were several people, also dressed with aprons, stacking the tables and chairs over to one side. The tall man closed the door and bolted it behind Clarissa, before slowly leading her to the back of the room.

"We have to keep it bolted as we tidy up," he said in a monotonous drawl. His words were slow and lingering, as if he didn't want to finish his sentences. He was seemingly unable to remove the smug grin from his face and, as he spoke, he looked at Clarissa's legs, ignoring her face. "Never know if one of them might burst back in for a second helping." He snorted with laughter, "I'm Rick, by the way. I volunteer here... well community service actually." Another grin, this time he met Clarissa's gaze. She managed to stop herself from rolling her eyes and looked ahead. Rick led her past the serving tables, where the pots were being cleared away to the back room. 

They went through an open doorway into a kitchen where a middle aged man with short, grey hair and thick glasses was washing the plates as they were brought through.

"This is the cop," Rick said to the man who was frantically washing plates. The middle aged man turned and looked at Clarissa over the top of his spectacles. His cheeks were red and his brow beaded with sweat. He gave a warm smile as he picked up a towel next the sink, drying his hands as he walked over. 

"I'm Reverend Peters," he said holding out a hand, the clerical collar now clearly visible. "I run the soup kitchen here from time to time."

"I'm here to speak to someone who believes they saw a suspect earlier," Clarissa said, shaking the Reverend's hand.

"Yes, yes of course. Rick, take over for me will you?" Reverend Peters said, leading Clarissa to yet another room at the back of the kitchen and ignoring the grunts of protest from Rick.

The Reverend closed the door to the small room after they entered. Clarissa saw a large man sat on a chair in the corner of the room, holding a hot mug of something. He had huge hands and held the mug in them both, savouring its warmth.

"This is the gentleman," Reverend Peters said. 

He pulled up a chair for himself and Clarissa and they both sat down a few feet away from the man. Clarissa pulled out her notepad and pen in preparation.

"I'm from Kinetic investigations," she said, "I believe you saw one of our suspects tonight?"

The huge man eyed Clarissa slowly and then nodded. He sipped the hot liquid in his mug and licked some drips away from the edge of his mouth. 

"Can I take your name?" Clarissa asked.

"Quentin Brown," the man mumbled and watched intently as the DCI scribbled in her pad. 

"Now, I believe you saw him in the hall," she said, pointing the pen behind her and in the general direction of the large hall. "Can you tell me exactly what happened."

Quentin glanced at Reverend Peters, who smiled reassuringly and nodded for Quentin to continue. He spoke in mumbles and Clarissa had to ask him to repeat certain sentences several times. He told her how he had received his soup and then saw a face he recognised. It was only after he got closer that he realised it was the man from the papers. He had a few days of stubble and cap pulled low, obscuring his face, but it was definitely him. He told Clarissa that Leonard had moved several paper cups around on the table, demonstrating his power. He said they had got on extremely well but Quentin felt it was his duty to report it to the police as soon as possible. Clarissa nodded and smiled in all the right places, but as the story continued, she suspected that Quentin was making most of it up as he went along. She didn't say anything and took all the details down meticulously. By the time Quentin finally finished his tale, Clarissa was convinced he was wasting her time. She put her pad away, thanked him and then left the room.

Reverend Peters led Clarissa back through the kitchen and into the hall towards the front doors. The tables and chairs were all stacked neatly over to one side of the hall now and two volunteers were diligently sweeping the floor.

"He might have exaggerated a bit," Reverend Peters said, sensing Clarissa's doubt over Quentin's story. "But if he says it was him, I'm pretty sure it was. I've known Quentin for a while now and he might seem a little eccentric, but his heart is in the right place." Clarissa looked at the Reverend and smiled. She nodded, thanked him for his help and left.

A soft breeze swept by and she looked up. The stars were bright in the night sky, only the occasional cloud obscuring their vigil. The street was still wet and she avoided a puddle as she stepped off the curb and walked across the road towards her car. She looked at the bright reflections of the street lights on the wet tarmac. As she approached the car, something near her foot caught her eye. Almost treading on it, she saw that it was a bright piece of card, which didn't seem as if it had been resting there for too long. The card was dry on the back, so it had fallen before the rain did. It was a little, insignificant detail, but enough for Clarissa to bend down slowly and pick it up. The card was plain with bright orange colouring. There was no text so she turned it over. The writing on the front was obscured slightly by dirt and water from the road. She gently rubbed it away and saw it was a library card. Her face wrinkled and then she couldn't help but smile as she realised her luck. She read the name on the library card out loud.

"Mr Leonard Samson."
















 


 


 

Chapter 16
 

The small wooden stool bobbed gently in the air as Frank Richter stared at it in amazement. His eyes were fixed on the object as it moved, almost gracefully, around the cell. It was gliding smoothly as it was negotiated from wall to wall by the slight movement of Sean’s index finger. Sean’s own face was a mixture of intense concentration and curious contentment. He felt as if he was home, as if his liberty had been restored; he felt free.

Sean's skill had steadily progressed and the size and weight of object that he could elevate had increased. Richter was astonished at the speed with which his ability was growing and his mouth fell open when the stool twisted upside down in the air and moved steadily back and forth. He glanced over at Sean who was standing by the steel sink, his black eyes focused on the stool. Richter sat on the bed, his hands clenched together between his knees as he watched. He couldn’t believe what Sean was capable of. He was in Cove Rock but was using his ability to elevate larger objects with more dexterity than other Kinetics could only dream of outside the walls and away from the magnetic field. He had gone from lifting small chess pieces to a stool in just a few days and Richter couldn’t prevent himself from wondering how much his cellmate would be able to increase his skill.

Sean moved his finger. The stool righted itself and lowered, gently touching the concrete floor before coming to rest. Sean let his hand drop to his side and he breathed for the first time in what seemed like hours. 

"This is amazing," Richter said, standing up from the bottom bunk and walking over to where the stool now rested. He gazed at it and then at Sean. Gasping, Sean caught his breath, exhaustion overwhelming him. He walked over to the stool and sat down, resting his head on his palms.

"It’s hard," Sean said in a whisper, "my head hurts more each time I lift." 

He looked up and Richter stared at his face. Richter stood in front of Sean with an odd expression and Sean realised that he was staring a little too hard. 

"What is it?" he asked. 

Richter tilted his head to one side as his eyes moved over Sean’s face. Sean stood up and grabbed Richter’s arms, pushing him backwards but retaining a strong grip on his cellmate's shoulders.

"What is it?" Sean yelled. 

Richter focused on his eyes. "I... I think you’ve burst some blood vessels in your eyes."

Sean frowned and released Richter as he walked over to the tiny steel plate that served as a mirror above the sink. His distorted face stared back at him and he could just about see the detail of his eyes. The black pupils and dark brown irises were surrounded by no white at all. There was just a murky scarlet. 

Sean blinked quickly and rubbed his eyes. He felt no pain as they closed and then opened again, but the blood remained. He stared at himself for a few seconds before shrugging and turning back to Richter.

"It takes a lot of concentration," he said, "I guess a few capillaries burst, nothing to worry about."

Richter nodded slowly. He had seen bloodshot eyes before, even had a few of them himself, but nothing like this. Sean’s eyes were completely red with blood. No white remained at all and it concerned him. He needed to look after what could potentially be his means of escape.

"Ok, you take it easy for a day or two. No point in burning yourself out."

Sean nodded with his face like stone. A reluctance to let anybody tell him what to do had been a character trait of Sean’s, and despite annoyance at Richter, he couldn't help but agree with his point. His body ached and his head throbbed. It was so much more effort to move objects in the confines of the prison and it seemed that it was taking its toll on his body. 

A buzzer sounded in the hall outside and Richter opened the cell door. It was time for their exercises - an hour of liberty in the yard. The two cellmates walked down the corridor, joining a handful of others. Sean shuffled his tired feet, drained of energy, but was hurried along by the other prisoners. They turned left down another, longer corridor and then down a small stairwell. Thick grime on the wall rubbed against Sean’s hand as he steadied himself, resting against the concrete while they descended the stairs. His head pounded as the blood rushed through and, for a moment he felt dizzy, but it passed. They all moved through an archway and out into the exercise yard at the back of the prison. 

It was an overcast day. The sun was desperately trying to penetrate the heavy clouds hovering overhead, only occasionally breaking through and bathing the yard in warm light. The prisoners moved through the yard, separating. Richter and Sean headed over towards a set of benches on the far side, away from the prison. They sat down on opposite sides of the bench, elbows on the wooden surface and hunched forward. Sean was facing the busy yard, and gazed back at the prison.

They sat in silence, glad of being in the open air and Sean scanned the building that had been his home for the past two years. The exterior of Cove Rock was better maintained than inside. The walls were painted bright white and it must have been visible from space when viewed against the backdrop of the thick, green forest that surrounded its walls. He glanced around and saw the twelve foot mesh fence that surrounded the yard. Razor wire lined the top like some macabre decoration. Beyond the fence was a huge brick wall, perhaps twenty feet high. That too was lined with circular razor wire. Sean knew that without outside help they had little chance of making it over the giant wall, and outside help was definitely not forthcoming for such a task. Sean had few friends outside the prison and Richter didn't seem like he was much better off. 

He turned and looked over Richter's shoulder, back towards the prison. On his right he saw block-A which housed the newest convicts, its outermost wall running parallel with the perimeter. There was a gap of about ten feet between the prison wall and the huge perimeter blocks. He ran his eyes along the length of the building, past block-B and then onto C. That section was full of screaming lunatics - those that were still standing and able to talk were on a downward spiral of self destruction and beyond help. Sean noticed that on that side of the prison, the wall ran much closer to the perimeter, due to a small extension at the end of the block. There was only a four or five feet gap separating the prison and the wall surrounding Cove Rock. He strained his neck to see around the side of the building but couldn't get a clear enough view. 

"Back in a minute," he rasped at Richter, who had lit a cigarette. Richter looked up and nodded. Sean walked across the yard, through separate groups of inmates and over to the far side of block-C. His hands touched the tall, mesh fence that ran around the edge of the yard and he peered down the side of the building. He looked closer, between the perimeter and prison building walls. The gap was definitely only around five feet wide. He looked up and saw several sets of barred windows which sat almost level with the top of the wall and a smile crept onto his face. Sean wrestled his eyes away and returned to sit at the bench with Richter.

"What're you grinning at?" Richter asked.

"Nothing much... I'll tell you later. Just... just an idea."

Richter shook his head as he stubbed his cigarette out on the wooden bench and threw it on the concrete. He looked up at Sean, whose smile had disappeared and was once again staring through Richter, back towards the building.

"What you got planned for when we get out of here?" Richter asked. It was a question he wasn't really interested in hearing the answer to, but silence had never sat too well with Richter. Sean's eyes focused instantly on his cellmate.

"I know exactly what I'm going to do when I get out." There was a long pause and his face didn't move as he stared into Richter's eyes with tiny pupils, like the event horizon of a black hole. Richter felt a shiver run through him and a feeling he had never experienced before. "I'm going to find the bitch that put me in here..." Sean continued, his eyes seemingly focused on Richter, but at the same time gazing through him, lost on some other world. He leaned in closer, "...and I'm going to kill her." 

Sean unfocused his eyes and prevented his gaze from burning completely through his cellmate. The sun briefly penetrated the cloud and shone down on his shaved head as he scanned the building carefully. Richter regretted asking the question. Sean's intensity had always been unsettling, but lately it was beginning to become much more unnerving. He pulled another cigarette from his pocket. He considered offering one to Sean but didn't want his cellmate to notice the trembling of his hand. He placed the cigarette in his mouth as quickly as possible and lit it. He stared at the table and glanced up occasionally as he smoked. Sean continued to stare at the prison and when the siren went off, signalling their hour was up, he stood from the bench and followed Richter back inside. As he and his fellow prisoners kissed goodbye to the outside world for another twenty-four hours, a name kept repeating in Sean's head, brought to the surface by Richter's question. 

The name was Clarissa Chapman.



***



Amir Sohal adjusted the collar on his uniform as he walked into the foyer of 'SK Components'. The uniform was tight but it was the nearest fit he could obtain on short notice. The collar dug into the skin around his neck but he didn't want to undo the top button. Such a move could compromise the professionalism of his appearance and that would not do. He pushed a finger into the collar and pulled it down as he strained upwards, trying to work some room from the tight shirt. 

A middle aged woman sat at the reception desk in the foyer. She lowered her thick glasses in surprise as she saw a man in police uniform stride towards her. 

"Hello," Amir said as he approached, flashing the woman a warm, confident smile. "I'm PC Lindon, I'm here regarding one of your employees."

The woman frowned and cleared her throat, noticing the hint of an accent in the man's voice and trying to place its origin. She already knew who the policeman was here regarding; the entire workforce had read the newspapers and was still in a state of shock that one of their colleagues - someone they saw everyday and conversed with - was a Kinetic.

"Leonard Samson?" she said quietly. 

Amir smiled again. "Yes, is there anyone available that I can speak to regarding him?"

"We've already had a visit from you lot. What's this about?" the woman said, pretending to tire of the interest in her former colleague.

"I know, I won't take up much of your time. I just need to ask a few more questions to clarify a few details," Amir said, in a humble, affable tone. He knew that the police would have already visited Leonard Samson's workplace. It would have been one of the first places on their list as they searched for background information on a suspect. 

The woman cleared her throat again and picked up the phone on her desk but refrained from dialling.

"Mr Wright, Leonard's former boss, isn't available today." The woman paused and looked at Amir over the top of her glasses, with more than a hint of suspicion. "That was who you lot spoke to last time."

"Yes of course," Amir replied, pulling out an empty notepad and pretending to read from it. "If I could just speak to a colleague that knew him well, that would be of help."

The woman looked back down at the phone and dialled four digits. There was a pause before she began to speak into the receiver.

"Hello, it's Mary on the front desk here Sam. I wondered if you could just pop down. There's a police officer wanting to ask a few questions about Leonard... No Mr Wright is out of the office today... ok... yes, thank you Sam." She put the phone down and nodded over to some chairs a few feet away, "Sam Clarke will be down shortly. Please take a seat."

Amir smiled and nodded as he walked over to the chairs and sat down. He pushed a finger into his shirt collar and pulled it again. He could feel it digging into his skin and only felt a few seconds of release, before removing his fingers and sitting silently.

After a few moments a door to the right of the desk swung open and a short, overweight man pushed himself through. He wore a shirt which seemed to be as tight as Amir's uniform. It was tucked into his dark grey trousers, but falling loose at the side. Amir immediately noticed thick circles of sweat under the arms of the man and winced very slightly. The man looked over and smiled. His face was red and his thinning hair stuck to his forehead from the sweat. 

"Sam Clarke," the fat man said, wiping his clammy hand on his trousers then holding it out for the pseudo police officer. Amir winced again, before shaking Sam's hand.

"PC Lindon. I wonder if I could have a few minutes of your time regarding your colleague."

Sam nodded and led him through the door which he had appeared. They walked down a short corridor and then up a flight of stairs. Sam wheezed as he carried his bulky frame up the single flight.

"We'll go to my office on the first floor," he said through gasps as he glanced back at Amir on the staircase. The pair walked through a set of double doors on the first floor and then through an open plan office space. Amir guessed that there were around twenty people working at computers. He followed Sam to the back and into a small, cupboard-like room that apparently served as his office. 

"Take a seat," Sam said cheerfully as he turned sideways and slid through the small gap by the side of his desk, before slumping down in his chair. Amir sat down, trying to ignore the odour emanating from the man opposite him. "Now, how can I help? I think your colleagues have already visited my boss regarding Leonard."

"That's correct yes," Amir said. He was pleased that he could speak to someone other than who the PKI's had interviewed. If he duplicated questions the police had asked, it would go unnoticed. "I just wanted to get a more general idea of the man we're after. Did you know him well?"

Sam leaned back, finally regaining normal breathing, "oh yes, Leonard and I go back a long way. We joined the company at about the same time you see... went up the ranks together." Sam smiled and Amir returned the gesture while looking down at his pad, scribbling nothing of any consequence.

"And you had no idea he might have the ability?" Amir asked.

"Oh no, no not at all. I still can't believe it, even now." Sam shook his head vigorously, "I mean Leonard was... quiet, kept himself to himself. I regret saying this but most people thought of him as a little bit dull if truth be told. Nothing like this had ever entered anyone's head as a possibility. Like I said, I still don't quite believe it."

Amir stopped scribbling and looked up at the bulk of a man sitting opposite him. He narrowed his eyes slightly and stared at him for a few seconds, without saying a word.

"You don't think he did what they say he did? You think we have the wrong man?" Amir spoke slowly and with soft edges on his words, accentuated by his lisp. 

"I simply can not bring myself to believe Leonard could have the ability. He wasn't crazy. My god, if you met him you'd understand."

"Not everyone who has the ability is crazy Mr Clarke. At least not at the beginning. But just because your friend appeared to have all his faculties... well, that means nothing."

Sam shrugged and looked down at his desk, "I know but..."

"But what?" Amir interrupted. This man was an idiot, emitted an unpleasant odour and Amir doubted he would get anything of use from him.

"...but if you could just have met him. Leonard is a quiet family man. I mean that pretty much sums him up. Nothing means more to him than his wife and two children..." Sam paused and closed his eyes, "one child now... I suppose."

Amir could feel Sam's sentimentality ooze out of the man's thick, sweating skin and he winced once again. He had heard enough. It was plainly obvious that Leonard had never displayed any sign of his ability before and that was all he would learn from this moron. He suddenly felt an urgent need to leave and get some fresh air.

"Well, unless you have anything you think might be of use to me Mr Clarke, that'll be all I need." 

Sam looked up, confused, "Is that it?" 

"Is there anything you can think of that might help us find Mr Samson?" Amir said, standing abruptly. Sam slowly shook his head and rose from his chair. He slid himself through the small gap by his desk and then opened the door to his office. 

"I can show myself out," Amir said, forcing an unpleasant smile as he tried to ignore the pungent aroma from Sam's under arm sweat. "Thank you for your help." Amir strode away through the open plan office, down the stairs and out through the foyer. He took deep breaths and loosened the collar on the uniform as he stepped outside. 

As he walked back to his car, parked a few hundred feet away, he felt the sting of disappointment after gaining nothing of value from his visit. He was no closer to locating Leonard Samson and time was beginning to run out. The man he was chasing was obviously not going to be used to a life on the run. What was it Sam had said? A quiet family man. It would only be a matter of time before the PKI's located him and Amir could kiss his reward goodbye. But then he thought more carefully. Sam had said that he had no idea Leonard could be a Kinetic, in fact he said he still didn't believe it. This was quite rare in Amir's experience. Most people who were friends or colleagues of suspected Kinetics always had some kind of story to tell regarding their suspicions - nothing of any substance usually, just strange, uncharacteristic behaviour. Sometimes it was simply an increased confidence which led to arrogance or aggressiveness. It was peculiar that Sam, or anyone else Leonard had worked with, hadn't noticed anything of that nature. 

Amir walked slowly as he thought and the fresh air felt like heaven as it entered his lungs. If Leonard Samson had displayed no signs to his colleagues regarding his ability, then it was safe to assume that he had only recently acquired the ability. This meant he would still be in the early stages and wouldn't have yet developed any severe psychological problems. This led Amir to the further thought that Leonard would still be capable of being reasoned with and have most of his usual personality in order. This opened possibilities for Amir and, as he approached his car, a glimmer of an idea entered his head. After all, Sam had said it himself - nothing means more to Leonard than his family.

















 


 


 

Chapter 17
 

A pain shot through Leonard's neck as he rolled over. His head throbbed and a rush of blood surged through his waking brain as his eyes slowly opened. It was morning at last. The night had seemed to go on for an eternity as he shuffled and rolled to gain some semblance of comfort. He looked around and took stock of his surroundings.

He was lying on a park bench, his head resting at and awkward angle on the arms of the graffiti stained wood. He pulled himself up into a sitting position as another round of pain raced along his neck and up into his pounding head. Leonard wasn't sure of the time but it was early. A lumbering mist rolled along the grass and he could see faint silhouettes of early morning dog walkers on the other side of the park. He closed his eyes, leaned forward and rested his head in his hands as he tried to pull himself out of his groggy state. The nights weren't particularly cold, although occasionally wet, but Leonard felt the nights sleeping in alleyways and park benches were beginning to take their toll on his body. He felt like he had drunk himself unconscious last night and was waking up with a gigantic hangover. The pounding in his head was probably still from the impacts of the golf club he reasoned, but it didn't make the pain any more bearable.

"Coffee," he said to himself as he lifted his head from his hands and blinked the sleep away from his eyes.

He pulled his wallet from his pocket and looked at its meagre offerings. Leonard counted the change and decided he had enough for a cup of coffee with a little left over. He got up from the park bench and turned his neck, groaning a little as a sharp bolt of pain struck his shoulder. He had been sleeping at an awkward angle and Leonard was resigned to the fact that he would have a stiff neck for the rest of the day.

He walked out of the gates of the park and onto the street with his freezing hands pushed deep into his jacket pocket. He found a café that was open only a few hundred yards down the road. He went inside ordered the coffee and sat down at a table in the empty coffee shop. The liquid warmed him immediately and he sipped it slowly, savouring its flavour.

He sat quietly, staring into the mug at the dark brown liquid for a few moments then he pulled the book he had checked out of the library the day before. The pages were a little more curled from being wedged in his jacket and Leonard was surprised by the twinge of guilt that he felt. He smiled as he thought of what his mother would have said if she had seen a book that was under Leonard's care in such a state. He opened the pages of the book and began to read.

The book mentioned that since the ability was a relatively recent phenomenon there was very little certainty if it could be passed on from one parent to the child. There had been three suspected cases of such an occurrence.

He then began to read a chapter about Dedrick Brown, a German scientist who discovered he had the ability. He became fascinated by the possibilities into research that such an opportunity posed and immediately handed himself into the authorities. He made a proposal whereby he would voluntarily go into a secure, isolated wing of the Kinetic prison in Berlin, but insisted that the magnetic field of the main prison be disconnected so he was free to use his ability inside his cell. He agreed to be under twenty-four hour surveillance and studied by a selected team of scientists. He wanted to be studied so that a more detailed understanding of the ability might be gained.

After several weeks of going back and forth, his proposal was eventually agreed. Kinetic restrictors were positioned in the large cell constructed for him, but never turned on. He lived under twenty-four hour scrutiny and his contribution to the understanding of the ability was invaluable.

For the first few weeks, he could only move small, light objects and seemed to be progressing at a much slower rate than some of the other inmates. But as time passed by, he developed his gift. During this time subtle changes in his personality were observed and carefully documented. He would have periods of staring into space which would last from just a few minutes up to almost an hour. Other times he would become irritable and aggressive when he thought the experiments he was performing were going badly. After a number of outbursts he realised that he was slowly changing and asked to be put on medication to calm his irritability and prolong the periods for which he was able to perform experiments.

As the months passed by and Dedrick became adept at using the ability, he started to become more and more violent. He broke his hand several times by smashing it against the walls of the cell in frustration. He also broke his own nose and knocked himself unconscious a number of times. This behaviour would be observed many times in other prisons around the world. It appeared that if the violent urges experienced by Kinetics could not be released on other people, they would be turned on the subject themselves. Almost all of the prisoners with the ability that were sent to solitary confinement in the latter stages of their illness ended up killing themselves.

The months stretched out into years and Dedrick Brown's slow deterioration into madness was documented with a painful level of detail. After two years he was no longer co-operating in any capacity and just gave long, incoherent screams and curses through the glass at the scientists studying him. 

It was after thirty-six months of study that Dedrick threw himself against the wall of his cell, smashing his skull hard and slumped down in the corner. The scientists observed him as a pool of blood grew around the pathetic figure, but he didn't move. Finally convinced he was dead, two scientists entered the room to begin the final study of Dedrick Brown.

As they approached, Dedrick's head shot up with a manic grin pasted across his face. Blood oozed from his mouth and several teeth fell to the floor. Before the third scientist, who was sat in the observing station, had time to turn on the restrictors, Dedrick had used his ability to twist the heads of the two scientists 180° to face backwards, while he sat on the floor in a pool of his own blood. His eyes flashed with delight and his years of desire to inflict pain and suffering on another human were finally realised. The heads turned slowly as Dedrick relished the moment, the distorted mechanics of his brain realising it would be his last chance. The two scientists stood, screaming as their necks twisted and their spines cracked then split. When he was finished, Dedrick flicked his hand and the two dead bodies fell, lifeless to the floor in front of him.

The restrictors were finally initialised by the third scientist and Dedrick's ability was immediately disabled. The bodies were removed from the room and Dedrick was sent to the main prison, albeit in solitary confinement. The prison suffered huge embarrassment as a result of the research and were sued by the families of the two dead scientists.

Dedrick Brown lived his remaining year in the prison in Berlin. He deteriorated further and after a few months he had very few motor skills remaining, and only occasional moments of lucidity. His final days were spent sitting in a chair and staring into space, saliva dribbling from his mouth. The day before his brain finally relinquished control and he died, one last curious item was documented in the Dedrick Brown study. While a carer was in his cell, changing a drip, Dedrick suddenly had one last moment of lucidity. The carer noticed he was wearing a slight grin on his face and she slowly walked over. As she approached, Dedrick began to speak in little more than a whisper. It was only a single word but it was documented in the final entry of Dedrick's research document. He simply said 'Atoms'.

Leonard tipped his mug back and waited as the last drop of coffee fell into his mouth. He closed the book and pushed it back into his jacket pocket before leaving the cafe. He walked down the street, pulling his cap low, the way he always did. He felt more comfortable with the thickening facial hair obscuring his features now anyway, but the cap completed his amateurish disguise. As he walked back, past the park which had been his bed the night before, he looked in and saw that the mist had cleared. 



***



Clarissa walked into the library holding Leonard's membership card in her hand. It was morning and as she looked around she thought the library was surprisingly busy for a weekday. It was reasonably large, with tall bookcases morphing the room into a kind of maze. As she walked through the main stretch towards the librarian’s desk, Clarissa saw ten to fifteen people wandering along the rows of books. Some were stood at the shelves engrossed in some obscure textbook or work of fiction. Clarissa's shoes knocked loudly on the floor as she walked, the short heels hitting the tiled surface and reverberating through the hushed room.

The librarian, a man with short curly blonde hair, greeted Clarissa as she approached the desk. There were a few days growth of stubble on his cheeks and he wore a light blue shirt. He was in his early twenties and smiled as Clarissa stopped in front of him.

"Can I help you?" the man said in a soft whisper as he ran a hand through his hair. Clarissa smiled and looked down at his name badge, pinned to the left side of his shirt.

"Hello Roy, I'm DCI Clarissa Chapman." She spoke with an automatic firmness that she barely noticed anymore. Early in her career, she had learned that a firm tone could instantly alter someone's perception of her. Now, she did it without thinking when meeting new people in her professional life. She pulled out some identification and handed it to Roy, whose smile had rapidly faded. He looked at the I.D. and immediately noticed that she was a PKI. He handed it back and Clarissa placed it in her pocket. "Do you work here most days?" she asked.

"I work here full time. Several of us operate a rolling rota to cover weekends, so yes, I'm here five days out of seven." Roy spoke in a concise, clear tone and Clarissa regretted being so firm with him. His demeanour seemed to change and he had become nervous.

From another pocket in her long coat, she pulled out a photo of Leonard Samson and gave it to Roy.

"Do you recognise this gentleman?"

He took the photo and peered at it through squinting eyes, desperately trying to take in all the features of the person in the photo. 

"I... I can't place him. Does he come in here? I suppose his face seems a little familiar."

"I believe he is a member of this library," Clarissa said, softening the edges of her voice. "He might not come in very often; it was a bit of a long shot I suppose." 

Roy glanced up at Clarissa and flashed a smile.

"Like Columbo?" he said.

Clarissa forced a smile and nodded. Roy was about to hand the photo back to Clarissa when another member of staff walked over and sat in the chair next to him. She was older than her colleague, perhaps in her early forties, but could easily have passed for his sister with her dyed, blonde curls. Clarissa saw 'Valerie' printed in small letters on her name tag. Roy noticed his colleague sit down and showed her the photo before Clarissa could comment.

