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In loving memory of my mother.
I hope I make you proud.
 
 



One
 
“Oh my god! It’s worse than I thought.” I gasp as I fly toward the cracked buildings.
‘Land somewhere, quick.’ Beth’s panicked voice says inside my head.
I tighten my grip on the cargo container, then swoop down toward some ambulances.
I place the container down on the debris-littered street and fly toward a large group of men, as the container doors open and my friends race out and follow me. 
I hover above the group of dust-covered men and survey the scene.
It’s like a nightmare. 
The fronts of some buildings are completely gone, revealing floor after floor of terrified men and women. There’s a huge sports stadium up ahead, the sides have collapsed. All I hear is screaming, shouting, and the occasional sound of glass breaking. Dogs are barking nearby as I look around, wide-eyed.
“Guys, help out. I’m going to the stadium.” I call out to my friends below me.
“Be careful.” Mitchell shouts from below through his motorcycle helmet.
I shoot forward and aim for the collapsed stadium. The city is grey, dusty, and paper is flying around all over the place. The only structures untouched by the quake seem to be the trees. 
I fly over a park where the trees now show as much white as green, as the papers are caught in their branches. 



My heart sinks as I see a man weeping over the body of a young woman. A huge slab of masonry covers most of her body. A part of me wants to go and comfort him, but more people need me right now. 
Their screams get louder as I reach the velodrome. 
As soon as I see the collapsed seating, that’s where I go first. 



I race down and hover near one section. The broken section is around eighty feet wide, and at least thirty feet long. As my fingers grip the solid slab of concrete, I take a deep breath. 
Okay, time to see how strong I am.
“Hold on. I’m gonna get you out of here.” I shout out above the screams.



I will myself up, and the seating section moves slowly. As more of the concrete comes up with me, the rear begins to swing down away from me. 
Oh, crap.



As the section begins to swing down, I raise my legs so that the slab is resting on them, then I adjust my grip and fly backwards. Thirty terrified faces peer at me from the section as I fly toward the track. 
“Look out below!” I call out as I descend. A small group of soccer players quickly make space.



I turn around and place the seating section on to the soccer pitch in the middle of the velodrome. 



I immediately take off and fly to another collapsed section. This section has fallen over completely, throwing spectators down on to the track and trapping many beneath it. I fly to the track and grab hold of the huge slab of concrete. I will myself up and pull the concrete stand with me. This one has no spectators on, so I soar to the pitch and set it down next to the last section.
Soccer players and spectators rush to the now exposed stands to help the wounded. I fly after them and hover near one of the soccer players. 
His yellow shirt is now covered with small flecks of blood as he checks on a young girl who’s crying.
“Are there any that need immediate help?” I ask the man.
He stares blankly at me for a while, so I change tact.
“Alguien necesita ayuda, ahora mismo?” I say to the man, trying hard to pronounce each word carefully.
My Spanish is a bit hit and miss, I hope I got it right. 
He nods in understanding and stands up. I follow him up the concrete steps as he checks on the victims. He calls out occasionally in Spanish. To our left, a woman stands up and waves us over. I fly quickly over and land near her. She points to an unconscious young man. He looks no more twenty. His face and chest are covered in blood. His left leg is twisted at an odd angle, obviously broken. I’m almost scared to touch him. What if his neck’s broken?
I slide my left hand carefully under his back and hold his neck gently, then place my right arm under his thighs and hold them against my chest. Holding him as steady as I can, I rise from the concrete steps, still maintaining my crouched position. 
Once I’ve gained the rim of the velodrome, I turn and fly back the way I came. 
Our container and the row of ambulances are parked near the collapsed freeway. It’s from up here that I see the jagged cracks for the first time. They run south-west to north-east for at least two miles. Smaller cracks splinter off here and there, demolishing houses and schools in their path. 
I head to the nearest ambulance and hover above the ground with the injured man in my arms.
“I need help, here.” I call out, as I touch down and lay the man carefully upon the soft grass.
A paramedic heads over. He spends a minute checking him over, before looking at me with soulful eyes.
“I’m sorry.” He says and then rushes off. 
No.
“Volt!” I call out.
Stuart materializes next to me in a second.
“Yes?” Stuart asks calmly.
“Zap him. Try and save him.” I plead and point to the man on the grass near the sidewalk.
“I’ll try.” Stuart says and kneels next to the man.
His hands glow blue as tongues of lightning crackle around his fingers and arms. The glow intensifies, then he brings his hands down on to the man’s chest, twice. Stuart leans down and presses his ear to the man’s chest, then feels his wrist. He repeats the process three times. Then he slowly rises, looks back at me, then turns and walks away.
Damn it!
I turn and fly towards a huge mass of rubble, where Mitchell and Paul are moving huge chunks of concrete. I see Beth standing nearby, head bent to one side, as if listening. I land near her.
“Hey, I-Spy. Anyone alive under there?” I ask her and brush a tear from my eye.
“Six, so far.” Beth says and looks at me briefly.
Paul raises his white-gloved hands, a chunk of masonry rises from the rubble. Mitchell crouches down and lifts a block of concrete as big as a bus. He carries it over to an empty parking lot and sets it down. 
I fly over and grab a chunk of building that looks like it must have been a washroom. The burst water pipes are soaking me and my friends now. 
Steel rods protrude from the broken concrete like rusty metal fingers. I grab a couple and begin to lift. 
I get a sharp pain in my head and I hear loud ringing in my ears. Just for a second, then it’s over.
Uh, oh. That’s never a good sign.
“Heads up, guys!” I call out and carry on moving the chunk of washroom.
I hear it first. A deep rumbling, like a huge heavy truck driving by. Then I start to see the rubble start to move and tremble.
“It’s not over yet.” I hear Paul shout below me.
I carry the chunk of masonry over and lay it down near Mitchell’s piece. A tall apartment building to my right is already damaged. The front is completely gone. As the tremors grow in intensity, more of the building begins to crumble.
‘Britney, watch out. Behind you.’ I hear Beth’s voice inside my head.
I turn around and see a high rise begin to lean dangerously. 
There’s another deeper rumble. Beth and Mitchell stagger and fall on to their butts. 
I hear a thunderous crack, and watch as the high rise crumbles in the middle, tipping the top four floors of the building towards a smaller dwelling. 
Oh, no.
I rocket towards the building as it collapses. I press my face against the masonry and push with all my might. 
Damn, this is heavy. I’m pushing with everything I’ve got, and the building is still pushing me backwards.
Help! A little help, please. I call out with my mind.
I align myself horizontally and thrust the building back as hard as I can. A child is screaming from a floor above me.
“Oh, god. Help me.” I groan through gritted teeth.
“Need a little help, sweet-cheeks?” I hear Paul’s voice behind me.
“When you’re ready.” I groan as sweat trickles down my face.
I feel the weight lift from me as the building moves slowly back. I turn and stare in astonishment as Paul, hovering behind me with his white-gloved hands outstretched before him, coolly moves the top half of the building effortlessly through the air.
“Wow.” I blurt out.
“Where to, boss?” Paul asks, chewing some gum.
 
It’s another hour before the after tremors subside. We help move the rubble and search for survivors, but even after three hours, we find ourselves still moving rubble. There’s just so much destruction, it’s mind boggling.
By the end of the day, we’re exhausted, for the first time in months. 
The chief of police for Mexico City shakes our hands and waves goodbye, as my friends climb back into the container. I close the door and fly to the top and grab the hand-grips that Mitchell made for me. I take off slowly, turn and head north.
I make sure I only stay one hundred and fifty feet above the ground, all the way back to Chicago.
If I hadn’t looked in the window at the time they were showing the quake footage, I hate to think how many people would be resting at the morgue and not in a hospital right now.
It’s strange how looking in a store window can totally change your day.  
 



Two
 
“Wake up, sleepy head.” I hear a familiar voice call to me.
“Ughhh....” I groan.
Then I feel a hand on my shoulder.
“Come on, wake up. It’s after eleven.”
“Mmm.....leave me alone.” I turn over and snuggle into my pillow more.
“Mitchell’s downstairs.”
“Huh? What?” My eyes snap open and I look at Jessica, my sister.
“He’s been waiting downstairs for an hour.” Jessica says.
I yawn and rub my eyes, then sit up in bed.
“I haven’t seen you this tired in ages. What happened?”
“Earthquake in Mexico.” I grumble as I yawn again and begin to get dressed.
“I saw. Paul’s quite the little show off, isn’t he?”
“Hmm?” I mumble as I slip into a powder blue tank top.
“Impressive, though. Looked heavy.” Jessica says as I struggle into some blue jeans.
I peer up at her, and give her my, really? expression. I slip on an old pink blouse and some ankle socks and head downstairs.
“Hi.” I say from the living room doorway.
“How are you?” Mitchell asks as he gets up from an armchair.
Dad quickly gets up and leaves the room when I enter.
I try to say, “Hi.” but he just breezes past me and heads into the kitchen.
“Hmm.” Mitchell murmurs and walks towards me.
I stand and stare after my dad for a few seconds, then turn to Mitchell as he takes my hand.
“He needs time.” Mitchell says and pulls me to him.
“It’s been two weeks. How much time does he need?” I ask and press my face into Mitchell’s warm chest.
He lifts my face with his fingertips, and plants a delicate kiss on my downturned lips.
“As long as it takes. You can’t rush this.” Mitchell replies, and rubs a tear from the corner of my eye with his thumb.
“Yeah. I know.” I grumble.
He steps back and then marches past me.
“Come on. Let’s get out of here.” Mitchell says and heads for the door.
He picks up his large black Chicago Bulls backpack from the hall, and I scoop up my Chinese lucky cat backpack. 
Within seconds we’re outside strolling along the paved sidewalk. I look up wistfully at the grey sky. 
A lot of cloud cover. Dull looking from down here, but I know that above those clouds, the sky will be a perfect blue, sunny, clean. It’s a place where you can go and forget about all of your problems.
“Any news about Devlin’s whereabouts?” Mitchell asks as we walk.
Well, where you can almost forget about your problems.
“Nothing for days. He was last seen heading towards Canada, I think.” I reply, as my thoughts hit the ground.
“How are they going to catch him?”
“Ha. How are we gonna catch him, you mean?” I correct him.
“He’s a lot more mobile now, that’s for sure.” Mitchell says and sighs. “Do you think he did all of this to us, so he could give himself those powers?”
I shrug. “I’ll ask him when I see him next.”
“How are we going to catch this guy? He can fly now, and we have no idea how strong he is. He could kill us.”
“He’s just one man.” I point out. 
“A man with nothing to lose...” Mitchell says and stops. He looks at me gravely. “...is more dangerous than someone who has something to fight for.”
“We find him together. Two’s better than one, right?” I reply.
“We’ll need everyone.” Mitchell says and begins walking again.
We walk quicker, then scan the area before stepping on the gas.
The streets become a blur as we hurtle along the sidewalk like a couple of phantoms.
In a second we skid to a stop outside Stuart’s house.
Stuart’s dad, Mr. Leung, is in the front yard cutting his grass with a tripped-out lawn mower. The lawn mower has some weird metal contraption bolted on to the top, just above the motor. Grass is being collected in a clear plastic container attached to the back at an impressive rate, yet the machine emits hardly any noise.
“Hello, Mr. Leung.” Mitchell says and waves.
Mr. Leung smiles, then nods behind him.
“He’s in the back.” Mr. Leung says in a mild-mannered voice.
We head to the front gate, then head up the stone paved path that leads up to the front door and wraps around the property. As we head along the side of the house, I hear Mr. Leung whistling as he continues to mow the front lawn.
I hear some pops and crackles before we see Stuart. He’s dressed in grey sweats, and is shooting lightning bolts from both hands at some soda cans that hang from a tree thirty feet away.
I’m about to say “Hi.” when I notice his mom sitting on a bench nearby clapping.
His mom? Uh, and she’s clapping?
Holy guacamole!
I look up at Mitchell, but he’s looking at me as if this is perfectly natural.
“You okay?” He asks. “Hi Stuart. Good morning, Mrs. Leung.” Mitchell adds.
“Oh, hi guys.” Stuart says and grins back at us.
Mrs. Leung waves vaguely without taking her eyes off the soda cans.
“Hit them harder, son.” Mrs. Leung says in earnest.
Stuart grins before turning around, and like a cowboy from the Old West, his hands shoot out towards the tree, and several forks of white lightning slams into the cans with a loud clang, making them swing back violently.
Mrs. Leung claps enthusiastically, while giggling like a little girl.
“Nice shooting.” Mitchell says and pats Stuart on the back.
There’s an audible crack and Mitchell’s hand jumps back.
“Damn.” He says and shakes his hand.
“Sorry.” Stuart says and then shakes his hands and takes some deep breaths.
The crackle and static pops subside, and Stuart walks over and sits down next to his mom. Once the bright light fades from his eyes, I notice he has his mom’s eyes. The same pale brown.
I smile as I walk over. Still a little shocked, but happy to see my good friend.
I look meaningfully at his mom as she sits there chuckling quietly to herself. 
Stuart sees my expression, and then chuckles.
“They saw me on the news one night in costume. But they recognized me instantly. So, yeah, I was busted.” Stuart says as his mom stops and looks at us.
“So, what can you kids do?” She asks eagerly.
Mitchell bursts into laughter as my expression darkens.
I don’t believe it!
“This.” Mitchell replies, and I feel a gust of wind as he races around the backyard like a tornado. He stops back at my side, making Mrs. Leung almost falls off the bench.
I let out a sigh, then rise slowly from the ground. I flip forward so that I’m lying on my stomach and hover in the air near Mitchell’s left shoulder.
Mrs. Leung claps her hands gleefully.
I right myself and land again.
“We need to talk shop.” Mitchell says.
“Sure. Come in.” Stuart says and leads us inside.
I always expected the Leung house to be clean. Hell, they’re both doctors. But the complete absence of dust or dirt I see as we walk through the kitchen and hallway, make me feel like I should have showered this morning. It’s so clean that I feel dirty just looking at how sterile the house is.
Thankfully, Stuart’s room is a bit more normal. 
I breathe a sigh of relief when I see a pencil abandoned on his black carpet.
“What’s up?” Stuart asks as he sits in his wooden study chair by his desk.
“What are we going to do about Devlin?” I ask.
“I don’t see what we can do. No prison can hold him. No device is powerful enough to restrain him.” Stuart replies calmly.
“So. What do we do?” Mitchell asks.
“I hate to state the obvious, but, isn’t this the Feds’ problem?” Stuart replies bluntly.
“They’re not equipped to deal with this.” Mitchell says.
“We don’t know that.” Stuart says, then sighs when he sees Mitchell’s frustrated expression. “Look. We showed the whole world what he did. Now he’s public enemy number one. Wasn’t that the plan?”
“The plan was to make sure that he paid for what he did. Now he’s loose. Free as a bird. Are you happy about that?” I say a little testily.
“Of course not. I just don’t see what we can do about it. We don’t even know where he is.”
“We found him once. We can do it again.” I state.
“I’m with you guys on this. But how are we going to contain this guy? You saw what he did to that building.”
“I don’t know yet.” I admit.
How the hell do you detain someone who can punch through walls?
We visit Paul next. As an exchange student, he’s staying with the other student’s family. 
I wonder how Mark Conroy is finding England. A lot more peaceful, I bet.
I press the intercom buzzer and wait. The Conroy family consist of the two older brothers, Jason and Michael, a younger sister, Emma, and of course Mr. and Mrs. Conroy. They live in an apartment complex in a quiet area of Lincoln Park. The complex looks like a big brown H from the air. It’s easy to spot.
“Yes?” A young girl’s bored voice answers after a few more buzzes.
“Hi, Emma. Is Paul there?” I say into the intercom.
“Hang on......Hey, smelly. It’s for you.”
“Hey, I don’t smell. Hi, who is it?” I hear Paul’s voice.
“It’s Britney and Mitchell. You wanna come down, or shall we come up?” I ask.
“I’ll come down.” Paul says.
I take a step back as the door opens, and a tired looking Paul emerges yawning.
“Man, I need to stretch my legs, if you know what I mean.” Paul says and winks at us. 
He disappears with a bang, blowing back my hair, so we take off after him. The noise of the city fades to a faint hum as I race through the streets. 
Six months ago, this would’ve seemed strange, impossible even. But now, it’s as natural as breathing. My eyes don’t even sting anymore.
The boys have stopped up ahead, so I slow down and skid to a stop. We’re on a cliff top overlooking Lake Michigan, which is lapping at the rocks below. Paul and Mitchell sit down on the long grass, and I hustle over and sit down next to Mitchell.
“I love it here.” Paul murmurs, as he lies down.
“It’s nice. “ I nod in approval.
“I wish I could stay here.” Paul says quietly.
“When do you have to leave?” Mitchell asks.
“I’ve got one more semester, then I have to go back to England.”
“I wish you could stay, too.” I say.
I mean it. Paul’s a bit of a smart-ass, but I’ve grown to love him as a friend.
Our eyes meet for a second, then he clears his throat and punches Mitchell in the arm.
“So, to what do I owe this pleasure?” Paul asks.
“Devlin.” Mitchell says simply.
“What? You haven’t found him, have you?” Paul asks and sits up.
“No.”
“Oh. Then what gives?”
“We’ve been trying to figure out how to stop him.” I say.
“Well, that’s easy. I could stop him.” Paul states confidently.
“How?” Mitchell asks as he almost laughs.
Paul taps his left temple. “With magic.”
I can’t help but laugh.
“Hey!” Paul moans as Mitchell chuckles as well.
“Okay. Sorry.” I say as I try to control my laughter.
“I’m serious.” Paul moans. “Okay, I’ll show you. Get up.” Paul says as he stands up.
Mitchell slowly gets up, so I stand up as well.
“I want you to try and move. As fast and as hard as you like.” Paul tells Mitchell. Mitchell shrugs his broad shoulders.
“Whatever you say.” Mitchell says and takes a step forward.
His next step looks slower, like he’s dragging his leg through quicksand. Mitchell looks a little taken-a-back. He leans forward, and Paul’s expression changes.
“Damn.” Paul frowns and folds his arms.
Mitchell takes another step and tries to use his arms as well. His leg begins to move a little quicker this time.
“Unngh..” Paul groans and closes his eyes. He holds his head in his hands and bends his knees. 
Mitchell is beginning to move quicker, almost normal walking pace now. Paul continues to groan and hold his head.
“Aaaaagh!” Paul shouts in frustration and then collapses on to the grass. Instantly, Mitchell vanishes in a thunderous boom, making me stagger back a little.
“Are you hurt?” I ask, as he wipes some blood that’s dripping from his nose.
“Nah. Just my pride.”
I hear an inrush of air, then Mitchell materializes before us.
“Wow. You definitely had me for a while there.” Mitchell says.
“Wasn’t as strong as I thought I was.” Paul grunts as he wipes some more blood from his nose.
“You did okay.” Mitchell says and pats Paul on the shoulder.
“That could definitely come in handy.” I say. “Good job.”
“Thanks.” Paul says and smiles half-heartedly at me.
We still need a permanent solution. Damn.
“There’s the other problem too, of course.” Paul says.
“What’s that?” Mitchell asks.
“Who do we hand him over to? They’re after us as well, remember.”
We all look at each other. 
 



