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    I stepped out of the farmhouse, my mind racing. It can’t be true. There has to be a mistake. 
 
    The message on the phone was clear though – Is Genesis secure? Confirm CHAOS. It was under Mom’s bed, it had to belong to her. Was she working for them? Would she hand me over? Why wait all this time? No, no, no, that’s insane. 
 
    Crossing the yard, I tried to decide what to do next. Mom couldn’t be part of Chaos, that was insane, but something was definitely going on. Whatever it was, the farm was no longer safe. I paused, taking a shaky breath. It was hot out here in the August, late afternoon sun. I wiped sweat from my brow. 
 
    Glancing back at the house, I could see Mom at the window, washing the dishes. She waved at me, a smile on her face. She looked relaxed and happy. It must be a mistake. That was my mother, not some terrorist. Chaos were insane, they kidnapped me, forced me to fight zombies so they could test my abilities. Mom wasn’t part of that. I still had nightmares about my time there, they would never go away. 
 
    I forced a smile back at her, but it was anything but sincere. Inside I felt like I was going to explode. Everything had been going so well, we were safe, happy. Why did this have to happen now? 
 
     Opposite the house was the barn, where Wesley was still shovelling hay. I’ll tell him what I found. Then we can work it out together. 
 
    That would mean facing him after my little bombshell, when I accidentally told him that I loved him, but right now I had bigger things to worry about. Like the fact that my mother might not be who she says she is.  
 
    This is all Dad’s fault. He’s the reason I have trust issues. Of course I’m paranoid. I took a breath. I’ll speak to Wesley; we’ll figure this out and we’ll all be laughing about it by dinner. 
 
    A loud, droning sound drew my attention to the sky and a moment later, a large black helicopter flew over the barn, dangerously low. 
 
    I froze. Was it Gene-Pharm? Chaos? It looked similar to the one Breton had when he kidnapped me. 
 
    The helicopter manoeuvred itself so that it was facing the barn and then the pilot opened fire on it. I saw Wesley throw himself to the ground inside. 
 
    “NO!” I screamed. The bullets were cutting through the old wood, they would kill him. I have to do something. 
 
    Waving my arms, I started yelling, “Here! I’m here.”  
 
    The helicopter started to turn in my direction, I needed to get it away from Mom and Wesley. I took off running, heading for the field that lay beyond the farm. Hopefully I could buy them enough time to get out, but if one of the bullets found their mark… 
 
    Arms pumping, I tried to weave as I ran, hoping to dodge any projectiles. I stumbled a few times but managed to stay on my feet. I need to find somewhere to hide. I didn’t dare look back. I can’t become a zombie again.  
 
    Wesley was barely able to bring me back the last time, I couldn’t spend the rest of my days as some monster. I’d rather get taken out quickly, as awful as that sounded. 
 
    Suddenly, something exploded to my left and my feet left the ground. I was thrown into the air, arms pinwheeling, before hitting the ground hard. My head thumped against a rock and I blacked out.  
 
    When I opened my eyes, I was lying on my face, almost buried in soil. I turned my head slowly, checking to see if anything was broken. I could feel the blood pounding in my ears, the pain was almost unbearable, but I could still think and feel, so at the very least I was still human. 
 
     Groaning, I pushed myself up, my head was spinning, and my vision was blurred. I forced myself to sit up, fighting the urge to throw up. 
 
    The helicopter was still here, now positioned back at the house. I watched in horror as a missile was fired at the house. It struck the center of the house and exploded. Brick, glass and wood flew in every direction, the kitchen was consumed in a blaze of fire. 
 
    “NO! Mom!” I screamed.  
 
    I tried to stand up, but my legs wouldn’t support me. Putting a hand to my head, I found my forehead sticky with blood. I have to help them. They can’t die because of me. 
 
    The helicopter turned right, to face the barn. A second missile was fired, and the barn was obliterated.  
 
    “No, please, no,” I whispered. Not Wesley too. 
 
    Crawling forward, I reached out a hand toward our home. The pain in my head became unbearable, my vision swam, and I passed out.  
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    I opened my eyes against the glare of the light, feeling as though every nerve in my body was on fire. My head was the worst. Where am I? 
 
    Everything around me was white. Am I in Heaven? The thought made me laugh, but that caused pain to shoot through my head again. Groaning, I tried to cover my eyes with my hand.  
 
    “Ssh, try not to move,” someone whispered.  
 
    I turned my head slowly dropping my hand to find a familiar face. “Dad?”  
 
    He was sitting beside the bed I was in. He wore a baseball cap over his dark hair and he wasn’t wearing his glasses. I hadn’t seen him in months, where the hell was he? 
 
    This appeared to be a hospital, or at least some kind of medical building. I could see a man in a white coat on the other side of the room. There were at least a dozen other patients here too. Most of them were alone.  
 
    “Where am I?” I croaked. 
 
    “About twenty miles from the farmhouse. I found you unconscious in a field and brought you here,” Dad said. 
 
    The farmhouse? Mom! Wesley! 
 
    “Oh God. The helicopter. Tell me they’re okay,” I said, trying to sit up. 
 
    Dad moved to help me. “I arrived shortly after the attack. I saw them check the house and barn, there were bodies.” 
 
    I turned away. “No, they can’t be gone.” I started to cry. I’ve lost everything. 
 
    Dad squeezed my hand. “I’m so sorry, Jenna. I only had time to get you out of there.” 
 
    “Where were you? You were supposed to be coming back in a few weeks,” I said, letting the tears fall. 
 
    “I lied.” 
 
    Yanking my hand away, I snorted, “What a surprise!” He always had an agenda, more secrets that he didn’t want to share with anyone. Why should I be surprised? He did fake his own death after all, abandoning me and Mom. 
 
    “I didn’t want to put you and your mother in anymore danger. I stayed close by, but far enough away so that if I was tracked, I could keep them away from you.” So noble. There was more to it than that. There had to be. 
 
    “Well that worked out well, didn’t it?” I snapped. 
 
    That drew the attention of the doctor and some of the patients. I didn’t care what they thought. I wanted to hit him, if he had been there, maybe things would have been different. 
 
    “Please keep your voice down,” Dad said quietly. “I have you here under a fake name. We can’t risk Gene-Pharm finding us.” 
 
    “Was it them? Did they attack us?” Or was it Chaos? 
 
    Dad sighed. “I don’t know. I picked up some chatter, but it wasn’t clear.” 
 
    I remembered the phone. It must have been Chaos. They came to get me, but why fire on me? They probably weren’t too happy when I escaped. Maybe they would rather kill me than let the other side have me. 
 
    “Mom…” I started, but I didn’t know how to continue. How could I tell him that Mom might be working for Chaos? 
 
    “I’m sorry about your mother. I never meant for her to get hurt.” I could hear the pain in his voice, she was his wife, even if they were estranged. In the last few years, they always seemed to be arguing, but I could still remember what they were like when I was a kid. They loved each other. Like I loved Wesley. 
 
    “What about Wesley? Or did you forget about him? Again.” 
 
    “I know you were…close with Wesley,” he said. I could tell he was choosing his words carefully.  
 
    “I loved him,” I said. 
 
    Dad was silent for a moment. “Oh.” 
 
    “Just leave me alone,” I said, rolling onto my side so that my back was to him. I didn’t want to talk to him, I just wanted to be alone. Or at least as alone as I could be in a hospital. 
 
    After a few minutes, he got up, telling me he would be back tomorrow. I didn’t bother saying goodbye. Instead, I curled up under the scratchy sheets and cried. It was my fault that they were dead. I should have gone off on my own, left them to it. They would have been safe. 
 
    I just hope it was quick, that they didn’t suffer. It killed me that we couldn’t even bury them. Dad said he saw bodies; did Chaos take them? Or just dump them somewhere like garbage? 
 
     I should have been in there with them. Then this would all be over. 
 
    Chaos didn’t seem too concerned with keeping me alive if they opened fire on me. I ran my finger over the scar on my forehead that was already starting to heal. The X01 must have kicked in, but it was working slower than usual, probably because Wesley gave me the neutralizer. Wesley. 
 
    Feeling the pain rise inside me again, I dug my nails into the cut, drawing blood. I let it run down my face. Physical pain I could handle, but the rest of it?  
 
    “What are you doing?” the doctor snapped, rushing over to pull my hand away.  
 
    “Leave me alone,” I said. 
 
    “Nurse, bring me a sedative.” 
 
    “No,” I said, trying to yank my hand away. Then I realized that maybe being unconscious was a good thing.  
 
    The nurse arrived with a needle and I stopped fighting her. I felt my body start to relax as it took effect.  
 
    As the doctor started cleaning my wound, I drifted off into an uneasy sleep.  
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    A few days later, Dad took me home. Or at least to a home. It was a small two-bedroom apartment in the city. It took half a day to get here but I was just glad to get out of that hospital. The staff were cold and the doctor looked at me with suspicion after what I did to my head. Probably wanted to slap me in a straitjacket.  
 
    As I stepped inside the apartment, I took in the ageing décor. There was kitchenette to my right, a battered green couch directly ahead and two doors on opposite sides of the room, which I assumed were the bedrooms. 
 
    “What do you think?” Dad asked. 
 
    I shrugged. “Its fine. Which one is my room?” 
 
    He pointed to the door on the right side of the room. “Why don’t you go lie down for a while and I can make us some dinner,” he suggested. 
 
    “I’m not hungry,” I said, moving to the window beside the couch. It opened onto the fire escape. The city stretched out ahead of me and I could see Gene-Pharm HQ if I stood on my tiptoes. No matter what happens, they are always there, ruling over us pathetic humans. 
 
    “We’re kind of close to the enemy, don’t you think?” I said. 
 
    “That’s the idea. Hiding in plain sight. I have new identities for us and we’ll have to be careful when we leave the apartment. You’ll have to hide that hair.” 
 
    I ran a hand through my long red hair. It really needed a wash, especially after we were on the road so long. There weren’t many options in the hospital, and I wasn’t up for a bed bath. “Sounds like you have this all planned out,” I muttered. 
 
    “We’re still in danger, Jenna. Breton isn’t going to rest until he captures us.” Breton had been replaced by his son, Matthew. He was just as ruthless and money hungry as his father. No doubt he wanted revenge on us since his dad ended up as zombie chow, He shouldn’t have kidnapped and had me killed then. 
 
    “And Chaos?” 
 
    “They’ve been quiet lately. Which probably means they are gearing up for something.” 
 
    He started pulling out pots and pans to make dinner. 
 
    “Did you…do you think that…Mom could have been involved with Chaos?” I asked. 
 
    Dad raised an eyebrow and laughed. “What? Why would you say that?” 
 
    “When we were at the farmhouse, right before the helicopter showed up, I found a phone hidden under her bed. Chaos sent a message, asking if Genesis was secure.” 
 
    “I don’t…that’s impossible,” he said, brow furrowing. “You must have read it wrong.” 
 
    “I didn’t, Dad. Mom was Chaos.” She had to be, there was no other explanation.  
 
    He set the pan he was holding down on the counter. “No, if the phone was at the house then someone else must have put it there…” His eyes met mine. 
 
    “No! Don’t you dare accuse him.” When all else failed, blame Wesley.  
 
    “Why not? You’re accusing your mother!” 
 
    “It was under her bed!” 
 
    “It could have been planted there. You’re wrong, Jenna.” 
 
    “Fine, believe what you want. But I’ve had a lot of time to think about it. You were the top scientist at Gene-Pharm, Chaos would have known that. She could have been sent to keep an eye on you.” 
 
    Dad’s face contorted in rage. “Enough. I won’t have you talking about your mother that way. Go to your room.” 
 
    I laughed. “Go to my room? Are you serious? You ran off and abandoned me, you have no right to tell me what to do. Also, not that you remembered, my birthday was yesterday. I’m eighteen now.” It was just another thing on the long list of reasons that I hated him for. If I had literally anywhere else to go right now, I would be out that door. 
 
    He placed his hands on the counter and sighed. “I did forget. I’m sorry. I don’t want to fight with you Jenna. We’ve both lost so much. We might never know the truth, so please, can we just try to make the best of things?” 
 
    Crossing my arms, I turned back to the window. “Why are we here? What exactly is your plan for me?” I asked, because he always had a plan. He just never let me know what it was in advance. 
 
    “My plan is to bring Gene-Pharm down so that you will be safe. I’m not the only one, as you know. We won’t be alone in this fight.” 
 
    “Maybe I don’t want to fight anymore,” I said. Not too long ago he was telling me to stay out of it, to leave the city. If I had listened, where would I be right now? 
 
    “I know you don’t, but we don’t have a choice. Don’t you want to stop Breton? And Chaos?” 
 
    I thought of everything that had happened. I hated every single one of them. They deserved to hurt, to have their lives ripped apart too. If it wasn’t for them, Wesley and Mom would still be here. My life wouldn’t have been destroyed and I might be happy. 
 
    “When you say bring them down – what do you have in mind? They can’t be given the chance to come back. I want all of them gone for good.” 
 
    “Then that’s what we’ll do. I have people working on infiltrating Chaos, trying to locate their headquarters. As for Gene-Pharm, everyone thinks they are saviors. That they got rid of the zombies. What if we showed the country that they are wrong? Expose them and they’ll lose everything.” 
 
    I nodded. “Good, that’ll work.” Gene-Pharm had been hiding the truth for far too long. Playing at being the good guys when they would happily murder us all. 
 
    “We’ll talk about it later, you look exhausted.” 
 
    I was exhausted, how could I not be after everything that had happened over the last few days.  
 
    I trudged into my room to see what it looked like. It was decorated with gray wallpaper and held a twin bed and a dresser. All I needed was the bed. I flopped down onto it and closed my eyes. My head still throbbed. The doctor had to add a couple of stitches to it. While I hadn’t repeated my earlier stunt, I had taken to jabbing my thumb into the bandage covering the wound when I felt like things were getting too much. What I really wanted to do was find the assholes who attacked us and rip them apart. 
 
    I curled up on the bed wishing I had another sedative to knock me out. Without it, I just lay awake, replaying what happened over and over in my mind. Maybe I could convince Dad to get me something to help me sleep.  
 
    I swung between feeling numb to feeling everything. I honestly don’t know which one was worse. When I felt numb it felt like I was betraying them somehow, but when I felt the grief it overwhelmed me to the point where I could barely function. 
 
    Is it always going to be like this? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jenna 
 
      
 
    The smell of bacon woke me. Despite my anger at Dad, my hunger won out. I sloped into the kitchen to find him dishing out bacon and scrambled eggs. My favorite. Surprised he still remembers. 
 
    “Morning. Would you like some orange juice with this?” he asked. 
 
    “I’d prefer a…” 
 
    “Coke,” he finished. “Not a great choice, but I think we can make an exception.” 
 
    He grabbed one from the fridge and set it in front of me. He was trying too hard. Especially since he hadn’t made me breakfast since I was seven. He was always too busy, some days he was out the door before dawn and home long after I went to sleep. Most of the time it was just me and Mom. 
 
    “Oh, and I got you this too,” he said. He moved to the pantry, removed something from inside and placed it on the table in front of me. It was a cupcake, with blue frosting and a candle in it. He flicked a lighter and lit the candle. 
 
    “It’s not much and I’m sorry that I forgot, but happy birthday.” 
 
    I stared at the flame, currently in my numb state, I really didn’t care about his gesture. There was nothing to celebrate.   
 
    I was excited before this. I dreamed of a life of my own, away from all of this. Wesley was a part of that future and now any one I had, I would have to face alone. 
 
    “Blow it out then,” he said. 
 
    I did as he asked, then returned to my breakfast, without saying a word. No wishes for me. They never come true anyway. 
 
    “It will get better, Jenna,” he said. 
 
    I ignored him and continued eating, barely tasting the food. Things would never be better again, he was dreaming if he thought otherwise. 
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    “This is for you,” Dad said. He held up a device that looked like an oversized watch with a digital display. He turned it over to show a hole in the back. I could see a needle tucked inside.  
 
    “I’m almost certain that I don’t want that,” I said.  
 
    We spent the last couple of days going over the list of Gene-Pharm employees that we might be able to exploit. It would mean following them, spying on them to find out what they were hiding and then use it against them. It didn’t seem much different to what Chaos did.  
 
    He rolled his eyes. “It’s a device to monitor your vitals. As you know when…if you were fatally wounded, the X01 would kick in and you might turn into a….” 
 
    “Zombie?” Funny how he had a hard time saying the word when he was the one who made me this way. 
 
    “Yeah. Obviously, we want the X01 to heal you, but we don’t want you turning again. So, I’ve designed this. It will give the X01 time to heal you, but after a certain amount of time has elapsed, if it senses that you are turning, it will inject you with something to neutralize the X01.” 
 
    “What if I’m not done healing?” 
 
    “It will give you enough time. It’s better than risking you turning into a zombie for good.”  Dead or undead. Great choices! 
 
    “Well don’t sugar coat it. I take it since you are giving this to me, you believe that there is a possibility of me getting killed. Again.” I’d already died three times, how many times would be enough?  
 
    “No, I mean I hope not. But we’re going up against dangerous people. I’d rather not risk it.” 
 
    Not wanting to argue, I took the device and strapped it to my left wrist. I watched as it displayed my vitals, none of it meant much to me. I wasn’t the scientist.  
 
    “Happy now?” I asked. “How did you get this anyway?”  
 
    “When I spoke to Wesley on the radio, he told me what he had done and I was able to synthesize my own serum.” 
 
    I stared at the device, trying not to react to the mention of Wesley. I dug my fingers into my leg, trying to control the pain. Not being able to sleep these past few days didn’t help. I was surviving on Coke and coffee. 
 
    Dad was cleaning up the kitchen, not paying any attention to me. I wondered if it bugged him that his protégé was the one who created the neutralizer first.  
 
    “How did you get involved in all this? In the beginning? I know some things, but not all of it.” I took a seat on the couch, hoping that a story might distract me from my thoughts. 
 
    “What do you want to know?” Dad asked. 
 
    “Were you the one who released the virus on the subway train?” 
 
    Dad froze. “Who told you that?” 
 
    “A man called Danny. He says that you injected him with the antivirus. It was the first outbreak.” 
 
    Dad took a seat at the kitchen table. He looked shook. “I didn’t release it, but I did steal it from Gene-Pharm. What happened on the train was an accident.” He admitted it. He was responsible.  
 
    “Why steal it in the first place?” I asked, feeling nauseous. My own father started the outbreak. 
 