"Do you know him?" Roy said sharply and Clarissa instantly guessed that Roy and Valerie didn't particularly get along in their professional relationship. Valerie snatched the photo from Roy's hand with a snort and looked at it. 

"He comes in here," she said.

"Do you know when he was last in?" Clarissa asked.

"Yes." She paused and looked over Clarissa's shoulder, "he's over there now."

The impact of Valerie's words didn't immediately register with Clarissa and she had to repeat them to herself before they sent a tingle of excitement along her spine. She slowly turned around to where Valerie was pointing and saw the left side of a man disappear around the corner of a tall bookcase. She ignored the two librarians and tentatively began to walk over in the direction the man had disappeared. Her steps seemed louder than ever in the almost silent air and she trod as softly as she could. When she reached the bookshelf, she looked around the corner, moving her head swiftly and glancing down the aisle before retreating backwards. 

It was him.

She recognised Leonard instantly. He wore a cap, low on his head and had the early stages of a beard growing on his face, but she was certain it was him. He was walking slowly along the bookcase, fingering the occasional spine of a book as he passed. He hadn't noticed her. Clarissa regretted not bringing Howard with her, but she didn't expect to actually find Leonard in the library. The most she hoped for was that someone recognised her photo and had some kind of information that could prove useful - like she had said to Roy a few moments earlier, it was a long shot. But it appeared that this one had paid off.

She reached underneath her long coat and felt the cold, metallic texture of her gun. Kinetic investigators were one of the few members of the police force that regularly carried guns and Clarissa had never been more grateful for that particular piece of legislation. She unclipped the holster and gently pulled the weapon from its resting place, wincing at the barely audible sound as it was retracted. She gripped it firmly, using her body to obscure it from the view of the other patrons of the library. She looked down at the gun and pushed the small, circular safety catch. The catch popped out and Clarissa felt her hand begin to sweat.

She had brought in many Kinetics before, but never by herself, or in such a public place. There was usually a team assembled with mobile restrictors and several other armed officers who could provide assistance. This was a first.

Several people walked by, glancing at her as she attempted to conceal the gun from them. They moved past and went down a separate aisle. She turned and saw Roy staring at her with a confused expression on his face. Valerie had lost interest and was tending to various items on the desk. Clarissa turned back and peered round the corner of the aisle in which Leonard was browsing. He was still there, about ten feet away and moving slowly.

Swiftly, Clarissa turned the corner and pointed the gun at him.

"Leonard Samson," she said in a loud voice. Everyone in the hall paused and turned in her direction. Leonard stopped, his finger resting on the corner of a book he was about to take from the shelf. Clarissa watched as he slowly closed his eyes and pushed the book back. 

Leonard exhaled as he opened his eyes and turned to look at the woman. He recognised her immediately from her visit to him in hospital. The barrel of the gun that was pointing at him looked like a tiny black hole. He suddenly felt weak.

"Leonard Samson, you have to come with me," Clarissa said. She heard several screams behind her as people saw the gun. "Please keep calm everyone, I'm a Kinetic investigator. Everyone is going to be fine." 

Nervous mumbles continued to be heard from several members of the public. Clarissa kept her eyes on Leonard, holding the gun in a steady hand and being supported by the other.

"I...I don't have the ability," Leonard croaked.

"I don't care about that at this time Mr Samson. You need to come with me and we can discuss that later."

Leonard glanced from side to side briefly, his eyes darting around the room.

"Don't run," Clarissa said, anticipating Leonard's thoughts. "If you run, you'll die."

Leonard took a step back as if in slow motion. He moved away from Clarissa and she stepped forward, adjusting her grip on the gun, her clammy hands tightening around the pistol.

"I don't have the ability," Leonard repeated as he took another step backwards. He turned his head to his left and then darted to the other side of the aisle, seemingly into the bookcase itself. Clarissa frowned with confusion and she stepped forward. From her original view she could not see the break in the shelving which led to another, smaller aisle and into the set of shelves parallel with where they had been standing. Leonard had ducked through the small gap and into the next aisle of books.

"Stop!" Clarissa shouted and she heard several panicky screams behind her. "Nobody move." 

She heard Leonard's footsteps running down the aisle and followed while quickening her own pace. When she emerged from the gap she saw him running away from her and he turned left, towards the exit. Clarissa didn't have time to make a shot without risking injury to the public so she continued the chase. She followed him, yelling for him to stop and then saw her chance. Leonard would need to make another left to reach the exit so Clarissa went through a gap in the shelving and across two aisles of books before sprinting down the last section. Her gun was swinging in her right hand as she picked up speed. She could hear Leonard's footsteps approach while being aware her own shoes were echoing around the room.

Clarissa didn't hear Leonard's footsteps slow as he reached the end of the aisle a few feet away from the exit door, so she didn't slow her own pace. They met at the corner of the bookshelf. Clarissa held her left elbow out and impacted with the side of Leonard's face. They both fell to the floor. Clarissa was swung round in a clockwise motion as she fell and felt her grip on the gun loosen before it flew from her hand and across the floor. It slid along the smooth surface, towards the exit as she landed on her right side, her shoulder cracking as she hit the floor. Leonard fell sideways after the impact. Clarissa's elbow had hit him hard in his left cheek and his head moved awkwardly as he fell. He landed on the floor and slid, hitting the wall next to the exit.

Clarissa ignored the pain in her shoulder and immediately lunged for Leonard who landed only a few feet away. He was dazed from the impact but continued to move, as if on auto-pilot. Clarissa reached out, grabbed his ankle and pulled with all her might. Leonard slipped back down to the floor with Clarissa holding his leg in a firm grip. He lunged forward, towards the exit, and it was then he noticed the gun sitting between the frames of the open door. He tried to pull free but Clarissa's grip was too tight and she pulled him backwards. Leonard stretched out with his left hand but was still two feet from the gun. Clarissa saw the danger and yanked hard, managing to lift herself to her knees in the process.

The members of the public watched in paralysed silence as they both struggled before them. Leonard lunged forward again and Clarissa's grip failed her this time. His leg moved forward and Clarissa fell back to the ground. Leonard reached as far as he could and Clarissa watched in horror as she feared he would make it. But the gun still rested a few inches from Leonard's struggling fingers. Clarissa pulled again, but her grip had been compromised and as Leonard kicked out with his free leg, he struck one of her hands. Clarissa cried out as he stumbled forward and picked up the gun. He stood up, turned around and aimed at Clarissa, who was staring back with bulging eyes.

Leonard breathed heavily, trying to catch his breath as he stared at Clarissa for a few seconds. His hands were trembling and beads of sweat ran down his cheeks.

"I don't have the ability," he said for a third time, "I don't belong in Cove Rock. I just... I want to be left alone."

Clarissa could do nothing but watch as the man she had been pursuing stared at her, holding the gun in his trembling hand. Leonard took a step back, before slackening his grip on the gun and allowed it to hang loosely from his fingers.

"I don't even know what I'm doing with this," he said with a baffled half-smile. After a pause, he turned and ran through the exit and out, onto the street.

Clarissa lay on the floor for a few more seconds, not daring to move. When she realised he wasn't coming back, she lowered her head, resting her forehead on the cold tiles and cursed herself. She got up from the floor and groaned as the pain in her shoulder suddenly registered. She retrieved her mobile phone from a coat pocket and cursed herself again before calling Howard.
















 


 


 

Chapter 18
 

Autumn, 1981

The object rotates slowly as the boy looks on with huge, fascinated eyes. He sits on the edge of his bed and performs this magical trick for himself. No one else knows what he can do and it feels good to have such a secret. He has come close to telling his best friend or his brother on a number of occasions, but decided against it. What he can do is special enough, but it feels even more fantastic when he is the only person who knows.

The object is the boy's school bag. It is full of textbooks, folders and his lunch for the upcoming school day and it is heavy. But it feels as light as if it were a helium filled balloon when using his mind. He turns his wrist clockwise, rotating his hand in a steady, circular motion. The bag begins to spin, hovering, as if suspended by an invisible thread from the boy's bedroom ceiling. He turns his hand anti-clockwise and the bag obeys, slowly beginning to rotate in the opposite direction. The boy looks over to the desk in the corner of his room. A globe sits next to the container of pens on his desk. The boy glances back at his school bag, turning gently in the air, controlled by his right hand then he raises his left arm and gestures. The globe begins to spin, as if controlled by some kind of motorised device inside. As it spins, the boy turns his left hand, palm facing up and raises it slightly. The globe, still spinning on its axis, begins to rise from the surface of the desk.

The boy delights in watching the two objects hover and rotate around the room, controlled with such little effort. He has been practicing his new skill every day for several weeks and is becoming better. Controlling objects with his mind and moving items around his room with greater ease. He looks back in the direction of his desk and, with a flick of his little finger, his small wooden chair lifts from the red carpet. The boy feels an energy run through him and he closes his eyes as the three objects glide in front of him.

There is a noise from outside his closed bedroom door and his eyes flick open again. Creaking wood outside; someone is coming up the stairs. He gestures several times and the chair and globe glide swiftly back to their resting places. The bag, still spinning a few feet above the boys head moves sideways. The boy flicks his wrist and the bag drops onto the bed next to him as his father enters the room.

"Harry is here," the boy's father says in a monotone. The boy nods, picks up his school bag and follows his father down the stairs. Harry is the boy's best friend and he calls for him every morning on his way to school. The boy reaches the front door and sees his friend standing in his school uniform. He greets him then they both walk down the short path to the garden gate and onto the street as the boy's father closes the front door.

The two boys chat about last nights TV as they walk as slowly as possible. They never rush to get to school, no one does. It is a bright, autumn morning and a pale sun shines on yellow leaves discarded from the trees that sit by the edge of the road. The boy idly kicks a pebble along the pavement while Harry hops on and off the curb.

They reach the end of the street and cross the main road. It is busy, but they have negotiated the disgruntled commuters many times. They follow the road for fifty yards before turning left and down a quiet street. Walls and bushes protect the privacy of the front gardens as the two boys drag their feet along the pavement towards the school. Harry kicks a discarded can and it clatters along the pavement. The boy looks ahead and notices another, older boy walking in front of them. The older boy turns round at the sound of the dented can hopping along the pavement. His face is fat and red, a thick coat providing too much warmth on such a mild day. His hair contains too much styling gel, raising his fringe into a set of intimidating spikes. Harry kicks the can again, it sounds louder to the boy now as it rolls and hops along, hitting a brick wall and bouncing into the empty road.

The older boy stops and turns around again. He begins to walk towards Harry and the boy with a menacing stride. Harry is about to kick the can once again when he notices the older boy bearing down upon him.

"Stop fucking doing that," the older boy says with a high voice. He is a good ten inches taller than both Harry and his companion and at least two years older. His face is angry, and redder than ever. Harry looks up at the older boy with wide eyes.

"Okay," he says quietly and glances over at his friend. The boy is standing silent and scared. Harry looks back at his enemy, who has started to smirk. The huge grin stretches wide across his chubby face, his cheeks pushed out like shiny apples. He flicks his hand through his rigid hair, ensuring it is still in place.

"You pair got any money?" he says in a surprisingly friendly tone. The boy shakes his head vigorously, but says nothing. Harry takes a step back, also shaking his head.

"Just my lunch money," he says with a tremble.

"I'll take that," the older boy says and grabs Harry's arm. He pulls him closer, spins him round and puts a huge forearm across Harry's neck, forcing the younger boy to gasp for air. The boy watches as Harry looks back at him with huge eyes, but he does nothing except to take another step backwards.

"Give me your fucking money," the chubby boy bellows, close to Harry's ears. The sound makes his ear drums tingle inside his head. The arm around his neck prevents Harry from looking down but he manages to fumble into his trouser pocket and pull out a pound coin. He is still gasping as he clutches the coin in his hand. He looks over at his friend who is staring back with frightened, dilated eyes. Why isn't he helping? The thought passes through Harry's mind fleetingly before he pushes the coins into his attackers hand.

The older boy grins, showing a gap in his teeth, before releasing his arm from Harry's neck and turning him back round. He pushes him hard against the pavement. Harry's chin hits the curb, which slices into his soft skin. He squeals in pain before turning back round. The older boy is already walking away, pushing the money into his own pockets.

Harry takes a moment and then lifts himself off the ground. He looks over to his friend, the boy, who is just standing and staring. The boy swallows hard.

"I...," he starts to say before being forced to stop by the look of disgust on Harry's face. The boy feels his stomach lurch at the sudden realisation of his own cowardice. Harry shrugs and continues along the pavement to school. He pulls a tissue from his pocket and dabs the blood away from the deep graze on his chin. He doesn't look back as he walks.

The boy follows a few steps behind, looking at his friend tend to the wound. He feels like a coward; anyone with any kind of spine would have helped their best friend. He feels a sting in his eyes but blinks the tears away before they can form.
















 


 


 

Chapter 19
 

Clarissa Chapman winced as she sat down in her office chair. The bruised shoulder only hurt occasionally but when it did, it was always unexpected. Howard knocked on the door and then walked into the office holding a thin brown folder. He sat in a chair on the other side of the room and noticed Clarissa wince as she turned to greet him, but said nothing. She breathed heavily as the pain subsided.

"I was stupid to try to get him on my own," she said finally, looking over. He raised his eyebrows as he glanced down at the office floor and took a deep breath.

"Maybe," he offered, "but I think any one of us would have done the same. You weren't to know he was going to be there for Christ sake. I wouldn't beat yourself up too much about it."

Clarissa didn't say anything but was grateful for his words. She knew that it could have been the perfect opportunity for him to rub salt into the wound after their last meeting in the restaurant. 

"What's that?" Clarissa asked, nodding towards the brown folder in Howard's hand.

"It's the report from forensics. They've analysed all the blood samples. All samples belonged to the two intruders with a number of exceptions which were from members of the Samson family."

Clarissa nodded, took the folder and placed it on her desk. She half heartedly opened it up and scanned the document.

"What about this?" she said, pointing at the page. "There was a sample that came back inconclusive. What was the deal with that?"

"I'm not sure, they mention something about that later in the report. It was a small sample and the process of analysing the DNA would be too destructive to test it properly. I'm not sure it's anything to be concerned about. All the other samples were pretty much as we expected."

Clarissa nodded slowly, still frowning at the report.

"So, you said that he didn't try to use his ability to escape?" Howard said suddenly, breaking Clarissa's thoughts and bringing her back to the moment.

"No, it was..." she paused, thinking of the words, "...it wasn't right. When I pushed him down and we both fell to the floor, he landed nearer to the gun. We struggled for a while and his fingers were only a few inches away as he tried to reach for it. I don't understand why he wouldn't just have used the ability to move the gun closer. It doesn't make sense."

"How did he get the gun?" Howard asked leaning forward, resting his elbows on his knees.

"We struggled some more and I lost my grip on his leg. He broke free, picked up the gun and ran."

"The gun was found in the bin outside the library," Howard said and saw Clarissa was relieved at the news. If there was one thing she didn't want to happen, it was her own gun finding its way into the hands of someone who could misuse it. "He must have just thrown it in there as he ran out. You're right, this doesn't make sense." 

They sat in silence for a couple of minutes, neither daring to voice the obvious concerns. Clarissa finally broke the silence.

"Do you think we could be after the wrong man?" she said hesitantly. 

Howard shrugged, "I can't see who else could have killed those men. The fact remains that whoever did kill them is almost certainly a Kinetic." Howard paused before opening his hand and counting off several points on his finger. "I mean number one, there is his wife. She was beaten unconscious and in no position to attack the men. This has been confirmed by the daughter who says her mother was unconscious when the attack began. Number two, there is the daughter herself. Even if she has the ability, which is highly unlikely given her age, then she would not be capable of doing what was done to those two men, her ability simply wouldn't be advanced enough. Three, they could have killed each other which I can't bring myself to believe. That makes the least sense of all. They would have had to inflict the fatal wounds on each other at exactly the same time." Howard leaned forward even further, as if to emphasise the final point. "Or number four, it is the man that was found rambling at the scene, holding the body of his dead son, with his wife unconscious and his daughter in shock. I honestly can't see how it could have been anyone else."

Clarissa nodded as Howard spoke, every point he made was true. Leonard Samson was the only one who could have killed those men. But still, her thoughts returned to the other facts presented during the investigation. No one, not his family, work colleagues or friends suspected anything out of the ordinary with him. A man who had sufficient grasp of the ability to kill those men in such a way should have been exhibiting at least some kind of strange or aggressive behaviour. Then there was his reluctance to use the ability when evading capture. He didn't use it in the initial escape from hospital, the soup kitchen or when she tried to arrest him in the library. This was the case in spite of there being a perfect opportunity in each incidence for it to aid his escape.

Clarissa looked up at Howard, who was staring vacantly at the floor again. 

"What about if someone else was there?" she said suddenly.

"There is simply no evidence to support that idea." Howard replied, looking up again.

"That doesn't mean it isn't a possibility." 

Clarissa looked back at the report on her desk and thought quietly to herself. Nothing made sense when it came to Leonard Samson.



***



The bright white of the walls reflected the midday sun and penetrated Joanna Samson's eyes as they slowly opened. It had become part of her routine over the past week to doze during the day and she hated to admit to herself that she enjoyed the relaxation. She was the kind of person who always liked to be busy and sleeping during the day went against the image she naturally presented.

She squinted at the brightness and rubbed her eyes with her fingers. She raised herself up on the pillows slightly as her dilated pupils adjusted and the busy hospital ward came into focus. It was the lunch time visiting hour and people were sitting on steel framed, plastic chairs, visiting relatives or friends. Joanna's mother had brought Holly to visit her that morning and she wasn't expecting anyone to be sat next to her bed, so she was surprised to find a slim, dark haired police officer sitting beside her and smiling.

"They said I could wait," the police officer said, "I hope I didn't wake you. I sat down quietly but the chair creaked I'm afraid."

"No, not at all... I'm sorry, who are you?" Joanna said, her words coming slowly through her fuzzy, waking state.

"I'm PC Lindon. I'm just here to ask you a couple of questions regarding your husband," he said, adjusting the collar of his tight shirt, which seemed to be digging into the skin of his neck. 

Joanna sighed, "I've already told your colleagues everything, I honestly don't know what new information you expect me to have while I've been lying here in a hospital bed."

"I'm sorry to be the one to pester you about this," PC Lindon said with a slight lisp. Joanna also thought she heard an accent from somewhere, but it was too minor to be sure. "We just wondered, given the time you've had," he continued, "if you have had any new thoughts of where your husband might be hiding out. It's imperative we find him before he causes any harm to himself, or the public."

"My husband does not have the ability Mr Lindon. He can not cause any harm to the public, and any harm that comes to him will be from the heavy handedness of the officers trying to catch him. He is running because he is scared, he's scared of being sent to prison for being something he's not. I can't understand why you people find this so hard to believe." Joanna sighed again.

PC Lindon moved his chair closer to the bedside and reached out to touch Joanna's hand. She let him, but was surprised by how cold it was. He spoke in a quieter voice now.

"Once again Mrs Samson, I'm sorry. I've been sent here because we care about what happens to your husband. If he isn't a Kinetic then fine, we will know. There are tests we can do. If he's innocent, he'll be set free. But please, you need to co-operate with us and let us know where he might be."

A brief frown flashed across Joanna's face. Something the police officer had just said hadn't rung true. The tests for the ability were widely known to be ineffective and were no longer used. It had been a big news story when blood tests on proven Kinetics came back with wildly varying results. The tests had been dropped by authorities immediately and now there was no definitive way of knowing if someone had the ability, other than a direct observation. She let this thought linger for only a second before it was gone.

"I am co-operating with you. Like I've told you and your colleagues several times, I have no idea where my husband might be."

Again, PC Lindon pulled his chair closer to Joanna's bedside and his grip on her hand tightened. She suddenly felt uncomfortable as she watched him reach into his collar and pull it loose from his neck again. He looked around at the other beds. Everyone was deep in conversation with their friends and relatives. Joanna shuffled sideways as she saw him twist his body and pull something from his pocket. She flinched as she felt the steel barrel of a gun being pushed hard into her lower abdomen. She was about to scream when the police officer spoke again.

"Keep quiet, I won't give it a second thought," his lisping whisper resonating through Joanna's ears. Her body went rigid with fear as her eyes swept across the room for anyone who might help. She could only see people deep in conversation and a group of nurses gathered at the far end of the ward. "I'll be honest with you Mrs Samson," the man spoke again while pushing the gun deeper into her stomach. "I really don't care for the safety of your husband, or even the public in general. I care about very little in fact. But I do want to find your husband. I care about that, and that alone at this moment in time." 

Joanna's unblinking eyes stared at the man next to her; who was he? He gripped her hand with tight, clamping fingers.

"I don't know where he is," she managed to whisper back through tight lips. The man took in a deep breath and let it out slowly as he glanced around the room again. He strained his neck through the tight gap of his shirt.

"Does your daughter?" the man suddenly said with a sharp edge. A shudder ran through Joanna's spine. Not Holly, she thought, don't go after Holly, she's been through enough. "Does your daughter know where your husband is? Should I speak to her?" Joanna shook her head as a tear fell down her cheek. The man pushed his face close. "Tell me where your husband is Mrs Samson."

"I would, I'd tell you. I don't know... I'm sorry," Joanna replied, unable to keep her voice from rising. A few people at the bed next to Joanna's glanced over but said nothing. The man saw them glance and squeezed Joanna's hand.

"If you tell anyone about this, I'll kill your daughter. If you scream when I get up and walk out of here I will turn around and shoot you in the fucking head. Do you understand?" Joanna nodded slowly as fresh tears fell. "We may speak again, we may not. But do not doubt that I will carry out these threats if you utter a word of this to anyone." 

The man suddenly pulled the gun away and placed it back in his pocket. He stood up, still holding Joanna's hand and stared into her eyes for an eternity. Eventually he let go and started a brisk walk towards the exit. Joanna, still rigid with fear watched through a blur of tears as the man left the ward. She breathed hard and wiped her wet cheek. She felt eyes on her but didn't care. After a few minutes she dialled her mother's number to check that Holly was ok, but knew that fear would prevent her from mentioning the conversation that had just taken place.



***



Amir Sohal walked out of the hospital and ripped open the top button of his police shirt. He wouldn't need the uniform again, or the PC Lindon identity. He thought about how he had gained such a small amount of information on his current subject. He generally knew when people were lying and this didn't appear to be the case with Joanna Samson. He believed her when she said she didn't know where her husband was. But perhaps she still had some way of contacting him.

Amir continued to think of his dilemma as he left the hospital grounds. Finding Leonard Samson was going to require a little more imagination than he had first assumed.
















 


 


 

Chapter 20
 

Coughing as he went through the door, Leonard entered the pub and looked over to the small table in the corner. It was three in the afternoon and the lunch time crowds had already dispersed, leaving the pub with only a handful of patrons. He had been walking by the establishment a few minutes earlier, feeling the familiar throb in his head, but now it was accompanied by a burning pain in his chest as he coughed.

He had to look twice at the man, sitting by the window with a pint of beer in front of him and reading a newspaper. He recognised the face but it was a few years younger the last time he had seen it and it was on the second glance that he realised it was Eddie Hollis, an old school friend. 

Leonard had kept in touch with Eddie Hollis, but hadn't seen him for a few years now. After school, Eddie had fallen in with the wrong crowd and had been involved in some petty crime. He had served a few stints in prison before deciding to sort his life out in his mid-twenties. Leonard had made contact with him and they became friends for the second time. Although slowly over the years they had seen less and less of each other, despite the fact that Joanna was very close friends with Eddie's wife, Fiona. They both had such little time to spare for socialising that they never really got round to it. Each would think of the good old days every now and again, and make a mental note to get in touch, which would inevitably be forgotten.

Leonard looked over and saw the barman placing freshly cleaned glasses on a shelf. Another man was sitting on a bar stool, sipping his drink and staring vacantly ahead. Leonard turned and saw Eddie engrossed in his paper. He walked over and sat down in a chair opposite his old friend. 

The paper dropped and Eddie stared at the thin, pale man on the other side of the table. It took several seconds for him to see the face behind the growing beard and low cap, but when he recognised it his jaw dropped. 

"Len?" Eddie said in a whisper, leaning forward and quickly pushing the paper down to the seat next to him, not bothering to fold it. Leonard coughed, then smiled thinly and nodded.

"Hello Eddie, it's been a while." Leonard coughed again as he looked at his friend. Eddie had always been overweight, but he had grown much larger in the years since Leonard had last seen him.

"It's been ages," Eddie said, laughing and holding a chubby hand out as he glanced nervously around the pub. Leonard realised then that Eddie had obviously been reading the papers on a regular basis. "Is it safe to talk here?" Eddie asked nervously.

"I haven't a clue," Leonard shrugged, "I haven't really got a clue where is safe to be honest. I've been living on the streets for the past week, only been recognised once though," he smiled, "just lucky I guess."

"Is it true? Are you... do you have the ability?"

Leonard glanced out of the window. People were walking past, consumed by their own lives. The world was too busy to notice, or care he was probably the most wanted man in the country. He turned back and stared at his old friend.

"Of course not. Don't tell me you believed that?"

"I'm not sure. I didn't want to believe it, but... you know," Eddie said, shrugging.

Leonard nodded. There was silence until Eddie got up abruptly.

"Can I get you a pint?" he said eagerly. Leonard shook his head.

"No thanks."

The overweight man sat back down and took a sip of his own beer, glancing around again. 

"What the hell happened Len?"

"They came into my house, killed my son and beat me unconscious. I can't remember anything else," Leonard said quietly while looking down at the shiny table surface. Eddie shook his head.

"So you don't know how they died?"

"I don't remember anything Ed. They could have killed each other for all I know, or somebody else was there." Leonard shook his head again, "I just don't know. I need to get out of this country. I don't know what else to do. I need to get some fake passports or something. All I want is for me, Joanna and Holly to leave all of this mess behind us."

Eddie sipped his beer again as a stillness between them gathered. Leonard could see that Eddie was thinking to himself.

"I might know someone who could help you out with those passports," Eddie said after a moment and using a thin whisper to form the words. He glanced over Leonard's shoulder towards a man sat at the bar, who seemed to have a little too much interest in their conversation. Leonard looked up, his gaunt, pale face showing a flash of life. "A friend from the old days," Eddie continued, "he's gone straight now but I think he'd be prepared to sort something out for the right price."

"I don't have access to any money," Leonard said.

"We'll call it a loan. I have a bit of spare cash at the minute. Pay it back when you're sorted," Eddie said with a smile, inducing a harsh set of wrinkles on his plump face. Leonard smiled back. He knew that Eddie didn't have as much spare money as he made out and that this was a big gesture. His natural inclination would have been to decline the offer, but the situation he found himself in pushed through his pride.

"Thanks... I'd appreciate that." 

Eddie nodded. "I'll call the guy tonight and start the arrangements. I'll need a few bits from you, photos and the like. Give me your number and I'll call you..." Eddie paused and his expression changed suddenly. "Are you still using your usual mobile phone?"

"Yes, well I haven't used it since this all happened. I didn't know if they'd try to trace the calls or something."

"That's good, they'd almost certainly pursue that route. You need to get a pay-as-you-go mobile phone. They won't know anything with one of those, here." Eddie pulled out his wallet took out five, twenty pound notes and handed them to Leonard. "Take this and buy a phone. Text me your number and then I can get in contact with you."

Leonard started to shake his head but Eddie pushed the money into his hand. He didn't resist too hard; he had little choice.

"Thank you," Leonard said, feeling he was saying those words too much.

Eddie shook his head, "you'd do the same."

Silence filled the spaced between them once again. Eddie looked over to Leonard, who was staring back at the surface of the table. He was so thin and pale. His clothes hung from him awkwardly and the unkempt beard made him look like a tramp. His clothes were dirty, stained with life on the streets. 

"At least Joanna is being discharged tomorrow," Eddie said suddenly.

Leonard's head jolted up and looked at him with surprise. "She's coming out of the hospital tomorrow?" 

"Yes, didn't you know?" He felt stupid for saying the words; of course Leonard couldn't have known. "Fiona ran into Joanna's mother on the high street yesterday. She told her that Joanna was being discharged. She's over the worst now."