Three
 
What am I doing? 
This is insane. 
Will it even work? 
Would they listen? 
Oh, god. What if they hate me?
I look down at the clouds gliding by below and adjust the straps of my backpack. I watch an airplane emerge from the clouds far below. The roar of its jets reaches me a few seconds later. I close my eyes and take a deep breath.
The roar of the jet slowly fades, and is replaced by the sound of the wind, whistling past my ears. The wind is coming from the east, and I feel it as it nudges me in the back, like a gentle wave. 
I open my eyes and check my cell phone. It’s time.
I put my cell phone back in my Chinese lucky cat backpack, and zip it back up. I make sure it’s secure, then lean forward and start to fly down toward the clouds. 
Seconds later and I’m through the last layer of cloud. The sprawling metropolis that is Chicago greets me with several hundred car horns honking, and the rattle of the L train as it trundles along its path. 
The beach that runs parallel to Lake Shore Drive is immediately below me, so I make a slow turn and head south towards the Old Navy Pier. 
When I fly over the Ferris Wheel, I make a sharp turn to my right and accelerate. The streets blur beneath me as I scan the buildings, trying to find the address. 
I see it up ahead, so I swoop down and land at the rear of the building. I’m down and knocking gently on the rear delivery door in a nanosecond. 
I adjust my pink glittery eye mask while I wait. When the door opens, a thin guy in his late twenties with neatly cropped hair stands with his mouth half open; like he was about to say something, then forgot, and is now impersonating a statue as he stares at me.
“Hi.” I greet him. “You were expecting me?” 
“Uh, yeah. Sorry. Come on in.” He says after a few more awkward seconds.
I enter and he closes the door behind me. I still feel his eyes on me, and clear my throat loudly.
“So. Where do I go?” I ask.
“Huh? Oh, right. Sorry. This way.” He says and begins walking slowly along the bare corridor.
His footsteps sound loud on the concrete, while I float quietly after him.
“They told me you were coming.” He says and looks at me while he walks ahead of me. “I figured they were yanking my chain again.” He adds, and smiles sheepishly at me.
“How much time will I have?” I ask.
“That depends on how things go, I guess. Terence will let you know.”
I feel butterflies in my tummy as I float silently after the guy. I had never done this before. I’m certainly in unfamiliar territory here.
He leads me through some double-doors into another corridor. This one’s painted a pale cream color, and has a pale blue carpet. As I fly after him, people in black t-shirts and black pants emerge from rooms off of this one and stare at me. 
I see the flash of a camera, and there are hushed voices as I fly by. I smile and wave at them. Some of the women smile back, but a few of the security guys are frowning in my direction.
I see another set of double-doors up ahead, and a red light is on above it which reads ‘On Air’.
He opens the door and puts his finger to his lips, then leads me inside. It’s dark, but I can hear the audience laughing at one of Terence Donovan’s many jokes. I’m led up some steps on to the stage, then my nervous guide stops behind some black curtains.
“The eagle has landed.” He whispers into his headset.
I hear the host, Terence Donovan, clearly now.
“Thank you, you’re too kind. Now let me tell you, you are going to love my next guest. Not only is she SUPER cool, she is also one of our mightiest citizens. Give it up, for the amazing, the incredible, and dare I say, the very cute, Cosmic Girl.”
The audience erupts into unanimous applause and cheering.
I take it as my cue, and fly out from behind the black curtain. The studio lights dazzle me. I blink, take a deep breath, smile and wave at the audience, then fly to the front. 
People are on their feet. I rise higher and perform a slow loop. The crowd go nuts. I flash one of the cameras a grin, before turning my attention to Terrence Donovan.   
He’s wearing his usual blue suit with purple shirt and tie. He’s on his feet clapping and pointing at me. “Cosmic Girl. Yeah!”
I fly over to the blue couch near his desk. He leans in to kiss me on the cheek. It’s weird, but I let him. He then gestures to his couch and sits down.
“Thank you for having me.” I blurt out awkwardly, feeling a little star-struck.
“Thank you for coming.” He says and then sits down, and remains quiet for a few seconds.
“Wow. A superhero is sitting on my couch.” He says and then turns to the camera. “Beat that!” He says cockily and points at the camera.
I look at the audience, and spot Beth in her normal clothes sitting near the back row. I wink at her.
“Well, I guess the first thing we want to know is....are you single?” Terence asks and then chuckles.
The audience laughs while I blush.
“If I were. You’d be the first to know.” I say jokingly.
“You tease.” Terrence responds and pats my knee. 
“By the way, are we loving the costume, or what?” He says and turns to the audience. They erupt with cheering and quite a few wolf whistles.
“Thanks.” I say bashfully.
He presses a button near his desk and then points up at the wall behind me.
“Please, if you will?” He asks as I turn around to look. “Who are these delightful people?”
The wall behind me has a huge television screen mounted on it, and at the moment it’s displaying four images. I see my friends in their costumes.
“Who’s that?” He asks and points to the image in the top right of the screen.
It shows Stuart in his blue and white unitard and skiing goggles. 
His black hair is on end and tongues of electricity is emanating from his fingers at someone.
“That’s Volt.” I say proudly.
“Looks like he’s turned to the Dark Side.” He says jokingly, and the audience chuckles. He then points to the image in the top left. “And who is this lovely?”
He’s pointing to Beth in her white leather catsuit and matching eye mask. She’s in the middle of running, so she’s a little blurred.
“That’s I-Spy.” I reply, and glance quickly to where Beth is sitting. She’s smiling.
“And what can she do, other than move seriously fast?” He asks.
“She’s also quite strong.” I say. I’m not telling anyone that she can read minds. She’s my secret weapon.
“And who is this...character?” He asks and chuckles.
Without looking, I know who he’s pointing at. It has to be Paul in his stupid magician’s costume.
“That’s Warlock.” I say, while trying not to laugh.
His costume is silly, but Paul is pretty great.
“Is he a wizard?” He asks while trying not to snigger.
“He likes to think he is.” I say and grin.
“And finally, who is this mysterious man?”
I look up at Mitchell in his black and red motorcycle outfit with matching helmet.
“That’s Crash.” I say with a sigh. Then I do a double-take and look at the image again.
He’s standing several feet away from a guy with a shotgun aimed at his chest. He’s in the process of walking towards the man when the image, which must be taken from video footage, was paused. But it looks like the shotgun has already gone off. The muzzle flash is quite clear.
He didn’t tell me he had been shot.
Terrence presses another button and the images flare to life, as the paused video footage now begins playing. 
I’m genuinely shocked when Mitchell takes the shotgun blast to the chest without missing a beat, before slapping the gun away and tapping him on the head. The guy hits the ground like a sack of flour.
Is Mitchell bulletproof? If I get shot, it hurts like hell, so I try to avoid it.
Stuart is shown zapping an armed robber outside a liquor store. The guy hits the sidewalk and begins convulsing. 
Paul raises his white gloved-hands and lifts a car off the ground. When a guy leans out the window to point a gun at him, Paul flicks his finger and the gun smacks the guy in the head before floating towards Paul. 
Beth simply vanishes in a white blur.
“It looks like you’ve had your hands full.” Terrence says.
“We’ve been busy.” I agree.
I see him press another button.
“And, who are these?” He asks.
I look at the screen again. 
Holy guacamole!
On the screen are images of other supers. But I haven’t seen these guys before. I count the images. There are twelve. Some have costumes, but there are a few who are just in normal clothes wearing eye masks. 
“Umm, I don’t actually know who they are.” I say and shrug.
He presses a button, and the images become video footage.
Whoa. One of them is actually grabbing a ladies bag and then vanishing in a blur. He looks fairly young. Slim build, long black hair, dark skinned, maybe Hispanic. Hard to tell. 
Another video shows a young girl, maybe my age. She’s walking across the road away from the person filming her, so I only see her back. I see a taxi bearing down on her, but before it hits, there’s a flash of what looks like light, but it’s black in color, then she’s gone. 
One scene shows people looking up at a tall office building. Someone points up. The person filming leans back and the camera shows the top of the building. It’s blurred at first, then the camera auto-focuses and there’s a man standing on a ledge. A jumper? People scream as he hurls himself off. 
A couple of seconds later, his body hits the sidewalk with a sickening crunch. People gasp in horror, then gasp in amazement as he starts moving. He climbs awkwardly to his feet, looks around and then staggers away. His face looks disappointed.
“Wow.” I’m completely shocked by what I’ve just seen.
“It seems Chicago is not the only home for supers. These were taken from all over.” Terrence says and points to an image of a young man flying. “This was taken in Seattle.” He points to another video image showing an older woman, maybe in her thirties, lifting a fallen tree from a heavily damaged car, with just one hand. “That was taken in Oklahoma.”
I nod in understanding.
“I knew we weren’t the only ones who Devlin experimented on.” I say.
“What did he do?” Terrence asks and sits forward in his chair.
“It’s not something I want to talk about, if I’m honest. I don’t want to give another madman any bright ideas.”
He looks a little deflated by my response. But I stand by what I said.
“That’s a fair point. Okay. Now what would you like to say to people out there, who are scared about you and your powers? I mean, there has been talk that you have been a little heavy handed.” He says and sits back in his chair behind his desk.
“With some people, maybe.” I agree.
“Six men were admitted to hospital with broken arms, a fractured collar bone and several broken ribs. They blamed you for their injuries. Would you care to comment?”
“If it’s what I’m thinking of, then yes, I was. But that was when I had just gained my powers. It was all still new to me. I didn’t know how strong I was back then.” I say quickly.
“Things are different now. I hope people will see that I’m just trying to help. The police are stretched pretty thin. They can’t get to every situation. That’s where we come in. I hope that in time, people will begin to trust us.” I add.
My palms are beginning to sweat inside my purple gloves.
“I’m not going to judge you. There are always two sides to every story. But what would you like to say to these individuals?”
“Well, I think that I would say....” I turn to one of the cameras. “If you hadn’t shot and killed a young boy, nothing would have happened.”
I hear an ‘Ooh’ from the audience, and a few guys yell, ‘Hell, yeah’.
I turn back and smile at Terrence. He swallows a chuckle, and then composes himself.
“I’d like to talk about what happened in Las Vegas.” Terrence says cautiously.
Oh, yeah. That.
“I just needed to ask someone some questions. That’s all.” I say innocently. 
In truth, we stormed The Bellagio and interrogated a mob boss and scared some staff. Nothing major.
“And the shooting?” He asks and points to the screen behind me.
I look up and it shows Paul in full costume with his white-gloved hands stretched out in front of him. A dozen security men are shooting at him.
“Oh, that? A simple misunderstanding. I guess we gave them the wrong impression.” I say and smile sheepishly at the camera.
“Apparently, you are now banned from the state of Nevada.” Terrence adds as he reads a slip of paper on his desk.
“That’s a shame.” I say. I doubt I’ll be going back there anyway.
“And what happened with Devlin De Marco?” He asks. “Is it true you destroyed his private jet?” He adds after a few seconds.
“No. That was Devlin. He started shooting, and then....” I make an explosion with my hands.
“So, how do you feel about his escape? I mean, you tracked him down, and now he’s loose again.”
I feel annoyed, angry, upset, frustrated.....
“It surprised me.” I say instead.
“Now that all of his assets have been frozen, what do you think he’ll do now?”
“Devlin is a very dangerous man. He’s capable of anything. But I don’t know what he’s going to do. Whatever it is, it’s not good.”
“He can fly, and looks pretty powerful. How are you going to catch him?”
The billion dollar question. How do you stop a super?
“I caught him once. I’ll get him again.” I say casually.
‘Better wrap this up. Police have entered the building. ’ I hear Beth’s sultry voice inside my head.
I get up from the couch.
“Which camera is it?” I ask Terrence.
He points to a camera on my left. I see the red light beneath the lens. I turn and look into the camera.
“If you’re seeing this Devlin. I’ll be seeing you, real soon. If anyone sees Devlin, do not approach him. He is extremely dangerous. Please, just alert the authorities.”
I turn to Terrence, just as the studio doors at the rear burst open. Police officers in full combat gear head toward us.
“I don’t want any trouble!” I call out to the police officers.
“Whoa, whoa, whoa. What the hell?” Terrence says as he stands up.
“You are the fugitive known as Cosmic Girl?” A tall burly police officer shouts while aiming his assault rifle at my face from twenty feet away.
“I’m not a fugitive.” I reply, and hover in the air with my purple-gloved hands on my hips. “I’ve done nothing but help people.”
“Please stay where you are. Don’t move.” He barks at me.
Beth. A little help, please?
The lead police officer with the assault rifle takes a step forward, before crying out in pain and dropping to the floor. The other men behind him all do the same.
What did you do, Beth?
‘I call it a mind blast. It won’t last long. You better go.’
“I’m really sorry about this. I hope you got something useful.” I say and hold out my purple gloved-hand to Terrence.
He looks at the police officers with an expression of shock mixed with curiosity. He gingerly takes my hand, and I shake it gently.
“Thank you.” Terrence says, and I smile back before turning and flying back towards the curtains.
I make it back into the corridor and glide swiftly to the rear door. Once outside, I spot some armed policemen heading towards me. 
They stop abruptly and we look at each other for a second. I wink, before shooting straight up. In a couple of seconds, I’m already above the clouds and looking into a beautiful clear blue sky. 
Well, I think that went well. It showed a different side to me. I’m not always scary. At least, I hope I’m not. Well, people can make their own minds up now. At least I got a chance to tell my side of the story. That reminds me. I need to see Mitchell. He’s been holding out on me. 
How is it that he’s completely bulletproof? 
I’m glad he is. But why has he been hiding this from me?
 