    “Because I knew what it could do. Gene-Pharm were cutting edge, always ahead of the game. It was my dream job, but once I got in there.” He sighed. “It wasn’t anything like I imagined. I thought they wanted to change the world, but they were only interested in making money. I saw them cut corners, lie, jack up prices of products. Then I was moved to this top-secret area and I found out about the virus. When I saw what it could do and how blasé they were about using it, I got scared. I didn’t even know what I was doing until I was out the door. There was only one vial as far as I knew. I thought if I could find a way to destroy it, that would be the end of it. I was stupid and naïve. Some men from Gene-Pharm chased me onto the train. When I tried to escape, I dropped the vial. I took off into the tunnel and never looked back.” 
 
    “You don’t ever feel guilty?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course I do!” he snapped. “I thought I was doing the right thing. Why do you think that I am trying so hard to bring Gene-Pharm down?” 
 
     I believed him when he said it was an accident, but it didn’t change the outcome. “Where did Mom come into all this?” 
 
    “I met her that day actually. Remember I said she hit me with her car? She offered to take me to the hospital but instead I asked her to take me to my parent’s cabin until I could figure out what to do next. She was drifting, or at least that’s what she called it. Her father had just died and she didn’t know what she was doing with her life. She stayed with me at the cabin. I ended up telling her everything.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but wonder if that was a coincidence or if Mom had been sent in to meet up with him. Maybe they had someone in the inside, who saw him take the vial. But that would mean she was part of Chaos for over twenty years. Her being threatened I could buy, her being a card-carrying member was a little harder to swallow. 
 
    “And then you decided to create your own X01 baby.” Gee honey, I know what’s missing in this relationship, let’s have a genetic freak for a baby. 
 
    “It wasn’t like that Jenna. We were completely off the grid at the cabin. The first I knew about the zombies was when I went into town for supplies. They were talking about it on the radio. I thought that was it, the world was over. I threw everything I could into making more antivirus, but I had no idea where to start. It was years before I considered combining it with an embryo. Gene-Pharm were trying to regain control, but I knew how quickly it could go wrong.” 
 
    It wasn’t a good enough excuse in my opinion. How did he think it would turn out? If he had been successful, if he knew what I could do, then what? More like me? Would he have built himself a small army? Trained us to take down Gene-Pharm? That was exactly what Gene-Pharm was trying to do! He could delude himself that he was better somehow, but he wasn’t. 
 
    “How did you get back in with Gene-Pharm?” I asked, because even after it all, he still went back to them. 
 
    “I changed my identity, even had some reconstructive work done. Enough so that they wouldn’t connect me to who I was before. There was a new boss, new staff. It wasn’t that hard. They needed the best scientists. I didn’t want to do it, but your mother convinced me that it would be better to be on the inside than wondering what was going on.” 
 
    Mom again. How long had she been pulling his strings? How many of his decisions were orchestrated by her?  
 
    “What is their endgame?” I asked, popping a can of soda, my third of the day. I needed to find a better alternative. 
 
    “To control everything. They’ve never stopped working on super soldiers. If they got their hands on you, they would have the perfect prototype.” 
 
    Yet he was willing to send me into the lion’s den anyway. It wasn’t too long ago that he was trying to force me to leave the city, but now he wanted me in this fight. It was a good thing I wanted to take them down as badly as he did, or I would be gone.  
 
    “Okay, so your plan? Where do we start?” 
 
    “With the employees. Everyone has secrets. If we can get someone on the inside working for us, we might have a shot at bringing them down.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
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    A month passed, Dad and I fell into our own routine. He would send me on recon missions, spying on the employees of Gene-Pharm. There were three men and one woman and so far, the worst thing any of them had done was to run a red light. They were low level, most working in the lab, but that meant they also knew what Gene-Pharm was creating next. 
 
    When I wasn’t running around the city, I was training. Dad only knew how to box so he started teaching me some moves. Along with some weight training, I was starting to develop some serious muscle. When Chaos had me, they didn’t have someone doing one to one training with them. I had to rely on instinct, a few years at gymnastics and the orders they gave me. I was fast and I could throw a punch, sometimes that was enough. Other times I had to rely on whatever weapon they gave me. Like that ice pick. 
 
    I preferred the recon trips to time spent with Dad. I liked getting outside, to move around, even if I did have to wear a wig or a hat to hide my hair and stick to the alleyways and backroads.  
 
    Life beyond the apartment continued as normal. Gene-Pharm products were everywhere. AS soldiers walked the streets and somewhere up in his ivory tower, Breton was lying to them all. 
 
    I fantasized about marching in there and throwing him through a window on the top floor, but I would be shot or arrested if I came within fifty feet of the building. So, I followed random people and passed on messages from Dad’s contacts. It kept me busy, I needed that. 
 
    Standing on a rooftop, I closed my eyes, enjoying the sun on my face. It felt good to be outside.  
 
    “Jenna?” the voice in my ear interrupted my solitude. Dad had earpieces like he was some kind of spy or something. 
 
    “Yeah, Dad?” I replied.  
 
    “I just received word that there is a possible informant at McCready’s bar. He has been in the last few days, spouting off about the Alliance and Gene-Pharm. If he has information, I need you to try and get it from him.” 
 
    “You want me to go find a drunk and try to recruit him?” 
 
    “Essentially yes,” he said. 
 
    “You do know that I am not twenty-one and won’t even get into the bar.” 
 
    “You can wait outside for him. From what I’ve heard he doesn’t get a chance to stay long before they kick him out.” 
 
    I glanced at my watch. “It’s not even noon.” 
 
    “Better hurry then. He’s got dark hair and a scar on his neck according to my source.” He gave me the address and I made my way to the bar. If this guy was drinking before noon, I doubted he would be much use. Plenty of people griped about the AS, it didn’t mean they had enough to bring them down. 
 
    McCready’s was a rundown place in need of a paintjob and a new sign. The M and Y were broken in it. The entrance was located in an alleyway and reeked of urine and vomit.  
 
    Why did I agree to do this? This place is disgusting. 
 
    I found a spot beside a dumpster, less than ten feet from the door. Settling myself on some wooden pallets, I waited. I got bored fast. Sitting still meant letting my mind wander and there were plenty of places I didn’t need it wandering to right now.  
 
    The door crashed open, startling me. A woman with blonde hair staggered out. She glanced my way as she lit a cigarette. 
 
    “What are you looking at?” she slurred. 
 
    “Is there a dark-haired guy inside with a scar on his neck?” I asked. 
 
    She took a drag of her cigarette, eyeing me up. “What’s it worth?” 
 
    Sighing, I pulled out a ten-dollar bill and held it up.  
 
    “The one claiming he’s going to take on the AS single handed?” she said. 
 
    “That’s the one,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, he’s in there. He’s going to get himself killed talking like that.” 
 
    “Probably.” I handed over the cash which she tucked into her bra under her tank top.  
 
    “You know you look familiar,” the woman said.  
 
    My cap was in place and I wore a blonde wig to hide my hair, but there was always a chance someone would recognize me. I took the baseball bat I had tucked into my backpack and rested it on my lap. I glanced at her. 
 
    “My mistake,” she said, hurrying away. 
 
    Once I was sure she was gone, I put the bat back. It wasn’t wise to be seen carrying anything more dangerous like a knife. I couldn’t afford to be stopped. 
 
    Another thirty minutes passed. I was starting to get hungry and I had a cramp in my leg from sitting. I got up and walked back and forth across the alley.  
 
    The door squeaked open behind me and I turned in time to see a man fall at my feet. A second later, he puked, hitting my sneakers with the backsplash. 
 
    “Gross,” I groaned. I noticed a jagged scar on his neck. This was the guy. 
 
    The man slowly raised his head to look at me. When his eyes met mine, I froze. 
 
    It can’t be. 
 
    “Wesley?” I whispered. 
 
    “Jen?” he sputtered, then his eyes rolled back in his head and he passed out, face down in his own vomit. 
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     “Dad!” I yelled, as I crashed into the apartment trying to support Wesley’s semi-conscious form. It wasn’t easy getting him back here, I got plenty of strange looks. 
 
    Dad came rushing out of his room. “What’s…is that Wesley?” 
 
    “Yes, help me with him,” I said, beginning to lose my grip. Dad moved to support him and together we got him into my bedroom.  
 
    “I thought you said he was dead,” Dad said, laying him out on the bed. 
 
    “I thought he was too. I saw them blow up the barn and he was definitely inside.” 
 
    Wesley made a gurgling sound, then leaned over the side of the bed to throw up on the floor. I backed away, feeling sick myself. How had he gotten into this state? 
 
    “Grab a trash can and something to clean this up with,” Dad said. “Jenna!” 
 
    “What?” I said, tearing my eyes away from Wesley. 
 
    “Focus. Get some cloths or something.” 
 
    I nodded, hurrying from the room. My hands were shaking as I soaked some cloths under the faucet. Images kept running through my mind of the helicopter and the barn. How did he escape? Did Mom survive too? I couldn’t hope for two miracles. 
 
    I returned to the bedroom, handing the cloths to Dad who started cleaning up the vomit.  
 
    “He’s on the drugs again, isn’t he?” I asked. Alcohol alone couldn’t do this. 
 
    “Looks like it.” 
 
    “What do we do?” 
 
    “He just needs to get it out of his system,” Dad said, gathering the cloths up. “It will be okay, sweetheart.” 
 
    Wrapping my arms around myself, I’ve never felt so helpless. Wesley’s clothes were a mess, he needed a shave and his hair was matted and greasy. In short, he looked like hell. 
 
    Dad went through his pockets and tossed something onto the bed. I lifted it. It was a vial of Morphinal. Of course, old reliable. This combined with alcohol, he was lucky to be alive.  
 
    Once Wesley was asleep and no longer vomiting, Dad ushered me from the room. I didn’t want to leave, I wanted to see if he was okay. 
 
    “Were you followed?” he asked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Were you followed? He was running his mouth off, people were talking. Gene-Pharm could have sent someone to watch him.” 
 
    Oh crap, I never even thought about that. “And I could have led them right here. I’m an idiot. I was too shocked over Wesley to even check.” 
 
    “Check the hall,” Dad ordered, moving to the closet in the corner. 
 
    I eased open the front door to check the hallway. It was empty. Moving slowly out, I headed toward the elevator. An entire team could be descending on the building right now for all I knew. A bit of weightlifting wasn’t going to be enough to take them down. 
 
    Pressing the elevator button, I hid out of sight. It arrived on this floor and the doors open. It was empty. 
 
    Time to check the stairs. I opened the door, covered in green peeling paint, and checked the stairwell. It was quiet. No jackboots heading my way. 
 
    Leaning over the railing, I found nothing there. Maybe I got lucky. There was always a first time. 
 
    Returning to the apartment, I passed apartment 3C, opposite ours. The door was open a crack and an old woman was peering out at me. 
 
    “What was all that yelling about?” she snapped. 
 
    “Oh, sorry. I’ll keep it down,” I said. 
 
    “See that you do. Or I’ll call the AS.” 
 
    “Really, lady, it won’t happen again, I swear.” 
 
    She made a noise, which I took as agreement and closed the door. I’ll have to watch her and keep it down. The last thing we need is to be caught because the TV was too loud. 
 
    Back in the apartment, Dad was waiting, with a gun. 
 
    “Where the hell did you get that?” I asked. 
 
    “From a friend.” He lowered it to his side. 
 
    “Put it away. There’s no one out there.” 
 
    I couldn’t imagine him firing a gun. Was he capable of killing someone? Yeah, if you count all the people who became zombies, he is definitely capable. 
 
    “Maybe we should move,” Dad said. He placed the gun inside a small lock box. What else was he hiding in this apartment? 
 
    “If Gene-Pharm were onto us they would have us in a cell by now. Can we just focus on helping Wesley?” I couldn’t face moving again. I spent years in that tiny apartment and now we were forever bouncing around from hideout to hideout. I never thought I’d miss our home.  
 
    “He’s going to be out for a while. I’ll see if I can get a drip set up, he’ll need fluids.” 
 
    “Well I need to speak to him. I’ll wait until he wakes up.” 
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    The throbbing in my head woke me up. The worst part of my day – sobering up. Without opening my eyes, I checked my pockets for some Morphinal, but couldn’t find it. I swear I had one left. I was keeping it so I could sleep tonight. 
 
    “Looking for this?” a voice said. 
 
    I opened my eyes to find Jenna standing over me, holding out the Morphinal vial. She was glaring at me in that way that made me immediately regret whatever I’d done wrong. Pity she wasn’t real, just a figment of my imagination. 
 
    Why does she keep haunting me? 
 
    “Leave me alone, I can’t listen to you again,” I groaned. Every time I sobered up, Jenna would appear. Sometimes she would sit and silently judge me, other times I would get an entire lecture. I’m sure it was some part of my brain telling me to get my shit together, but I had no interest in listening to it. What did I have left to live for? The only good thing in my life was gone and I honestly wouldn’t care if I joined her. 
 
    “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Jenna snapped. “How are you still alive?” 
 
    “Well I wish I wasn’t, okay! I just want to sleep, leave me alone!” I screamed at her, turning away.  
 
    The door slammed shut a second later. Does she come with sound effects now? Where am I anyway? 
 
    Slowly turning my head, I looked around the room. It wasn’t a hospital. Didn’t look like a prison either. Someone must have brought me to their home. Who would do that? Hope they weren’t planning on robbing me, I didn’t have anything worth stealing. I’d taken to stealing or begging to get money for the bar. The Morphinal I stole from a warehouse that was housing it. I’m sure Jenna would be really proud! 
 
    The door opened and a man stepped in. It took a moment for my eyes to focus. “Tom?” I whispered. 
 
    “You’re alive then,” he said. 
 
    “This is your place?”  
 
    My mind was having a hard time focusing, was he real? Or another illusion? 
 
    “Yeah. Thought you died in the barn. How did you survive?” he said coldly. 
 
    “What’s with the tone? I know you aren’t my number one fan, but you could sound a little happy,” I joked.  
 
    “It’s really not funny, Wesley.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you either laugh or you cry, right?” And I’d done my share of crying already. 
 
    “How did you survive?” 
 
    I shrugged, immediately regretting the movement as it sent pain shooting through my head. “I don’t know. A fluke. I saw the helicopter and what it was about to do. I ran toward the back of the barn, then everything exploded. I managed to land under some bales. They shielded me from the worst of the debris.” 
 
    “That’s…convenient.” 
 
    “I’m going with lucky. Or unlucky, whatever.” 
 
    I really wanted him to leave so I could sleep for a while. The last time we were face to face, he punched me in mine. And asked me to date his daughter so I could keep her under control. Once upon a time I considered him a mentor, a friend, but after everything, I’ll never look at him the same way again. 
 
    I closed my eyes. “Look, Tom, I’m sorry about Angela and…Jenna. They came out of nowhere, if I could have saved them, I would have.” You mean you should have. You failed them both. 
 
    “Jenna is alive, Wesley. She was just in here,” Tom said. 
 
    I stared at him. “No. She was hit by one of the missiles. I saw her die.” 
 
    “She survived. She was in hospital for a few days, but she’s okay.” 
 
    Is he telling the truth? Why would he lie about something like that? To hurt me? I wouldn’t put it past him. 
 
    “Jenna…” I paused to take a shaky breath. “Jenna’s gone. I don’t know why you’re saying this to me. You can blame me if you want, I blame me. I would have done anything to save her. It should have been me who died, I know that. I’m not worth anything.” Why Jenna ever went near me was a mystery. Except she said that she loved me. And I never said it back. 
 
    Tom stared at me for a long time before speaking. “Are you working for Chaos?” 
 
    “What? Are you crazy? After what they did? No! Why would you ask me that?” 
 
    “Jenna found a phone hidden upstairs at the farmhouse. It had a message from Chaos on it.” 
 
    I shook my head. “What phone?” What was he talking about? How could he think that I would ever work for them? 
 
    He took a deep breath. “It was Angela,” he muttered. 
 
    “What about Angela?” 
 
    Shaking his head, he moved to the bedroom door and opened it. “Jenna, come in here, please.” 
 
    “Not after what he said,” I heard Jenna yell back. 
 
    I sat up quickly, making the room spin. Dropping back onto the pillow, I clutched my head. She’s alive! Jenna’s alive. He wasn’t lying. 
 
    Tom put a hand on my shoulder. “Just rest. Jenna can speak to you later.” 
 
    “No, I need to see her.”  
 
    “Rest. You can see her later.” 
 
    He left the room. My head was pounding too much to stand up. I would just lie here for a minute and then go see her.  
 
    She’s alive. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jenna 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean he thought I was dead?” I snapped. 
 
    “He saw you get shot at and he thought you died,” Dad said. He was trying to make some dinner for us, but I could tell he was distracted. 
 
    He wasn’t the only one. Part of me wanted to run in there and hug him, the other half wanted to kick his ass for being stupid enough to go back on the drugs. He was a total mess. Then there was what he said to me. What did he think I was? A ghost? 
 
    “I don’t…why would he do this to himself?” I asked. He had come so far, now he was in an even worse state than he was when Breton had him locked up. 
 
    “He…can’t believe I’m actually defending him, but he lost everything, again, and he turned back to the drugs. Is that really so surprising?” 
 
    “I didn’t turn to drugs when I thought he was dead.” 
 
    “You’re not an addict.” 
 
    I looked at the bedroom door. Should I go in and talk to him? 
 
    “Let him sleep. The next few weeks are going to be hell,” Dad said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Withdrawal. We’ll need to keep him locked in the bedroom until he gets it out of his system. I can move him to my room if you want?” 
 
    “No, it’s fine. I’ll sleep on the couch. How bad are we talking?” 
 
    Dad sighed. “I’ve seen it before, when he started working with me. He’s going to say anything to be let out, you can’t listen to him. That door only opens to give him food and I will be the one to do it.” 
 
    “I think I can take on Wesley,” I said. 
 
    “He’ll try and talk you round, convince you that he’s fine.” 
 
    “I’m not stupid, Dad.” 
 
    “Well I was. I believed him and let him out early when he went through this before. He went straight out and bought some more.”  
 
    I never knew that. Last time the X01 flushed it out of his system. I thought about the time at the farmhouse. I finally felt like I got to see the real him, with no soldiers looking to shoot us and no drugs. We were happy. 
 
    He could have killed himself taking that damn Morphinal.  
 