Leonard smiled and looked back out of the window. "That's good news," he said, though his voice cracked and the words were obscured. He suddenly got up from the chair and looked at Eddie. "I should go now."

Eddie stood up, surprised by his friend's sudden departure.

"Wait, where are you staying? Do you need some more money for a hotel or something? You can stay with me and Fiona for a few days if it'll help."

Leonard shook his head. "No, you've done enough. I'll text you my new number when I get the phone. If you can get me those passports, you'd have done me the biggest favour of my life." Leonard held out his hand and his overweight friend shook it firmly. Leonard pulled away, lowered his cap and marched briskly from the pub. Eddie sat back down as Leonard walked past the window, flashing a crooked smile.
















 


 


 

Chapter 21
 

It was a dark, overcast night and a soft breeze tumbled against the concrete walls of Cove Rock. Sean and Richter sat in silence in the recreation room, watching the television with a handful of other prisoners. A drama series was being shown, seemingly with commercial breaks interrupting the production every two or three minutes. Not that Sean or Richter cared; they had bigger things on their mind.

Sean was staring past the television at the far end of the large room, and gazing at a small window. Thick, steel bars covered the glass and beyond that was darkness. Nothing else could be seen. The darkness of the outside interested Sean far more than any television programme, it was something that wasn't confined to these walls and that represented freedom.

The two inmates had finalised the outline of a plan that morning and decided that they couldn't wait any longer before executing it. They wanted to be out and neither tried to convince the other that they should wait to get the finer details of the plan decided. The plan was simple enough, and it could happen on any night, since the ritual was the same every night in Cove Rock. Nothing changed in the routine and that would suit their needs perfectly.

A buzzer sounded and several guards entered the recreation room. It was 9pm and that signalled lock-down for the night. The prisoners nonchalantly stood from their chairs, grumbling various obscenities as the guards watched them leave the room. Some remained sitting for a while, still watching the TV, but they got up when one guard walked over and flicked the power off.

Sean and Richter were near the front of the line of prisoners as they were led through the corridor towards the block of cells. Sean looked over and saw perspiration on Richter's forehead. He wasn't sure if he was making the correct choice by taking Richter with him. He didn't need him for the escape, as Sean was going to be doing most of the work, but on the outside Richter had found a contact. They needed a place to stay and he had already called in a favour from an old friend. Sean decided that, even if Richter could only provide that amount of help, it would be worth the inconvenience of bringing him along. Another thought occurred to Sean - once they were on the outside, Richter would have the ability again and two Kinetics might stand a better chance than one, if it came to any kind of a conflict.

The line of prisoners turned left at the end of the corridor and into the main block of cells. They slowly dispersed as they left the line and went into their cells. Three guards remained with the last few prisoners, and watched as they all grudgingly walked into the tiny spaces for the night. The doors were shut and a guard pushed a key card into a wall socket which automatically locked all the cell doors. A small green light above the doors to each cell changed to red, indicating that the door was locked. The guard removed the key from the socket and suddenly a loud buzzer sounded from the panel on the wall. He looked at the panel and saw the number '143' in the small digital display. A second guard came over and looked at the panel, then turned around and looked at cell 143 behind him. The door was ajar slightly and hadn't locked correctly. This happened occasionally, either by accident or by a disruptive inmate.

"Sean Hagan!" the guard barked as he went over, "shut the door." 

He walked over, frustration building at the lack of response from inside the cell. "I said shut the fucking d..." Before the guard could finish his sentence the huge, steel door swung back on its hinges with an unnatural speed. It collided with the approaching guard and he was sent crashing backwards to the floor, a large cut appearing on his forehead from the collision. He slumped to the ground, unconscious. The door hit the wall of the cell block with a loud crashing sound, before coming to a standstill. A roar from the other inmates filled the air as the sound of the door resonated around the hard walls. The other two guards swung round and saw Sean standing in the middle of the cell glaring at them. Richter was standing behind him, off to one side with the flicker of a smirk twisting his expression.

"Stand still!" one of the guards shouted, reaching for the gun on his hip. The other guard began to shake and clumsily released the clasp holding his gun in the holster. He too, pulled his gun out and pointed it at the prisoner.

Sean slowly started to walk forwards and out through the open cell door.

"Stop!" the guard bellowed again, "we will shoot." 

Sean knew this threat would be carried through. There were many occasions during his time at Cove Rock when prisoners were shot at the slightest disturbance. Sean was already pushing his luck and he didn't delude himself that he could stop bullets. He quickly raised both hands and flicked his wrists sideways. The guards watched in horror as their wrists bent ninety degrees and cracked before a bolt of pain sliced through their arms. They screamed as the two guns fell towards the floor and they curled up in agony. Sean rotated his hands, lifted his arms, and before the two guns hit the concrete of the floor, they began to rise up and glide smoothly towards him. He plucked one from the air as it passed by and guided the other to his cell mate's waiting hand.

Sean held the gun and looked at it with satisfaction for a few seconds, turning it in his hands. He noticed that one of the guards, bent over and clutching his wrist with his other hand, was running towards the alarm panel on the wall. Sean smiled as he slowly raised the gun, followed the guard with the tip of his barrel for a second then fired two shots into the fleeing man's back. The guard's legs collapsed beneath him and he fell to the floor in a heap, blood seeping from the wounds.

The other guard cried out at the sight of his colleague being shot and instinctively turned to run for cover. Sean turned, aimed and shot him in the lower leg. The guard screamed and fell to the floor in agony, rolling over to his back and clutching the wound in his leg. Richter ran over to the guard while Sean walked up to the other unconscious man who had been struck by the cell door. Sean crouched down next to him and saw a large bruise already emerging on one side of his face from the colossal impact. Sean watched the guard's chest gently rise and fall with shallow intakes of breath. He mimicked the man's inhale and exhale, keeping time with the unconscious body. He closed his eyes, breathing in and out, not thinking of anything in particular. After a few seconds he heard Richter's distant voice calling him back to reality. Sean opened his eyes and saw Richter holding the other, wounded guard around the neck.

"Come on!" Richter shouted, struggling to keep his wounded prey from breaking free.

Sean looked back at the man lying unconscious beside him and breathing slowly, lost in some obscure dream. He put the gun next to the unconscious guard's temple, paused for a moment as a fleeting excitement raced through his body, then pulled the trigger. Blood sprayed Sean's face. He wiped it away with his sleeve as he stood up and walked over towards Richter.

The wounded guard was struggling to break free from Richter's grip. A surprisingly small amount of blood was running from the bullet wound in his leg. As Sean approached, the guard began a muffled scream, silenced by Richter's hand. Sean enjoyed watching the panic in his eyes, his twisting struggles and the tears running from the wide, bloodshot eyes.

"Bring him," Sean said, walking by and Richter dragged the guard along the corridor, covering his screams as much as possible. 

The corridor stretched on for around thirty feet before veering left and opening into a wider block of cells either side. They walked through, Richter dragging the struggling guard and cursing him every few steps. The block closed up into another short corridor with a thick steel door at the end. The sign above the door read 'Block-C - Entry Point 4'.

Sean stopped at the door and turned round to face the man being dragged.

"Open the door," he said in a rasping monotone. The guard closed his eyes, sweat and tears rolling down his face and onto Richter's hand, which was clasped tightly over his mouth. He reached down to his belt and pulled on a chain which had a small key card attached. Richter brought him forward and the guard slid the card into the panel next to the door. A green light flashed and the door unlocked, opening automatically. A twenty second countdown appeared on the panel as the three men went through the door into block-C of Cove Rock. The door closed automatically behind them when the countdown had completed and they heard the thick, internal bolt lock behind them.

They found themselves in another, grey walled corridor, but this one was even filthier than the one which they had left. They had heard the conditions in the block were far worse. No one really thought these prisoners were a priority and, in effect came here to die. No one cared how they spent their final days, sympathy did not exist for an insane Kinetic with little rationality remaining. The smell overwhelmed Sean and Richter. The guard knew what to expect. A putrid, eye watering stench filled the air and they winced.

"Jesus," Richter said in disgust as they began to walk forward. They passed cell doors left and right and could hear various screams and wails from inside. The doors all had small viewing windows fixed to them. Most were filthy, covered with various, unidentifiable fluids but Richter and Sean could peer through the occasional clear patch as they passed by.

The cells in this wing appeared to be mostly lined with a thick white padding, which were all stained various colours. Sean peered in one window and saw a man slowly rocking backwards and forwards. He was naked and painfully thin. Sean looked closer and saw that one of his ears was missing. A large red patch replaced it and then he saw the man was quietly twisting and wrenching at the other, blood trickling down his cheek and neck.

Richter glanced in one room as he passed by, still wrenching the guard along by his neck. He saw a woman, wailing and running from one side of the room to the other, throwing herself into the worn padded walls. Some of the padding had come away, revealing bare concrete and her head smashed into it as she lunged forward, screaming. She fell to the floor before pulling her dazed body up and repeating the process again and again.

Several disturbing thoughts flashed through Sean and Richter's minds about their own future as they stared into the cells. Was this what awaited them? Defective humans waiting to die? They pushed through the concerns, but knew they would remain somewhere in their thoughts; an eternal itch underneath their skin.

Sean was about to look into the next cell when a siren started to sound through the corridor. He looked back at Richter.

"This was always going to happen, they must have found the dead guards," Sean said. He turned towards their hostage. "Fastest way to the third floor?"

The guard hesitated for barely a second before Sean kicked his leg, pushing his foot firmly against the bullet wound. His eyes squeezed shut and he tried to scream through Richter's tightening hand. Sean pushed harder and the guard opened his eyes and nodded ahead.

They quickened their pace as they moved along the corridor. The guard guided them to a set of double doors to their right and Richter pushed the key card into the small panel on the wall. They went through the doors into a stairwell. As the doors closed behind them they heard raised voices and feet running along the corridor they had just left. 

"They're right behind us," Richter said, attempting to disguise the panic in his voice. 

Sean ripped the guard from Richter's grasp and pushed him against the doors. The guard stared wide eyed at Sean as his spine impacted into the steel doors behind him. His wounded leg gave way and he fell to the floor. Sean shot him with the last of the bullets and the guard slumped down. Richter ripped the key card and chain from the guards belt and the two cellmates ran up the stairwell as quickly as possible.

They passed by the first floor and continued up, but they heard voices coming from the second floor landing. There were guards up there. Sean slowed his pace and took tentative steps. He reached the corner and glanced round, onto the landing. He saw two guards, one standing by the open door which led into the second floor block of cells and another pacing the landing, speaking loudly into a two way radio.

Sean trod silently until he was as close to them as he could get without being seen. He heard footsteps coming up the steps behind and didn't have time to think anything through. He rushed forward gesturing with his hand. The door closed violently on the guard standing in the open frame and he was pushed out, into the main corridor. The door locked behind him. Richter lunged forward at the other guard and pushed him sideways into the wall. Sean came forward with an elbow and crashed into the guard's chin. His head fell back, hit the wall and he collapsed, moaning. Richter dragged him to the stairwell and pushed him down with as much energy as he could muster.

Sean and Richter didn't have time to stop and think of their next move. The guard outside was already inserting his card into the panel to gain entry back onto the landing. The two prisoners ran up the last flight of stairs, gasping for air. They reached the third floor landing and Richter pushed the key card into the panel. They both fell through the door, footsteps and shouting behind them while the siren still filled the corridors with a deafening wail. 

"This way, it's the window at the end of the corridor," Sean screamed. They were both exhausted, breathing heavily with sweat rolling down their foreheads. The corridor arced around to the right and then they saw the window. As they passed by the cells, they heard screaming and banging on the doors by the lunatic captives. Some were peering at them with huge, insane eyes as they ran past. 

"The bars, what about the fucking bars?" Richter yelled at Sean when they reached the window and he glanced back down the corridor. They could hear their pursuers approaching quickly.

"Keep them back for a few seconds," Sean shouted, raising his voice over the loud sirens. Richter crouched down by the edge of the wall and when the first guard appeared from around the bend, he shot. The bullet hit the guard in the chest and he collapsed to the floor. Richter heard the other footsteps slow down and stop. Shouting followed, something about how they were cornered and should give themselves up. Richter glanced back and saw Sean staring intently at the steel bars covering the window. He saw sweat roll down his face and his eyes bulge with concentration. Slowly, Richter realised what Sean was doing and he couldn't believe what he was witnessing. The bars on the window began to bend slightly and stop, then bend some more. Sean looked back at Richter, who saw a droplet of blood fall from his eye and down his cheek, unnoticed by Sean himself. Richter turned and saw two guards peer around the bend. He fired the gun again, missing both, but they retreated backwards and disappeared from view. When he turned his attention back to Sean, he saw that the bars had twisted even wider and the frame holding them in place had buckled. A smile spread over his face for a moment but then was gone. The bars bent a final time before stopping. They were wide enough now. Sean stopped staring at them and fell back, leaning against the wall, gasping for breath. Blood was trickling from his left eye and down his cheek. Richter noticed the other was bloodshot, but there was no time to worry about that. He shot the window out and cleared shards from the edge of the frame with the butt of the gun. 

"Nearly there," he said to Sean, pushing him through the window and onto a thin ledge outside. A soft breeze of fresh air washed over them and Sean sucked in a lung full. Richter fired the remaining shots from the gun back down the corridor and then climbed out, joining his companion on the ledge. He looked over and saw the perimeter wall a few feet away. The top was covered with curls of thick razor wire. He turned to Sean who was glaring at it with his fixed, bloodshot eyes. Sean raised his hand and twisted it violently. A small section of the razor wire on the opposite ledge from which they were standing, lifted up slowly and then broke free from its fixings before falling to the concrete three floors below. 

Richter smiled again before glancing back, through the smashed window. He saw several guards peering around the bend of the corridor, closing in. The two men looked at each other for half a second before they pushed themselves off the ledge, arms outstretched and lunged towards the perimeter wall. Sean's hands impacted on the rough surface of the top of the wall and gripped. His body hit the wall and he groaned in pain. He looked to his left and saw Richter swaying by one arm beside him. Richter twisted his body and grabbed the top of the wall with his other hand. They pulled themselves up and sat on the top, sweat falling like rain from their faces and onto their chests. Sean wiped some sweat away from his cheek with the back of his hand and noticed it was mixed with blood. He ignored it as he turned to look back towards the broken window through which they had made their escape. He saw several guards running towards them, holding their pistols aloft and beginning to aim. 

Sean and Richter didn't have time to look at what was on the other side of the wall. It was too dark to see anything anyway. They both lowered themselves down the other side and then dropped. 

The air rushed past as they fell. They felt a tree snap against their bodies and they reached out, half gripping several branches in an attempt to slow their descent. They hit the ground hard, landing on an inclined grassy verge. They both rolled backwards hitting the perimeter wall again.

They desperately wanted to rest but the inclination was dissolved by the sound of barking dogs. 

"Come on," Richter said, pulling Sean from the floor. A sudden, sharp pain in Richter's right ankle made him panic for a moment, but it swiftly subsided.

Gasping, and with the sound of barking dogs behind them, the two men began to run through the forest.
















 


 


 

Chapter 22
 

The thick bushes and trees which lined the large car park at the rear of the hospital provided more than enough cover for Leonard to feel safe. He leaned against the outer wall of the car park with several layers of bushes in front of him. He managed to find a spot where he could peer through the trees and see the rear entrance to the hospital. According to Eddie, Joanna was going to be discharged from hospital today and Leonard had already been waiting for two hours, sometimes crouching, sometimes standing behind the foliage.

He reached into his pocket and felt the letter. He needed to give it to his wife but suspected there would be police watching, anticipating him to make contact when she was released from hospital. He had to be careful. The more he thought about the possibilities, the more paranoid he found himself becoming. He left the letter in his jacket pocket and pulled out a brand new pay-as-you-go mobile phone. It hadn't cost as much as he had feared and Leonard still had more than half the money Eddie had loaned him. He had already sent Eddie a text message with his number, but now needed to get the photos of his wife and daughter so Eddie could pass them on to his contact for the preparation of the passports. Leonard wanted to move quickly now that he felt there was some kind of a plan forming and, before he came to the hospital that morning, he had already found a photo booth and taken his own passport photo.

Leonard looked at the screen of the phone. The battery register read one bar. He had turned it on after he had bought it the previous afternoon and noticed it was half charged. He needed to think of a place he could charge the phone for a couple of hours. But that could wait until after he had seen Joanna leave the hospital and found a way to give her the letter.

It was a cold day, too cold to be stood in one place for hours on end, but Leonard needed to catch a glimpse of his wife. He hoped Holly would be with her as well, but either would do. He just needed to see someone he loved after so long of being apart. He wasn't sure how much more of being away from them he could take. But now there was a glimmer of hope if Eddie could get those passports arranged. Leonard had no idea how long it took to arrange three fake passports, but he hoped it could be done within a few days. It was one of the few things he dared to hope for recently.

Another hour and a half passed before Leonard saw a familiar car pull into the rear gates of the hospital and park close to the doors. He recognised it immediately as Joanna's mother's Vauxhall and he eagerly jumped to his feet, peering through the small gap in the trees. He watched as Joanna's mother got out of the drivers door and his heart skipped as he saw Holly get out of the passenger door. Leonard smiled and watched them both hold hands and walk through the car park, into the hospital.

He waited patiently for half an hour before he saw them walk out of the hospital, joined by Joanna. She looked much better than the last time Leonard had seen her. The bruising was almost gone, although she wore an oddly intense expression as she held her daughter's hand and walked to her mother's car. Leonard watched the three of them get into the car and then followed it with his eyes through the gates and back onto the street.

He moved, staying behind the trees and along the wall of the car park until he came close to the gates. He glanced out to make sure no one was watching. The car park was busy and he didn't notice anyone paying particular attention to the small bush that he was crouched behind. He quickly stood up, moved out of the foliage and casually followed the wall out through the pedestrian exit and onto the street. He saw the Vauxhall turn a corner as the traffic lights, just outside the hospital exit, changed to green. He walked along the street, past the traffic lights and towards a bus stop. As he walked, he saw a dark blue Ford with tinted windows turn the corner behind the Vauxhall. Nothing was particularly strange about the car, other than the heavily tinted windows and Leonard tried to shrug off any suspicions as paranoia.

He waited at the bus stop for five minutes and caught the next bus. It didn't go directly to his home, but stopped close by. When he got off he had a short walk, which he half jogged. He was cautious as he turned the corner into Stanhope Avenue, sure that he was going to be captured by a waiting army of PKI's, but the street was empty. It was the middle of the day and there were very few cars parked by the roadside. Leonard walked cautiously until his house came into view. There was still police tape covering the front door, blocking entry. Confused, Leonard craned his neck to look closer but saw no sign of anybody inside, or any hint of his mother-in-law's car.

Leonard turned around; not daring to get closer to the house for fear it was being watched. He started to walk back down the road and turned right as he tried to think. Joanna's mother had picked her up from the hospital. It only made sense that they were all staying with her for the time being. He picked up his pace again and walked the mile journey to his mother-in-law's home.

Joanna's mother lived alone in a large detached house and had plenty of room for guests. It was obvious to Leonard now, as he turned onto the street where she lived, that his wife and daughter would be staying there.

The street was long, but wound its way along a large 'S' shape, almost turning back on itself. Leonard glanced around the bend as the street curved off to the right and saw the Vauxhall parked outside her house. He quickly ducked backwards as his eyes fell on a car parked further down, on the opposite side of the road. It was a dark blue Ford with heavily tinted windows.

Leonard felt his heart leap and then pump loudly in his chest. This couldn't be paranoia could it? The car had practically followed the Vauxhall out of the hospital and was now sat here, on the road where his wife and daughter were staying. It was suddenly so obvious; his concerns were true. The police had his wife under surveillance. He felt the letter in his pocket. The words had felt so absurd when he had written them; feeling he was being overly cautious, but now he was relieved that he had been so careful. He glanced briefly around the bend at the house, but not enough to be seen by the car parked opposite. He was too far away to see through the windows but thought he saw movement as he squinted. He moved backwards again and left by the same route he had come, looking behind him as he left the street to make sure the car wasn't following him. It wasn't, and he was confident they hadn't seen him in the brief instant he had appeared. 



***



The post office was busy and Leonard had to wait in line for ten minutes before he reached the counter. He asked for a first class stamp, used the pen attached by a thin chain to the counters surface and scribbled his mother-in-laws address on it. He attached the first class stamp to the front of the envelope, keeping his head down and trying to ignore everyone around him. He was also attempting to ignore a small poster on the wall. He picked up the letter and posted it in the box near the exit. As he left, Leonard glanced back at the counter. The small poster was partially obscured by other small notices covering it, but to Leonard it shone like a beacon. He saw himself staring back from the poster with the word 'Reward' in large red letters above. He pulled up the collar of his jacket and walked out.
















 


 


 

Chapter 23
 

Clarissa Chapman didn't often eat her lunch in the canteen of the police department. She occasionally grabbed a sandwich and ate it in her office, when she ate lunch at all. She often thought that her job was one of the best diets someone could hope for. She had decided to eat in the canteen today however, since she had skipped breakfast and was going to be in meetings for the rest of the day. She wanted a change of scenery from her office.

Clarissa looked over and saw the hot food counter. She walked over but didn't see anything that she felt like eating and ended up selecting her usual BLT from the small selection at the end. She picked up a bottle of water, paid for the items and then sat down at a table.

She had barely peeled the cellophane wrapper from the sandwich box before she noticed someone sit down on the opposite side of the table. She looked up and saw the friendly face of Victor Clancy. 

Victor was in his late sixties, but looked much older, with his heavily wrinkled brow and thick, bushy eyebrows which were as white as snow. A thin wisp of cloud-like hair covered his head but gave the impression that if a comb was ever used, it would simply fall away. Victor was an expert on psychokinesis, although he was one of the only people Clarissa knew who still insisted on using the lesser accepted term of 'telekinesis'. The term 'telekinesis' was generally considered old fashioned now and was only really used when the phenomena was still relatively new. It was however a more accurate description of the ability. Victor would often mention this to people who would pick up on him using 'telekinesis' rather than 'psychokinesis'. He would speak about how psychokinesis is really a more wider term used for various skills of the mind. Whereas telekinesis is the ability to move and manipulate objects from distance, without any physical contact and, although it does fall under the blanket of 'psychokinesis', it is only one aspect of it. Clarissa had already had the conversation with him several times.

"Hi Victor," Clarissa said with a smile.

"Hello Clarissa, how's the Samson investigation going?" he asked. 

"Not particularly well I'm afraid. It's a bit of an odd one to be honest." Clarissa took a bite from her sandwich.

"So I hear. He's not a typical case is he?" Victor said, sipping a mug of tea. Clarissa shook her head, chewing on her sandwich. Victor took another sip from his mug. "Is he showing none of the usual symptoms at all? No aggression or noticeable changes in personality?"

"No. We've interviewed work colleagues and his family. Nobody has noticed anything different about him whatsoever. I've never had one like this before. Truth be told..." Clarissa paused, unsure of why she was voicing her concerns so readily. Victor nodded, inciting her to continue. "...Victor, I'm beginning to think we're after the wrong man."

Victor shook his head and looked into his mug, “I've read the report into what happened that night Clarissa. It seems to point quite strongly towards him."

"But it's not just the lack of symptoms. He's never even hinted at using the ability to aid himself. He's too cautious to be a Kinetic. It just doesn't add up."

Victor slurped the last drop from his cup and placed it on the table. He had been working in the same building for over twenty years now and knew almost everyone who worked there. Previously he was a forensic scientist, working on some of the first Kinetic cases, but only for a couple of years. He began researching the data on people with the ability that was being collated from all over the world. He became an expert on the subject and, over the past few years, had become one of the leaders in the field. He often lectured all over the UK, and occasionally internationally. Victor still worked in the building for a majority of his time, though his official job title was a little ambiguous. He was generally regarded as a scientist, researcher and expert on almost every aspect of the psychokinetic condition. He provided help and advice for Kinetic investigators. Clarissa had worked closely with him over the past few years and the information he provided was invaluable.

"What about the crime scene? Have forensics come up with anything conclusive?" Victor asked.

"Nothing particularly useful. All the evidence points to only the Samson family and the two intruders being in the house on the night in question. The blood samples all belong to either the two intruders or members of the family who were present..." Clarissa trailed off as she remembered the report from the forensics department.

"What is it?" Victor asked.

Clarissa glanced out of the window then looked at the wrinkled face staring back at her.

"There was one sample that came back inconclusive. It was a small blood sample and...I don't know, perhaps I'm just being silly. All the other sample results were as we expected but that inconclusive result is bothering me more than it should."

Victor crossed his liver spotted hands and stared at Clarissa.

"Well, if you'd rather get it double checked just to be on the safe side then I can make a few recommendations. Give Clarity Cell Forensics a try. I've dealt with them quite comprehensively in the past and they're particularly good at getting results from difficult samples. Give me a call and I'll contact them for you if you like."

Clarissa nodded but Victor could see her thoughts were a million miles away. He suddenly felt concern for his colleague. He knew that Clarissa was a good detective and he always felt she did an excellent job as the DCI in Psychokinetic Investigations. But this case seemed to be troubling her a great deal. He could sense the conflict inside her.  

"Can I tell you a story?" Victor said, suddenly breaking the stillness that had accumulated.

"Of course," Clarissa replied, snapping back to reality.

"Six years ago I was at a small conference in New York, something about Kinetic demographic trends from what I can remember. I gave a short lecture and when the conference was over a young man from the audience came up to speak to me. He seemed to be extremely nervous and was a softly spoken fellow by the name of Jared Oseman." Victor stopped speaking, highlighting the name he just mentioned. Clarissa finished her sandwich and looked up.

"Should I know that name?"

"No, not many people do. But if his story is true then he is one of the most important Kinetics to have lived. He asked me if we could speak privately somewhere. I don't know why, but he interested me. His demeanour and nervousness seemed very strange. I suggested the large bar at the hotel where the conference was being held. We sat down and ordered drinks. Jared informed me that he was going to tell me something that he didn't know if he could trust me with. I replied that he could trust me as much as the next person. He seemed eager to disclose whatever it was so I didn't have to push too hard. He spoke quickly and in a whisper when he told me that his brother had the ability. I was obviously very interested in this and was about to ask if he wanted me to inform the authorities on his behalf for some reason. He didn't let me ask the question because that wasn't the information he actually wanted to tell me."

Clarissa found herself becoming more engrossed, but wondered why Victor was telling her this story. She leaned forward as his voice seemed to drop to a whisper.

"He told me that his brother was twenty-one years old but had had the ability since he was much younger. He wasn't exactly sure how long but at least since the age of eight or nine. I said that was impossible, unless his brother was either insane or dead and completely unknown to authorities. I mean this would have been years before Jun Chao discovered he had the ability. Jared said that his brother was unknown to authorities but was neither dead nor insane. He said he had perfect rationality, rarely used his ability and kept it a secret from everyone other than Jared himself."

Clarissa frowned with confusion and beckoned with her eyes for Victor to continue.

"I was obviously very sceptical, but I tried to humour him since, in the very least, I wanted to talk to his brother. I arranged a meeting with Jared, his brother and a few colleagues in a laboratory. Jared was unsure, but eventually agreed as long as no police would be present.

"Two days later we had the meeting. As a precaution my friends and I prepared the laboratory with several kinetic restricting devices, which could be activated by small remotes which we kept in our pockets. When they arrived we saw that Jared's brother had the same nervous demeanour and similar pale skin but was a much larger man. Jared suddenly came clean; it was actually he, not his brother, who had the ability. He still claimed that everything else was true however, including the claim that he had the ability for many years. We asked him to demonstrate, while we kept a hand over the button, ready to activate the restrictors if necessary. Jared moved any object we asked him to, with just the power of his mind. He rarely gestured the way most telekinetics do. He simply stood and looked at the objects. Anything we asked, he could lift and manipulate with a look of apparent relaxation. He only seemed truly relaxed while using the ability. The demonstration slowly evolved over several hours and we were astonished with his power. He was able to lift objects larger than any other person we had ever witnessed and never even broke a sweat.

