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PROLOGUE
 
 
Everything changed. I don’t know how … I don’t when.
 
But all I did know was that the world I thought I knew, and the life I thought I had, completely vanished in the blink of an eye. 
 
I was twelve when the first event occurred. Some sort of physical phenomenon, compelling my life to be a destined gift, as well as an inescapable curse.
 
Somehow, I already knew, with a certain gut feeling that it was all too tangible to be only a dream. That night, I remember going to bed, resting on my back and staring up at the ceiling until my eyes began to feel heavy.
 
Some time later, I slowly opened my eyes to a soft blue light from a high ceiling – illuminated tiles. Then I gently sat up from the hard-cold floor, rubbing my eyes. I was in a hallway that stretched, at least, a few hundred feet in both directions. The walls were all steel, so shiny almost as mirrors. The floor was as reflective except for being entirely black. Then I looked down at myself: barefoot and still wearing my black jogging pants and white T-shirt.
 
What is this place? I asked myself, glancing at every corner. How the heck did I get here?
 
I obviously concluded that it must have been a dream. And nothing else. But it all felt otherwise, without any concrete explanation, or understanding.
 
I decided to move and find a way out. I scuttled forward among the cold and dead-silence, looking behind at times, feeling dreadful about the place. After scampering the long path, I suddenly noticed an entry, at my right, to another long hallway. Wherever this place was, it just seemed endless. As I made my turn, I continued for several feet until I saw a large red door with a white frame and the words Transit Terminal, written in white bold-lettering. There wasn’t any handle, but only a large red button next to the white frame, against a black-and-yellow striped panel. I drew a few steps closer to the door, once again, looking both directions of the hallway, and lending an attentive ear for the slightest possible sound. 
 
Nothing! 
 
Being completely lost, this door was my only option, taking a guiltless risk of opening it.
 
Without any more hesitation, I decided to open the door, forcing my hand against the heavy button. The massive door suddenly unclasped and bulged out of the wall, then slid open to reveal many rows lockers. I carefully sneaked forward, entering the compartment. The walls and floor were the same as the hallways, except for the ceiling being slightly lower with the same blue-lit tiles. The locker doors were all black and lustrous, with a tiny red light next to the handle of each door.
 
The massive door closed behind me with Personnel Only, written in white. I turned around, also noticing a transparent plate instead of a button – I figured it was a hand plate only used by staff members to open the door from the inside. It couldn’t possibly have worked for me. I aimed my gaze beyond the several rows of lockers, toward a wide opening followed with faint sounds of rotating machinery and clamping. I was guessing something like a mechanical walk. Something about this place kept telling me to remain careful. With no people, or anything in sight, I proceeded closer to the last row, preparing myself to hide if anything would arrive close by. Partially hiding myself, careful not to be seen, although, I was probably monitored through a high-tech surveillance system without being aware of.
 
I ran deep into the last row, the moment I heard the massive door slide open. Startled, I simply hung by a locker door, as if I was preparing to open it. I heard gentle footsteps draw closer until I saw a man walk past the row I was in. A man attired in a gray uniform, also wearing a cap. 
 
I emerged from the row and slowly took a peek to the right, suddenly seeing what appeared to be a waiting room.
 
The vast hall held many people sitting on comfortable benches, also, a few staff members in gray uniforms walking by – men and women. My guess of hearing a mechanical walk, were in fact tall and silver glistening robots walking among the crowd. Actually two of them. Broad shouldered and a large armored torso, with Security, written on their chest and back. Long hydraulic arms and legs, with black metal feet: a mechanism clamping the floor at every step. They had black five-fingered hands. Their cylindrical-shaped heads were small compared to the rest, with two eyes: round glass lenses, revealing nothing more than black emptiness. The robots spoke through a speaker, camouflaged against a black metallic texture, covering below their eyes and down their flexible necks.
 
“Please remain awake,” a robot spoke to a man from a bench. “This is not a dormitory. We will not be held responsible if you miss your embarkment. Thank you for your cooperation.” Then the robot resumed its stroll.
 
I suspected that these robots were purposely built due to occasional hostile situations.
 
There were many holographic displays moving within the hall, featuring all sorts of animations. Some of them showing schedules and other statuses, while many others were about publicity: food and drinks, clothing, insurance and beauty. One panel remained immobile, at the front wall from the benches, for showing the date and time: October 17 – 11:45 p.m. 
 
The year wasn’t marked.
 
“Embarkment for section B-12, will begin in twenty minutes,” a female voice echoed through an intercom.
 
There was a huge window, almost as large as the hall itself, to the right side of the benches. A breathtaking view of an unknown city. It was the vastness of a man made world. Many blue-lit multileveled roads. Flying machines rocketing their way around the colossal skyscrapers that seemed so immense.
 
A middle-aged woman stood up from the waiting crowd and drew toward the lockers. Attired in her sort-of business outfit, she made a turn into the row I stood in, but on the other side of the main pathway. She placed her thumb to a plate, followed by a chirping sound. She swung the door open, then pulled out a black duffel bag, which she immediately hung to her shoulder. On her way out, she quickly glanced and smiled at me, before heading back to the waiting room.
 
I want to get out of here, I told myself, walking back into the row and cramping myself to the wall at the end.
 
This can’t be real! I tried to convince myself.
There I sat, my back against the cold-steel wall, my arms around my knees. I closed my eyes, feeling terrified. I just wanted to get back home. Then I opened my eyes in fright as I felt myself fall backwards, even though having back against a wall. There came a split-second blue flash of light and sparks, as I fell into the darkness, until I felt my back bounce onto a mattress.
 
I immediately stood up from my bed, opened the lamp from my nightstand and gazed around my room.
 
This can’t be a dream!
 
I released a long joyful sigh for being back home. With so many questions flooding my mind, I knew I had to keep this a secret, for now. There was absolutely no way I could have explained this to anyone.
 
For the following nights, I was fearful that it might happen again.
 
Nothing happened for the few years to come … until recently. As I should have known, what happened that night was only a taste of what was about to happen.



CHAPTER 1
 
 
Surrey, British Columbia – Present
 
Out on the driveway, on a bright Saturday afternoon, I stood, shooting my ball into the basket, hung above the garage door. I was enjoying the autumn’s cool breeze, brushing against my dark hair. Nothing better to set my mind at ease. Just taking some time to relax. I pushed up my glasses and aimed the basket for several more shots. 
 
I had spent the morning giving away copies of my resume to several places for a weekend job. The will of earning money to, perhaps, get a car. That’s right, Derek Trevor, seventeen, got driver’s license, but no car … at least, not yet.
 
I was trying to keep myself busy as much as possible, changing my thoughts by concentrating on the prospects of reality. Such as keeping a good focus on my shots, making the ball fall through the net. But it was getting more difficult with every pitch. No matter how hard I concentrated and tried to focus, the awful images kept flooding my mind, like a non-stopping roundabout.
 
Suddenly, I just had enough. I tucked the ball under my arm and headed to the front steps for a seat. For the first time in five years, the awful traveling experience occurred once again. Only that time, I immediately appeared in one of the rows of lockers. The time from the holographic panel showed: 00:05 a.m. of the same date – October 17. If it happened to be the same year, then I reappeared twenty minutes later from the time I was twelve years old.
 
All of this happening beyond my own control. Why? What was making me do this? Perhaps some sort of inexplicable force or technology?
 
The family SUV suddenly pulled into the driveway. My mom stepped out with a few grocery bags. Along with my energetic ten-year-old brother, wearing his soccer uniform. I sprang over, offering my mom a hand by taking the bags.
 
“Thank you, sweetie,” my mom said, flipping her black hair aside with her hand due to a sudden gust of wind.
 
“Hey Thomas! How did it go?” I asked my little brother. “Did you guys win the game?” I figured he must have, watching him jump around the driveway.
 
“No, we lost,” he replied.
 
“Oh!” I exclaimed.
 
“But I did make five goals!”
 
“Nothing ever gets him down,” my mom said.
 
That’s what I liked about my brother: seeing the cup half-full, noticing the bright side of things. From a very young age, he found ways of not letting gloomy situations get to him, and finding quick ways of looking at things from a different angle. He was a cute short kid with wavy chestnut hair. He often held up a smile, which lit all the way up to his dark brown eyes – like mine. I smiled proudly at him as we all made our way toward the entrance.
 
I had just stepped into the house, suddenly hearing a car eagerly pull in front of our house. I left the bags in the entrance as my brother helped my mom carry them to the kitchen. I spun around, seeing Jeffrey leap out of a sporty sedan, and running toward our house. I closed the entrance door as he drew closer, pulling out his wallet and slipping out his driver’s license, waving it right in front of my nose.
 
“I got it!” he said, almost panting.
 
“Congrats buddy!” I told him, giving each other a friendly handclasp. I then glanced above his right shoulder. “Nice car! Is it new?”
 
“Yup! My dad’s new one.”
 
“Pretty cool!”
 
“Doing anything this afternoon? I did promise I’d take you for a spin the moment I’d get my license.”
 
“Sure!”



CHAPTER 2
 
 
Jeffrey chewed his last bite of burger and fries, while I only had a soft drink. I gazed around, admiring the restaurant’s retro-styled decor, slurping the bottom of my cup.
 
“That was good!” Jeffrey said, with a sip of his soda.
 
“Didn’t you have lunch earlier?” I asked him, glancing at my watch, turning to two-fifteen in the afternoon.
 
He shook his head. “No … this morning’s excitement for getting my driver’s license, took away my hunger. I didn’t even have breakfast!” he exclaimed, his eyes as round as they could possibly be.
 
I was quite stunned myself, hearing that from him. Jeffrey was known to be always hungry, without being the chubby type, but rather massively built. He had the perfect shape to be a football player, but had preferences for playing sports between friends, such as hockey, soccer, or basketball. He was naturally blond with the blue eyes that many girls fell for. Known to be big and robust, along with a soft heart. We kept a solid friendship for sharing our passion for computers, video games and other geeky projects.
 
“It’s pretty awesome, your dad lending you his brand new car,” I said.
 
“Yeah … well … hm.” He grinned almost shamefully. “My parents had been out since early this afternoon. They’ve gone shopping for a few hours. Soon after they left, I sneaked around the house and found the keys to my dad’s car within a few minutes.”
 
“Seriously!” I tittered. “Where were they?”
 
“In the first drawer of my dad’s nightstand.” He snorted out a laugh.
 
I just couldn’t keep myself from laughing. “So? What happens next? Are your parents going to know about this?”
 
I knew that Jeffrey had acted impulsively, watching him giggle foolishly. It was a matter of fun and thrill for himself, doing something against the will of his parents, hoping not to get caught. And I knew Jeffrey wouldn’t have done anything purposely worse than that.
 
“I don’t think they’ll know about it. I’ll be back home before they do … I hope.”
 
I burst out laughing, even wiping a few tears, unable to tell whether I was tired, or his situation was hilariously funny. “You better get that car home without a scratch, Jeff!”
 
A few moments later, Jeffrey pulled in front of my house. He began feeling a little worried about his folks, maybe, arriving home sooner than he suspected.
 
“See you at school, buddy,” I told him, with a handclasp.
 
“Cool,” he replied, soon speeding away, then disappearing into another street.
 
My father was already working on our front lawn, raking some dead leaves.
 
“Hey dad!” I said.
 
“Wasn’t that Jeffrey?” he asked.
 
“Yeah.”
 
“Nice car he has there!”
 
“Actually, it’s his dad’s brand new car.”
 
My father rose an eyebrow. “I thought so,” he replied, grabbing a garbage bag next to him, and shaking it open.
 
I drew closer to give him a hand, filling the bag with dead leaves.
 
“Your friend seemed to be in a hurry!”
 
“He was in a hurry to get home, sure to arrive before his parents.”
 
He pushed up his glasses. “Oh! You mean taking the new car for a spin, without his parents know about it?”
 
“Sort of …”
 
My father laughed about it. “Don’t you ever do a thing like that.”
 
“Dad, you know I wouldn’t,” I said.
 
“I know … just saying.”



CHAPTER 3
 
 
After supper, I sat in my room, at my computer desk. Laid back in my chair, hands behind my head, I came to black out everything around me – practically losing myself in my thoughts. Fragments of memories from the night before. Walking past the same hallways and rows of lockers, I had to dim my eyes every once in awhile for not having my glasses, as I usually left them on my nightstand before going to bed. I began wearing glasses at the age of fourteen.
 
I believed I was transported with everything I wore, or had attached to me. Without knowing whether it would occur again that night, or in the next five years, I decided to proceed with my sudden idea.
 
I grabbed my backpack from the foot of my desk, and shook out my school books. I decided to place my sneakers at the bottom of my bag. Then I went to my drawers and took out my dark-blue jeans, socks, a white T-shirt and my dark-gray hoodie. I didn’t want any bright colors, for keeping a low profile.
 
“You going on a trip, or something?” Thomas said suddenly, standing at my door, wearing his blue superhero pajamas.
 
“No,” I told him.
 
Then his eyes widened. “Are you running away?”
 
I frowned. “No, of course not! I would never do that.”
 
“Why are you packing your bag for?”
 
I shrugged to find a quick answer. “I’m just testing my bag’s capacity, all right?” I replied stiffly.
 
Thomas rolled his eyes. “Yeah, whatever,” he muttered, strolling away to his room.
 
I zipped my bag, and left it at the foot of my bed, for now. The evening air had turned cold as I slipped on black joggers and gray T-shirt. I didn’t want to go to bed wearing casual clothes without knowing if I’d be transported during the night or not.
 
Why does it only happen during the night? While I’m asleep … Who or what is doing that?
 
This time, I was determined to concentrate on finding clues. I really wanted answers and I was the only one who had to find out.
 
At last, still in my room, I glanced at the alarm clock from my nightstand, showing close to ten o’clock. I was never the type to party and go to bed extremely late … or early the next morning. I slipped off my glasses and stored them in their case, which I then zipped in my backpack’s front pocket. I was feeling both excited and worried with anxiety, feeling my stomach twisted into various knots, practically eating every bit of me. But I told myself that what comes has to come. I had no control over it. Period, end of discussion.
 
I turned off the light and lay in bed, with the straps of my backpack twisted around my arm. My eyes to the ceiling, I suddenly didn’t know what to think anymore. Unable to fall asleep, I remained with my eyes closed, then opening them occasionally, glancing at the time from my nightstand.
 
I’m still in my room, I told myself.
 
It went on for hours. Hour after hour … until I finally told myself that it, probably, won’t happen for another five years. That was the moment I began to relax and loosen up. Somehow, I believed myself that nothing would happen. 
 
What was I thinking? 
 
Soon after, I must have let myself fall into a deep slumber.



CHAPTER 4
 
 
I woke up due to some discomfort from my back. I still felt the straps of my backpack wrapped around my left arm. Rubbing my eyes with my other hand, I gently lifted my head, glancing down at my bag. I slowly sat up, gazing around, without much of a surprise for being back in the hallway.
 
Once again, dropped into that cold-steel place … Come on Derek, time to get to work and get some answers.
 
I undid the straps from my arm, thinking that I did go a little too overboard with it – instead of just sliding my wrist into the upper handle. Anyways, it was my way of making sure that my backpack traveled long with me.
 
Looking around, I was in another long hallway, stretching far in both directions, but also close to an entry at my right. I stood up with my backpack to my shoulder, and ventured into the other hallway. This time there wasn’t any red door anywhere. It was only a short pathway leading into another parallel hallway from the one I appeared in. Reaching the end, I took a turn to the left, noticing LEVEL 1 spelled out in bright yellow, next to a large blue door, with Shopping Center, written on it.
 
Better in a mall than this frigid place, I thought, glancing everywhere for, perhaps any signs of life.
 
I drew several meters away from the door, and decided to make it quick: turn into a corner and change myself in lightening speed. Finally, slipping on my warm socks, jeans, sneakers, dark-gray hoodie and my glasses.
 
There was still nothing in sight … except for a sudden faint sound – an indistinguishable machine noise, not knowing if it were drifting away or close by. But the sound soon became more vibrant, stating that something was getting closer. Then I held my back against the wall, close to the entry where the shopping center door was, then seeing a hovering vehicle sweep out and turning left – my opposite direction. A hovering service cart, driven by a man in gray uniform, heading deep in another hallway. 
 
That was close.
 
All attired and ready, I ran toward the blue door and hit the green-lit button next to it. The door slid open, leading to a corridor. There was a sign indicating washrooms. Then a little further, an opening to the mall’s main floor finally came to view. The whole place was incredibly large, also reaching many levels high. The mall was brightly lit with various holographic animations – advertisements for many stores. I simply ventured myself forward, exploring around, glancing at all corners. Somehow, my clothing style seemed to blend well among the large crowd of people. So many stores, which would take more than a few days to visit. At the center was a large fountain surrounded by a marble floor. The shoppers strolled to all directions, to all floors and elevators. A security robot stood by a marble column, scanning at various corners for any possible suspicion.
 
Strolling further, I soon came across the mall’s food court. I felt my stomach growl for inhaling so many appetizing aromas. Some foods seemed very exotic, hard to tell what it was, but still mouth-watering. Several restaurants had robots hung from the ceiling, unfolding their arms and chopping raw meat and vegetables. A woman stood by a counter with a tray, ready to pay for her food. She had a large sandwich with a thick purple tentacle, sticking out both sides.
 
Hope her food doesn’t run away.
 
“Fifty credits, please,” an Asian woman said, standing behind the counter.
 
Then the woman customer pressed her thumb against a tiny plate, followed by a chirping sound. Perhaps there wasn’t a need for paper receipts. Possibly, all information was transmitted electronically.
 
“Thank you, have a nice day,” the Asian woman added.
 
I slid my backpack off my shoulder and fished out my cell phone. Somehow, I still needed to convince myself with some evidence. I opened it, trying to be as subtle as possible. Taking pictures would prove that I’m not crazy, even keeping them for my personal archives. I even wondered if the security robot would detect my device, then come running after me to confiscate my phone. But being at a far distance, I took the liberty of snapping a shot, anyway. The robot remained by the wall, doing its job.
 
Then I decided to move on.



CHAPTER 5
 
 
There was a holographic panel, revealing a map of the shopping center, next to the glass cylindrical-shaped elevator doors. I glanced at the left column, displaying the list of levels of the whole building. The first nine levels were a list of stores to each floor within the mall. Then the tenth level caught my eye – where the Transit Terminal was located.
 
The starting point!
 
I thought of going back to the beginning to search for some clues. I drew closer to the glass doors and pressed the up button. Soon after, the doors slid open with a crowd of people bursting out of the elevator. I entered along with a few people.
 
“Level seven,” a woman spoke to the elevator as the doors closed.
 
I proceeded the same. “Level ten,” I said.
 
The elevator began to slide up a glass cylinder, providing a breathtaking view of the whole shopping center. We rode close to several holographic ads – especially one with a young redhead woman, rubbing lotion on her silky-looking legs.
 
We made a stop as the doors opened. “Level seven,” a female-like robotic voice indicated.
 
We then proceeded upwards as the whole wonderful scene disappeared under a black floor. 
 
The doors slid open once again. “Level ten,” the voice said.
 
Stepping out, I directed my steps down a corridor where a sign indicated my destination. The left side of the pathway was all glass, revealing the amazing view of the city, during daytime, under a clear blue sky. I kept gazing as long as I could, as many people followed behind. Then I turned to my left, now entering the terminal’s waiting hall.
 
Most people headed toward the front of the hall, while I took a seat at the last row, close from where I came in. I slid my backpack off my shoulder, dropping it between my feet. I took a moment to relax, allowing myself to take a little time to think.
 
What am I looking for? Is this where I should be right now?
 
I just didn’t know what to think or do.
 
Come on Derek, think of something … open your eyes, it may be right in front of you.
 
I suddenly caught the glimpse of a man staring at me. Then he immediately turned away and kept throwing glances toward my direction several times after. The man stood by the hall’s large window with his arms crossed, wearing dark glasses. He seemed to have been dressed with a black suit and silver tie, under his long charcoal-colored coat. I thought he might have been an officer, and I probably looked suspicious to him.
 
I decided to get up, grab my backpack, and take a stroll toward the lockers. I walked without too much hurry. Turning into the rows of lockers, I took a glance at the red door far ahead. I turned my head left to right, looking into every row. I didn’t know what else to do. What to look for. Still searching around for the slightest clue.
 
All I was thinking, now, was to be back home. I kept walking toward the large door, with my gaze to the ground, thinking about my bed. But then came a sudden, blinding, blue flash of light, feeling myself stumbling forward, practically losing my step. I found myself falling across my bed.
 
Switching on my little lamp, I stood up and looked around.
 
Why is this happening?
 
Then I caught a glimpse of something from my window. Through my blinds, I saw a figure from the park on the other side of my street. Someone sitting on a park bench just before the sidewalk, next to a streetlamp.
 
The man stood up from the bench: the very same man who stood by the large window in the waiting hall.
 
What the hell?
 
He stared up at my window for a brief moment and suddenly turned away, walking into the park, disappearing into the nighttime’s obscurity.



CHAPTER 6
 
 
The next morning, Sunday, I woke up at ten in the morning. The powerful rays of sunlight beamed their way through my blinds. I slowly heaved out of bed and drew close to my window, then rising the blinds all the way up, feeling the warmth of the bright sunlight. I threw my gaze at the park, across our street: a large land of grass surrounded by a quiet neighborhood, wooden benches, paved pathways along with several streetlamps and trees. There were also colorful swings, a slide and a roundabout – cheerful memories from my early childhood, and also a few years later as I went along with my little brother.
 
I stretched up my arms, then folding them behind my head, with a sudden thought coming to my attention. I swiftly turned away from the window and sprung forward, grabbing my backpack beside my nightstand. I unzipped my bag and slipped out my cell phone.
 
Come on … please be there.
 
Looking into my phone’s image application, I vigorously scanned through the most recent pictures. Then I let out a long restful sigh, releasing a certain amount stress.
 
I almost couldn’t believe it, seeing that I still had the pictures from the shopping center. Even the security robot picture turned out clear. I knew I wasn’t crazy and what I saw was real. It was a priority to remain serious about the evidence, admitting that I had to be extremely careful for holding such material. Probably why that mysterious man managed to follow me home. Just how much did he know about me?
 
Who is he? Where does he really come from?
 
There came a strong belief that he was, unmistakably, responsible for my time traveling events. I just couldn’t see otherwise.
 
I took another glance out my window, to the spot where he stood, the night before. Then I quickly dressed myself up and exited my room. Passing in front of my brother’s room, I caught a glimpse of him, sitting at his desk, playing computer games. My mom spoke on the phone from the kitchen, while my dad tweaked on a project in the garage. 
 
Stepping out the front door, I glanced at the empty bench where the man sat. Crossing the street, I held a careful eye close around: the asphalt, sidewalk, grass, streetlamp and finally the bench, hoping to find anything – perhaps a business card might have fallen out of his pocket? 
 
Yeah, right.
 
He couldn’t have left any trace … or did he?
 
I suddenly heard a weird electronic chirping sound from close by. Then I sneaked behind the bench, bending close to the grass. Kneeling to the ground, I took a peek beneath the bench. 
 
Nothing.
 
Then I pulled my gaze upwards. That was when I saw a large yellow envelope fixed under the wooden seat planks with green tape. I cautiously brought a hand forward and pulled it out, without hesitating.
 
My name was printed in small bold-lettering right at the center. It was perfectly sealed with no other inscription whatsoever – no stamp or address.
 
“Hey! What are you doing?” my brother asked, arriving with a ball tucked under his arm.
 
I slowly stood up from the park’s lawn.
 
“What’s that?” he added, pointing the envelope.
 
“School papers I just got in the mail,” I told him.
 
He rolled his eyes skeptically. “Yeah, right … Anyway, want to play ball with me?”
 
“Maybe later. I have some homework to finish.”



CHAPTER 7
 
 
Back in my room, I shut my door and sat down at my desk. Once again, I heard the device-like chirping sound. Whatever was in there, I had to find out. Then I opened the envelope and shook everything out onto my desk. A printed note and a sophisticated-looking watch.
 
I began reading the note printed on a rigid type of paper:
 
To Mr. Derek Trevor.
 
The device from the envelope has been deliberately sent to you for your protection. It is a highly-sophisticated piece of equipment, which we trust that will be, unquestionably, useful to you in the events to come. It is strongly advised for the equipment to be used properly, such as keeping an extreme low profile of the device. It is already programmed with your profile. You may activate it, by simply placing your thumb onto the tactile screen marked with a green X.
 
Please note that further instructions will follow in the upcoming hours. In the meantime, feel free to explore your new equipment.
 
The X-Agency project.
 
Right … this is starting to freak me out.
 
I took the watch, turning it around and carefully scanning every detail – all black with many tiny buttons from the sides. It appeared to be very solid, studying its robust design. 
 
Strapping it to my wrist, I glanced at the square-shaped screen, with slight rounded corners, indeed displaying a green X.
As mentioned in the note, this thing already held my profile. I was feeling somewhat scared and, in the same time, curious.
 
Obviously, I was having the idea that it could be nothing more than a total scam.
 
Not knowing what would happen next, I figured that this device could, possibly, be a useful tool for finding answers. 
 
I placed my thumb against the screen.
 
The green X suddenly dissolved into blackness, then displaying Welcome Derek Trevor, followed by Device activated successfully. For the following minute, it appeared to have been configuring itself, then finally displaying the actual time and date. After that, nothing else happened. I figured that it was now ready to be used.
 