Four
 
“I didn’t want you to feel bad.” Mitchell says over his cup of cappuccino.
We’re sitting in a Starbucks at a table near the back. There’s only a few people sitting nearby. A lady has her nose stuck in a book, while a guy is glued to his laptop.
“Why would I feel bad? Bullets don’t hurt you. That’s great.” I say.
“Look, it’s not a big deal.” Mitchell says and waves his hand dismissively. “Anyway, how did it go today?” He says and takes another sip of his cappuccino.
“Okay, I think.” I say and shrug. “Of course, police waving guns around didn’t help. But I hope that people can see that I’m not some lunatic on a power trip.”
“Beth told me about the other supers out there.” Mitchell says. “Devlin’s really started something, huh?”
“I still don’t get why.” I shake my head. Then I lean closer over the table between us. “There were supers committing crimes. One guy tried to off himself.” I say and roll my eyes.
 “Honestly, some people...” I say and trail off as I stare out of the window. I scan the streets quickly, and listen carefully for anything out of the ordinary.



“I guess not everyone’s a comic book fan like you.” Mitchell says.



“You’re not a comic book fan.” I point out. “You’re not robbing people.”
He merely shrugs and sits back in his seat.
“I guess we’re going to have to keep an eye out, if any of them show up here.” Mitchell says after a few seconds.
“I don’t want these people giving us a bad name. It’s bad enough as it is.” I complain and pout.
“Not sure what we can do about it. Just try and keep our noses clean, I guess.”
“Easier said than...” My cell phone starts ringing. 
I dig it out from my Chinese lucky cat backpack, and check the number. It’s not displaying a number. 
“Huh?” I flip it open. “Hello?”
“Miss Brookes, we need your help.” A stern male voice says.
“Who is this? How did you get this number?”
“That is not important. I must speak with you. It’s imperative that we meet.”
“Look mister, I think you have the wrong person, I can’t help...”
“Please, Cosmic Girl. Your country needs you.”
I quickly hang up. My heart is racing. He knows who I am?
“What’s wrong? You look pale.” Mitchell asks and reaches for my hand across the table.
“He knew who I was.” I say numbly as the information is still being registered.
I feel sick. 
I lay my cell phone on the table and look at it suspiciously. 
It looks like my phone. I don’t think anyone could have gotten to it without me noticing. How the hell did he get my number, and how does he know that I’m Cosmic Girl?
“How? We’ve been careful. How did he get your number?” Mitchell asks.
I shake my head and slowly sip my cappuccino. I look up out of the window, and notice above the streetlight something I haven’t noticed before. A small security camera.
“Oh, no.” I say, and point up at the camera.
Mitchell turns and looks up through the window.
“Damn. I haven’t noticed them before.” Mitchell says and then sits back looking grimly at the table. “I don’t remember seeing that last week.” He says and then takes another look. “Yeah, it looks new.”
“It has to be the Feds.” I say and place my cup down shakily. “Or do you think it’s the C.I.A.?” I add.
“I don’t like this.” Mitchell says and drains the last of his coffee and then sets his cup down. He cracks his knuckles and a small crooked smile appears on his handsome face. “You wanna get rid of them?” He asks.
I don’t like the idea of vandalizing government property, but I don’t see how I have a choice. I’ve got to have my freedom. I can’t have someone looking over my shoulder, watching my every move.
I nod in agreement. Mitchell pays the check, then we both get up and leave.
I don’t trust my cell phone anymore, so I call out to Beth in my head.
Beth? Can you tell everyone to meet us at the beach tonight after midnight? Oh, and make sure everyone is in costume.
‘Sure. What’s up?’ Beth’s sultry voice asks inside my head after a few minutes.
I’ll tell you all when we meet. See you later.
‘Okay. See you.’
“We’ll take care of our little problem tonight.” I say to Mitchell as we stand on the sidewalk and look up at the CCTV camera on top of the streetlight.
“I wonder how many there are?” He replies and smiles down at me.
“I guess we’re gonna find out.” I reply and grin up at the camera as I flex my fingers, then clench them into fists.
 
It’s just after midnight when I open my bedroom window and poke my head out. I’m already wearing my Cosmic Girl costume with pink glittery eye mask. I snap my Chinese luck cat backpack in place, then will myself up from my pink carpet. I fly out through my window and look up at the stars as I rocket towards the heavens. 
I only travel at three hundred miles per hour. I don’t want to wake my dad. He hasn’t been sleeping well lately. He hasn’t said anything, but I can tell by the dark rings around his bloodshot eyes. 
I wish he would talk to me. I know it’s because of me and what I’m getting up to now. I hope he doesn’t find out what I am going to do tonight. 
Oh, god. What if he does find out? 
I sigh as I fly towards Lake Michigan, which is no more than a huge expanse of blackness up ahead in the gloom. I can picture his disappointed face looking down at me as I own up to mass vandalism. 
I really hate that I have to do this. It goes against everything that I was raised to value. But I can’t risk someone else seeing us getting changed into our costumes with these stupid CCTV cameras. 
One man knowing who I am is bad enough, whoever he is. 
I wonder if he knows about my friends? No more time for that now. 
I descend towards the beach quickly and touch down lightly on to the firm wet sand. The others are waiting in the shadows.
“Hey, guys.” I call out as I walk towards them.
“So, where do we start?” Stuart asks as he steps forward in his blue and white unitard. Lighting crackles around his hands and his eyes glow white behind his blue skiing goggles.
“You guys know the score?” I ask as I get closer.
“Big Brother’s watching? We can’t have that.” Paul says and cracks his knuckles. He’s decked out in his magician’s costume, white cotton gloves, and, oh yeah, the black cape complete with red lining.
I shake my head as I approach. “You’re still rocking the cape, huh?” I ask.
“Someone has to. We’re Supers.” Paul says and rises slowly from the sand. His cape billows slightly in the night breeze coming off the lake.
I turn my attention to Mitchell when he saunters over to me wearing his black and red motorcycle outfit, complete with helmet. His visor is already down. The outfit accentuates his already impressive physique, making him look even bigger than he already is. I’m always surprised when criminals don’t just turn and run when they see him.
He reaches out with his gloved hand and strokes my cheek.
“I-Spy. We’re going to need you to co-ordinate. Make sure we don’t collide at high speed.” He says in his deep muffled voice as his visor looks down at me.
“Yeah. That might hurt.” Paul agrees and nudges Beth with his elbow playfully.
“I’ll try and keep up.” Beth replies with a sour expression.
“Volt. Can you feel how many there are out there?” I ask as I tear myself away from Mitchell.
“If we can find one, then maybe I can get a feel for what it sounds like.” Stuarts says, and begins walking towards North Shore Drive.
We follow Stuart as he heads towards a streetlight. I look up, and sure enough, there’s a small CCTV camera perched on top. The camera is rotating from left to right as it stares down at the sidewalk. We stop a good distance away. 
Stuart looks up at it and tilts his head to the right, as if listening. I watch as he raises his right hand up at the camera, then his hand begins to glow blue before pulsing. 
Stuart rotates his hand so that it’s now palm up, then he flexes his fingers. 
It’s hard to describe what I’m seeing. I’ve never seen Stuart do this before. A pale light, almost like a moonbeam, shoots out from his hand and hits the camera. The camera jerks to the right a couple of times, before it snaps up and gazes at the buildings opposite.
“Interesting.” Stuart murmurs quietly. He moves his fingers back and forth in a tickling motion. He then clenches his fist and the camera emits sparks before tilting downwards.
Stuart turns back to us with eyes blazing white.
“There are thousands, guys.” Stuart says and blinks a few times. “It was really cool.” He says and grins. “It was like the entire city was a circuit board, and I could strip away the layers and find the small capacitors.”
“Umm, yeah, okay.” Paul says and gives Stuart a toothy grin.
“Thousands?” I grumble and look up at the now dead camera. Well, that’s one down.
“I-Spy? Read my mind. I have the map of where they are. Pass it to the others.” Stuart asks while his eyes blaze white in the darkness.
Beth tilts her head and giggles. “That tickles.” Beth says and then an unusual image pops into my head. 
It looks like an overhead map of the city, but there are no buildings, just bright green spots of light that are flashing, with pulsing green lines that connect them all. The pulsing lines are crisscrossing all over the image. It’s freaky. It’s like The Matrix, or something.
“Still reading me?” Stuart asks Beth.
I notice Beth nod, but all I can see is the bright green spots and lines in my head now, like I’ve stared at a light for too long, and the image is now burned into my retina.
“Here is where we are.” Stuart says. Then a flashing green light pulses brighter briefly in my head.
“Got it.” I say. “I’ll cover the South Side.” I add.
“I’ll take downtown.” Mitchell states.
“I’ve got the West Side.” Stuart says calmly.
“That leaves me with the North, I guess.” Paul says and takes a deep breath.
“Have fun.” Beth says and folds her arms and leans against the streetlight.
Paul looks over at her. “I wouldn’t stand under there, if I were you. Might give people the wrong idea.”
She flashes him a steely look, but Paul just chuckles and disappears into the night with a loud bang.
I roll my eyes, before taking off and flying south. I keep above the streetlights and give the CCTV cameras a quick bop as I fly over. They make a satisfying crunch before crashing to the sidewalk with a clang. I follow the map burned into my mind and keep up a steady pace. There are still people around at this hour, and some wave at me as I fly overhead. I notice them in my peripheral vision, but I press on. 
 