    I just needed to cool off. I could talk to him in the morning. Opening the window, I climbed out onto the fire escape to sit until dinner was ready. 
 
    If he survived, did that mean that Mom did too? It was too much to hope for and if she did, then there was the small matter of her connection to Chaos. Just because she had the phone, didn’t mean that she was lying all this time. They could have threatened her. Dad was right, I might never know the truth.  
 
    Resting my head against the steps, I closed my eyes. At least things couldn’t get any more complicated. 
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    After a restless night of sleep on the couch, I was ready to speak to Wesley. Or as ready as I’d ever be. Dad left earlier to get a lock for the door, so Wesley couldn’t leave the room. This would be my only chance to talk to him without Dad hovering. 
 
    I knocked once before entering. Wesley lay on his front, his head partially hanging over the side of the bed. From the smell, I was guessing he had thrown up again, into the bucket Dad left beside the bed. I’ve never seen him in withdrawal before, but I assumed this was normal while he got that poison out of his system. 
 
    “Wesley?” I said softly. “Are you awake?” 
 
    He opened his eyes slowly. “Yeah. Hard to sleep when you feel like you’ve been hit by a truck.” He tried to sit up.  
 
    “No, don’t get up. Seriously, stay where you are,” I said. He flopped back down onto the bed and groaned. 
 
    I perched on the edge of the bed, near his legs. There were so many thoughts running through my head, I didn’t know where to start. 
 
    “I thought you were dead,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, I thought the same about you. Guess we were both wrong.” 
 
    “You must hate me right now.” 
 
    I hesitated. “I don’t hate you. I’m not happy with you, but I don’t hate you.” 
 
    He reached out his hand to me. I hesitated before taking it. His hand felt clammy. I knew that it was only a matter of time before his addiction took over and he tried to get more Morphinal. I didn’t want this Wesley, not the addict, I wanted the one from the farmhouse. It may be selfish, but this isn’t fair.  
 
    “You can’t do this again,” I said. 
 
    “I know. I’ll stop, I promise.” 
 
    “Can you though?” I asked. It was easy for him to slip, to take more Morphinal, how many more times would he do it? How long before he overdosed or did irreparable damage to himself? 
 
    “Yes, I’ll do it for you.” 
 
    “You need to do it for yourself, Wesley, not anyone else.” I let go of his hand. “Which is why we can’t be together. Not now at least.” 
 
    “What? Jenna don’t.” 
 
    The front door opened, Dad was back. “You need to get better. That’s what is important right now.” 
 
    I closed the bedroom door, holding onto the handle. A minute later, Wesley practically fell into it. He tried to pull the door open. “Jenna! Why won’t the door open? Let me out.” 
 
    “Dad, put the lock on. Hurry,” I said. 
 
    Moving as quickly as he could, he attached a lock to the door while I held it closed. Wesley continued to bang on the door, yelling to be let out. 
 
    “We’re doing the right thing,” Dad said. 
 
    I nodded, but I wasn’t sure what that was anymore. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jenna 
 
      
 
    “Jenna, open the door. Please, I can’t stay in here any longer,” Wesley called.  
 
    He had been yelling for hours, then after Dad left to meet up with a lead, he switched to pleading. I was doing my best not to react, but it was hard. It had been a week, he wasn’t ready to come out yet. Dad was the one who brought him his food while I held the door closed. He said it could be a few more weeks before he was done drying out. 
 
    I tried to distract myself by cleaning the apartment, not that it really needed it. Then I started cutting vegetables for dinner. My recon work had been cut down so that there would always be someone in the apartment with Wesley. We couldn’t have him yelling to be let out in case that noisy old bat across the hall called the AS. 
 
    “Please open the door, Jenna. I feel like I’m dying,” Wesley said. He sounded awful.  
 
    “I can’t, you know that,” I called back. 
 
    “Can I at least have some water?” he asked. 
 
    Should I give him some? Dad left a glass by his bed earlier. He did say not to open the door alone.  
 
    I can handle him. I filled a glass from the faucet and approached the door. 
 
    “I have the water. Move back from the door.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I waited, hesitating before I unlocked it. I opened it slowly to find Wesley across the room, near the bed. 
 
    At least he is co-operating. 
 
    “Dinner will be ready soon,” I said. The room was a mess. The bedding was bunched up on the floor and there were papers scattered across the carpet. The first couple of days had been rough. 
 
    “Why don’t you sit in here for a while? We can talk.” 
 
    “I don’t think so. I have things to do.” 
 
    “I’m going crazy in here. If you could just let me out for some air? Ten minutes.” 
 
    “No. Here’s your water.” I moved forward, holding the glass out to him. I noticed the full one behind him on the nightstand, the one he was trying to hide, a second before he slapped the glass out of my hand and threw himself over the bed toward the door. 
 
    I caught him before he reached it, grabbing his shirt and dragging him back. 
 
    “I have to get out!” he cried. 
 
    Shoving him onto the bed, I quickly left the room and locked the door behind me. 
 
    “Did you really think that would work?” I yelled. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No, you’re not.” 
 
    “Keep the door locked. It’s the only way.” I heard a thump as he leaned against the door. I sank to the floor, my back against it. 
 
    “I know it’s not easy. But you’ll get through this.” 
 
    “Maybe it would have been better if you left me in that alley. How did you find me anyway?” 
 
    “Someone heard you saying you were going to take down Gene-Pharm.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I tend to run at the mouth when I drink.” 
 
    “Where did you go? After the farmhouse.” 
 
    “I woke up in the debris. I was bleeding, concussed. I saw them fire that missile at you, I was sure that you were gone. They had someone on the ground too. He was checking for survivors. Jen…I killed him. He went for me and I killed him. It was an accident, I was trying to defend myself.” 
 
    It wasn’t the first time he had to kill someone. He killed Lewis to save me. But Lewis had been a zombie at the time, it wasn’t the same thing. “It’s not your fault. They were trying to kill us all.” 
 
    “It still haunts me. After, I wandered off in a daze. Passed out in a ditch about a mile down the road.” 
 
    “To think, our biggest problem before that was finding the perfect make out spot.” 
 
    Wesley laughed softly. “Yeah, it seems like a dream now.” 
 
    “Maybe it was. Wesley did you ever suspect that my mom was part of Chaos?” 
 
    “Is that a joke?” 
 
    “No, I found a phone under her bed with a message from Chaos.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say. I never saw anything. If she was part of Chaos, why would she have been in that containment camp? She could have had them break her out.” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Jen, she loved you. No matter what else, just remember that.” 
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     “Welcome to freedom,” Dad said as he opened the bedroom door to let Wesley out.  
 
    Wesley gave him a weak smile, but he looked relieved. He had lost weight and the bags under his eyes made it look like he hadn’t slept in months. I stood on the other side of the room, unsure of what to do.  
 
    “I could make us all some pancakes,” I said eager for something to do. It was going to be hell us all living in this tiny apartment together. I was standing by what I said, Wesley and I couldn’t be together, not until he sorted himself out. Maybe not even then. 
 
    Wesley took a seat on the couch looking awkward. It didn’t last long as Dad set a laptop on his lap. “Straight to work, huh?” 
 
    “It will keep you occupied,” Dad said. He reeled off a list of instructions while I continued making breakfast. Every now and again I would glance up and catch Wesley staring at me. 
 
    Please stop giving me those puppy dog eyes, I thought. I hated this. There was nothing I wanted more than to be with him, to forget all the crap that had happened. But I couldn’t. it wasn’t just the drugs if I was being honest. I couldn’t stand to have my heart broken again. Chaos found us once, they could find us again. I couldn’t watch anyone else die. 
 
    Just keep busy, I thought as I brought the pancakes to the table. I could ask Dad to put me back on recon now that he was out. That way I could limit my time around him. 
 
    Dad and Wesley took their seats. Dad tucked in, but Wesley only picked at his breakfast. 
 
    “Are they that bad?” I asked. 
 
    “No, they’re good. Just not very hungry.” He made the effort to eat a bite of it though.  
 
    “These are great. Where did you learn to make them?” Dad asked, drowning his in syrup. 
 
    “From Mom. She was teaching me how to cook on the farm.” 
 
    There was a moment’s silence, broken by Dad. “Did I ever tell you about the first time she cooked for us?” 
 
    I shook my head. He wasn’t one to regale us with stories. Not about his marriage anyway. 
 
    “It was our one-month anniversary and she was determined to do something special. We were out in the cabin and we didn’t have much food. Your mom got it into her head that she could trap a rabbit and make rabbit stew. Apparently, her grandmother used to cook it for her when she was little. She set a trap and everything. I didn’t think she would pull it off but at the end of the day, she came in with a rabbit. She seemed really pleased at proving me wrong. Later, when we were eating it, she told me the story of how she snared it. And I believed her, until I bit into some buckshot and cracked a tooth. She actually stole the rabbit from a hunter in a nearby blind.” 
 
    Wesley laughed, but my mind immediately went to a dark place. Was that the truth? Or did she shoot it herself? Maybe her plan was to learn what she could from Dad and then take him out. I pushed the thought away.  I had to stop thinking like that, and only focus on the good memories. Whether she lied or not, she was still the woman who raised me. 
 
    “I always liked Angela’s cooking,” Wesley said. “Even when we didn’t have very much, she could make a hell of a meal.” 
 
    “That was Mom. She could always surprise you,” I said, trying to rein in any bitterness I felt. 
 
    Dad placed a hand on mine. “I know we really haven’t had a chance to mourn your mother. When this is over, we’ll do something nice to remember her by.” 
 
    I nodded, but when would it be over? When would we finally be free? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Wesley 
 
      
 
    Jenna was avoiding me. She could barely look at me. I kept my eyes on the laptop in front of me, trying to ignore the voice in the back of my mind that was screaming for a hit. No chance. 
 
    I couldn’t screw up again, if I did, we were done. There would be no way back. 
 
    Tom wanted me to hack some files to try and find out if Chaos was still operating and what they were up to. They sent coded messages to operatives on certain sites. It was just a matter of deciphering them, but I could barely think. I was so tired. I would sleep for an hour or two before waking from horrible nightmares. Nightmares about Jenna dying, the man I killed, zombies attacking. It was awful. The only way I knew how to stop them was to take Morphinal and since that wasn’t an option anymore, I just had to hope that they would go away eventually. 
 
    “How’s it going?” Tom asked, setting a mug of tea on the table for me. Wishing it was something stronger, I took a sip.  
 
    “I might have found one. Posted an hour ago.” 
 
    Tom turned the computer to check the message. “Work on it. One of my contacts was worried they were planning something big. I’m worried it’s a bomb.” 
 
    “If it’s at Gene-Pharm maybe we should be helping them.” 
 
    “That’s enough of that talk,” Tom said. 
 
    “It was a joke. Sort of.” The only way to escape them would be to get rid of them completely. A bomb would do the trick. 
 
    He lowered his voice. “Look, Jenna is hurting enough. I don’t need her getting it into her head that revenge is the answer. We do this the right way.” The right way according to Tom. 
 
    “Yeah, well Jenna isn’t talking to me anyway so she’s not going to get any ideas from me.” 
 
    “Give her time. A lot has happened, she just needs to process it all.” 
 
    Was he actually saying that we had a chance? Or trying to manage me? “I have enough problems of my own right now. I should get back to work.” Whatever game he was playing, I wasn’t going to join in. 
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    I arrived back at the apartment after more surveillance work. A bust as usual. What even was the point in following these people? If we approached them, they could run straight to Breton. 
 
     I was looking forward to taking a shower and relaxing for a few hours. Maybe I could convince Dad to let us order some pizza tonight. He preferred to cook, but I wanted some comfort food. 
 
    Unlocking the front door, I stepped inside to see a pair of feet convulsing wildly from behind the kitchen counter. Dropping my bag on the floor, I rushed forward to find Wesley having some kind of seizure. 
 
    “Oh my God! Wesley,” I cried, dropping to his side.  
 
    Scattered around him, were over a dozen Morphinal ampoules and half of them were empty. He did it again. 
 
    “Someone help me!” I screamed. 
 
    Footsteps thundered down the hallway and Dad rushed into the apartment. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Help him,” I cried. 
 
    Dad pushed me aside, rolling Wesley onto his side. He was practically foaming at the mouth. What would that much Morphinal do? 
 
    “Not again,” I sobbed. “Why did he do this? Where the hell did he get the Morphinal from?” 
 
    Dad extracted brown paper packaging from under Wesley’s leg. He passed it to me. It was a box with his name and this address on it. Did he get it delivered? 
 
    I crushed the packaging in my hands. We let him out too soon. I should have known better. Why did Dad let him use the computer? 
 
    The convulsions passed and Wesley stopped moving. “Should I call an ambulance?” I asked. 
 
    “No, I don’t think…shit,” Dad said. He rolled Wesley onto his back and put his ear to his mouth. 
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “He’s stopped breathing.” 
 
    “Oh God,” I cried.  
 
    Dad started CPR on him. Please don’t die.  
 
    I sank to the floor in front of the couch, sobbing into my knees. This couldn’t be happening again. Why did everyone keep dying? 
 
    The longer Dad worked on him, the less likely it looked that he would succeed. We needed to call an ambulance, even if it meant alerting Gene-Pharm. I got to my feet, rushing to my bag for my phone. As my hand closed around it, Wesley gave a shuddering gasp. 
 
    “Dad?” 
 
    “He’s breathing. Give me the phone. I know a guy who’s a doctor.” 
 
    I handed the phone over to him. Wesley’s breathing didn’t sound good. How much damage had he done to his heart and the rest of his body? He could be brain damaged. He obviously is already if he thought taking that much Morphinal was a good idea! 
 
    “I can’t do this anymore,” I said. This was too much to handle. Resting my arm against the door frame, I pressed my thumb into my forehead hard. Unfortunately, it didn’t have the desired effect. The wound had healed up. 
 
    Dad hung up the phone. “He’s on his way. We can’t stay here. Did you see the return address on that package?” 
 
    I shook my head. It was lying on the floor. Scooping it up, I flattened it out. The address was Gene-Pharm headquarters.   
 
    “They know we’re here,” I said. 
 
    “Or they know where Wesley is. They must have traced him through the computer. Why send someone to kill him when he can do the job himself. Grab your stuff.” 
 
    Numb, I threw some things into my bag. Wesley didn’t buy the drugs himself, but he still took them. That didn’t make it any better. 
 
    As we waited for the man to arrive, Dad monitored Wesley’s breathing. At one point he woke up and called my name. I stayed where I was by the door. I wasn’t going to him. I couldn’t. 
 
    A man with black hair and a moustache arrived a short while later. Dad explained what had happened. They spoke in hushed whispers while I kept an eye out for anyone coming our way.  
 
    Dad came over to me. “We’re going to have to move him to a safe house. The doc wants to hook him up to a machine, check his vitals. You go ahead and act as lookout while we get him downstairs to the car.” 
 
    I nodded, glad to be doing something.  
 
    Putting my backpack on, I removed the baseball bat and made my way down the hall. The door to 3C swung open and the old lady came out. She wore a floral housecoat and slippers, her gray hair in curlers. 
 
    “What the hell is going on out here?” she demanded.  
 
    Turning to face her, I rested the bat on my shoulder. “Go back inside,” I said. 
 
    She struggled to control her tongue, but the bat seemed to scare her, so she quickly retreated inside. “I’m call the AS,” she shrieked, before closing and locking her door. 
 
    We didn’t have much time. I made my way downstairs, while Dad and the man followed behind, supporting Wesley like he was drunk.  
 
    We made it to the street, where a gray van was waiting. Wesley was bundled into the back. With a quick look around, I climbed in too. My heart was thumping in my chest. I almost wished that someone from Gene-Pharm would try something, send someone, so I could punish them for this. It was just like them not to get their hands dirty. 
 
    I climbed forward into the front of the van to give the doctor room to work. Dad was driving. He had donned his baseball cap and kept within the speed limit. 
 
    “Where are we going?” I asked him. 
 
    “Safe house.” 
 
    “Another one?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Don’t you ever get sick of moving from place to place?” 
 
    “Not when the alternative is a jail cell. We need to keep moving forward.” 
 
    Keep moving forward. As mantras went, it was a good one. Because I didn’t want to think about what would happen when we stopped.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    10 
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    “My name is Wesley and I am an addict,” I said. 
 
    “Hello Wesley,” the group intoned. There were ten of us in a room at a local rec center. 
 
    “It’s been ten days since I last used. I almost died.” I took a breath. I could see my hands shaking, I still wanted a fix, even after everything that happened. 
 
    “I’ve lost everything. I don’t know where to go from here,” I said. 
 
    The man leading the group spoke. “You’ve taken the first step. You’ve admitted that you have a problem. It won’t be an easy road, but you can make it through.” 
 
    His words were meant to be encouraging, but he had no idea. Jenna couldn’t even look at me anymore. I really screwed everything up. That part of me that craved the Morphinal took over. 
 
    After I woke up, I felt like crap. The Morphinal showing up at the door was a cruel joke. Didn’t stop me from taking as much as I could, while I was alone.  
 
    “Maybe I don’t deserve to. The girl I’m in love with hates me. I threw away everything for a quick fix.” I actually said it out loud. It’s about time. 
 
    “Part of the program is about making amends…” 
 
    I zoned out as the guy continued talking. How could I ever make amends for this? 
 
    Movement caught my eye at the door as someone left the room. Someone had been listening to us. I caught a glimpse of red hair. Was that Jenna?  
 
    I was ordered to come here by the doctor who took care of me, he said it was the only way. Tom wanted to move again, and it didn’t look like I would be going with them. Jenna had kept her distance since I woke up. Was she here to say goodbye? Or did I just imagine her again? 
 
    I couldn’t bear the thought of saying goodbye to her, but if that was what she wanted then I had to let her go. As hard as it was, she didn’t need me dragging her down anyway. I could stay with Tom’s friends, help them where I could. If I could get my life back on track, maybe one day she would come back to me. 
 
    I can do this. One step at a time. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jenna 
 
      
 
    Dad and I sat in the truck while Wesley was at the meeting. He loves me. The first time he said it and it was to a room full of strangers and not to me. Typical. He should have said that day at the farmhouse. If he had, I wouldn’t have gone upstairs, I wouldn’t have found the phone and…you would have been blown up with him. He survived, but if I had been there, he might not have.  
 
    “You need to make a decision Jen,” Dad said. 
 
    I sighed, resting my elbow on the door. “Why is it up to me? You said yourself that he would be helpful to the cause.” 
 