The envelope was obviously empty: no other piece of information about the device. However, they might have forgotten to add in the manual. I took another glance at the note.
 
For my protection?
 
Protect me from what?
 
Did I just activated some sort of secret weapon?
 
Then I saw the note suddenly vaporize on my desk, leaving nothing more than a thin layer of dust.



CHAPTER 8
 
 
The following day, a rainy Monday, I lay my tray on the table and sat down across from Jeffrey. From the huge cafeteria, we sat close to the windows, viewing the cold and damped weather, heavy rain dribbling against the glass and leaves taken up by the strong wind.
 
“Hey, buddy!” he greeted.
 
“So, how did it go?” I asked subtly.
 
For a minute, he had his face into a question mark. “Oh, you mean my dad’s car.”
 
I nodded.
 
“It was close … my folks arrived precisely a minute after I reached home. I even hid the keys back from where I took them.”
 
We both took a large bite of our burritos. They actually tasted good, savoring the numerous flavors all at once. Obviously accompanied with a portion of fries. A perfect lunch for a growling appetite.
 
“That’s a cool looking watch!” Jeffrey exclaimed.
 
“Yeah … that … uh,” I muttered.
 
“Where did you get it?”
 
“I went to Smarttrox Electronics, yesterday afternoon,” I said. “Just shopping and looking around. Then I caught a glimpse of that watch. It was the only one left.”
 
“Looks pretty high-tech.”
 
“Hey guys!” Jennifer said, walking by with Samantha. They arrived with their trays and sat down with us. Samantha sat next to me. We all shared the same classes, also being good friends. Jennifer was the one with straight long brown hair, sometimes tied into a ponytail, or left loose. She had dark brown eyes that gazed through her black frame glasses. She had the image of the simple intellectual girl: petite in size, often wearing jeans, T-shirts and wool tops.
 
Samantha had her red hair cut into a bob hairstyle, beautiful blue eyes and voluptuous lips. She wore fashionable styles that always suited her perfectly. Like all of us, she had a penchant for geeky stuff that most people seemed surprised when they came to know about it.
 
“I can’t stand gloomy days,” Samantha cried.
 
“At least lunch is good,” Jennifer replied.
 
“Tell me about it. I’m gonna go get dessert,” Jeffrey said, getting up and swallowing his last bite.
 
Jennifer smirked affectionately, watching Jeffrey heading toward the counter, ordering some dessert. “Boy that guy eats fast. I’m surprised he never gets any digestive problems.”
 
“Jeff’s the big guy, he can take it,” I said, grinning.
 
“How about you?” Samantha asked me.
 
“I’m not a dessert guy,” I replied.
 
“Neither am I,” Jennifer admitted. “Except for chocolate.”
 
“Hey Derek,” Samantha began. “I was wondering if you could help me with something?”
 
“Sure,” I said.
 
“I know you’re good with computers. My laptop froze completely since last night. I turn it back on and my operating system won’t boot anymore. All I see is a black screen with a blinking cursor.”
 
“No problem,” I told her. “I’ll take a look at it.”
 
She threw a dashing smile. “Thanks, I’d appreciate it.”
 
Jeffrey came back with a large piece of chocolate mousse cake. “Now, that’s what I call an awesome dessert.”
 
“Good lord!” Jennifer exclaimed. “You gonna eat all that?”
 
“No! Of course not! You guys are gonna help me. Aren’t you?” Jeffrey said, holding up three other disposable plates and plastic spoons. “Come on guys, let’s split this in four.”
 
“Aw! You’re so sweet,” Jennifer cried.
 
“Thanks!” Samantha said.
 
“I asked for one piece,” Jeffrey explained. “And the lady from the kitchen offered me to take it all or she was going to throw it. The cake is still good. She said she doesn’t keep desserts for more than three days.”



CHAPTER 9
 
 
At home, I sat at the dining table, working on Samantha’s laptop. Right after school, she made a stop at her house to pick up her computer and drove by with her mother’s car. 
 
Sitting next to me, she gazed at the screen discouragingly.
 
“Don’t worry, Sam. I’m pretty sure I can fix this,” I assured her.
 
She turned to me and smiled.
 
In fact, I immediately knew what the problem was. Some program interfered with the entire hard drive, keeping the operating system from booting up.
 
Then I fell into my thoughts, rubbing my chin, which Samantha seemed suddenly worried by my gesture.
 
Her eyes widened. “Is something wrong?”
 
“I’m manually trying to access the command-line interpreter to see if I can boot your operating system from there.”
 
“Whatever that means.”
 
“Did you make a backup of your hard drive?”
 
“Yes … I keep telling myself that I should. I managed to do it last night with the system running extremely slow.”
 
I nodded. “I’ll see if I can get this fixed without having to wipe the hard drive and reformat it.”
 
“That would be great,” she said. “But if it’s not possible, might as well erase everything.”
 
After a few short tweaks, I suddenly got to the command-line interpreter. By typing various command lines, I surfed through many lists of programs and files – the hard drive was intact but unable to boot on start. 
 
Weird!
 
I got to access the drive’s recovery partition. I ran a command-line to start the recovery process. Then I pressed Enter to confirm. 
 
“I need you to type in your password,” I asked her.
 
“Samwelden17,” she blurted.
 
“All right!” I exclaimed, entering the password and confirming the command once again. Finally, the recovery process began, working by itself, restoring the system to its default status.
 
“Wow! It’s working?” she said, smiling triumphantly.
 
I soon felt myself blush for feeling a smack of Samantha’s lips to my right cheek. Then I turned to her, staring into her amazing blue eyes.
 
“Thank you!” she said.
 
“My pleasure,” I replied.
 
She stared back with a grin, slightly dimming her eyes and gently tilting her head. Although Samantha and I had been good friends for many years, somehow my feelings for her were changing. That afternoon she looked more beautiful than I ever saw her. We gazed into each other’s eyes, slowly moving closer to each other, feeling our warm breaths close to our faces. Our lips slightly touched when the entrance door suddenly blew open – my brother entering the house. He soon drew near the dining table, with his ball tucked under his arm. Seeming surprised to see Samantha, he greeted her with a grin.
 
“Hey sport!” I called him.
 
“Sport?” My brother frowned. “Here’s something new!”
 
“How’s it going, Thomas?” Samantha asked, flashing him a wink.
 
“I’m fine.” Thomas smiled timidly, with sudden reddish cheeks.
 
“All your friends went home?” I asked him.
 
“Yeah, to start our homework.” He sighed. “I’m hungry. When is mom and dad getting home?”
 
“Dad will be working late this evening. Mom’s having dinner at a restaurant with a few colleagues for someone’s birthday. You could have a snack while you do your homework,” I said. “And I’ll be cooking dinner this evening.”
 
“You cook?” Samantha said.
 
I nodded. “Want to stay over for dinner?”
 
She seemed a little shy. “Well … I …”
 
“Oh! That would be cool!” Thomas exclaimed.
 
“All right,” she said.
 
“I’m already starving,” Thomas cried.
 
“You want me to make you a sandwich, meanwhile?” Samantha offered.
 
Thomas shrugged.
 
“All right, sweetie. I’ll take that as a yes,” she said, getting up for the kitchen. “It’s not a problem for me if it’s all right with you, Derek?” she asked me.
 
“It’s fine with me … meanwhile I’ll finish this up,” I said, pointing her laptop.



CHAPTER 10
 
 
Right after his homework, my brother wandered up to his room to play video games. In the meantime, Samantha and I went to the kitchen to prepare dinner.
 
“What are we having?” she asked.
 
“Spaghetti with homemade sauce and meatballs,” I replied.
 
“One of my favorites! Pasta is always a winner for me.”
 
I took out two grounded tomato cans from the bottom cabinet, along with Italian spices, then a large onion and grounded meat from the fridge. Samantha offered to give a hand, knowing that we both shared a similar pleasure for cooking. We sometimes talked about it at school, once teaming up for baking cookies at our home economics class. But that evening we were indeed having fun preparing dinner, enjoying our great teamwork. Samantha began mincing an onion and a clove of garlic, chopping them finely, working skilfully with the kitchen knife. Meanwhile, I began mixing the meat along with the spices into a large bowl.
 
Samantha then caramelized the minced onion and garlic into a pot, soon filling the kitchen with a pleasant aroma. I rolled the meatballs and placed them on a tray with parchment paper, while Samantha poured the grounded tomatoes into the pot, also adding some spices.
 
With the meatballs now in the oven, and the sauce cooking on the stove, I dropped a handful of spaghetti noodles into a pot of boiling water.
 
“There! That will take about seven minutes to cook.”
 
The biggest part of our preparation was done, congratulating ourselves with a high five. We then turned our gazes at the front counter where my brother already sat on a high bench, with is arms crossed.
 
“It smells good in here!” he said.
 
Later after dinner, Samantha and I stepped out the front door as she was ready to go home. I closed the door as we both remained on the front porch, among a mild weather. She wore her jean jacket.
 
“Thanks a lot, Derek,” she said, swinging her backpack onto her shoulder, containing her laptop.
 
“It’s my pleasure. If you still have any problems with your computer, just let me know. I’m good at fixing things.”
 
She smiled. “I had a wonderful time.”
 
“Me too. I really enjoyed having you this afternoon.”
 
“I like being with you, Derek. You’re fun to be with. And your brother’s a cute and funny kid. I like him a lot.” She laughed.
 
“Indeed he is.”
 
Then we remained silent, gazing into each other’s eyes. We slowly drew closer to each other until our lips finally touched for a long and soft kiss. Then we both remained breathless.
 
“Good night,” she said, heading toward her car.
 
“Sam!” I called, descending the few steps to the pavement.
 
She turned back to me.
 
Even though knowing Samantha since early childhood, I suddenly felt nervous. “How about if you and me we … go somewhere to … on a date?” I closed my eyes, feeling clumsy and foolish.
 
“I’d love to … I’d be more than happy,” she said.
 
“Perhaps this Friday?” I asked.
 
“Absolutely!”
 
We gave each other another kiss before she hopped into her car. I watched her drive away until she turned into another street.
 
Stepping back into the house, I saw my brother sitting on the stairs, holding a smile to wide to be true.
 
Knowing what his behavior was all about, I stared back wincing at him.
 
“Don’t mind me,” he said.
 
“You’re such a snooper!”
 
“Hey! You should know that as your brother, I’m happy for you,” he explained, following me to the living room. “I mean, it’s about time you two finally got together.”
 
“Yeah right … And it’s just a little date,” I told him.
 
“That’s the way it always starts,” he crooned, smiling confidently.
 
I started laughing. “Thomas, you’re only ten years old, what do you know about love and dating?”
 
He leaped onto the couch and grabbed the remote. “I know plenty. Don’t you watch any romantic movies?”
 
I glanced at my watch. “It’s gonna be bedtime pretty soon, buddy. Better go brush your teeth instead dreaming about romance.”



CHAPTER 11
 
 
My parents arrived home soon before Thomas went to bed. My mother seemed tired from her little evening out at the restaurant. Especially on a Monday night, feeling slightly irritated about the idea, preferring spending a week night with the family. My father also came home, looking pretty exhausted from his long day at the office. Both my parents quickly slipped themselves in warm pajamas and relaxed, cuddling each other on the couch, watching a late TV show.
 
Sitting on my bed, I began playing around with my incomprehensible high-tech watch, still knowing very little about it. I remember reading on the note, before it self-destruct, that further instructions would follow in the upcoming hours. More than thirty-two hours had passed.
 
Turning on my computer, I began searching the Internet for X-Agency. Whatever that was, or whatever it could, possibly, mean. My search resulted with a large list of various electronic components or telecommunication devices – radio frequencies. None of the results represented what I was looking for. Obviously, the piece of equipment around my wrist wasn’t from this time, or perhaps this world. The man I saw the other night, definitely came from somewhere else than my time.
 
But what does all this have to do with me? I asked myself. That man is part of the so-called X-Agency project, possessing some kind of technology, or way to transmit himself to wherever he wants. And somehow, for whatever reason, he’s deliberately transmitting me to that same location, which appears to be a time in the future … Why?
 
Laying back in my chair, I rubbed my eyes under my glasses from sudden exhaustion. I was still wearing my casual clothes, eager to slip into my comfortable joggers and T-shirt.
 
I did remember that nothing happened during the night of Sunday through Monday – that night I slept peacefully in my bed until morning.
 
Suddenly shaking my head, I began losing my patience and hope of ever finding a concrete answer. My mind had gotten blurry from all the thinking and wondering. Too tired to do anything else, I decided to lie my head on my crossed arms, on my desk. With my heavy eyelids, I closed my eyes just for a moment.
 
I just need a minute … just a minute.
 
With my eyes closed, there was nothing but darkness, at first. Then faint images appeared, coming to me like a ghostly-appearance. I was seeing the hallway, slightly blurred and faint against the darkness of my mind. Its shiny metallic walls and reflective black floor, and blue-lit tiles from the ceiling high above. Slowly the hallway began to appear more vibrant and colorful until I abruptly opened my eyes, as if woken up from a nightmare. But my eyes felt too heavy to remain open.
 
I laid out a long exhaustive sigh and thought, Why do I have the feeling that something’s going to happen tonight? Please just let me sleep … just leave me alone.
 
That was the reason why I didn’t want to slip into my sleeping clothes so fast.
 
My head fell back onto my crossed arms, my glasses pushed up slightly above my forehead. Once again, from the darkness of my closed eyes, more images began to slowly emerge from the obscurity – so blurry at first. Only this time, it was the corridor leading to an immediate opening to the mall. I was curiously wondering whether it was only a memory. It was as if I was already there, but in spirit. I felt like I was floating. It soon all became more vibrant, but never completely clear – the side angles remained sort of liquefied, a slight fade to the darkness of my mind.
 
But even though being tired, I was completely aware that I hadn’t fallen into a dream, knowing that my eyes were closed, still feeling my head against my crossed arms and breathing the air in my bedroom.
 
Then I felt myself fall forward, the entire scene taken by a split-second blue flash of light and sparks, leading me to fall onto the solid floor of the corridor. I landed on my belly as my glasses flew a few inches ahead of me.
 
I picked up my glasses and stood up from the ground. Obviously, I still had my clothes on, but no shoes as I, indeed, left them at the entrance of my house.
 
Perfect!
 
The only person I saw in the corridor was a black man getting out of the washroom, passing by and staring at me disapprovingly from head to toe. He then continued his stroll toward the mall, with his long black coat, the fabric reaching below his heels, practically sweeping the floor.



CHAPTER 12
 
 
Walking out of the corridor with only my white socks to my feet, I slipped on my glasses, which had remained intact from the harsh fall. I gazed around, once again, amazingly stunned by the mall’s breathtaking height and splendor: a sight that seemed too perfect to be real. But I was now convinced that all of this was real. I wished I could have brought my phone along to take a few more pictures, discreetly.
 
I kept looking upwards, viewing the holographic ads all around – some very high and others low with some people walking right through them.
 
Then I decided to venture closer to the fountain, being suddenly curious for watching the water flow. As I got close to the large marble structure, I laid out my hand, reaching out to one of the water streams.
 
Just as I suspected.
 
My hand didn’t feel wet at all – even the water was a hologram. Then came a flock of birds flying upwards, twirling toward the high ceiling – multicolored and illuminated. I listened to the sound of their flapping wings, while they chirped.
 
But another chirping sound was suddenly heard from my watch. The green X blinked from the tiny screen. I tapped the screen with my finger, then seeing a displayed message: Derek, get out of there, now.
 
What?
 
Hearing sharp clamping sounds, I began glancing all around, seeing numerous security robots drawing closer – in fact surrounding me!
 
What the hell is going on?
 
Some robots stepped into the fountain, sure to decrease my chances of escaping.
 
Then one of them spoke with its intimidating robotic voice. “Freeze. You are under arrest. Lie down with your hands behind you.”
 
“Under arrest?” I said. “This is a mistake.”
 
“You are charged with robbery,” the robot added.
 
“Yeah, the hell I am,” I snapped at it.
 
I abruptly swiveled myself around, seeing one of them close enough, its arms reaching for me. I quickly ran forward, falling backwards and sliding between its legs. Then another one tried to catch me as I vigorously climbed onto another one’s back. The robot began wiggling intensively almost making me fall as I held a tight grip to its broad shoulders. Then with all the strength of my legs, I jumped as high as I could, my feet leaping off the robot’s head. I tried jumping past the few ones ahead for regaining the ground and run back into the corridor. I just couldn’t think fast enough, not knowing what to do next. But the robots were too quick. As I was falling toward the marble floor, one of them swiftly emerged from a side angle, reaching its massive hands at me.
 
But something happened … feeling my left hand seized my a powerful grip, quickly pulling me … into a sudden blue flash of light.
 
I had then fallen into some dark room … along with someone. 
 
I stood up from a dark floor, seeing the mysterious man I saw out my bedroom window, now staring at me. He wore his black suit and silver tie. The very person I wanted to see.
 
“Who are you? What do you want from me?” I asked him, without getting an answer. “I know you’re the one making me go through all of this.”
 
He simply drew a few steps forward, slipping off his dark glasses. I was immediately stunned by looking at his eyes. Clearly knowing the person standing before me. A face I could recognize anywhere … at any time.
 
“What the hell?”
 
“That’s right, Derek … you’ve guessed it,” he said.



CHAPTER 13
 
 
The lights from the room grew slightly brighter, noticing illuminated disks from the ceiling. The walls were all charcoal-colored metal tiles. No door anywhere. At the center was a large steel table with two chairs.
 
“I knew you’d recognize me,” the man said, gesturing toward the table. “Have a seat, I’ll explain everything.”
 
Obviously, I did recognize my brother Thomas, even though, having the appearance of an older man. 
 
I pulled a chair and sat at the table across from of him.
 
“Where are we?” I asked, glancing at all corners of the room.
 
“At the X-Agency facility,” he replied.
 
“How old are you?”
 
“I’m forty-two,” he said.
 
“Wow! That means I’m forty-nine!” I exclaimed sarcastically. “Where am I by the way?”
 
For a brief moment, he was silent with his gaze down to the table.
 
“What …”
 
“We’ll get to that,” he said.
 
“Did something happen to me? Am I dead or something?” I almost shouted unnervingly.
 
“Just calm down, Derek.”
 
“Did those robots kill me?”
 
“I want to start by telling you that you will never lead a normal life from now on.”
 
I suddenly felt tormented for hearing that.
 
“And for your little brother as well,” he said, pointing himself. “You and I, Derek, were born with an unusual genetic capability that allows us to transmit ourselves where and when we want. What has been happening to you since the age of twelve, you did it yourself.”
 
“I don’t believe that,” I smirked.
 
“Right now, it’s all happening beyond your control, which is very dangerous. And I’m here to teach you how to control it.”
 
“But can’t I just get –”
 
“It’s impossible to get rid of, if that’s what you’re wondering … It’s part of you, and you are part of it.”
 
“Where does this gene come from?” I demanded. “Can our parents transmit themselves too?”
 
“No, they don’t have that capability. After several researches, the results remain unclear of its origin. Possibly, mom and dad each had parts of the gene and we, somehow, both inherit the perfect genetic combination. There are just a few of us in this world.”
 
I winced interrogatively.
 
“Many of us are Transmitter Agents, working for a top secret government branch called X-Agency.” He sighed. “The security robots at the mall were illegally hacked by an organization called Elite. In your future, time travel has been invented, but remains illegal for the cause of being frightfully disastrous to all things. We know that the Elites have one or several time traveling devices. That’s how they came looking for you. And my job is to protect you.”
 
“What do the Elites want?” I asked.
 
“Our genetics. To duplicate them either into technology or into themselves to obtain the greatest efficient way of traveling through time. That’s why they’ve captured the older you.”
 
I lifted my wrist, showing the watch. “You sent me this, didn’t you?”
 
He nodded. “That’s all there’s left of my old brother.”
 
“Is your brother dead?”
 
“I hope not.”
 
“I found the watch in a yellow envelope, strapped under a wooden bench,” I stated.
 
“It was the most discreet way of handing the device to you,” he affirmed. “I programmed the watch to chirp when you’d draw close to it.”
 
“I haven’t quite figured out how this thing works,” I said.
 
“Everything I’m about to teach you, you taught me years before.” Then Thomas stood up from his chair. “Follow me,” he said.
 
I proceeded as he asked as we both headed toward one the walls. Suddenly, the tiles unclasped, unfolding themselves away from one another to form a doorway.



CHAPTER 14
 
 
We walked into an entirely white-lit corridor. There were no sharp edges or windows – the area seemed to have been molded into one piece. Many other passageways crossed the one we walked, with many people walking from all directions. Then several men and women passed by me saying: “Hi Derek!”
 
“You’re well-known, Derek,” Thomas said, smiling at my astounded gaze. “You were the first one to join this project. Then I joined several years later, without you ever wanting me.”
 
“Why?” I asked.
 
“Thinking that it would be too dangerous.”
 
“Where are we headed?”
 
“To your right,” Thomas pointed the way.
 
Turning into another corridor, we walked onto a steel grill floor enclosed into a large glass cylinder, having an entire open view of a monstrous industrial garage – numerous high-tech vehicles to mysterious black flying machines without wings or propellers. They were massively built: large cockpits with a bulky body and several powerful rockets surrounding the back area. One of them had just landed, watching the spectacular view from high above.
 
“That big flying machine is called a Dark Rider,” he said.
 
“Looks awesome,” I replied, glancing at all corners through the glass cylinder.
 
As we reached the end of our pathway, we came to face a large steel door. Thomas placed his hand to a plate as the door slid open. We walked into a spacious hall, much like a gymnasium – the walls and floor were darkly colored, with a huge disk from the ceiling providing a mild glow to the entire place.
 
“This is one of our simulation halls, where we do most of our training,” he explained.
 
“Will I be training here as well?”
 
“Yes,” he said, nodding.
 
I looked down at my watch.
 
“The watch is actually a sophisticated computer holding all sort of information,” he added.
 
Now drawing closer, he tapped the green X from his watch with a finger. “Main menu,” he spoke to it. Then a holographic main menu emerged vertically from the tiny screen, displaying a list of options and applications.
 
“That’s pretty cool!” I said.
 
“You can also access different menus with the buttons from the sides,” he demonstrated, accessing multiple menus at once, then closing everything back with a single wave of his hand. “Don’t be afraid to play around with it. It’s very unlikely to bug.”
 
“Something doesn’t make sense,” I began. “If I’m transmitting myself with the power of my mind, how did I ever get to places that are completely unknown to me? The strange hallways, Transit Terminal, shopping center?”
 
“You’ve probably dreamed about it while you were sleeping, without remembering the dream once you woke up,” Thomas said. “Dreaming about an unknown location that exists somewhere in a point in time. That occurs when the mind works various types of mechanisms. Like I’ve said before, you must gain control of it. Originally, you began to master your ability on your own in your early twenties. Now I’m here to teach you to make sure you don’t fall into the wrong hands.”
 
“Not long ago, before I arrived at the mall, I remember lying my head on my desk at home – still being awake – with my eyes closed and seeing images of the place I was about to get to.”
 
“That’s exactly how it’s done, Derek. By visualizing your location before you actually get there,” he said. “That’s why you must begin your training. The more you practice, the more control and speed you’ll gain over it.”
 
“How do I start?” I asked.
 
“Start with something simple. For example, your room to your garage. Make sure no one sees you, not even little Thomas, or anybody else. They all must be protected.”



CHAPTER 15
 
 
Soon after my few minutes of training, I transmitted myself back into my bedroom – the right way as Thomas instructed me, to focus on my cognitive content. But there were still a lot of work to be done. He told me, before I left the future, that only I could figure this out, teaching me the basics.
 
I stared down at my socks, noticing how dirty they were for leaving my sneakers behind.
 
It was still nighttime, having several hours left for sleep. But after seeing what I saw and learned that night, I was eager to learn more about the X-Agency project – to gain confidence through experience.
 
Although I had to get to bed for another day of school, I was unable to fall asleep. I didn’t want to allow myself to miss a day of school. I had to keep it discreet as much as I could.
 
Just do it once before going to bed and that’s it, I told myself.
 
Drawing close to my window, I peeked through my blinds, gazing at the park. The whole area was as quiet as its usual nighttime silence – empty streets and an obscure silent park.
 
Slipping on my sneakers, I glanced at the clock from my nightstand, reading two-fifteen in the morning.
 
You can do this Derek, just concentrate.
 
For the moment, being relatively new at this, it was easier for me to do it with my eyes closed. Through my mind, I suddenly secured the precise location of where I wanted to go. Start with something simple? Well here we go.
 
I quickly opened my eyes, being taken forward by a blue flash of light and electrical sparks. Then I immediately appeared in the park right under the slide, hitting my head against the steel platform – trying to be discreet, I wanted to appear in a possible hiding place.
 
Bad idea!
 
Lying on my back, I gently stood up and walked a few steps away from the slide, holding a hand to the top of my head.
 
Then I glanced toward my house.
 
I actually did it! Just remember to bend down next time you appear somewhere smaller than your height!
 
Taking a deep breath, I proceeded at it once again.
 
Appearing back in my room, I decided that it was enough for the night. The time had already turned to two fifty-eight in the morning, telling myself that I had to get some sleep for another day of school. Making sure my studies always came first.



CHAPTER 16
 
 
The following morning, I woke up incredibly late. Somehow, my alarm clock didn’t even buzz! With my parents already gone to work and, most probably, my brother taken to school by my mom like every morning, I had missed my bus and there was no way I could have run on time to the next bus stop.
 