An hour later, and I fly back towards the beach where we began. As I get closer I can see them already gathered, sitting on the beach. I land lightly next to Mitchell as he lies stretched out, and sit down.
“Well, that was fun.” Paul says. “So, any idea who the dude is who phoned you?” He adds and gives me a serious look for the first time tonight.
“I don’t know. I’ve never heard his voice before.” I reply.
“How the hell did he get your number? That’s just plain freaky.” Beth says as she stretches her legs out in front of her.
“Whoever he is, he sounded serious. He asked for my help.”
“Maybe he’ll call you again.” Stuart says quietly. His eyes are now back to their normal pale brown.
Maybe. I hope whoever they are, that they got my message tonight. I don’t like surprises, and I don’t like people watching my every move.
I fly back to my house and descend to my window.
“What the?” I blurt out when I see my window closed. 
Damn.
I look around quickly before flying over to my dad’s bedroom window which is next to mine. I see it open a fraction at the bottom.
Please be asleep. 
I don’t want him to catch me in my costume. It sounds silly, but I would feel embarrassed if he caught me like this. 
Okay. I am officially embarrassed. 
As I slide the window up, my dad is right there staring back at me. 
My heart is hammering in my chest as I remember to breathe.
“Have fun, did you?” Dad says as he steps back from his window.
I fly through slowly and right myself up so that I’m looking into his eyes.
“Dad. We need to talk.” I say hesitantly.
“I agree.” He says and closes the curtains behind me before switching the light on.
I keep my mouth shut and hover in the air while he walks over and opens the bedroom door.
“Downstairs.” He says then exits the room.
I fly after him, but he stops and glares back at me.
“Stop that. God gave you legs, use them.” He grumbles at me before continuing towards the stairs.
I drop to the green carpet and mooch after him. I follow him into the kitchen. He sits at the table and waits with his back to me. I sigh as I walk over and take the seat opposite.
“First of all.” Dad says and then sighs heavily. “Good job in Mexico. I saw what you did on the news.”
I’m speechless. I wasn’t expecting this.
“Thanks, Dad.” I say.
“Can you take that off, please?” He says and points to my pink eye mask.
“Sure.” I quickly remove it and lay it on the table.
“I see what you’re doing, Pumpkin. I’m not blind. I’m very proud of you.”
I can feel the heat rising to my cheeks.
“But?” I say.
“No more lying. No more hiding things from me. I am your father, and I need you to trust me. We’re a family, Britney. We have to stick together. No matter what happens. Okay?”
“Okay. Then you need to know something.” I say and brace myself.
“What?”
“Someone knows I’m Cosmic Girl.”
“What? Who?”
“That’s just it. I don’t know. He called me on my cell.”
“What did he say?”
“He said that he needs my help. No, wait. He said my country needs me. Whatever that means.”
“What did you say?” Dad asks and rests his stubbly chin on his left fist.
“I hung up. It freaked me out, Dad.”
“He only contacted you the one time?”
“Yeah. This afternoon. I think whoever he is may have caught me changing on CCTV or something. It’s the only explanation. I destroyed our photos that were in Devlin’s basement.”
“Devlin.” Dad mutters and his fists clench until they crack.
“Tell me about it. What are we gonna do?” I ask him.
“Well, you’re going to have a shower, then go to bed. We’ll deal with this in the morning.” Dad says and gets up.
I get up slowly and grab my mask. I follow him from the kitchen, then almost bump into him as he stops and turns to me.
“No more secrets?” He asks.
“No more secrets.” I agree. Then he wraps me in his big bear arms.
“I’m sorry I let you down, Dad. It won’t happen again.” I say into his nightshirt. 
 



Five
 
When I head downstairs for breakfast, Dad and Jessica are already up. I hear the television on in the living room as I get to the bottom of the stairs. I hear an intake of breath, and Jessica chuckle darkly.
“It’s not funny.” I hear Dad argue.
I poke my head around the doorway and yawn. 
“Good morning.” I say as rub my eyes.
“Please tell me there’s a good explanation for this?” Dad says and waves the television remote at the screen.
I yawn again as I try and focus on what he’s pointing at. I see myself in costume sitting on the blue couch talking to Terrence Donovan.
“Damage control, Dad. People need to see that I’m not a danger to everyone. Just to some.” I say and smile.
“Hmm...” He murmurs and flips the channel. Now they’re showing some broken cameras, and some damaged streetlights on the news.
“...thousands of CCTV cameras were discovered vandalized this morning all over Chicago. No witnesses have come forward yet, but the police say that they do have some leads which they will be following up on in due course.”
Yeah. Good luck with that. Still, no witnesses? Lots of people saw me. Why don’t they say anything?
I look sheepishly at the screen before slinking off to the kitchen.
Dad enters as I’m tucking into my bowl of Coco Pops.
“Strange thing. All those security cameras, vandalized like that?” He says.
“Weird.” I agree and nod my head.
He gives me a sharp look, and I sigh and put my spoon down.
“Okay. It was us.” I admit. “But I had no choice, Dad. I don’t know who used those cameras to nail me.” I say quickly.
“I agree.” He says simply. “But it’s a little late. They already know who you are.”
“Well, hopefully this will make it harder for them to learn anything else.” I say, shrug and pick my spoon back up.
“Whoever they are, they’re resourceful.” Dad says and heads back towards the living room.
I finish my cereal in silence. Who are they? C.I.A.? Feds?
A knock at the door breaks my train of thought. I put my bowl in the dishwasher and zip to the front door in a nanosecond. 
“Hi.” Mitchell greets me with a dazzling smile when I open the door.
I jump up and wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him.
He kisses me back and strokes my back with his fingertips, which gives me shivers.
 I release him and let go and drop back to the carpet.
“You’re looking happier.” He says and steps inside.
I close the door behind him and pull him into the living room, where Dad and Jessica are chilling out. It’s Sunday, so they’re both in good spirits. When we enter, Dad looks up from his armchair.
“Oh, hi Mitchell.” Dad says.
“Good morning, sir.” Mitchell replies, then Dad gives him a reproachful look. “Sorry. I mean, Richard.”
“That’s better.” Dad says.
“So, what are you two doing today? Planning on destroying any more government property?” Jessica asks.
“Oh, I’m sure we can find something to do.” Mitchell replies and lifts his black Chicago Bulls backpack meaningfully.
“What, now?” I ask and raise an eyebrow.
“Crime doesn’t just happen when the sun goes down. You game?” Mitchell says.
I look to Dad for approval. He looks up at us and shakes his head.
“You don’t need my permission, Pumpkin. Go. Help people. And, try to be careful. Okay?”
“I’ll try my best.” I say and grin before flying upstairs.
I put my costume into my Chinese lucky cat backpack, then fly back downstairs where Mitchell is waiting by the front door.
“I heard that.” Dad calls out from the living room. “No flying indoors.”
“Yes, Dad.” I say and chuckle. “See you later.” I call out as I open the door.
Mitchell moseys on out and I close the door behind us. We head right and head to the end of my street.
“So, where to?” I ask as I breathe in the fresh air.
“Downtown.” Mitchell replies and loosens his black Chicago Bulls backpack. “There’s always something happening. Muggings, fender benders, carjacking, stabbings...” He adds as he begins to unzip his pack.
“Shall we then?” I say and unleash the power within me. 
My feet pummel the sidewalk as I blaze south. The streets become a blur as I race towards downtown. 
I hear a steady roar, then the sonic boom as Mitchell overtakes me. 
Damn, he’s fast. 
I kick up from the ground and take to the sky. I change into my Cosmic Girl costume several thousand feet up. Once my backpack is secure, I descend toward the city and search for Mitchell. I find him a few seconds later on top of a church, casually leaning against the steeple. He’s in his Crash costume now. He waves a black gloved-hand before hopping down. 
As I fly lower, he points to his left, then disappears in a black blur. I fly overhead and follow him as he heads east. 
In seconds we find ourselves near the Shedd Aquarium just south of Grant Park. Mitchell slows down, makes a left, then stops near the Buckingham Fountain. I swoop down and land next to him. There must be a thousand people here, at least.
I suddenly feel nervous. Will they freak out that we’re here?
“Hi. How you doing?” Mitchell says to some teenage girls who are nearby, gasping and pointing at us.
“Howdy, folks.” I greet a group of six young Latinos who are sitting on the grass reading. Two of them look up, and one of them blows me a kiss and winks at me.
I rise up from the grass and glide over the people sitting down, while Mitchell stomps across the grass looking like Robocop. 
Grant Park is a huge area, and there are thousands of people out enjoying the sunshine. The weather guy said it was gonna be seventy five degrees today, and judging by what most people are wearing, t shirts, tank tops, vests, and some of the guys are topless, I guess he was right for once. 
Me? I don’t feel the temperature anymore. Hot, cold, it’s all the same to me. I always feel warm, nothing else.
I hear a commotion a few hundred yards away, and fly over to see what’s going on. Two guys are shouting, shoving each other. A couple of girls stand nearby shouting as well.
“Whoa. What’s the ruckus?” I call out as I stop and hover near them.
“He was eye-balling my girl.” The one wearing a Van Halen t shirt who is sporting a black goatee states, and points at the other guy.
“He did what?” The other guy’s girlfriend asks and looks daggers at her guy.
The other guy’s wearing an Elvis Presley t shirt, with the King rocking his 70’s wardrobe. The poor guy is getting it from both sides now.
“Did you?” I ask. I can’t believe that I’m trying to fix a domestic.
“Only as I passed by. She was sitting on the grass. I didn’t want to step on her hand, so I looked down to avoid her.” The Elvis guy says.
“Oh, yeah, he looked down alright. Right down her top.” The Van Halen guy says and shoves the other guy backwards.
“Hey, that’s enough.” I say and push them apart. “It sounds plausible.”  
I turn to the Elvis guy and gesture with my head to get out of here. “Go.” I say.
“I’m not done with you.” The other guy says and makes a grab for him.
I glide in-between them and glare at him.
“You wanna hit someone? Hit me.” I say with a challenging look.
“Yeah, right.”
“Then take a chill pill. Nothing happened.” I say.
The guy in the Elvis t shirt gives me a ‘thank you’ look and hustles away with his girl; who may take more convincing.
The man in the Van Halen t shirt grunts and sits back down. The girl who’s with him shrugs at me and sits down again.
I fly up a few more feet and make a slow circuit of the park. Everyone is enjoying the sunshine. Some have guitars and are playing some local tunes, while others have music playing on their cell phones or MP3 players.
I find Mitchell on the north side of the park near Jackson Drive. His helmet is moving left and right like he’s looking for something.
“You lose something?” I ask as I stop and hover near his right shoulder.
“Not something. Someone.” He responds in his deep muffled voice.
“How did you lose them?” I ask.
“She vanished.”
She? “What was she doing before she vanished?”
“Crying. I thought she might need help. But as I got closer, she just disappeared. Faded away, like a ghost.”
“A ghost?” I ask, suddenly curious. I’ve always wanted to see a ghost in person.
“Like a ghost. Not an actual ghost. At least, I don’t think it was a ghost.” Mitchell mutters and shakes his helmeted-head.
“Ooh, what’s that?” I say and inhale through my nose again.
Something acrid stings my nostrils. A fire?
“There.” Mitchell says and points towards Lake Shore Drive.
I look and see a plume of black smoke a couple of miles away. It’s rising from one of those fancy apartment buildings near Lake Shore Drive. 
“Let’s go.” I say and will myself up into the air.
I thrust my arms forward and make a B-line for the black smoke. Yep, it’s definitely on Lake Shore. Looks like it’s Lake Point Tower. The top floors are completely shrouded in black smoke. I descend and level off at the top floor. 
I can already hear the emergency services in the distance. As I get closer, I see Mitchell leap up from the ground. 
His black blurred form rises up in front of me and arcs towards the top floor windows. I hear the sound of breaking glass as he enters the building in typical Crash fashion. A ball of flame shoots out from his entry point, then more flames begins erupting from the other windows, shattering the glass. Tongues of orange and red flame lick the air and walls. 
I head for the broken window, and take a deep breath before flying through into a thick blanket of black smoke. The smoke is making my eyes water. There’s a heavy smell of chemicals in the air.
“Hello? Is anyone here?” I hear Mitchell’s muffled voice call out from somewhere nearby.
I try and gage where he is, but the smoke is so thick that there’s zero visibility.
“Is anybody here?” I call out above the crackle of burning furniture and the roar of fire.
I hear something. Barely audible with all of this noise. But the strangeness of it catches my ear. 
It sounded like a button being pressed. The billowing thick smoke begins to thin. Within a few seconds the smoke has thinned enough for me to see a tall man in a grey suit sitting calmly on a stool in the middle of the room. He’s wearing a gas mask.
“What the...” I mutter as the smoke vanishes inside several square devices that lie littered around the large room. 
The devices seem to be sucking the smoke from the room. The man presses another button in his hand, and the flames vanish in an instant.
The man removes his gas mask, then smiles.
“I’m glad you got my message.” The man says and salutes me casually with two fingers to his right temple. 
 



