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The Current Dance

(Kai and Eva)

Part I: The Fugitive and the Anchor

📖 Chapter 1: The Silent Current

Scene 1: Awakening and Danger

Every night, Kai slept fighting fire. This time, he was awakened by a shout and a dark, scorching note. This time, the beam fell before his hair caught fire.

Kai woke up suddenly, his heart pounding violently. It took him a moment to remember where he was. Something in his backpack was pressing against his cheek. He groaned, shifting on the piece of cardboard that was his bed. The solid stone blocks behind his back, rough and covered in moss, made good guards but bad bedfellows. His neck ached and was stiff, his muscles tense, and he felt pins and needles in the arm he had been lying on. He needed to urinate.

The dream again.

He gripped the handle of his knife and looked around. It was just after dawn, the air smelling fresh and clean, with a humidity that suggested potential rain. He felt his sleeping bag was damp, and the grass on the riverbank glistened with dew. The sound of lapping water was close, a sound from his past, and he could hear the noisy river birds chastising his laziness.

There was no escape. If he waited too long, someone would appear. He shed the last traces of sleep, unzipped his sleeping bag, and crawled out. He stretched, then rotated his head a few times, wincing as his neck vertebrae grated like the sound of Red crushing eggshells in his fist—one of Red’s less annoying habits. He did a few knee bends until Kai’s bladder protested. He looked around once more, because he didn't like leaving his belongings unattended even for a moment—on the street, a moment of inattention could mean the difference between a meal and hunger, between safety and violent abuse/mutilation/rape, between survival and annihilation.

Scene 2: The River and the Feelings

He grabbed his backpack, tucked his knife inside, and padded barefoot down the grassy riverbank until he reached an overgrown bush. After relieving himself, he knelt at the river's edge and washed his hands, then splashed cold water on his face. It wasn't perfectly clean, but it helped remove the layer of sleep and grime from the morning. He ran his wet fingers through his hair with distaste. He needed a good wash—or at least a swim in the river instead of a long, painful hot shower. Maybe later—he had to eat first. He pressed the skin above his waist; he had lost weight again, he surmised. Hunger never fully withdrew its claws: even on the rare occasions when his stomach was full, there was always the next meal to worry about.

It would be another long day.

He pulled his water bottle and worn running shoes from his backpack. After quenching his thirst, he capped the bottle and considered his next move. He always tried to find a new place to sleep each night, and if he was lucky, he might find an abandoned warehouse, a garage, or even a shed in a lot. The docks area looked promising, although it was likely others had the same idea. Still, it was a fairly large area. He had stayed away from the shantytowns. He wanted no connection with anyone else.

Scene 3: Waiting for Hunger

Kai searched for the raisin bun he had saved the night before, then shook out his sleeping bag, rolled it into a compact bundle, and stored it in his backpack, followed by the bun and the water bottle. After slipping into his running shoes, he placed the piece of cardboard between one of the massive stone bridge abutments and a clump of wild blackberry vines, just in case he had to return tonight.

The light was still dim, and apart from a boat in the distance—a skiff, from its long, squat shape—and the birds, flying insects, and the occasional frog, the river belonged to Kai alone. He made his way along the bank toward the city center. There was a thin, dark mist over the water that the sun would soon burn away. Although it was cloudy now, with the possibility of rain, Kai could tell it would be hot later, hot and humid. Good weather for swimming. Usually, the river was crowded, but he hadn't seen anyone swimming yet. Of course, he always chose a secluded spot.

When hunger started gnawing at his gut, he stopped at a sandy patch of ground, half-hidden behind large rocks and a willow tree, to eat his somewhat flattened bun. He stared at his breakfast for a few seconds, then put it back in his backpack. He would wait. It was impossible to predict when he would earn some money. It was a shame he hadn't kept that piece of sausage instead of feeding it to the stray he met yesterday, who probably needed it less than he did.

Scene 4: Smoking and a Surprise

Kai fumbled in his pocket for a cigarette he had picked up. It was bent but only slightly dirty at the tip—perfectly smokeable. He stood up, then lit it with one of his last matches. He leaned his back against the rock, inhaled deeply, and watched the river.

The cigarette did little to alleviate his hunger. Involuntarily, he found himself imagining bacon frying in a cast-iron skillet, his grandmother's loaf of bread, a bowl of rich yellow butter. Saliva pooled in his mouth. He forced the memory back—not that way.