Standing outside, wearing my jacket, I released along discontented sigh, blowing into the morning’s cool air. But I still felt nervous, knowing that I didn’t really need the bus, or any other kind of transportation to get to school.
 
I could transmit myself directly to school … but, what if I’m too nervous to make it work?
 
Suddenly sick with anxiety, I was fearing that I wouldn’t be able to make it work. Why wouldn’t it?
 
I walked back into my house and remained in the entrance.
 
Just relax buddy, I old myself. There’s still lots of time before all students arrive at school. Just do what you have to do.
 
With a proud and confident smile to my face, I closed my eyes. Then within a few seconds, I pinpointed the precise location where I would appear – still hoping that no one would see me: standing or passing by at that particular moment. A blue flash of light later, I appeared in a far row of lockers with no one in sight. 
 
I was early.
 
I sneaked out and strolled into the school’s morning silent hallway, close to the main entrance. Arriving close to my locker, I subtly peeked beyond my row, toward the entrance, seeing the school’s janitor unlocking all the doors and letting the first students in. Then I fiddled my combination and swung my door open. Checking my morning’s schedule from my door, I took my books for math class. More students walked in filling the many rows of lockers, while I took a turn in a short hallway toward the cafeteria, where I usually sat every morning, waiting for my buddies.
 
With a growling stomach, I headed toward the kitchen, grabbing a tray and setting it on the buffet slide, along with my books. I brought a hand to my mouth for yawning extensively. The sound of brewing coffee sung to my ears along with its pleasant aroma. I once tried coffee a year before at school, only taking a few sips, disliking the taste. But that day I suddenly felt like having one.
 
“I’ll take a coffee, two creams one sugar,” I asked the lady behind the counter. I then ordered a ham, egg and cheese bagel sandwich, and grabbed an orange juice from the tiny refrigerator.
 
“Hey, Derek!” Jeffrey cackled, sliding his tray close by.
 
“Morning, Jeff,” I greeted.
 
He glanced down at my tray. “Whoa! Coffee, dude?”
 
“Yup, I’m gonna need it. Especially starting the day with math class.”
 
“I’ll have a coffee, with an egg and ham crescent roll breakfast, please,” he asked the lady, showing his bright enthusiastic smile.



CHAPTER 17
 
 
After paying for our trays we went to sit at our usual table. I immediately felt better for taking my first bite of bagel and sip of coffee. “This is good! I was starving!”
 
“Yeah, me too,” Jeffrey muttered. “Didn’t have time to eat breakfast at home this morning. I woke up late.”
 
“Same here! My damn alarm clock didn’t buzz,” I said.
 
“So Derek, any job offers lately?” Jeffrey asked me.
 
“No … not yet. I gave away six resumes last Saturday. Not a single feedback.”
 
“I’m gonna go work for my uncle at his computer store,” Jeffrey said. “I’ll ask him if he could take you in.”
 
“No thanks, Jeff,” I affirmed. “Very nice of you, but I’m gonna keep looking. If I really don’t get a job soon enough, maybe I’ll go ask your uncle.”
 
“Sure, no problem.”
 
“Maybe I’ll go bring a few resumes after school.” I took another sip of coffee, actually enjoying it.
 
Jeffrey finished his crescent roll before he spoke again.
 
“I had the strangest dream last night,” he said.
 
I slurped the last of my coffee and frowned. “What dream?”
 
He seemed slightly uncomfortable although he went on. “I dreamed of Jennifer, last night,” he almost whispered.
 
“Well, no kidding. She’s a good looking girl,” I remarked.
 
“In my dream, we were both having dinner in a chic restaurant and then we went on having a romantic evening by a hotel’s indoor fountain. We both held our glasses of champagne as she suddenly leaned forward and kissed me –”
 
“Dude,” I interrupted. “Don’t give out too much detail that is gonna make me feel awkward the next time I see her,” I cackled.
 
Jeffrey started laughing. “Absolutely nothing like that.”
 
“That’s quite a romantic dream … you should tell her about it.”
 
“Yeah, right … you crazy?” He sighed. “Well, I’ve been thinking of asking her out for some time.”
 
“Yesterday Samantha came by my house to get her computer fixed,” I said. “My parents worked late, so I invited her to stay for dinner for spaghetti and meatballs.”
 
“One of my many favorites,” Jeffrey affirmed.
 
“We both had fun preparing it,” I went on. “Then before she left, I asked her out on a date.”
 
“Oh, cool!” he said.
 
“If you like Jennifer, you should go for her. She won’t be available forever.”
 
“You’re right, buddy. I’m gonna go ahead and ask her out.”
 
The bell rang for our first class.



CHAPTER 18
 
 
At the end of the day, I quickly packed what I needed for my homework. Then I heard a beep coming from my cell phone. Grabbing it from my locker’s top shelf, I saw a displayed voice message – one from the Smarttrox Electronics store. I listened to the message, hearing the store’s manager calling me for a job interview. I immediately dialed back.
 
Yes … finally!
 
 After a few long rings, someone finally answered.
 
“Smarttrox Electronics. How may I help you?” a mans voice spoke.
 
“Hello, Mr. Springs, please?”
 
“That’s me.”
 
“I’m Derek Trevor.”
 
“Yes, Derek. I left you a voice message. I was wondering if you’d pass by the store this evening for a job interview … six o’clock?”
 
“Absolutely!”
 
“All right then. See you later.”
 
“Perfect!”
 
Closing my phone, I walked up to Samantha’s locker where she packed her bag for the evening’s homework.
 
“Hey beautiful!” I called her.
 
She turned to me with her dashing smile. “Hey, Derek!”
 
“I finally got a call for a job interview this evening,” I announced.
 
“Oh, that’s cool! Where?” she asked.
 
“Smarttrox.”
 
“Your kind of place,” she giggled. “I’m babysitting my next-door neighbors’ kids, tonight. Three kids.”
 
“Are they a lot trouble?”
 
“No, they’re pretty nice. There’s two girls: one eight and the other one five. And a two-year-old boy with round cheeks. He’s so cute!”
 
I smiled warmly. “Have a good evening,” I told her as we kissed.
 
“Good luck on your job interview,” she said.
 
“Thanks.”
 
Stumbling out of the school’s entrance, I decided to take my bus home. I could have simply walked into a deserted corridor and transmit myself directly home, but there were still too many people. I didn’t want to take the risk of being seen due to my lack of experience. 
 
Stepping out of the bus, I walked down my street, toward my house. I saw my little brother playing at the park with some of his friends, smiling and running around, kicking a soccer ball between each other.
 
I noticed my mom was already home.
 
“Hi mom,” I greeted, stepping into the entrance. She was in the kitchen already preparing dinner, chopping some vegetables.
 
“Had a nice day, sweetie?”
 
“Yeah,” I replied, putting away my jacket, then heading toward the kitchen. “How about you? You’re home early!”
 
“Yeah, I had a doctor’s appointment this afternoon.”
 
“Everything all right?”
 
“Yes,” she smiled. “I heard Samantha and you are dating?”
 
“Let me guess? A little boy named Thomas, perhaps, told you?”
 
My mother laughed. “He told me all about it. He’s proud of you.”
 
I nodded.
 
“You know, I’ve always liked her. I’m happy for both of you,” she added.
 
“Thanks, mom.”



CHAPTER 19
 
 
Walking into my room, I dropped my backpack onto my bed and sat down at my desk. I swiveled my chair and unzipped my bag, and pulled out my math homework. I opened my book to a few pages of trigonometry. Falling into concentration, I was soon distracted with the chirping of my watch.
 
Tapping the green X, I read the typed message: To your window.
 
Staring through my window, I spotted old Thomas sitting on the park’s bench, right across my street.
 
A blue flash of light later, I stumbled out from behind the park’s far hedge. The evening had gotten colder as I pulled the hood of my hoodie over my head. I directed my steps toward Thomas who also drew forward, this time, wearing jeans, tennis shoes and a green autumn jacket, instead of his somewhat business outfit.
 
“Hello, Derek,” he said.
 
“Hi,” I greeted placidly.
 
“I understand that you’re very busy, but you must continue your training,” he stated.
 
“I can’t do it tonight,” I replied. “I was in my room, trying to hurry up with my homework and get to a job interview at six o’clock,” I explained, glancing down at my watch. “I really need this job to start saving for a car and other necessary expenses. The very bit of money I have left is from my last summer job at the grocery store.”
 
“You don’t need a job, you’ve already got one.”
 
I winced. “What?”
 
“Did you check your bank account lately?” he asked me.
 
I threw a glance back at my house, at my bedroom window, thinking of going to my computer to access my account as I usually do.
 
“Other than your computer, you could use your watch,” he suggested.
 
Tapping the tiny screen, I navigated through the holographic main menu, easily accessing the Internet. Getting to my bank’s website, I accessed my account, entering my bank card number and password. Then I immediately took hold of my account balance: fifty-five thousand dollars.
 
“Is this a joke?” I cackled, closing the holographic display.
 
Thomas grinned. “Not at all. It’s all yours. Just use it wisely.”
 
“What’s the catch?” I demanded.
 
“No catch,” he said. “And you won’t need a car since you’re able to transmit yourself, pretty much, wherever you want to. But if you do need a car for keeping a low profile, we can lend you one whenever you want.”
 
I remained slightly skeptical. “So, I won’t be going to my job interview, aren’t I?”
 
“The choice is yours, Derek. I’m not obligating anything to you,” Thomas said calmly. “If you want to get a part-time job and save money for a car, go right ahead. I understand that you’ll feel proud of getting what you want through hard work. I know you’re a very responsible kid.”
 
I shrugged.
 
“I’m simply saying that you don’t have to. You’ve already earned some money and it’s yours. You may use it without feeling guilty, believe me.”
 
“But all of this is to be kept secret. I’m gonna have to lie to my friends and family,” I alleged.
 
“That’s the toughest part, unfortunately we all go through it,” he agreed. “But remember that you’re doing this to protect them.”
 
“This better be worth it,” I warned.
 
“It is, Derek,” he assured. “Trust me. I’m your brother and I will never let you down, or do anything to put you into trouble.”



CHAPTER 20
 
 
Some time later, we appeared into the charcoal-colored tiled room, with unseen doors hidden among the tiles.
 
“It’s important, Derek, for you to get the best training, so you’ll be able to look out for yourself and for others,” Thomas explained. “Like I’ve mentioned to you before, my job is to protect you, in the hopes of getting you back … the older you.”
 
“Perhaps I’m still alive somewhere …”
 
Thomas aimed his fingers toward the wall behind the chairs and table, then gestured his hand to the right as the tiles unclasped, then unfolded to reveal a compartment containing a suit. A black armored suit. The material was robustly textured, from the shoulders to the chest, giving a slight muscular appearance. There was a tiny green X, glowing on the left side of the chest.
 
“That’s how you open your suit compartment,” he said.
 
“Pretty fancy!” I remarked.
 
“It’s a computerized suit,” he began explaining. “It holds many functions, such as, being bulletproof, optical camouflage … and also an automatic helmet from the back of your suit.”
 
“What do you mean?” I asked him.
 
“The helmet shapes itself onto your head whenever you need it to. It’s programmed to behave like an electronic prosthetic limb, for example.”
 
“Cool!” I nodded. “And above all that, can the suit fly?”
 
“No, not the suit itself, but I’ll eventually teach you about flight.”
 
“Really?”
 
“Yes, but not now.”
 
I felt eager to learn more. Although, having the slight fear of not knowing of what might happen next, I was feeling more excited to get started.
 
“Ready to begin?” Thomas asked me.
 
“Yes,” I said.
 
“All right then. Simply stand with your back against the suit with your arms wide open. It will automatically suit you up.”
 
“Cool!” I frowned.
 
“I’ll meet you in the training hall,” he said, walking out through the sudden shaped doorway.
 
The tiles reshaped as I immediately began toward the suit. Then I proceeded as explained, positioning myself with my back to it and my arms wide open. The suit began to open, then immediately clasping itself around my wrists, arms, shoulders, chest, waist, legs and feet.
 
“Boy, that was quick!” I said out loud, even though being by myself.
 
Then I tried on the helmet. Concentrating I merely felt some sort of mechanism moving from my back. Suddenly various pieces unfolded upwards, then shaping up around my head. I was gazing a through massively shaped visor, which seemed to automatically adjust itself with the light.
 
Beholding myself in the mirror – the back wall from the compartment – I noticed that the helmet’s visor was entirely black, although I saw everything clearly from the inside.
 
Then folding back the helmet, I finally exited the room.



CHAPTER 21
 
 
“Holy crap!” I yelled hysterically, my mind shocked in dreadful panic, falling many feet a second toward the ground. I was feeling pressure all around my body, twisting and swiveling in the air out of control. Thrusting downwards, drifting through some clouds among the nighttime sky. Everything so foggy and blurry, unable to set a clear view of anything.
 
Then some distant lights from far below, suddenly grew more vibrant – a huge city with colossal skyscrapers stretching toward me.
 
I kept screaming.
 
Falling closer to the vast city, I descended a straight line down, passing between monstrous skyscrapers and noisy multileveled highways, crossing one another.
 
My fall persisted by crashing against a neon fast-food restaurant sign – shattered glass, flashes and sparks roaming in the air. No harm done for being well protected within the armored suit.
 
I was an inch close to smash against the edge of a building’s rooftop parking lot, but my body managed to twirl past it. Continuously beaming downwards, I fell through holographic advertisements from all corners of a circled space, surrounded with many skyscrapers. The holograms produced many split-color densities – colorful bright flashing titles as my eyes were protected with the solid visor of my helmet.
 
Suddenly, falling way too close to a building, I began running on the wall, cracking some glass from the windows.
 
Drifting away from the buildings, my heart paced in dreadfulness, now spotting the ground – a vast urban space, walkways, trees, terraces, restaurants, centers, parks, many colorful civilians … a place breathtakingly designed.
 
But all of it was about to end. I was going to crash on it’s multileveled pavement: creating an alarming panic besides my own.
 
“Freeze program,” Thomas said.
 
I had stopped a few inches from the ground, hovering, surrounded by frozen-in-time civilians, in fact unaware of my presence. 
 
Nothing more than a simple simulation.
 
“Enable room gravity,” Thomas added.
 
Falling to the ground, I immediately stood to my feet, then gazing all around, watching the entire frozen scene dissolving away into pixels, revealing the dark simulation hall.
 
Thomas stood nearby, also wearing his armored suit. He stared at me, grinning sympathetically. “That was quite a simulation wasn’t it?”
 
The helmet folded itself off as I stared back without much of a smile, knowing that I had failed the test.
 
“The goal of this test –”
 
“I know,” I cut him off. “To be able to transmit yourself elsewhere while falling, or during any other alarming situation.”
 
He nodded. “Don’t worry about it, Derek. No one has ever made it the first time.”
 
“The scariest thing is that it looks and feels so real,” I stated. “Everything flies by so fast: the falling, the obstacles …”
 
“The program is designed to work on your speed. To think fast and save yourself.”
 
I nodded.
 
“Are you ready to do it again?”
 
“Yes,” I said, closing my eyes and taking several deep breaths. Then opening my eyes, I nodded at Thomas to start the program once again.
 
Once more, I was falling from above the clouds among a nighttime sky, soon with the vast city suddenly coming to view. Falling with my arms and legs wide open, I held my body still, keeping it from spinning out of control. My breathing began to increase inside my helmet, seeing the vibrant city lights and colossal skyscrapers.
 
I remained with my mind focused, keeping my eyes wide open. Concentrating on what I wanted to do, I saw the whole place disappearing away into a blue flash of light, as I then appeared back into the tiled room – my office.



CHAPTER 22
 
 
The bell rang, indicating the end of English class and the beginning of our lunch hour. Arriving at my locker, I opened the door with Jeffrey suddenly appearing next to me, breathing heavily. Turning to him, I noticed his red cheeks against his usual pale complexion for being a true blond guy.
 
I looked at him, raising an eyebrow. “You okay, Jeff?”
 
“Well, my friend, I did it … I never thought I’d be so nervous!” he chuckled.
 
“Did what?” I asked, gesturing for him to continue his words.
 
“She said yes,” he said, with a wide smile.
 
“You asked Jennifer out for a date?”
 
“This Friday night,” Jeffrey replied.
 
“That’s great, buddy,” I told him, throwing a friendly fist to his massive shoulder.
 
I placed my books at the top shelf and locked back my locker door. We both strolled toward the cafeteria.
 
Among the busy lunchtime atmosphere, we soon sat down with our trays of meatloaf.
 
“So, you just asked her now?” I said, taking my first bite.
 
“Yeah. She was alone at her locker when I went over. She threw me a bright smile, and told me that she was going to eat out for lunch with her other girlfriends.”
 
“Yeah, Sam told me this morning she was going to eat out for lunch,” I stated.
 
“So, how did it go with your job interview? Did you get the job?” Jeffrey asked.
 
“It seemed like it went well. I don’t know about the job yet. He said he’ll call me.” I was feeling foolishly bad for lying at my best friend. Also, feeling worse for lying at my own family – doing it for a good cause.
 
“I spoke with my uncle yesterday afternoon,” Jeffrey said. “I’ll be starting my part-time job next week.”
 
“That’s great. We need a little money now we have our girls,” I laughed.
 
“Oh, yeah! I forgot to tell you,” Jeffrey broke out.
 
“What?”
 
“My uncle has old laptops stored in his stockroom. Actually, they’re not really outdated. He’s selling them for a really cheap price for liquidating some of his older inventory. And he could make a good friendly price, if you're interested.”
 
“That sounds cool!” I exclaimed. “It’s always handy to have a spare computer.”
 
“I’ve already checked them out. It’s good quality.”
 
“I’m interested.”
 
“All right, we'll pass by and check it out,” Jeffrey said.



CHAPTER 23
 
 
“I really think they make a nice couple, don’t you think?” Samantha said, lifting her gaze from her books. She lay with her belly on her bed, swinging her bare feet in the air.
 
I sat next to her bed on the chair from her desk. After school, Samantha invited me to her house, spending quality time, while doing our homework together.
 
“Yeah, I think so too,” I replied, smiling back at her.
 
I watched her write a few lines of mathematical equations into her spiral notebook, while glancing into her math book, at times.
 
Putting my nose into my own books, I couldn’t help from glancing at Samantha several times. She was just beautiful, watching her study and swinging her feet in the air, noticing her cute pink pedicure.
 
“Hey, hey, hey!” she said, pointing her pencil toward me while smiling. “Nose in your books young man! Time to study.” She then winked.
 
“Yes, ma’am!” I said, writing the last lines of equations into my notebook and finally closing all of my books. “All done!”
 
“You are?” She looked at me with wide eyes.
 
“Yup.”
 
“Damn! I’m only halfway through. I wish I was as good as you with math.”
 
“I’ll give you a hand,” I offered.
 
“I’m kind of hungry,” she said. “You wanna take a little break and have a sandwich?”
 
“All right.”
 
We descended the stairs as the phone started ringing. Samantha quickened her pace toward the kitchen and took the call from the kitchen counter.
 
“Yes?” she answered.
 
The faint voice of a woman was heard from the other end of the telephone line.
 
“Yes … sure no problem,” Samantha added. “All right, I’ll be there for six-thirty … Bye.” She then hung up the phone.
 
“Everything all right?” I asked, watching her smile even though rolling her eyes. Her stunning way of being incredibly expressive with her eyes.
 
“I’m going to babysit, tonight,” she replied.
 
“Oh! That’s not something bad is it?” I said.
 
“No, of course not. In fact I’m lucky to be able to do it often,” she affirmed. “Having lots of references, it gives me good money for the moment before I get myself a real job.”
 
“Absolutely.”
 
“How about you? How was your job interview?” she asked, opening the fridge, taking out packages of cold cuts, lettuce and mayo.
 
“The interview went good, the manager told me that he’ll probably call me,” I heard myself lying again.
 
She then slid up the bread box door, revealing a fresh and thick crusty bread. “Don’t worry about it,” she said, opening her arms. “Come here!”
 
I turned around the counter toward Samantha as we both fell into each other’s arms.
 
“You’re a smart guy,” she breathed. “I’m sure you’ll get the job. And if not this one, you’ll get another one.”
 
“I’m not worried about that,” I assured.
 
“I love you, Derek,” she whispered.
 
“I love you too, Samantha,” I told her.



CHAPTER 24
 
 
After eating the amazingly delicious sandwich made by my girlfriend, I let her go prepare herself for her babysitting night. I directed my steps toward home, where Jeffrey soon picked me up for his uncle’s electronic store.
 
We arrived at the store’s parking lot, as I glanced up at the bright illuminated sign: Tony’s Electros.
 
Entering the store, we immediately strolled our way toward the stock room, accompanied by his uncle Tony – a fifty-year-old man as thin as a rail, black hair, with a mustache that seemed to accentuate a severe temper. But he was a total different person from what he appeared, once you got to know him. He wore black trousers and a red T-shirt with the store’s logo, printed in white.
 
“Here they are,” Jeffrey said, pulling a laptop out of its box.
 
“They look brand new!” I called out.
 
“Actually, they are,” Tony said. “They’re in perfect condition. Powerfully built, very well made equipment. I have the demo in my office.”
 
“So, what’s the problem? Why wouldn’t people buy them?” Jeffrey asked.
 
“They came without a pre-installed operating system,” Tony explained. “The hard drives are completely empty, although being properly formatted. They were supposed to have a working system, but by the time I found out, it was already too late. I got stuck with those.”
 
“That’s not much of a problem, since there are so many open source, free operating systems available for direct download,” I said.
 
“For most people, Derek, it’s a hard-to-understand thing to do,” Jeffrey stated.
 
“Not everybody are real computer geeks like we are. Although many people think they are smart with computers just by social networking,” Tony teased.
 
“I’ll be taking a laptop,” Jeffrey told his uncle.
 
“Yeah, me too,” I said.
 
“For a very good price, how does forty bucks sound?”
 
“That’s perfect,” I agreed.
 
Jeffrey nodded.



CHAPTER 25
 
 
Arriving home, the time on my watch turned to seven-fifteen p.m. I stepped into the entrance with my backpack on one shoulder and the cardboard box containing my new laptop, tucked under my arm. I put everything down, taking off my jacket.
 
I smiled at my little brother, seeing him walk out of the living room and draw close to the entrance.
 
“Hey! What’s in the box?” he wondered.
 
“Laptop computer,” I said.
 
“You got yourself a new computer?” my dad uttered from the living room, lifting his gaze away from the TV.
 
“I got it, brand new, for forty dollars from Tony’s Electros, the store owned by Jeff’s uncle.”
 
Walking toward the living room, I unpacked the device on the large coffee table. I heaved the computer from the box and flipped it open.
 
My brother stood close admiring the new device as well.
 
“Looks pretty nice!” my father exclaimed. “But why so cheap?”
 
“Jeff’s uncle received them without a pre-installed operating system.”
 
“Ah! That’s why.” My father nodded. “The good thing is that you have the vast choice of installing whatever system you want.”
 
“Obviously,” I said.
 
“You think he has anymore of these?”
 
“He has a whole shelf full of them,” I replied.
 
“Can I get one too?” my brother asked.
 
“We could share it,” I told him. “It’s purposely to use as a spare computer.”
 
Thomas nodded and smiled in agreement.
 
“A spare computer?” my mom said, ambling around the couch with a cup of tea. “Don’t we have enough computers and machines in this house?” she added, sitting next to my dad.
 
“Well, I think my computer’s getting old,” my dad said.
 
My mom rolled her eyes, taking a long sip of tea.
 
“I’m gonna go program it,” I said, boxing up the device.
 
Climbing the stairs to my room, I entered, placing the box under my desk.
 
No time for this, right now.
 
I remained standing in my room, knowing what I had to do next … To take care of my secret job.



 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 26
 
 
Standing in the simulation hall, wearing my suit, my training continued with further instructions about transmitting myself to unknown places and time periods.
 
Thomas also wore his suit, standing a few meters away, explaining further knowledge about my increasing capability.
 
“At first, you began transmitting yourself, without your control, to places and time periods that were completely strange to you,” he said. “Now, you’re just beginning to transmit yourself to a few places.”
 
I frowned. “Just beginning?”
 
“You still have a lot to learn,” he stated. “You need to increase your speed.”
 
“But how can I transmit myself faster?”
 
“Practice … by practicing you’ll develop speed and get more used to it. Even transmitting yourself with your eyes open.” He sighed. “By getting used to it, you’ll suddenly come to envision the time line.”
 
“To know where I’m headed …” I guessed.
 
“That’s right,” Thomas said. “By achieving advance training, you’ll come to sense and see through your mind the time and place you are headed.”
 
“That would be awesome … it would make things easier,” I concluded.
 
“We have to work hard, Derek,” he urged. “The more training you get, the higher the chances for you to be able to protect yourself and get away in lightening speed.”
 
I nodded in agreement.
 
“We will train intensively, for you to master your capability as quick as possible. To get through this you’ll have to listen to everything I tell you. And I’m sorry to say this, but we don’t have much time.”
 
“Then I’m ready,” I said determinedly.
 
My training proceeded as I sought to get through with it.
 
I began transmitting myself back and forth to various parts of the X-Agency facility. Even from my own bedroom, then back to the simulation hall – slowly developing the ability of increasing my speed.
 
Then Thomas ran various simulation programs, starting once again with The Night Falling: the one of falling from the sky and descending into a vast city. 
 
Then Another program of being chased through dark concrete hallways, of some kind of abandoned warehouse, by black ninjas, swiveling their massive swords at me.
 