Six
 
“Who the hell are you?” I say, suddenly alarmed and caught off guard. I was not expecting this.
“You can call me Bill, if you wish.” The man in the grey suit replies casually.
If I wish? 
I scrutinize him more closely. Dark grey suit. Three buttoned. Very shiny black shoes. Neatly clipped black hair around the ears and side, but longer on top, and slicked back with product. Probably wax by the sheen on his hair. Mid forties by the crow’s feet around his eyes and smile lines. Strong looking jaw. Steely grey eyes that don’t blink as he regards me as well.
“I assume your name isn’t Bill, then?” I say.
“I assume your name isn’t Cosmic Girl, then?” He replies with a smirk.
Touché.
“Okay. So you got my attention. What do you want?” I ask, as Mitchell walks slowly over and stands near him.
“I’m just a messenger. My employer would very much like to meet you.” He says and reaches into his suit and pulls out a business card. “Meet him. Hear what he has to say.” He says and extends his hand to Mitchell.
“Or?” Mitchell asks.
“Or we’ll have to come up with a more creative way to get your attention.” He says with a hint of a threat in his silky voice.
I glide over and Mitchell hands me the card. It’s for a hotel.
“Be there tomorrow. 8pm, by the service entrance.” The strange man called Bill says, before getting up from the stool.
“Why?” I ask.
“Come, and you’ll find out. But just you. On your own.” Bill says and gives Mitchell a funny look.
Whatever. What can they do to me, anyway?
“Fine. I’ll be there.”
“Excellent.” He says cheerily and smiles. “See you tomorrow, then.” And with that, he walks calmly towards the stairwell.
I look at the card again. The Drake Hotel. There’s an image of the hotel on one side, and on the back is a map of its location.
“Must be serious, if they went to all of this trouble.” Mitchell says as he stands near me. “You think it’s a trap?”
“Not sure.” I reply as I look at the map on the back of the card.
It’s true that the government is after us, and this all stinks of them.
“Well, if it is a trap. I guess I’m gonna find out.” I say as I gaze out through the broken window.
I look out at the beach and Lakeshore Drive below, when I see a dark figure floating quickly towards us. I recognize the costume as he gets closer. The black cape is unmistakable.
“Hey, Warlock.” I greet Paul as he stops and hovers outside.
“Whoa, what happened here? Where’s the fire?” Paul asks as he looks over my shoulder.
“False alarm.” I say.
“That was one helluva false alarm, then. I could see that smoke from Garfield Park.”
“What she means, is that this was a setup. Not a genuine fire.” Mitchell’s deep muffled voice says from behind me.
“Who would do that?” Paul asks as he hovers just outside the broken window.
“Someone who calls himself Bill.” I say. “Make some room, I’m coming out.” I ask.
Paul floats to the left and I glide outside and move to the right of the broken window. I look down at the sidewalk, hundreds of feet below us. The fire department are here. Some fire fighters are craning their necks to look up at us.
“So, this Bill dude. What did he want?” Paul asks. His black cape with red lining flaps in the breeze behind him. I think I’m starting to like his costume now. He looks quite dashing. But kinda silly at the same time. That’s Paul.
“He just wants me to meet someone.”
“Helluva way to arrange a date.” Paul says, then looks inside at Mitchell as he stands near the opening in his Crash costume. “What do you think about this, buddy?”
“I think if whoever it is wanted to try and hurt us, he would have tried it by now.” Mitchell replies.
“Well, who’s hungry?” I ask and smile at Paul and Mitchell.
“I’m in.” Paul says.
“Make a hole.” Mitchell says and takes several steps backwards.
I hover further to the right and Paul floats over to join me. I hear the carpet inside being hammered, then a black blur shoots out of the opening like a cannonball. Mitchell’s dark form continues through the air for at least a mile before he starts to arc toward the ground.
“Show off.” Paul snorts.
I take off after him. 
“Hey, wait up.” Paul calls out behind me.
I slow down and look over my shoulder as he floats after me.
“I can’t move as fast as you can.” He grumbles as he catches up with me.
“I thought you said you couldn’t fly?” I ask and flash him a toothy grin as I flip over and fly backwards, so I can look at him.
“I’m not flying. Not really. Think of it as carrying myself.” He says and points to his temple. “It gets tricky when I’m distracted.” He wobbles slightly, then straightens up again.
“Sorry, am I distracting you?” I ask and flip back on to my stomach.
“So, where should we eat?” He asks after a few seconds.
We meet up with Mitchell on top of the Four Seasons hotel. We quickly get changed back into our normal clothes, then step off the edge and drop to the street in a second. We make a loud thud as we land, then we walk casually towards Michigan Avenue. I lead them right and head up towards Water Tower Place. Once inside, they follow me as I go up to the mezzanine area and make a B-line for M Burger.
We take our burgers and shakes over to a vacant table, and get stuck in. I went for the Hurt Burger. Juicy patty, BBQ sauce and Pepper Jack cheese. Yummy. I wash it down with a chocolate malt, and sigh in contentment.
“Oh, yeah. That fire reminded me. I met a couple of Supers this morning.” Paul says after he sucks on his straw.
“Where?” I ask.
“Garfield Park. I was passing through when I saw this kid firing balls of flame from his hands at an old sign.” Paul says quietly.
“I hope you stopped him.” Mitchell says and leans forward over the table.
“Of course I did. But he wasn’t alone, was he.”
“What happened?” I ask.
“Well, I flipped him over and dangled him from the ground. You know, to try and get his attention.” 
“Well, this girl that was with him, she disappears right in front of my eyes in a puff.” Paul says and opens his fingers dramatically to illustrate.
“Then she reappears up in the air, grabs the kid, then puff...gone. Both of them.” Paul adds and sits back in his chair. “It was friggin sweet.” He murmurs as he grabs his shake again.
“I think I saw someone today who may be a Super.” Mitchell says.
“What did you see?” Paul asks eagerly and grins.
“I’m still not sure. This girl vanished right in front of me. Not like in a puff, like yours. She just faded away until there was nothing there.”
“Did she have long black hair?” Paul asks.
“No. Her hair was short, and blonde.”
“Ooh, so it wasn’t her. Someone new. Ghost Girl. Cool.” Paul says and wipes his mouth on a paper napkin.
“We know we weren’t the only ones. There were twenty in our class that came out of that cage.” I say.
“Yeah. But no one’s really shown any powers yet.” Mitchell replies.
“Well, now they are.” I point out.
“Maybe they’re late developers.” Paul suggests.
“Like you, you mean?” Mitchell says and sniggers.
“Hey, I’m not short. I’m two inches taller than Tom Cruise, for crying out loud.”
Mitchell chuckles as he sits back in his chair. Then cries out as his chair topples over backwards with a clang.
“Oops.” Paul snorts.
Boys!
I suggest we leave before they break something. 
Paul waves goodbye before launching up into the sky, freaking out everyone nearby. I hear his dark chuckling before he vanishes out of sight. Mitchell shakes his head as we walk up Michigan Avenue past the John Hancock building.
“More Supers, huh?” Mitchell says as he turns to me while we walk.
“It’s exciting.” I say and grin. “I wonder how the big cheeses are gonna take it?”
“Maybe you can ask them tomorrow.” Mitchell suggests.
“You think it will be some hotshot from on high?”
“Has to be. But who?”
“I’ll keep you posted.” I say and wink up at him.
 



Seven
 
May 20th. Monday. School again. But summer break is just around the corner, so I grin and bear it. I’m just starting to switch off in Physics as usual, when I notice something odd happening to my left. The girl sitting at the desk to my left is staring out of the window. Nothing unusual about that. 
Heck, if I had the window seat, that’s what I’d be doing right now. 
But her right arm is beginning to fade, right before my eyes. 
Yep, it’s gone now. I can see her desk where her arm was a second ago.
Freaky!
I reach across as Mr. Stein jabbers on with his back to us, and try to tap her on her shoulder. My hand goes right through and I almost topple out of my seat. I right myself, then lean over slightly towards her as she continues to stare out of the window, oblivious.
“Psst!” I hiss, loud enough that she can hear me.
“Hmm?” She says as if coming out of a trance. She blinks and turns and looks at me.
“Your arm. Quick.” I whisper and point down at where her arm should be.
“Oh. Whoops.” She says. “Thanks.” She half-smiles at me as her arm reappears.
I’ve found Ghost Girl.  In my own classroom. 
She’s always been quiet. I think this is the first time we’ve spoken in at least a year. 
I’m not even sure if we spoke at all when we were in the steel cage, back in San Francisco, where all these crazy powers started. I smile back as she clears her throat and gives me a furtive glance.
“Anytime.” I reply. I can’t help but notice the relief in her troubled eyes. “Hey. You wanna have lunch with me?” I offer.
“Really?” She asks hesitantly and looks at me briefly, before checking the board again and making some notes.
“Sure. I think we’ve got lots to talk about.” I say and extend my hand to her. “I’m Britney Brookes.”
She looks at me sheepishly, before extending her hand towards me. “Georgia Goodman.” She says quietly and blushes. 
When she takes my hand, her eyes glaze over for a second, then she almost falls out of her chair, as she jerks back quickly, as if stung.
“Oh my gosh!” Georgia blurts out, and stares at me wide-eyed and trembling, but with a big smile on her shocked face.
“Miss......umm.....what is the matter back there?” Mr. Stein calls out, and steps from behind his desk and peers in our direction over the rim of his glasses.
I give him a blank look and shrug. 
“Sorry sir.” Georgia says and tries to compose herself.
That was weird. I pretend to make notes as I look at Georgia from time to time. Her eyes flick to mine occasionally, but the smile never leaves her face. Stuart, who sits on my right, is watching us quietly with interest. 
When the class is over, I wait for Georgia outside in the hall. When she emerges carrying her books and heads to the lockers, I catch up with her.
“Hi.” I say and look up at her.
She looks at me briefly and blushes, before clearing her throat and carrying on walking towards the lockers.
“Is something wrong?” I ask.
She shakes her head and smiles bashfully.
“What happened in there?” I ask.
“Sorry. I fade sometimes.” She says and stops.
“No, not that. You freaked when you touched me. What happened?” I ask.
I stop and look up at her, as she looks around. She looks like she’s waiting. I wait. When enough people are far enough away, Georgia leans down and whispers in my ear.
“You’re Cosmic Girl.”
What the hell? “No I’m not.” I reply and take a step back.
“It’s okay. I won’t tell anyone, I swear.” Georgia says quietly and clutches her books tightly to her chest.
“Why do you think I’m her?” I ask.
She giggles gently. “I don’t think it, I know it.”
“How?” I’d been so careful. Yeah, she probably saw me rip the cage door off back in San Francisco, but that’s all.
“When I touched you, I saw everything.”  Her eyes turn sad, and she places a hand gently on my shoulder. “I’m very sorry about what happened to your mother.” She says, and there are tears in her eyes.
“You saw? How?” I ask as I begin to mist up at the mention of my mom.
“I don’t know. It’s something that I’ve had since I was a kid. I touch something or someone, and bang, I get a flood of memories and images. But since San Francisco, it happens more often, and faster too.” Georgia says and looks down at her plain black shoes.
Wow. Ghost Girl is a psychic too. Cool!
“You still wanna have lunch with me?” I ask.
“Really? You still want to be friends with....someone like me?”
“Trust me. You’re not as odd as you think you are.” I say and reach up and hook my arm with hers. “You should see the idiots we have to deal with.” I joke as we head to our next class.
 
When lunchtime comes, I wait for Georgia by the entrance to the school canteen. She enters and sees me waiting. I smile and gesture with my head to the counter.
“Hi.” I greet her as she ambles over carrying her beige clutch bag with red poppies embroidered on it.
“Hello.” She whispers. She’s at least four inches taller than I am. She smiles down at me, and I take her hand and pull her after me towards the counter. “You’re small.” She says quietly.
“You’re quiet.” I say and grin as I crane my neck to look up at her.
“I don’t mean to be.” Georgia says softly.
I shrug. “I don’t mean to be small. But what can you do?” 
Georgia chuckles, like small bells being pawed by a kitten.
We get our food. Not a great choice today. Mac & Cheese, Turkey Twizzlers, Cheese Pizza, or a BLT. I choose the lesser of four evils and go with the Cheese Pizza. Georgia picks the chicken salad, which I hadn’t even noticed was there. I show her to our usual table in the corner. 
The others are already eating. I notice a couple of extra heads sitting at our table.
“Hey, guys. This is Georgia Goodman.” I say as I sit down and gesture for Georgia to sit down opposite me.
“Hi.” Beth says, and looks at me quickly before returning to her meal.
“Georgia. These are my friends. Paul, Beth, Stuart, Mitchell, and.....” I say as I point to them in turn, then pause and wait for someone to introduce the new boy and girl who are sitting next to Paul.
“Ahem.” Mitchell tries to get Paul’s attention.
Beth nudges Paul with her elbow.
“Oh, right. Sorry.” Paul says and then swallows his food. “This is Pamela Rodriguez.” Paul says and points to the Hispanic looking girl with the long black hair. “And this dude, is Ryan Ford.” He says and points to the short guy with a brown mop of hair on his head. His eyes look shifty.
“Hello, everyone.” Georgia says and waves.
“Are they?” I ask Paul, leaving the question hanging in the air, and nod my head towards the two newbies.
“Yeah, I’m the fire starter. If that’s what you mean?” The kid called Ryan says and smirks.
“So that makes you the.....vanishing act?” I ask the girl.
“It ain’t no vanishing act, girl. I jump around.” Pamela says.
“I vanish.” Georgia says softly and drinks some of her water.
“Cool. You found Ghost Girl.” Paul blurts out and grins.
“It was you I saw yesterday at Grant Park?” Mitchell asks.
Georgia nods timidly, but doesn’t look up from her tray of food.
“Why were you crying?” I ask.
“Have you ever felt like nobody sees you?” She asks quietly, while picking at her salad.
“Sometimes, I feel so invisible. Like if I vanished completely, I don’t think anyone would notice.” Georgia says as she examines a slice of cucumber. “Ever since San Francisco, I feel even more alone now than ever.”
“You’re not alone. We’ve all been put through the ringer.” Paul says, and raises his right forefinger. Georgia’s plate rises up from the table a couple of inches, rotates 180 degrees, then lowers back down on to her tray.
Georgia gasps, and looks at Paul.
“We all have powers, Georgia. You’re not as alone as you think.” I whisper into her ear.
She smiles at me, and tears balance precariously at the edges of her eyes.
“I think you guys need to see something.” I say to the three new Supers.
 
After school, we wait for our new friends, then head to Mitchell’s dad’s junk yard. Mitchell quickly gets to work finding a new vehicle that we can use. The container we used for Mexico is too large for here. We need something more compact. Something that won’t draw fighter planes loaded with weapons to us. 
It doesn’t take him long. I hear the sound of grinding metal, then a beat-up old red pickup is pushed around the corner of a pile of refrigerators.
“Classy.” Beth groans as she takes in the dilapidated pickup.
“Hey, at least it’s red.” Paul enthuses.
“Yeah, ‘cause color is so important.” Beth replies and rolls her eyes.
“What are you going to do with that?” Georgia asks as she points to the vehicle.
“Watch.” I say as I remove my Chinese lucky cat backpack.
“That backpack looks familiar.” Pamela says.
I flash a cheesy grin, then spin on the spot and change into my Cosmic Girl costume in a nanosecond. I stop once changed and slip my backpack back on.
“Whoa! You’re Cosmic Girl?” Ryan says a bit too loud for my liking.
“Surprise.” I say. 
Then the others get changed into their costumes just as quickly. 
Soon, only Georgia, Ryan and Pamela are standing in their normal clothes.
“I was right! Ha ha.” Georgia says, hopping up and down.
I turn to Ryan and Pamela. “You two okay with this?”
“Oh, yeah. Totally.” Ryan says and flashes Pamela a big grin.
Pamela looks at all of us slowly, before turning to me. She nods her head. I look at Georgia, who’s chewing her lip and looking down at her plain black shoes.
“Friends?” I offer and hover over to her.
“You really want to be my friend?” She asks timidly.
I nod my head. 
I extend my hand to her. She looks at me and holds my gaze for a few seconds, before taking a deep breath and taking my hand. I see her eyes glaze over for a second, then she takes a deep breath.
“Friends. Please.” Georgia says softly.
“Good.” I say and pull her up into the air gently.
She kicks her legs and giggles as I glide over and set her down in the back of the pickup. Paul opens the cab door.
“All aboard.” Paul calls out.
Within minutes, everyone is on board, and I’m carrying the rusty red pickup north past the city limits. I accelerate when I get past the taller buildings. I hear the others above me talking. I smile when I hear Georgia talking to Beth. 
It’s almost another fifteen minutes before I see the familiar green forest beneath me, then I’m flying over the shimmering lake towards the small islands. I see the humpback like hill on our island in the distance, and make a b-line for it. When I set the front of the pickup down and pass it through my hands above me, I hear the cab doors open. I set the back wheels down on to the brown dirt a few yards away from the shore. 
The boys are helping the girls down from the back of the pickup, when Mitchell removes his motorcycle helmet.
“Welcome. This is where we train.” Mitchell says and motions with his black gloved-hand to the hand-made wooden buildings hidden by the trees, just up ahead.
“Cool.” Ryan says as he walks quickly over to our log cabin.
“You built all of this?” Georgia asks and steps ahead of me.
“Had to. People tend to frown on property destruction.” I say as I follow her.
“So, we can destroy this?” Ryan asks and flames flicker around his eyes as he grins at us.
“Try not to. The point of this place is to practice, so that when we’re in the city, we know how to control ourselves.” Mitchell says.
“Like this.” Paul says, then blurs as he accelerates. 
He stops abruptly by the wall of the cabin near Ryan, then zooms away to another building in a zigzag fashion before stopping near the door of a building which looks like a bank. “See?”
“Easy.” Ryan says then surges toward Paul. In a heartbeat he curses as he trips over a rock and flies into the dirt, landing on his face.
“Not so easy, is it?” Stuart says as he sits down on the stump of a tree.
“He’ll get there.” Paul says, and saunters over to Ryan as Pamela disappears amidst a black flash, then reappears next to Ryan. She takes his hand and helps him to his feet.
“You need to watch your step, buddy.” Paul says and chuckles as Ryan frowns at him.
 