    “Yes, but if you can’t be in a room with him then we’re not going to get anywhere.” 
 
    So, it rested with me. I decided Wesley’s future. We either took him with us, or we left him behind to fend for himself. He’ll probably be back on the Morphinal by dinner time. That would be on me. 
 
    “The meeting is ending soon. Make the choice,” Dad said. 
 
    What do I do? 
 
    Twenty minutes later, Wesley left the building. He walked along the street; hands jammed into his pockets. He looked so lost. 
 
    Dad pulled up beside him. “Get in the truck,” he called to Wesley. 
 
    Wesley looked surprised. He glanced at me, hope on his face. I forced a smile to show him that it was okay. It wasn’t okay, not by a long shot, but I couldn’t leave him by himself. I couldn’t let him die because of me. 
 
    He climbed up into the truck beside me, wedging me between him and Dad. 
 
    For better or worse, we were all in this together. 
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    Our new home was an underground bunker. Dad wanted us to stay completely off the grid. It was one large room with some beds in the corner and a workstation for Wesley. There was a small bathroom in the back. I missed the apartment already. 
 
    “Why can’t we ever hide out in a penthouse?” I asked, testing out one of the camp beds. It wasn’t the most comfortable thing in the world. At least at the apartment we were separated by walls. 
 
    “No time to rest. I need you to check something out for me,” Dad said, handing me a piece of paper with an address on it.  
 
    “Let me guess, is this the address to our new summer home?” 
 
    “Very funny. I need you to scope out the house, but I don’t want you going inside. The place has cameras and alarms everywhere.” 
 
    “Kind of hard to check it out then.” 
 
    “I just want you to record when the owner leaves and when he comes home.” 
 
    “Sounds exciting,” I muttered, taking the address from him. “How am I going to do this without being noticed?” Especially in the neighborhood he was sending me to. An alley I could loiter in without too much bother, I couldn’t do the same in this street 
 
    “There’s a house under construction further up the hill. No one is there at the moment; a contract fell through. It will give you a good vantage point.” 
 
    “Well it can’t be worse than this place.” 
 
    “Don’t let this guy see you. Understand? Just record when he leaves.” 
 
    “Yes.” I could follow simple instructions, I wasn’t stupid. 
 
    I held out my hand.  
 
    “What?” he said. 
 
    “I need some money for snacks. If I’m going to sit around all day, I’m going to get hungry.” 
 
    Rolling his eyes, he handed some over. Grabbing my backpack, I left the bunker and headed to the address. At least I didn’t have to endure hours of Dad dishing out instructions and listen to Wesley clacking away on the keyboard. 
 
    I stopped at a small grocery store on the way and bought myself some chips, soda and other sugar laden goodies. I kept my head bent as I paid, hiding my face under the brim of my cap. The clerk barely looked up from his phone. 
 
    The trek to the house was a long one. It had rained recently, making the ground damp. I was dressed in black leggings and a gray t-shirt that Dad got from Goodwill. I really needed to talk to him about getting a better wardrobe. I had nothing of my own.  
 
     I wondered who Dad wanted me to watch. The area I was heading too was an expensive neighborhood. It had to be a higher up in the company. Maybe it was someone on the board. 
 
    It better be worth it, I thought as I trudged up a hill. I wished that I had a car but could never risk getting pulled over. Plus, I wasn’t exactly the greatest driver, as Wesley was witness too when I nearly trashed his car escaping from Gene-Pharm. If Dad spent more time at home, he could have taught me to drive.  
 
    Checking the address again, I found the house at the top of the hill. When Dad said it was under construction, I thought he meant it was getting an extension added or something, when in reality it was basically a shell covered in scaffolding. 
 
    I squeezed through a gap in the fence and went inside, hoping that it at least had floors. It did, but little else. I found the stairs and headed to the second floor. A breeze was blowing through the house due to the absence of windows. It was a huge house though, must be nice if you could afford it. 
 
    I moved to the scaffolding on the south side of the house and looked out. I could see the house I was supposed to watch. Or the front driveway at least, which held a black car. It was surrounded by a high wall and a huge gate. Fancy. 
 
    Grabbing a bag of chips, I settled on the scaffolding to watch. This was going to get old real fast. A faint beeping came from my backpack. I retrieved the comm from inside and placed it in my ear. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Charming. I was just checking in,” Wesley said. 
 
    “Well I’m here. And I’m bored. No sign of this guy yet.” 
 
    “Want me to keep you company?” Wesley asked.  
 
    “I don’t think we would have much to talk about,” I said. 
 
    He was silent for a moment. “Understood. Let me know when he leaves. Out.” 
 
    I felt a stab of guilt. I didn’t mean to be a bitch about it, but I was worried that if we talked, he would start talking about us getting back together and I just couldn’t handle that right now. I need more time. 
 
    I needed to just focus on the work. Even if it was torturous and dull.  
 
    An hour passed, then another. I was getting tired. Resting my chin on the bar in front of me, I closed my eyes for a moment. How important could this really be? Dad could set up a camera to watch the house, why did he need me to do it? I opened my eyes. Did he send me out here to get rid of me for a while? 
 
    I tapped on the comm. “Wesley? Is Dad there or is he out?” 
 
    “He’s out. Why? Is something wrong?” he replied. 
 
    “No, I just want to know why he sent me here, instead of setting up a camera or something.” 
 
    “Uh, I’m not sure. I think he is just taking the chance since no one is there. If someone found a camera, they could try and trace it back to us.” 
 
    In other words, he didn’t know either. “Well I’ll give it another couple of hours and then I’m coming back.” 
 
    “Suit yourself.” I always do. 
 
    I grabbed a soda and downed it for some energy. When I turned back to the window, there was a man in the driveway, walking toward the black car. I moved closer to try and make out his face. 
 
    He was about thirty something, with fair hair and a beard. He wore a dark gray suit and he was carrying a briefcase. I knew his face. I’d seen it several times on the news – this was the new Breton. Did Dad know this was his house? Why send me to watch him? Or did he think I wouldn’t know who he was? 
 
    My hands balled into fists. What was stopping me from going down there now and pummelling him? The answer came a moment later when a large man opened the car door for Breton. The guy was built like a tank, clearly his bodyguard. 
 
    I could probably take him. Okay, that was being delusional. I watched as they left the house and drove off toward the city. No doubt he was going to Gene-Pharm. Going to murder some more people probably. 
 
    I wondered what secrets he hid inside that house. Did he have files, evidence of Gene-Pharm’s wrongdoings? It would make sense to keep the worst stuff locked away where he could keep an eye on it. He probably had a safe inside. 
 
    Grabbing my bag, I left the house and hurried across the road. The gates were locked, but I could climb the wall. I moved around the side of the house so no one would see me. Tossing my bag over first, I took a running jump at the wall, catching the edge with my fingers. I hoisted myself up and over. 
 
    Landing on the other side, I paused, looking for cameras or a guard dog. I couldn’t worry about cameras now. It was an alarm I needed to worry about. 
 
    The front door was impenetrable, but around the back, I found the sliding door leading to the pool, was unlocked. That was lucky. 
 
    When I opened the door and stepped inside though, the alarm immediately starting beeping. 
 
    There was a console on the wall. I rushed to it, tapping the comm as I did. 
 
    “Wesley, I need your help. How do I turn off an alarm?” 
 
    “What? What alarm?” 
 
    “I’m in the house. The alarm is beeping, I need a code, what do I do?” 
 
    “Get out of there!” 
 
    “No, I’m not leaving, now help me.” 
 
    He swore loudly. “What kind of system is it?” 
 
    I told him the name of it. He walked me through taking the front panel off and disconnecting it.  
 
    “That won’t buy you very long. He’ll be told that the box has lost its signal. Get out of there now.” 
 
    “I only need a few minutes,” I replied, rushing to check the rooms. There had to be something I could grab. 
 
    “Whose house is it?” Wesley asked. 
 
    “Breton’s.” 
 
    “What? Jenna seriously, get out now.” 
 
    “Two minutes.” 
 
    I found his office at the back of the house. A huge oak desk sat in the middle of the room. I yanked open the drawers, searching them as quickly as I could. There wasn’t much in them other than stationery. The filing cabinet. 
 
    “Jenna…” Wesley said in my ear. 
 
    “I heard you the first time, just give me a minute!” 
 
    “Fine, sixty seconds starting now.” 
 
    The filing cabinet was locked, but I could pick it. Rushing back to the desk, I grabbed a large paper clip. 
 
    “Fifty seconds.” 
 
    I was tempted to rip the earpiece out, but I might need his help. I was down to twenty seconds by the time I popped the lock. It was filled with alphabetized files, but which ones were important? 
 
    The front door opened down the hall, followed by voices. Crap. He must have been called about the alarm and just turned around. Get out now. 
 
    In a panic, I grabbed a load of files, shoved them into my backpack and ran out of the room. Breton was talking to his bodyguard; I could see them at the control panel in the hall. I slipped quietly past them heading for the back door. 
 
    “Did you hear something?” Breton said. 
 
    Crap, crap, crap. I started running. I made it past the pool before the bodyguard gave a yell. He’s spotted me. 
 
    “Get back here!” he bellowed. 
 
    I picked up speed, my heart thumping. If he caught me, I was dead. Hurling myself at the wall, I managed to pull myself up, but at the last minute, the bodyguard grabbed my foot. 
 
    “NO!” I cried, yanking hard. my shoe came off and I toppled over the other side of the wall, landing badly on my shoulder.  
 
    There was no time to rest, I needed to get the hell out of here. Getting to my feet, I started running. Two blocks over, I cut through several back yards and came out on the main road. The bus was pulling away, about twenty yards ahead of me. 
 
    “Wait!” I yelled, racing after it. The driver stopped for me and I leapt on. I saw him glance down at my feet and raise an eyebrow. 
 
    I gave him an awkward smile and quickly took a seat. I’m sure he’s seen worse.  
 
    Three blocks from the bunker, I got off, keeping my head down. I kept glancing back, checking if I was being followed. I was lucky my hat was still in place, but only because I had the presence of mind to clip it to my hair. 
 
    I reached the bunker, limping inside. Dad and Wesley were waiting. 
 
    “What the hell have you done?” 
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    “How could you be so reckless?” Dad cried, throwing his hands up in the air. He had been ranting for a good twenty minutes about what I did. I was tired of listening to him. If he expected me to do nothing, then he didn’t know me at all.  
 
    “I’m sick of sitting around doing nothing.” His great plan was taking forever to get going. At this rate, Breton would die of old age before we did anything worthwhile. 
 
    He sighed. “We are working toward something. You have to be patient.” 
 
    “I’ve been patient long enough. I could have done something. Put poison in his food, caused a gas leak. We would have been rid of him.” I didn’t really have the chance to do anything, but I wasn’t going to lose this fight.  
 
    “Murder? Really? Someone else would take his place, it wouldn’t solve anything.” 
 
    “It would make me feel better,” I muttered. 
 
    “That’s enough!” Dad snapped. “I have to leave overnight, but I will speak to you when I get back. Wesley make sure she doesn’t leave.” 
 
    Wesley shot him a dirty look. “Told you before, I’m not a babysitter. Jenna is an adult, capable of making her own decisions.” 
 
    I hid a smile. At least he was still on my side. Dad glared at both of us and stormed out. 
 
    I flopped down onto the bed. I knew he would react badly, but at least it was over now. As tempted as I was to return to Breton’s house, he would be expecting me now.  
 
    Dad would sulk for a while, then send me back out again on another assignment. I was starting to wonder if he even knew what he was doing or if he was just winging it. 
 
    “I told…” Wesley started to say. 
 
    “Seriously? Don’t say it,” I said. I really didn’t need him starting too. 
 
    “Did you at least get anything useful?” Wesley asked.  
 
    “Thought you’d never ask.” I pulled out the files and handed them to him.  
 
    “Well I’m sure these will be interesting,” he said, flipping through a few of them. 
 
    “Yeah, hopefully I didn’t just grab his tax returns, or I’ll be pissed.” 
 
    “No, it looks like employee files. There are a few old projects in here too. Might give us some insight into what Breton is planning next.” 
 
    “How will you know what’s important or not?” I asked. 
 
    “I won’t until I get through them. Gives me something to do anyway,” he said. 
 
    “I think Dad has been keeping you plenty busy.”  
 
    “Yeah, but it’s for the best. The less time I have to think, the less time I have to dwell on…things.” 
 
    “Of course.” He was talking about the drugs. “I guess they are always on your mind.” 
 
    “It’s not something I can help. I am trying. Look at what it cost me.” 
 
    I stared at my hands. “I know you’ve been trying. I just…” 
 
    “You’re scared to get close to me again.” 
 
    I looked up. 
 
    He smiled at me. “See, I pay attention. I get it. I screwed up.” 
 
    “I just don’t understand why you took the Morphinal.” 
 
    He ran a hand through his hair. “It’s hard to explain. Seeing the Morphinal was like being in the middle of the desert and it was water. It’s always going to be there. There’s no cure. I’ll always be an addict.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    He was staring at me.  
 
    “I wish we could go back, to that day in the barn, before the helicopter. The day could have ended so differently,” I said. It was something I thought about all the time. 
 
    He moved to sit beside me on the bed, leaning against the wall behind us. “How would it have ended?” 
 
    “Well, for a start, you could have responded to what I said.” 
 
    “My memory isn’t great, remind me what that was.” 
 
    I shoved him. “You know what I said.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, I remember now. You were gushing about how amazing I am and how you were head over heels in love with me.” 
 
    “You and me remember things very differently. At least I said it to your face and not a room full of strangers.” 
 
    “You did hear that. I would have preferred to say it to you, but I didn’t think it was what you wanted to hear.” 
 
    I reached out to take his hand. “I do want to hear it. I miss you. But the blows just keep coming and I don’t think I could stand another one.” 
 
    “You’re strong. And just know that I’m always on your side.” 
 
    I leaned in to kiss him. Why can’t we just run away and be happy?  
 
    “I should get back to work,” he said. 
 
    “Not yet,” I whispered. “Stay here with me.” 
 
    I kissed him again, pulling him down onto the bed. I was done waiting. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Tom 
 
      
 
    I can’t believe she went inside his house. Well actually I could. She had no self-control, that girl. Just like her mother. 
 
    I didn’t know it was Breton’s house. I was given the address by an associate, I never thought they would find his house. He kept himself off the grid as much as possible and with good reason. 
 
    Matthew wasn’t like his father, he had forgone the family life, more interested in making a name for himself. He was planning on going into politics, but when his father died, he had the keys to the castle handed to him. Becoming a senator was nothing compared to running Gene-Pharm. They had more pull than any politician. 
 
    I needed to talk to my contact again, see what else they knew. If Breton knew someone had broken in, then he could move soon. 
 
    Should I leave for this meeting or stay here? I was tempted to turn the car around, but it was too important. The man I was going to see claimed to be an ex member of Chaos. He could be lying, but if not, I really needed someone who knew how they worked. Chaos were an enigma, able to operate from the shadows for so long. I still couldn’t fully accept that Angela was a part of it. It had to be a mistake, or they promised her something. She would do anything to protect Jenna, maybe they convinced her that they would keep her safe from Gene-Pharm. She couldn’t know what she was signing up for. Right now, Breton was the real threat. 
 
    Despite what I told Jenna, knowing Breton was so close bugged me. We could do something to him, make him incapable of going into work. I wasn’t advocating murder, but it seemed like a wasted opportunity. 
 
    I’m sure he has guards around him that would stop us from getting close. 
 
    I forced myself to keep driving. I had a plan, I needed to stick to it. I just hoped that Jenna wasn’t doing anything stupid. 
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    I woke up to find that Wesley was gone from bed. Raising my head, I saw that he was back at the computer. Not again. 
 
    “Come back to bed,” I said, huddling under the blankets. It was cold down here. 
 
    “I can’t, I need to finish this,” he said, not bothering to turn around. 
 
    How can he be thinking about work right now? 
 
    I got dressed, joining him at his workstation.  
 
    “Is it…I mean, was it…?” I struggled to find the words, feeling awkward. 
 
    “Huh?” He looked up in alarm. “Oh! No! Jenna, it was…wow. I’m not…Tom needs this info sent to him within the next hour. I’m just against a deadline, that’s all.” 
 
    “Good.” He was such a dork. 
 
    He kissed me. “Let me finish this and I’m all yours.” 
 
    “Work fast.” Who knew how long Dad would be away, I wanted to spend as much time with Wesley as possible. All the other stuff had been pushed out of my mind. The truth was none of us were safe. Gene-Pharm or Chaos could take us all out in an instant. Why waste any more time?  
 
    A beeping filled the air, startling me. “What is that?” 
 
    “Tom’s sending out a distress beacon.” 
 
    “What? Is he okay?” I looked at the computer screen, it showed a map of the city and a flashing red circle. 
 
    Wesley typed furiously. “I don’t know. I have a location, but his comms are down.” 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    “He’s about a mile from here.” 
 
    “I thought he left the city?” He should be miles away by now. 
 
    “So did I, but this says he’s nearby.” 
 
    I grabbed my things. “I’m going out to look for him.” 
 
    “You don’t know what you’re walking into.” 
 
    “I don’t care, I have to go.” 
 
    Wesley grabbed my hand. “Be careful.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    Hurrying from the bunker, Wesley stayed on comms to tell me where to go. I headed further and further downtown, worrying that Dad had been caught by Gene-Pharm. What if they followed me then waited until one of us left? Urgh, why was I so stupid! If Breton had him, he would kill him. 
 
    “I don’t see anything Wesley. How close am I?” I asked. It was early evening and still daylight, but there weren’t a lot of people on the street. Guess this is the bad part of town. 
 
    “You’re nearly there. It should be on your right.” 
 
    “All I see are empty stores. Is he in a building?” 
 
    There was some static on the other end and I didn’t catch his answer, but I did spot an alley to the right. That must be where he is. 
 
    Readying my bat, I moved into the alley, listening for any sounds. It looked empty. The walls were covered in graffiti, zoms still exist! Death to zombies and Chaos reigns. I recalled seeing a similar piece of graffiti near home. I wondered who wrote it. Someone trying to recruit others? Or just some criminal playing games? 
 
     It didn’t matter, I needed to find Dad. If he had been here, he could have been grabbed. I searched the ground for his comms, which Wesley was tracking.  
 
    “Wesley? Can you hear me?” 
 
    Nothing, just static. Were the comms acting up? Or had they attacked at the bunker too?  
 