Then there was another program, which was quite similar, except for being chased around by police officers within a huge skyscraper – the goal of transmitting myself away before getting caught.
 
As for another drill, Thomas threw a steel bottle to the other end of the simulation hall, for me to transmit to the precise spot and catch it. Well, actually, we sort of lost count of all the times it took before I got to catch the first one. Once again, I slowly began to get the hang of it. The exercise continued by using a glass bottle.
 
“Just relax and focus,” Thomas said.
 
He threw the glass bottle as I immediately disappeared from one point and reappeared to the right spot, with the bottle bouncing on the side of my palm and shattering to the floor.
 
“Damn it!” I breathed.
 
“Let’s do it again,” he said.
 
Once again the bottle thrown toward the other end of the hall, I quickly tried to envision where the bottle would land, then transmitting to the precise spot.
 
I caught the bottle with both hands.



 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 27
 
 
The following morning, we started the day with gym class. All the boys from our usual classes, teamed up for a quite competitive basketball game. The girls had their usual classes with another gym teacher, performing gymnastics.
 
Jeffrey and I played on the same team along with pretty talented players. But our adversary team also held strong guys: some of them were very tall – catching the ball, sure to mark a score.
 
We all worked our minds for the most outstanding game strategies, giving it all our might. With dripping sweat, none of us were close to show the slightest reluctance for giving up, or slowing down. Holding a good focus, I scored a point each time I caught the ball, either from a teammate or from the loss of an adversary.
 
Mr. Goodman blew his whistle: the piercing sound echoing through the whole gymnasium, also probably heard through some nearby corridors.
 
“Class dismissed! That was quite a game there, boys!” he shouted. 
 
Mr. Goodman was an average height man, thinly shaped with thinning hair, also keeping a clean trimmed beard. He was the kind of teacher who had the perfect humorous personality to encourage anybody.
 
It was the end of the game where we were beaten by one point. While some boys crumbled down on a few benches, the rest of us panted, resting on the gymnasium’s floor.
 
In the following minute, we all strolled to the changing room. I took a quick shower, then quickly dried myself up, cooling down and energizing up for my next class.
 
I got to my locker and fiddled my combination. Grabbing the books for my second class of the day, English, I noticed Jeffrey walking by, carrying his bag to his shoulder.
 
Turning to him, he seemed upset, staring back at me disapprovingly.
 
“What’s up, buddy?” I demanded.
 
He quickly turned away, glancing at several corners. Then he turned back at me, leaning close. “Are you in some kind of trouble, or something?” he whispered.
 
“Trouble?” I frowned.
 
He nodded vigorously.
 
“Why would I be in trouble?” I asked.
 
“I don’t know, but there’s some guy walking the school’s main hallway, near the cafeteria, asking around for you.”
 
Old Thomas must be looking for me, I thought.
 
Peeking above Jeffrey’s shoulder, I held a careful eye, trying to spot Thomas …
or perhaps someone else?
 
“I first thought that he might be a cop. But then I wasn’t so sure. He’s wearing a long dark-gray coat,” Jeffrey explained.
 
“Can you see him?”
 
Jeffrey shook his head. “Can you tell me what this is all about?”
 
“I have no damn idea,” I replied.
 
I let Jeffrey walk past me, ambling his way to class, while I decided to scuttle to the end of my locker row. I then made a turn, heading toward the entrance, planning to get to a secure location to transmit myself to the X-Agency facility. 
 
But I abruptly came face with a man – long dark-gray coat, tall, black hair and blue eyes that seemed awfully unnatural.
 
“Well, Derek Trevor!” he exclaimed.
 
I gazed back monotonously, without replying.
 
“I’m Detective Shelby,” he pronounced without showing any proof. Then he laid out his hand.
 
Somehow, I felt eager to impoliteness, not bothering myself with the handshake for the simple reason that something didn’t smell right about this sudden encounter. I obviously came with the assumption that he might have been one of the bad guys – perhaps from the so-called Elites. If it happened to be so, I wasn’t willing to escape so quickly, for the fear that he might get to my friends and family.
 
Probably the same thing happened to my future self. Letting them capture me to save the others.
 
“I have a few questions to ask you,” he added.
 
“Sorry, I’m late for class,” I finally replied, noticing the crowd of students dimming away.
 
“If you go to class, the principal will notify your teacher for you to see me. And your principle is already informed about my presence in this school. So, I strongly suggest that you remain here, with me and answer my questions. Do we understand each other, Mr. Trevor?”
 
Definitely a stupid dumbass.
 
“Walk with me,” he ordered.



CHAPTER 28
 
 
I followed Detective Shelby out the school’s main entrance, then walking further outside, heading to the end of the building, toward the yard’s high hedge. He held a sarcastic grin, inhaling a deep breath of fresh air.
 
“Have you come in contact with a man who calls himself Thomas, a man claiming to be your brother?”
 
“No!” I snapped.
 
“We all know that’s not true,” he said, swiftly shoving a metal stick to the side of my neck, injecting something through my skin.
 
I drew away, dropping my books and putting a hand to the left side of my neck.
 
“Don’t worry, Derek,” he said, walking forward. “This man is not who he says he is. You have to trust me. I’m trying to protect you from falling into the wrong hands.”
 
“I know you’re not a detective. You’re an Elite,” I spat, trying hard to transmit myself elsewhere.
 
“An End what?” he said, smiling. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
 
Besides the mild mosquito-bite feeling to my neck, I was unable to get away. Still moving away from him, I kept concentrating, seeing weak blue flashes and sparks, without anything happening – not caring if there were any civilians watching or not. I just had to escape.
 
Then a blue flash of light finally occurred, but soon realizing that it didn’t come from me. Thomas appeared next to me with a massive handgun, immediately shooting at Shelby – tiny white luminous balls.
 
“Stay behind me, Derek,” Thomas requested.
 
Shelby moved incredibly fast, dodging most of the white balls as others only pierced through his long coat. He then quickly activated some control from his watch – one different from ours.
 
“Damn it!” Thomas yelled, still shooting.
 
Shelby kept running and dodging the shots as he soon vanished into a fiery-red flash.
 
Thomas immediately put his gun away, into his long coat. “That’s pretty much what I do all day,” he explained. “I just don’t see how I let this one slip out of my sight! I thought I had appeared right on time, before he’d get to you.”
 
“He was one of them … right?” I asked.
 
Thomas confirmed with a nod.
 
“I tried getting away, but it wouldn’t work,” I said.
 
He slipped out a metal stick, similar to the one Shelby had.
 
“Where did he sting you?” he asked me.
 
“Right here on my neck,” I pointed the spot.
 
Placing the device against my neck, I suddenly felt a faint sensation of a tiny grain being sucked out of my skin.
 
“He shot you with a micro emitter chip,” Thomas said. “It keeps you from transmitting by sending contradictory signals to your brain.”
 
He held up the device, viewing the tiny chip, from a small glass compartment.
 
“Thanks,” I said, rubbing my neck. “I’m late for class. How am I going to explain this?”
 
“Explain the truth, just go to your principal and tell him about a crackpot lunatic entering the school. But spare the excessive details.” Thomas smiled.
 
“Yeah, right …”
 
“All right. Just go back in time a few minutes ahead,” he said. “Walk back into the school through another entrance. Be subtle and you’ll be able to get to your class on time. If anybody has any suspicion whatsoever, just turn it into a joke.”
 
“Sure,” I said.
 
“See you tonight.”
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Strapping my suit on, I stood in the simulation hall, ready to continue my training. Thomas and I stood at the center of the hall as I listened to further explanations.
 
“Remember, Derek,” Thomas began. “Don’t be afraid to escape by transmitting yourself. If anything happens to your friends and loved ones, you could often go back and save them. But if something happens to you, most likely you won’t be able to escape, with a micro emitter chip. And along the numerous troubles of trying to locate you.”
 
“Whoa!” I exclaimed. “What do you mean by ‘you could often go back and save them?’”
 
“Depending on some consequences, it’s not always possible to save people.”
 
“I don’t like that.”
 
“I’m sorry, Derek. But sometimes destiny kicks in and nothing could be done about it,” Thomas justified.
 
I was staring back with my eyes like daggers, although, it was nothing against Thomas, but against the situations that might occur – such as destiny.
 
“Are you ready to proceed?” he asked me.
 
I nodded.
 
“All right.” He drew a few steps back and began. “It is possible to create, what we call, a semi-transmit. This is what we use for our power of flight as I previously mentioned.”
 
“So, we can actually fly?” I yearned.
 
Thomas brought his hands close together, suddenly creating a blue ball of energy, surging with electrical sparks. The light of energy grew as he moved his hands further apart. He then spread out arms as the energy surrounded his entire body – close to a silhouette of blue sparks.
 
He slowly levitated from the ground, hovering for a moment, then speeding across the hall, then up and below, to all corners, and finally landing to the floor.
 
“That’s pretty cool!” I stated.
 
“Your turn,” Thomas said. “You may want to fly with your helmet on, for a first try.”
 
I definitely agreed with that.
 
Bringing my hands close together, I first had a hard time getting it just right. I was either making huge lights, or merely tiny sparks. Indeed, it took me several attempts to be able to control the energy density. And I soon got it right, spreading out my arms and lifting myself from the ground.
 
I was actually flying!
 
Through some concentration and practice, I was able to fly to all corners of the hall, but I wasn’t yet able to control my speed as well as Thomas did. But I was doing it.
 
After spending some time in the air, I finally regained the ground.
 
My helmet folded itself away, noticing Thomas with a proud smile.
 
“Can I take the suit home?” I asked.
 
He sighed as if hesitating. “Yes you can, but remember to –”
 
“To keep a low profile, I know,” I cut in.
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Soon after my training, I transmitted myself to my room, dressed into my casual clothes, with my backpack to my shoulder, containing my suit. Even being an armored suit, it was flexible enough to perfectly fit in my bag.
 
I glanced out my window, at the nighttime sky. After learning something new, I felt like flying up high among the dark clouds and above the bright city lights. But I had to get to bed.
 
Then I took a glance at my alarm clock, showing close to nine-fifteen.
 
It’s not that late, is it? I could sleep in a few minutes more every morning, since I don’t have to take the bus.
 
I figured that I wouldn’t be able to sleep that night if I wasn’t going to give it a try.
 
That was when I decided to unzip my bag and pull out my suit.
 
No more than an hour. This is gonna be great!
 
Laying the suit on my bedroom floor, I lay my back on it, immediately strapping itself onto me. Then I stood up, now transmitting myself to the park, appearing between the slide and swings – an obscure location, away from the streetlamps.
 
Taking a deep breath of the cold night air, I threw my gaze upwards, viewing the clear sky and admiring the few stars.
 
I brought my palms close together, producing tiny sparks, soon growing to a ball of light. Spreading out my arms, I let the energy flit all around me. Then I shaped on my helmet.
 
As I was usually terrified of heights, I didn’t want to stand around and hesitate too long. With my gaze aimed at the sky, I suddenly shot myself upwards at an intense speed, with my fists tightly clenched above my head.
 
I suddenly felt free, glancing down, smiling frightfully, seeing the ground drawing away further – the houses disappearing into the nighttime’s obscurity, the streets becoming faintly lit lines made from the streetlamps, the vehicles became no more than tiny moving lights. But the whole scene quickly vanished as I flew into a thick cloud and emerged above it.
 
I remained hovering above the clouds for a moment, enjoying the breathtaking view of the bright moon and distant horizon. It was just beautiful as it brought a moment of peace and tranquility. I couldn’t keep myself from smiling from a sudden thought – imagining of having Samantha with me, holding her into my strong arms and share the thrilling experience of flying.
 
Swinging upwards, I then let myself tumble backwards, and pierce down through the clouds.
 
I beamed down, intensifying my speed, viewing bright city lights from far below and finally stabilizing my angle toward the west horizon, at the pacific ocean.
 
Flying incredibly fast, I twirled deliberately as my confidence grew, now having total control over my flight. I peeked down, now passing above the Vancouver Island, then soon flying above the pacific ocean.
 
I suddenly screamed hysterically, releasing both emotions of freedom and joy, as much as feeling thrilled and terrified, flying above the pitch-black water. Then I decided to tilt lower, speeding close to the surface. I looked down, seeing my illuminated reflection from the blue energy surging around me. I brought my hand to the water, sliding the tips of my fingers against the surface.
 
Then I made a half-turn and headed back toward my city – Surrey.
 
Soon arriving close to home, I remained high into the sky, immobilizing myself, slightly beneath the clouds. From there, I transmitted myself back into my room. 
 
My helmet folded itself away.
 
That was amazingly awesome!
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Friday night.
 
“Reservation Trevor,” I said to the hostess.
 
“Yes, Mr. Trevor,” she replied, scanning through her list. She was a cute Asian woman: straight black, bob hairstyle, attired with a red silk blouse and black skirt.
 
But Samantha was mostly beautiful, wearing a chic black dress, revealing her perfectly shaped silhouette, along with her classy high heels. She held my hand, grinning at me, a sudden smile reaching all the way up to her powerful gaze, her amazing blue eyes filled with warmth.
 
“Reservation for two. Follow me, please,” the hostess demanded with a welcoming smile, carrying two menus.
 
We followed the woman as she led us to our table, covered with a silky white tablecloth. I charmingly pulled a chair, letting Samantha have the first seat.
 
“Thank you,” she said softly.
 
“Would you like to start with a drink?” the hostess asked, already filling our glasses with water.
 
“Can you make a non-alcoholic daiquiri?” Samantha ordered.
 
“Sure, no problem!” the woman replied.
 
“I’ll start with water,” I said.
 
The woman nodded and smiled as she left.
 
Comfortably seated, we began scanning through our menus.
 
“You really look amazingly beautiful, tonight, Samantha,” I complimented her for the second time, since I arrived at her house to pick her up. I stood at her front door with a few red roses. She opened the door as I immediately glanced at her from head to toe. Her smile definitely took my breath away, handing her the flowers.
 
“It’s a very interesting menu,” she said. “Hard to make a choice, since everything seems delicious … and also quite pricey,” she added, frowning.
 
“Don’t worry about that,” I assured her. “Just take whatever you want. I’m thinking of taking the most expensive dish on the menu! It’s on me.”
 
Samantha seemed to hesitate, still viewing the menu and glancing back at me at times. “I heard many times that this restaurant is very high rated. I like it, it’s a nice place!” she said, looking around at the classy decor. “And I just love Asian food.”
 
“I know, so do I. I’ve been dreaming of coming here some day. Unfortunately my parents aren’t so much into exotic food. Besides Asian food, I’m a fan of fine cuisine, not afraid to taste and try new things.”
 
Samantha smiled. “I guess that’s another thing we have in common.”
 
She gave out her hand. 
 
I took her hand, feeling her fingers gently caressing mine.
 
“Are we ready to order?” the hostess suddenly drew by.
 
“Yes … I’ll have the seafood fried rice,” Samantha said.
 
“I’ll have the General Tao and squid with rice noodles,” I ordered.
 
“Great!” the woman said, taking away our menus.
 
“This is gonna be good. I’m getting hungry!” Samantha cried.
 
I smiled back at her, soon taking my eyes down at my watch for hearing a sudden chirp.
 
Now what?
 
Tapping the green X, I quickly glanced at the displayed message: Come out the back door.
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Samantha took a few sips of her daiquiri. “I’ve been trying to look for a job, too,” she stated. “It would be better to get a good part-time job, with better money, instead of a tiny salary from babysitting. I’d be able to put money aside more easily, for a car.”
 
My watch chirped for a second time.
 
“Is that your watch making that sound?” she asked me.
 
“Yes … Can you excuse me for a minute or two?”
 
“Sure, no problem,” she said.
 
“Be right back.”
 
I stood up from the chair and crossed my way through the dining area, heading at the back of the restaurant.
 
Back door … back door …
 
Then I noticed a tiny sign from a hallway, indicating the washrooms. Entering the hallway, I obviously noticed an exit sign above the back door, at the end. I pushed open the door to a filthy alley, seeing old Thomas, leaning against a brick wall.
 
“What took you so long?” he breathed.
 
“Why are you whispering?” I asked him. “Did I make a wrong move by spending some money to take my girlfriend on a date, tonight?”
 
He shook his head. “Not at all!”
 
Then he pulled out a large yellow envelope from his coat, folded in half, seeming to contain a massive object.
 
“Here, take this,” he said, handing it to me.
 
I grabbed it as he kept glancing both ways of the alley. From the envelope, I slipped out a handgun, the same kind that Thomas shot at so-called Detective Shelby, the other day.
 
“Your gun?” I said.
 
“I got my own, this one’s yours,” Thomas explained.
 
Tilting the envelope, something else rolled out, falling into my palm – a metal stick.
 
“Use the top button, to pull out the emitter chip if they ever shoot you one,” he added.
 
“Are they in the restaurant, right now?” I asked.
 
“Maybe, or they could be roaming nearby.”
 
“Wait a minute, here,” I blew, putting up my hand. “Why do this now?”
 
“What do you mean, Derek?”
 
“If we know what’s going to happen, why don’t we go a few minutes ahead of time, kick their asses and come back.”
 
Thomas shook his head. “Derek, it’s not that simple. Every time you look into the future, something always changes. Even though we know that a certain event might occur at a certain time, it never happens exactly as you first look at it.”
 
I frowned confusingly.
 
“Let me remind you, Derek, that they are also able to travel through time. You’ve seen it … they activate it from their watches.”
 
I nodded.
 
“Their watches, which are devices with an advanced operating system, sending precise signals to the brain. They are a technological replica from our genetics. As I mentioned before, they tend to capture us to perform numerous experiments, to implant our specific gene into themselves. That makes you the most vulnerable from all of us, for being the least experienced. That’s why they’re tending to get to you first.”
 
“It’s more complicated than I thought,” I admitted. “Why do they want me, when they already took the older me?”
 
“Perhaps, they failed. And you’re their second chance.”
 
I glanced down at the ground, feeling gloomy.
 
“Keep your eyes open, Derek,” Thomas suggested.
 
I nodded, disposing the yellow envelope in an open trash can, nearby. I slid the metal stick in my blazer’s inner pocket. Then I hung the gun to my belt, behind me, perfectly hidden under my blazer.
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Strolling back to my table, I saw the hostess, arriving with our dishes. I sat down as Samantha stared at me worryingly.
 
“Is everything all right, Derek?” she asked me.
 
“Sure, everything’s fine,” I replied. “This looks delicious!”
 
“Indeed, it does!” she said, taking her first bite, using chopsticks.
 
I savored a piece of General Tao, along with a few noodles.
 
Samantha kept eating a few more bites before she fell into her thoughts. Seeing it through her eyes, thinking and searching, hopefully not too far in her memory.
 
“What were we talking about before you left the table?”
 
You’re asking me? That’s a pretty good question!
I gently shook my head.
 
“Oh! About me looking for a better job …”
 
“Yeah, that’s right,” I said.
 
“How about you … any calls?” she asked me.
 
“No job offers, yet.”
 
“Is everything all right?” the hostess said, passing by.
 
“Everything’s great!” Samantha commented.
 
“Delicious!” I nodded at the woman.
 
Gazing into Samantha’s impossible-to-ignore blue eyes, I just couldn’t help smiling at her.
 
“What is it?” she said vividly.
 
“I’m very happy we’re doing this, Samantha,” I told her. “I wouldn’t be happier with anyone else than you.”
 
“Aw! That’s so sweet!”
 
I subtly glanced to various corners of the restaurant, as well at most tables. I was trying to identify anything that might be suspicious. Glancing at the diners and other waiters, walking by.
 
Even the hostess could be an Elite. It could be anybody.
 
Then I thought about my gun, knowing that it shoots white lights, but wondering what it actually does.
 
“You wanna do something else, after?” I offered.
 
“Like what?” Samantha said.
 
“Go for a movie, maybe?”
 
“Sure! Good idea. You want me to check what’s playing?” she said, fishing out her cell phone from her black purse.
 
It was my thought of remaining alert, getting out of this restaurant as soon as possible and keeping a close eye on my girlfriend. Proceeding without giving the slightest worrying impression whatsoever. Giving my might for Samantha not to become doubtful about anything.
 
But the restaurant was quiet.
 
I was having an urge to go to the men’s room – this time for real.
 
Figuring that if the Elites were in fact roaming among us, they’d probably be waiting for me to be by myself to capture me. And I knew had to face them, one way or the other. They were the only ones who could provide me with the answer of where my older self was being held.
 
“‘Sack Lunch Party’ is playing at eight oh-five,” Samantha said. “It’s supposed to be a hilarious comedy.” She then scrolled down for a second option. “Oh! How about a cute romantic movie?” she suggested.
 
“Can you excuse me for a few seconds?”
 
“Washroom? Again?” she said.
 
I nodded. “Be right back … you could order dessert if you’d like.”
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Entering the men’s room, I saw a man in a black suit, standing by the wall using the hand dryer. I held a cautious eye and attentive ear for any swift movement. But the man soon exited, with the machine shutting itself after a minute.
 
I decided to survey the area, activating the see-through panel from my watch. A panel graphically emerged from the tiny screen of my watch, allowing me to see through the walls and compartments.
 
Luckily, I was alone.
 
I decided to get on with my business, still keeping myself alert. Then I went to wash my hands, keeping my gaze at the mirror and the door, from a side angle. I only heard sounds from the nearby kitchen: clapping dishes and people arguing.
 
But I kept my full concentration at the mirror.
 
Then as I immediately saw the start of a red flash, forming in the mirror, I had managed to quickly disappear and deliberately appear … behind a man.
 
Already my gun in hand, I shot him before he could have escaped, or even turn around. The man was struck with bright sparks, surging his entire body. He fell to the ground, merely shaking, his limbs completely paralyzed. The sparks vanished as the man remained still, shooting a destructive gaze at me.
 
So, that’s what the gun does!
 
“Who are you?” I demanded.
 
The man only smiled, unwilling to answer.
 
Then a blue flash blew from one of the compartments, seeing Thomas stepping forward.
 
“Good job, Derek,” he said, picking the man up and disappearing.
 
Sliding the gun into my belt, behind me, I exited the men’s room.
 
Walking out of the hallway, then entering the dining area, things began to feel a little weird.
 
I continued toward my table, seeing a man from behind, sitting at my chair across from Samantha. I came around a few tables, noticing that the man wearing a black suit was definitely an Elite.
 
It was Shelby.
 
“Drop your gun, Derek,” he said in low voice, keeping his eyes at my girlfriend.
 
“Derek, you have a gun?” Samantha almost whispered, trembling all the way through her voice. “What’s this all about? What’s going on?”
 
“You haven’t told your girlfriend, Derek?” Shelby smirked. “It’s not nice to keep secrets from her like that.”
 
“You leave her alone,” I told him, my jaw tightening.
 
He finally turned to me, showing a smile. “Listen to me, young man,” he proceeded, keeping his voice low. “I have a gun under this table, aimed at your beautiful girlfriend. If you don’t drop it, I won’t hesitate of blowing her into pieces in from of all these people. Do you understand me?” He looked back at Samantha. “It would be a terrible waste. Wouldn’t it be?”
 
Samantha seemed to struggle for holding back her tears.
 
“Remember, Derek. I may have something that you want,” he added. “Not only that we have the old Derek, being still alive, in fact. We also hold serious knowledge on the origins of your genetic code.”
 
I shook my head. “You’re a lying snake.”
 
“I’m not gonna ask you twice, Derek.”
 
“If I give you my gun, you let her go,” I said firmly.
 
Shelby grinned. “Wow! That easy?” he cackled. “Just too bad you’re not so man enough to fight for her.”
 
“It’s me you want, Shelby,” I said, reaching behind me, under my blazer.
 
“Sit down and hand me the gun discreetly,” he ordered.
 
I pulled a chair, from an empty table, and sat down. Then I slipped out the gun, laying it forward.
 
I was feeling crushed for seeing Samantha’s eyes flooded with dreadful fear.
 
My heart almost pounded out of my chest. I only had half the chances to make it work and assure that Samantha would be safe.
 
Shelby barely had the chance to lay the tip of his fingers on the gun.
 
Just as swiftly …
 
Samantha was slightly pushed back as I appeared right in front of her. I had already shot Shelby before he had the time to realize that another me appeared a split-second before I had vanished from my seat.
 
Shelby fell off the chair, triggering a shot at the bar, blowing a large part of the counter, along with a shower of shattered glass, fortunately, leaving everyone else unharmed.
 
The entire area grew into a panic. Shelby remained paralyzed, perhaps only for a moment.
 
I dropped a few twenty dollar bills on the table and took Samantha’s hand. “Come on, let’s go.”
 
“What the hell is going on?” she yelled.
 
I saw Shelby taken away by Thomas and two more men, before Samantha and I fled out the restaurant.
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Leaving the restaurant, I drove my mother’s sedan to Samantha’s house, explaining absolutely everything to her. I figured she deserved at least that much, having my mind flooded with guilt, taking the blame on my shoulders to have made her go through this.
 
This is so unfair …
 
All I wanted was to go out on a quiet date.
 
But as Thomas had already mentioned: that from now on, I will never lead a normal life.
 
Pulling in front of Samantha’s house, I felt the intensity of her gaze pressing against me.
 
“These people who call themselves Elites … are from the future, aren’t they?” she asked.
 
“Yes.”
 
“And they want to capture you to attempt experiments on you … This is absolutely horrifying!”
 
“That’s why I got into intensive training, to be able to protect myself,” I explained to her. “My life changed completely within a week!”
 