"By the end of it, all of us were convinced that he'd had the ability for a significant amount of time, but none of us could give an accurate timescale. His story was that it was since he was a boy, but we had no way of validating that. Jared and his brother watched our reactions to his demonstration with a certain joy. He seemed to be completely lucid and rational. There was absolutely no sign of aggression or violence from him and we felt comfortable enough to allow him to leave without informing the New York Psychokinetic Investigations department."

"What?" Clarissa said, amazed at what Victor was sharing with her. "You let him go? Jesus Victor, even if you didn't see him as a threat, you should have still informed the police."

Victor raised a hand and shook his head slowly from side to side.

"Believe me, if you met this man you would have done the same. I know what we did was wrong and we discussed it at great length. We had his address and could have informed the police of his whereabouts at any time. But the point is, we never felt the need to. Over the next two years, we had many more meetings with Jared. We performed many tests and demonstrations. He had a fundamental grasp of using the ability, something I've never seen in anyone before or since. The size, weight or material of objects didn't matter to him. He could manipulate anything with such ease, it was truly amazing to watch. In those two years, not once did he display any personality changes or aggression towards anyone. The simple fact is, he was a quiet, nervous man who wouldn't have harmed a fly."

"How many times have we heard that from others Victor? How many times has it turned out that the quiet, mild mannered person turns into a ruthless, violent killer?" Clarissa said, still trying to get her head around the fact that Victor let a known Kinetic walk.

"I know Clarissa; I know what this sounds like. But all this happened six years ago and anyway, he can't possibly harm anyone now."

"Why not?"

"He died. Two years after I first met him, he developed lung cancer and was dead within three months." Victor spoke with a hint of sadness in his voice. He focused and looked her squarely in her eyes. "We studied this man for two years," he continued, "he was by far the most advanced telekinetic I have ever come across and, as you know, I've seen hundreds. We didn't have time to verify his story fully; he died before we could compare him to others that had remained rational for over two or three years. But the point is this; if his story was true, he could be the first of his kind not to be damaged mentally by having the ability. He could have lived a perfectly ordinary life, and do you know what that means?"

"There could be others like him," Clarissa said quietly.

"Exactly!" Victor exclaimed with a sharp tap on the table. "There could be tens or hundreds of people with the ability, all living perfectly normal, albeit secretive lives. They go on with their day to day activities, never using their gift for fear of being sent to some godforsaken prison. They all have perfect rationality and never develop the horrendous symptoms of other telekinetics - the symptoms that we're all too aware of."

"How could that be? What would make them so different?"

Leonard shrugged and glanced at the table. "I have no idea. The only explanation I can think of comes from the age at which Jared claimed to have developed the ability. He said he was just a boy, eight or nine. Perhaps... and I don't know if this is the case... but maybe if one develops the skill while the brain is young enough to cope with the change then the side-effects are lessened, or perhaps avoided completely."

"And you think Leonard Samson could be one of these people?" Clarissa asked.

"From what I've heard about this case, it could easily apply to him." Victor replied, still staring at Clarissa with an intense gaze.

"Something like your family being threatened could..." Clarissa trailed off. The thought was almost to herself but Victor finished the sentence anyway.

"...Force you to use the ability to stop their deaths," he said with a barely audible whisper. 

They stopped speaking, each lost in their own thoughts for a moment. Clarissa glanced at Victor's stern expression. He was a good friend, and she trusted his judgement in general. But after his confession of letting a known and proven Kinetic leave without informing the authorities, she was stunned. Nevertheless, if Jared was telling the truth, which she was sure Victor was convinced of, then it couldn't be ignored.

"Why do so few people know about this Jared Oseman?" Clarissa asked.

"I, and the three scientists I was working with had no definitive proof that he'd had the ability since a boy. They were, and still are, very respected scientific experts on telekinesis and we had let a known Kinetic walk away. We had to keep our research secret."

"So how many people know about it?" Clarissa asked.

"Five now," Victor replied with a hint of a smile pushing through the stern expression. "I honestly don't know why I just confided in you after keeping it a secret for so long, but there is something about this Leonard Samson fellow..." He trailed off before gathering his thoughts. "Can I trust you?"

"I think you know you can Victor," Clarissa replied, returning the smile, although still trying to fully process the story she had just been told.

Victor nodded and smiled broadly. He eased himself up from the table with a groan and turned to her.

"Just keep it in mind. That's all I'm asking."

"I will," Clarissa nodded. She took a sip of water from the bottle as she watched Victor walk slowly out of the canteen.



***



After lunch Clarissa returned to her office and found Howard waiting. They had a meeting scheduled with their superior, superintendent McCrillis, but Howard informed her the meeting had been cancelled. McCrillis however still wanted to see Clarissa urgently and she rushed through the corridors to his office.

She knocked loudly on his door, unsure of what it could be concerning. It was rare to be called to Superintendent McCrillis' office without a pre-scheduled meeting and even rarer that it should be specifically labelled 'urgent'.

McCrillis was a pleasant and laid back person for the majority of the time. It was a rare event, if ever, that he would raise his voice but instead he gave the impression of disappointment when reprimanding a subordinate. It was almost as if you had personally let him down by not performing to the best of your ability. Clarissa wasn't particularly nervous as she knocked on his door, but there had been a number of critical mistakes in the Samson investigation so far. It also hadn't slipped her mind that for most of those mistakes, she was directly responsible. 

"Come in," came the sound of a low, husky voice on the other side of the door.

Clarissa swallowed; her mouth feeling like the moisture inside had evaporated.

"Take a seat." McCrillis said as she entered, not looking up from some papers that were scattered on his desk.

Clarissa sat down, suddenly feeling warm. There were a few seconds of silence. McCrillis sat with a frown wrinkling his forehead. He was in his mid fifties, but still trim thanks to several evenings a week spent in the gym. He was balding, with short grey hair framing the sides of his head and had a grey beard and moustache. Clarissa knew McCrillis well and their professional relationship was generally very good. He was never known to socialise with colleagues outside of work however but never made any flimsy excuses. He would always simply reply 'not this time thank you' whenever invited. His walls were lined with numerous photos of his large family and it supplied the room with a warm, friendly atmosphere. Behind his desk and low on the wall was a small cork board with five photos of young women on it. These were not photos of family members and there was no mystery behind why he kept them there. It was well known around the building that they were all victims of a serial killer. It was a case that McCrillis had worked on four years earlier and the killer was still at large. He told colleagues that he kept the photos there to remind him that there is still a killer out there.

"I'm sorry I had to cancel our meeting with Howard," McCrillis said, looking up. "I was looking forward to a thorough update on how the Samson investigation was going. Unfortunately something rather more urgent has arisen and it concerns you."

Clarissa sat up on her chair, relieved it wasn't the reprimand she had feared. 

"Really? What's that sir?"

"Sean Hagan. I assume you remember the name?" McCrillis said.

Clarissa froze, a bolt of electricity replacing her spine for several seconds. Her lungs began to ache and she suddenly realised that she had stopped breathing. She nodded slowly as her mind raced back to the Sean Hagan investigation and capture. Very few of the Kinetics Clarissa had personally been responsible for capturing had affected her as much as that particular individual. He was a Kinetic who was one of the most adept at using the ability that Clarissa had come across. This coupled with the fact that he was extremely intelligent and ruthless made him a very dangerous person. He had threatened her personally several times, vowing revenge for her part in his capture and Clarissa felt, more than any other, that he meant every word. At his short trial he seemed to single her out as the person responsible for sending him to Cove Rock; all his hatred focused with a burning ferocity on her. For the first couple of years of his incarceration she had been given regular updates regarding Sean. Several threats towards Clarissa had been mentioned in the reports, which did little to ease her mind. She knew he would die in Cove Rock, but for some reason his threats hit a nerve. As time passed she began to ignore the reports, not because she had lost interest, but because she didn't think it was healthy or productive to dwell on the activities of Sean in the prison. She had done her job and he was locked away. She no longer needed to keep track on what he was doing and how many times he threatened to kill her.

"I remember the name," Clarissa finally replied.

"I'm afraid this isn't good news," McCrillis began. "At approximately 9.20pm last night Sean Hagan and another prisoner...," he fumbled through some paperwork on his desk, "...Frank Richter, escaped from Cove Rock prison."

Clarissa's heart pounded and she felt the blood drain from her face. 

"Escaped?" she said with confusion and horror tainting the word.

"Yes, we don't have all the details yet I'm afraid. But it appears..." McCrillis paused. Clarissa had the impression that he actually knew far more than he was about to reveal. "...It appears that Sean somehow... and I'm not sure if my information is correct on this but he appeared to use the ability during the escape."

He let the words hang and noticed Clarissa's pale, cold stare as she tried to comprehend the words.

"He used the ability in Cove Rock?" she said through tight lips. "How? What does that mean?"

"Like I said DCI, this is only conjecture at the moment. A few of the prison guards mentioned this to be the case that's all. We haven't confirmed it as yet. We have a team at the prison going through the CCTV footage of both the interior and exterior of the prison to clarify exactly what happened. We have initiated a large manhunt for the two men. It is an absolute priority." 

McCrillis paused again. He knew about the threats against Clarissa and he knew how seriously she took them. She was usually a calm, rational person but for some reason, when it came to Sean Hagan, she exhibited a fear that many thought was unwarranted. It now seemed to McCrillis that the fear Clarissa had felt was extremely well placed. The CCTV footage that had been forwarded to him by the team at Cove Rock was crystal clear; Sean Hagan was able to use the ability inside the magnetic field. There was no other plausible explanation for what he witnessed on the recording. He had been sent the footage only an hour before and he still shuddered when he thought about the coldness of Sean Hagan's disposal of the unconscious guard outside his cell. A guard that was of no threat and that Sean could have easily have allowed to live. McCrillis had already decided that he would not tell Clarissa any of this for the time being.

"I'm sorry I had to be the one to inform you of this Clarissa, but it's better you know. We can organise some kind of security for your home over the next couple of nights," McCrillis offered.

Clarissa contemplated the offer for a moment, a thousand different scenarios bursting through her mind - each one ending in her death. The security that would be offered was only a gesture and Clarissa knew it. It would be no more than two armed guards sat in a car outside her home for the next two nights, trying to stay awake and eating large quantities of take-away food. It would not be realistic protection from Sean. She could organise kinetic restrictors to be positioned at various points in her home, but even that seemed to be a waste of time now. She was almost certain that her boss had more information than he was letting on, but she didn't push him. He wouldn't have even mentioned that Sean may, or may not have used the ability inside Cove Rock if he hadn't been certain of the fact.

She shook her head, lips still pressed tightly together.

"If that's all sir, can I be excused?" she said and started to get up without waiting for an answer. She needed some air.

"Of course. I'll keep you informed. As soon as I get any information, you'll be the first person I call. Please, try not to worry too much. I expect us to detain them within the next twenty-four hours and even if that isn't the case, their priority will be to leave the country."

Clarissa nodded as she walked to the office door on legs made of rubber. She didn't believe what McCrillis was saying and didn't even think he believed it. She stepped out, closing the door behind her, then ran to the ladies toilet and threw up.
















 


 


 

Chapter 24
 

They walked through the trees. It had been a long night and an even longer morning. They had not slept and had kept a strong pace as the moonlight had flickered through the thin branches. They were both tired but neither wanted to stop and rest. The sound of chasing dogs and shouting prison guards had slowly died down as the night had progressed, just as Sean had predicted and he told Richter that they just had to keep moving. The guards were instructed to try to catch them if possible, immediately after the break out. With known Kinetics outside the protection of the magnetic field of Cove Rock, it could be very dangerous to pursue them too far into the woods, especially at night. Sean guessed that they wouldn't keep up the chase for too long.

Richter was exhausted but he couldn't resist testing the ability now he was free of the magnetism and their pursuers appeared to have retreated. Sean conserved his energy, the novelty of the ability diminished since using it inside the prison, but he watched Richter delight in raising fallen branches and fling them, with a simple gesture of his hand. They crashed into the trunks of other trees and crumpled to the forest floor below. It was almost like a release to use the ability once more, he felt the familiar rush of pleasure as he harnessed his power again. He didn't notice any significant reduction in his gift since his incarceration, in fact his power appeared to have even increased somewhat. It felt easy to manipulate the objects around him and his fear that his ability might have diminished after being confined for so long, faded from his thoughts.

They kept walking. Cove Rock was situated in the middle of a large belt of woodland in the north of England, close to the border with Scotland. Neither of the two men had any idea how long the forest went on for. After an initial dense area of trees close to the prison, the wood began to thin slightly as they moved through the night. As dawn broke they passed through a small area of the forest which had a winding path stretching through it. The path was flattened by the boots of hikers and the two men decided to turn off this route and return into the woodland.

By mid-morning the air retained its chill but the clouds above the trees had thinned and blue sky broke through. It was cold but both men filled their lungs with the sweetness of the air. The filth, the grime and the stench of Cove Rock seemed a million miles away from them now. Both were slowly recovering from the ordeal of the escape. Sean's blood shot eyes had cleared and Richter thought he looked surprisingly well. 

They came across a house in the early afternoon. The trees had continued to thin out and they had to cross several roads that cut through the forest, although they didn't see any cars. They saw a small winding dirt path that led from the main road and into the forest on the other side. Richter protested to that route at first, certain they would meet someone, but Sean convinced him that if they didn't get some kind of transport, they could be walking in circles for days. 

Sean took the lead and they walked down the path, keeping close to the edge so they could dive for cover should it became necessary. The path was wide enough for a car and Sean noticed tyre marks cut into the dirt. After a couple of hundred yards it opened up slightly into a small driveway and then a cottage came into view. There were thick wooden gates blocking entry to the driveway but the two escapees climbed over with little effort. To the right of the cottage they saw a garage large enough for two cars. It was locked so they weren't sure if it actually contained any vehicles. 

Sean and Richter walked over the mud of the driveway and approached the cottage. It appeared empty from the outside. Two small windows flanked the wooden door like two peering eyes. It had a thatched roof, which looked as though it had recently been restored. Someone had taken the old derelict building and transformed it into something picturesque. 

They walked up to the door and Sean knocked with the side of his fist three times. He wasn't expecting an answer, certain the place was empty, so was surprised when he heard movement inside. The two men looked at each other. Sean took a step back as the door swung open, revealing a middle aged man wearing an overall spattered with white paint.

"Can I help you?" he asked, wiping his brow with the back of his hand.

"We need you to open that garage." Sean said quickly and with fire in his eyes.

The man looked at them both for a second half smiling, half frowning. His eyes scanned the two men and then realisation struck like a bullet.

"Oh my god." 

He stumbled backwards and tried to slam the door shut but he only brushed by it with his hand as he retreated. Richter and Sean took his reaction with nonchalance; they had expected their escape to be the dominating news story of the day 

The fleeing man turned away and ran down the hallway of the house. Sean stepped forward and through the open door. He moved his arm forward, hand upright in a pushing motion and ten feet away the middle aged man was whipped forward, falling to the floor with a crunch. He slid along the polished wood and smashed into the far wall, crying out in pain.

"Get up," Sean said as he continued walking down the hallway towards the man, who was groaning in pain. Richter followed Sean inside.

The man whimpered and rolled over onto his back. He stared up in horror as Sean approached him, his shoes knocking on the pristine floor and leaving large clumps of mud behind them.

"Get up," Sean repeated. 

The man slowly dragged himself off the floor, bewildered eyes focused on Sean. He stood up and felt a sharp pain in the middle of his back where the unseen force had impacted.

"Is there a car in the garage?"

The man nodded.

"Get me the key."

The man, still staring at Sean, moved away and through a door to the left. Sean followed, his gaze fixed. The doorway led into a small kitchen that was only half fitted. Cupboards and shelving units were laid out on the floor, waiting to be installed. A step ladder stood in one corner with a tin of white paint on it, a brush resting on the edge. The man walked over to a set of drawers next to the step ladder and pulled a ring of keys out of the top drawer. He started to walk back with them but Sean flicked his finger and the keys were wrenched from his hand and guided swiftly across the room. He was stunned and stood motionless as Sean plucked the keys from the air when they were within range. 

"Please...," the man pleaded. "...I have a wife, I have grandchildren. Please don't..."

Sean clutched the keys and smiled unpleasantly. He began to raise his arm in the direction of the man but then felt the sudden grip of a hand on his shoulder and looked back in frustration.

"We don't have time. Let's get the car and leave," Richter said.

Sean looked at Richter with distain and then lowered his eyes to the hand resting on his shoulder. Richter pulled it away and felt a coldness from Sean's stare. Sean turned back to the man who was shaking like a child about to be punished. Sean's black, marble eyes penetrated the man for what seemed like days then he suddenly turned, pushed past Richter and walked out of the front door. Richter glanced at the man who was now sobbing into his hands, then followed his accomplice. 

They opened the garage door and saw a 4x4 parked inside. Richter smiled and looked over to Sean, but he wasn't interested in returning the expression. He gave Richter the keys.

"You drive."

Richter got in the car and started it. It turned over for just long enough to spark disappointment in its passengers before firing into life. Richter slowly pulled out of the garage with Sean sitting in the passenger seat by his side. They drove up to the thick wooden gates and the bolt slid open with a small flick of Richter's hand. The gates opened and they drove through.

"Wait," Sean said suddenly and Richter stopped the car. He turned and looked at Richter with soulless pupils. "I've forgotten something."

Richter watched as Sean stepped out of the car and walked back through the gates. He craned his neck, stretching to see out of the back window. He saw him walk casually back into the cottage and shut the front door behind him.

Sean was gone for almost ten minutes and Richter was contemplating the almost suicidal decision of leaving without him, certain someone else was going to pass by. They were wasting too much time. When the door to the cottage opened again, Sean stepped outside with a vacant expression on his face. He walked back to the car, seemingly without any urgency in his stride.

"We can go now," he said, staring out of the front windscreen and not making eye contact with his driver.

Richter nodded and began to drive, but not before he noticed the several large spatters of blood on the front of his companion's shirt.



***



Joanna Samson sat in the living room. Her mother had taken Holly to school and the house was far too quiet. She sipped coffee as a thousand thoughts tried to push themselves to the front of her mind. The encounter with the man in the hospital still made her shiver and she tried desperately to push away the image of his face. 

The postman walked by the front window and a second later she heard several envelopes pushed through the front door. Joanna got up and collected them from the mat. Most was for her mother and she flicked through the usual bills and junk mail. Then she saw a plain white envelope with her name and the address written by hand. It was her husband’s handwriting. She tore the envelope open with a sudden urgency and pulled out a piece of paper with a passport size photo of Leonard, paper-clipped to the front.



Joanna, I miss you and Holly so much.





I’m all right for the time being. I’m managing to keep my head down and stay out of trouble. I’m trying to sort us out some passports so we can leave for somewhere safer, although I’m not sure exactly how long that will take. I hate that it has come to this, but I can’t see another way for us all to be together again. I need you to sort out passport photographs for yourself and Holly. Get them done as soon as possible then take all the photos, including the one of me attached to this letter, to Fiona Hollis. Make sure she gives them to Eddie. He’ll sort out the rest.





I’ve managed to get hold of a mobile phone; the number is on the back of this letter. I’m sure that the police will have tapped your mother’s phone line by now so don’t call me from there unless absolutely necessary. I’m not sure if I can keep my phone charged on a regular basis, but I’ll try.





I love you and Holly so much and I hope this nightmare will be over soon. I’ll be in touch when I can. Try not to contact me unless necessary. There are police watching your every move.





Love Len. x





A tear fell onto the letter as Joanna finished reading. It mixed with the blue ink and slid down the paper, smudging the last two words. She folded it up and put it in her pocket.
















 


 


 

Chapter 25
 

Autumn, 1981

The bell rings and the boy, along with his classmates, gets up from his desk. There is pushing and the swinging of bags as the children scuffle out of the classroom and into the halls. The boy pushes through the crowds and out into the gentle autumn afternoon sunlight. He walks over to a low wall, lining a flower garden at the front of the school. While he waits, he adjusts his bag and swings it onto his back. He watches as children pile out of the school. Some get on the waiting buses while others walk out of the gates, making their journey home on foot. Then he sees the person he is waiting for. The large, overweight boy scuffles with someone as he pushes his way out of the school doors. He is the one who stole Harry's money. The boy ducks behind the wall and watches.

The bully pushes through and begins a slow walk towards the school gates, dragging his feet along. He barely lifts them from the ground and the soles scrape the concrete as he walks. When he is far enough away, the boy gets up from his hiding place and starts to follow him. He watches as the overweight boy pulls a bag of sweets from his pocket and pushes them into his mouth, sticky saliva rolling down his chin and onto his coat. They walk through the school gates and onto the street outside. The crowds thin out as the children disperse in various directions, but the boy stays with the bully. He keeps well back from him, which is difficult because he is walking so slowly and the boy has to consciously slow his own pace.

Harry, the boy's best friend, started speaking to him again earlier in the day. But the boy still feels a pang of guilt for not helping his friend. He has realised the guilt won't go away of its own accord.

The boy follows through the streets. They travel in the general direction of the boys home, but he isn't interested in going home just yet. The boy watches as the bully finishes his sweets and throws the empty bag into the road. The boy passes the bag a moment later, but doesn't take his eyes from his quarry.

The bully drags his feet along the pavement, his shoes scuffing as they scrape along. There are no other children around now and they are walking through quiet streets. They take a right turn onto the boy's own street but they both walk past his home. The bully doesn't realise he is being followed, or that the follower lives in one of the homes he is passing by. The boy doesn't notice the net curtain of his home twitch as he passes, doesn't notice his father pull it back and, with confusion, watch his son walk by.

They take a left at the end of the street and then a right into a large field that runs parallel to the train line. A thick bush and tall, mesh fence separate the field from the line and the overweight boy walks along the edge. His follower looks around. No one else is in the field - they are alone. When he turns back, the bully has disappeared. Panicking, the boy runs along the edge of the field, following the bush to his right. He looks in the distance and over the field, but can't see anyone. Suddenly he feels a hand grab his shoulder and pull him into the bush. The boy falls and then rolls through a gap in the fence and stops on a grassy embankment on the other side. He looks up and sees the bully towering over him.

"Are you following me?" the bully sneers as he kicks the boy in the leg.

The boy scrambles backwards and manages to get to his feet. They are both standing at the top of the embankment which leads down to the train lines below. The boy continues to move backwards as the bully approaches. He needs to concentrate, but he can't focus his mind. He starts to shake as his enemy approaches.

"I asked you a question. Are you an idiot?" The bully snorts with laughter as he looks at the scrawny, shaking boy.

 The boy squeezes his eyes shut, clenching his teeth. He opens his eyes and focuses on the bully. He slowly lifts his hand, palm facing upwards. The bully snorts again, this time with a confused frown spreading across his face. 

"Give me the money you stole from Harry," he says through clenched teeth.

The bully laughs, "get lost." He doesn't notice several large stones rise up from between the train tracks and glide over. He turns to leave but then stops as the boy shouts him back. When he glances at the scrawny boy he notices the stones, each the size of a fist lined up and hovering behind him.

"Give me the money," the boy repeats, his voice cracking, "it's not your money to keep."

The bully stares, dumbfounded at the floating stones which gently bob up and down between them. There is a pause but the bully doesn't respond. The boy swiftly moves his hand forward and a stone accelerates forward. It collides with the overweight boy, hitting him hard in his ribs and he yells, staggering backwards. He looks up with wide eyes as the boy begins to move forward and pushes his hand again. Two more stones rush forward, impacting sharply with the bully's chest and shoulder.

"Stop!" he cries out between high pitched whimpers.

"Give me the money," the boy repeats for a third time.

The bully scrambles in his pocket and throws some change onto the floor by the boys feet.

"That's all I have."

The boy looks down at the money. Three stones are still hovering, threateningly between them. The boy gestures with his left hand and the change rises up from the grass by his feet and lands in his hand.

"That's not enough," he says, staring back into the wide eyes of his victim. It feels good to see the fear of his prey and he can feel blood pumping through his veins. He pushes forward again and another stone shoots forward, this time impacting with the older boy's head. An inch-long cut opens on his forehead and he screams in pain as he is knocked to the floor. The boy flinches as he sees the blood. He knows he should stop now but he can't - he won't. He feels powerful and in control. He wants to punish the bully for what he did to his friend, but for also exposing the boy himself as a coward.

The bully tries to stand but another stone knocks him to the grass again. As he lands, his arm gives way and he rolls over to the edge of the embankment. A final stone hits the bully in the stomach and he curls over before rolling down the slope. 

As if waking from a trance, the boy suddenly stares in horror as his victim rolls down towards the bottom of the embankment. A paralysing fear washes over the boy momentarily as he sees his overweight enemy land on the tracks at the bottom of the hill. Motionless, the boy waits for a moment, unsure of what to do. Then he suddenly notices the soft rumble of a train approaching in the distance. He silently curses himself, what he has done? He scrambles down the embankment. The bully lies groaning as the train tracks below his body rumble softly. Blood from the cut on his forehead, falls down his flushed cheeks.

The boy climbs down the hill as the rumbling increases. He looks over and sees the train in the distance. He needs to move quicker but his muscles are failing. His trousers catch on a bramble and he pulls them free, tearing the fabric. Glancing down, he sees the bully, still lying on the tracks, eyes closed and whimpering softly. The train gets nearer and the rumbling resounds in the boys ears. His heart pounds as he makes his way down but he knows he won't make it in time, the train is too close now. It is already too late.

















 


 


 

Chapter 26
 

Leonard consumed the last part of the sandwich and felt full for the first time in a week. He drank the remaining drops from the bottle of cola and dropped it into a bin as he walked down the street. It was a cold night, the coldest since he had been on the streets and he wasn't looking forward to spending it outside. He was grateful, at least, that it wasn't damp as it had been most of the previous nights.

It was around 10pm and the streets weren't particularly busy in the part of town Leonard was walking. He passed by a familiar, dark alleyway at the back of several small shops. There was a distinctive smell of rotting vegetables emanating from the blackness, but it seemed secluded enough to provide uninterrupted sleep for the night. He walked down, trying to find a discarded box, or piece of cardboard that he could use as makeshift shelter. Nothing came to hand at first, but he persevered and found a section of tarpaulin in one of the large wheelie bins lining the alleyway. He rolled himself in it and laid down next to one of the buildings. He was asleep within moments.



***



He woke, unsure of how long he had been asleep, to the sound of water tapping on his tarpaulin bed. Rain, he thought and turned his head at an angle to inspect the falling water. He saw the silhouette of a swaying man standing over him. His eyes immediately widened in horror and lurched sideways. The man was urinating over his bed.

"What the hell?" Leonard yelled, moving himself away from the stream of liquid.

The silhouetted man was surprised into movement and he staggered backwards, hastily pulling at the zip to his jeans.

"What the fuck?" the drunken man said.

Leonard pushed himself against the wall and a shard of light from the street illuminated the swaying figure. Leonard saw he was in his early twenties, skinny, with a two inch scar along his cheek.

The man continued to stagger backwards until his back hit the wall on the opposite side of the alleyway. He leaned forward and squinted. He began to chuckle to himself as he looked at Leonard. The chuckle slowly turned into a belly laugh. Between intakes of air the laugh grew louder and Leonard heard a number of footsteps approach from the street.

Three other men, all of similar age, arrived asking what was so funny. Their friend pointed at Leonard, crouching down and freeing himself from the wet tarpaulin.

"I pissed on that tramp," he said between laughs and continued to point. The other men looked over in Leonard's direction. Slowly, each one started to laugh. A strong odour of alcohol registered with Leonard and he realised that they were all drunk.

"Sorry mate," the original drunk said and lurched over towards Leonard, "I didn't realise."

Leonard grumbled something and backed away.

"Hey, there's no need for that mate. I said I was sorry. Jesus, I'm sure this isn't the first time someone's pissed on you."

His friends began to roar with laughter.

"You should be grateful," he continued, "that stuff is probably seventy percent proof, have a drink. You want more?" He burst out laughing, undoing his fly once again. Leonard moved away, sliding himself along the edge of the alleyway, the back of his jacket scraping against the wall. The man kept approaching, pretending to remove himself from his jeans. Leonard moved backwards but when the man came so close that he was almost touching him, Leonard pushed on his shoulder hard and the man fell backwards.

"Ya fucking dick," the man said, his voice suddenly harsh. He started to approach Leonard again. Leonard pushed him away while still retreating. 