In the next two hours we take Ryan, Pamela and Georgia through some basic speed training. We all stand in a huge circle, around twenty meters in diameter, and get them to run and high-five the person opposite them before moving on to the next one. 
We start them off slowly at first, then as they improve, we ask them to push themselves harder.
“Gentle on the hand contact next time, okay Georgia?” I say as she blurs away towards Stuart.
Dry dirt is being thrown up all over the place as they race around the area. My legs are starting to look like a couple of terracotta chimneys. I check my cell phone as Pamela high-fives me before vanishing again. It’s getting late.
“Guys, we need to wrap things up. I have an appointment to keep.” I say as I put my cell phone back in my backpack, before brushing the dirt from my costume. I must look my best for whoever it is that wants to meet me.
“That was fun.” Georgia says and grins down at me as we walk back to the red pickup.
“Feel better?” I ask.
She smiles, leaps up into the air and lands in the back of the pickup.
“Much better. Thank you.” Georgia says.
Pamela appears in a black flash right next to Georgia and sits down.
“Neat trick.” I say to Pamela as the others begin to arrive.
“Are you sure I can’t just.....a little?” Ryan asks Paul as they head over. Ryan’s hands are aflame and his eyes are blazing red, with small tongues of flames licking up towards his eyebrows.
“No. Control yourself, dude.” Paul says and shakes his head as he walks past me.
“But, all of that wood....” Ryan grumbles as he extinguishes his flames and sighs.
“All aboard.” Paul calls out as he open the cab door.
 
When we get to Mitchell’s dad’s junkyard, I set the vehicle down and say goodbye.
“You want me to come with you?” Mitchell asks as he catches up with me.
“He said I was to come alone.” I reminded him. I stop and look up at him as he towers over me in his costume. I reach up and place my hand on his chest. “I’ll be okay.” I say bravely. 
But, yeah, I’m worried. They went to a lot of trouble to get my attention. 
“I-Spy.” Mitchell calls out.
There’s an in-rush of wind, then Beth materializes next to us.
“Yeah?” Beth asks as he looks at us both.
“I want you to stay connected to Britney. Keep me posted on where she is, and anything interesting. Okay?” Mitchell asks in his deep muffled voice.
“No sweat, beefcake. I’ve got my girl’s back.” Beth says and smiles at me.
“Well. I guess, I’d better go.” I say and turn to leave. “See you later.” I say in farewell, then launch myself up into the deep blue sky.
I stop and hover at around a thousand feet up, and get my bearings. I see the great lake to my left, so head in that direction first. I see Lakeshore Drive far below now, so I bank to my right and follow it south until I get to Michigan Avenue. 
I find the Drake Hotel easy enough. Can’t miss it, even from the air. I hover above and look down and check the streets far below. 
I see someone in white appear from a side door. He places a trash bag into a green plastic dumpster, then disappears back inside. I plummet to the ground and land near the steps. 
Okay, this must be the service entrance, I guess. 
I slip my Chinese lucky cat backpack off and check my cell phone. 7:56pm. I put my cell back and put my backpack on again, then adjust my pink glittery eye mask.
I lean back and rest against the dull grey-bricked wall, and wait. I occasionally lean forward and check both entrances to this side alley every now and then.
A few more minutes pass by, before I begin to hear some footsteps. Lots of footsteps. Heavy boots by the sound of them.
“Typical.” I mutter as two squads of armed men pour in from both entrances to this alley. 
 



Eight
 
They don’t look like police officers. I don’t see any insignias or badges, or uniforms. They’re all wearing black suits, black shirts, black ties and black shades. They look comfortable with the assault rifles they’re pointing at me, like they’ve done this before.
“Howdy, boys.” I say casually as I continue to lean against the wall.
One of the men edges a few steps closer and cocks his weapon.
“You are to come with us.” He barks at me.
“Okay.” I say and take a step towards him.
“Put this on.” He demands and launches something dark at me.
I look down and see a huge black poncho, but with no hole for the neck, just two small holes for eyes.
“You’re kidding, right?” I say and raise an eyebrow.
“Put it on.” The man barks at me again, and raises his assault rifle, pointing it at my face.
“There’s no need to be rude, you know.” I say as I reach down and pick up the garment.
I slip it on over my head, and adjust it so I can see through the small holes.
“Now what?” I ask.
“Follow me.” He barks as he strides back towards the street.
The garment is a bit long, and I begin to step on the fabric, so I rise up from the ground and float along behind him. 
When we get to the street, a huge crowd has already gathered. Some are taking photos.
“Back away. There’s nothing to see here.” The leader barks at them and even shoves a couple of people back, as he steps on to the sidewalk.
“Hey, don’t be rude!” I call out to him as he opens the side door to a large black van, that’s parked outside the hotel.
“Get in.” He orders me and stands guard outside the van, watching the crowd.
“Relax, Rambo. I think we’re okay.” I say as I float into the van. I back up against one side and sit down on one of the seats.
I hear a young guy complain, then I hear something metal smash to the ground. “Hey, my camera!” I hear a guy yell.
The armed men file into the van, then the door closes and we start moving.
“You’re a real class act, aren’t you?” I say as the lead guy turns his thick neck and glares at me through his black sunglasses.
“Freak.” He grumbles before turning his attention back to the driver.
Are you still there Beth? I think aloud.
‘I’m here. I’m following the vans.’ Beth’s husky voice says inside my head.
Good.
After several minutes of silence from the armed men, I begin to hum a tune. The van is rocking slightly. Feels like they’re speeding. Hmm, they’re in a hurry to get rid of me.
Beth, where are we? I think aloud.
‘You’re on the Eisenhower expressway. They’re taking you west. We’ve already passed the Malcolm X College. They must be doing over a hundred. Someone’s sure in a hurry.’ Beth replies.
Is anyone thinking of anything interesting? I ask inside my head.
‘Not really. They’re thinking about you mostly. That, and doing a good job.’
Me? What are they thinking?
‘I’d rather not say. It’s not complimentary.’
Right. Well, they’re not exactly on my Christmas card list either.
Thirty minutes pass before the van screeches to a stop, and the side door is slid open.
“Out!” The lead guy orders me and points with his black gloved hand.
“You know, saying please once in a while wouldn’t kill you.” I grumble as I float outside and land on the ground
He slides the door back in place with a slam.
I pull the poncho off and throw it to one side.
I turn and look up at the derelict building in front of me. It looks like it used to be a hangar, but its seen better days. Some panels from the roof are missing and there is graffiti on the sides. 
I turn and look back at the black van. A man climbs from the passenger side of the van. He looks a little different from the others. He still wears a suit, but his is charcoal grey. I see his short clipped hair, and recognize his steely grey eyes.
“Hello, Bill.” I say and fold my arms across my chest.
“My boys didn’t scare you, I hope.” He says with a smirk.
“I don’t scare that easily.” I reply and nod up at the derelict hangar behind me. “You wanna explain?” I ask.
“Not everything is as it seems.” Bill says and swaggers over carrying a briefcase hand-cuffed to his left wrist.
He gestures with his right hand, which is covered in a pale grey leather glove. “Ladies first.” He says, then stops. “You are a lady, right?” He asks.
“Please.” I say and walk ahead of him. The hangar is already open, so I head in. It looks just as bad inside. Leaves and old newspapers are scattered along the barren hangars floor. A few homeless guys are lying down on some newspaper by one wall.
“Hey, guys.” Bill greets them with a wave. They nod their heads in acknowledgement.
Bill reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small key fob.  He presses a button on one side of the key. 



I hear something beep nearby, then there’s a click. Part of the floor pops up slightly. Bill reaches down and grabs one side of the floor and flips it open to reveal a large metal door with a keypad and keyhole. He kneels down and inserts his key, then presses some buttons quickly on the keypad. The keypad flashes green, and Bill steps back. The door beeps, then emits a hiss as it slowly swings open by hydraulics. 
I see steps disappearing down into the ground. Lights begin to flutter to life down the stairwell.
“After you.” Bill says and swings his keys around his forefinger.
This feels oddly familiar, as I walk slowly down the stone steps and head deep underground. 
I hear the large metal door close heavily behind us, then a loud series of clicks as it locks into place. Bill whistles a tune behind me as he follows me down the steps. 
Even after ten minutes we’re still walking down the same stone steps.
“How deep are we going?” I ask as I see the steps fade into the distance below me.
“Deep enough.” Bill replies casually. “You’re not claustrophobic, are you?” He asks.
“No. Just impatient.” I grumble.
I finally see the last step up ahead after another twenty minutes. I emerge into a plain hallway painted a pale mint green. Deep emerald green carpet underfoot. The hallway is long and narrow and ends at a corner. 
I float along the hallway until I get to the corner. I see another hallway, only this one’s shorter and ends at a set of dark green double doors shaped into a large circle.
“After you.” I suggest and wait for Bill to walk past me.
He reaches the round green double-door and knocks loudly four times. Then he opens one of the doors and waits for me. I fly over and hover next to him as he waits holding the door open. Inside is like one of those fancy business conference rooms they have in hotels. Only this one is huge. 
A large flat screen television fills an entire wall. In the middle of the room is an oval desk, where several men are seated. One of them gets up and walks from the head of the table toward me.
“Thank you for coming, Cosmic Girl.” The man says politely and gestures to one of the chairs. “Please, come in.”
I look at Bill quickly, then fly inside. I land gently in front of the older guy.
“I assume you know who I am?” The old guy asks.
I nod my head. He had been on the news only a few days ago. Round face, grey hair receding around the ears, small wire-framed glasses, a thin grey moustache. He’s a little portly, but he stands with dignity. He’s not in his usual military uniform. He’s dressed casually in a pale blue sweater and beige slacks.
“How can I help you, Mr. Secretary of Defense?” I ask calmly.
 