Samantha still looked half puzzled. I couldn’t blame her, knowing myself that it was all too hard to swallow in a single shot.
 
I held my gaze past the windshield, staring far into the street. Wanting so much to say more, I was suddenly unable to move my lips, struggling hard to keep in my tears. Afraid that something might happen to her.
 
“I’m so sorry,” I forced out. “I didn’t want to lie to you. I was so afraid of losing you back there. If anything would happen to you, Samantha, I would never forgive myself.”
 
Feeling her soft hand behind my neck, I finally turned to her.
 
“But it’s not your fault, Derek! You’re born with an amazing gift!”
 
“And because that gift, Samantha, things could get disastrous for the people around me. I promise to always be there for you. To protect you from any harm … I swear it on my life.”
 
She smiled, although seeming sad. She leaned forward and kissed me. “Thank you, Derek!” She sighed. “Back at the restaurant, I saw that there were two of you during a whole second … How can that be?” she wondered.
 
“I managed to transmit myself, in front of you, a second earlier, hoping to distract Shelby and to protect you from his gunshot,” I told her.
 
“You could have been blown to pieces!”
 
I nodded. “I’d give my life for you.”
 
We slowly leaned closer to each other, suddenly feeling her gentle warm breath against my face. Then I felt the softness of her lips against mine, closing my eyes for a moment.
 
I opened my eyes, both of us releasing a rejoicing sigh.
 
Then we both stepped out of the car as I accompanied Samantha to her front door.
 
“Sorry to intrude,” Thomas spoke a few meters behind us.
 
We both turned to him, remaining on the front porch.
 
Thomas drew a few steps closer.
 
Samantha dimmed her eyes at the man, approaching us. “Is that your brother?”
 
I nodded at her. “From the future.”
 
“I know you told her everything, Derek. And it’s okay,” he added. “You could both sleep tight tonight. You’ll be safe.”
 
“I’ll be joining you guys in a bit,” I told him.
 
“You did good tonight, Derek. Actually, it was quite impressive!” he complimented. “Meanwhile you held Shelby paralyzed, we fought from a close perimeter, keeping any more of them from reaching you.”
 
“Where’s Shelby, now?” I asked.
 
“Locked up along with a few others at our facility.”
 
“I think it would be wise if I let the Elites catch me,” I concluded.
 
Samantha swiftly turned to me. “Derek … No! Please don’t!” she almost shouted.
 
Thomas immediately shook his head. “Derek, that’s totally out of the question. By doing that you’re handing them their victory on a golden platter. That’s exactly what they want … for you to play their game.”
 
“I will not accept to see anyone suffer because of me … it’s me they want.”
 
“That’s exactly what the other Derek did,” Thomas alleged. “Sacrificing himself to save the others. And they’re still coming for us.”
 
“Samantha almost got killed, tonight!” I said.
 
“I know, Derek,” he replied calmly. “That’s why it’s our job to keep fighting against them.”
 
Thomas nodded at both Samantha and I, then turned away, disappearing into a blue flash of light.
 
“Derek, whatever happens between you and me, or everything else, you have to be strong,” Samantha told me.
 
We hugged each other tightly, and kissed each other good night.
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“Where’s Shelby?” I asked Thomas, standing before his desk, in his office. The place was another room of many, with charcoal-colored tiles to every wall. But this time, the tiles generated a quite pleasing holographic ambiance all around us. Featuring a quiet scene from the woods: powerful rays of sunlight beaming between the large tree trunks filled with thick leaves, a tiny creek flowing nearby, along with several patches of green moss, covering several parts of the ground, rocks and the bottom of many trees.
 
“He’s down to sector B-42,” Thomas stated. “You could try to talk to him, or all of them, if you want to. But it won’t do much good. Most of the time, they tend to babel continuously, to confuse and try to manipulate your mind.”
 
I sighed tiresomely.
 
“I’m not telling you not to go,” Thomas added. “Give it a try, if you want to. But be careful not to be badly influenced by their words.”
 
“When they’ve captured your brother, Derek, did you ever tried looking for him?” I asked.
 
“Yes I did,” Thomas said. “I spent months searching for my brother with no success, even though he told me, countless times, to never go look for him if he’d be captured.”
 
“Shelby told me he’s still alive,” I said.
 
“Maybe, but it may not be true. They could say anything to manipulate. Elites are very dangerous people, Derek. They are genetically modified, making them physically stronger and faster than we are. But the one thing that they can’t do, is to transmit themselves as fast as we can. That’s how you got Shelby – actually one of the strongest of the Elites.”
 
“Like when he came to school and you tried to shoot him. He moved incredibly fast,” I recalled. “He has weird eyes, kind of unnatural blue.”
 
Thomas grinned. “He has bionic eyes. After several testing chemicals were injected into his body, in attempt of making him superior to an average human, the whole process made him turn to insanity. He physically pulled his eyes out.”
 
“But how do you know all this?” I demanded, frowning.
 
“Looking for my brother, I distantly hacked into their systems, hoping to find anything about him. But there was nothing from the files I was able to access. I came across several of their archives about performing tests on humans. It was quite disturbing to look at. A few months ago, they’ve also managed to capture one of our best scientists, compelling him to work on their destructive projects.”
 
I turned away, exiting Thomas’s office. The tiles unclasped, forming a doorway among the colorful hologram of a peaceful area from deep into the woods.
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Descending to sector B-42, I gazed around the all-glass elevator, making its way down a glass tube, through many floors, seeing many people working in many different sectors.
 
Damn! This place is really huge!
 
I knew for a fact that the X-Agency secret facility was located somewhere north of British Columbia, near the Alaskan border. The bigger part of the facility stretched hundreds of feet below the ground, leaving a small part of the building above the surface, at the heart of a coniferous forest.
 
Soon enough, the elevator made its stop, sliding its doors open to an obscure concrete hallway. Stepping out, I heard the elevator doors close behind me as I proceeded further into a long pathway of cells.
 
There were numerous prisoners, as many men as women, estimating very few empty cells. They were held into concrete compartments, closed in with a thick sheet of glass with a blue illuminated contour. They all wore orange prison uniforms. Most of them gazed at me while I passed by their cell. A woman directed her eyes to me, while painting her toenails – an attractive-looking brunette, her hair tied into a long ponytail. She suddenly grinned and winked at me.
 
I remained placid. Without showing the slightest emotion.
 
Arriving at Shelby’s cell, he promptly sprung out of his bed and drew slow steps toward the glass.
 
“Look who’s here!” He grinned diabolically.
 
I obviously knew that it was a complete waste of time, trying to talk to him, or any of the other prisoners. But I came anyway in the hopes of, perhaps, getting some clues from his intonations or facial expressions. Or even listen to what he had to say, reading between the lines.
 
“What do you know about Derek Trevor?” I asked him.
 
He pointed a finger at me and started laughing. “Who wants to know?”
 
I stood with my arms crossed, already close of losing my patience. But I took a deep breath.
 
“Please, answer my question,” I demanded.
 
“He’s being held at our secret facility, perhaps still unconscious, being tested for many sorts of experiments.”
 
“What kind of experiments?”
 
“Most of the time, the experiments are about genetic resequencing,” he said. “Don’t ask me about the scientific methods and procedures and all that miraculous crap.”
 
“Now, what does the Elite organization want with me,” I said, pointing myself.
 
Shelby took a deep breath. “To them, you’re the fun part. You’re the younger version. Although apparently to have succeeded with the old you, they want the fresh and young version as well.”
 
“But why?” I asked.
 
“I don’t know why!” he yelled with sudden rage.
 
I drew a step back, being startled.
 
“Elites just want more and more power,” he explained calmly. “To create the perfect race, to become the pure race, constantly aiming for the finest and very best. Absolute power, my friend. To be the only race roaming the planet with all the rest of you gone to extinction. Nothing more to say.”
 
“Derek?” a female voice called from behind me.
 
I turned to the cell across from Shelby’s, suddenly startled with what I was seeing.
 
Samantha. Dressed in a prison uniform.
 
“Thomas brought me here, Derek!” she said gloomily. “He said it’s the only way to keep me safe! Please get me out of here … you can. Can you? Derek, please,” she cried, tears sliding down her cheeks.
 
This can’t be real! I tried convincing myself.
 
But I couldn’t help from drawing closer, seeing both her hands pressing against the glass.
 
“You do love me don’t you?”
 
I felt compassion, feeling totally disturbed and upset for seeing her this way.
 
This can’t be real, Derek!
 
Suddenly hating my brother to have locked her up, without warming me!
 
Come on, snap out of it!
 
Then Samantha released a hysterical scream of panic, her image suddenly morphing into another woman – an older woman with long gray hair, frightfully thin, her eyes bulging from her skull, and finally laughing diabolically.
 
“You see what I mean?” Shelby said as I turned to him. “She’s the best example of the type of experiments performed on humans. She’s able to read into people’s minds and make you believe that you’re seeing someone else than her.” He paused and closed his eyes for a brief moment.
 
“Where is the Elite secret facility located?” I asked.
 
“Listen kid,” he said. “If you want to risk yourself, rescuing your older self, it would be a lot simpler to let yourself get captured by an Elite. Trust me on that, Derek. It’s the only way. Otherwise, there’s always the high risk of watching your friends and loved ones get seriously hurt, just to get your attention.”
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Soon after, I transmitted myself to my room, immediately glancing at my alarm clock, showing one twenty-two in the morning. Sitting on my bed, I began thinking … about my family, my friends. My little brother Thomas. Samantha whom I loved with all my heart. It was all too painful to think about. I had to do something to keep them away from such danger.
 
Feeling worried, I just had to see Samantha.
 
Strapping on my suit, I transmitted myself outside, flying away above the nighttime neighborhood.
 
Arriving to Samantha’s house, I hovered close to her window, watching her in the darkness of her room. Sleeping peacefully, like an adorable sleeping beauty.
 
I love you, Samantha, I thought, pressing my hand against her window.
 
She lay on her side, under her thick covers with her back toward me. I remained by her window for another whole minute, watching her, seeing that she was safe.
 
Then she slowly turned to the other side, her eyes already open, gazing out her window. She pushed away her sheets, gently got up from her bed and strolled to her window, staring stunningly.
 
She was about to open her window as I shook my head. Then she frowned, gesturing for me to come in.
 
I appeared in her room, beside her. 
 
She smiled.
 
“You were glowing with sparks, storming all around you!” she said.
 
“It’s the energy, which allows me to fly,” I told her.
 
“It’s beautiful!”
 
“I hope I didn’t wake you, Samantha.”
 
“No, not at all,” she said. “I slept a little, but I’ve been awake in my bed for about an hour.”
 
“Hard time sleeping …”
 
“Pretty much,” she stated, forcing a laugh. She then surveyed me from head to toe. “Nice outfit!” She smiled. “It must be nice to fly. Isn’t it?”
 
“Would you like to?” I offered her.
 
“Really?” Her eyes as wide as they could be.
 
I nodded. “You can trust me.”
 
“I do trust you,” she said.
 
Samantha slipped on a pair of socks, then her running shoes. She tiptoed down to the entrance to put on her warm coat and scarf over her pajamas. Finally, she carefully stepped out of her front door, where she met me, waiting for her.
 
From her bright smile to her cheerful eyes, she flew toward me, falling into my arms.
 
“You’re ready?” I asked her.
 
“Yes,” she breathed delicately.
 
Surging up my energy, I brought Samantha to place her feet on top of mine. I held an arm around her, while she held me with both of her arms. I threw my arm in the air, to guide us both upwards, leaving the ground, feeling Samantha suddenly tightening her grip around me.
 
She was reluctant to look around for the first few seconds, shouting from the sudden thrill. I decreased my pace once we achieved a good altitude – seeing the city lights merely forming a decorative pattern.
 
Then she rose her gaze above my shoulder, viewing the area all around us. A few gulls flew close to us, the clear sound of their flapping wings and some of them screaming.
 
“This is so beautiful!” she exclaimed.
 
I hugged her with both arms, feeling her breath against my neck. Then I gently twirled around, holding her hands, now dancing up in the sky.
 
The air was mildly frigid, but also very silent. There were faint sounds from down below: roaming vehicles with few car horns.
 
“This is the most romantic night of my life, Derek,” she alleged.
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We made a stop upon the roof of a skyscraper, on Harbour Centre, looking down at the busy nighttime city of Vancouver. Holding each other close, Samantha soon fell silent for a moment, as if falling into her own thoughts. After a brief moment, she lifted her eyes at me, staring into my eyes worryingly, simply without words.
 
“What is it?” I asked.
 
“What are you gonna do? What’s going to happen … to us?”
 
“Samantha, everything will be all right. You’re safe.”
 
“I’m not worried about me, I’m worried about you.” She sighed. “People are on the run to get you, Derek.”
 
“I know …”
 
“And what will this mean for us?”
 
“That’s why I came to see you, tonight,” I said. “Because I know I’m going to have to lose you. For you to do your own life. Or else, our lives will always be at risk.”
 
“So, all of this, tonight, the romance, the flying … it all means goodbye?” she cried.
 
“There’s no other choice,” I said, swallowing hard.
 
“Derek, look at me,” she demanded. “Just tell me you love me.”
 
“I love you with all my heart. And I will always be there for you. That is my greatest promise.”
 
“Then let me choose to be with the one I love. And that is no other one than you, Derek. I won’t be happier with anybody else than you,” she said in a shaky voice.
 
“I love you so much, Samantha,” I whispered, holding her close to my heart.
 
“I love you too, Derek,” she sniffed, then gasping and wiping her tears.
 
We kissed, holding each other tight.
 
I looked into her eyes, wiping off the rest of her tears. “Let’s get out of here,” I said.
 
“Yes!” she said, with a sudden smile.
 
We soon left the city of Vancouver and flew back home. Then as we arrived close to her house, we hovered close to her window. I carried her with one arm around her and the other under her knees – like a princess. I transmitted us both into her room where she regained the floor.
 
“You think you’ll be able to sleep?”
 
She nodded. “Good night.”
 
Then I transmitted myself to my room, taking off my suit. It was now three fifty-eight in the morning, and I wasn’t about to go to bed, yet. Not even feeling the slightest somnolence. I was still alert, feeling sick with anxiety and worry.
 
If the Elites don’t catch me now, they will eventually, I thought. What kind of future do I have, knowing that I will disappear and never to be found again?



CHAPTER 40
 
 
After slipping on my of blue jeans and my dark-gray hoodie, I transmitted myself to the park, in front of my house. Appearing to a somewhat discreet location, between the thick hedge and the slide, there’s always the risk of being seen anyways due to the powerful blue flash of light.
 
I knew it was against the law to stroll into parks after hours, but I figured it was the perfect spot – an open space to greet others.
 
Sitting at the top of the slide, I waited in silence.
 
Come on, guys! I’m here all alone. At least, one of you jerks should magically pop out anytime soon.
 
I rubbed my hands together from the cold air, then bringing them close to my mouth to warm them up.
 
Then came a sudden bright flash of light from right behind me, seeing its reflection from the few trees ahead of me. No time to turn around as a hand immediately grabbed my shoulder and pulled me backwards into the light, stumbling into … Thomas’s office.
 
As I turned to him, he grinned sympathetically.
 
“I hate it when you do that,” I said.
 
“I know you do. But I have to protect you before any of them can show up.”
 
“There isn’t any other way,” I tried to explain.
 
“Derek, that’s totally the wrong way of doing it. Trust me. You may be brave, but you’re being quite foolish, especially waiting for them right in front of your house? Putting the entire family at risk? Delivering yourself to the Elites is letting them win as I’ve already told you.” He sighed. “Even old Derek wouldn’t agree with that. We both know it.”
 
“So, now what? What will be of me, knowing that my future is to be stuck with Elites?” I asked.
 
“There’s good news, Derek. I proceeded further with my research and I’ve recently located him,” Thomas affirmed. “I finally managed to hack deeper into their systems, secretly getting in contact with our top scientist, also held captive. My brother is held in the deep basement of a tall building in Los Angeles. An entire skyscraper owned and operated by Elites.”
 
“Finally there’s hope …” I reckoned.
 
“Yes, indeed there is,” he assured. “You should get, at least, a few hours of sleep. You’re obviously gonna need it.”
 
“Why?”
 
“Because, you’re about to go on a mission. Your very first mission,” Thomas announced.
 
I nodded eagerly.
 
“We’ve already set up a plan. We’re going to make this work. We’re going to bring you back.”
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By ten-thirty in the morning of that same day, Saturday, I had already arrived back at the X-Agency facility, appearing directly in my office.
 
I had sprung out of my bed, ate a light-speed breakfast, quickly washed up and slipped into my casual clothes. And not to forget my suit, stuffed into my backpack.
 
I entered Thomas’s office, wearing my armored suit.
 
Thomas also wore his suit, studying a three-dimensional hologram rotating above his desk – actually a map of the Elite building, in Los Angeles.
 
“This is it?” I said, pointing the hologram.
 
“Yes,” he said. “Only the two of us will be going, as the rest of us will serve as our backup team. This map was sent to me from our head scientist.”
 
“And they’re forcing this person to work for them …”
 
“Yup. He finally established a way to secretly communicate back here.”
 
I leaned closer scanning the hologram’s large amount of details.
 
“Derek, is held a few levels deep in the building’s basement, in that compartment,” Thomas pointed out.
 
A blinking red dot showed the pinpointed location on the hologram.
 
“The problem is that we cannot transmit directly into the building, but outside near its location. The building seems to be protected with an interference system. But the odd thing, is that once inside the building, we can transmit anywhere within.”
 
“Weird!” I frowned.
 
“Only Elites themselves are able to transmit in and out of the building without a problem.”
 
I dimmed my eyes, suddenly noticing something unusual about the building’s map. “It appears that some compartments are unattainable through walkways, stairs or floors.”
 
“You have a good eye, Derek.” Thomas scanned further details. “Although, they’re accessible through ventilation ducts.”
 
“Compartments purposely to be kept secret,” I concluded.
 
“We’ll begin by transmitting directly in a nearby alley.”
 
“All right,” I said.
 
“And today’s a rainy day, in Los Angeles. Another good reason for wearing our long dark coats, besides for hiding our suits from public view. The suits are good enough to protect us from, pretty much, anything they might shoot at us. Be sure to put on your helmet once we begin in there.”
 
“Understood,” I agreed.
 
“It’s time to go,” he said.
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Within a silent and damped alley, we appeared between a few stinking dumpsters, filled beyond their capacity. Mild rain fell from the heavy gray sky, damping the area and amplifying the rotten odors from the dumpsters and garbage cans.
 
“Damn! What a smell!” I blew.
 
“It’s not that bad,” Thomas said, shaking some dirt off his coat. “Once we get past security, you’ll be able to view the building’s map from your watch, if you need to … if we ever get past security.”
 
“How do we get through?” I wondered curiously.
 
“From their systems, I managed to create a fake profile,” he said, holding up a programmed access card. “But I must warn you that it may take more than one attempt.”
 
“What do you mean more than one attempt?”
 
“We still know very little about their security systems. It may take several attempts before we can actually break into their building.”
 
We strolled out of the alley, entering a large street, now walking among many civilians, most of them with umbrellas. Gazing around, I admired many of the buildings, bearing unique and modern designs – futuristic structures to me.
 
Cars rolled by us, with modern engines producing nothing more than faint hissing sounds, with complex aerodynamic designs. Pulling my gaze upwards, I saw multileveled roads, stretching extremely high, among numerous holographic ads from high above as much as close by.
 
Strolling further on the sidewalk, I avoided eye contact with some people, seeming not so friendly. Some of them were poorly clothed, passing by and imposing their gaze at us. Flinching and giving us dagger eyes.
 
Scary!
 
Thomas simply kept walking, suddenly staring back at the menacing man close by, actually causing a few of them to draw back. 
 
“Don’t worry about that, Derek. You’ll get the hang of it,” he said. “Actually, you’re the one who taught me … everything.”
 
“Glad I did,” I said.
 
“We’re here,” he stated.
 
We stood in front of the tall building. There was a large paved span before the numerous all-glass entrance doors.
 
“Just wait for my cue before anything. All right?” Thomas planned.
 
“What’s the cue?” I asked.
 
“You’ll know.”
 
We pushed through the heavy glass doors, entering a chic entrance hall, all gray marble, with shiny steel doors and ramps, from several floors up, above the main floor.
 
There was a large reception counter at the very center. Far behind the counter, were eight elevator doors, with four robot guards standing at the four corners of the entrance hall – similar robots from the ones I first saw at shopping center and Transit Terminal. They carried a slightly different design accentuating their intimidating appearance: black heads with red glowing eyes.
 
We remained by the entrance doors as the robots immediately began to walk toward us.
 
“This isn’t good!” Thomas whispered.
 
The robots’ fists transformed into massive guns, ready to shoot us.
 
“Let’s get out of here!” Thomas hissed.
 
We were lucky enough to push ourselves out the main doors, before the security system could have locked them. We managed to vanish quickly, hurrying past the glass doors.
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“How do we get in?” Thomas asked Shelby, standing by his cell.
 
Shelby started laughing, rubbing his eyes and shaking his head. “Unbelievable you guys!”
 
“Since you’re likely to be in there for a very long time, might as well tell us, Shelby,” Thomas demanded.
 
Shelby held up a grin, while rolling his eyes. “Like I told little Derek, here,” he began, pointing me. “The building is protected against any of you, with a good high-tech security system. The only way in, is by letting yourself get captured, being taken into our custody.”
 
“From the entrance, I was testing to transmit elsewhere and it didn’t work,” Thomas explained.
 
“I thought we were able to transmit anywhere in the building once inside,” I said.
 
“Not from within the main entrance,” Shelby replied. “Not until recently. Our security systems are constantly improving.”
 
Thomas brought a hand to his mouth and dimmed his eyes, falling into his thoughts.
 
“Don’t think to hard, Thomas, there isn’t any other way,” Shelby said.
 
“How about you, Shelby, letting us in? You walk with us into the building, being our prisoner, but you let us in with you, acting as though we are your prisoners.”
 
“Would you really want me to?” Shelby cackled.
 
“What am I thinking?” Thomas shook his head, wiping his latest thought.
 
“That’s a terrible idea,” I told Thomas. “He can’t be trusted.”
 
Simply looking at him, he seemed tired. Completely out of options or ideas, his mind scrambled by exhaustion.
 
He then turned to me. “Don’t do anything, until we come up with a better plan. And we will.”
 
“Tell me, Thomas,” Shelby called. “When was the last time you had a good night sleep?” He smiled diabolically.
 
“A locked up bag of crap such as yourself, should shut the hell up!” Thomas snarled.
 
Thomas and I walked away.
 
Shelby replied, rising his voice as we drew further. “I’m telling you Thomas, you won’t be able to do anything without my help. I can get you in.”
 
“The last time I had a good night sleep was the day before my brother disappeared,” he whispered to me as we both entered the elevator.
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A moment later, at the facility, I sat in my office, viewing the Elite building hologram, rotating on my desk. Holding my gaze to it and trying hard to find the proper solution. But nothing quite positive was coming to my mind. Even the exterior ventilation grills were extremely hard to get to. They were highly watched and fixed with a tangled incinerating system for outside intruders.
 
There must be a way, I kept telling myself.
 
There was no way that Elite bastards from the prison level could have been trusted, anyway.
 
I lay my elbows to my desk, running my fingers through my hair, still thinking and searching for a bright solution to the awful situation. But I suddenly collapsed, laying back in my chair, my arms behind my head. I released a long exhaustive sigh.
 
The only idea that suddenly popped into my mind, was just walking into the building, letting Elites get hold of me. Then once inside, if I’m still strong enough, I’d try to find a way to bring down the system, allowing me and the others to transmit back to our facility.
 
Pretty crazy! I know.
 
But that was my plan … in fact, knowing that Thomas would be totally against it.
 
I took off my watch and left it on my desk.
 
I transmitted myself back to Los Angeles, this time alone. No armored suit, just plain casual clothes.
 
Strolling the streets, the sky had turned darker, slowly headed toward dusk. I kept walking with my gaze aimed far in front of me.
 
Soon I came face with the tall Elite building. The evening’s obscurity progressed, seeing every window and entrance doors brightly lit.
 
But suddenly I felt something pinch into my neck. Definitely a micro emitter chip. Then I saw an Elite coming around me, holding my arm. A man with dark hair, wearing a long black coat.
 
Damn! Not quite the way I planned!
 
We pushed through the heavy glass doors, entering entrance hall and directing our steps to the reception counter. There, a woman sat, her gaze already aimed directly at me. I listened without turning my head around, to the clamping steps drawing closer to me – the robots approaching.
 
The model-like brunette, attired in a black office outfit, glanced with malicious eyes that dropped down to her mild grin. 
 
The robots made their stop right behind me, blocking the entrance.
 
“Well, who have we here?” the woman asked.
 
“I believe you already know who I am,” I replied.
 
The man stood a few inches from me, aiming a gun at my head.
 
“Yes, Mr. Derek Trevor. We all know who you are,” the woman said.
 
“Then do what you have to do,” I said.
 
She stared into my placid gaze. “It’s quite sad for you that you finally came with the decision of simply delivering yourself to us … just like that?”
 
I gave her a nod. “Just like that. All by myself. No catch, no surprises.”
 
“Very well!” she forced out a laugh. “The Master will be here in a minute.”
 
“Very well,” I said, then hearing the wrenching sound of the guns from the robots behind me.
 
With so many guns pointed at me, a micro emitter chip into my neck and the so-called Master soon to arrive, the party was just about to begin.
 