The drunken man lunged at him, jumping up with his knee in front of him. His kneecap impacted with Leonard's stomach and Leonard gasped as he felt the air leave his body. A dull throbbing pain began to rise from his abdomen and then increase in severity as he fell to the floor. He heard the laughter from the others die down and he sensed that they were gathering around him. His eyes were squeezed shut and his hands clutching his stomach. 

He felt a few half hearted kicks at his legs so he moved himself backwards along the floor, towards the street. He looked up and his eyes met the first drunk man. He stared at him, still clutching his stomach.

"Ya wanna hit me?" the drunk man asked, holding his hands out as he and his friends surrounded Leonard. "Come on then... Come on THEN!" he yelled loudly as he kicked his victim hard in the side of his body. Leonard fell to one side, rolling over in pain. He felt kicks and punches from the men as he scrambled and rolled backwards. One of the men came around the back, blocking Leonard's escape and held him as the others kicked him. Most of the impacts were to his body, but he felt his head knocked from side to side with occasional blows, a sharp pain shot through his head like some kind of delayed echo from the golf club a few nights before. 

The attack lasted for a few minutes before the men, breathing heavily and chuckling, slowly began to walk away towards the street.

Leonard lay quietly for a moment, his body throbbing. He couldn't stay where he was, although every fibre of his bruised body insisted that he shouldn't move. He was in pain but didn't feel like any serious damage had been done. He slowly lifted his aching body. His legs felt like jelly as he dragged himself towards the street. He couldn't stay another night in an alleyway - he had to find somewhere else. 



***



The industrial estate was about a mile away. It took Leonard forty-five minutes to make the journey as he shuffled and dragged himself along. He remembered seeing the 'To Let' signs a few days earlier as he was walking by, but it was only now that he decided to take a look.

The estate itself wasn't particularly large. It had around fifteen factory and warehouse units, most were obviously in use. But there were three that had 'To Let' signs displayed on triangular protrusions of wood from the top of the unit. Leonard realised almost immediately that the units were fitted with alarms and decided against breaking in for the night. He looked around and his eye fell on a small, single storey building across the road. It wasn't actually part of the industrial estate itself and was sitting next to a short block of terraced houses. A thick bush lined two of the walls, providing some degree of privacy. So much so that Leonard hadn't realised the unit was even there until he was almost opposite. It was older and much more run down than the other, more modern units. An old letting sign had fallen from its fittings and rested awkwardly on the floor.

It was the middle of the night as Leonard limped across the road to get a better look. He saw that several of the windows were smashed. Long weeds were growing through the cracks in the tarmac. He peered inside but saw only darkness. The little light that was being cast by the crescent moon outside did nothing to illuminate the interior of the building. He took a step back, his body throbbing from the beating, and looked up in search of an alarm. There was a small plastic box above the door with some faded writing on the front. Leonard assumed this to be the alarm, but it was hanging loose, showing the interior of the plastic box. The electronics inside were smashed and several wires appeared to be cut. Someone had been here before him.

He took another futile look through one of the windows before going over to the door. It was locked. He tried to force it open but it was solid. He walked around the side of the building, edging himself down the gap between one of the walls and the bush which surrounded the building. He found another smashed window about halfway along the length of the unit. Unlike the windows at the front, this one was free of shards lining the bottom. Leonard gripped the frame and hoisted himself through the opening. It was too dark inside to see where he would land, so he lowered himself slowly.

He felt his feet touch a solid concrete floor and allowed his full weight to rest. He couldn't see a thing. He pulled his mobile phone out of his pocket and illuminated the screen, conscious that the battery was on its last ebbs of power. The small light barely penetrated the gloom, but provided enough illumination to get an idea of his surroundings.

The unit was around twenty feet square, with another area partitioned off. There were several unidentifiable pieces of machinery lining the floor. A network of pipes, presumably running from some long dead compressor, ran above Leonard's head.

Leonard didn't see any signs of life inside. His luck had been such that he half expected to wake a group of murderous squatters. He limped across the floor towards the small partitioned section. A door stood open that separated the two areas and he went through, into a tiny office. A beat up desk lay, tipped over on its side with a rusting filing cabinet standing behind it. Leonard noticed the floor was carpeted and decided that this would be his bed for the night. He walked over to the desk and positioned it to conceal himself from view. He returned his phone to his pocket and then lay down behind the desk. He pulled his jacket collar up over his chin, took a deep sigh and tried to go to sleep.



***



Amir Sohal climbed the stairs in the block of flats rather than take the lift which, from past experience, he knew was accompanied by a horrific stench. He had been to this building twice before and each time the odour seemed to get worse. He carried a small case as he made his way up to the eighth floor.

When he arrived at the door to the flat, small beads of sweat had gathered on his brow and he breathed heavily. He rested for a couple of moments and wiped his forehead with a small, white handkerchief which he carefully folded before returning to his pocket, then knocked twice on the grubby door. After a moment it opened revealing a short, skinny girl with far too much make-up plastered over her face. She wore a vest top, with one strap threatening to fall from her shoulder. It had a faint stain of something on the front, which appeared to have been scrubbed until she was satisfied it was unnoticeable. But Amir noticed it with immediate disgust. Her jeans were torn, far too tight and her dyed, blonde hair was matted.

"Yeah?" she said, looking at Amir from head to toe, unimpressed.

"Calvin," Amir said.

"Calv!" the girl shouted back into the flat, not taking her eyes off the strange man at the door.

There was an awkward pause while they waited, then a man in his thirties pushed the girl out of the way and smiled at Amir.

"Amir, come in," he said with enthusiasm.

Amir stepped into the flat and walked past the skinny girl, who never retracted her gaze from him. He followed Calvin through the hall and kitchen, then into a small, dark room at the back.

The room was filled with computers, monitors and various related peripherals. Some of the computers lay in pieces on the floor surrounded by circuit boards. Others were sitting proudly on the desk, whirring away with blue and red lights flashing intermittently. 

"Please, take a seat," Calvin said, clearing several video cards from a tatty office chair. 

Amir sat down, keeping a firm grip on his bag. Calvin sat near the desk of computers and smiled again.

"It's been too long," he said, "what is it? Three years?"

"At least," Amir replied with his distinctive lisp, "who is the girl?"

"Melissa, she's ok. Probably won't last much longer though. She's pretty, but annoying."

Amir nodded but disagreed about Calvin's 'pretty' assessment of Melissa's appearance. 

"I don't like people here when we meet, you know that. Does she live with you?"

"She won't be any trouble, I can handle her. Don't worry." He paused while he looked at the small case Amir was holding, "so... what can I help you with?"

"I need some equipment - the usual," Amir said quietly. 

"No problemo," Calvin said, emphasising the 'O' at the end as he turned and pulled open a desk drawer.

Amir winced. Calvin was an irritating person to be around but he served a purpose. He had been a self employed IT consultant for a number of large firms twelve years before. He started his own business and made a fortune streamlining various companies’ IT expenditure. But he began to go out too much, flashing his money around, picking up girls and slowly descended into alcohol and drug abuse. The drugs took their toll and his business eventually collapsed. He couldn't find employment anywhere else and finally declared bankruptcy. He lived in a squat for a while, taking large quantities of cheap drugs until he ended up in hospital from an overdose. After he recovered he decided to turn his life around. He placed a small advertisement in a small local paper for IT consultancy, desperate to try to re-make his fortune. But it hadn't had the immediate impact as his original business. Nevertheless, he managed to carve a small living from providing intermittent IT services for several companies which paid for the rent on the small flat he now found himself in.

Calvin pulled out a laptop and video camera from the drawer and placed them in a black carry case.

"The mobile broadband?" Amir asked.

Calvin searched in the drawer and finally pulled out a small USB stick.

"It's on a hacked service but it's fast."

Amir took the bag containing the items.

"I'll be in touch with further instructions." Amir said. He noticed that once again Calvin's eyes dropped to the case he had come with. 

"Payment?" Amir asked.

"The usual," Calvin replied, trying not to grin, but unable to conceal it.

'The usual' was £600, It was a lot of money for the equipment and services Amir required, but he needed absolute secrecy and absolute reliability. Calvin had proved himself twice before on similar duties. Amir had been sceptical the first time he had met Calvin. He had seen an advert offering IT services. The advert was small and almost definitely placed by a single-person operation rather than a large company. He had arranged a meeting with Calvin, but when he saw where he lived and the type of business set up he had, Amir had almost decided to take the opportunity elsewhere. It was only when he explained the type of IT services he would require that he decided Calvin was the right man for the job.

It was one of the first Kinetic bounties Amir had pursued in the UK and was unsure of a way to achieve the goal of capturing, and preferably killing the Kinetic with all the necessary proof. Calvin had promised total secrecy and reliability when Amir required him. Amir was still unsure, but the fact that Calvin was so desperate for the money proved to be a huge incentive. Amir offered £400 originally but it had been turned down by Calvin. Amir wasn't in any mood for petty haggling. An offer of £600 was accepted and Calvin had required the same payment on both subsequent jobs.

Amir opened the case, pulled out a small wad of twenties and handed it to Calvin. 

"I don't think I'll need to come here again before the job, but if I do make sure she is not present," Amir said, glancing towards the doorway.

Calvin nodded, pushing the cash into his pocket.

"No problemo," he said.

Amir winced again, this time Calvin noticed but said nothing. They left the room and Calvin led his guest back through the kitchen and hallway and opened the front door. 

"Be ready, I'll call you in the next couple of days. If you fuck it up..."

Amir left the words hanging as he stepped outside. Calvin nodded, unsure of exactly what would happen if he did fuck it up but, from what he had seen Amir do in the past, he was positive that finding out would never be on his ‘to do’ list.

Amir turned and walked away as Calvin shut the door behind him. He jogged down the steps, eager to return to the relative luxury of his hotel room.
















 


 


 

Chapter 27
 

Frank Richter squinted as he peered through the windscreen. He was driving the 4x4 slowly and close to the curb. He gazed at each house with care as he passed by, looking for any tell tale characteristics that could jog his memory. It had been a long time since he had last visited the house but felt sure he would know it when he arrived on the street. Now he was here, they all looked the same; anonymous terraced house after another. 

Sean sat next to him in silence. They had barely spoken on the journey back to Richter's home town in south west London. Richter had an old friend who had agreed to shelter them for as long as they required. True, the friend sounded to Sean to be an unemployed petty criminal with a small cannabis factory in his loft, but he would still provide a roof for a while. This point wasn't as important to Sean as the second reason for going with Richter to his home town. Sean had been attending university only a few miles away when he had been arrested for the murder and sent to Cove Rock. Clarissa Chapman was a Kinetic investigator for the district and this was a fact that had drawn Sean back. His thirst for revenge had grown to an almost dehydrated level now. Barely a moment went by without him imagining how it would feel to squeeze the life from her, watching it flow from her body. He wanted to gaze into her lifeless eyes. 

"The blue door," Richter said suddenly and pointed to a house up ahead. 

He pulled the 4x4 up to the edge of the road and they both got out. They glanced around the empty street but saw no one as they approached the door. Richter knocked loudly and they heard a grumbling voice from inside then some shuffling of movement. They waited but the noises died down. Richter knocked again. The voice returned and then a loud bang as if someone had fallen. They heard cursing before the door slowly opened on its chain.

"Yeah?" The man who opened the door had shoulder length, blonde hair. He wore jeans but no shirt, his ribs could clearly be seen, but his frame widened further down, into a small pot belly. 

Richter stepped forward.

"Miles?" he said, twisting his head to one side as he scanned the man's form, "you look awful."

Recognition spread very slowly over the man’s face. "Frank," he said in a long drawl, as if it was an effort to end the word. He took a step back as he released the chain on the door and pulled it open. Richter and Sean went into the house and followed him into the living room. 

"Take a seat," Miles said, slumping down onto a worn sofa.

Sean looked around as Richter cleared a pile of clothes and newspaper from an even older chair. The place was a tip. An ancient television stood in the corner, seemingly stuck on some inane day time chat show and blaring away at deafening volume. There were piles of clothes scattered around the floor. Old newspapers, fast food containers and overflowing ashtrays all sat on a small wooden table in the centre of the room.

"This place is a dump, what the hell happened?" Richter asked.

"It's all good Frank my man," Miles said, staring at the TV, "just had a few problems with a dealer a few months back. Said I was dealing where I shouldn't and he told me to stop." Miles turned and looked at Richter. "This guy isn't someone you mess with by the way." He sighed and looked back at the TV, "so I stopped. Welcome to a world with no money, arrears on every one of my hundreds of debts and a shit load of weed that won't smoke itself." He laughed. It was difficult to know if this was from his last comment or something he had seen on the television.

Richter looked over to Sean, who bore an expression of disgust, and shrugged. The last time he had seen Miles he was in no way a pillar of society, but at least he had his place in order and made enough money from dealing cannabis to make a comfortable living. Richter wasn't expecting to have to struggle for money in their first few days of freedom.

"I guess we need some cash then," Richter said, standing up.

Miles looked up, a flash of interest that quickly vanished.

"How?" he asked.

"A bank."

Miles snorted and turned back to the TV. 

"A bank? You think they hold that much real money these days? It's all cards and imaginary wealth, there's no real paper anymore. And I know you people think you're gods. You have the ability and nothing can get in your way. But please, a bank job?" Spittle flew from his mouth, "you know how many kinetic restrictors they have in those places? We'd have to go in with guns... the old fashioned way.” 

"They might not hold millions anymore, but it'll be enough to get us started, and you don't need to worry about the restrictors Miles... you don't know how we got out of Cove Rock."

Miles snorted again, still staring at the TV.

"Sean here has found that he is capable of a very useful trick," Richter said, pointing to his companion. 

Miles looked over, seemingly noticing Sean for the first time. Sean was staring through Miles with his black eyes. Miles glanced at Richter as if to ask 'why have you brought this lunatic in here?' Richter leaned forward and began to tell Miles why kinetic restrictors were no longer a concern.



***



Leonard had woken early. His body was stiff and his head pounded but at least he was dry. The factory unit had provided him with reasonable shelter through the night. It wasn't warm, the cold air circulating easily through many of the smashed windows, but it kept the rain at bay - Leonard had listened to a light drizzle in the early hours. 

When he had dragged himself from the floor, which took more effort than he had predicted due to his protesting joints, he pulled off his jacket and shirt and examined his wounds. He saw a number of dark bruises on his arms and a deep scarlet patch along the left side of his torso, but concluded that it could have been worse. He replaced his clothes, a faint unpleasant aroma drifting past his nose as he swung them on. It was faint to him, but he thought that after days without a wash, it would probably be a lot worse for others.

He checked his phone, but it was dead; the battery had finally given up. He looked in his wallet and found the money that was left over from what Eddie had loaned him. He still had thirty pounds and some change, but didn't want to waste it on anything unnecessary. He pushed it back into his pocket, gathered his things and left the building. 

It was 6am and the street was quiet so Leonard was able to slip out of the building unnoticed. He limped along the pavement, a throbbing from his right thigh preventing him from walking normally, and headed towards the town. As he walked, he wondered how long the passports would take. That was all he needed to leave the UK and find a new life somewhere else. He didn't fool himself; he knew that it wouldn't be a case of simply strolling into an airport with his wife and daughter, catching the next plane to Switzerland and starting over. Especially with his face plastered on every news stand and television report. But he had survived for this long without been caught. He suddenly realised that over the past week his confidence had been steadily increasing. He had taken more risks, walking the streets here and there and barely recognising the threat from some random member of the public identifying him. He realised that perhaps he had gotten a little careless. He needed to keep himself in check and, whenever he found himself risking a little bit too much, reign himself in.

Leonard walked quickly and soon found the place he was searching for. The ATM was one that Leonard had used hundreds of times before but it was only recently that it had been incorporated into a larger kiosk that sat on the street close to a hotel. The ATM now included a mobile phone charging station. Leonard had seen it, walked by it, even read the LCD screen on the front of it many times before, but it was only as he was falling asleep last night that the thought of it had finally returned.

He followed the on-screen instructions, paid the £2.50 required and placed the phone in one of the lockers provided. The station could charge some phones in as little as twenty minutes but Leonard's would require an hour. That suited him, he needed to go to see Eddie.



***



Eddie looked around the street when he saw Leonard on his doorstep as he swung the front door open.

"No one saw me," Leonard said as he stepped inside without being invited.

Eddie shut the door behind him.

"You look like shit."

"I know, but if I had a shower and a comb then I'd look better than you within ten minutes,"

"Come through." 

Eddie led Leonard through the hall and they both took a seat in the living room.

"Fiona not here?" Leonard asked, appreciating the softness of the chair as he slumped down.

"Working. She's on the early shift so she'll be home at lunch time."

"Has Joanna given you the photos?" Leonard asked.

"Yes, she gave them to Holly who gave them to Julian at school yesterday. Better than making direct contact with me I guess."

"Julian?" Leonard asked.

Eddie nodded his head towards the wall.

"The lad from next door. Holly is good friends with him apparently and knew he lived next door to us."

"Good friends are they?" Leonard asked inquisitively, "boyfriend?" he smiled. It felt good to be sitting in a comfortable living room, half the world away from his life on the streets.

Eddie laughed and shrugged the question away. There was a pause as their thoughts returned to the task in hand.

"How long until they're ready?" Leonard finally said.

"I don't know Len. I've given the photo's to my contact but he said it could be anything up to a week. He has a lot on at the minute. I've asked him to rush it through... you know, get them done as soon as possible."

Leonard nodded and his eyes glazed over as he focused on the carpet of Eddie's living room; a carpet very similar to the one in his own house. His thoughts drifted as he remembered lying on his living room floor only a week earlier. It felt like years ago now. He could picture the stocky man raising the golf club and bringing it down on his head. Then there was nothing until his eyes opened and fell upon his wife, lying unconscious beside him. He remembered the screams from his daughter as she was being dragged away towards an unimaginable torment. He remembered the feeling that Ewan was gone. He didn't know where he was, but he felt a tight knot in his stomach and was somehow aware that his son was no longer around.

"You still got the phone? I'll keep you updated," Eddie said, wrenching Leonard from his thoughts.

"Yes, it's being charged. I'm going to collect it when I leave here."

Eddie nodded and got up from his chair.

"Sorry to seem inhospitable Len, but I have to leave for work."

Leonard hastily got up and started to walk towards the front door.

"Not at all. Sorry, I guess I forgot how ordinary life works now." 

Eddie pointed upstairs as he opened the front door, "why don't you take that shower?" he said, "just make sure you're gone before Fiona gets back, you'll scare her to death."

Leonard stood in the hallway as Eddie shut the door behind him. He stood there for a few minutes, savouring the experience of being inside an empty house and trying to remember what his life had been like before. He finally turned, went up the stairs and took the longest shower of his life.
















 


 


 

Chapter 28
 

Superintendent McCrillis stopped the recording with the remote and sat back in the large chair behind his desk. He took a deep breath and looked out of the window. 

He had been forwarded the recording via e-mail only half an hour earlier but had forced himself to sit through it twice. He felt his stomach twist as he watched it the first time and hesitated before watching parts of it again, skipping the more gruesome sections.

He heard a knock at the door.

"Come in." 

Victor and Clarissa entered the room and sat down opposite McCrillis. They both noticed the expression on his face was unmoving - a piece of stone - and emanated a solemn greyness. He didn't meet their eyes as they entered but looked down at his folded hands, resting on his desk.

"I've called you both here to see this," he said. "I've called you Victor because I want your advice and I'm afraid I've called you Clarissa because it may concern you. I hesitated about showing you this, but..." He paused and looked around the room as if the words he was searching for were being shown to him by the walls, "...but I think you need to see it."

Victor and Clarissa glanced at each other. Clarissa was already certain that whatever it was McCrillis wanted to show them it would involve Sean Hagan.

McCrillis turned away from them and shifted the monitor of his computer so that all three of them could observe the screen.

"I was sent this about half an hour ago. It's CCTV footage of a... a bank robbery." Another pause as McCrillis slowly moved the computer mouse over the e-mail attachment, "I'm afraid it is not pleasant viewing."

He clicked on the icon and the video began to play. Clarissa and Victor watched intently, while McCrillis got up from his chair and walked over to the window. He stood there with his hands clasped behind his back.

The video showed the interior of a bank lobby from a high vantage point. The camera was pointing down and looking over half a dozen people who were lined up and waiting to be served. The video seemed to be capturing a frame every half a second, Clarissa guessed, so it was less like actual video footage than a photo slideshow. She was surprised that a bank would have such an archaic piece of CCTV technology. It was grainy in places, captured in black and white and contained no sound. But for the most part the video was clear.

After a few seconds the entrance to the bank swung open and three men entered. Two of them proceeded to pull shotguns from their coats with one firing a single shot into the air. The third man, facing away from the camera walked casually around the lobby. One of the gunmen appeared to be shouting and gesturing wildly at a female staff member closest to him and she could be seen filling a large bag with money. The customers were forced to line up against the wall farthest from the camera.

The third man wandered around the room as if strolling in a park and it was only when he turned and faced the camera that Clarissa could see who it was. 

Sean Hagan stared into the lens, the unmistakable hollowness of his eyes piercing through the screen. Clarissa took a sharp intake of breath as she saw the pixelated and grainy face smiling back at her through the computer monitor. Victor glanced sideways and saw the colour drain from Clarissa's face. He held her hand as she gazed at the screen, unable to tear her eyes from the footage.

The first gunman waited by the desk as a second bag was filled with money, while the other continued to point his gun into the faces of the terrified customers. A woman collapsed at the end of the line and fell to the floor in a hysterical heap. The man pointed the gun and shouted at her but the woman couldn't gather herself. The gunman dragged her away from the line, over to the left and off the screen. They disappeared from the view of the camera but Victor and Clarissa winced as they saw the other customers jump and then turn away, their faces struck with horror. A man lifted his hands to his face and his shoulders began to shake. He was crying. The gunman returned to the line and pointed the shotgun at him. Clarissa feared that he would be dragged away from the line to suffer the same fate as the woman, but he seemed to pull himself together and stood upright. 

When a third bag of money was filled, the first gunman handed each of the two other men a bag and then started to retreat to the door. Sean was the last of the men to leave and he paused before walking out. He stopped and looked around. Clarissa couldn't be sure but he looked as though he was saying something to the customers and bank clerks. After a few seconds he left with the other two men.

The time in the corner of the screen ticked away for a few seconds with no movement then slowly the customers began to move, talking and holding each other. Some sat on the floor and appeared to be sobbing, while others went off screen, presumably to tend to the woman who had been dragged away.

Suddenly the door in the bottom left swung open again and Sean re-entered. He was no longer carrying the bag and pointed at several people threateningly. The customers jumped and returned to the wall where they had been told to line up. 

Sean approached them slowly. Several members of staff ducked behind the desk, but were unable to run to safety. Sean walked around the room, appearing to say something to the terrified people. It was as if he was giving some important speech and every member of his audience was captivated by his words. As he circled the room, his position to the camera changed and, every time he faced it, he would appear to stare directly into the lens and smile. It was as if he knew Clarissa would be watching and was sending a personal message just for her. He stopped and stood in the centre of the room.

Then the massacre began. 

Sean suddenly raised his arm and flicked his hand to the left. One of the customers in the line, a middle aged man, was hoisted six feet into the air. He looked as if he was screaming for help but the others just gazed in horror as he was flipped and thrown over to the wall on the left of the screen. The force and speed was so great that, between the frames of capture, he was at one moment floating in mid-air where he had been standing, and in the next frame he was a crumpled heap on the floor. His limbs were twisted awkwardly and his neck rested at a crooked, unnatural angle. 

The next few moments were chaos. Clarissa and Victor watched with a growing sense of disbelief as Sean spent three long minutes picking the customers and bank clerks off one by one. Some ran in a panic as Sean stood in the centre of the room, his face a manifestation of sheer delight. If any customers tried to run past him and towards the exit, he would lift them up and send their struggling bodies crashing into the walls.

Clarissa couldn't watch it all and after a minute she got up from her seat to stand next to McCrillis. Victor remained and watched the horror unfold. By the end of the three minutes he felt his stomach churn and he turned away. Sean had killed them all. 

When finished, Sean took a moment to look at the corpses surrounding him and then walked out of the building. The recording ended.

"Where is that bank located sir?" Clarissa asked as she returned to her seat, her voice soft and it took effort for her to form the words.

McCrillis took in a long breath and exhaled slowly. "The bank is located fourteen miles from here."

Clarissa closed her eyes and lowered her head. She held her hands in her lap and squeezed them together, forcing her knuckles to turn white.

"I assume the Kinetic restrictors were in working order?" Victor asked. 

"It appears that all four restrictors fitted in the building were fully operational at the time of the robbery. It confirms our fears about Sean," McCrillis said solemnly and glanced at Clarissa's pale face.

"How could this have happened, Victor?" he asked.

Victor shook his head slowly.

"I have no idea. No one really knows how the magnetic fields prevent the use of the ability in the first place. So to understand how, in this case the fields do not work, is impossible. Sean has simply worked out a way to do so."

"So we have no protection against him?" Clarissa said quietly, opening her eyes and trying to stop her voice from cracking.

"At the moment, that appears to be the case," Victor replied.

There was a moments silence as they all thought of the consequences until Victor spoke.

"There was something interesting that I picked up on towards the end of the recording though."

Victor leaned forward and dragged the mouse over. He clicked on the video again and then used the pointer to skip, almost to the end of the footage. He let it play for a second and then paused it.

"There," he said and pointed to the monitor. 

Sean was facing the camera and Victor moved his finger over Sean's face. 

"You see these dark patches here? It almost looks like blood."

Clarissa and McCrillis leaned forward and gazed at the pixels that made up Sean's face. Two dark grey lines seemed to be running from his eyes and down his cheeks.

"Blood from one of the victims?" McCrillis asked.

"Possibly," Victor agreed with a nod. "But to me it looks like it's Sean's own, the way it's running from both eyes like that."

"What does that mean?" Clarissa asked.

Victor Shrugged. "We can only guess. But there have been cases, rare cases, when a telekinetic suffers from haemorrhaging and bleeding when they attempt to push themselves beyond the means of their capability."

McCrillis and Clarissa both frowned with confusion.

"I've never heard that," McCrillis said.

"Like I said, it's extremely rare," Victor continued, "there have only been a handful of cases to my knowledge. But certain telekinetics, upon discovering they have the ability, try so hard to advance their skill and at such an extreme pace that it causes them severe harm. It's called Rawling syndrome, named after the man who developed the first documented case. The bleeding is typical in studies that I have read regarding the condition. But there are other, more troubling effects. The haemorrhaging and bleeding is a symptom of this Rawling syndrome, but it also increases the speed of mental deterioration in subjects." Victor clasped his hands together and rested them on the table as he spoke. "In general, a Kinetics mental rationality and sanity declines the longer they have the ability. Rawlings syndrome increases the rate of this decline; potentially making the syndrome extremely dangerous. A perfectly sane and rational Kinetic can become extremely violent and psychotic very quickly."

Clarissa looked at Victor as he shuffled in his seat, regretting mentioning the dangers with Clarissa present. He knew the history between her and Sean and mentally cursed himself for letting his tongue run away with him.

"So you think Sean has this 'Rawling Syndrome'?" Clarissa asked.

Victor shrugged again in an attempt to brush of his comments.

"It's just a theory. I have no idea. As superintendent McCrillis has said, the blood might be from one of the unfortunate victims."

"Either way we need these men caught. When this hits the news there is going to be hell to pay," McCrillis said sternly. "I've forwarded the footage to the team in charge of Sean Hagan and Frank Richter's apprehension. They have a number of leads on their whereabouts so I hope this situation will be resolved soon."

Victor and Clarissa stood up, ready to leave when McCrillis spoke again.

"Clarissa, can you stay and give me an update on the Leonard Samson case? Get Howard in here as well, we can go through it together," he said, hoping that the impromptu meeting might prevent her from dwelling on what she had just seen. 

"Of course," Clarissa said. 

Victor nodded to McCrillis and said goodbye to Clarissa before leaving the office. Clarissa called Howard on her mobile and asked him to come to the office with the Samson files.