    I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to find Dad, but I also wanted to check that Wesley was okay.  
 
    “Dad!” I yelled. To hell with being quiet, if this was a trap, then they knew I was here by now. 
 
    Jogging to the other end of the alley, I found a white van parked, behind a wall. I approached it slowly. Dad had a car, not a van. It could belong to anyone. 
 
    I reached out to grab the handle at the back. I paused before I touched it. This didn’t feel right. Who knows what was waiting on the other side? 
 
    Turning away, I let out a shriek when two men appeared behind me wearing balaclavas. There was no room to swing the bat, so I tried to back away from them. The door to the van opened and I was grabbed and dragged inside. 
 
    “Get off me!” I screamed. Another man in a balaclava had hold of me. I threw my elbow at his face, but I missed. 
 
    I felt something sharp prick my neck and I started to feel woozy. I lashed out with my feet trying to hit one of them, but I was fighting a losing battle. I lost consciousness.  
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    I woke up as I was being dragged into a room. Two men had hold of my arms. They dumped me in the middle of the room and left.  
 
    Getting slowly to my feet, my head was still spinning from whatever they gave me. The room was empty. No furniture, no pictures on the wall, nothing. There was a window at one end, but I could tell from the other buildings that I was too high up to jump from it.  
 
    Where the hell am I? If it was Gene-Pharm I expected to be thrown into another cell, or were they working another angle? 
 
    The door opened and I braced myself for Breton, sure that it was him. Instead, a man in a suit entered, followed by a woman I never thought I’d see again.  
 
    I struggled to talk, stumbling over the words. “Mom, you’re alive?”   
 
    She smirked at me. “Clearly.” 
 
    I took in the white suit she wore, her hair perfectly quaffed. She wasn’t a prisoner. I thought she was dead all this time and here she was, dressed like some kind of supervillain.  
 
    “I don’t understand…” Was I still unconscious? That seemed like the most logical explanation. 
 
    “No, you don’t, do you? I wanted to tell you before but there didn’t seem like a right time.” 
 
    “You work for Chaos,” I said. 
 
    “No. I run it.” 
 
    “You…what?” I could understand her working for them, that she had some kind of reason, but she runs Chaos? How was that possible? 
 
    “For the last few months. My father ran it before me and he died recently, so I took over.” 
 
    I shook my head, barely comprehending what she was saying. “Your family business is a terrorist organization?” 
 
    “Our family business, Jenna. And we are not terrorists. Chaos is after the same thing you are. To bring Gene-Pharm down. Only we don’t pussyfoot around like your dad does. Seriously, what does he hope to achieve with his little band of refugees.” She said it with the same disregard as if she found him tinkering in the garage with his latest hobby instead of trying to bring down a major corporation.  
 
    A laugh bubbled up inside me. I couldn’t help it, of everything I was expecting, this was definitely not on the list. I doubled over, laughing like a maniac. 
 
    When I looked up at Mom, she was scowling at me. “That’s quite enough, Jenna,” she said. 
 
    “Are you kidding me!” I managed to control myself, barely. “After everything that’s happened and now you are a terrorist? This is all a prank, right? Someone is going to appear with a camera any minute.” I looked around the room hopefully. The man was watching me with a scowl on his face. He was about forty-five with dark hair and a goatee. Who was he?  
 
    Mom sighed. “I appreciate that this is a lot to deal with, but you need to get a grip.” 
 
    “I don’t think I can. I honestly think I’ve gone crazy. What was all that at the farmhouse?” 
 
    “Chaos. I was getting tired of waiting for your father to show up. He kept putting off returning, but I know how he thinks. I had them blow up the farmhouse hoping to draw him out. I was already outside.” 
 
    “Chaos shot a me!” I snapped, sobering up.  
 
    “Yes, at you. They didn’t actually hit you, did they?” Well that made it okay, didn’t it! 
 
    “And Wesley? Did you intend to kill him?” 
 
    “I didn’t need him anymore. He told me all about the serum he used on you. I played dumb, but I had everything I needed.” 
 
    “I thought you liked him. He saved my life, he got you out of prison and you were just going to shoot him?” I screeched.  
 
    “He was never part of the plan. I know you liked the boy, but he was molded in your father’s image, he could never be trusted.” 
 
    She’s a murdering psychopath. “Well your plan failed, he survived.” 
 
    “I know. How do you think I got you here?” 
 
    “You hacked his computers?” They must have been tracking me. 
 
    “No, not at all. Wesley!” she called. 
 
    The door behind her opened and Wesley walked into the room. No guards, no restraints, just him. 
 
    “He told me everything I needed to know.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Tom 
 
      
 
    “I was a top operative at Chaos,” Ed said, sipping on his whiskey as he spoke. He agreed to meet me in a bar, where I was expected to buy the rounds for as long as he was willing to talk. 
 
    “Do you know where they are based?” I asked. I was sticking to water.  
 
    “They moved around all over the place. But they knew how to get in anywhere. I know they have people in the AS, maybe even in Gene-Pharm itself.” 
 
    I didn’t doubt it. “Who is their leader? You must know.” 
 
    Ed downed his drink and pushed the glass across the bar for a refill. He waited until the bartender poured the drink before answering. 
 
    “Back when I was there, he was known as Omega. It was a codename. I never had any contact with him, but he was a zealot. He truly believed he could bring everything down, planning on rebuilding this country with him in charge.” 
 
    “The country already fell. Why didn’t he take the chance then?” 
 
    “He did, Gene-Pharm just had a better selling point. They wiped out the zombies. Then they offered a vaccine. You know that thing doesn’t work, right?” 
 
    I stared at the bar. I was the one who worked on it, no, it didn’t work. At least not like the public thought it did. On a certain strain, in the right circumstances and a short window of time, it had the potential to combat it. It didn’t stop people lining up for days to receive it. They’d take what they could get, and with the zombies gone, they would never have to test it out.  
 
    “I need something to help bring them down, or least to get near this Omega guy.” 
 
    “That will be more difficult than you think. I heard a rumor that he died.” 
 
    I heaved a sigh. Didn’t he have anything useful for me? 
 
    “Do you know who took over?” 
 
    “All I have is a codename. Phoenix. Hope they don’t live up to that moniker and burn this country down. Then again, it couldn’t get much worse.” 
 
    Phoenix? Whoever stepped into Omega’s shoes would have to be trusted by him. Someone who had been in the organization a long time. Breton passed his business onto his son, perhaps Omega did the same. 
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     “How can he be helping you?” I asked. Wesley betrayed me. He lied to me. Was he in on it all along? 
 
    Wesley continued to stare straight ahead, not meeting my gaze. I rushed at him, shoving him hard. 
 
    “You bastard!” I screamed. “How could you do this to me?” 
 
    Wesley didn’t react at all. He was completely zoned out. 
 
    “He doesn’t know what is going on,” Mom said. “It’s a new mind control drug, something your father was working on early on that we later perfected.” 
 
    Wesley didn’t even blink, it was eerie.  
 
    “When?” I asked. How long had he been her puppet? 
 
    “After you moved to the bunker. While you and your father were out, we went in and ‘recruited’ him.” 
 
    “You knew where we were?”  
 
    “I always know where you are Jenna. I’m your mother.” Yeah, the mother who let me think she was dead and had this whole other life. Wait, why does that sound familiar? Oh yeah, it was exactly what Dad did!  
 
    “Why stay away then? Why not come to me sooner?” I demanded. She didn’t have to do this. It had been months, all it would have taken was a phone call. 
 
    “I wanted to see what your Dad was doing. I needed time to decide how I was going to approach you too.” 
 
    “And you went with kidnapping? Great choice, Mom.” I moved away from Wesley; I couldn’t look at him in this state. 
 
    “Would you have come willingly? If you knew you were coming here?” 
 
    I wouldn’t have. But finding out that she was alive, I might have at least heard her out.  
 
    “Who’s he?” I asked, pointing at the man. 
 
    “This is Bishop, he works for me.” 
 
    “Pleasure to meet you, Jenna,” he said, offering his hand. I ignored it. 
 
    “What do you want from me? I’m assuming all this isn’t just so you can say hi,” I asked Mom. 
 
    “It’s time you joined me here at Chaos. I want you to work with me.” 
 
    Work with her? I thought she brought meals to old people, not this! 
 
    My mind was racing. This was too much. I had to be dreaming, because there was no way this was my life. I could feel the panic rising inside me again.  
 
    “I don’t want to be here. I want to leave. Now!” I ran past them to the door. I yanked on the handle, but it wouldn’t open.  
 
    “Jenna,” Mom said. 
 
    “Open the door. Now. I want to leave. I need to leave!” I cried, my voice embarrassingly high. 
 
    She sighed in frustration. Walking forward, she pressed her thumb to a panel on the handle and the door beeped and unlocked. She opened the door and I ran through it. A long corridor awaited me. I didn’t know whether to go left or right. They couldn’t put up signs? 
 
    “Where’s the exit?” I asked. I could feel myself losing it. Digging my nails into my forearm, I turned to Mom. 
 
    “Follow me,” she said, turning left. 
 
    I tried taking deep breaths, I just needed to get outside and I would be fine. 
 
    At the end of the corridor, she turned left again to a bank of elevators. She pressed the button to go down. 
 
    “Don’t do that,” she chided, when she noticed my arm. She tried to grab my hand, but I jumped back out of her reach. 
 
    I had drawn blood. 
 
    “You’re a liar,” I hissed.  
 
    The elevator arrived and she motioned for me to get on. She waited until the doors closed before answering. “I did what was necessary, so that you would have as normal an upbringing as possible.” 
 
    “You’re a traitor. I don’t believe a word you say.” 
 
    “Don’t forget I saved your life. Hell, I gave you life. I expect a little more respect from you.” 
 
    “I just want to leave.” 
 
    The elevator doors opened and Mom led the way again. I still didn’t see an exit, just more rooms. How big was this place? 
 
    She stopped in front of a white door. Moving aside, she tipped her head toward it. 
 
    I opened it and walked through, only to find a tiny room with a bed and a toilet. I turned to find Mom standing in the doorway, ready to close it. 
 
    “You can stay in here for tonight. Think over my offer.” 
 
    The door closed, the noise echoing down the hall.  I guess she’s sending me to my room. 
 
    “How can this be happening,” I muttered. “This is bullshit.” 
 
    I grabbed the bed and flipped it, letting out a cry of rage. Moving to the door, I started hammering on it with my fists. “Open the door! I won’t be locked up again! Let me out.” 
 
    There was no response. I kicked the door in frustration.  
 
    “That won’t work,” a voice said. A female one. 
 
    “Who said that?” I looked around for the source, but there wasn’t even a window in here. 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    The voice sounded like it was on the other side of the wall. Another prisoner? 
 
    “Who are you?” I asked.  
 
    “My name is Jessica.” 
 
    The name sparked a hint of recognition, but I couldn’t place it. 
 
    “Is there a way out of here?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes. Co-operate.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and sighed. She was probably a guard, not a prisoner.  
 
    “Great advice,” I muttered. I returned the bed to its correct place and lay down. My heart was still thumping, but I could feel the panic pass. F 
 
    “Have you calmed down?” Jessica asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’ll behave,” I shot back. “For now.” 
 
    Let Mom play her mind games. She wasn’t going to win. 
 
    I have to get out of here. 
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    Lying on the bunk in the cell, I realized that I seemed to spend a lot of my time locked away lately. The last time I was with Chaos… Did Mom do that? Was she the voice on the other side of the glass? Or was it someone else?  
 
    Weeks of testing me, forcing me to face zombies in a bid to find out what I could do. Could she have really stood and watched that happen? This was the woman who lost the plot if I came home five minutes past curfew. Who else could it have been though? 
 
    The rage I felt inside when I thought of her doing those things to me was unbearable. I would never forgive her, not ever. My own parents both treated me like a lab rat. They both lied, lived double lives and came home every night pretending we were this nice, normal family. I hated them. 
 
    And Wesley? What was Mom going to do with him? She already demonstrated what happened to people who were no longer useful to her. She wanted me to join her, hopefully that meant that she wouldn’t hurt him, at least not yet.  
 
    I lay awake all night, worrying, seething, plotting revenge. I would get out of here and I would run as far away as I could. I would leave them all behind. Let them all kill each other.  
 
    Morning came, the door unlocked and Mom came in. She wore a white blouse over black pants, her hair was pulled back in a bun.  
 
    She folded her arms. “Well? Now that you’ve had time to think, what is your answer?” 
 
    I opened my mouth to unleash a torrent of abuse on her, but she interrupted me by saying, “Before you tell me, there’s someone I want you to meet.” 
 
    She stepped out of the cell and motioned for me to follow. 
 
    Great, who else is going to come out of the woodwork? 
 
    I trudged after her into the hallway. A girl was waiting. She was my age with long red hair and an uncanny resemblance to me. Not identical, but she had the same color hair, the same eyes and nose.  
 
    “Who is this?” I asked. 
 
    “This is Jessica. She’s your sister.” This was the girl I was speaking to? Wait? My what? 
 
    “What? You had a child with someone else?” Was it that Bishop guy? 
 
    “No, Jenna. She’s your twin sister. I told you we had IVF; it usually results in multiple births.” 
 
    “What? Why…How could I not know about her?” Jessica flinched when I raised my voice. 
 
    “Because I never told anyone. Your dad doesn’t even know about her. Say hello, Jessica.” 
 
    She raised her hand to wave and mumbled a hello. She kept glancing at Mom and I could tell from her body language that she was afraid of her. My sister! 
 
    “Go and get some breakfast, Jessica. We’ll be along in a moment,” Mom said. 
 
    Jessica nodded and hurried off down the hall. She glanced back at me, eyes wide, before disappearing around the corner. 
 
    I leaned against the wall, feeling dizzy. “I have a twin sister that no one knew about?” 
 
    “It wasn’t a conventional pregnancy. The idea was for me to have the baby and hand it off to Chaos to be raised here. Your father wasn’t there when I went into labor. I was at a Chaos safe house at the time, but he tracked my phone.  
 
    Jessica was born first and my contact got her out before your dad arrived. Then you were born. He never knew. I never even knew. Hidden twin something or other. My father saw an opportunity, a way to have the best of both worlds. It was decided I would continue with the marriage and we could monitor both of you to see which one developed any abilities with the X01.” 
 
    “This is just too much,” I muttered. 
 
    “Neither of you seemed to develop abilities. Jessica was bigger than you, the stronger twin. We had high hopes for her. Then you were shot and I got to witness first-hand what happened. What it did to you.” 
 
    “You must be so proud of your zombie daughter,” I snapped. 
 
    “You surprised me Jenna. When you were put up against the zombies here, you annihilated them. I’ve never seen that determination, that strength before from you. You could be an incredible warrior. And the head of Chaos one day.” 
 
    I sank to the floor. It was her all along. She wants me to lead, why? “Jessica is the eldest.” 
 
    She crouched down beside me. “Jessica is normal. She may have been the stronger twin, but you are stronger mentally. Taking over the company would be too much for her. She’s…fragile.” 
 
    “I don’t want it. I don’t want any of this.” 
 
    Mom reached out to place her hand on my arm. “I really want you to consider what I’m offering you. This could be the start of a dynasty. Me, you and your sister together. A family.” 
 
    “My family is gone. You and Dad destroyed it.” 
 
    Mom reached out and gripped my face, lifting it to look at her. “You only started showing abilities when you were killed. There is a chance that Jessica has latent X01 in her body. We could start testing again. Push it to see if she develops like you? What do you think?” There was a hardness to her voice that I have never heard before. 
 
    She was threatening Jessica now? She was willing to hurt and even kill her own daughter to get me to play ball. She’s a monster. 
 
    I don’t know Jessica, but I can’t let anyone get hurt because of me. I would have to find another way to get out of here. 
 
    “Okay, Mom. I’ll do as you ask. Leave Jessica alone.” 
 
    Mom smiled. “That’s my girl.” 
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    So that’s her. My sister. Angela spoke about her so much over the years, I never thought I would get to meet her.  
 
    She didn’t seem to happy to see me. Well, more shocked than anything. That was understandable. Angela never told her about me, she said it would have been too difficult for her, knowing she had a sister she could never see. 
 
    I headed for the dining hall to grab some breakfast. Lifting a tray, I made my way to the front of the queue. I didn’t have to wait in line. I’d grown up here and everyone respected the boss’s daughter. The cook had my favorite waiting for me. Oatmeal, orange juice and a slice of toast. 
 
    “Thanks, Lucy,” I said. 
 
    “Anytime, sugar,” she replied, giving me a smile. She called everyone sugar.  
 
    Taking my tray to a table in the corner, I sat down to eat. The cafeteria was mostly empty. 
 
    Jenna had quite the temper. I wondered if she got that from our father. Angela didn’t really talk about him much. I could tell they weren’t happy together. If Angela persuaded Jenna to stay here with us, then hopefully I would never have to meet him. Knowing that he experimented on his own children made him a monster as far as I was concerned. That’s why I had to stay here, his experiments made me sick. So sick that I couldn’t even go outside. 
 
    I finished my oatmeal, hoping to spend a few hours in my room working on my latest drawing. I knew that Angela was excited to have Jenna here, so I might not have time later. I was nervous about getting to know her. It was going to take a long time to undo the damage that our father did, I just hoped she saw sense. 
 
    I waved to a few people as I left. Everyone here was like family. The organization was designed to ensure that people were given proper medical care and medication. It had over two hundred employees and I knew most of them by name. Jenna would like it here, once she got used to it. And once Angela convinced her that our father was bad news. 
 
     I just hope she likes me. 
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    I walked around the Chaos building in a daze as Mom showed me what it had to offer. Wesley trailed along after us, with no clue to what was going on. I kept glancing back at him, but he didn’t acknowledge me in any way. I don’t know why she hadn’t sent him back to Dad. Or was she holding him hostage, showing me that she was in control. Like I didn’t know that already. 
 
    “Chaos was created in 1975 by my grandfather. He was a young idealist who believed the corrupt government would run this country into the ground. He gathered some like- minded people and they formed Chaos. Do you know why they chose that name.” 
 
    I shook my head. Who cared why they called it that? Probably because it sounded bad ass. 
 
    “Too many people live by the status quo. They become complacent. Sometimes a little chaos is needed to shake things up and make them realize that they are being controlled.” 
 
    “And you think that violence is the way to go?” 
 