At that moment, I figured that I could proceed with my next move.
 
Suddenly, within the silent lobby, an elevator bell was heard.
 
The Master’s here!
 
But before the doors opened, I had already managed to disappear into … a red flash of light.
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I appeared somewhere within the Elite building, stumbling across an office chair and hitting the floor, not knowing where I was, exactly. 
 
It looked like a conference room. 
 
I stood up from the black marble floor, with a grip from the massive wooden table. The place seemed empty, seeing no one in sight. 
 
Knowing that they would probably pinpoint my precise location with the emitter chip in my neck, I pulled out a metal stick from my pocket. Obviously, I thought of carrying one, just in case.
 
Pressing the device against my neck to the spot where the man shot me, I hit the stick’s upper button with my thumb, feeling the little chip being sucked out of my skin. I wiped the tiny drop of blood with my finger.
 
Then I glanced at the watch from my wrist – Shelby’s watch. I had found it from our facility, a room where all the prisoners’ belongings were gathered. I quickly learned how the device worked from the information I’d collected from our computer system.
 
Actually very simple. I was still transmitting myself with my mind, but the watch activated the signals instead: acting in the place of my genetic capability. I was able to transmit myself, using the watch even though having the emitter chip in my neck – both Elite devices were obviously designed to prevent any conflict to one another.
 
I noticed that the Elite transmitter watch didn’t activate as fast as if I were transmitting by myself. But being inside that building, I was now depending on the device.
 
Hearing sudden echoes of high heels, venturing closer, I activated the watch, pressing two buttons from the sides with my index and thumb. 
 
And I was gone.
 
Stumbling into darkness, I quickly looked around, remaining alert. Once again, there was no one. I appeared into the location I hoped for – somewhere in the second underground level. It was a large concrete hallway, very poorly lit, with a few lights flickering from the long string of industrial lamps from the ceiling.
 
The other Derek must be somewhere near here!
 
The area smelled of mild humidity, projecting a dark and creepy atmosphere, along with the obscurity. I hurried forward, toward the shorter end of the hallway, seeing a steel door with a tiny window.
 
Reaching the end, I quickly peeked into the little window, seeing nothing else than a concrete block wall, with a faint glow from above. I turned the handle and pushed the heavy door, squeezing myself through, letting the door clench itself back. Then I turned back to the tiny window, cautiously gazing through at an angle, careful not to be seen if anyone, or anything might have been watching. But for a second, I thought I saw a faint shadow, a silhouette of a man heading forward, but I wasn’t sure.
 
I took no chance. I moved on.
 
From the door, there was indeed a small light bulb hung right above. To the right was the only opening to a narrow corridor with an opened door to the left end – a brightly-lit room.
 
Looking behind me, at times, I strolled quietly toward the room. Then I gazed around as the place appeared to be well furnished: many counters, shelves, computers, so many complex equipment and devices. It was a laboratory. But no one seemed to be in it. My eyes only began to get used to the sudden brightness in contrast to the dark hallways.
 
I carefully ventured further, lowering myself at the level of the counters. The place was so quiet … in fact too quiet. I kept myself low with my back against the white-painted concrete wall.
 
“Hey there, fella!” a man called.
 
Slowly rising myself above a counter, I saw a man, smiling cheerfully – blue eyes, overweight, long white beard and hair, wearing a long white coat. A Santa Clause dressed as a scientist.
 
“Oh my God!” the man added. “How are you doing old friend?”
 
“Old friend?” I said. “You must be mistaking. I’m –”
 
“You’re Derek Trevor,” the man cut in. “It’s me, Derek. Your old friend Jeffrey!”
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My eyes widened, suddenly recognizing him. It was, indeed, Jeffrey!
 
“I worked for the X-Agency project, until Elites captured me, six months ago,” he explained to me.
 
“You’re the scientist Thomas spoke about …” I stated.
 
Jeffrey nodded. He then drew closer, grabbing my wrist. “You have one of their watches.” He pushed a few buttons, deactivating it.
 
“Hey! What are you doing?” I asked.
 
“Trust me, Derek. Better to turn this off, or they’ll keep on locating you,” he explained, taking the device off my wrist. He then held it up and frowned at me. “Where did you get this watch?”
 
“From Shelby … he’s being held at our facility,” I replied.
 
Suddenly the door from the other end of the narrow corridor creaked.
 
“They’re here!” Jeffrey whispered. “Quick … hide! Far behind the rows of shelves. Go, now!” he pointed.
 
Steps were heard echoing from the corridor, soon entering the laboratory.
 
I hid behind a far row of shelves, filled with old machinery, with all kinds of wires hanging everywhere. I stared through a tiny opening, between to old computers. It was the same man who shot the emitter chip in my neck, outside the building.
 
“Have you seen anything unusual, Mr. Molder?” the man asked Jeffrey.
 
“Nothing out of the usual boredom from this crap hole,” he replied.
 
The man uttered a laugh. “You haven’t seen a kid run by?”
 
“Listen, I haven’t seen any decent human being for six months, except you pricks running around here and keeping me from doing my work,” Jeffrey spat.
 
The man directed his gaze to several corners. “We’ve been tracking a signal, which ended right here.”
 
“Oh! You mean this?” Jeffrey said, holding up Shelby’s watch. “I’ve been simply running a test on this new prototype. I labeled it with a profile from the Elite system.”
 
“The kid we’re looking for is wearing one of our watches,” the man stated.
 
“Well, I haven’t seen him. If he’s running around, he surely didn’t come through here,” Jeffrey affirmed.
 
“I have my eye on you Jeffrey,” the man said.
 
“Oh, I bet you do … Now get outta here and let me do my work. I’d appreciate if you ignorant hicks would quit bothering me. Damn it!”
 
The man nodded, being annoyed with Jeffrey’s attitude. He then exited the laboratory and stepped out the door from the other end of the corridor, hearing the door clench.
 
I slowly emerged out from the shelves, keeping my eyes at the doorway.
 
“Come on out, coast is clear,” Jeffrey assured. “Don’t worry they won’t be back. At least, not for now. Believe me, some of them aren’t so bright.”
 
Jeffrey grabbed a tiny black stick from his desk, then gesture for me to come closer.
 
“Let me have a look at you, Derek,” he said.
 
I shunned a few steps back as he began to point the little stick at me.
 
“Just relax,” he cackled, switching it on. “Just a little blue light … See?”
 
He flashed the tiny beam of light into each one of my eyes, while viewing the readings from his computer screen.
 
“There! All done,” he said, smiling and putting the little black stick back onto his desk. “It’s really you, Derek!”
 
“You were confirming my identity?” I asked astoundingly.
 
He nodded.
 
“Why?”
 
“I don’t mean to insult your intelligence, I was just making sure you weren’t a clone, or entirely somebody else. Now I can see that it’s really you, but how can it be?”
 
I sat down on an old steel chair from the counter next to me. “I came here to rescue the other me,” I began to explain. “Thomas located me from my future time and sent me a X-Agency watch, saying that he’s been protecting me from Elites.”
 
“You and I created those watches,” Jeffrey said.
 
“One of them came to my school. One who calls himself Shelby.”
 
“Yeah, Mark Shelby … I had to replace his eyes with bionic ones. Just because the former head scientist of this dump, injected him with dangerous drugs by mistake.” He sighed. “Unimaginable bastards! They captured old Derek and now they want you!”
 
“Why would they want me? Did the other Derek die?”
 
Jeffrey shook his head. “No, he’s still very much alive. I even managed to locate him from withing the building. The problem is that I can’t get to him.”
 
“Any ideas?” I asked him.
 
“A few ideas, along with a few tricks up my sleeves.” He grinned.
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Jeffrey accessed Shelby’s watch through his computer, typing various sets of command lines.
 
“I’m reprogramming this watch. It’s the only way you could transmit yourself from one room to another, to any floor. I’m removing Shelby’s profile and inserting a patch I’ve been secretly working on, so you’ll appear as invisible within the whole building. You’ll be undetectable.”
 
“That’s cool!” I said.
 
He continued typing several more command lines, then hitting Enter, letting the program configure itself.
 
“But it doesn’t mean you don’t have to be extremely careful,” he warmed.
 
“I know,” I said.
 
He pointed his screen. “Come see this.” 
 
From his screen, he flipped into another window, displaying many tiny images – actually the entire building’s surveillance system. He then directed his search at View-84 in sector B-15 from his screen. “There you are,” he said.
 
The obscure image revealed a man sleeping into an institutional bed, under a thin bed sheet. He had many needles stabbed in both arms, all connected to several machines around him.
 
I suddenly felt my body quiver with fear, feeling upset. It was, indeed, quite disturbing to watch.
 
“It breaks my heart, seeing my best friend like this. This is torture,” Jeffrey said.
 
“But I still don’t understand, exactly, what they want?” I demanded.
 
“Your genetics, Derek,” he sighed exhaustively. “To have the most absolute power to conquer the world. To make the Elites as the only existing race of this planet, naming themselves the pure race. And eliminate the rest of us. To eliminate the X-Agency team, because we have superior abilities and technologies that they crave.” He paused. “Elites transmit themselves not only with their watches, but with modified genetics, receiving various drug treatments. I tried getting my hands on those substances in attempt of rescuing Derek and get the hell out of here. But they’ve locked me in this part of the building. Just a few floors of dampened concrete hallways, having no access to any other floor, stairs, or even Derek.”
 
I took a glance at Jeffrey then back at the screen.
 
“I even have to grow my own food since they leave you to die around here,” he said, pointing a wooden table next to his desk, displaying different sorts of plants. Some of them had strange-looking purple fruits, others appeared to be growing some sort of pale-yellowish fungus from green branches. “I’ve created these plants. Some of them may look disgusting, but they provide everything the body needs. You know, Derek, I could have simply let myself to die. But I chose to stay alive for the bit of hope I have left in me.”
 
I stood up from the chair, clenching my fists tightly with great anger. “When you’re done with the watch, I’m going to rescue Derek, and get us out of here. I’m not going to let the Elites win.”



CHAPTER 48
 
 
The watch was finally ready as I immediately strapped it onto my wrist. I carefully reviewed the buildings map from Jeffrey’s computer. Then I was ready to move. By activating the watch, I transmitted myself to another part of the building – into another dampened concrete hallway. I had appeared precisely in the middle of a cross path of hallways.
 
I didn’t want to take the risk of transmitting myself directly into Derek’s room. Even though, I was running undetected within the building, they obviously knew of my presence as, perhaps, some of them were already waiting for me in that room.
 
I moved into the hallway that indicated sector B-15. Walking the long path, I held myself close to a wall, glancing behind me, at times. Then reaching the end of it, I cautiously peaked into the last room to my left. The only room with the door left wide open.
 
And there I was!
 
Lying in bed, unconscious and hooked on several machines.
 
What are they doing?
 
I drew a cautious foot into the room, reaching closer to the bed, seeing myself compelled into a forced slumber. I recognized myself from my older features. He suddenly blew out a cough, turning his head to the side.
 
“Hey! You awake?” I asked, keeping my voice low. “You awake?” I spoke louder.
 
No response.
 
I felt like removing all the needles from his arms, but I was unsure of what would happen if I did. Maybe those machines were trapped against intruders like myself.
 
The place looked like an old and unmaintained hospital room. I drew away from the bed, moving closer to the doorway, taking a peak into the hallway. I looked both ways to the silent emptiness and obscurity.
 
No one … at least not yet.
 
Then I gently closed the door, unable to lock it – a door knob without a lock. Then I heard a loud sigh, behind me.
 
“Who are you?” a voice whispered as I turned away from the door.
 
There he was staring at me through his weak eyes. His face very pale.
 
I drew closer to the bed as he suddenly widened his eyes. “Derek?” he asked. “Oh my God! Tell me I’m dreaming.” He slowly sat up on the bed, taking tremendous effort. He didn’t seem to have his glasses close by. Then he looked at his arms, filled with needles connected to the machines. “Damn bastards!” he croaked. He brought his gaze back at me. “What are you doing here?”
 
“I’ve come to get you out,” I said, showing him the watch from my wrist.
 
He stared at me disapprovingly, shaking his head. “You should not be here, Derek!” he almost snapped. “I don’t get it. How the heck did you end up here?”
 
I was about to answer, but he kept cutting me off, actually understanding his aggravation.
 
“I can’t believe my brother, Thomas, let you come here.”
 
“Actually I came here on my own,” I justified.
 
“So, there’s no one else from the X-Agency team but yourself?” he snarled. “Oh boy! This is more disastrous than I thought.”
 
I shrugged.
 
“What the hell were you thinking coming here alone?”
 
“I couldn’t stand the thought of knowing that I’d be captured by Elites.”
 
“That’s the whole point, Derek,” he said calmly. “You and I are the same person. You have to save yourself first, since you are the younger me. If anything happens to you before me, I’ll be erased from time.” He paused, showing a faint grin. “You may be my past, but I’m your future. And the future can always be changed as it is up to you to make the right decisions for your future to be changed and hopefully make a brighter one. Now, don’t worry about me. I’m old enough to take care of myself. Most likely they’ll end up killing me, since they’re unable implant the gene into another person.”
 
“What do you mean?” I asked.
 
“Up to now, there isn’t any person able to take the gene implant without their bodies constantly rejecting it,” he explained.
 
“How do you this?”
 
“Because, I was fully awake, strapped against a steel table, when they proceeded with their first tests. It was torturing hell.”
 
I winced in disgust.
 
“Now, they want to experiment on creating clones, formed and born already carrying the gene in them,” he added. “I don’t know if the process has already begun.”
 
“You’re aware that Jeffrey Molder’s here?” I asked him.
 
“Yes, I do. They told me that they had managed to capture him. They also tortured him to make him talk, get information about the genetics. I haven’t seen him.”
 
“And Jeffrey told them everything?”
 
He nodded. “He must have. Eventually, Derek, everybody talks. It’s only a matter of time before the human mind could take so much.”
 
He saw me glancing at the door, keeping myself alert in case if anyone would walk in, or suddenly appear right before me.
 
“Enough!” he spat. “Get the hell out of here and save yourself.”
 
But, there came a red flash within the room, with someone already shooting at me.
 
I managed to vanish, barely dodging the tranquilizer bullets fired at me, passing through the remaining red sparks.
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Once again, I was on the run, appearing into another part of the building. I was running in a long walkway – inside a large glass cylinder with a steel grill floor, within a huge garage, from an underground level.
 
But I abruptly halted, seeing an Elite appearing at a short segment ahead. The man fired at me, missing me.
 
I transmitted into another conference room, this one bigger than the one I first appeared into. There was a large glass that stretched the length of the room, giving a wide view of the nighttime city. I ran next to the long table, planing my next transmitting spot.
 
But a red flash blew right next to me, a tight grip from a hand, swinging me off the floor and onto the glass. The glass had cracked heavily as I crumbled to the floor. Then I saw a female Elite draw close – a blue-eyed blonde girl. She immediately ripped the watch off my wrist, then lifted me up with one hand, a tight grip on my collar, holding me up against the cracked glass.
 
The young woman, having a model-like figure, persisted with her unnatural strength, still pushing me against the glass, cracking even more.
 
She dimmed her eyes, forcing her menacing gaze on me. “You’re not going anywhere, this time,” she said, showing a tiny victorious grin.
 
Soon after, I heard the room’s massive wooden doors open, with a few people slowly walking toward the woman and me.
 
There was a man dressed in a classy black suit, drawing nearby followed by five more Elite personnel. The man appeared to be the oldest from the flock: black hair with a few gray streaks. A face aged to, perhaps, close to his fifties if not more.
 
That must be the so-called Master …
 
“Rita!” he called the blonde woman. “Put down the young man, I don’t think he’ll be going too far this time.”
 
The blonde woman proceeded as told, my body aching all over. In fact I was surrounded with Elite scum, pointing their guns at me.
 
“Time to go to bed now, Derek,” The Master added. “Sweet dreams.”
 
An Elite man next to the Master, shot a white-lit ball to my chest. I crumbled to the floor, my entire body suddenly paralyzed. Then my vision became blurry, slowly dimming to darkness.
 
The Master kept talking to me, his echoing voice becoming nothing more than a distant vibration of sounds. My body had fallen incredibly weak. In spite of my bit of strength left, my eyes suddenly closed down on me. Leaving me into infinite darkness … leaving me into a compelled slumber.
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My eyes opened to a weak light, from the ceiling – as of no surprise to have awoken into an obscure room. Feeling incredibly dizzy, I immediately tried to move. I had been placed into an institutional bed and slipped into a blue medical uniform.
 
There weren’t any needles or machines connected to me. It took much of my strength to rise myself up.
 
As I finally managed to sit up, I felt my dizziness go away, but I suddenly started to sweat intensively.
 
What have they done to me?
 
How long have I been unconscious?
 
Then within a few seconds, my body cooled, feeling the cold sweat against my face and body.
 
I suddenly felt better.
 
That was weird!
 
There was a bright glow, streaming in from underneath the closed door. I turned myself to the side, heaving my legs out of bed. Then I took my glasses from a table next to me. But I was just about to regain the floor as the door suddenly blew itself open. The lights switched on, painfully blinding me for two long minutes.
 
With a hand covering my eyes, I heard footsteps and a voice drifting closer.
 
“Already awake, young man?” a man spoke.
 
I rubbed my eyes, barely getting used to the light.
 
A white-coated scientist stood in front of me, wearing round, black frame glasses with fuzzy curly hair. He was accompanied with two men dressed in white medical-uniforms.
 
“I’m Doctor Mallickan, the Elite head scientist,” he said. “You took quite a fall. How are we feeling, right now?” He had one of those sarcastic smiles.
 
“Go to hell … What have you done to me?”
 
“Oh! I’ve only injected you with a basic chemical of preparation. Just like we did with … the other you.”
 
“You damn lowlife scum,” I said.
 
Mallickan leaned closer. “Don’t be a bad boy … or you’ll suffer the consequences. Do we make each other clear?”
 
“Clear this out you scumbag.” I cleared my throat and spat a mix of saliva and secretion to his face.
 
I immediately blocked his arm from slapping me across my face with the back of his hand.
 
“Don’t even bother you weirdo,” I added.
 
“Fasten him up,” he ordered his men, wiping his face with his sleeve.
 
They both got hold of me. I tried to wiggle myself out from their tight and solid grips, but they seemed to have managed to keep me still with very little effort. I was placed into a wheelchair and fastened with metal clamps from my chest down to my ankles.
 
“Where are you taking me?” I yelled.
 
“You’re just going for a little ride,” Mallickan laughed. “The Master demands to speak with you.”
 
“Tell him to go to hell,” I shouted.
 
“Actually my friend, you’ll be the one telling that to his face,” he replied.
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I was rolled out of the room and taken to the Master’s office, up to the last floor.
 
The massive wooden doors opened as I was already greeted with the big boss’s inviting voice.
 
“Welcome, Derek! I’m glad you could make it,” he said.
 
One of the white-uniformed men rolled me toward the Master’s immensely large desk.
 
“You’ve come to know me as the Master, but my name is Alexander Holmes. You may call me Alex,” he justified, surveying me from head to toe. Then he tried on his friendliest smile. “I can see anger in you, Derek. And I don’t blame you. After all you’ve been through. In fact, what your brother Thomas has made you go through.”
 
“You’ve all tortured me enough, already,” I hissed.
 
“Hey!” Alex said calmly. “Take a minute and think about it, Derek. We haven’t done anything to you. You practically delivered yourself to us,” he almost laughed. “What you must know about us, is that we are the good guys.” He then glanced at the other men, including Mallickan. “I’ll take it from here, gentlemen.”
 
The men exited the office as I remained fixed to the wheelchair, facing Alex’s desk.
 
“You’re the good guys … There goes the mind job,” I said.
 
“I’m with you one hundred percent that all of this is hard to swallow,” he went on. “But as I mentioned, just think about it.”
 
I shook my head.
 
“Thomas Trevor, wants nothing but power, while we are working hard to make the world a better place for everyone to live in harmony.”
 
“You lying snake!”
 
Alex came around and sat on the front edge of his desk. “Thomas is at the head of the X-Agency team. He managed to get rid of his older brother, Derek, so he can take the lead. Then he goes to the past to get you. He trains you. Makes you believe that you’re one of them. And how does it all end? With you and your older self here with us. His brother has been here since the past six months. And he didn’t even bother once of attempting to come rescue his own brother. Both of you abandoned. But you, Derek, are the brave one. You’re the one with a true heart. You came to us with nothing, still risking yourself, your life to save others.” He sighed, smiling. “I truly admire you, Derek,” Alex continued. “Believe me when I say so. And a brave young man such as yourself, deserves so much more. You deserve the greatest respect. With your courage and determination, you should be joining our organization. You hold a great capacity to achieve success anywhere, anytime and anyhow. With our help you will be the very best. I guaranty it. What do you say?” he intoned enthusiastically.
 
“I will never join the Elite organization,” I said.
 
That was when the lights suddenly went out, then hearing the building’s entire power go down to extreme darkness.
 
The power came back only after a few seconds. Everything seemed back to normal.
 
Alex carefully scanned all corners of his office. “What the hell just happened?” he blew coarsely.
 
Then strange sounds were heard from outside the office’s closed doors: clamping, smashing, gun shooting, shattering glass, followed by male and female screaming voices.
 
Still strapped in the wheelchair, I figured that the short time of power outage signified that something within the building had changed.
 
I concentrated. My mind traveling from within the building: a partially blurry vision of what was happening from outside the office – a war, seeing many suited Transmitter Agents, fighting against Elites. But I was unable to transmit myself anywhere. Feeling too weak. Producing nothing more than faint blue sparks.
 
Come on Derek … you can do it, I told myself.
 
“Don’t even bother, you’re way too weak, right now,” Alex said, landing a tight grip to the wheelchair. “You’re coming with me.” He began activating his watch.
 
A mysterious black flying machine came roaring close to the large window. 
 
A Dark Rider.
 
From a blue flash, a Transmitter Agent appeared, swiftly shoving a fierce kick to Alex’s chest, knocking him to the floor.
 
The helmet folded itself away.
 
“It’s all over, Alex,” Thomas said, tearing off his watch. “You’re coming with us.”
 
But Alex abruptly stroke a kick at Thomas with his unnatural strength, sending him crashing against the high ceiling.
 
Alex heaved himself from the ground, with a push of his arms, twirling up to his feet.
 
Thomas regained the floor, along with a few fragments from the ceiling, as Alex sped toward me, gripping a threatening hand to my neck. I was still trying hard to transmit without any success.
 
“Drop it or I break his neck open,” Alex said.
 
“Hold your fire,” Thomas spoke into his watch.
 
“Surrender, now, or your brother will meet a painful and tragic end,” Alex snarled, pushing his thumbnail further into the right side of my neck.
 
Unable to move, I was in tremendous pain, feeling tiny streams of blood running down my back and shoulder.
 
“Just let him go, Alex,” Thomas said.
 
My neck slightly cracked as he applied greater pressure.
 
“Goodbye, Derek,” Alex said, looking down at me.
 
A blue light suddenly sparked from behind us. Alex swiftly turned to see old Derek standing before him, already holding up a smocking gun. 
 
A stream of blood ran down from Alex’s forehead, then dripping down the tip of his nose. The shot went through his brain. Alex’s eyes dimmed as his body crumbled to the floor.
 
“I managed to find a gun on my way here,” Derek said, drawing closer. “Next time Thomas, shoot first and arrest later.”
 
Thomas released the clamps from the wheelchair. “You’ll be all right, Derek,” he told me.
 
I smiled, finally able to bring a hand to my neck.
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At the X-Agency facility, old Derek and I received medical attention. The procedures involved some tweaking, but after a few hours our bodies and health were back to normal.
 
But back at the Elite building, I was the only one who couldn’t transmit myself anywhere, since the injected chemicals were freshly active into my blood, making me vulnerably weak.
 
Jeffrey was also brought back to the facility, finally getting some rest, then soon to regain his usual routine, continuing his work and research.
 
Then, I saw Derek, all attired in a black suit and tie. No glasses. He picked up my watch from the desk, where I last left it. Even though we were the same person, the watch, desk and office was mostly his as for me it was all yet to me mine.
 
Derek sat down at his desk as Thomas and I took our seats across from of him. Thomas also wore a suit, while I had slipped into casual clothes at home before I came back to the facility.
 
“After months of hacking into the Elite systems, we finally managed to bug their building’s security system,” Thomas explained. “That’s how we got into the building.”
 
Derek nodded with a faint grin. “But this mess is far from being over. Now that Alex is dead, there are still Elites roaming at large. We must keep our eyes open.” He sighed.
 
“We’ll be doing our best to track every one of them,” Thomas said.
 
“As for you, Derek,” my older self addressed me. “Besides of your foolish act, you’ve been quite brave. But things could have gotten very disastrous if Thomas and his team wouldn’t have arrived on time.” He paused, then resumed. “In your time, Derek, the X-Agency project is at its very beginning. It is both a Canadian and American secret government organization.” He hit a key from his desk’s tactile keyboard. A holographic display emerged vertically from his desk, showing the profile of a balding man. “Eventually, you’ll be meeting Mr. Norman Blake. He’s part of the project and will be explaining everything to you. You will be recruited along with several people your age and some older, having the same ability as you have.”
 
I listened, pushing up my glasses.
 
“Oh! You’ll have your eyes fixed if you want. Corrected eyesight with advanced and safe technology. No more glasses, like me.” He paused. “But remember, Derek, the decision is yours. You are not forced or obligated to join if you do not wish to. We know it could be a tough decision to make. Especially at your age. You’re still a young man and I was a few years older when I accepted. You can take your time.”
 