Nine
 
“You and I share a common enemy.” Donald Winters, the Secretary of Defense says as he gestures to the oval table.
I hover after him as he walks calmly back to the table.
“Who?” I ask as I arrive at the table behind him.
“This man.” He says and presses a button.
The huge monitor that fills one wall flares to life. It shows a huge image of Devlin De Marco, in a red silk suit, with matching deep red overcoat. 
His white silk shirt is unbuttoned, as usual, revealing his hairless tanned chest.
I grind my teeth as I look up at Devlin.
“This man is now the most dangerous man on the planet.” Donald Winters states gravely.
“Him? Come on. I can take him.” I say casually.
“Which is why you are here.” One of the men seated at the table says and looks up at me. He’s a scrawny man in his thirties, wearing a deep blue suit.
“He gave you your powers. Correct?” Donald Winters asks.
“Yes.” I say grudgingly. I hate giving Devlin any credit.
“How many people do you think he has also given powers to?” One of the men at the table asks. He’s wearing green military fatigues. A whole bunch of medals adorn his chest.
“I don’t know.” I shrug. I remember all of the computer monitors in his secret basement. “Lots, I guess.”
“Do you have any idea how much this is worth?” The scrawny man in the blue suit pipes up again.
Who wouldn’t want to have superpowers?
“Yeah, I guess I do. What are you getting at?” I say.
“This.” Bill says as he walks behind me, and presses some buttons on a console that’s embedded in the oval table.
The screen changes, and now shows several images. They’re photos of men taken from security cameras, or maybe from a satellite.  
“This guy is known only as the Dubai Devil. He’s responsible for several high profile terrorist attacks in the last three years.” Bill says pointing to one of the images. 
The guy doesn’t look very scary. Calm, placid eyes stare from an angular face. A small black goatee hangs from his chin. 
His high cheek bones make him look gaunt, especially with the thin pencil nose and arching eyebrows, which make him look surprised. 
Has he had Botox?
“This charming young man..” Bill says pointing to another image. “..is known as the Prince of Pain. He specializes in kidnapping, torture, extortion, murder..”
“Okay, okay. But what have they got to do with Devlin?” I ask.
“Since Devlin’s arrest and subsequent escape, these men have vanished off our radar. We have no idea where they are.” Bill says grimly.
“Wait. You think they’re gonna go after Devlin?” I ask.
“We need you to locate Mr. De Marco, apprehend him, and retrieve the meteorites, at any cost.” Donald Winters says gravely.
“And what do I get out of this?” I ask.
“The appreciation of your country.” Donald says with a wry smile.
“I have one condition.” I say and face the men.
“Now wait just a minute...” The scrawny guy says and starts to stand up.
“It’s alright, Jackson. I want to hear her out.” Donald says and waves the guy back into his seat.
“I want you to call off the dogs. Me and my friends are allies, got it? No more being chased by police, no more being shot at by the Air Force. Leave us the hell alone, okay?” I say and fold my arms across my chest and wait.
“Consider it done.” Donald says and smiles.
I point to the phone sitting near the scrawny pencil neck.
“Now, if you please.” I say and smile.
“Jackson, if you will?” Donald says and turns to the guy in the blue suit.
Jackson huffs, but he picks up the phone and starts dialing.
“Hi Central, this is agent Warren Jackson. Send order to all agencies. Bluebird and friends are off the menu. Correct. Thank you.” Jackson says then hangs up. He gives me an odd look.
“I think that takes care of that, my dear.” Donald says and turns to me. “Now, it’s time for you to honor our agreement.”
“Where do I start?” I ask. “Where was he last seen?”
“Well, we do have additional security cameras in most cities, and we are looking for him. Some in Chicago were damaged, unfortunately.” Bill says and looks at me accusingly.
I blush.
“One of our satellites tracked him off the coast of San Diego a few days ago. But then we lost him.” The military guy says and presses a button. It shows an overhead view of the Pacific Ocean and the golf course near Devlin’s hilltop mansion. 
“Uh oh.” I say as I realize why he went there.
“What is it?” Bill asks.
“That’s where the jet went down. I think he might have had the meteorites on board.” I say as I gaze at the image.
“He flipped out about some cases, which I thought was weird at the time. But now it makes sense.” I say and hover above the oval table and gaze at the screen. “He went to get his precious rocks back.” I add and look back at the men.
I look around for the exit. “Is there a quicker way out of here?” I ask quickly as I look around.
“This way.” The military guy says and gets up from the table. “With your permission, Mr. Secretary of Defense?” He asks and nods his head towards Donald.
“By all means, General.” Donald replies, and the military guy walks quickly over to one wall, where another door stands closed.
He opens the door and marches along a short corridor towards a steel elevator. 
I fly behind and hover by the elevator as he taps some buttons, then presses his hand against a pad. The elevator pings open, and I fly inside. He enters and presses the only button. 
In a couple of minutes the doors ping open, and I am greeted with some rusty metal doors.
“Good luck, Cosmic Girl. Don’t fail us.” The General says, then salutes me.
I exit the elevator and the doors ping close again. I open the rusty metal doors, and find myself on top of a large flat roof. The area around me looks industrial as I try and get my bearings.
‘Ah, there you are. Where did you go?’ I hear Beth’s husky voice inside my head, sounding relieved.
You couldn’t hear me? I ask inside my head.
‘Not at all. You think they’re on to me?’
Who knows? Get the others together and meet me at Grant Park near the fountain, in costume. I reply.
‘What happened?’
I’ll tell you in person. I reply in my head. 
I launch up into the darkening sky and accelerate until I pass the first layer of clouds. Once through, I slow down and breathe in the fresh air. I wait for my inner compass to start working, then pitch forward and fly down and bank to my right as I head towards the lake. In seconds I’m down and walking across the short grass towards the Buckingham Fountain. 
Plenty of people are calling after me, and I see the flash of cameras as I saunter over to the fountain and hop up on the ledge and sit down. I hear a rumble and feel the wind on my face, then my friends materialize one at a time. First Mitchell, in costume, then Stuart in his blue unitard with the white lightning bolt and blue skiing goggles, followed by Beth in her white leather catsuit with matching eye mask, then lastly Paul in his magician’s costume.
“Hi guys.” I say and smile at them. “I’ve got some good news, and some bad news.” I say.
“Figures. So what’s the bad news?” Beth asks.
“The bad news is that we have to hunt down Devlin De Marco again. If we don’t, then he could create super-terrorists.” I reply.
“Bloody hell.” Paul blurts out. “We can’t let that happen, right?” He adds and looks around at the others.
“Okay, so what’s the good news?” Stuart asks calmly.
“The cops and military are no longer after us. So we have more freedom now.” I say.
“Well, that should help.” Mitchell says in his deep muffled voice.
“Yeah, it’s always easier when people are not trying to blast you out of the sky.” Beth says. 
“So do we bring in the newbies for this?” Paul asks.
I think about our new friends and what they can do. I remember what happened when Georgia touched me.
“I-Spy, contact Ghost Girl. Have her meet us at the junk yard. Five minutes.” I say quickly to Beth.
Beth closes her eyes and leans her head to one side. Then she opens her eyes and rubs her nose with her thumb.
“Done.” Beth says.
“Let’s go.” I say and take off into the air and fly west.
I get to the junk yard in seconds and drop to the dirt like a rock. I hunt around for a suitable carrier for everyone. I see a beaten old trailer. 
Nope. 
I race over to a large pile of scrap and look for anything useful.
Nothing. 
I race past a pile of washing machines, and something catches my eye. I turn and look to my left. 
Ah. Now that’s a little more like it.
 
“A fishing boat? Really?” I hear Beth shout out to me from above, as we reach the first cloud layer.
“A smelly fishing boat.” Paul calls out. 
“It serves its purpose quite nicely.” I shout up at them as I hold on tightly to the hull.
“This boat has seen some really bad times. Those poor fishermen.” I hear Georgia call out.
“What’s she been smoking?” I hear Paul call out.
‘So, where are we going, exactly?’ Beth’s husky voice asks inside my head.
San Diego. I reply in my head.
The Secretary of Defense is true to his word. We reach San Diego without any trigger happy flyboys saying ‘Hi’. 
I swoop down to the Pacific, then lower myself into the blue ocean. As the fishing boat bobs on top the waves above me, I let go and then fly to the side and come up out of the water.
“What? Are we going fishing?” Paul asks as he looks up at me while chewing a toothpick.
“In a way.” I say and lower myself on to the boats deck. Trying to remember the image that was on the screen, I face away from the land and walk to the other side of the boat and point towards the blue choppy water.
“Okay, Warlock. Time to show us how strong you are.” I say and fold my arms across my chest.
Paul eyes Beth, then grins and cracks his knuckles.
“What do you want?” Paul asks and sweeps his black cape behind himself dramatically.
I can’t help but smirk.
“Out there is Devlin’s private jet.” I say.
I see Beth nod her head in understanding, then she sidles up to Paul. “Be a good boy, and fetch.” Beth purrs and squeezes his butt playfully.
Paul chuckles and reaches out with both of his white gloved-hands. His eyes narrow and he begins to move his arms in a sweeping motion from left to right. He moves his arms in a sweeping motion back to the left again, then stops. He leans over the side of the vessel and reaches down towards the waves.
“I got something.” Paul murmurs and begins to slowly raise his arms. A few seconds later and the surface of the water, a hundred yards away, begins to bubble.
Paul continues to raise his arms, then he rises up from the deck. 
As he gains several feet up, the water erupts a hundred yards away and something white breaks the surface. I watch as more is revealed, while Paul continues to rise up into the air. The shape of a small wing emerges, then some fuselage.
“It looks like the tail.” Mitchell says as he removes his helmet and looks at me.
I nod my head and look up at Paul, hovering above the boat in his magician’s costume, with his black cape billowing behind him.
“Can you bring it closer?” I call up to Paul.
“No worries.” Paul replies and turns his hands so that his palms are facing his chest, then pulls his hands towards himself. The tail of the jet glides through the water towards us.
“That’s fine. Hold it there.” I call up and then turn to Georgia.
Georgia doesn’t have a costume yet, but she does have a white Domino eye mask. We’ll work on her costume later.
“Can you touch this, and see what you get?” I ask her.
“I’ll try.” Georgia says and steps forward.
She leans over the side and reaches out with her right hand. As her hand makes contact with the tail wing tip, her eyes glaze over. 
“I’m getting, happy. Parties. Lots of parties. A dog. Wool and knitting needles. Reading, lots of reading. Then anger. Scary angry.” Georgia says while staring off into space.
“I hear gunshots, now. Then laughter. The last thing is someone very happy. HIs face looks familiar.” Georgia says while in a trance.
“I-Spy. Can you read her? See what she’s seeing?” I ask Beth.
“Sure.” Beth replies and then looks intently at Georgia as she holds on to the wing tip.
“Devlin’s been here. He found some cases.” Beth says.
“Ghost Girl? Can you read anything that might tell us where he was going next?” I ask Georgia.
She blinks and looks blankly at me. “Ghost Girl?” She asks.
“Sorry. It’s the name we chose for you.” Stuart says calmly to Georgia and smiles apologetically.
“Oh. He was thinking of someone called Fifi.” Georgia says and looks at us. “Who’s Fifi?”
“Of course.” I say and slap my forehead. “His dog.”
“What happened to his dog? It wasn’t at the house.” Stuart asks.
“I don’t know. It wasn’t on his plane, either.” I say.
“Maybe the Feds know.” Mitchell says.
“How do you know this?” Stuart asks Georgia.
“It’s hard to explain. It’s like a movie playing inside my head when I touch things. Where it’s been, who’s touched it, how they were feeling and what they were doing.” Georgia explains slowly.
“Umm, guys? Do you still need me to hold this?” I hear Paul call out from above us.
 



Ten
 
I rest the fishing boat in Devlin’s front yard, grab my backpack that Beth was looking after, then hop up to the roof and fish out my cell phone. I look through and find Agent Forest’s number, and hit speed dial. She picks up after a few rings.
“Hello, who is this?” Agent Forest answers in her southern drawl.
“Hello Agent Forest. It’s Cosmic Girl.” I say..
“Hi. Still at large, I see.” Agent Forest replies warmly.
“So far, so good.” I say. “I need your help.” I add quickly.
“What do you need?”
“When Devlin was arrested, what happened to his dog?” I ask.
“It went to a pound, why?”
“Do you have their address?” I ask.
“You think Devlin’s going after his pet pooch?”
“I think he already has.” I say.
“Hold the line, I’ll call them.” Agent Forest says, then I hear some hold music. Nothing I know, just some classical music. 
It’s a few minutes before the hold music stops. “A police officer answered. He says it’s a mess. Where are you right now?” Agent Forest says quickly.
“Devlin’s mansion in San Diego.” I reply.
“I think you need to get over there.” She says, and tells me the address. I race indoors to the main living area and jot down the address on a notepad.
“I’ll speak to you later.” I say and hang up. I race upstairs to the roof, then hop down to where the others are waiting.
“He’s already been to the dog pound.” I tell the others. “I need to get over there quick.” I say, and Mitchell nods his head in agreement.
“You’re coming with me.” I say to Ghost Girl, as I saunter over to where Georgia’s standing.
“Where?” She asks worriedly.
“Don’t worry. Just a dog pound.” I say and wrap my arms around her. “Hold on tight.” I warn her, then launch us up into the sky.
“Wow!” Georgia cries out as I gain a few thousand feet in just a couple of seconds.
“Sometimes, the abilities we’ve been given are a blessing.” I say to her as we pass through a cloud, still heading east away from the setting sun. 
“Sometimes.” Georgia echoes, and twists her head to look up at me.
I try and remember the address as I race through the clouds holding on to Georgia. She said it was just off of Aero Drive, not far from Montgomery Airfield. There’s a Walmart near it, so I focus on these three things as I begin my descent.
 There’s an airfield far below us. I see a small aircraft taking off as I fly overhead. I fly lower and look for the Walmart. 
Bingo. There it is, just off to my right, several thousand feet away. 
There’s a fancy looking building next to it. The sign reads: Pet’s Paradise. Four police cars are parked out front, and I see a couple of ambulances. A paramedic is speaking to a young woman. She’s crying. 
Oh, no. Devlin, what have you done?
“Hold on.” I tell Georgia as I swoop down to the sidewalk. “Refer to me as Cosmic Girl.” I remind her.
“Okay. And I’m Ghost Girl, right?” She asks.
“That’s right.” I reply as I land and set her down near a police officer. He takes a step back as he looks at us both.
“Whoa, there. This is a crime scene. You’re not going in there.” He says and holds up his hands to stop us.
“We’re here to help.” I say and walk calmly toward the officer. “You see, we already know who did this.” I add, and he gives me a confused look. “Save yourself some time, and call Agent Angela Forest of the F.B.I.” I say, pick up Georgia again, then rise up from the ground and fly around him and enter the lobby. 
The lobby of the pet hotel is just like any other hotel lobby. Semi-circular reception desk made of some sort of wood. Tiled floor, which is very clean. Only, unlike other hotels, this one caters for the four legged customer. 
The only sounds other than the policemen and chatter outside are the sounds of dogs whining, barking, and some cats meowing rather loudly, and some scratching sounds. I fly over to the reception desk and take a look over the counter. The smell hits me first. They must have soiled themselves in their final moments.
“Oh geez.” Georgia mutters and closes her eyes.
“Why Devlin?” I ask in disbelief as I look upon the lifeless forms splayed out on the tiled floor behind the desk. 
Two men, and one female. They all have their skulls crushed. Blood, brains and pieces of bone are splattered all over the floor and wall, like their heads exploded. 
There’s hardly any head left on any of them, just a neck and a bloody mass with some hair. 
I feel queasy just looking at the scene, but angry too. I turn and look away and take some deep breaths. 
I hold on to Georgia and fly down the corridor where the barking and whining is coming from. 
Pet Hotel? They weren’t kidding. 
Each animal has its own room, which looks more like a shower cubicle than a room, complete with glass doors, but they do have televisions in the top right corner of each room, and they all have large bean bags to lie on. 
I notice the cubicle at the far end is open, well, I say open, the glass door has been ripped off and lies on the floor in the hallway. I fly us over and land near the glass door. I set Georgia down and look into the cubicle.
“You okay?” I ask as she hangs her head and takes a deep breath.
She nods her head silently. “It’s just.....I’ve never seen anything like that....before.”
“Me neither.” I reply and pat her shoulder gently.
“Not much to work with. The dog’s bed and a chew toy.” Georgia says as she enters the cubicle.
“The glass door as well.” I say and point to the door in the hall. “He would have touched it.”
She nods and crouches down and touches the dog’s bed. I hang back in the corridor and look back at the lobby. I hear some police officers talking near the lobby.
“I see a Chihuahua. It’s a female dog. It’s whining and clawing at the glass door. Something’s happening. I can hear raised voices. Now screaming, cut short. It’s quiet now, but some of the dogs are barking. He’s here, looking down at me. The man’s covered in blood, but he’s smiling. The door is ripped off. The sound frightens the dog. He picks her up, and she begins to lick his face. He’s saying something. ‘Baby is coming home with mommy, now. Yes, you’re coming home with me, darling.’ I see something, a house.”
“Where? What does it look like?” I ask quietly, but my heart is racing.
“Fancy. But something’s wrong. No, this can’t be right.” Georgia says and shakes her head and stands up.
“What’s wrong?” I ask as she turns and looks at me with a puzzled face.
“The house is on top of a building.” She says and shrugs.
“What kind of building?”
“Tall.”
“You’re right. That doesn’t sound right.” I say and turn as the forensics team show up and look down the corridor at us. 
“It’s okay, fellas, we’re leaving.” I say and motion for Georgia to come closer to me. 
I pick her up, then hover back to the lobby. I nod my head to the men before exiting the pet hotel. I stop and look at the police officers, and fly over to one of them. 
“Please pass on my condolences to the families.” I say to the officer, and look at the ambulance staff waiting nearby. I sigh and then take to the skies.
In seconds, the crimes scene is far behind us, but that scene will forever be etched into my mind. Devlin has to be stopped. 
A few seconds later and we descend silently to Devlin’s hilltop mansion. I land in his front yard, where my friends are waiting anxiously. I set Georgia down, and she walks over and sits down on the grass and begins to cry quietly.
“Okay, that’s not a good sign.” Mitchell says. Instantly he’s by my side, and I take some deep breaths and try to fight the nausea. 
“Are you both...” Beth begins, then I hear her in-take of breath. “That monster.” She mutters quietly.
“Show them, I-Spy.” I say.
“Read my mind as well. I saw something that I don’t understand.” Georgia asks timidly.
In seconds, everyone knows what we saw.
“I can’t wait to meet this guy.” Mitchell growls, then stomps over to Devlin’s mansion and punches one of the walls. The whole wall explodes and shards of concrete and glass hit us.
Georgia fades quickly, and a large shard of glass passes through where she was a moment ago.
“Take it easy, buddy.” Paul says and places a white gloved-hand on Mitchell’s shoulder. “We all want a piece of this guy.”
“The only lead we have is this house on top of a building.” Stuart says calmly as he paces back and forth.
“This guy is such a drama queen. Did he watch Inception and think, Oh, what a great idea!” Paul says, while prancing around like a little girl and waving his arms.
“Could it be a house that he owns?” Beth asks.
“I thought they froze his assets. Wouldn’t that include his properties?” Stuart asks.
“Only ones that they know of.” Mitchell says, turns and looks at me.
“We need to speak to a fan.” Stuart says and smiles as I frown.
“You want to get Metal Girl involved in this again?” I ask.
“You see any other solution?” Beth asks.
“Who’s Metal Girl?” Georgia asks as she reappears and stands up.
 