    Mom shook her head. “I understand your anger, but you really need to put it aside and listen to me. No, violence isn’t always the answer, but sometimes it is necessary. Do you think the people at Gene-Pharm would hesitate to kill you if they got the chance?” 
 
    “They already did,” I pointed out. 
 
    “Then you see…wait, what?” 
 
    I may have left out some details when I filled her in on what happened while Wesley and I were on the run. She knew about the bullet that turned me full zom, but not about what Lewis did. 
 
    She took a step toward me, reaching out a hand to take hold of my chin. She made me look her in the eyes. “What didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “Breton had his guy kill me. It was the first time the X01 kicked in.” 
 
    Her jaw tensed. “How?” 
 
    “I was strangled.” 
 
    Mom looked livid. “And the one who did it?” 
 
    “He’s long dead. He took Breton senior out too.” 
 
    She turned away, breathing hard. What right did she have to be angry? After everything she said and done, now wasn’t the time to start acting like a mother. 
 
    She snapped her fingers at Bishop, whispering something in his ear. He nodded and left the room. We were currently in a lab. Two guys in white lab coats were working on something in the corner. Were these all Dad’s experiments? I wondered if they had more zombies here too. They seemed to have plenty when they were testing me. 
 
    “What was that about?” I asked, when Mom returned to my side. 
 
    “Nothing. Shall we continue the tour?” 
 
    “I’d rather just leave.” 
 
    “To go where?” 
 
    “Anywhere but here.” 
 
    She nodded slowly. “Back to him. Why am I not surprised? No matter what happens, Tom always comes up smelling of roses. He fakes his own death and you run back to his side. He started a goddamn zombie plague and is celebrated as the lead scientist who saved the country!” 
 
    “You hate him,” I said. “You really hate him.” 
 
    She glared at me. “I spent twenty years of my life playing the dutiful wife to that man. Do you think I wanted that? You think I didn’t have other plans? I was in training to take over Chaos from ten years old. It was supposed to be a simple assignment, find someone in Gene-Pharm to turn to our side. Even after he knew what they were, what they were capable of, he still wouldn’t choose our side. Whenever I brought Chaos up, obviously I didn’t tell him I was part of it, he would get all high and mighty. He is a narcissist. Everything is a problem and only he, the great Tom DeLuise can solve it. He’s lucky I didn’t kill him in his sleep.” 
 
    “That’s not my fault. What do you want from me? I think you are both as bad as each other.” 
 
    She gripped my arm, fingers digging into my flesh. “We are not the same. I need to know that you are on my side, Jenna. That you’re not going to go running back to your father the first chance you get.” 
 
    “You think that I need to prove myself? What do you want me to do?” I asked, knowing I wasn’t going to like the answer. 
 
    “Kill him,” Mom said, pointing at Wesley. 
 
    “What?” I choked. 
 
    “How many times has he betrayed you, screwed up? He will keep hurting you, you know it’s true.” 
 
    “Right, I’m sure that’s motherly concern and not that you want me to murder someone so that I’ll be completely under your control.” 
 
    “You are meant for great things, Jenna. Don’t let yourself be dragged down by the likes of him.” 
 
    “Thought you said he was a good guy,” I shot back. 
 
    “I said what I had to. He was useful back then, he isn’t now.” 
 
    “And how long will it be until I stop being useful? Are you going to kill me too? I wouldn’t recommend it, Mom. You know what will happen.” 
 
    Mom slapped me hard across the face. “You watch your tone.” 
 
    I glared at her. “Go to hell.” 
 
    “You’ll do what I say, or I’ll kill your father. One word from me and it will be lights out.” 
 
    “Yeah, but then you couldn’t steal all his ideas. We both know that is an empty threat.” 
 
    Mom was on the verge of losing it, I could tell. “Bring Jessica here.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m going to inject her with massive doses of X01 and see what happens.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t,” I said. But the truth was, I didn’t know if she was bluffing or not. I didn’t know this woman, not really. She hid this whole other world from us, she might hurt Jessica. Could I risk that?  
 
    She probably isn’t even your sister. Just some actor hired to get sympathy.  
 
    I remembered the blanket at the farmhouse, the one with Jessica embroidered on it. Was that planted there? I remember that it looked old, but that meant nothing. Maybe that is where she got her idea from. 
 
     Why should I kill Wesley to save a stranger? It was insane. 
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    I can’t do this.  
 
    “Do it, Jenna. Can’t you see it? All the men in your life have been holding you back. Making decisions for you since before you were even born.” 
 
    “You agreed to go along with it.” 
 
    Mom circled me slowly. “If I refused, he would have found someone else. At least if it was me, I could make sure that you were well cared for. And you were. You had a good life before all this. I know that you want control, that you want to make your own decisions. I’m offering that to you. A place here in Chaos and one day, you’ll run it all.” 
 
    Run it all? If I did that, I could decide what they did. With the resources here I could take down Gene-Pharm myself. No more hiding underground, gathering information, watching the time tick by until Gene-Pharm attacked again. What if Dad was too late to stop the next zombie outbreak? Hell, he created the first one. All this death was because of him. But could you do it? Lead a bunch of killers? 
 
    One thing was for sure. She wasn’t going to take no for an answer. “I need a minute. Leave us alone,” I said. 
 
    Mom arched an eyebrow at me. 
 
    “If you want me to do this, then I do it my way.” 
 
    She nodded and ushered everyone out of the room. When they were gone, I slapped Wesley hard in the face. 
 
    “Wake up!” 
 
    He blinked slowly. “What’s going on? Where am I?” 
 
    “Chaos HQ!” 
 
    His eyes widened. “What? How? We were just at the bunker.” 
 
    “Short answer? You have been dosed with a mind control drug and have been helping Chaos for the last couple of weeks. Also, my mom is the one in charge and she wants me to kill you to prove my loyalty.” 
 
    He sat down heavily on a stool. “Uh…give me a minute.” 
 
    “We don’t have a minute. She thinks I’m killing you right now!” There had to be a way out of this. 
 
    “Well we have to get out of here, somehow.” 
 
    “She’s standing on the other side of the only exit. She threatened to kill Dad and apparently, I have a sister that I never knew about. She says she will start experimenting on her if I don’t co-operate.” 
 
    I don’t even think half of what I said went in, Wesley still looked confused. After a moment, he lurched up from the table and looked around the lab. Moving to a fridge in the corner he started searching through the vials. 
 
    “What are you going to do? Give them the flu?” We could try and rush them, but the guards had guns. Could we make a bomb or something from the stuff in here? 
 
    “Got it,” Wesley said, bringing a vial over to me. “Give me your watch.” 
 
    I took it off and handed it to him. “What are you going to do?” 
 
    He opened it up and removed the vial inside, the one that contained the neutraliser. Emptying the contents out, he replaced it with something he had taken from the fridge. 
 
    “Wesley?” I urged, looking at the door, she could walk back in at any minute. 
 
    He started fiddling with the display. “Okay, listen find a syringe and fill it with the content of that bottle,” he said, pointing to the other bottle he had removed. 
 
    I quickly did as he asked. “She has guards, this isn’t going to stop them,” I said. 
 
    “It’s not meant to. You’re going to inject it into me and it will stop my heart.” 
 
    “What? Are you crazy? I’m not doing that!” I tossed the needle onto the bench. He grabbed the syringe and pressed it into my hand.  
 
    “You have to do it.” 
 
    I stared at him; how could he ask me to kill him? 
 
    Five minutes later, I opened the door to the lab and walked out in a daze. “It’s done,” I said to Mom. 
 
    She looked surprised. Signalling to one of her guards, they entered the room to find Wesley’s body on the floor. The guard knelt down to check his pulse. He nodded to Mom. 
 
    “Well, I’m surprised that you actually went through with it. Good job, Jenna.” She spoke to me like she was praising me for doing the dishes or getting an A in English, not murdering my boyfriend. 
 
    “Get rid of the body,” Mom said to the guards. 
 
    “Wait! I have a better idea. Why not send a message to Dad? Take his body as it is and leave it outside their building. Let him see that we aren’t messing around.” 
 
    Mom looked positively gleeful. “Perfect.” 
 
    I watched them carry Wesley’s body out of the room, feeling sick. There was no turning back now. I was officially part of Chaos. 
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    I watched from the balcony above, as the guards carried a body out of the lab. It was the guy who came in when Jenna did. It looked like he was dead. How did it happen? 
 
    Jenna looked upset, but Angela seemed happy. He was probably working against her. If he’s dead, it’s because he deserves it. 
 
    Angela tried to shield me from what went on here, but I wasn’t stupid. Besides, Grandpa filled me in when he was alive. He explained that dangerous people couldn’t be allowed in the world or they would hurt innocent people.  
 
    Chaos worked hard to help those who couldn’t help themselves, but there were others trying to stop them. Others who wanted innocents to suffer if it meant they made some money in the progress.  
 
    Angela thinks I’m too young to know the truth, that I couldn’t handle it, but I can.  
 
    Jenna is the weak one. She’s the one who was sucked in by our father’s lies.  
 
    I got up from where I was sitting and made my way back to my room. Being here so long, people tended to overlook me. That wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, it meant that I could go where I wanted, listen in on conversations that I wouldn’t normally be allowed to hear.  
 
    Jenna has a lot to learn about us. I hope she’s up to the task. 
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    Things moved fast at Chaos. They already had a plan to bring Gene-Pharm down. Literally. They were going to destroy the building, killing Breton and destroying the company all at the same time. 
 
    I was invited into a meeting in a conference room, with Mom and the people who worked for her. There were six men and one woman in the room. I took a seat to the right of the head of the table. My new role. Mom’s second in command. I wondered if Bishop was happy with that. He sat to her left. 
 
     Mom laid it all out, how we would get in, where we would place the bombs and the aftermath. Meanwhile, I was trying to match the woman before me, up with the one who used to read me bedtime stories. Planting bombs, killing dozens if not hundreds of people? This was what her life was like, this was where she grew up. It was a truly terrible place to be. I could only imagine how Jessica’s mind had been warped by all this. 
 
    I zoned out, staring at the table in front of me.  
 
    “Jenna?” 
 
    My head whipped up. “What?” 
 
    Mom gave me an exasperated look. “You will be going in with me, is that clear?” 
 
    “You want me to go in? I’m like public enemy number one, they would shoot on sight.” 
 
    “We will be in disguise and we will have good IDs, it won’t be an issue.” 
 
    I’m glad she is so confident. 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    When the meeting was over, she asked if I wanted to get to know Jessica. I jumped at the chance. I needed to get away from this. And I was curious to know more about my sister. I just hoped she was nothing like Mom. 
 
    Jessica was in her room, eating a sandwich at her desk. It was barely a room, really a converted cell. I wondered if Mom locked her in at night. What was her life like growing up here? 
 
    “Jessica?”  
 
    She glanced up. “Hey.” 
 
    “Can I come in?” 
 
    She nodded. I took a seat on her bed, to the right of the desk. “I thought we could talk. Get to know each other?” 
 
    “Okay. What do you want to know?”  
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know where to start. Um, what’s life like here?” 
 
    “Good.” Hardly an answer. Good like it’s fine or good like they don’t beat her when she does something wrong. 
 
    “I didn’t know about you. You know that, right? I wasn’t ignoring you or anything.” 
 
    “I know. Angela told me.” 
 
    “You call Mom, Angela?” 
 
    She stared at her plate. “She prefers it that way. She used to tell me stories about you.” 
 
    “I don’t understand why she kept us apart.” 
 
    “She had to. Because of my illness.” 
 
    “What illness?” 
 
    “I was very sick when I was born. They thought I would die which is why I was kept here. Grandpa was here the most. Angela would visit when she could.” 
 
    I noticed a framed photo on her desk of an older man in a suit. He had our eyes. Was that our grandfather? The one I never met? 
 
     Mom told Jessica that she was sick, but it was just another lie. Why? To control her. Stop her from asking questions? Why tell Jessica about me at all? 
 
    “What about now?” 
 
    “Angela found a cure. From your blood, actually. She says that I can go outside someday soon.” 
 
    “You’ve never been outside?” I cried. 
 
    “No, it’s too dangerous for me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m used to it. I have plenty to keep me occupied.” 
 
    My life may not have been perfect, but at least I wasn’t locked away from the world. 
 
    I got up off the bed and walked around the room. Jessica seemed to be quite the artist, there were sketches and water colors over the walls. Mostly of people’s faces. I imagine they were people who worked here. 
 
    The pink and white patterned blanket on the bed had been crocheted, did she make that too? 
 
    All this time. We could have grown up together. Would we have been friends, or would we have fought all the time? 
 
    Anything would have been better than nothing. I wanted to cry for the life we missed out on, but I made a promise to myself that I would keep a tight lid on my emotions while I was here. I wouldn’t give Mom any more ammunition against me. 
 
    She had been manipulating me for too long. 
 
    “When this is over, I promise we’ll go somewhere nice. Maybe to the beach.” 
 
    “That’s okay, you don’t have to make promises you can’t keep.” 
 
    “I will keep it. I mean it.” 
 
    She gave me a small smile, but I could see she didn’t believe me. How many times had Mom lied to her? 
 
    “I’m not like her, Jessica. Trust me.” 
 
    I would never be like her. 
 
    Returning upstairs, I walked the halls, my mind completely shut down. None of this seemed real. I wondered what would happen if I walked out the front door. Would Mom stop me? Have me shot? She would never let me run back to Dad. 
 
    I looked up to see her watching me from above. She had me right where she wanted me. Or she thought she did. 
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    I can’t believe we’re going to walk straight into Gene-Pharm through the front door. 
 
    We were going to get caught. Mom was a few steps ahead of me, her own ID at the ready. I glanced at mine. It said my name was Shannon Mercer and that I was a lab technician. My hair was hidden under a black wig and I was wearing glasses. If they ran a scan of my face, this was never going to work. I would be shot on sight. 
 
    Just keep it together. This may be your only chance to bring Gene-Pharm down. 
 
    I waited in a queue; Mom was three places in front of me. We couldn’t speak to each other until this was over.  
 
    When I reached the front, I handed over the ID. The guard who took it, barely glanced at it. “Level 6,” he said, after checking my job title. 
 
    “T-thanks,” I stuttered, taking the card back. 
 
    “This place isn’t all it’s cracked up to be,” he said, mistaking my fear for first day nerves. He seemed nice, maybe only in his late twenties. What would happen to him when the bomb went off? 
 
    I forced a smile before hurrying to the elevators. Mom was already waiting, although we stood apart and didn’t acknowledge each other. Is it too late to just walk out of here? 
 
    I glanced at her, worried that any minute someone would spot us and we would be arrested. If I ran, she would assume I had chosen Dad, she might kill me. I wouldn’t put anything past her. 
 
    We weren’t the only members of Chaos to enter the building. Right now, several more members were in the basement, setting up charges. We had twenty minutes to get it done and get out. 
 
    We got on the elevator, along with two other employees. I stared straight ahead, trying my best to act like I belonged. 
 
    I adjusted the pin on my shirt. A small, round smiling face. It was something Dad gave me weeks ago; it was really a camera. I planned on using it to record what happened here today. If I could capture something incriminating, then at least people would know that Gene-Pharm were the bad guys. That there was a reason for this. 
 
    Maybe someone will find the footage after we all get blown up. 
 
    Obviously, the plan was to be well clear of the building by the time it blew, but how often did any plan I was a part of go right? 
 
    The two men got off, leaving me and Mom in the elevator. 
 
    “You good?” she asked, her lips barely moving. 
 
    “Hm-hmm.” 
 
    “It’ll all be over soon.” 
 
    The elevator arrived at my floor and I stepped off. Mom was going several floors above to set her charges. I had to set mine in a maintenance room. The idea was to bring the building down completely. Nothing but rubble would remain. 
 
    Trying to act natural, I walked along the hallway avoiding making eye contact with anyone. I moved slowly, even with a ticking clock, I couldn’t bring myself to complete the job quicker because doing it meant killing every person I was passing in this hall. 
 
    The charges were in the pocket of my lab coat. I caught sight of my reflection in one of the office windows. I kind of looked like Dad. If things had been different, I could have ended up working here like him. I wondered what he was doing. What he thought about the gift that had been left on his doorstep. Did he hate me? 
 
    Don’t think about it. Get the job done and get out. 
 
    The maintenance room was where Mom said it was. As I approached it, someone stepped out in front of me, from one of the offices.  
 
    “Sorry,” I mumbled, trying to step around him. 
 
    “Who are you?” he asked. 
 
    I fumbled with my ID, keeping my gaze low. I handed it over to him. Part of me almost wished I would be caught. 
 
    He paused for a second before saying, “I don’t think this is correct. Is it? Miss Deluise.” 
 
    Raising my eyes, I came face to face with Matthew Breton. Oh shit. 
 
    I shoved him hard, ready to run, but he recovered faster than I thought he would, grabbing the back of my coat and swinging me into the office door. It opened and I crashed to the floor.  
 
    Getting to my feet, I backed away from him. I was in a conference room; Breton was blocking the only way out. 
 
    “Sort of a dumb move, coming here. You were at my house too.” 
 
    “Just thought I’d stop by and say hi,” I said.  
 
    He took a step toward me and I pushed one of the chairs between us. He stopped walking and laughed. “That won’t do much good against this.” He removed a gun from his belt. 
 
     I am not going to survive another bullet. I don’t even have the device Dad gave me. 
 
    “Wait! Just wait. I’m not alone,” I said, trying to stall him until I could figure a way out of this. 
 
    “I know. Saw your Mom come in too. It really has turned into a family affair. Is dear old Dad here too?” 
 
    “There’s a bomb in the building.” 
 
    He stopped smiling. “Tom is a white hat. He would never blow up a building.” 
 
    “Dad isn’t here. Did you ever meet my Mom? She’s the leader of Chaos.” 
 
    He snorted. “Yeah, right.” 
 
    “It’s the truth. If you don’t let me leave, she’ll blow this place to bits.” 
 
    “And what will that achieve?” 
 
    “It’ll stop you from experimenting on the zombies. Trying to make them smarter, wasn’t it? I know all about your missions, sending soldiers in to see how the zombies responded to them. You want to make your own dutiful soldiers who can’t be killed.” 
 
    “Who told you that?” 
 
    “A guy I used to know. The secret will get out, sooner or later. The world will find out that they are not gone and then Gene-Pharm will go under. No one will trust you ever again.” 
 