Howard arrived after only a few moments but it felt like an age to Clarissa and McCrillis, who both sat in silence and contemplated the CCTV footage. When Howard entered, he greeted his superintendent and Clarissa then sat down. He opened the file he had brought with him and began to go through the investigation so far. 

"So there is no history in his family of the ability?" McCrillis asked after the summary that Howard had presented.

"None whatsoever," Clarissa said, “there was a distant cousin who had the ability and committed suicide a few years ago. But he was not a blood relation and is therefore of little consequence." 

McCrillis shook his head as he took the file and flicked through it.

"It's certainly an odd one," he ventured after a few moments perusing the file. "Any leads on his whereabouts?"

"Not really," Howard replied, leaning forward. "We suspect he’s still in the Lakebridge area or perhaps the surrounding towns. He had remained in the general area since leaving the hospital until his run in with DCI Chapman at the library, so we suspect he is trying to organise a way for both he and his family to leave the country."

"Hardly customary behaviour for an advanced Kinetic." McCrillis sighed, closed the file and handed it back to Howard. "This case is dragging on longer than I’d like, I’m not blaming anyone, but I’d like to draw a line under it. What do you have planned for the direction from this point on?"

Clarissa glanced at Howard.

"Well forensics has sent the sample of blood which came back inconclusive from our in-house forensics team to an external company. Victor Clancy recommended them since they're capable of performing more in-depth tests," she said.

McCrillis frowned and clasped his hands together on the desk in front of him.

"Is that the only lead at the moment?" he asked, rolling his thumbs.

Howard gave Clarissa a nervous glance and took the lead.

"To be honest sir, we’re at something of a dead end. We’ve followed up every lead available to us. It seems to be just a case of waiting until Leonard raises his head again. We are confident he’ll do so within the next couple of days. He isn’t used to life on the run and it’s only a matter of time until he’s spotted again."

"That’s not an ideal approach," McCrillis said sternly.

"Nothing about this case is ideal sir," Clarissa replied. "There are so many aspects that do not make sense and..." she trailed off.

"Go on," McCrillis encouraged.

"...I have very serious doubts that we’re even after the right man at all."

McCrillis leaned back in his chair and scrutinised Clarissa for a few moments as he folded his arms.

"You think somebody else was at the crime scene, that’s why you had forensics send the inconclusive sample for further tests," he said slowly.

"It’s a possibility that needs investigating sir. Leonard Samson is not acting in the way a Kinetic with such a high level of ability acts. The perpetrator tore a limb from one of those men by using psychokinesis. The force required to do that is immense. He must have had the ability for years, but Leonard doesn't respond in the way that such a Kinetic should. You said it yourself sir."

McCrillis nodded and thought for a moment.

"Okay, I’ll give you another three days," he said finally. "If there is no progress by that time I’m going to expand your team and bring in some outside help from other districts." Clarissa stood up in protest and McCrillis raised his hands, anticipating her objections. "There is simply too much media attention on this case for it to drag on," he continued, "I'm sorry. Three days is the best I can do and I want a daily update from you both."

"Sir..." Clarissa began but was cut off by McCrillis.

"That's the end of the matter. Again, I’m sorry to you both, but I have made my decision."

Clarissa and Howard looked at each other with frustrated resignation but said nothing.

They spoke for another twenty minutes about other possible directions for the investigation to go before Howard and Clarissa left, both determined to meet the three day deadline.
















 


 


 

Chapter 29
 

"He's fucking crazy," Miles said to Richter as they sat around the kitchen table and pointed towards the front room where Sean sat alone.

Miles stood up and lifted a packet of cigarettes from a drawer. He pulled one out, went over to the gas stove, bent down and lit it from one of the hobs. His hands were still shaking.

"He's been acting weird since we left Cove Rock," Richter admitted through a whisper as he glanced over his shoulder towards the living room. "But I didn't see that coming, he slaughtered those people.

"He's fucking crazy Frank." Miles put a finger up to his temple, "he's losing it."

"Everyone on the inside thought he was going to stay in block-B forever. He'd been there for the longest out of everyone. It was only a matter of time until his mind messed up."

"I want him out of my house and you too if you're going to end up like that," Miles said, his voice rising slightly.

Richter raised his head and glared at Miles, then stood and slowly walked towards him.

"Don't lump me in the same category as that monster. I don't kill for the hell of it for Christ sake." 

"But you might do one day, who knows how you'll end up? You could be worse than him!" Miles said, the words falling from his mouth before being properly formed in his mind. "What have I done allowing Kinetics into my house?"

Richter grabbed Miles and dragged him to one side. "Shut up. Listen, I don't have anywhere else to go. I'm not like him in there," Richter nodded in the direction of the front room. "I have to stay here for as long as I need... I will stay here for as long as I want." His words were coated in a thin layer of ice.

Miles glanced up and took a drag of his cigarette from trembling fingers, but said nothing. Richter walked back to the table and sat down. He placed his hands on the table and looked down at the stained work top.

"And what about that lunatic?" Miles asked.

"You want to tell him he has to go?" Richter said. "He's too far gone. He'd probably end up killing the both of us."

These words didn't sit comfortably with Miles. He shuffled back over to the table, sat down and stubbed the cigarette on the surface of the table, leaving a small black burn mark next to hundreds of others. 

"How long is he going to want to stay?" Miles asked.

Richter shrugged, "I don't know. I don't know what his plan is."

Suddenly there was a buzz and a ringing tone. Miles pulled a mobile phone out of his pocket, checked the screen and answered.

"Yeah? Hold on, I'll get a pen."

He got up and went back to the drawer with the cigarettes. He pulled out the packet and placed it on the side, then lifted out a small notepad. He grabbed a pen from a shelf and started scribbling something down.

"Yeah... number 19? Yes ok, I've got it." He hung up without saying goodbye.

"Who was that?" Richter asked, eyeing him suspiciously.

"A friend of a friend. That psycho in there..." he glanced nervously towards the living room, "...asked me to get the address of some woman. The guy on the phone is someone who can get that kind of stuff."

Miles ripped off the top page of the pad and walked past Richter who grabbed his arm.

"What woman?" he asked.

Miles looked at name on the paper.

"Clarissa Chapman, some PKI."

Richter thought for a moment and then he remembered the name. She was the one that Sean was after.

"That's his plan," he said.

"What?" 

"He's going to kill her. He's completely obsessed with her. She was the one that put him in that hell hole," Richter pointed to the note in Miles' hand.

"Why should I care?" he asked, shrugging.

"You shouldn't. But he might only be hanging around here until he's finished with her."

"He'll leave?"

"Maybe," Richter said, "it’s a chance."

Miles nodded then walked out of the kitchen into the hallway and stared at the half open door to the living room. It was dark; the thick curtains covering the window. There was a silhouette sitting in the chair. Miles inched the door open and stepped inside. He walked with care over the carpet and towards the chair in which Sean was sitting. As he moved around he saw that Sean was staring vacantly at the lifeless TV in the corner of the room. He was gazing at his own reflection in the black screen. There were two streaks of dried blood running from his eyes and down his cheeks but he didn't seem bothered by them.

Miles reached out, holding the paper towards Sean.

"Here's the address you wanted," he said in little more than a whisper. 

Sean continued to stare at the television as Miles lowered the paper and pushed it towards his hand which rested motionless on the arm of the chair. Sean remained completely still. Miles looked at his hand. Purple veins bulged along the surface of the skin and there appeared to be small red patches developing. Miles noticed several sores on Sean's neck, as well as one on his forehead. 

Suddenly Sean flicked a finger on his hand and the piece of paper was plucked from Miles' grip. It danced through the air and came to rest in front of his face. He read the address slowly and his face distorted into a satisfied smirk. 

"Good," he rasped, but still didn't raise his eyes.

Miles turned and left the room with an awkward shuffle.

Sean reached up and touched the paper which was still floating in front of him. He stroked the writing gently and stared at the name written in biro. His smirk flickered on and off, interspersed with flashes of hatred from his void-like eyes. 

Finally, he pinched the note between his fingers and pushed it into his pocket. He looked at the sores and bulging veins in his hands. He brushed a finger along the drying blood on his cheeks and frowned. He remained there for a few moments, looking at his reflection in the TV and running his fingers along his cheek. He could see his face staring back; it was wrinkled with concern. He tried to push the thoughts away, hoping to forget, but they remained and lingered like an annoying fly trapped in the room.

The blood on his cheek reminded him of more blood; blood that belonged to others - the ones from the bank earlier in the day. He wasn't sure why he had to return to do what he did to those people, just as he wasn't sure why he had to return to the cottage where they had stolen the 4x4. It was like a gravitational attraction that forced him back. But the origin of this attraction perplexed him. It was as if he was now controlled by an urge that was much more significant than anything he had ever experienced. It was an urge for death. He hungered to remove the life from those people and it was a hunger that overwhelmed him. Nothing could satisfy his craving and a sudden terror surged through his mind. It was a fleeting emotion that had dispersed as quickly as it had arrived, but the source of the terror was perfectly clear. Sean knew he was losing control. Yet once the terror was gone he simply found himself willingly giving into the cravings. The metaphorical fly continued to buzz in the room and the blisters on his hand leapt for his attention once again.

He thought of a face instead; the face of a woman. He could picture her so clearly and, as he closed his eyes, he imagined her expression distorting perpetual horror. His concerns evaporated as a narrow smile crept onto his lips.
















 


 


 

Chapter 30
 

Holly didn’t notice the silver rental car that was parked on the opposite side of the road as she walked out of school. It was the end of the school day and the street was lined with many cars, each containing waiting parents. She was walking with two friends as she left the school gates. It was the first time she had been allowed to walk home, rather than being met at the gates by her grandmother and driven back. She had begged her mother to let her walk back from school with her friends, just like she had before everything had happened. Her mother had refused the first twenty requests that morning but finally relented as they arrived at the school gates. She had told Holly she could walk home after school but to come straight back and not to stop off anywhere.

The three girls walked down the street, talking about various subjects and paid no attention to the silver car, which pulled out from edge of the road and followed them as they turned the corner. The silver car pulled over to the left when it made the bend and waited for the girls to get further ahead. 

Halfway down the road one of the girls said goodbye and left, skipping down an alleyway towards her home. Holly and the other friend continued along the street until they turned into another road. The car pulled out and followed them again, stopping when it turned the corner, just as it had done before. Holly said goodbye to her friend and watched as she went into her home, then continued walking. She was alone now.

She paused by a charity shop window, a huge dollhouse catching her eye. If she had looked at the reflection in the window she would have seen the silver car slowly drive past behind her, but she was too consumed in fantasising about the dollhouse. After a moment she continued on her way. 

She walked through a narrow set of bollards that protected the entrance to a small park. She was near her grandmother’s house now. It was on the other side of the park, only a couple of hundred yards.

The car stopped on the road next to the bollards and Amir Sohal stepped out with a swift, fluid motion. He held a three inch knife in one of his gloved hands and rested a finger on the blade, holding it close to the back of his leg as he moved quickly into the park. Looking around he saw the park was empty apart from an elderly woman walking a tiny dog along the path at the far end. She was hunched over and concentrating on the path ahead.

Holly shuffled the tiny bag on her shoulders and continued to walk. She heard nothing from behind her as Amir stepped up, put a gloved hand over her mouth and wrenched her backwards. The aroma of the chloroform barely registered in her nostrils before her eyes rolled backwards and she fell unconscious. The knife would not be needed. Amir glanced at the old woman, still walking her dog along the path, she hadn’t seen anything. He looked behind him - no one was there. 

He swung his arms under Holly’s body, picked her up and ran back to the waiting car. The rear door was open and he slid her onto the back seat. Swinging around, he closed the door with his foot and it slammed shut. He glanced back as he moved forward, opening the front door and sliding into the driver's seat. He saw the old woman a hundred yards away. She was stopped and looking directly at the car, her mouth open and eyes wide. Amir hesitated as he locked eyes with her. He was about to get back out of the car but looked at Holly, resting unconscious in the back seat. Pulling the door shut and starting the engine, he cursed himself. It was too late now. He revved the engine, pushed the accelerator hard and the silver car raced away.



***



Amir had found the warehouse a few days earlier. It had occurred by chance when he was passing by after renting the car. He had been travelling back from his visit with Calvin. It was situated at the back of a large residential area and he would have missed it, had he not taken a wrong turn into the cul-de-sac. The windows were boarded up with graffiti stained chipboard and it was clear to see that it was not in use.

Amir had driven to the end of the cul-de-sac and through the rusting, open gates that led into the warehouse court yard. He had parked the car close to the rear wall of the warehouse and checked around. He was confident that the car could not be seen from any of the neighbouring houses and would attract little attention from the rear, since a set of trees hid it from view. 

Now, with Holly Samson still unconscious in the back seat, Amir brought the car to a standstill, parking as close to the building as possible. He was so close that he couldn't get out of the drivers seat, so he shuffled over and climbed out of the passenger door. The clouds that had threatened rain earlier in the day were clearing as he wrenched the back door of the car open. Holly was unconscious and Amir leaned over, panic briefly washing over him - she isn't breathing. He leaned closer, his ear next to her face and could feel the faint exhale on his cheek. He had measured the chloroform precisely. A dead child was the last thing he needed to deal with and was confident she would remain unconscious for close to three hours. She was to be used as a bluff. Amir had a cold heart and thought little of dispatching Kinetics rather than take them in alive, but he was no child killer. Nevertheless, the threat was an inconvenient necessity.

He pulled Holly from the car and carried her through a back door, into the warehouse. He had used a crowbar to wrench the door open so it was ready for him. The warehouse was obviously abandoned. It contained various items left by the previous owners: a number of half broken crates, pallets, some steel containers and bits of old machinery. The chipboard covered the windows but inside it could be seen that most of the glass had been smashed from the outside; large shards lay on the floor just beneath the frames. It was dark inside but four skylights in the roof, thirty feet above Amir's head, allowed a small amount of light to enter. Four beams illuminated the large space enough for him to see his way through. He made his way over to a steel staircase that led up to a storage mezzanine which looked over the entire warehouse interior. 

Amir carried Holly up the stairs and laid her down on a blanket at the top of the mezzanine. He thought he heard her stir and rushed down the stairs to the car where he retrieved a satchel from the boot. He ran back up and opened the bag. He pulled out several cable ties from the satchel and tied Holly's hands and feet together, pulling the ties so tightly that they pinched her skin. He then placed a cloth in her mouth and secured it with rope which he tied around the back of her head. Satisfied that she was restrained effectively, Amir breathed a long sigh and sat with his back against the wall for several minutes.



***



The phone rang and startled Joanna Samson as she looked out of the front window of her mother's house. Holly was only ten minutes late, an amount of time that could be put down to chatting with friends at the school gates, or a distraction on the way home. But today ten minutes had felt like hours. The man with the gun in the hospital was still fresh in Joanna's mind and she already regretted allowing Holly to walk home from school.

She let the net curtains drape back down and walked over to the phone. Her hand hesitated over the receiver as she felt a sudden rush of fear.

"Hello?" she said, finally raising the receiver to her ear. There was no sound on the other end of the line, no breathing - nothing, yet she could sense a person on the other end.

"Hello?" Joanna said again, louder this time.

"Mrs Samson?"

Joanna almost dropped the phone at the sound of the voice. She recognised it immediately, it was him. She couldn't speak. She glanced out of the front window, desperate for Holly to walk by smiling.

"Go to the phone box at the end of the street in five minutes. Take a pad and pen with you," Amir said and hung up.

Joanna replaced the receiver, shaking and looked around the room. Her mind was racing. He had Holly; she knew it and could feel the panic rise inside her. She looked down at the pad and pen next to the phone and picked them up then walked out into the hall and through the front door. She wore only slippers as she half ran towards the phone box, fifty yards away and arrived with time to spare. She stepped inside and waited.

After a moment the phone rang. Joanna picked up the receiver and pushed it to her ear with a clammy, trembling hand.

“Mrs Samson. Do you remember me?” Amir said slowly, “we met in the hospital."

"Yes." Joanna managed to force the word from her lips.

"I warned you what might happen. I'm afraid I have your daughter with me," his lisping voice seemed almost apologetic.

"Please... please don't hurt her," Joanna blurted out.

"She is perfectly safe for the moment. But I should make you aware that if you deviate in any way from what I am going to ask you to do, then you will force my hand. I will make sure nobody ever finds her body. Do you understand?"

"Y...yes, just please don't hurt her." Joanna's brain was moving at a thousand miles per hour. She felt dizzy and a sudden nausea overwhelmed her.

"At 8pm tonight you will make contact with your husband. Do not make contact before this time. If you do not have a way of making contact with him easily, then you need to spend the four and a half hours between now and 8pm working out a way to do so. Do you understand?"

"Y..." Joanna managing only the first letter of the word as tears began to fall down her face.

"You will tell him to come to the warehouse at the end of Hitchin Close at 9pm. You will tell him to come alone." 

The voice paused and Joanna tried to pull herself together. She placed the notepad on the small surface next to the phone and scribbled the details on it. 

"You will inform him that I have your daughter and if he does not come to the warehouse at the designated time she will be killed," Amir continued. Joanna kept scribbling the details as fresh tears appeared at the sound of his words. "If you tell anybody about this, if you call your husband before 8pm, or inform the police then your daughter will be killed." He paused again and sighed. "I think I've been extremely clear with my instructions. Do not underestimate how much I can do. If you attempt to go against my instructions I will know, I promise you that." He suddenly lowered his voice into a softer, warmer tone and said, "please do not test me. It is simply not worth your daughter's life."

There was a moments silence on both ends of the line as the words hung between them, then Joanna heard the line go dead as the man at the other end hung up. 

She cried out and leaned forward against the wall, but did not want to replace the receiver for some reason. She stood, tears rolling down her face, pushing it firmly against her ear. She tried desperately to reign in her racing mind and think of a way out of the situation. But each one required a miracle. She thought about calling the police. He wouldn't know about that surely; he couldn't have tapped her phones could he? She contemplated it for a moment before deciding she couldn't take that chance. Perhaps she should go to the police station and report it in person. But was he watching her? Could he see her now? 

She slowly replaced the receiver and, as the world around her blurred and distorted, she returned to her mother's house.



***



Now that he had a makeshift home in the old factory unit, Leonard didn’t have to walk the streets to pass his time. After going out to buy a sandwich, he climbed through the side window as protesting aches throbbed through his body. He walked through the main part of the unit and into the small office at the back which served as his bedroom. He sat down on a patch of carpet that seemed slightly less worn than the rest, leaned his back against the partition wall and stretched his arms out on his knees. A breeze wandered aimlessly through the smashed windows, moving some dust along the floor in the main partition. Leonard opened the sandwich and began to eat.

He had felt clean after his shower at Eddie's but the inevitable need to put his old, filthy clothes back on soon returned him to a grubby state. As he was putting his clothes back on he had smelt the days of living on the streets and it wasn't pleasant. Nevertheless, he put them on and then left the house. He had collected his phone from the charging station, now with a full battery, and then returned to the factory where he stayed for the whole night and most of the next day. It was a long, monotonous day but he was happier being bored while the passports were being prepared, rather than having to face night after night of sleeping in cardboard boxes in alleyways.

During this time, he found his thoughts often returning to Ewan. He couldn't stop the image of his dead son clouding all other memories he had of him. He could never remember feeling as much hatred for another human being as he did for the man who had killed his son. He tried to push away the image of Ewan lying at the bottom of the stairs in their family home. The memory focused on the small pool of blood circling his head. Leonard realised that his pattern of thought was doing him no good, and it would never bring his son back. But he couldn't prevent them from cutting through his mind repeatedly during the mundane hours, hidden away inside the factory.

Leonard was about to take another bite of his sandwich when his mobile phone began to ring in his pocket. He dropped the sandwich and pulled out the phone. The number on the screen was his wife's mobile. He pushed the answer button.

"Joanna?" Leonard said, unable to stop the excitement of hearing her voice rising inside him.

"Leonard, it's me." Joanna's voice was high and Leonard realised immediately that something was wrong. 

"What is it?" he asked. He wanted to ask a thousand questions and hear her talk for hours but her voice was panicky.

"He has Holly," Joanna sobbed into the receiver. Leonard stood up suddenly and fresh waves of pain shot through his bruised body.

"What? Who has Holly? The police?" Leonard asked.

"I don't know... no not the police. A man, he came to see me while I was in hospital, he was asking about you. He threatened me with a gun if I didn't tell him where you were... but I didn't know."

"Didn't you tell the police?"

"No, he threatened to kill us if I did. I didn't know what to do. Leonard please listen," Joanna was trying to gather her thoughts. "He has Holly, he said he'll kill her unless I call you and tell you to go to the warehouse at the end of Hitchin Close at 9pm exactly. I didn't know what to do. He told me not to tell the police... he said he'd know if I did and he'd kill her."

Leonard frowned, deep wrinkles cutting into his forehead as he tried to process what his wife was saying. Who was this man? Why would he be using his daughter as bait to drag him out?

"Okay. It's all right Joanna, stop worrying. I'm going to go there," he paused while he thought. "It's me he wants, he won't hurt Holly. She's there to get to me."

"What does he want with you? He isn't a police officer," Joanna asked through her tears. Leonard thought some more and he suddenly remembered the notice in the post office. There was a reward for his capture; there was always a reward for Kinetics. A spark of realisation flickered in his head.

"I don't know," Leonard lied, "I'll go and see him. Don't worry, he won't harm Holly I'm sure of it. He just... he just wants me."

"Should I call the police? Surely it's better they have you than some maniac with a gun?"

"No," Leonard said abruptly, "don't call the police. If they're there I'll have no chance. We don't know what this bastard will do if the police show up. We can't risk it."

Joanna kept talking on the other end of the phone about how much she loved him and for him to be careful, but Leonard barely heard her. Bolts of nausea washed over him as he thought about the possibility of another one of his children in danger. The man who held her could only have one objective. That was to hand Leonard over to the police and claim the money - he was a Kinetic bounty hunter.

"Don't worry Joanna, please," Leonard said, interrupting his wife. "I love you Joanna. We'll get Holly back, I promise."

"I love you too," Joanna said.

Leonard pushed the 'end call' button and looked at the time on the screen of the phone, 8:09. 

A thought suddenly registered. Joanna had called him from her mobile phone. Had the police tapped her mobile phone? Could they do that? Leonard thought about it for a moment but his mind soon became distracted with other details. He needed to focus. 

9pm Hitchin Close, he repeated to himself as he began to pace around the small factory. He knew the area. He was twenty minutes walking distance away and so had half an hour to wait. He continued to pace as the minutes dragged by.
















 


 


 

Chapter 31
 

Clarissa looked up at the clear night sky as she pulled her car onto the driveway of her house. Her son was staying with her parents for the night and, although she wanted to see him, she was grateful that she was able to grab something quick to eat and then go to bed. She was exhausted but would make time for her son tomorrow, she promised herself.

She got out of her car and went inside. Her dog, a golden retriever called Rufus met her eagerly at the door, his tale wagging frantically as he licked her hands.

"Hey Rufus, how was your day?" she said as she picked up the post and went into the kitchen. She scooped some dog food out into a bowl and placed it on the floor. Rufus began to take huge mouthfuls at a ridiculous pace, as if the food was going to be wrenched away from him if he didn't finish within thirty seconds. Clarissa picked up his water bowl and topped it up. She leaned against the kitchen work top and started to tear open the mail: bills, a letter from an uncle in America and a variety of envelopes addressed simply to 'the occupier'. She placed the opened envelopes on the worktop to go through in more detail later. She took off her coat, threw it on an old fashioned rocking chair in the corner of the kitchen and went over to the fridge. There was very little on offer so she opened a cupboard and decided to have beans on toast, yet again. She made the same promise she made every day - to get more wholesome food in - as she placed the bread in the toaster.

Rufus finished his meal and then began scratching at the back door. Clarissa let him out into the garden, which was flanked by thick trees and bushes. She watched him run onto the grass to relieve himself.

A thought suddenly occurred to her and she took her mobile phone out of the pocket of her coat and selected Howard's number.

"Hello?" Howard said when he picked up after two rings.

"Howard, I forgot to mention before I left that Clarity Cell Forensics called to say they've almost finished with the inconclusive DNA sample. They're putting a report together for the morning. I just wondered if you'd be able to pick it up on your way in."

"No problem, is that all?" Howard said, hope creeping into his tone.

"I think so, is there anything you have?"

"Nothing, except... I'd like to see you again," he said slowly.

"I'll see you tomorrow," Clarissa replied, only delaying his point. She glanced at the back door, she could hear Rufus barking at the far end of the garden.

"You know what I mean. I'm willing to take things slow, but that doesn't mean we can't be friends. Maybe have the occasional date?"

"Howard, you are my friend. It's just..."

There was a yelp outside and Clarissa walked over to the back door. She peered into the darkness but couldn't see Rufus anywhere.

"What is it?" Howard asked.

"Sorry, it's Rufus, I think he's hurt himself. I'd better go. I'll see you in the morning."

"Okay, goodnight, I'll see you tomorrow" Howard said with a sigh.

"Goodnight."

Clarissa hung up and placed her phone on the kitchen worktop next to the envelopes and stepped over to the back door. 

"Rufus!" she shouted into the gloom, but he didn't come bounding back to her as he usually would.

"Rufus!" Clarissa shouted again, stepping outside and onto the grass. She began to walk slowly towards the bottom of the garden. Trees and bushes surrounded the grass and provided ample hiding space for the mischievous dog. But Rufus would always come back when she called him, fearing the possibility of missing out on a treat if he didn't.

Clarissa walked slowly, calling his name. The light from the kitchen window and back door faded as she went further into the darkness. She could see the bushes at the bottom of the garden and crouched down to look underneath. There was no sign of him and Clarissa felt unsettled. The feeling crept up slowly, but now overwhelmed her and she shuddered. She stood up and turned her head, eyes scanning the darkness.

She jumped as she heard her mobile phone begin to ring inside the kitchen and glanced back to the open door. After looking around one last time she ran back to the house and answered the phone. It was Howard again.

"Hello," Clarissa said, noticing the tremble of her own voice.

"Sorry to bother you Clarissa, but I've just had a call and I think you'd want to know about it. The tap we placed on Joanna Samson's mobile has come up with something. Thirty minutes ago she made a call to an unrecognised number. It turned out to be Leonard."

Clarissa glanced outside the back door, still nervous.

"The details are a bit sketchy," Howard continued. "But from what I've been told someone has kidnapped Holly. Joanna said the perpetrator had given instructions for Leonard to go to a warehouse on Hitchin Close at 9pm, otherwise they would kill his daughter."

"Jesus!" Clarissa exclaimed. "This is our chance. Send a team over there, I'll meet you."

"I'm already on it. Hitchin close is over the other side of town, you're closer than us. Wait for us when you arrive."

"Yes, I'll see you there."

Clarissa hung up, grabbed her coat and then called Rufus' name another couple of times. Her edginess had receded, almost forgotten now, her mind was focused on getting to the warehouse. She dismissed Rufus' lack of reappearance as mischief and he'd have to wait outside until she got back. She closed and locked the back door then left through the front.



***



The body of the dog lay at Sean's feet, neck broken and resting awkwardly on the soil below. He was behind the trees over to the side of the garden, and his eyes had danced with fire when he saw Clarissa through the kitchen window. 

It was her. 

He had feared the address he had been given was incorrect but there was pure delight when he watched her from his hiding place. But then she had left the house and Sean could feel a nauseous anger bubbling inside him. Tonight was the night he had told himself. She would pay the price for sending him into that putrid, stinking hole.

He watched her put her coat back on and prepare to leave. The glee in him had quickly morphed into frustration and he almost ran from the trees, through the garden and up to the house to stop her, but he decided against it. He didn't want to ruin everything now, but at the same time he simply had to obey his irresistible urge for destruction and death - her destruction and her death.

He moved through the trees to the top of the garden and then sneaked over the fence and up to the front of the house. He watched Clarissa get into her car and appear to put something into the sat nav. Then she was gone.

Sean ran across the road and into the 4x4 where Richter and Miles were waiting. He instructed Richter to follow her.

"Where is she going?" Richter asked but Sean said nothing, his eyes focused on her car. "It could be dangerous, there could be police." 