I nodded. “Thank you.”
 
Even knowing that I didn’t have to do it, I felt deep within me that joining the team was my destiny. But still, I decided to put a hold on that thought. For now. I would be concrete about it when I’d be meeting Mr. Norman Blake.
 
“Well, I guess this is it?” I added.
 
Both men shook their heads.
 
“Not at all. For you, it’s the beginning. And it continues with us,” Thomas said. “If you ever need anything, Derek, you may pass by anytime.”
 
“Technically, you’re already part of the X-Agency team,” Derek told me.
 
“Absolutely,” I said.
 
“I believe this is yours,” Derek said, handing the watch to me.
 
“But isn’t this one –”
 
“I already have my own,” he replied, pulling up his sleeve, revealing his watch. “And you may use this office, in the mean time.”
 
“You may also keep your suit with you,” Thomas said. “You may never know when you might need it. And you’ll be notified for any occurrence.”
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From the X-Agency facility, I went back home to my room, transmitting myself a day ahead of time – in the night of Saturday to Sunday. I deserved a break, at least spending a whole day, relaxing with my family and friends. Especially Samantha.
 
I dropped my backpack, containing the suit, on the floor against my nightstand.
 
In spite of knowing that the Elite Master was dead, I knew the mission was far from being over. I had to remain alert. Keep my eyes open at all corners. And trust no one. Even though Alex had been killed, he was still alive somewhere in the past.
 
I woke up at eight-fifteen in the morning, seeing the powerful rays of sunlight pierce through my blinds, feeling the warmth. It was going to be a beautiful day, in spite of the cold temperature.
 
Walking out of my room, I saw my brother in his room, his nose sunk into a juvenile fantasy novel.
 
“Hey, buddy!” I called, smiling at him.
 
He smiled back, lifting his eyes from his book.
 
“What are you reading, there?” I asked.
 
“Era of Swords. It’s a book mommy bought me yesterday. I’m already almost half into the book.”
 
“That’s great!” I told him.
 
Some time later, I contacted Samantha.
 
We sat at a coffee shop in town, spending the remaining of the morning, savoring a cup hot chocolate. Samantha gazed at me with a certain glitter to her eye – having the sensation that she no longer saw me as the Derek she once knew.
 
“If I get this straight, you’re actually a day older than you’re supposed to be?” she cackled.
 
I nodded in response. “I had a rough weekend.”
 
“And so did I,” Samantha recalled. “Back at the restaurant?”
 
“I know, but it’s all over, now,” I assured her.
 
“So what are you going to do? Are you going to join the X-Agency project?” she asked.
 
“I’ll see when the time comes. I’ll decide then. For now, I’m working with the future team.”
 
“It’s up to you, Derek. Whatever you wanna do, I’ll be proud of you,” she said.
 
“I want to do something else … plan something out of the ordinary for this summer,” I said. “What are you thinking?”
 
Samantha shrugged and smiled. “I’ve always had the dream of traveling the world … starting with Europe. I already have my passport.”
 
I smiled enthusiastically at her suggestion. “That’s a good idea. I also got my passport.” I gently took her hand. “Whenever you’re ready. And if it’s all right with you, we could skip the plane and get there within a second.”
 
Her smile grew wider as she leaned forward. “It’s all right with me,” she said softly.
 
I leaned closer as we both kissed.
 
We then stood up from our table, slipped on our warm coats and walked out of the coffee shop. We both stared into each other’s eyes – our gazes that simply said: I love you.
 
Strolling away further into a street, we held hands, walking with the clear sense of simple happiness.
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On Monday, I was happy to be back at school. Attending the usual classes and being with my friends. Back to my normal life.
 
For the moment.
 
That morning I lay down my breakfast tray, sitting by myself at our usual table at the cafeteria. Then I saw Jeffrey walking by with his breakfast and coffee, and dropping a handful of books onto the table.
 
“Hey, Jeff,” I greeted him.
 
“How’s it going, Derek?”
 
“I’m good.”
 
Jeffrey took a sip of coffee followed by a large bite of his egg and ham sandwich. “So, did you manage to program your laptop yet? The one you bought from my uncle?” he asked, swallowing his bite.
 
I shook my head. “I didn’t have much time to tinker around with it, lately,” I said, taking a bite of my own breakfast sandwich. Then I took a glance at the books next to him. “What are these books?”
 
Jeffrey pushed the pile forward as I immediately scanned through them. There were three books: Electrical Engineering, Circuit Boards and Programming.
 
Quickly reading through some pages, I suddenly lifted my eyes, frowning at Jeffrey.
 
“About a month ago, I woke up with a great inspiration. So, I borrowed these books from the school’s library several times,” he explained.
 
“I can see that!” I exclaimed.
 
“I almost read all of them, this weekend. I’m just a few sections from finishing the book about computer programming.”
 
Sometimes, Jeffrey was known to be unpredictable. He could laze around for a few days, then swiftly get up and impulsively start a big project – after doing the necessary research, of course. That was one of the things I admired about him.
 
“So what’s with all these books?”
 
He glanced around to several corners of the cafeteria and kept his voice low. “I’m planing a project and, if it’s all right with you, I’d like you to be part of it.”
 
“Cool! I’d be more than happy, but what is it about?” I asked eagerly.
 
“Computer stuff,” he said. “I even started to write a basic operating system. I can use your help since you’re pretty good at that stuff, too.”
 
“No problem,” I said.
 
“If you want, come by my house after school and you’ll see for yourself.”
 
I nodded. “I’m glad to see that some of us still use the library for information, instead of surfing the web.”
 
“The Internet?” Jeffrey cried. “Oh, please. The real good stuff are still found in books, instead of a resume of many other resumes from whatever website.”
 
I laughed. “I know that.”
 
“I know you do. We’re the smart guys!” Jeffrey cackled.
 
We gave each other our friendly handclasp.
 
Soon after, the bell rang for the first class of the day – English class.



CHAPTER 55
 
 
Sitting at my desk, a substitute teacher walked in as soon as the bell rang, indicating the beginning of English class. A thin young woman instead of our usual robust Mr. Roberts.
 
“Good morning!” she said softly. “My name is Marianne Whitmore.”
 
She was a small figure, thin, heavy glasses with shoulder-length wavy brown hair. She wore a green wool sweater, jeans and black flats. Although, looking harmlessly cute, my paranoid instincts began to kick in – thinking that she might have been an Elite.
 
Cut it some slack, I told myself.
 
After reciting our names for the presence sheet, she then distributed each student a document to work on – an English exercise.
 
“Mr. Roberts left me these documents as an exercise for the upcoming reading comprehension test,” she said.
 
The teacher flashed me a charming grin, passing by and handing me a document.
 
I wrote my name and flipped the first page to begin.
 
“She’s kind of cute don’t you think?” Jeffrey whispered behind me.
 
I turned and said, “Absolutely!”
 
Then I took a glance toward a few rows away to my left, watching Samantha, knowing that she was the most beautiful.
 
But I immediately went back to work into the eighteen-page document. There was a whole ten pages of story, with eight answering pages.
 
A quite easy exercise. I managed to get through the story quickly, memorizing much of its contents. A story, which took place in the late eighteen hundreds – a young redheaded girl with a powerful imagination, living on a farm, in an infamous village. Then the story turned romantic – the redheaded girl meeting the love of her life and live happily ever after. I’m sure you get the idea.
 
Writing down the answers, several of them appeared to be tricky. But I was done in no time.
 
Being confident with my provided answers, I looked around, seeing most people writing their answers by re-reading several passages of the story.
 
Then I glanced at the teacher, concentrating into, what appeared to be, her agenda, with a shoe dangling at the tip of her toes. She also gazed around the class at times, then bringing her nose back into her book, purposely giving the required time to finish the exercise.
 
I felt there was something about her. From the way she looked at me when she passed by my desk. It was as if I knew her, even though being absolutely sure that I had never seen her before in my life. But I just couldn’t figure out what it was.
 
From ten minutes before the end of class, I decided to let it go. Thinking that we probably knew each other from another life. Who knew?
 
I stood up and brought my document over to the teacher’s desk, followed by a few students.
 
She aimed her blue eyes at me, along with a warm smile. “You revised your answers carefully?” she asked.
 
“I sure did,” I replied, grinning faintly, purposely studying her expressive eyes.
 
“Good luck on your exam,” she said, rolling her eyes.
 
Where have I seen her before?
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After school, I went directly to Jeffrey’s house.
 
Descending the cracking wooden steps down to the basement, Jeffrey hurried ahead as I then heard the creaking of an opening door.
 
Reaching the bottom, I noticed a nice decorated area: nice wooden floor, black leather couches and a home theater. 
 
Pretty neat. 
 
Then I glanced ahead, seeing an opened door to a large stockroom. I headed forward as Jeffrey pulled a large device out of a cardboard box and placed it onto a desk. Entering the room, the shelves were filled with many sorts of devices. Some old as others more recent. There were also several large boxes, containing all sorts of wires, adapters and other electronic components.
 
The room was lit by a light bulb hung from the ceiling and a lamp clamped to the desk.
 
“Boy! You got a lot of stuff in here!” I said.
 
“I keep collecting,” he replied. “If you ever need anything for your computers, you can take whatever you need.”
 
“So this is your project?” I pointed out.
 
“Yup. Just try not to mention it to lots of people. Our girlfriends it’s okay. Jennifer already knows, being quite impressed with it.”
 
“Well … it’s not like we have many other friends to tell, do we?”
 
We both laughed.
 
I surveyed Jeffrey’s homemade device with various wires hanging out from the sides. A small keyboard and mouse connected to a black metal box: rectangle shape, practically wide in size compared to its small height. At the top appeared to be a thick sheet of glass, revealing nothing more than blackness. Perhaps for the moment.
 
“So, you’ve made a computer with a screen pointing upwards?” I asked.
 
Jeffrey smiled. “Well, sort of … not exactly.”
 
He switched it on, hearing the power surge from within the black box. The glass glowed softly, tiny lights beamed from inside the frame.
 
Soon after, I was expecting to see the system graphically booting from within the glass. But that was not what happened.
 
Instead, I was astonished to see a holographic display emerging vertically from the glass – a start menu.
 
“Whoa! That’s pretty cool!”
 
“Thanks, buddy,” Jeffrey said proudly. “Obviously, it’s programmed to use with the mouse and keyboard. But what I’ve been really working on is to actually navigate through the operating system, using your fingers.” Jeffrey hit a button from the menu, now accessing the system’s main files. “Come on, give it a try!”
 
The graphics were clear and proceeded accurately with the move of my finger.
 
“This is quite amazing, Jeff! You’ve done it,” I said.
 
“Yeah, but I’m far from being finished,” he said. “That’s why I need your help to improve it.”
 
“Well, what’s to improve?”
 
“The operating system is very basic and I know you’re better at programming and configuring. Now that I’ve succeeded to make it work, I need to work intensively on the hardware.”
 
“How long have you been working on this?” I asked.
 
“Close to a month. I’ve been surfing the web before getting my nose into books.”
 
“You kept this a secret …”
 
“Because it’s a big project and I was afraid that people would take me for a lunatic.”
 
“A lunatic? Are you kidding me, Jeff? I would never thing that of you, buddy,” I assured.
 
“I have the dream of making this device smaller. In fact much smaller.”
 
“How small?” I frowned.
 
“Maybe in a few years I’ll be able to make it into the size of a tablet or a phone … I don’t know yet.”
 
One day, it will be the size of a watch, Jeffrey.
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“Wow! Are you kidding me?” Samantha said, lifting her eyes from her schedule, sitting on the comfortable couch.
 
“Jeffrey’s been keeping it secret until now. And he asked me to join his project to help improve the hardware and operating system.”
 
I walked over, handing Samantha a diet cola. Then I sat down next to her, taking a sip of my drink.
 
“But that’s great! Sounds pretty exiting.”
 
“Indeed, it is.”
 
Left from the living room, I glanced at my little brother Thomas, sitting in the dining room, doing his homework. He seemed to concentrate hard, his nose sunk into his book, holding his head in one hand and fiddling with his pencil with the other.
 
“Is everything all right, Thomas?” I asked him.
 
He shrugged, keeping his eyes into his books.
 
“Thomas, you need a hand, sweetie?” Samantha offered.
 
He turned to us, showing a faint grin. “No, I’m fine. I’m trying to find as many combination probabilities with the numbers: two, five, seven and nine.”
 
“Okay. If you ever need help, don’t be shy to ask. All right?” she said.
 
Thomas nodded with a smile.
 
“You’re good with kids!” I told her in a low voice.
 
“I love kids,” she said. “It’s the main reason why I like babysitting.”
 
We both smiled at each other.
 
“Hey, Samantha!” Thomas called. “Will you be staying for dinner, tonight?”
 
“That’s very nice of you to ask, Thomas, but I have to go babysit, tonight,” she replied. “Perhaps some other time?”
 
“Sure, why not?” Thomas smiled.
 
“My little brother definitely likes you,” I stated.
 
“He’s just adorable. How can you not like a boy like him?” she whispered. Then she dimmed her eyes, keeping her smile. “You were having an eye on the substitute teacher, today, weren’t you?”
 
“Jeffrey had more an eye on her than I did. I just thought she looked familiar, that’s all.”
 
“How familiar?” she asked, gently poking my belly.
 
“Not that familiar,” I assured.
 
She leaned forward, smacking me a kiss. “I’m not the jealous type, Derek.”
 
“There’s no need to be the jealous type when you’re the most beautiful,” I told her softly.
 
We gave each other another quick kiss as my brother suddenly cleared his throat.
 
Samantha glanced at her watch. “Well, I better get going. Babysitting night.”
 
“Are you gonna take the time to eat something?” I asked her.
 
“Actually, I’ll be cooking for the kids, while the parents will be out for the evening,” she alleged.
 
“They’re quite lucky to have someone like you!” I told her. “No time to prepare anything for their own children before they leave … just saying.”
 
“They’re the rich kind. Big house and expensive cars, and constantly on the run,” she said.
 
“Oh! So, you should be payed the big bucks, then.”
 
Samantha rolled her eyes. “Yeah, we’ll see about that.”
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Shortly after Samantha had left for her babysitting night, I wandered up to my room to turn on my computer. Having the will to proceed with our project, I began working on several scripts – programming and adapting many graphical elements on top of an open source kernel.
 
Sometime later, I grabbed my cell phone from my desk, and called Jeffrey to come over.
 
Then in a matter of minutes, he came knocking at my front door. He stepped in, with a cardboard box tucked under his arm.
 
“Hey, buddy!” he said.
 
“Cool! You brought the box,” I muttered.
 
“The homemade computer,” he whispered.
 
I nodded.
 
“You boys are working on something?” my father asked, on his way to the kitchen, probably for an after-supper snack.
 
“Just a school project,” I replied.
 
“That sounds kind of cool!” my dad exclaimed. “You know, if you ever need help or suggestions …”
 
“I think the boys are good enough for handling it on their own, Daniel,” my mother told my dad, while reading a book in the living room.
 
From my bedroom, I managed to transfer all the work to the computer in the basement, using our home network. The basement had the appropriate space for tweaking, wiring and program whatever we needed.
 
“So, Samantha is babysitting at a luxurious house?” Jeffrey grinned.
 
“Yeah,” I said.
 
“Jennifer told me. She also said that she’ll be popping in for a little visit after the owners leave for the evening. Apparently, the owners have the reputations of having quite pesky kids.”
 
“Really?” I said.
 
Jeffrey nodded.
 
“I hope Samantha won’t have too much trouble watching them. At least, she won’t be alone the whole time.”
 
“Jennifer will surely give a hand if Samantha needs it,” he alleged.
 
I kept my eyes at the computer screen, accessing the files I had recently transferred.
 
“There it is,” I said, activating my homemade operating system through a simulation software.
 
“Looks pretty awesome!” Jeffrey exclaimed.
 
“Still very incomplete, though,” I said.
 
“Doesn’t matter,” Jeffrey replied. “You actually seem to have gone off on the right foot!”
 
I laughed from Jeffrey’s reply, staring at the main menu, linked to various folders from within the operating system.
 
“I knew you’d be better than me for that part,” Jeffrey added. “Eventually, we’ll fill it up with a whole collection of applications. Truly gonna be awesome.”
 
“Absolutely,” I said. “But first, we need make this system work properly on our hardware.”
 
“That’s what I’m talking about,” Jeffrey crooned, cracking his knuckles and slipping his holographic computer out of the box.
 
We’d spent the few remaining hours before bedtime, working on our project.
 
Obviously, we couldn’t proceed further into our hard work without encountering many bugs and crashes, in attempt of installing and configuring the new operating system onto our homemade hardware. But we just went on and on – reformatting and reinstalling. Taking every mistake as a learning opportunity.
 
Our goal was to create a light, but a more complex operating system from what Jeffrey first created.
 
After hours of tweaking and tinkering, we finally got the system to work on the holographic computer.
 
“Eureka!” Jeffrey breathed, rubbing his eyes.
 
“Then we’ll be running the system’s diagnostics, for its performance,” I said.
 
“Not tonight, buddy,” Jeffrey begged.
 
“No, I was thinking eventually,” I said, glancing down at my watch, showing a quarter to midnight.
 
“Time flew by like crazy!” Jeffrey exclaimed.
 
“I know, tell me about it,” I said.
 
“But we’re getting there,” Jeffrey muttered mirthfully. “We’re getting close.”
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The following morning at school, I stepped out of the washroom as Jennifer walked by, heading to her locker.
 
“Hey, Derek!” she called worryingly.
 
Frowning, I headed toward her as she began fiddling her combination.
 
“Hi Jennifer. Is everything all right?” I asked.
 
“Samantha’s looking for you. I think she’s still at her locker. She doesn’t look to well.”
 
“Did something go wrong, last night?”
 
“No, she seemed fine. I gave her a little hand with the kids and everything went well.”
 
“All right, thanks,” I said, walking away to find Samantha.
 
I made a left turn, passing the next few rows of lockers. Then I saw Samantha grab a pile of books before closing back her locker door.
 
I drew closer to her, looking into her incredibly exhausted eyes. Her face was slightly whiter than her natural pale complexion.
 
“I just ran into Jennifer. Is everything all right, Samantha?” I asked. “Did you have a rough night?”
 
She brought a hand to her mouth, yawning. “The parents arrived close to eleven-thirty, last night. Jennifer had left just a few minutes before. She helped me put the kids to bed.” She showed a faint grin. “Very energetic kids! But also very adorable. No mean hearts whatsoever.” She sighed. “Caroline is twelve, Jonathan is ten, and little Angelina is two years old. All of them blond with blue eyes, like their mother. Instead, the father has dark hair with green eyes.”
 
“So, they’re not really little monsters, from what I understand?” I said.
 
She shook her head. “The babysitting night wasn’t the problem. I woke up at two-thirty in the morning and couldn’t go back to sleep,” she pleaded.
 
“Nightmares? Worries?”
 
“I had the strangest dream, Derek,” she uttered frightfully. Then she seemed to search her words. “I’m not even sure whether it was just a dream.”
 
“Samantha, what do you mean?” I demanded.
 
“It felt so real! I’m having a hard time describing it!”
 
“What do you remember about your dream? Any specific details?” I urged.
 
She closed her eyes a brief moment, taking a deep breath. Then slowly opening her eyes at me, she began to explain.
 
“I opened my eyes to a blue-lit ceiling … a very high ceiling,” she said. “I felt the frigid cold floor from my bare feet. I began walking down a steel-walled hallway that seemed to stretch to infinity.”
 
I almost felt sweat break out of my face from hearing her story.
 
Samantha, what the hell?
 
“I was feeling alone and lost, taking various directions, turning into other hallways … and then I …”
 
“Did you find a door?” I asked.
 
“What?”
 
“Did you ever get to a door, Samantha?”
 
“Yes, in the end I did get to a door. A very huge and bulky one.”
 
“A big red door with Transit Terminal, written on it. Right?”
 
She gently shook her head. “No, not at all. It was a big blue door with Lab 58, written in white.” Her eyes widened dreadfully. “This wasn’t just a dream, now was it?”
 
“Tell me what happened next,” I said softly. “The door, did you manage to open it?”
 
“Being afraid of opening it, I figured it was probably a way out. But then I heard a strange noise, like heavy footsteps getting closer from another hallway. I just wanted to get back home, thinking about my bed. I only had the time to see the beginning of a huge shadow, like a giant machine, before a sudden blue flash of light came to me. Then I fell right onto my bed, not knowing whether I’d awaken from a bad dream.” She sighed. “I’m telling you, Derek. It felt so real.”
 
Although I told Samantha everything about myself, I had never described my first traveling experiences with such specific details.
 
The bell rang.
 
“Is it the first time this ever happened?” I asked her.
 
“First time, last time … Whatever. I just don’t want to be part of any of this, Derek.”
 
I stared into her gloomy eyes.
 
“Better get to class,” she added, walking past me.
 
She hurried toward the hallway past the cafeteria, to our math class. Then I caught a glimpse of Marianne Whitmore, the substitute teacher, following a few steps behind. I noticed her glancing at me, then at Samantha, on her way toward the same hallway.
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My worries increased, after what Samantha told me. Coming to know that she was now able to transmit herself, unfortunately beyond her control. I had to keep an extreme vigilant eye on her.
 
The bell rang for lunchtime.
 
The public area was immediately flooded with students, stumbling vibrantly from all directions.
 
I headed for my locker and fiddled the combination. I swung the door open, dumping my books at the top shelf. Closing back the door, I decided to walk to Samantha’s locker.
 
But she wasn’t there.
 
Leaning my back against her locker, I looked both ways, hoping that she would soon arrive, unless I had already missed her.
 
The crowd of student decreased quickly, most of them heading to the cafeteria.
 
I guess she’s already there.
 
My watch suddenly chirped as I strolled away from the locker. There was a message: Go to classroom A-1004.
 
Obviously, that was one of the classrooms located in the hallway past the cafeteria.
 
Arriving at the door, I caught the glimpse of the classroom’s number, from a small plate above the door frame.
 
I opened the door, seeing Samantha, sitting at a desk and Marianne Whitmore, standing behind the teacher’s desk.
 
“Hi, Derek,” Marianne said, smiling sympathetically. “Glad you’re here.”
 
After closing the door, Samantha flashed me an assuring smile as I drew toward the front row. There I picked a seat at a desk next to her. I remained placid, but also alert.
 
“I won’t be taking much of your lunchtime,” the teacher added, coming around the desk, then sitting on the front edge.
 
“What’s going on? And who are you?” I asked, frowning.
 
“I’m the one who sent you the message, just now, Derek,” Marianne explained, suddenly removing her glasses and brown wig, revealing red hair, instead.
 
Samantha didn’t seem so surprised to be looking at an older version of herself.
 
The older Samantha drew toward her younger self, handing a X-Agency watch. “Here, trust no one.” She then turned to me. “Now, you understand what seemed so familiar about me.”
 
Samantha gazed carefully at her new watch. “How do I use this?” she asked.
 
“I’ll leave that task to Derek,” old Samantha said.
 
I nodded gently.
 
“I’m here this week to watch over you two,” she went on. “And for you, Derek, to watch over her,” she added, pointing Samantha. “We continue to protect you from Elites. Believe me when I tell you that some of them may be present in this school, or around the area. No matter what their age. Just keep your eyes open.”
 
“Is there an easy way to identify them?” I questioned.
 
Old Samantha shook her head, throwing quick a glance at the door’s tiny window.
 
For Samantha, I knew this was awful news to her, looking uneasy, her arms around herself, gazing around gloomily.
 
“Samantha’s training has to begin immediately,” old Samantha told me. “I also need you to take care of that, Derek.”
 
I gave it a nod, glancing worriedly at my girlfriend.
 
“I have so many questions flooding my mind right now. I just don’t know where to start,” Samantha cried.
 
“I understand that, sweetie,” old Samantha uttered compassionately. “I promise you, we’ll find those answers together. Just not here and not now. It’s too risky.”
 
“Does Lab 58 ring the bell?” I asked.
 
“Yes it does, but we’ll get to that, Derek,” old Samantha said, slipping on her glasses and placing her brown wig over her head. “In the meantime, you two go have lunch,” she added as quickly as she stepped out of the classroom.
 
“You wanna go out to eat?” I asked Samantha.
 
She nodded unquestionably. “Anything’s better than staying here.”
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“We’re in this together, now,” Samantha said, swallowing a French fry.
 
Sitting at a booth away from the windows, I took the time of swallowing my last bite of steak pita, gazing around the diner. Then I brought my eyes back at Samantha.
 
“How are you feeling about all this?” I asked her.
 
She rolled her eyes in thoughts. “It’s both scary and exciting,” she almost whispered. “Here I have an opportunity to live an outrageous life, completely out of the ordinary, instead making a little money and living the normal and dull life that most people have. Here I am, at the verge of discovering my new powers. Having the potential to save others and becoming part of a secret government organization.” She sighed. “But in the other hand, all of this is happening way too fast. I was leading a normal life before I went to bed, last night.”
 
“You were leading a normal life before you knew about me, Samantha,” I told her.
 
She nodded in agreement. “But what I’m afraid of is how all of this will fit into our lives.”
 
“What exactly do you mean by that?”
 
“Our future, Derek. What will happen to us?” she wondered. “We will have to live a life of secrecy. Keeping secrets from our family and friends. What if I want a family some day?”
 
“What I’m worried about, right now, is you,” I said. “I don’t want to lose you.”
 