After finishing the cigarette, Kai licked his fingertips, carefully extinguished it, and dropped the butt into his pocket. Then he pulled out his worn copy of The Tempest. If he had a few pounds, he would be able to buy some used books. Unlike most other kids on the street, he wouldn't steal anything, not even an apple from the market. He just wished he had a place to store books. If he continued at this rate, by winter it would be a real problem carrying them around. Of course, by winter there would be other problems—problems slightly more pressing than his belongings. He smiled to himself. Nothing worse than taking yourself too seriously.

The dog kept its distance at first. The man with the legs was muttering under his breath, wrapping a strand of hair around his finger and pulling it. He smelled stale and rancid, like a neglected shoe. The dog approached. It sniffed a crushed can, scratched itself. Then a strong, hacking cough: the dog recoiled fearfully. The streets had taught it caution, even patience.

A small movement caught Kai's attention. He quickly turned his head. Not again, he thought, closing his book. Too many of his mistakes came back to haunt him. The dog approached, licking Kai's hand.

"What do you want? I don't have anything to feed you."

––––––––
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📖 Chapter 2: The Silent Current

Scene 1: The Haunted Past

Kai did not want to look at the dog, but he could not avoid it either. The dog was persistent; it barked, wagged its tail vigorously, and rubbed its head against Kai's knee.

"Go away," Kai said firmly, but the dog took another step closer, its ears lowered, letting out a short, sad whimper. "I told you, I have nothing."

The dog looked at the discarded cigarette butt on the ground. Kai pointed to his backpack. "There's a bun in there. But it's mine. I haven't eaten."

The dog looked at him, then at the backpack, then back at him. It then nudged Kai's hand with its nose. Kai hesitated, then slowly reached for the zipper of his backpack. As he did, his fingers brushed against the worn, small, tattered notebook he always carried. He froze.

The dog sensed the change in his mood. Kai’s gaze focused on the notebook. He hadn't looked at it for days, perhaps weeks. It was his last connection to his past, and his greatest source of fear.

Scene 2: The Journal of Balance

Kai pushed the dog away gently, pulled out the notebook, and opened it. The pages, brittle and yellowed, were filled with a hurried, looping script that wasn't his—or at least, wasn't his now. The handwriting belonged to the person he used to be.

He skipped the first few pages, which contained confusing scientific diagrams and mystical-sounding warnings, and went straight to the section he had memorized but desperately tried to forget:

“The power is not a gift; it is a paradox. It is the ability to introduce absolute Balance into any object or matter. When used to heal or restore (reverse time), it creates an imbalance with the universe’s natural entropy. This imbalance demands a cost equal to the energy used.”

Kai’s hand trembled slightly as he read the next line, the one that made him a fugitive:

“The price for introducing Balance is Memory—the essence of time spent. The power does not destroy; it un-makes. It consumes the memory of the user’s moments of existence, making the user a ghost in his own life.”

Scene 3: The Threat of Erasure

Kai clenched his jaw. That's why he remembered nothing—not his name, his family, or how he acquired this terrifying power. Each time he used it, a part of his past vanished. He was a human reset button.

He quickly flipped to the last page, the one written in fresh ink, scribbled in a desperate frenzy before the last major memory wipe:

“I need an Anchor. The journal says the only way to stabilize the Silent Current is to find a natural center of perfect equilibrium. Someone or something that embodies the opposite of my chaos. If I don't find the Anchor soon, the next surge will cost me everything—my awareness, my self. I will become nothing but a living vessel of raw, destructive reverse-energy.”

Kai closed the notebook, his face pale. The danger was escalating. The surges were becoming more frequent, more powerful, and the memory drain was more aggressive.

Scene 4: The Unseen Hunt

As Kai stared at the river, realizing he was running out of time, a figure emerged from the distant shadows of the city. He wore dark, non-descript clothing and moved with a cold, terrifying efficiency. It was Red.

Red stopped at the top of the riverbank, sniffing the air like a predator. He didn't need sight to find his target; he could sense the Current. He could feel the chaotic, yet powerful, reverse energy radiating from Kai.

Red smiled—a chilling, predatory expression. His power was the opposite: Draining. He didn't just drain energy; he drained stability and life. He was an agent of "The Harvest," an organization dedicated to collecting all unstable powers.

Find the boy. Bring him and the Jewel back intact. His power is the key to our total dominance.

Red’s synthesized earpiece buzzed with the Commander's instruction. Red raised his hand, a dark, consuming energy gathering in his palm. He took a single, slow step toward the riverbank. The hunt had begun.
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