Richter looked over but Sean didn't move or speak. He glanced back at Miles in the rear of the car.

"Didn't you hear him?" Miles asked, almost shouting. "It could be dangerous; you don't know where she's going."

"I'm going to end all of this tonight," Sean rasped, still gazing ahead.
















 


 


 

Chapter 32
 

The laptop booted up. It was connected to the cigarette lighter in the car so it wouldn't run out of power. Amir closed the car door and went back into the warehouse. Dust was floating through the four beams of moonlight which penetrated the darkness, forming light and dark areas and casting huge, elongated shadows.

He walked up to the mezzanine and checked on the wireless video camera. He had positioned it high up and it gave a reasonable view of the warehouse - he was satisfied it would suit the purposes. The mobile phone rested on the handrail at the top of the stairs and Amir picked it up and dialled Calvin's number.

"Yeah?" Calvin picked up after a single ring.

"Can you see the picture?"

"Yes, clear as a bell. The camera is processing it in infra red, it's pretty dark in there."

"It's fine. I can work with the light I have as long as you can."

"No problemo, I'll begin recording the footage now. Call me when you want me to stop."

"Just don't mess this up. This whole set up depends on you making sure the footage is recorded and is of reasonable quality." 

Amir hung up abruptly and placed the phone in his pocket. He turned round and saw the two large, frightened eyes of Holly Samson staring back at him. He had positioned her on an old beat up chair that he found on the other side of the warehouse. She was tied to the chair and the gag remained in her mouth. Amir had positioned the chair close to the front of the mezzanine so she could be clearly seen from the ground level. 

"Don't worry my dear." Amir spoke in a soft, soothing tone and smiled gently. "If your father does his part, no harm will come to you."

He walked past Holly and over to a silver case sitting on the floor. Holly turned her neck and strained to see what he was doing. She stretched sideways and turned as far as she could. She saw him open the case which revealed several guns and she began a muffled scream through the gag as Amir started to load them with bullets.



***



Leonard checked the time on his phone. It was 8:54. He turned into Hitchin Close and saw the large warehouse through a gate at the bottom. He walked quickly with his hands pushed into his jacket.

He went through the gates and found himself in a courtyard which enclosed the warehouse. There was a fence that ran from the gate and stretched all the way around. It was a huge flat area and the warehouse sat squarely in the centre. There didn't seem to be any life inside the warehouse whatsoever. 

He walked through the courtyard and found a large shutter door on the side. It was locked tight so he continued to walk around the back. The rear fence enclosing the warehouse stood in front of large trees, preventing anyone from seeing in. As he turned the corner to the back, he saw a silver car parked close to the rear wall. It was a car he didn't recognise but knew it was his car - the one who had taken his daughter. Leonard felt his heart pound and his hands were suddenly clammy as he inched by. A small blue door to the warehouse stood half open on the other side of the car and Leonard tried to look inside but could barely see anything through the dark. He took a deep breath and entered.



***



Clarissa’s phone had connected through the cars hands free Bluetooth and when it began to ring it was automatically diverted to the speakers. She was still three minutes from the warehouse as she answered.

"Yes?"

"Clarissa Chapman?" a female voice said, reverberating through the car speakers.

"Yes, what is it?" Clarissa said, frustrated.

"Sorry to bother you, my name is Angela, I’m calling from Clarity Cell Forensics..."

"Listen, I'm sorry but I haven’t got a lot of time to speak at the moment. I’m expecting a report from you tomorrow, can this wait until then?" Clarissa said, interrupting her.

"I’ll put it in the full report, it’s just I thought you’d like to know straight away. The blood sample that was gathered from the Samson crime scene doesn’t match either the family, or the perpetrators."

Clarissa’s mouth fell open.

"Are you saying that there was someone else there on that night?"

"I’m not saying anything of the sort. I’m just passing on the information. I’ll detail it all in the report for you by the morning."

Clarissa was silent as she drove along and her thoughts were interrupted by Angela.

“Hello? Are you there?” 

“Yes, sorry. I’ll look at the report in the morning, thank you for calling me.” 

The inconclusive sample of blood had finally given up its secret. That blood didn’t belong to anyone from the Samson family, nor did it belong to either of the two perpetrators. The only conclusion was that somebody else was there that night. That conclusion opened up a whole new world of possibilities. Somebody else may have killed the two men. Somebody else could be the Kinetic.

As she approached the warehouse Clarissa glanced at the clock on the cars dashboard, 9:03. She turned into Hitchin Close and pulled over. She checked the gun in her coat and, as she got out of the car, she thought about the doubt that had lingered in her mind since she had first met Leonard Samson. 

The doubt had just become a conviction; Leonard Samson did
not have the ability.



***



Amir watched the blue door open as Leonard cautiously entered the warehouse. He glanced over to Holly, tied to the chair. Her eyes were bulging and she craned her neck to see her father. Amir turned back to see Leonard moving slowly into the darkness. He passed by some broken wooden crates near the doorway and reached out, resting his hand on a steel supporting pillar. He stood there for a moment.

"Hello?" he called out, not quite yelling.

Amir heard muffled sounds from the little girl tied in the chair beside him as he slowly raised the sniper rifle to his shoulder. He gazed through the sight and moved the crosshairs over Leonard's partially shadowed body. Holly was rocking the chair back and forth and trying to scream through the thick fabric gag. Leonard ventured away from the pillar, turning his head to one side as if he had heard something. Amir couldn't help but smile as he lowered the crosshairs. The feeling of power he had in these moments fed the narcissism in his mind. He gently squeezed the trigger but then released as he aimed more carefully. Leonard moved forwards and into a beam of light - the perfect shot. 

Amir squeezed the trigger again.

Leonard screamed in pain and twisted round as he fell to the floor. The shot had pierced the flesh in his calf muscle and the bullet left through the rear side of his leg. Leonard reached down and clutched his leg as he fell and rolled on the floor, away from the beam of moonlight. 

Amir lowered the gun, still wearing a grin, and turned back to Holly. She was screaming and tears were rolling down her face. She was rocking on the chair so hard that Amir thought she would overbalance and fall backwards. He reached out and grabbed the back, steadying her. He glared with piercing blades from his eyes. She stopped rocking but the tears kept falling. Amir placed the sniper rifle on the floor of the mezzanine and pulled out a hand gun from his shoulder holster and pointed it at Holly's head.

"Leonard Samson?" Amir shouted as he looked down at the silhouette of Leonard's form writhing in agony on the floor. "I think you'll want to look in this direction."

Leonard clutched the wound in his calf. Blood rolled down his leg as he dragged himself over to the steel pillar. He leant backwards, supported by the metal, and looked up in the direction of the voice. His face, already twisted with pain, contorted into disbelief as he focused on the man holding the gun at his daughter's head.

"My name is Amir. I would say I'm sorry for all this mess, but truth be told, I'm not." He laughed to himself as he realigned the gun and moved behind Holly. The gun was pointing to the back of her head. Leonard winced as a fresh wave of pain resonated through his leg. He stared at the look of terror on Holly's face.

"What do you want?" he screamed, "don't hurt her."

"It will not be necessary to harm your daughter Leonard Samson. You simply have to follow my very simple instructions." He pointed over at the camera, positioned on a stand that was clamped to the rail of the mezzanine. "That is a high definition wireless camera that is providing a live feed to my laptop. That feed is, in turn, being transmitted to my contact a few miles from here."

Leonard glanced at the bullet wound on his leg. Blood fell onto his shoes and his trousers and hands were stained red. He looked back up as Amir continued.

"I require definitive proof that you, as we all know, are a Kinetic."

Leonard shook his head vigorously from side to side.

"I...I don't have the ability," he said with frustration.

"We both know that's a lie Leonard Samson. All I require you to do is to give a simple demonstration for the camera. If you do that, I will release your daughter."

Leonard glanced at Holly, tears rolling from wide, frightened eyes and then his focus changed to the gun directly behind her head. He had just lost his son, he refused to believe that he was about to lose a daughter as well.

"I'm not a Kinetic, please I... I don't know what to tell you," he pleaded as he attempted to get up from the floor. A pain shot through his leg and he fell back down. 

"I am a very patient man, but my patience can only stretch so far. I know you have the ability Leonard Samson. I can't make this any clearer. If you do not provide a demonstration within the next ten seconds, your daughters brains are going to be several feet outside of her skull."

Leonard shifted his weight to his other leg and pushed his back against the steel pillar. He rose up and balanced most of his weight on the one leg. He held onto the pillar as he shuffled forward. The mezzanine was only partially lit. He could clearly see his daughter crying, tied to a chair close to the rail. Amir was behind her, stood in a partial shadow, his face hidden.

"Five seconds," Amir said, with a sigh. "Four, three..."

"I would if I could, but I do not have the ability!" Leonard screamed as he stared in horror at the gun pointing at his daughter's head. 

Amir looked at the small man below and winced at the state of him. Perhaps he had underestimated this man's compassion for his family, perhaps he was far more advanced a Kinetic than he appeared and no longer had rational thought. But why would he have come here if that was the case? Amir allowed a thought to enter his head, almost as if to test its credibility. Was he a Kinetic? He didn't appear to be acting like any Kinetic Amir had come across. The sudden realisation brought with it a sense of relief. He wasn't dealing with a Kinetic at all; this man did not have the ability.

Amir didn't finish the countdown. He turned the gun away from Holly and pointed it at Leonard. He stepped forward to the front of the platform and into light. Leonard saw Amir's smirking face.

"You know, there have been occasions when I've secured payment without having concrete evidence. It's not a pleasant experience but a quick slice in my flesh with a knife can work wonders in convincing the authorities I was in danger." Amir paused and re-adjusted the gun in his hand. His lisping voice was aloof, displaying little emotion. "You are already the prime suspect in a double murder and, in your case, I fail to see why the authorities would doubt my story. If the police think you're a Kinetic then that's good enough for me." 

The gun reflected a beam of moonlight from the shining black barrel. Leonard glanced at Holly and then back to Amir.

"I think I'll risk it," Amir said as he pulled the trigger. His index finger squeezed the steel but it didn't move. It had jammed. Amir turned the gun in his hand and eyed it with a mixture of curiosity and frustration. He tried again before throwing it to the floor. With a swift, fluid movement he reached behind him and pulled another pistol from his belt. He turned, pointed it at Leonard and squeezed.

The shot came from the left of Leonard; behind the stack of crates. It was loud and seemed to shake the interior of the warehouse. Leonard fell back against the pillar with shock. The bullet hit Amir in the shoulder and he screamed as he saw a woman step out from behind the crates. Leonard saw that it was Clarissa Chapman, holding a gun outstretched in front of her. 

"Put the gun down," she shouted and moved forward. Holly could hear Amir staggering behind her. He was muttering something to himself between whimpers of pain. Then he lunged forwards, his gun pointing at Clarissa.

"You bitch!" he shouted as he emerged from the darkness and into a beam of light with the gun outstretched.

Clarissa fired two more shots. Both bullets buried themselves deep into Amir's chest and he gave an odd wail as he fell backwards. He hit the mezzanine floor and rolled from the force of the two bullets. His body slumped over the edge of the stairs and rested momentarily, before shifting its weight and rolling awkwardly down, hitting the warehouse floor with a loud thump.

There was a peculiar silence in the warehouse after the loud gunshots and Leonard, Clarissa and Holly all held their breaths for a moment. Leonard glanced at Clarissa and saw her swing round and point the gun at him. He shuffled away from the pillar with his hands by his side.

"Leonard Samson, you need to come with me," she said, attempting to recapture the authority she had shown with Amir.

"What will you do with me?" he asked, glancing up to Holly, still tied and gagged on the mezzanine.

"You need to come with me. You're still suspected of being a Kinetic."

"I don't have the ability," Leonard replied, unable to hide his frustration, "what do I need to do to prove that?"

Clarissa scrutinised Leonard for a moment. His face was pale and gaunt, a greying beard growing on his face. She saw the wound in his leg and the expression of utter exhaustion on his face.

"I don't know what to believe in this case Mr Samson. This is the strangest Kinetic investigation I've ever worked on. I..." Her voice trailed off and her eyes lowered. She turned and looked up at Holly, then back to Leonard. "...I don't know if you have the ability or not, but I'm willing to concede that it is beginning to look less and less likely. Either way you need to come with me. We can get this sorted out."

Leonard shuffled further forward, wincing from the pain in his leg. His drained eyes looked up at Holly once again. He was so tired - tired of living on the streets, tired of running. He just wanted everything to be as it had been a few weeks ago.

"If you want my honest opinion, I no longer believe you are a Kinetic and I'm going to present my case to my superior first thing in the morning. There is only circumstantial evidence against you. You were simply there that night and..." she hesitated. "There is some new forensic evidence that has come to light. I don't know what happened that night Mr Samson." Clarissa stepped forward, "I'm not sure if you do either. But I have a son, a similar age to Ewan. If anything happened to him in such a way as your son... I don't know what I'd do. I don't blame you for running, after what happened to your family. You were confused and grieving." She paused and lowered her gun slightly. "But now is the time to start sorting this mess out." She saw Leonard's eyes watching her carefully. "Come with me Mr Samson."

Leonard closed his eyes and dragged in a deep lungful of air which he exhaled slowly. The past week had been a nightmare and he doubted anything could compare to that now. He opened his eyes and looked up at his daughter. He had done this to her; he had been the one who had put her in danger. If he hadn't run from the authorities then Holly wouldn't have found herself in this situation. That bounty hunter would never have been aware of him. He looked back at Clarissa and very slowly, he nodded. 

"Okay," he whispered.

Clarissa sighed and approached Leonard cautiously. She pulled a set of handcuffs from her back pocket and placed them on his wrists, behind his back.

"What's your son's name?" Leonard said, turning his head as Clarissa closed the handcuffs.

"Will. He's six years old."

Leonard nodded. 

"Ewan was just coming up to his seventh birthday. He had been asking for an electric go-kart for the past six months." He smiled as he thought of his son. There was a click as the handcuffs locked. "He wouldn't stop talking about it and I think we had almost convinced him that he wasn't going to get it after all." He turned as Clarissa walked around to face him again, the gun placed in her shoulder holster. "It's in the loft. I bought it for him three weeks ago and I just couldn't wait to see his face when he saw it for the first time," his voice cracked.

"I'm sorry," Clarissa said.

She led Leonard over to the stairs. She went over to Amir’s body which lay at the bottom, his limbs skewed at unnatural angles. She put two fingers to his neck but already knew he was dead.

“Who is he?” Leonard asked.

“I’m not sure, but I would think he’s a Kinetic bounty hunter.”

They both ascended the stairs, Clarissa guiding Leonard by one of his arms, and went up to the Mezzanine. He smiled at Holly as Clarissa untied her. She came running over and threw her arms around her father.

"I love you daddy, is everything going to be okay now?" she said through tears as she looked up at him. Leonard looked down but said nothing for a moment.

"I love you too Holly. We'll get this mess sorted out now," he said as he glanced up to Clarissa.

They all walked back down the stairs and then through the warehouse towards the door.

Clarissa was the first to see the three men standing by the door and her stomach immediately shrunk into a tight knot. Her eyes locked on the face of the man standing closest to them. She couldn’t breathe and felt her heart begin to pound inside her ribcage. Her grip loosened on Leonard’s arm and she stopped walking as her head began to spin. She tried to speak but her mouth felt too dry. A single word eventually slipped from her lips.

“Sean.”
















 


 


 

Chapter 33
 

Sean stood perfectly still with Richter and Miles behind him. Miles was holding a gun by his side. The two hollow voids that served as Sean’s eyes penetrated through Clarissa, while his lips spread into a smile that nauseated her. He wore large boots that thumped on the floor as he took two steps forward.

"The waiting was hard," he rasped, "but the moment has arrived now". 

His skin was covered in dark red sores and thin, web-like veins could be seen just underneath the surface. The skin surrounding his eyes was red and swollen, thin capillaries pushing their way to the surface. 

Leonard and Holly looked with confusion at Clarissa, her face drained and motionless as she stared at Sean. She took a step backwards, not taking her eyes from his. Sean glanced at Leonard and Holly with a flicker of confusion. His eyes narrowed as an unbearable silence filled the air and he studied the two people with Clarissa. 

Suddenly Sean moved his arm sideways. Leonard and Holly were thrown at an angle, away from Clarissa. They fell and were pushed along the floor. Holly screamed. Clarissa tore her eyes from Sean and watched Holly and Leonard struggle as they were pushed by an invisible force along the warehouse and towards a large steel container, which was resting on its side. Sean arced his hand and the father and daughter were thrown into the metal box. With his other arm, Sean swung and watched as the container tilted then fell forwards, closing the huge steel lid. The sound was deafening as it slammed on the floor. It rocked before coming to rest, dust settling around it. The container lay upside down on its lid with Holly and Leonard trapped inside.

"Who are they?" Sean asked, but Clarissa didn't answer and he didn't seem interested enough to ask twice.

"Waiting, waiting, waiting... that's all I seemed to have been doing these past few years. Waiting for this day to arrive." Sean spat blood from his mouth and Clarissa half noticed the two men behind him look nervously at each other. She took another step back, her eyes darting around for something, anything that could help. Any hope she had of making a run for it seemed pointless.

Sean raised his arm and Clarissa was lifted, three feet in the air from where she stood. She screamed and tried to struggle, but her limbs were fixed, no longer under her control. Sean saw the gun, visible in her holster and moved a finger. The gun flew out, and across the warehouse floor. He flicked with his other hand and her arms were suddenly pulled outwards by the unseen force and outstretched by her side.

"It’s time for your crucifixion," Sean laughed, several sores opening up on his face as the skin cracked. He glanced back at Richter and Miles to ensure his audience were paying close attention. His eyes scanned the warehouse and were drawn to shards of glass lying beneath the broken windows and reflecting the moonlight. Through several hand movements, three large fragments were raised up from their resting places and he moved them over to Clarissa. He made them hover momentarily in front of her face as she tried to twist free from her invisible shackles. The first shard sliced deep into the pale flesh of her cheek as Sean whipped his hand forward. Blood sprayed the floor and Clarissa screamed with horror, a deep burning pain engulfing the side of her face. The other two shards cut into her arm and stomach, creating deep gashes in her flesh.

"Please stop," she cried as she hovered, arms outstretched as blood fell to the floor below.

Miles and Richter exchanged concerned glances again. They hadn't realised just how sadistic Sean had become. He was going to kill her, they knew that before they arrived, but he was drawing it out into a grotesque display. They slowly realised Sean’s mind was focused on torture. They both watched as his eyes flashed with amused satisfaction and the blood fell from Clarissa's wounds. A sick smile was painted on his face. His own blood dripped slowly from his left eye and nose, his lips a bright crimson.



***



Inside the steel container, Holly moved close to her father. It was dark, with no light penetrating the box. She was terrified.

"It’s okay Holly, stay close," Leonard whispered with a tremble. He felt his body shake and tried to force himself to stop. Sweat had begun to gather on his forehead and his hands felt clammy. He pushed out with his legs, but the steel box was resting on its lid and it didn’t move. Leonard took small, shallow breaths. He felt as if he couldn’t breathe, the panic was starting to rise inside. He inhaled a deep lungful of air and tried to calm himself down. He had to stay composed for Holly.

They heard a scream outside. Clarissa’s shrill wails penetrated the solid walls of the steel container with ease.

"What’s happening?" Holly asked, pushing herself closer to her father. "What are they doing to her?"

"I don’t know," her father replied. 

Leonard shut his eyes tight and tried to block the screams. He pushed on the steel walls of the container again, the futile effort only serving to increase the pounding of his heart.

"Shouldn’t we help her?" Holly asked.

There was a long pause; she could only hear her father’s rapid, shallow breaths. He put an arm around her shoulder and pulled her nearer. She paused and turned to him with confusion.

"Did you get out of the handcuffs daddy?" she asked with a whisper. He held her close.

"Yes, they weren’t on very tight; I managed to slip out of them." 

"I’m scared," she said.

Leonard kissed her head.

"We’re going to get out of here Holly. It’s going to be all right."



***



Sean slowly moved his eyes over the bloodied body of his victim as she hung in the air. He tilted his head from side to side trying to absorb all the details of her suffering.

"You have a child don't you," he said, releasing the words slowly, in a long drawl. "I want you to know now..." undisguised glee was helping to form his sentence, "...that I am going to kill your son when I'm finished with you."

Clarissa cried out, screaming something through the tears, her words obscured by terror. She struggled again, desperate to somehow twist herself free, but her limbs remained locked in the crucifix pose.

Sean gestured again and the three blood stained shards moved back in front of Clarissa's face. He repeated the movements of before, the glass slicing into different parts of her flesh. Her clothes were torn and stained red. She could feel her head spin and suddenly felt faint. Her head nodded forward as her eyes rolled back in her head. Sean stopped smiling.

His dark eyes narrowed as he slowly rotated his wrist. Clarissa’s left arm began to twist and then bend at the elbow, against the natural direction of the joint. There was a crack as the bone broke and Clarissa wailed in pain. Her eyes opened.

Sean’s smile expanded, covering the width of his face. He lifted his arms and she rose up towards the roof of the warehouse. Clarissa looked down as she was raised twenty feet into the air. With another hand movement Sean arranged the three shards of glass, together with three larger ones, beneath her. They rested on the floor directly underneath where Clarissa was hovering. They were fixed, by Sean's influence on their ends; their sharp edges pointing up. 

Richter glanced at Miles as he realised what Sean was going to do. She was going to be impaled on the glass. 

Sean kept the glass fixed below and glared up at Clarissa floating above. Her eyes were wide as she stared back at him. Blood fell from her wounds onto the floor and Sean waited, savouring the moment. Then he raised a hand and swung it down with a forceful grunt. Clarissa began to fall.
















 


 


 

Chapter 34
 

Autumn, 1981

The boy's foot loses its purchase on the slope of the embankment, and he slips as he turns to see the train rumbling closer. The older boy hasn't moved from his position on the track and he whimpers, eyes half open as the train approaches. The boy knows that the train is too close, and is moving too fast to stop in time. He can hear the sound of the horn as he reaches the bottom of the slope, the train almost upon the older boy.

"Stop!"

The boy hears the voice from behind him. It is a voice he recognises. He turns to see his father standing at the top of the embankment, staring down at him with anger. The boy watches as his father raises his arm and pushes forward. The boy turns and his jaw drops as he sees the whimpering, half conscious bully rise from the tracks, and glide smoothly to a small, grassy hill on the opposite side of the rail. He turns back, mouth open and looks at his father.

The train rushes past, horn blaring as the boy's father climbs down the embankment, glaring at his son.

"Come here," he says.

The boy walks over, not saying a word. His father grabs his arm when in reaching distance and pulls hard. They both ascend the slope to the top of the embankment. He pulls his son through the gap in the fence, glancing back to see the older boy sit up and rub his head. The father and son emerge into the field and the father flips his son around and crouches in front of him. The boy doesn't want to make eye contact but his father places two fingers under his chin and raises it up until they are looking at each other.

"I'm sorry," the boy says in a barely audible voice.

"That isn't good enough." His father's face is like stone. “What you have just done is reckless beyond belief. I haven’t brought you up to treat people like that. What you..." he pauses and starts again, "what we can do is extremely dangerous. It is dangerous in a number of ways." He points over, in the direction of the tracks, "that is one of them. That boy could have been killed today. You could have killed him." 

The boy tries to look down again, tears beginning to well. 

His father lifts his chin with a gentle finger and continues. "It can also be dangerous if people find out about what we can do. We don’t know what they’d do if they found out. You can’t tell anybody about this, ever. Not even your mother, do you understand?” 

The boy nods slowly, "I'm sorry," he says again.

"I’m telling you this to protect you. Don’t ever use this gift in the way you just have. It's difficult to control, it can..." The father stops for a moment as his own eyes slip to the grass by their feet, "...it's too dangerous." 

The boy’s father stands up and he rests his hand on his son’s shoulder. "I should have realised you could do this sooner. I tried not to think about it - tried to push it to the back of my mind - but I knew there was a possibility. When we first discovered this ability we had no idea it could be passed on but..." The shadow of a smile flashes on his face and he looks down at his son. The boy is staring up at him with wide, moist eyes and the father suddenly realises he is unloading his own burdens. 

He sighs, "now, let’s get you home. Your mother is getting the dinner ready." He puts an arm over the boy’s shoulders and they start to walk back through the field towards their home.

As they walk in silence, the boy thinks of what has just happened; the realisation that his father can do what he thought was unique to him. He smiles at the thought of this secret, was it just them? He doesn’t fully understand everything his father has just told him. He doesn’t understand why he shouldn’t use the ability, even if he is careful. But as they approach home, he thinks that perhaps his father’s reasoning will become clearer over time. What happened at the train line, moments earlier, is already forging a memory in the boy’s mind that won’t be easily forgotten. He promises to himself that he will do as his father asks.

When they arrive home they both go into the kitchen and the boy's father takes a seat at the dining table. He picks up a newspaper and begins to read. The boy stands at the kitchen door and stares at his father then looks over to his mother, preparing dinner at the stove. She turns and smiles at him.

"At last," she says warmly and comes over to kiss the boy on the head. She looks at him squarely in the eyes, the smile spreading across her face. "I was wondering where you'd got to Leonard."
















 


 


 

Chapter 35
 

As Clarissa began to fall towards the shards of glass resting below, Sean and his accomplices didn’t notice the sound of steel, tearing like paper. As she fell, her eyes focused on the pointed shards balancing unnaturally on their edge. Sean gazed through black, dilated eyes as his victim plummeted.

Clarissa was three feet above the glass when her descent began to slow suddenly. Within two more feet she had come to rest above the shards, her body horizontal. As she slowed and came to a stop, her arms and legs fell forwards, pain shooting from her broken arm and through her shoulder. She floated there with her chest barely a foot from the glass spikes. She stared down at them, unsure of what was happening. The shards suddenly shattered, with all the fragments immediately falling to the warehouse floor then moving away from beneath her body and gathering in a small pile by the crates.

Sean stared in disbelief before swinging round angrily to see Richter and Miles standing with their mouths open, looking at something past Sean. He turned back to the direction of their gazes and saw a pale, gaunt figure standing outside the steel container. 

Leonard stood with his right hand held before him. A small hole had appeared in the box; the steel torn and folded back against the sides. Holly stood behind her father, close enough to hold onto his jacket. Leonard was making tiny movements with his fingers and staring at Clarissa. He paused and glanced at Sean.

Leonard turned his attention back to Clarissa and she began to glide over to the opposite side of the warehouse. He laid her down softly on a small pile of cardboard.

Sean stepped forward as anger bubbled inside him. Leonard took a step back and held Holly close to him with one hand resting behind her back. Her mouth was open wide, amazement on her face. She glanced back, through the hole in the steel crate and saw the handcuffs. The clasps had been twisted and snapped, allowing Leonard's wrists to work free. 

"Who the fuck are you?" Sean rasped.

"I'm no one," Leonard said, watching the three men carefully.

Sean turned and looked at Miles who instantly stepped forward. He raised the gun, pointed it at Leonard and pulled the trigger. It didn't move. He tried to squeeze it harder. Nothing, it had jammed. He looked up with a strange mix of exasperation and terror. Sean snorted with frustration and turned towards Leonard, who started to back away, hobbling on his wounded leg in the direction of where Clarissa now lay. 

She had managed to move herself into an almost sitting position against the wall. The lacerations in her flesh were still bleeding, but to a lesser degree than a few moments earlier. She wrapped some fabric from her own clothes around several of them and that had prevented further blood loss. A dull throb resonated through her arm and she kept it still, holding it close to her body. She looked up to see Leonard, holding Holly by his side as he limped over. 

Sean looked around the warehouse. He saw what appeared to be an ancient CNC machine, resting on one edge. It had obviously been cannibalised for spare parts and lay in several large sections. Sean elevated one of the parts off the ground and accelerated it towards Leonard. It sped from one side of the warehouse to where he was standing in half a second. Leonard kept backing away slowly while staring at Sean. Clarissa looked on in horror and screamed a warning. The section of machine suddenly came to an abrupt halt. It was only a few feet from colliding into the father and daughter. Leonard's eyes never left the three men and he continued to back away.

"Just leave," Leonard said, getting closer to Clarissa, "leave us alone."