“Well, if we look the bright side of it, I’ll be going into training, soon. I’ll learn whatever there is to learn and be able to defend myself. That should make you less worried. Wouldn’t it?” she cackled.
 
“Time will tell to see where all of this will lead us,” I said. “Meanwhile, let’s take a step at a time.”
 
“We could always go ahead of time to see how things will turn out,” she suggested.
 
I shook my head. “You can’t take the future for granted,” I explained. “Every time you look into the future, you change something, whether slightly or tremendously.”
 
“I see,” she said. “Also, by being aware of upcoming events, you take away hope.”
 
I nodded. “Lab 58,” whispered.
 
“What about it?” she asked.
 
“What could, possibly, be behind that door?” I wondered, falling into profound thoughts about it. “Can it be the answer? Where it all began?”
 
“Maybe … I … hm.”
 
“From what I understand, I have it, my brother also has it, but hasn’t been developed yet. It’s something that we’re born with and comes into effect around the age of seventeen, or perhaps earlier. It happened to me only once when I was twelve.” I sighed. “Somehow, I’m not so sure that the gene came from my parents. And now, it’s also part of you, Samantha.”
 
“I’m sure it will soon be explained to us,” Samantha said.
 
“And I have a hunch that we’ll be finding the answers ourselves. I want to get to the bottom of this.”
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As the day of school ended, I was on my way to take Samantha to the X-Agency facility.
 
I arrived at her locker, carrying my backpack to my shoulder. The area was swarmed with people, ready to leave for the evening.
 
Samantha slipped on her jacket, and had just finished packing her bag, then swinging it onto her shoulder.
 
“Ready to go?” I asked her.
 
She nodded, smiling.
 
“Come with me,” I told her.
 
We strutted our way through the crowd, heading toward another part of the school – a quiet location to transmit discreetly. Borrowing a few steps down to empty hallways, we headed toward the trade school part from within our school. We turned into another corridor, walking toward and exit door.
 
“You wanna get something to eat, before we go there?” I asked.
 
Samantha stared at me with a smiling frown. “No, I’m fine. But if you’re hungry, sweetie, I could make you a sandwich if we make a stop at home for a few minutes.”
 
“No, I’ll be all right,” I affirmed, smiling.
 
We held hands, walking the next few steps, then vanishing within a blue flash of light.
 
We stumbled into my office at the facility.
 
“My God! This is it?” Samantha hurled, glancing at every corner.
 
“No, this is just my office,” I said.
 
“There’s no door or window anywhere!”
 
“This way,” I said, pointing the wall opposite the desk.
 
We headed forward as the tiles unclasped themselves apart, forming a doorway. Samantha’s eyes grew as wide as they could possibly be.
 
Entering the white corridor, we strolled among various X-Agency members, circulating to all directions as we crossed several intersections. We continued into the long corridor, heading toward the end, soon arriving at a white door. The entire opaque door systematically divided into tiles, folding themselves away to from another doorway.
 
“This is truly amazing!” Samantha exclaimed in low voice.
 
“Derek!” old Derek greeted, with an inviting gesture. “Come in.”
 
“I hope we’re not disturbing,” I said.
 
“Not at all,” he replied.
 
“Is that … you?” Samantha asked me.
 
“Yup,” I told her.
 
She gazed all around the office, admiring the colorful holographic decor – deep into a rainforest, at the edge of a huge rock, where a tiny creek flowed from a few narrow waterfalls. She even smiled at the little chirping bird, flying graciously, close by.
 
Old Derek stood up from his desk and drew a few steps forward. He threw a glance at Samantha, sending her a greeting nod.
 
“Obviously, I’m aware of Samantha’s new condition,” he said.
 
“Actually, I have something that has been wrecking my brain, lately.”
 
“I know, Lab 58?” he said. “Up to now, Samantha is the only one who’s ever came face to that door. The rest of us encountered the same situations by appearing elsewhere within that same building.”
 
“And how in the world did I get there?” Samantha demanded.
 
“You transmitted yourself,” old Derek explained.
 
“But it all happened beyond my control! Something took me away and brought me back in my room,” she replied.
 
“And why do we always first appear in that building?” I asked.
 
“The origins of that gene are still unclear to us,” old Derek stated. “But the gene is owned and maintained by a secret government division. No knowledge where it’s from and who or what made it. And why always that same building you ask? We do know that the gene carries an unknown genetically transmitted memory.”
 
Samantha and I glanced at each other, astoundingly.
 
“If you’d like, there’s a good deal of documented information about the subject, from our computers,” old Derek added.
 
“Great. I’ll look it up,” I said.
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A moment later, Samantha and I, entered the simulation hall.
 
“It feels quite comfortable,” Samantha said, moving around, strapped into her own armored suit. “But isn’t there a helmet, along with the suit?”
 
“Yes, there is,” I replied, letting my helmet shape itself to my head.
 
“Whoa … How does it work?”
 
“You have to feel it. Just imagine that you have an arm on your upper back, between your shoulders. The suit senses specific signals from your brain as the helmet acts like an electronic prosthesis.”
 
“Oh!” she exclaimed, frowning. “Kind of creepy in some way.”
 
I smiled at her.
 
“I think I got it,” she said as the helmet finally shaped itself to her head. “This is cool!”
 
Then we folded away our helmets for the first exercise.
 
“Now we’re gonna start with something simple,” I said. “Like transmitting yourself from here, to there.” I pointed the other end of the hall.
 
Samantha seemed skeptical, rubbing her hands together. “And I could do this, right?”
 
“I believe you can. But take your time. It’s not a speeding test.”
 
“But how do I start?”
 
“You first transmitted yourself while you were asleep. Obviously, you wouldn’t remember how you did it. Now that you’re awake, you need to concentrate. From my first experience, It was easier for me to concentrate with my eyes closed. And eventually, you’ll be doing it with your eyes open.”
 
“All right,” she said.
 
“By closing your eyes, envision that you're sweeping from where you are all the way to the other end of the hall. Then feel that you’re already there.”
 
Samantha nodded.
 
I drew a few steps away, giving her some space. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.
 
A long minute went by with nothing happening.
 
“This isn’t working,” she cried.
 
“You may feel nervous at the beginning for not knowing what it really is. But it’s normal. Trust me.”
 
Once again, she tried. And nothing happened. 
 
But she kept going. 
 
Taking the time and patience she needed to figure it out on her own. Then after some time of trying and retrying, she stood once again with her eyes closed, concentrating. She abruptly reopened her eyes, being startled from sudden faint sparks around her.
 
“What was that?” she asked.
 
“You’re almost there, Samantha,” I told her.
 
She kept on trying.
 
Then within a minute, Samantha suddenly vanished in a blue flash of light, and reappeared at the other end of the hall.
 
She was going to run back toward me, but stopped, walking back to her spot. She then transmitted herself back to her initial spot.
 
“I did it!” she shouted, throwing herself into my arms.
 
“I knew you could do it,” I said.
 
“This is great! I want to practice some more.”
 
The training continued for another full hour. Samantha was quickly gaining confidence, and already increasing her speed.
 
Before we left the facility, Samantha and I headed back at my office. From my desk, I accessed, through the holographic main menu, anything I could find on the transmitting gene – many folders containing documents, other records and even video files.
 
I was able to transfer whatever I needed directly to my watch.
 
“What are you doing?” Samantha almost whispered. “Are you looking up information about our genetics?”
 
“I’m gathering any information I could find,” I said. “I’ll be done in a few seconds.”
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During that night, my eyes suddenly opened at three forty-one in the morning. Staring up at the ceiling, I tried shutting my eyes and fall back to sleep, telling myself to relax and let myself slip away to the land of dreams. But after some time of tossing and turning, I just had to open my eyes again, with my alarm clock now showing, three fifty-two in the morning.
 
The many times I had trouble falling back to sleep was the cause of having a particular idea roaming my mind. I was having a trouble getting rid of the thought, for now, unable to relax and wait until later.
 
For me the time was now.
 
I sat up, slipped on my glasses from my nightstand and swung my bare feet out of bed. Then I went to my desk, where I left my watch. I sat down, tapping the X, accessing the main menu. From there I navigated through the files I had copied from the facility. Besides scanning through multiple documents, I got to the video files folder. The folder contained close to five hundred videos.
 
As I passed through several of them, mostly skipping forward through their lengths, the files were archived footage on various tests performed on humans, not animals. I hadn’t surfed my way through the entire flock of videos. But still, I had not yet caught a glimpse of information about the genetic origin.
 
I sat back, my arms crossed, with my eyes watching a video from a holographic display, vertically emerged from my watch.
 
There was a heavy bearded scientist, with round glasses and a head-full of curly hair – practically a hairball – introducing the upcoming experiment to the camera. Behind him sat a middle-aged man, dressed in a blue medical uniform.
 
“This is the X-Agency project and right now, it’s two-fifteen in the morning, and we’re about to proceed with test number: three hundred and thirty-two,” the scientist spoke exhaustively. “We will begin by performing an injection to our patient, which the experiment itself will result into a mutation, due to DNA resequencing.”
 
The patient was led by a male assistant in uniform, to lie down on a table. The patient was then strapped from chest to ankle.
 
The scientist tapped a finger to a syringe, containing a bright-blue substance. After carefully eyeballing the liquid within the syringe, he then handed it to his assistant. The assistant had wrapped an elastic above the patient’s elbow for the vein to bulge. Then the assistant inserted the needle, injecting the substance into the patient’s veins. The elastic was then removed. All members remained immobile, waiting for the substance to take effect.
 
But after a few short seconds, the patient began to cough, trying to break free from the straps. Then pressure began to rise, making the man’s face intensively red.
 
“All right, everyone just calm down,” the scientist shouted. “Just give him a Batch-Five formula. It will neutralize the entire process.”
 
The patient received a second injection, which took effect almost immediately, calming him down, his face back to its usual color. The assistant removed the straps as the patient slowly sat up. He then suddenly blew out a loud burp, followed by vomiting to the floor.
 
The scientist turned to the camera, shaking his head. “Just shut everything off, we’re done for now.”
 
I tapped the holographic display, closing the whole content, with the green X reappearing on the screen of my watch.
 
Obviously, they must have succeeded, I told myself. I’m a living proof among many others.
 
But unfortunately, I hadn’t gotten close of finding the answers I wanted.
 
I slipped off my glasses and headed off to bed. It was now, four-forty in the morning and I still had the chance of getting a few more hours to sleep.
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The following morning, I arrived at our usual spot in the cafeteria, with my breakfast tray. Jeffrey already sat, savoring his first bite of ham and egg bagel.
 
“Hey buddy,” I greeted, handing him a memory stick.
 
“What’s this?” he asked.
 
“The operating system. I modified a few things and tinkered around with it. But nothing much.”
 
“For my part, I haven’t had much time, lately, to work on the project. Homework, part-time job … girlfriend,” he said.
 
“I understand,” I replied, taking a bite of my own egg and ham breakfast.
 
“But I’m not giving up, though. I truly want this to be done.”
 
“Absolutely. Can’t wait to see when it’s completed. However, there will always be something to innovate.”
 
“That’s for sure,” Jeffrey said. “But I recently thought of something. Maybe you’ll think it’s crazy, but I like the idea.”
 
“What idea?” I asked him.
 
“Miniaturizing it.”
 
I nodded. “Sure why not?”
 
“Make everything fit into a watch.”
 
“It doesn’t sound crazy at all! In fact, that’s a wonderful idea!” I exclaimed. “A very mobile device! Perhaps the next step will be a tiny microchip inserted into our thumbs.”
 
We both laughed.
 
Jeffrey lifted his gaze behind me as he then frowned.
 
“Something wrong?” I said, glancing behind me, seeing a pretty woman, probably a teacher, crossing the cafeteria.
 
“Are they hiring new staff members or something?” Jeffrey wondered.
 
“I have no idea,” I replied. “Why do you ask?”
 
“I don’t know … all of a sudden, within a week I’ve noticed a lot of new faces around here,” Jeffrey stated.
 
“Only school staff, or also new students?” I asked.
 
“The students I cannot really tell. There are quite many of us here. It’s mainly about the school staff.”
 
Jeffrey was playing a good detective.
 
Looking around subtly, I remembered being told, by old Samantha, that several Elites were, possibly, surrounding the area and walking among us in our school.
 
I watched the woman exit the cafeteria: tall and slender, long straight black hair, wearing black flats, blue jeans and a red blouse. At first glance, she seemed to have popped out of a beauty magazine for having a model-like figure.
 
“I see what you mean,” I told Jeffrey. “I never seen her before today.”
 
“Anyway! As long as they’re nice and cute!” Jeffrey said, forcing a laugh.
 
Careful there, buddy!
 
I feared more for my friends and loved ones than myself. Besides Samantha, Jeffrey was also a sure target as well. Eventually to be part of the X-Agency project.
 
Jeffrey swallowed the last bite of his breakfast, washing it down with a final slurp of juice. “I forgot about which class we’re starting with, this morning.”
 
“Math,” I told him.



CHAPTER 66
 
 
On my way for the day’s second period, I got to my locker and fiddled my combination. I swung the door open and grabbed my books for English class. Closing back the door, I noticed the young woman, from the cafeteria, strolling nearby. Flipping her straight black hair, her blue eyes glittered at me, followed by a sudden smile.
 
I responded with my own faint grin, purposely acting innocent.
 
But I soon caught the glimpse of her black watch. Unmistakably one that Elites wore.
 
As she drew a certain distance, I hurried to put my books back into my locker. Then I decided to follow her. I felt it was better to keep a close eye on the enemies, rather than wait for them to make their move. They would have to get to me first, before anyone else.
 
From a few meters behind, I watched her stroll, without much hurry, toward the corridor, leading to the trade school classes.
 
The main floor soon became quiet as the remaining students hurried to attend their class on time. Everyone of them except me.
 
Entering the corridor, she walked far ahead, reaching the end, then taking a left turn. I knew the place where she had turned into. It was nothing but a short passageway leading to one of the school’s back exit.
 
Dimming my pace, I expected to hear the slightest sound: such as the door clenching, as she would, perhaps, make her way outside.
 
But nothing …
 
Nothing except, maybe a hasty swooping sound.
 
As for my turn of reaching the end of the corridor, I peeked a careful eye to the left, thinking that she may already be waiting fiercely, ready to shove a fist or a foot at me.
 
But I only came to snoop around an empty passageway, noticing a row of locker to the wall on the right.
 
I raced toward the exit, pushing the door open, seeing an empty area – the school’s empty ballpark, and the faint sound of cars roaming the streets around.
 
She’s already gone. Transmitted herself elsewhere.
 
Still holding the door open, I turned back inside, barely having the time to catch a glimpse of the sudden red flash, already struck with a foot, fiercely smashing against my ribs. I flew several meters out the door, my body hitting the chain-link fence, before the ballpark.
 
The woman immediately sprang forward, ripping my watch off my wrist, then heaving me up from the grass and bringing her face close to mine. The color of her eyes faded up from dark brown to burning red.
 
“Without a doubt, I knew you’d follow me,” she breathed to my face.
 
She held me up with a single tight grip of my collar, then swigging me back toward the building, my body cracking against the brick wall, losing my glasses. I fell back onto the grass, desperately gasping for air, spitting out blood. I was trying to breathe, feeling tremendous pain from my ribs and lungs.
 
Once again, she leaped into the air, landing both feet right in front of my face. She then shoved a foot on my glasses, breaking them onto the lawn.
 
She lifted me up with one hand and held me against the brick wall. Seeing her devilish eyes, I felt her solid nails barely braking into the skin of my neck, watching the veins bulging from her hand and up her arm. The muscles of her forearm began to expand, slightly tearing the fabric of the rolled-up sleeves of her red blouse.
 
“You won’t be causing anymore trouble, Derek,” she said. “I’m going to take the pleasure of finishing you nice and slow.”
 
But that was when she suddenly flew away backwards, striking her head against the massive poll from the chain-link fence, with white sparks surging around her body.
 
I fell back onto the ground, holding a gun. I had shot a luminous-white ball to paralyze her stiffly.
 
“I always carry one of these. Just in case,” I croaked.
 
The woman swiftly rose to her feet, her body rapidly resisting the paralyzing effects from the powerful shot.
 
She leaped high into the air, dropping toward me, surely in attempt to finish me once in for all.
 
But a blue flash of light suddenly surged before me, followed by two powerful gunshots. At first, I saw nothing more than a man, standing with his back to me, wearing a long coat. Then I heard a body crumble to the ground.
 
The woman was now dead, now seeing the side of her face lying against the grass. Her burning red eyes gradually faded back to their initial brown color, with blood streaming out from her nose and mouth.
 
I saw old Thomas turn to me, followed by old Samantha drawing closer, both of them holding their smocking guns.
 
Then both of them spoke to me as I was no longer able to understand what they were trying to say. Their voices slowly grew distant, flowing away into an echo, drifting further with every word. Then my sight dimmed, seeing nothing more than two blurred figures coming for me, until I felt myself being taken away, beyond my control, into a dark silence, compellingly pulling itself over my eyes.



CHAPTER 67
 
 
I opened my eyes to a white room. A very large room. Feeling alone and small within the spacious hall, I tried to sit up, but my entire body suddenly ached tremendously, with heavy stiffness. So, I laid back with my eyes staring up at a solid white ceiling.
 
Even though I had lost my glasses, my eyesight seemed clear. Everything so colorful and crisp.
 
They must have fixed my eyes.
 
Then, within the following minute, I managed to slowly turn my head to the left, feeling the warmth of the rising sun, its powerful rays, beaming through a large window, revealing one of nature’s breathtaking scenery. I was watching the sun rising above a vast forest, stretching to the horizon’s far mountains. No roads, cities, high rises, vehicles, or people. Only the faint sound of signing birds, flying peacefully in the clear blue sky.
 
Once again, I tried to lift myself up on the institutional bed. Although it took me some time and great effort, I managed to endure the pain and finally sit up. I was dressed into a white medical uniform, without any needles or machines connected to me. But I did notice several holographic panels, hovering to my right, monitoring my body life signs.
 
I gazed around, seeing no one else. The hall held many rows of beds – all of them empty.
 
Sliding my legs out of bed, I lay my bare feet onto the cold floor. From all the stiffness, I was able to walk, but very slowly. I directed my steps toward the window as I suddenly heard footsteps walking nearby.
 
“Up already?” a man’s voice echoed, drawing closer.
 
I spun around and came face with a young man in a white coat.
 
“Good morning, Derek! I’m Doctor Gibbs,” he added.
 
“Where am I?” I asked.
 
“You’re safe and sound at the X-Agency medical department,” Gibbs replied, strolling over to the panels to read the displayed information. “You took quite a fall there!”
 
I got my ass kicked, severely.
 
“We’ve managed to put you back in one piece,” Gibbs laughed, attempting to be humorous.
 
“I guess I’m all right?” I asked.
 
He nodded vigorously, turning away from the panels. “Absolutely. Right now you may feel quite sore and stiff. From that, I suggest you get some rest. Your left leg was broken at two parts, several broken ribs on both sides, fractured lung, broken right arm, broken lower back and fractured liver … and we even fixed your eyesight.”
 
“I’ve noticed,” I replied.
 
“You’ve been asleep for the past sixteen hours.”
 
I shook my head, stunned by everything Doctor Gibbs was telling me.
 
“Let me tell you, Derek,” he added. “Although with all our advanced medicine and technology, you’re still lucky to be alive.”
 
“Thank you,” I said.
 
He nodded, drawing a few steps away, toward the main door. As he made his way out, I saw Derek making his way in.
 
“How are you feeling?” Derek asked me.
 
I shrugged.
 
“Don’t tell me,” he added. “You should be resting after what you’ve been through.”
 
“I know, Doctor Gibbs just told me,” I replied, turning around and slowly lying back down on the bed.
 
“You know, Derek, your training consisted for you to have a high chance to escape an Elite,” he explained. “You weren’t yet trained to fight them.”
 
“They’ve grown excessively stronger,” I said. “I shot the woman with a white-ball gun, barely paralyzing her.”
 
“I know. We’re all aware of how stronger they’ve recently become.”
 
“That’s why we need to get stronger. There has to be a way to genetically increase our strength, like they do.”
 
“There is,” he notified. “But the process is still being tested.”
 
“And what took you guys so long?” I demanded.
 
“You were supposed to be dead, Derek,” he said. “That’s how we got the knowledge to go back in time and rescue you. To rescue us, actually. You being killed by an Elite, at school near the ballpark, we had both ceased to exist. That’s why Thomas and Samantha went back on more than one attempt to bring us back. Possibly the Elite woman had changed the moment of your death, purposely to confuse us. That’s why they appeared at the very last minute.”
 
I felt lucky but also discouraged, realizing that my life could end at any moment.
 
“They’ve succeeded … and we’re back,” he stated, throwing his gaze somewhere behind me.
 
I turned myself around on the bed, seeing old Samantha walking forward with younger Samantha.
 
“Someone’s here to see you, Derek,” old Samantha said, smiling cheerfully.
 
Samantha hurried, but gently threw her arms around me, silently shedding tears on my shoulder.
 
“Come on, sweetie,” old Samantha told my older self. “Let’s leave these two young birds alone.”
 
Our older selves drew away, exiting the hall.
 
Samantha lifted her head, wiping some tears. “They told me everything. You almost died.”
 
“I know,” I told her.
 
“I love you so much, Derek,” she breathed.
 
“I love you too, Samantha. Don’t worry,” I assured her, holding her against me. “Everything is going to change … for the best.”



CHAPTER 68
 
 
On the following day, at the X-Agency facility, I had been informed by Doctor Gibbs that the strength enhancing procedure had been finally approved to be used on people.
 
A procedure certified to be entirely safe.
 
That morning, I woke up in the same bed, from the same hall. My body felt an immense difference from the day before. No more than minor aches and mild stiffness.
 
Doctor Gibbs ordered me to remain all morning and that I’d be ready to return home in the afternoon.
 
After having breakfast in bed, old Derek strolled by for a morning visit. He picked up a chair from close to the window and sat near the bed.
 
“How are you feeling this morning?” he asked.
 
“Much better,” I said.
 
“Great!” A sigh. “You’ve been told that the Super-Serum has been approved. What are your thoughts on that?”
 
“I’m ready to take it,” I said. “I’m not risking another chance of getting myself beaten to death.”
 
“All right,” he said. “I’m granting you permission.”
 
An hour later, I was rolled down a long hallway to an operating room by a female medical assistant. Once arrived, I stood up from the wheelchair as the assistant indicated me to lie my back on the table.
 
“Just relax,” she said, smiling.
 
She came around the table and waved her arm at the wall on my right, opening several holographic panels at once.
 
I turned my head to the left and saw Samantha through the glass, standing right outside the operating room by herself, gazing at me with certain worry, even though, being extremely supportive of my decision.
 
She smiled, putting her hand against the glass, then gently moving her lips, saying, “I love you.”
 
The assistant proceeded around the table, fastening my arms and legs with metal clamps. Then she inserted large glass phials, filled with a blue serum into each metal clamp.
 
Doctor Gibbs entered the room. “All right, Derek,” he said. “Just try to relax as much as possible. You may feel a little discomfort when the serum will work its way into your body. For the following days, you may feel some muscle aches and stiffness.”
 
I nodded.
 
“Are you ready?” he asked.
 
“Yes,” I said.
 
Gibbs activated a few controls from the holographic panels. Then I managed to look down at myself, seeing the serum being injected, disappearing into my veins, ready to transform my body.
 
During the process, I felt my veins bulge from my skin, my muscles working all around my body. My heart began to pace, during a whole minute. But then my body soon appeased.
 
After it was all over, the metal clamps were removed and I was instructed to remain and rest for the following fifteen minutes, at least.
 
Then I swung myself off the table, feeling amazingly good, more energetic than I’ve ever been.



EPILOGUE
 
 
Samantha and I sat on a bench at the park across from my house, enjoying the afternoon air, under the autumn’s colorful trees. We watched my little brother play soccer with his friends on the park’s huge lawn. Just a normal ten-year-old kid, simply having fun and enjoying life with a few friends, without any worries.
 
With Elites roaming around through time, controlling and changing whatever they want within their pathways, I felt more ready to fight against their deeds and to protect the people around me. But my life now consisted of not only helping my friends and loved ones, but also the whole world. Billions of lives around the world planned to be perished under the hands of a self-called superior race.
 
Samantha and I were now part of a great mission. But also part of a curse. A life that could be incredibly great or become a heartbreaking disaster.
 
But we must go on, no matter how hard it may get.
 
I closed my eyes for a brief moment, once again, focusing on the present, stop worrying about what may or may not come and just enjoy the mild breeze, sitting next to my girlfriend whom I love dearly.
 
“It’s quite amazing,” she muttered softly. “All of this happening to us.”
 
“I think so, too,” I said. “Our lives completely turned around.”
 
“Your brother isn’t able to transmit himself yet. He hasn’t mentioned anything about a weird dream?”
 
“No, he hasn’t. But I’ll be watching for that. It may happen anytime.”
 
“How are you feeling from all this … change you’ve just gone through?” she asked me.
 
“It’s already been a few hours. I feel great,” I smiled, gently taking her hand.
 
“You know? You’re quite handsome without glasses,” she alleged.
 
We drew closer and gave each other a little kiss.
 
“So, what next?” she asked.
 
“How about we take a break this weekend? Just you and me,” I suggested.
 
She nodded, with an agreeing smile. “What do you have in mind?”
 
“You said you wanted to go to Europe?”
 
“Absolutely!”
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