    “People are idiots. They believe what we tell them to believe. And for those that don’t, well maybe they need reminded of what life was like before. Another outbreak and they will be clamouring to us, believe me. I control the population, I control the media and I will control the zombies. This country will be on top again. All I need to do is get rid of you and your family.” 
 
    “Hey, asshole.” 
 
    Breton turned to find Mom behind him. She punched him in the face, sending him staggering. I ran for the gun, trying to pry it out of his hand. Mom grabbed his other arm. 
 
    The gun went off, just before I got hold of it, and Mom fell to the floor. 
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    Mom groaned, clutching her thigh where the bullet had struck her. I rushed to her side. The leg of her maintenance uniform was already soaked in blood. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yes, don’t let him get away,” she said, but Breton was already out the door. 
 
    “I can’t leave you,” I said. 
 
    “I’m fine! If he gets away, then this was for nothing.” 
 
    I raced after Breton in time to see him get into an elevator at the end of the hall. The doors closed before I could reach them. Where was he going?  
 
    Thinking fast, I hit the fire alarm, hoping it would halt the elevator. Sure enough, it stopped on floor five. If he wanted out, he would have to go down the stairs. Made a lot harder with everyone trying to get out. It bought me some time at least. Time I didn’t really have. How long was it until detonation?  
 
    Turning for the stairs, I was confronted by two guards.  I wished I had my baseball bat.  
 
    The first one came at me, I managed to punch him in the face, but the second grabbed my arm, twisting it up my back. I stomped down hard on his foot, before raking my nails down his face. 
 
    The other one recovered and pulled out a pair of cuffs. When he got close enough, I kicked him in the balls making him drop the cuffs. 
 
    An elbow to the other one’s gut got him to release me. I quickly scooped up the cuffs and slapped them on the guard on the ground. When his friend came at me, I managed to cuff them together. 
 
    Racing off, I started down the stairs. That’s when a different kind of alarm went off. A contamination alarm. The lights around me dimmed and red lights flashed off the walls. It meant that there was a zombie loose in the building. Not again. 
 
    I stopped. Did Breton set it off? Were there zombies onsite? The door below me slammed open and a wave of people raced down the stairs. More appeared from the floors above and I was thrown into the wall as they tried to get past me. They appeared more panicked over zombies than a potential fire, can’t say I blamed them. 
 
    I would never get near Breton now. I had to go back for Mom. With a bit of luck, he’d get trampled in a stampede. 
 
    She had managed to get into a chair in the conference room and was tying her belt around her leg. There was blood everywhere.  
 
    “Did you get him?” she asked. 
 
    “No, I had to take down two guards. He has released zombies into the building. We need to get out.” 
 
    I helped her to her feet, worried about the amount of blood she had lost. We needed to get to a hospital. 
 
    “We need to get to the lower levels, we can get out there,” Mom said. “The others will be waiting.” 
 
    “Before the bomb goes off?” I asked. 
 
    “Hurry.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
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    The elevator halted when the alarm went off. I jabbed the button over and over again, but it was useless. Safety protocol meant that the elevators shut down, opening the doors on the nearest floor. 
 
    I was on floor five. I needed to get to the lower level before DeLuise caught up to me. I knew what she was capable of, Tom had his own little solider.  
 
    Tom, Tom, Tom. It all came back to him. The ever present thorn in my side. 
 
     Hurrying to the stairs, I wondered if he was close by. I knew him when we were younger. I would come by to talk to Dad and Tom usually spent his lunch break in the lobby, talking to the guards. He had a habit of running at the mouth, telling anyone who would listen about some new drug he was working on. 
 
    He was full of enthusiasm, always thinking of new ideas. Even though I wasn’t part of Gene-Pharm back then, I knew the part he played in reducing the zombie population. We could have used him on the team, if he hadn’t gone rogue. A conscience was never a good idea in this game. 
 
    I reached the next floor, turned and hurried down to the level below. A few people passed me, thinking the fire alarm was real. If the building emptied, I would be the only one here and DeLuise would catch up to me.  
 
    A bomb.  Was it real? Most likely. Well, if they wanted to bring Gene-Pharm down, they were going with it. I could rebuild elsewhere, turn us into martyrs.  
 
    I pulled my phone out and called through to Parsons, my advisor. 
 
    “It’s Breton. Release the zombies from containment.” 
 
    “I think I misheard you,” Parsons said. 
 
    “You didn’t. There’s a bomb in the building. DeLuise’s brat is here, probably him too. Let the zombies out, if the bomb doesn’t get them, the zombies will. Meet me in the parking garage, we can override the gate and get out.” 
 
    Parsons inhaled sharply. “The system won’t allow you to do that. The building will go into complete lockdown.” 
 
    “I helped write the system. I know what to do. Hurry up.” I had a master’s in computer science. Dad made sure I was useful to him, even if I never wanted to work here. 
 
    I hung up the phone. I needed to get moving, who knows how long I had. A few minutes later, the containment alarm went off. 
 
     I need to hurry. 
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    “Looks like Breton won’t be going anywhere,” I said, as we reached the lower level to find a black sedan in front of a closed garage door. The bodyguard I saw at the house was trying to get it open while Breton screamed at him from a control panel. 
 
    Mom took the gun from me and fired a shot above Breton’s head. He threw himself to the ground behind the car. 
 
    “You’re not getting out,” Mom yelled. 
 
    “Mom don’t shoot him,” I said, trying to grab the gun, but she pushed me away.  
 
    She glared at me. 
 
    “If he dies, no one will believe anything we say. But if we get him to confess…” 
 
    The truth was we didn’t need a confession. I had it all recorded thanks to the pin I was wearing. I just couldn’t bear the thought of watching my mother murder someone. I had no doubt that she has killed before, but I certainly didn’t want to witness it.  
 
    “He deserves to die.” 
 
    “Please Mom, give me the gun.” I held out my hand for it. 
 
    While we were arguing, I didn’t notice the bodyguard get to the control panel. The garage door started to rise. 
 
    Mom started firing at the car, taking out the back window, but she quickly ran out of bullets. Breton jumped in the car, ready to drive out, but when the door opened fully, it revealed a crowd, carrying weapons, gathered outside. And at the front was Dad. 
 
    The crowd surged forward, dragging Breton from the car, as more of his guards came in behind us. Mom and I moved out of the way of them. 
 
    “Mom, tell me how to deactivate the bombs.” 
 
    “No!” she snapped. 
 
    “Mom! We don’t have time to argue. Tell me!” There was no way I could get her clear in time. 
 
    Breathing hard, she propped herself up against the wall behind her. “Fine.” 
 
    She told me how to stop the countdown, which wires to cut. I hated to leave her in her condition, but I needed to stop the bombs. Dodging the guards, I got to the stairs and hurried off to deactivate the bombs. 
 
    The bombs were spread out in the boiler room, three in total. The timers read eight minutes. I used a pen knife to cut the wires, holding my breath as I did. When nothing exploded, I moved onto the next one. 
 
    When I reached the last one, I found that it was wedged behind the boiler. I couldn’t reach the wires to deactivate it. Squeezing into the small gap between the boiler and the wall, I stretched out my arm, but my fingers only brushed it. 
 
    “Need a hand?” 
 
    I turned my head to find Wesley behind me. “You’re okay.” 
 
    “Told you it would work.” 
 
    Wesley grabbed me by the shoulders. “Listen to me. You know the serum that Tom injected me with?” 
 
    “The one that healed you.” I nodded. 
 
    “I’ve replaced the vial in the watch with it. This is a slow acting poison, if you give it to me, it will slow my heart rate and eventually stop it. I’ve set the watch to inject the serum into me after a certain time has elapsed. But we don’t have a lot of time. This is the plan.” 
 
    I prayed that it would work, but worried that it wouldn’t. Thank God he was okay. 
 
    “I’m sorry that it had to happen. Do you hate me?” I asked.  
 
    “Of course not. It was my plan. I’m just glad they didn’t throw me in the incinerator.” 
 
    He hugged me tightly. “You’ve no idea what it was like. Not knowing what was going on. If you were okay.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I thought it would be better if you were back with Dad. I wanted to leave, but I was worried what she would do.” 
 
    “We can talk about it later, isn’t there a bomb to get rid of?” 
 
    “Crap!” 
 
    I almost forgot about it. I tried again to reach it. “Maybe if you boosted me up, I could get it from above?” 
 
    Wesley did as I asked and I managed to get hold of it. There were five minutes left on it. I pulled the wires, before breathing a sigh of relief. 
 
    “One less thing to worry about. We should get back,” I said. 
 
    “Do you plan on leaving with us?” Wesley asked. 
 
    “We’re all leaving together. We can worry about the rest later.” I would drag Mom out if I had to. 
 
    Wesley kissed me. “As long as I don’t lose you again.” 
 
    We turned to find a zombie charging right at us. 
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    Where the hell is Jenna? 
 
    I searched the crowd but couldn’t see her. Wesley had run off, maybe he was with her. I told him his only job was to get her out.  
 
    The message came through less than an hour ago that Angela was spotted entering Gene-Pharm. I knew she couldn’t be planning anything good.  
 
    Twenty years together and I never even knew her. She was the enemy all along. She is the Phoenix. 
 
    She wasn’t going to suck Jenna into her world. I’d make sure of that.  
 
    A zombie made a swipe at me, but I dodged it, planting the axe I was using in its head. We were running out of time. If we didn’t get out of here, we’d all end up as zombies.  
 
    “Where are you, Angela?” I muttered. I was stuck near the door, trying to prevent any of the zombies from getting out.  
 
    For all the anger I had for her, the weird thing was, I wasn’t surprised. What did that say about me? She always had this ferociousness about her, this layer that I never got to fully see. Why would someone like her ever even look at someone like you? It was a question I pondered many times over the years and now I knew the answer. It was all part of her plan. Manipulating me, persuading me to return to Gene-Pharm, the X01 trials.  
 
    I swung the axe at another zombie.  
 
    Damn it, I loved her. Maybe I wasn’t always the best husband, but I always loved her. Now I would have to do everything I could to keep her away from Jenna. Assuming Jenna hadn’t already joined her. I wouldn’t blame her if she did. Angela was her mother, she trusted her. I was the parent who abandoned her, the one she blamed. 
 
    Well, maybe she didn’t trust her fully. Finding Wesley on the doorstep shocked me to my core. I really believed that Jenna had killed him, thanks to the scathing note Angela sent with the body. A present from your daughter. We’re through playing your game. 
 
    When the serum revived him, he was able to explain everything to me. I wanted to storm the place and get her out, but I couldn’t. I had to wait. The team was always prepared though, the second I got the word, I was out the door. 
 
    “Angela!” I bellowed. I wasn’t letting this lie. She was going to face me. She was going to look me in the eye and tell me if it was worth it. If her play for power was worth destroying our family over. 
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    I hit the ground as the zombie rammed me. Before I could recover, it had a hold of Wesley, teeth gnashing at his throat. 
 
    He tried to block it from biting him, but its teeth caught on his sleeve. I grabbed it around the legs, tipping it over. Once it was down, I got to my feet and swung the knife I had for the wires at its head. Driving it into its temple, it eventually stopped moving. Flashbacks of my Chaos training rushed through my mind, but I pushed them away. I needed to keep it together. 
 
    “Did it get you?” I asked. 
 
    Wesley tore the sleeve open to check the skin below. “No, its fine.” 
 
    “Are you sure?”  
 
    “Yes, we should go. If there was one there will be others.” 
 
    We headed back to the lower level, finding a three-way fight between Dad’s people, Breton’s guards and the zombies. I could see at least six of them. There were bound to be Chaos members in there too, but I couldn’t remember what they looked like. The main thing we needed to worry about were the zombies. 
 
    I ran back to where I left Mom, to find her lying on the ground next to a generator. Her face was ashen, her eyes closed. 
 
    “Mom!” I cried, dropping to her side. Wesley hurried off to help the others. 
 
    She was barely conscious; she had lost too much blood. I shook her.  
 
    “Mom, can you hear me?” 
 
    “I have to go…” she groaned. 
 
    “I’ll get you out of here.” 
 
    One of the zombies spotted us and lurched our way. From the state of him, it looked like he had been a zombie for a while. They must have been held somewhere in the building. I looked around for a weapon and my eyes landed on a night stick that a guard must have dropped. 
 
    Grabbing it, I swung it at the zombie’s head. I kept hitting it, trying to do enough damage to take it down. Body fluids and brain matter spattered across my face.  
 
    “Just die!” I screamed, hitting it as hard as I could. The body crumpled under it and it fell to the ground, landing at Mom’s feet. 
 
    Breathing hard, I returned to Mom’s side. “Come on, Mom. We need to go.” 
 
    As I was trying to get her to sit up, she let out a scream. I turned to see the zombie I thought I put down, with its teeth in her leg. 
 
    “NO!” I screamed, I tried to pull her leg away, but it clung to her, tearing flesh and drawing more blood. 
 
    One of the guards heard the scream and fired a shot at its head, knocking it away from her, but it was too late. 
 
    “Oh God, Mom.” I cradled her. “I’ll get you some help. Dad!” 
 
    I searched the crowd for him, but there were too many people. “Wesley! Someone help.” 
 
    Mom opened her eyes. “Jenna.” 
 
    “It’ll be okay,” I said. 
 
    She gripped my arm. “Listen to me. You have to take command. You can change everything.” 
 
    “What? No, I’m going to get Dad. I’ll get him. He can do something.” 
 
    I tried to get up, but she clung to me. “Don’t leave. Stay with me.” 
 
    Tears streamed down my face. She couldn’t die. Not like this. 
 
    “Mommy, please,” I whispered.  
 
    She smiled at me, placing a hand on my cheek. “You haven’t called me that in forever.” 
 
    Her hand dropped, as she went still. 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    She was dead. 
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    Time seemed to slow down. Angela, she was gone. She lay in a pool of blood on the floor.  
 
    It hit me like a gut punch, it couldn’t go down like this.  
 
    Jenna was holding her, my poor girl, she didn’t deserve to witness this.  
 
    I was struck by the memory of her holding Jenna, the day she was born. The smile on her face and that shocking moment when I finally saw our child and realized that she was no longer the foetus or the embryo, she was an actual living child. Our child. I’ll never see her smile again. 
 
    A shout went up, the zombies had increased in number and they were trying to get out. If they got to the street, a lot more people would die. I could mourn Angela later, right now, I needed to get Jenna out of here. 
 
    Angela would have to stay. 
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    She can’t be dead. This isn’t happening. 
 
    I could hear someone calling my name, but it sounded like they were underwater. I couldn’t stop staring at Mom’s face. There was a smear of blood on her cheek, she looked like she was sleeping. 
 
    Hands encircled me and I was pulled to my feet. “No!” I cried. I can’t leave her. 
 
    “It’s me,” Dad said in my ear. “We have to go.” 
 
    “No, I won’t leave her.” I fought against him, but he dragged me away. 
 
    “Jenna, she’s gone. Please if we don’t get the door closed the zombies will escape.” 
 
    I looked around to see that the humans were losing. The number of zombies had doubled. If they got out onto the street, it would start all over again. I should have left the bombs alone, I thought bitterly. 
 
    I allowed Dad to lead me to the door, my eyes on Mom until the last moment, to check that she stayed where she was. A few people were working on getting it closed, including Wesley. I couldn’t see Breton anywhere. Did he get away again? Was that monster out there, planning how he would spin this to the media? 
 
    “Got it,” someone yelled as the door started to descend. 
 
    “Wesley!” I cried in a panic, worried he would get trapped inside, but he ducked under the door and joined us on the other side. 
 
    A few others joined us and I watched as the door sealed shut, Mom along with it. There was no coming back from this. She really was gone this time. She’ll be eaten by the zombies. At least she didn’t get back up as one of them.  
 
    “We need to get out of here,” Dad said. “Before we’re arrested.” 
 
    “Gene-Pharm will have enough to deal with,” Wesley said, taking my hand. 
 
    “Let’s give them something more.” I pulled the pin off my shirt and held it up. “Breton confessed that zombies still exist.” 
 
    I handed it to Dad. 
 
    He stared at it in astonishment. “This is everything, Jenna. Everything we’ve been working toward.” 
 
    He looked proud of me, but I felt numb. Did it even matter anymore? Mom was gone. I remembered her last words to me. 
 
    “We need to go back to Chaos.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “Jessica. I have to get her.” She wasn’t staying there, she was coming home with me. 
 
    “Who is Jessica?” Dad asked. 
 
    “My sister.” 
 
    “Your what?” 
 
    “I was a twin. Mom kept her. She was raised by Chaos, but she doesn’t know about any of it. She thinks Mom kept us separate because she was sick.” 
 
    Dad went pale. “Twins? That’s why she was acting weird, why she was at that place when I found her. How could she do this?” 
 
    “Let’s go get her, before Chaos move her.” 
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    Hurrying through the halls of the Chaos building, I just hoped Jessica was in her room. Dad was close behind. No one stopped us at the door. They were probably scrambling after what happened. 
 
    Dad’s going to meet his daughter for the first time, I thought as we reached the right floor.  
 
    We reached the cells. I yanked open the door to Jessica’s room to find her huddled on the bed. She looked younger than eighteen, like a child.  
 
    “Jenna? What’s happening?” she asked. 
 
    When Dad stepped into the room, she froze. “You’re…” 
 
    Dad looked just as shocked, but he forced a smile. 
 
    “Jessica. It’s so good to finally meet you.” 
 
    He reached out a hand to her, but she backed away, glancing fearfully at me. What lies had Mom told her? 
 
    “It’s okay, Jessica. We need to leave here,” I said, grabbing a bag for her. 
 
    “Where’s Angela?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ll explain everything once we get somewhere safe.” 
 
    “No, I don’t want to leave. Where is Angela?” Jessica cried, pushing me away. 
 
    I looked at Dad for help.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Jessica. Your mother…she died. We’re here to take you home.” 
 
    Jessica’s eyes widened in shock. “No. I don’t believe you. This is my home and Angela will come back.” 
 
    “She’s not coming back. I’m sorry. I saw her die, she’s gone,” I said as gently as possible. I didn’t want to rush her, but who knew how long we had. 
 
    “How?” Jessica asked. 
 
    “She was shot in the leg. She lost too much blood.” I couldn’t tell her about the zombie bite, it was too much. 
 
    Jessica started to cry.  
 
    I pulled Dad aside. “How do we make her listen. They’ll be back soon and now that Mom’s gone, they might want us dead.” 
 
    “There’ll be a power struggle for sure.” 
 