The machine section hovered motionless in the air. Sean attempted to move it but his ability seemed to no longer have an effect on the object. He cursed and elevated the other two sections. They followed the same course but also came to a sudden halt, only inches from hitting Leonard. They rotated slowly in the air, bobbing gently.

Sean felt a droplet of blood fall from his nose and onto his lip. He very slowly licked it away but it was followed by another. He looked down at his hands to see the veins under his skin elevated, swollen and surrounded by sores and blemishes. His concern over his physical health was swallowed up by an intense anger spewing inside his stomach. He heard some movement behind him and noticed Miles drop the gun and make a run for the door. Sean, furious, flicked his hand and Miles was lifted from the ground and thrown against a steel pillar. His body cracked against the solid metal support and Clarissa winced as she watched him fall to the floor, his body limp and lifeless.

Richter, stepped forward and began to gesture with his arms. Several objects elevated from their resting positions: crates, lengths of steel pole, wooden boarding and he flung them in the direction of Leonard and his daughter, now standing just in front of Clarissa. All items came to rest a few feet before hitting them, as if paused by a remote control.

"You're going to die with her," Sean spat in Leonard's direction. 

Richter picked up the gun and swung round, he pulled the trigger and the gun fired. He hadn't taken any time to aim his shot and the bullet hit one the objects floating in front of Leonard. He tried to fire again, but this time the trigger wouldn't move, as if jammed. He looked up slowly and his eyes met Leonard's. He is doing it, Richter thought to himself. This man could somehow control the ability with such precision that he could jam the trigger of a gun over a distance of thirty feet. Richter had never heard of anything like that before.

"What's wrong?" Sean asked. "Shoot him."

"I can't, the trigger won't move. It's him, he's stopping it."

Sean snatched the gun from Richter and tried to fire but the trigger remained fixed in one position. He threw the gun to the floor and grunted towards Richter. They both began to advance on Leonard, Holly and Clarissa.

"Leave," Leonard shouted again, his eyes darting between the two men. They continued to approach, faster with each step. 

Leonard suddenly raised both arms and the floating objects that had been gathered between him and the men, stopped rotating. He pushed forwards and they burst from their nonchalant bobbing into an accelerating blast of debris towards Sean and Richter. Sean ducked and narrowly escaped being hit by several steel poles, but a section of machine collided with Richter knocking him to the floor. It was a glancing blow which would have killed him if it had been a direct impact. As he fell backwards, he instinctively put his arm out to break his fall. The glass lying below sliced into the flesh of his hand and he rolled over to one side. The blast of objects tore past the two men and smashed into the walls of the warehouse with a loud crashing sound, then fell to the floor. Richter got up, wiping the blood from his hands on his clothes and creating a red smear across his chest.

"We need to get out of here," Clarissa said to Leonard and tried to get up from the floor. But her attempt failed and she slipped back down to her sitting position. Leonard continued to look at the two men who had now started to advance once again.

Sean raised an arm. The large steel container that had held Leonard and Holly rose up from the floor. As it did so, Sean felt a pounding in his head while blood fell from the corner of his mouth. He looked over to Richter who immediately understood his intention. Richter raised both arms and the steel container rose up a few more feet, now under the control of both men. Sean twisted his wrists a few degrees and the container began to spin, steadily picking up speed. He looked over to Leonard with a thin smile, obscured partially by the blood falling from his eyes. Richter glanced over to Sean and nodded, the two of them suddenly pushed forward and held their arms outstretched. The huge steel box accelerated towards Leonard, Holly and Clarissa. Holly screamed while Leonard took a final step back, his eyes wide. He lifted three fingers and pushed gently. The container began to slow. Sean and Richter pushed their arms forwards again but Leonard raised his other hand and pushed forwards into the air. The container continued to decrease in speed and eventually came to rest, spinning between them. Sean grunted with effort as he stepped forward, his head pounding.

Clarissa looked on in amazement as the steel box refused to move any further. It just continued to spin in mid-air. She looked at Leonard and was surprised to see a sudden serenity wash across his face. He appeared to become relaxed as he gently pushed his two hands forwards, ever so slightly. 

Richter, his face red with effort, pushed and looked over to Sean. He saw his accomplice bleeding from his eyes, nose and mouth. The skin on Sean's face and hands was turning red. The veins were protruding unnaturally with several large sores weeping. He turned back and looked at the gaunt, yet composed face of Leonard and suddenly realised something - this man was different. Something about him was opposed to every other person with the ability he had ever met.

He stared in awe as he watched Leonard slowly raise one of his hands. With shock, Richter suddenly realised he was being lifted from the floor. He flailed his limbs in an attempt to stop the ascent but it was useless. He watched with helpless terror as Leonard moved two fingers and he felt a rush upwards. He hit something hard and then there was darkness.

 Sean had glanced over to see Richter rising from the floor and then flung up to the roof of the warehouse. Richter hit a steel beam, knocking him unconscious, before falling back to the floor. Without Richter’s help Sean felt a sudden increase of pressure pushing back from the steel container. Sean snorted as he pushed harder. His head throbbed and felt liquid rolling down his face as the effort increased the bleeding. His vision became distorted by a red glaze covering everything. He heard a loud bang but nothing had fallen. The sound had come from inside his own head. The thumping pain increased and he cried out in agony but refused to stop pushing. His eyes closed and when he opened them again he saw nothing. Not even the red glaze, just a void of darkness. He finally stopped pushing and raised both hands to his head, squeezing hard on his temples. He felt a final excruciating burst and screamed like a dying animal before slumping down to the floor. Dust billowed out from beneath him as his body fell and lay in a heap.

Leonard lowered his hands. The steel container slowed its rotation and then came to a gentle rest on the floor. He drew in a long breath and exhaled slowly as he turned round. He crouched down and hugged Holly, closing his eyes tightly. She wrapped her arms around him and cried into his chest. He opened his eyes, still hugging Holly, and saw Clarissa slumped against the wall staring at him nervously.

"You don't need to worry, I'll come with you." He stood up and looked down at Holly. "I'm tired of running." He walked over to Clarissa and she stared up at him. Her wounds looked painful and she held her broken arm close to her side.

"You're not like the others are you?" she said, staring at the thin man standing before her. 

Leonard shrugged, "I'm not sure I'm so different. I didn't know I was capable of killing before those two men who broke into my house. I’ve never felt hate like that before."

"How long have you had the ability?" Clarissa asked, but already knew the answer.

"Since I was a child, six or seven I think. I've hardly ever used it... it's a dangerous thing to use."

A fleeting thought passed through Clarissa's mind of Victor Clancy and the story she told him about Jared Oseman. There are others. 

"Why didn't you use the ability when the bounty hunter was pointing a gun at Holly? She could have been killed." Clarissa asked.

"The gun was never going to fire," Leonard replied, glancing to Holly. "I stopped the trigger from moving. When he pulled out the other gun it took me by surprise. He would have killed me if you hadn't shot him."

Clarissa alternated glances between Leonard and Holly, barely believing what she was about to say. Leonard looked at her with a perplexed expression as she just stared at them but saying nothing, then her mouth opened, as if ready to start speaking. She stayed like that for a few seconds, her lips poised to speak but barely daring to utter the word she already knew was coming.

"Run," she said finally.

"What?"

"The rest of my team are on their way, they'll be here any moment. Run Leonard. Take your family and leave the country, I can't protect you from what's going to happen to you. You'll be sent to Cove Rock and nothing I say or do will prevent that from happening. You're a Kinetic that's all they're going to hear." She focused a steel gaze that penetrated Leonard’s eyes, "you need to run."

Leonard turned and looked at his daughter, standing beside him and thought for a second. Slowly, he began to nod and turned back to Clarissa.

"Thank you," he said, "will you be all right?"

"I need a few stitches and my arm needs setting, but they'll be here to help me with that. Get out of here."

Leonard smiled at her and stood there for only a second more. He stared down at her with thankful eyes, moonlight reflecting from his pupils.

Then the shots were fired. 

The bullets hit Leonard in the back, three in total. There were screams from Holly and Clarissa as Leonard's smile evaporated. His eyes glazed over in vacancy as he stumbled forward. He turned around slowly and saw six men standing by the open door to the warehouse. His eyes became blurred but he managed to focus on Howard Kirkland who was standing closest to him. Howard’s arms were outstretched and holding a gun which was pointing at Leonard. Leonard turned to his daughter and attempted a smile. She stood in a stunned silence.

"I..." Leonard said, unable to form the sentence. He knew he wasn't going to be able to say what he wanted to, so closed his mouth. He could taste blood as he looked at Holly who was staring back silently. He forced a final smile in her direction.

His head began to spin and his vision became distorted while his fleeting attention was drawn to a distant voice behind him. It belonged to Clarissa.

"Stop!" she yelled, but it was too late. Howard fired two more shots which both struck Leonard in his chest. The force pushed him backwards and he fell to the floor next to Clarissa. His eyes dilated as he stared up towards the roof of the warehouse.

A thought suddenly pushed its way through Leonard’s swaying consciousness. As he stared at the roof of the warehouse he could see the stars through the four skylights with his failing vision. His distorted sight washed away the reality around him and he saw tiny floating particles everywhere. He was vaguely aware of movement in his fingers and, as they moved, he saw the particles begin to dance around before him in elegant patterns. 

Atoms, he thought as he watched them move. They were everywhere and made up everything. He could control them with such simplicity that it surprised him. Then he could no longer feel the movement of his fingers and the particles stopped their fluid movements. Leonard blinked as his vision blurred. Then he saw nothing.

Clarissa stared down at him. A curious smile flickered on his face before it was washed away by relaxing muscles. A final breath left his mouth and Clarissa screamed.
















 


 


 

Chapter 36
 

Clarissa sat up in her hospital bed. Her arm was set in plaster and several large patches covered stitches on her face and body. The cuts in her flesh had been deep and more serious than the doctors had first assumed. They had decided to keep her in the hospital for a few days, but Clarissa was eager to leave. It had been two days since Leonard had been shot and killed, but she could close her eyes and see images of his face with perfect clarity; lying motionless beside her as a beam of moonlight shone on his pale face.

She had been informed that the name of the person who kidnapped Holly was Amir Sohal. He was a bounty hunter of unknown origin. His name could only be traced back a few years in his history and was not assumed to be his birth name. He had reputedly been travelling all over the world for several years, tracking down Kinetics and, more often than not, killing them in cold blood. He was wanted for questioning regarding several suspicious, non-Kinetic deaths in the US and France. It appeared he didn't always kill the correct people and his past was beginning to catch up with him. Clarissa was set to file a report on his death as soon as she returned to work, but she wasn't particularly concerned about any formal disciplinary action against her. She shot Amir in self defence. Not only that, he had kidnapped a ten-year-old girl and threatened to kill her.

While Clarissa was in the operating theatre having her wounds stitched, Howard led the team and tracked down the location of where the video feed from Amir's camera was being sent. Mr
Calvin
Forest was arrested early the next day. They found the video recorded from Amir's camera on one of his computers. It was being scrutinised by the forensics department. However, one thing was clear as far as Howard Kirkland was concerned. The video proved beyond doubt that Leonard Samson had the ability. Not only that, but he was also a particularly powerful Kinetic. Howard had taken a sigh of relief after seeing the video. He had not killed an innocent man after all.

Frank Richter was still unconscious when PKI's loaded him into a secure van, fitted with kinetic restrictors. He would eventually be sent back to Cove Rock.

Sean and Miles were both found dead on the scene. Sean had suffered severe internal bleeding and his autopsy revealed his brain had all but liquefied. No one had any clue as to why that had happened beyond the theory put forth by Victor Clancy regarding the extremely rare 'Rawling syndrome', whereby the intense effort of using the ability in a magnetic field had started some kind of chain reaction in his body. The more he used the ability, the faster he progressed towards his death. 

Clarissa took in a deep breath and closed her eyes as she thought of the events that had unfurled over the past two days. She had yet to file a formal report about Leonard Samson, but she had already decided to write the truth. She knew that it wouldn't be well received by McCrillis, or Howard for that matter, but she didn't care. She was going to make it clear that she believed Leonard was a different type of Kinetic. She would write that he claimed to have had the ability since a small boy and he had never developed any violent or destructive tendencies. She knew what would happen when she submitted the report. McCrillis would claim that there was no definitive proof that he was any different to other Kinetics and there would be no reason to jump to that conclusion based on what Leonard Samson had claimed. Clarissa knew that it would take more than her report to create such a massive shift in the way Kinetics were viewed. The police department and the public at large were more than satisfied with the notion that all Kinetics were psychotic monsters and should be locked up for the rest of their lives. It would take something a lot more to change that view.

Her mind wandered and, for a moment, she thought about the call from Clarity Cell Forensics while she was on her way to the warehouse. That extra sample of blood which was found on the night of the break in was still lingering in her mind. It didn't belong to any family member, or either of the two intruders. Clarissa frowned and tried to work out how that could fit into everything. Leonard had admitted to killing the two men, so who did that blood belong to? Who else was there that night?

As she thought about the blood, she turned her head and was surprised to see Howard standing at the door to her room. She forced a smile and asked him to come in. He took a seat next to her bed and leaned back. There was silence for a moment as they regarded each other. Howard spoke first.

"How are you?"

"Recovering," Clarissa said, another smile struggled onto her face. Howard saw the effort it took for the expression to manifest itself. He could have almost convinced himself that the large patch on her cheek was restricting her facial movement, and making her expressions less than convincing, but he knew better. There was a coldness between them and Howard began to feel uneasy, almost regretting the visit.

"I've finished my report," he said, leaning forward with his elbows resting on his knees. "I've just put down what I saw. Nothing more, nothing less."

Clarissa nodded, but said nothing.

"What will you put in your report?" he asked.

"The truth. Leonard Samson saved my life," Clarissa was unable to prevent the bitterness from showing.

"Clarissa, you were covered in blood and this man - the lead suspect in our case - was standing over you. What the hell was I supposed to do?" Howard said, trying to stop his frustration from turning to anger. Clarissa shook her head with resignation and stared at the blankets covering her legs.

"I don't know Howard, I... I don't blame you for what happened. I'd have probably done the same, I..." Clarissa shook her head again as she looked up at her colleague with an expression that seemed to plead for understanding.

"Leonard Samson was a proven Kinetic," Howard said in a low monotone as he stared into Clarissa's eyes. "He has killed three men to our knowledge. True, the ones we know about weren't exactly model citizens, but he was a murderer."

"You know you're distorting the facts Howard. The two men he killed on that night broke into his house, killed his son, raped his wife and were about to rape his ten-year-old daughter. Tell me you wouldn't have done the same?"

"I'm just saying that he was a Kinetic who had a proven record of killing people. He would have progressively developed with increasing violent tendencies and would have then began to kill for fun." Howard was keeping his sentences slow and concise, as if he was trying to convince a judge. Clarissa thought he could have been an excellent lawyer.

"He'd had the ability since he was a boy Howard. He was different... I'm telling you... I know he was."

"He says he had the ability since a child, but those are words that came from his lips. How can we substantiate that claim? Come on Clarissa, even you must realise you're sounding naive."

"All I realise is that he saved my life!" The words came out of her mouth with more venom than she intended and a fresh wave of silence descended between them.

"That's the problem," Howard said softly after a moment. He was using a tone that was attempting comfort, but Clarissa chose to interpret as patronising. "You're letting the fact that this man saved you, cloud your judgement."

Clarissa shook her head, "let's just drop it. I'm not in the mood for this right now."

Howard nodded and leaned back into his chair as he thought about the warehouse and that night. He had arrived with the others to see Leonard Samson standing over the woman he loved. A thought that had been lingering since that time suddenly re-occurred to him; would he have taken those shots as readily if he wasn't in love with Clarissa?

"Are you going to the funeral?" he asked. 

Clarissa looked at him and nodded slowly.

"I think it's the right thing to do. Do you know when it is?"

"It's in four days... Friday morning," Howard said. "That was part of the reason why I came by; I wanted to let you know. I assumed you'd want to go."

They sat for a few more moments, neither knowing what to say. Howard wanted to apologise and beg for her forgiveness. But he knew he wouldn't be able to apologise, he didn't believe he had done anything wrong. He also knew that she wouldn't forgive him, or that she would ever feel a fraction for him what he felt for her. He finally got up with a sudden urgency.

"I'd better go, I'll see you when you return to work."

"Goodbye," Clarissa said softly.

Howard walked towards the door, pausing before going through it and rested a hand on the door frame. He turned and looked at her.

"I hope..." he began, struggling for the words. "...I hope this isn't going to stop us from working together. We don't make a bad team."

She looked at him for a long time. The way he said it, made their working relationship sound almost like a marriage. She wasn't sure what he felt for her anymore and regretted ever starting a personal relationship with him. She still liked him, he was good to work with and was good at his job. She already knew that they would continue to work together, and they would work well. But she decided to reply in the same manner that he asked the question, as if they were working on a struggling marriage.

"We'll take it a day at a time," she said, this time her smile came through naturally, and the corner of Howard's mouth rose slightly in appreciation. He walked through the door and Clarissa heard his footsteps disappear down the hall. She closed her eyes and rested back on her pillow.
















 


 


 

Chapter 37
 

It was a bright, but chilly day. The sky was a pale blue, with only occasional interruptions of wispy clouds. The small crowd of people, all dressed in black, left the church and gathered in groups outside. There was quiet chatting amongst them while tears were wiped from cheeks and a soft breeze rolled by.

Clarissa stood alone when she left the church, her left arm in a sling and a small patch covering the stitches on her face. The service had been short and awkward - nobody was quite sure how they should react to the death of a Kinetic - but Leonard’s body was now being prepared for cremation. Clarissa hadn't cried during the service, for some reason it felt wrong to do so in the company of people who knew him so well and for so many years. But she had felt strange, almost hollow inside as the words of sympathy fell from the vicar's lips. She barely knew the man whose funeral she was attending but something had affected her during their few meetings; something she couldn’t quite place. 

She looked around at the groups of people and her eye fell on Joanna Samson. She was staring at Clarissa with an unmistakable look of contempt, a coldness that was communicated through unblinking eyes. Clarissa wanted to look away but, for some reason felt she owed it to Joanna not to. They stared at each other for what felt like aeons but eventually Joanna, with teary eyes, turned and began to talk to somebody who had approached her to offer words of support.

Clarissa turned and saw Holly standing alone. She stood next to a tree on an area of grass by the side of the church. She obviously wanted to be alone and stood with no emotion showing on her face apart from her eyes. They were red from tears as she gazed at the ground in front of her.

"She's been through a lot," a voice said, startling Clarissa. She turned and saw Victor standing next to her.

"Victor, what are you doing here?" she asked. 

Victor was staring ahead, not meeting Clarissa's eyes.

"I just wanted to pay my respects." 

Clarissa nodded, and turned to face in the direction Victor was looking. He seemed to be staring at Holly.

"Yes, she has been through a lot. Her little brother and father have both been killed within the space of a few weeks. I don't know how she's going to cope,"

"She has her mother, they'll manage somehow. It won't be easy but, what is it they say? 'Time is a great healer'." 

They stood in silence, looking at Holly for a few moments as the groups around the church slowly began to disperse. 

"It's a shame," Victor continued, "that the results from that blood sample which was sent to Clarity Cell came back so late. If Howard had known a third party was in the house that night, he might not have a taken the shot that killed Leonard quite so readily."

Clarissa began to nod slowly, but then a crooked frown appeared on her face.

"How did you know about the results..." she said, turning back to Victor, who remained gazing straight ahead. Her words trailed off as she saw him remain perfectly still, almost like an oil painting, eyes focused and stationary.

The story of Jared Oseman that Victor had told suddenly pushed its way to the front of her mind once more. A realisation began to form and her mouth fell open. "You contaminated the blood sample?" It was more of a statement than a question; she already knew it to be true. Victor remained silent, raising his chin slightly as he looked at Holly. "For God's sake, why? How?" Clarissa continued, but Victor still didn't answer. "You've falsified evidence? This is serious Victor. I'm going to have to report you."

Victor turned and looked at her, his face serious. When he spoke, he spoke with a self assured confidence.

"No you won't. We both know that Leonard Samson was different. Just like Jared Oseman, Leonard had nothing in common with all of those others in Cove Rock. They were both something much more. I did contaminate that sample. I did it two days after we spoke in the canteen. I have a lot of contacts at Clarity Cell so a visit to their labs was nothing out of the ordinary. It took barely a moment while backs were turned and minds were busy." He paused and reached out, holding Clarissa firmly by her shoulders. "I did it because I needed to create doubt; doubt about Leonard truly having the ability. Leonard needed to escape, it was vital because he, like Jared, holds the key to why they're different. There are others out there... somewhere. Probably all living their own, quiet lives just like Leonard. They probably keep their ability a secret, rarely using it for fear of being labelled a violent psychopath and thrown into some prison. I know you believe the same Clarissa and that is why you won't report me." Clarissa stared at him as he released his grip from her shoulders. He turned and began to walk away from her, then stopped. "I'm going away on business next week. I'll be gone for about a month, but when I return I'd like to speak to you about... a proposition."

Clarissa nodded slowly as she absorbed everything Victor had just said. It was true, she did believe Leonard was different, and she could understand why Victor had let Jared walk after their first meeting all those years ago. She already knew she wouldn't report Victor for the falsifying of evidence. The hypocrisy of doing so when, a few days earlier she had told Leonard to run and leave the country, wasn't lost on her. She wanted him to escape; she knew he needed to escape, for a reason that was beyond her understanding.

"Goodbye," Clarissa said slowly and watched Victor walk away.

She started to walk out of the church grounds, back to her car. She had already decided to take a holiday for a couple of weeks. She needed some time to think, but most of all she wanted to spend some time with William. After everything that had happened with Leonard, and especially little Ewan Samson, she wanted nothing more than to spend two weeks away with her son. She walked slowly, staring at the ground in front of her as she thought. 

When she was about to walk through the opening in the stone wall at the front of the church, she glanced back at Holly. The small girl was still standing alone by the tree. Clarissa's eyes became fixed on her. Holly was staring, with red, swollen eyes at the grass by her feet. Clarissa stopped and watched as Holly moved her hand from her side and held it, palm up. She saw a daisy flinch suddenly by Holly's feet. It flinched a second time, jerking to the right and was then plucked by invisible fingers. Clarissa's mouth began to open as the daisy slowly started to rise, through the cold air. A breeze rolled by and caught the flower, edging it sideways before it was carefully guided back on track. A smile flickered on Holly's face as it came to rest on the palm of her hand. She looked at it for a moment and then lifted her head. Her eyes locked on Clarissa, staring back at her from across the church grounds, and her smile evaporated as they gazed at each other. Clarissa turned her head and looked at the thinning crowd of people. No one else had seen. She turned back to the small girl holding the flower and smiled. She put a single finger up to her lips, held it there for a second and watched as Holly hesitantly returned the smile. Clarissa nodded once before turning and walking out of the church. She wanted to go home and see her son.
















 


 


 

Epilogue
 

Victor Clancy walked slowly up the steps to the apartment block. His legs ached and decided on making this his last trip to New York for a while. He had been travelling a lot lately and had already decided on lowering his work schedule. He was getting too old to be jet-setting around the world once or twice a month.

He pushed the buzzer by the side of the entrance and a man's voice answered.

"Hello?"

"It's me," Victor said, his breath heavy from the steps. The door buzzed and he walked through the foyer and called a lift. After a few seconds the lift doors opened. He stepped inside, selected the fourteenth floor and leaned against the lift wall, catching his breath. The lift didn't stop on its way up and opened a moment later. Victor stepped into a long hallway with a dark carpet running its length. Lights were positioned down the hallway and shone brightly, in spite of it being the middle of the day; very little light from the windows penetrated into the space.

He walked up to room 1414 and knocked on the door then waited. After a moment, a man in his thirties with short, dark hair and beard answered. Victor smiled a greeting and entered. They both walked into the main apartment. It was large and spacious. A window on the far side allowed natural light to enter and bathe the room in a pale glow.

"Take a seat," the bearded man said, walking over to a cabinet on the other side of the room. Victor walked to the sofa and slumped down with a satisfying groan. His legs throbbed and there was relief as the weight was unburdened from them.

"The usual?" the man asked, pulling out a bottle of scotch from the cabinet and pouring it into two glasses.

"Yes, thank you. I've been looking forward to a drink."

"Are you okay Victor?" the man asked, handing him the glass of whiskey. He brushed away a speck of white fluff from his plain black T-shirt as he walked over to a large fabric chair, opposite Victor, and sat down.

"Fine," Victor replied, "just getting old, that's all."

"So, what's the news?" the man asked, sipping his drink.

"It's about Leonard Samson."

The bearded man nodded and leaned forward in his seat.

"I thought so," he said smiling, "and?"

Victor's face suddenly turned serious.

"He died."

The bearded man frowned and sat back in the chair, taking another sip.

"Was he..."

"Yes," Victor interrupted, "he was like you."

The bearded man seemed surprised and couldn't prevent the sparkle of excitement in his eyes from showing.

"Are you sure?" he asked.

"As sure as I can be. He claimed to have had the ability since a small boy, but never developed any of the more undesirable side effects.

"How did he die?" the man asked, shuffling to the edge of his chair.

"He saved a colleague of mine, Clarissa Chapman, from a couple of Kinetics who harboured a grudge against her. He killed them, but when backup arrived they shot him before Clarissa had time to stop them. There was a video of his capabilities that I have watched several times. There is no doubt in my mind that his story is true."

"So there is one more," the bearded man said, turning and looking out of the window.

"There was one more, but there may be others." Victor sipped his whiskey then placed the glass down on the large glass coffee table between them. He shuffled as he reached into his pocket and pulled out a photo. He stretched across the table and handed it to the man, who studied it for a moment.

"Who is this?" he asked.

"That is someone who we need to keep a very close eye on in the next few years."

"Who is she?" the man asked for a second time.

"That is Holly Samson, Leonard's daughter. I think she might be like him." Victor picked up his drink from the table and regarded the dark liquid in the glass. He sloshed it around and then gulped it down in one. The man looked at the photo for a long time then placed it on the table. "There's one more thing," Victor continued, "I want to bring someone else on board."

"Who?" the man asked. He got up from his chair, leaving his drink, and walked over to the large window that looked out over Manhattan.

"Clarissa Chapman, the woman whose life Leonard saved. I think she'll be an asset and is starting to come around to the belief that there could be others like Leonard."

"Have you told her about me?" the man asked, still gazing out of the window.

"Yes, but... I told her you were dead. She wasn't ready for the truth at that point and may have reported me for harbouring a known telekinetic."

"But she's ready now?" The man turned and looked at Victor with bright blue eyes.

"I think so. I'm going to speak to her on my return to the UK. She'll want to meet you Jared."

Jared Oseman nodded and turned back to the view from the window. The city bustled with life beneath them.

"If she comes on your recommendation," Jared said, "I'd love to meet her."

Victor got up from the sofa, went over to the cabinet and made himself another drink, then walked over and joined Jared by the window. Jared glanced at Victor's drink and then at his own, still resting on the table by the chair. Victor watched as Jared opened his palm, resting it in front of him. Jared focused his gaze on the small glass and it began to wobble. The liquid inside sloshed gently and then the glass and its contents suddenly disappeared.

Victor smiled as the glass reappeared in Jared's waiting palm a fraction of a second later.

"Last time I came here you would have ended up with whiskey all over your hand if you tried a trick like that," he said. "It looks as though you're improving."

Victor noticed an air of sadness in Jared and put a hand on his shoulder.  

"We'll find more," he said, glancing back at the photo of Holly Samson, resting on the glass table. "I think we're getting closer."

Jared nodded as they both turned and gazed out of the window and a spark of a memory suddenly pushed its way into his thoughts. It seemed to be unrelated to anything he was thinking about, but he spontaneously remembered something his father had said a long time ago. His father had been in hospital at the time, suffering from pneumonia. He had been dipping in and out of consciousness for a few hours, but on one occasion he turned and looked at Jared sitting beside his bed. It was almost as if he was staring through his son. He remained, gazing in his direction for what seemed like days before a single sentence left his lips in a barely audible whisper. He simply said, 'atoms... they're everywhere'.



The End
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