    “What if I took over?” I blurted. 
 
    Dad looked at me as though I’d gone insane. “You can’t be here. Neither of you can.” 
 
    “Mom wanted me to take her place one day. What if I did? I could stop all this.” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, you have no idea if they would listen to you. Besides, Chaos is the enemy.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure who the enemy was anymore. Was there even a right side? Or were we all just lashing out at each other. 
 
    “Please come with us, Jessica. I know you’re scared, but I’ll take care of you,” I said. That was my job now.  
 
    “I don’t know you,” she snapped. 
 
    “I’m your sister. You can trust me.” 
 
    She retreated to the corner of the cell, turning her back on us. 
 
    “We don’t have time for this,” Dad said.  
 
    He stepped up to Jessica, pulling something from his pocket. He plunged a syringe into her neck. 
 
    “Dad!” I cried. 
 
    “Argue later,” he said, scooping her up. “Let’s go.” 
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    We gathered around the small TV in the rec room of the old YMCA we were currently staying in, to watch the news. They were reporting the incident at Gene-Pharm. The reporter, a woman in her thirties, looked visibly shaken.  
 
    “Reports are still coming in, but it appears that Gene-Pharm Industries has ceased operation. Video footage was sent to news outlets late last night showing CEO Matthew Breton admitting that zombies still exist and that Gene-Pharm have been experimenting on them. A reporter was sent to Gene-Pharm Industries and he recorded this.” 
 
    The image switched to hand-held camera footage looking in on the garage and the carnage we left behind. Shuffling around in the middle of it, was a zombified Breton. He didn’t escape after all. Good. 
 
    “Stocks in Gene-Pharm Industries plummeted in record time as people began rioting in the streets. People are being asked to remain in their homes and are being told that they are in no immediate danger.” 
 
    I turned away from the TV. It was over. The world knew the truth, but was it any better off? People were going to lose their minds. It would be, well, chaos. Just like Mom wanted. 
 
    Dad was grinning and shaking hands with the others. He fulfilled his life-long dream. And it only cost him a wife. 
 
    Glad someone is happy. 
 
    I went to leave the room, but Dad stopped me. “Hey, everything will be okay, kiddo.” 
 
    “Really? Is this it? Do we all retire to a desert island now?” I asked sarcastically. 
 
    “We need to make sure no one else takes over. But this is a huge win for us.” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry I’m not in the mood to celebrate. Kinda bummed over my mother dying in my arms!” 
 
    I stormed out of the room. Not even a day and he’s already forgotten about her. Did he even really love her? 
 
    I headed for Jessica’s room to see if she was okay. She must be terrified, being pulled away from everything she’s ever known. Dad drugging her didn’t help. 
 
    A guard stood outside her room which annoyed me, she wasn’t a prisoner. I pushed past her and opened the door to find her sobbing on the bed. When she saw me, she leapt up. “Stay away from me!” 
 
    “Calm down. You’re safe here. I know this is scary…” 
 
    “You don’t know anything about me. My family is dead and I want to go home.”  
 
    I stared at her, seeing myself in her. I understood exactly how she felt. “Dad wants you to stay.” 
 
    “And you?” 
 
    “I want you to be okay.” 
 
    “I was okay where I was.” 
 
    “I know you don’t want to believe me, but Chaos has killed a lot of people. There’s a good chance they would kill both of us if they saw us again.” 
 
    “You kidnapped me. I’ll tell Bishop that, he’ll listen to me.” It was a chance I wasn’t willing to take. 
 
    “Just give it a few days. Talk to Dad and then decide what you want to do.” It wasn’t what she wanted to hear and in truth I didn’t want her to stay here with him, but I needed time to think of a better plan. 
 
    She glared at me. “Not like I have a choice with that goon outside. Just leave me alone.” 
 
    I turned away then stopped. “What if you didn’t have to stay here? What if we left all of this behind?” 
 
    “I don’t want to go anywhere with you.” 
 
    Her words stung. I was trying to help her. “Think about it.” 
 
    Leaving the room, I went to find Wesley. He was sitting in his room, eating a bag of chips.  
 
    “Guess you heard the news?” I asked. 
 
    “Yep. So, I am taking a well-deserved break.” 
 
    I grabbed the bag of chips and ate some. I hadn’t eaten in ages. “Jessica hates me.” 
 
    “She’ll come around.” 
 
    “No, she won’t. She’s as stubborn as I am. I don’t think she should stay here.” 
 
    “Where would she go?” 
 
    “I don’t know. We’d need money to go anywhere. Don’t suppose you have a secret trust fund?” 
 
    “Ha! No, I do not. Although…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I bet that Chaos has a lot of money. Look at that building, the lab, they weren’t cheap.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, maybe they’ll give me an allowance.” 
 
    “Have you actually thought about your mother’s offer?” he asked, surprising me. 
 
    “Join Chaos?” 
 
    “Yes, well not officially. But you could have access to everything. Think what you could do with it.” 
 
    I had thought about it. A lot. “I can’t just walk in there. Can I?” 
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    Walking through the doors into Chaos, I wondered what kind of reception I would get. Dad didn’t know I was here, no point in giving him the chance to lock me up too. 
 
     No one made it out of Gene-Pharm, as far as I knew, but they could have pieced together what happened. They knew Mom was gone at the very least. From the news reports, the building was quarantined. Any bodies found inside would have been incinerated. 
 
    Bishop was waiting in the lobby. He did not look pleased to see me. 
 
    “I need to speak to the people in charge,” I said, trying to appear confident, while every instinct told me to run. 
 
    “Regarding what?” 
 
    “Everything. Mom for a start.” 
 
    “Of course. My condolences for your loss.” He didn’t sound sincere. 
 
    I nodded, but the reality is Bishop probably knew her better than I did. He led me upstairs to a conference room. The people from before were sitting around the table, it looked like they had been in the middle of a meeting already. 
 
    “Miss DeLuise wishes to speak with us.” 
 
    Bishop took a seat, giving me the floor. Wow, I never thought I’d get this far. What the hell do I say? 
 
    “Um, thank you. I’m here because, uh, my mother spoke to me before she died, she wanted me to take over from her.” 
 
    “We’re aware of her plans,” one man said. 
 
    “Well, I want to take her place.” 
 
    Bishop glanced at the others. “No. We have no interest in working with you. You have proven what side you are on. You returned to your father, that’s all we needed to know.” 
 
    “He showed up and got me out. Chaos is mine, I am the one Mom wanted to take over.” 
 
    “And what would you do with it?” one man asked. 
 
    This was where I was going to lose them. “I want peace. I want Chaos to stop what it is doing and work to help people.” 
 
    Bishop stood up. “Another example of how little you know about this organization. We do help people. You may not agree with our methods, but they certainly won’t be changing anytime soon. I think you should leave.” 
 
    “You can’t do this,” I said. 
 
    “In deference to your mother I am letting you leave here alive. Don’t come back here.” 
 
    I was ushered out of the room by Bishop. When we reached the lobby, he let go of my arm. 
 
    “Where is Jessica?” he asked. 
 
    “Safe. Away from you!” 
 
    “You really are your father’s daughter, you know that? I have heard many tales of him over the years, from your mother. She should have brought you here too.” 
 
    “I am not my father and I am not my mother. I’m my own person. I could lead, I could change things. With Gene-Pharm gone, we could help people, not lie to them.” 
 
    “People need to be lied to. Otherwise they lose it and could take the city down with them.” 
 
    He pointed to the door. “Leave.” 
 
    I did as he said, frustrated and angry. I guess I shouldn’t be insulted to be told I wasn’t good enough to run a terrorist organization, but it didn’t solve the problem. What did I do now?  
 
    Returning to Dad, carrying on his fight wasn’t something I wanted. If I couldn’t stop all this craziness, then I wanted out of it. For good. 
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    The alarm went off at dawn. Running from my room, I saw Dad moving down the corridor in the opposite direction. I raced after him, hoping that Chaos weren’t here, ready to slaughter us all. 
 
    “Dad!” I yelled.  
 
    He stopped in the small room that housed the cameras, allowing me to catch up to him.  
 
    “Is it Chaos?” 
 
    “No, it’s Jessica,” he said, staring at the camera. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “She’s run off. Come on, we have to catch her.” 
 
    We hurried outside to the gate, but Jessica was already out of sight. I knew she would try something like this. It’s exactly what I would do. 
 
    “Where would she go?” I asked. 
 
    “Back to Chaos. It’s all she’s ever known.” 
 
    How could she return to those monsters? They probably thought she was a traitor like me. Would they take her in or kill her? 
 
    “We have to get her back, they’ll hurt her.” 
 
    Dad nodded, going for his van. We both got in and drove off, searching the streets for her. 
 
    We searched for over an hour, but she had given us the slip. In the end we had no choice but to head to Chaos. They were getting bolder. No longer in hiding. They didn’t even bother to change location. Then again, Mom knew where Dad was hiding, so neither one was making a move – yet. 
 
    I convinced Dad to stay in the van, they definitely wouldn’t let him in, but they might let me in. 
 
    Approaching the building, a man stepped out from inside, blocking my way. 
 
    “You’re not welcome here,” he said. 
 
    “I want to see my sister. Is she here?” 
 
    He just stared at me.  
 
    “I want to speak to Bishop. I’m not leaving until I do.” Crossing my arms, I glared at him.  
 
    After several long, drawn out minutes, he spoke into his walkie talkie. It was several more minutes before Bishop arrived. 
 
    “I believe I gave you an answer when I spoke to you last.” 
 
    “Is Jessica here?” 
 
    He sighed. “It’s my job to protect this organization. What goes on inside is none of your concern.” 
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes. I know she is scared, but she belongs with me. She belongs with her family.” 
 
    “We are the only family she has ever known.” 
 
    He wasn’t wrong, but things change. “I’m not going to let anyone else hurt her.” 
 
    Bishop sneered at me. “Jessica has never been harmed. She has always been taken care of and that will continue to be the case. She is the future of Chaos. If she ran from you, then I think it is clear where her loyalties lie.” 
 
    We would never be able to get inside. Besides they could move her somewhere else, hide her for good. 
 
    “Fine. Then at least give her a message. Tell her if she needs me, I’m here.” 
 
    Bishop nodded and headed back inside. 
 
    Back in the van, I told Dad what happened. “We can’t leave her.” 
 
    “She wanted to come back here, Dad. I don’t think they will harm her. They need her. Right now, I think we have to leave her.” 
 
    It took some more persuading to get him to start the van, but he did and we headed back to base. He shut himself in his office for the rest of the day. 
 
    As I passed Dad’s office later that night, I could hear him talking to someone inside. “We could get some men together, storm the place.” 
 
    “We don’t know what kind of weapons they have. We are not equipped to take them on,” Lance replied. He was one of Dad’s men. 
 
    “Well I don’t know what else to do. If I could get through to her, make her see that we are her family, maybe she would listen.” 
 
    “She doesn’t know you, Tom. Angela made sure of that.” 
 
    “I hate this. I hate her. Everything she did. Denying me my own daughter.” 
 
    “Pretty diabolical.” 
 
    “Do you think she’s like Jenna? They are twins.” 
 
    “If she was, I imagine they would have used her in the fight.” 
 
    “I just wish I had more time with her.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and counted slowly to ten. Something I was trying instead of pain. It wasn’t as effective. A daughter he never knew, may never see again and he is upset that he didn’t get to use her in his war. And it was his war. I was done. He wanted me to expose Gene-Pharm and I had done my part.  
 
    Moving further down the hall, I went into my room. Wesley was lying in bed, half asleep. I climbed in next to him. Wesley put his arm around me, pulling me close.  
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked softly. 
 
    “No, I’m not. I can’t believe Jessica went back to them.” 
 
    “It’s all she’s ever known.” 
 
    “I heard Dad talking. He thinks there is a chance she’ll be like me. The daughter he never knew existed and he’s wondering how he can use her too. I’m sick of it. I’m sick of all of them.” 
 
    “So, what do you want to do? Run away?” 
 
    “Honestly? Yes, I do.” 
 
    He kissed my forehead. “Then that’s what we’ll do.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked in surprise. 
 
    “I go where you go. If Tom wants to keep fighting, let him. We deserve a life of our own.” 
 
    I smiled. “Thank you.” 
 
    Resting my head on his shoulder, I closed my eyes. “Maybe Jessica will come back to us.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Tom 
 
      
 
    I sat in my office, seething over Jessica’s decision to return to them. She should be here with me. 
 
    I poured myself another drink, my third. The victory of Gene-Pharm was a hollow one. It cost so much. I had to keep my game face on for the others, but inside I was tired and angry, and grieving my traitor of a wife. 
 
    There was a knock at the door. 
 
    “Come in,” I said, hoping it wasn’t Lance with more questions. I admired his enthusiasm, but I just wanted to take a break before the next crisis. 
 
    Wesley walked into the room. He didn’t look happy. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Is it Jenna?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, she isn’t happy.” 
 
    “Join the club. Things will get better, we’ll find a way to get Jessica back.” 
 
    Wesley sighed and took a seat opposite me. “You never stop, do you?” 
 
    “Stop what?” 
 
    “Your daughter is not happy and I’m not just talking about Jessica or Angela. She doesn’t want to be here.” 
 
    I swirled the whiskey in my glass. “I understand. Why don’t you two take a break. A vacation somewhere for a while. Let her recharge before…” 
 
    “No. That’s not what I mean. She doesn’t need a break, she’s done, Tom.” 
 
    I stared at him. “If you’ve been putting ideas into her head…” 
 
    Wesley shook his head. “Always someone else to blame. This year alone she’s had to deal with your suicide, kidnapping, finding out she was experimented on, a sister she never knew about, a mother who was a criminal and oh yeah, being killed multiple times. It’s a wonder she isn’t in a psych ward right now. We’re out.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to argue with him but realized that I didn’t have an argument left.  
 
    “This isn’t open for debate. It’s an FYI situation.” He stood up to leave. 
 
    As he reached the door, I said, “Wesley.” 
 
    He turned to look at me.  
 
    “Get as far away as you can. And take care of her.” 
 
    He nodded. “I will.” 
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     “…Recent reports show an increase in the number of zombie sighting. Officials are trying to keep the peace, but many are worried that we could see a return to the past or even face extinction.” 
 
    Sitting on the couch, I watched the news report, fearing the worst. It had been six months and it was still going on. There were riots in the city, mass exodus from populated areas.  
 
    “Jenna?” Wesley said. I barely heard him. He reached for the remote control and switched off the TV. Sitting down beside me, he took my hand, which was currently gripping my leg. I didn’t even realize I was doing it, but it would definitely leave a mark. 
 
    “I thought you weren’t going to watch that anymore? It’s not our problem.” 
 
    “Until the zombies reach us,” I said.  
 
    “Yeah, but I can barely find this place, I doubt zombies are just going to happen upon us.” 
 
    He was probably right. We were living in a state-of-the-art cabin in the middle of nowhere, courtesy of Chaos money. Wesley hacked their accounts and stole several million. I was Mom’s next of kin, so if things had been different it would have gone to me anyway. Me and Jessica. I hadn’t spoken to her since the day she left. She made her choice. 
 
    Getting off the couch, I moved to the bay window which overlooked the forest. We had an electric fence in place, a fallout shelter down below. If the world went nuts again, we could survive down here for a long time. 
 
    You traded in your old prison for a fancy one. At least it was a prison of my own making. I could walk out the door any time I felt like it.  
 
    “We can go back, if that’s what you want,” Wesley said. 
 
    “No. I don’t want to.” 
 
    “Maybe we can try and contact Jessica again. Let her know where we are…” 
 
    “No, I don’t want anyone knowing about this place. She stayed with them; she can’t be trusted.” 
 
    Wesley came up behind me and put his arms around me. “Why don’t we do something fun this weekend? We could get out of here, take a hike up to that nice spot on the hill? Have a nice romantic picnic.” 
 
    “Is it romantic because you have a ring hidden in your pocket?” 
 
    Wesley scoffed. “No…how did you find out about it?” 
 
    “Because you keep patting your pocket every five minutes to check it’s still there.” 
 
    “Oh. Well now you’ve ruined the surprise.” 
 
    I turned to face him. “Why would you want to saddle yourself with me?” 
 
    “Because I love you.” 
 
    He kissed me. “Should I do this now?”  
 
    “No, wait for the romantic picnic. I’ll try and act surprised.” 
 
    I wrapped my arms around him. At least I still had him. My life was far from perfect, but I would do everything in my power to make it better for me and Wesley. He was my family now. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jessica 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sitting at the head of the table was a new experience for me, but one I could get used to quite quickly.  
 
    Bishop sat to my right; he had been training me for this moment for six months. In my mother’s image, he had said. I doubted I could ever really be like her, but I would do my best to make her proud. 
 
    “Jessica, we want to move forward with our plans, now the Gene-Pharm is down, we can work with less scrutiny. If we could move forward with the X01 program, we could take over.” 
 
    I nodded. “Good. Do it.” 
 
    Bishop smirked at me, which I assumed meant that he approved of my decision. I knew what the X01 trials were, although I didn’t understand the science behind it. All I knew was that it was designed to make humans stronger and better. What was wrong with that? Jenna was stronger because of the X01. Our father experimented on her. If she could be made stronger, then so could I. That’s what I needed now. 
 
    When the meeting was over, I left Bishop to deal with the details, heading downstairs to my former bedroom. It was now cleared out, I had moved upstairs. I was surprised to find that I missed it. It was familiar, safe. But it was time to grow up.  
 
    Leaving the room behind, I moved further along to the containment cells. To one in particular. I approached the cell, bracing myself for the horrific sight that awaited me. The lights flickered on and she slammed into the glass. Her long auburn hair hung in tattered clumps now. Her skin was gray, sunken looking. I had them adjust the climate controls in the cell to try and preserve her as much as possible, but it had been six months.  
 
    Her milky white eyes stared at me, chilling me. Angela – Mom was gone. This thing wasn’t her, but it was all I had left. 
 
    “They finally put me in charge. It’s been a long six months, but I’ve learned a lot. I can lead like you did.” 
 
    She gnashed her teeth at me.  
 
    “I used to hate you. Every time you would tell me stories about Jenna, I got so mad. She was the one who got to live with you, to have a life. But I see the truth now. She was the weak one. Influenced by our father, it’s her fault you are gone.” 
 
    I placed my hand on the glass.  
 
    “Don’t worry, Mom. I’ll finish what you started.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END 
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