Eleven
 
That night, as I sit down to eat dinner with my dad and my sister Jessica, I keep thinking of how to ask her.
“What’s eating you?” Jessica asks as I push my food around my plate.
“Devlin.” I say simply, as I spear a piece of chicken with my fork and look at it.
“What’s he done now?” Dad asks warily as he sips his coffee.
“Murder. But it’s what he’s gonna do that worries me.” I say.
“Like what?” Jessica asks and puts her knife and fork down.
“There’s a whole bunch of nasty terrorists out there looking for him.” I begin and lean back in my chair. “They probably want what he did to me.”
“Holy shit!” Jessica blurts out.
“Jessica, language!” Dad says, then runs his hands through his hair.
“Terrorists with super powers? Hell, no.” Jessica says and pounds her fists on the table.
“I agree.” Dad says gravely. “How do you find him first?”
“That’s what we need help with. We know he’s staying in a house on top of some tall building. But we don’t know where.” I say.
“What? A house on top of a building?” Dad asks.
I nod. 
“I’ve never heard of anything like that before.” Dad says and paces while scratching his head.
“What kind of house?” Jessica asks.
I try and think about the image that Beth showed me from Georgia. 
“It was large, like a mansion. Pink stone work. It had a flat roof. Mexican-like, I guess. Like a hacienda.” I say as I try to describe it.
“You think he might be in Mexico?” Dad asks as he stops pacing and looks at us both.
I shrug. “I have no idea. Do you know of any houses like this, that Devlin bought? Have you heard of anything like this?” I ask Jessica, hoping that she would know something. She was his number one fan once.
“It doesn’t sound familiar. Sorry.” Jessica says and shrugs her shoulders.
“Damn.” I grumble.
“You think maybe your F.B.I. friend might know something?” Jessica asks.
“It’s worth a shot.” I agree. I get up from the table and leave the kitchen.
I head upstairs to my room and grab my cell phone from my desk. I call Agent Forest. All I get is her answer machine after a few rings.
“Hi, this is you-know-who. Can you call me as soon as you can? I have a lead on Fancy Pants, and I need your help.” I say and hang up. I’m never sure who else may be checking her messages, so I tend to use nicknames.
I open my laptop and do a quick Google search for Devlin. The first page is full of official news articles from the world press. I check the next few pages, and I see something that catches my eye. There’s a small image of something dark in the sky over a freeway.
 Next to it are the words: Flying man seen over Las Vegas. Could this be the now infamous Devlin De Marco?

It’s a YouTube video, so I click on the image. The image quality is grainy. It looks like it was taken on someone’s smart phone. It’s just after sunset. 
I can see the last rays of light hitting the casinos on the left side of the image. The camera pans up as people shout and point. Something small and dark is flying through the air above them, and quickly vanishes from sight. The figure was heading southwest. 
I check the date on the video. It was uploaded yesterday. I open another browser window and search for Las Vegas news. 
“Oh no.” I mutter as I read the first article.
Owner of The Bellagio was found bludgeoned to death yesterday in his own bed. Several security guards were also found dead at the scene. Las Vegas police arrived on the scene after eight O’clock, June 8th after reports of gunfire at the famous casino. I stop reading and close my laptop. 
What was he doing? Why kill Tony Bardino? The mob are gonna be pissed about this. 
“Whoa!” I blurt out, as the idea strikes like lightning from a clear sky. 
The Mob! 
I open my laptop again and Google Tony Bardino. 
Here we go. 
A news article written a few years ago by the New York Times. The reporter, Jacob Jones, details Tony Bardino’s ties to New York mob boss of the Bonanno crime family, Michael Mancuso. The list of events linking them is impressive. Extortion, murder, kidnapping, bribery, you name it, Tony had done it. 
Then he fled New York back in 1984, and headed to Nevada. This is where he came into contact with Anthony Sorvino, the head of the Sorvino crime family. He worked as a soldier under Frankie Gazzara for ten years, before eventually becoming consigliore to Anthony Sorvino himself. 
I did a search for Anthony Sorvino. He died four years ago due to a long term illness. Frankie Gazzara took over, and he lives.....come on, where? 
I scroll down the page and the only information about his whereabouts is a photo taken by the paparazzi. The grainy image is of him coming out of a movie theatre in Hollywood. Okay, so he might be in California, possibly Los Angeles. Not much to go on, but it’s a start.
I close my laptop as my bedroom door opens. Jessica enters sipping a glass of lemonade.
“Hey.” I say and turn around to face her.
“Any luck?” Jessica asks, and sits down on my bed.
“Angela’s not answering.” I say and nod to my cell phone. “But, I do have an idea of where I can go next.” I say and smile mischievously.
“Uh, oh. What crazy idea have you had now?” She asks warily.
“I just found out that Devlin has killed Tony Bardino, and a whole bunch of people at The Bellagio yesterday.” I say.
“Oh my god. Has he lost his mind?”
“I think we’re way past that now. But he just killed a senior member of the Sorvino crime family.” I reply.
“But what can they do about it? He’s unstoppable now.”
“But they might be willing to help me catch him. The enemy of my enemy is my friend, and all that jazz.” I say.
“You’re nuts.” Jessica laughs.
“Maybe.” I shrug.
“Well, if you want them to take you seriously, I would leave your silly backpack.”
“Hey, Stewie is not silly.” I say and frown at her.
“Don’t tell me you named it?” Jessica bursts into mad chuckles.
I frown and pout. I ignore her and turn away as she starts snorting, and open my laptop again. I check a map of Los Angeles, and make a list of Italian restaurants on my notepad and tear off the page when I’m done.
“You’re serious about finding the mob?” Jessica asks as she stops laughing.
I nod and fold the piece of paper and put it in my backpack.
 



Twelve
 
The next day in school is so boring. I was wishing I had Georgia’s gift, and that I could just fade away and get the hell out of there. But as my attention drifted from the tasks at hand in my classes, I was beginning to notice some of the other kids. Some were with us in the cage in San Francisco, and I begin to pay attention to them, like I’m seeing them for the first time.
Before the incident that gave me my powers, I guess I just drifted through school. I had my friends, and I was happy. I wasn’t really bothered in having hundreds of friends. That’s just not me. So I never really gave anyone else much attention. 
But now? Well, things are different. 
I smile at Georgia, and notice the flame kid, Ryan, looking back at me from time to time. The teleporter, Pamela, is sitting two desks away to my right, next to Stuart. I see a few more that were with us in San Francisco. I wonder what they can do now? 
On the surface, we all look ordinary, well except for my eyes. I still wear the colored contact lenses to cover up the pulsing blue lights in my eyes. I grab my compact mirror from the top of my desk and check my eyes quickly. 
“Whoa!” I shout out and twist in my seat to check behind me. The chair breaks into splinters in my panic, and my desk collapses when I lean against it. I quickly stand up and look around me, searching.
“What on earth is going on over there?” I hear Mr. Cooper call out.
What had I just seen?
“Miss Brookes, what have you done?” I hear Mr. Cooper, the science teacher, sounding very alarmed behind me.
I calm down enough to turn and face Mr. Cooper.
“I’m sorry. I don’t know what happened. It just broke.” I say and try to hide the blind panic from my eyes.
“Go. Sit next to Mr. Archer.” He says and waves his arm dismissively towards Tyler Archer, who sits near the door.
I nod numbly, and head over to the desk next to Tyler, as other kids smirk and clap. 
I sit down and glance quickly at Tyler once, before taking a deep breath and resting my trembling hands in my lap. 
I’m still trying to shake the image from my mind. For a second, I swear I had seen Devlin in my compact mirror. He was right behind me, dressed all in red. 
Red velvet pants, red silk shirt, unbuttoned to show his bare chest as usual. And a long red velvet overcoat. His hair was slightly longer now and he had dark stubble. 
He had been right there. Hadn’t he? I don’t know. Maybe I really am losing my mind.
 
At lunch I take my tray straight to our usual table in the corner. I keep my head down as I walk.
“Hey. You okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” Mitchell says as soon as I sit down next to him.
I reach down and take his hand.
“Geez, you’re trembling.” Mitchell says and puts his arm around me.
“What happened, Britney?” Stuart asks from across the table.
I shake my head. “I don’t know. But for a second, just a second, I thought that I saw Devlin behind me in my mirror.” I say and try to drink my soda.
“Whoa. That’s freaky.” Paul says, then nudges Stuart next to him. “What did she do?”
“Nothing.” Stuart says quietly. 
“Nothing? She totally trashed her desk and chair. It was awesome.” Ryan says and grins at me.
I almost smile in return. I close my eyes and enjoy Mitchell’s hold on me as I lean into his side.
“Beth? I got an update. Pass it on to the others.” I say as I keep my eyes closed and lean into Mitchell. 
Why was I so spooked? 
A few seconds later and the objections begin.
“You can’t just knock on the mob’s front door.” Beth says.
“Why not? We need to bust those guys anyway.” Paul says in reply.
“Let sleeping dogs lie, man.” Ryan says.
After a few more minutes, I feel Mitchell’s arm release me and he takes my hand again. “What do you need?” He asks quietly.
“Just you.” I reply quietly and squeeze his hand.
I only manage a few mouthfuls of my Tuna-fish sandwich. I don’t have much of an appetite.
“Oh, boy!” I hear Stuart say sharply. I look over and see him staring in disbelief at his cell phone.
“What is it?” I ask Stuart.
“He’s just robbed a bank.” Stuart says and looks at me, stunned.
“Who?” Ryan asks as he looks around at us.
“Devlin, numb-nuts.” Paul answers him quickly.
“Which bank?” I ask Stuart.
“The Central Pacific Bank, in Honolulu.”
“Hawaii?” Mitchell asks, and Stuart nods.
“Man, how come we haven’t been there yet?” Paul grumbles.
“Well, now we have a reason. Right?” Beth asks and looks at me expectantly.
I nod my head and sip my soda.
“We’re all going, right?” Paul asks.
“There’s no need. He won’t be there. He’ll be long gone. I just need to check the area and see if we pick up a new lead.” I say and glance at Georgia.
Georgia catches my look, and nods her head.
“Can’t I come along? I won’t cause any trouble, I promise.” Paul begs me and gives me his puppy-dog-eyes.
“Fine.” I relent. “Everyone can come then.” I add and sigh.
“We need new transportation.” Paul says and wags his eyebrows at Pamela.
“Why’s he grinning at me like an idiot?” Pamela asks us while frowning at Paul.
“Because he is an idiot.” Beth says, which makes Stuart chuckle.
“Oi!” Paul whines at Beth and frowns.
“I think he’s referring to your talent.” I say and chuckle at Beth, who winks at me.
“I’ve never transported more than one person before.” Pamela says and looks worriedly at us.
Stuart shrugs. “There’s a first time for everything. You want to practice with us?” He adds and gestures to Paul.
Pamela looks at everyone in turn as if weighing up options, then nods at Stuart. “Yeah, sure. Why not.”
“I hope you can all come up with a good cover story. We leave for Hawaii straight after school.” I tell them, and Ryan and Pamela share a look between them, before smirking.
“What?” I ask them, curious.
“You don’t still report to your parents, do you?” Ryan smirks.
“They don’t need to worry about what we’re up to, okay. They can do without that worry. We have to do what’s right.” Mitchell says in a serious tone to Ryan. It’s cute.
“Whatever.” Ryan replies flippantly.
I shake my head as Mitchell looks at me with an exasperated look on his handsome face. I can see that we’re gonna have fun with Ryan. I hope at least that Pamela can behave herself, I think to myself, as I take another bite of my tuna-fish sandwich. I leave the rest of my sandwich and get up. 
The image of Devlin glaring at me with a murderous look flashes in my mind. I stagger back slightly and put my hand on Mitchell’s shoulder to steady myself.
“What the hell was that?” Beth blurts out and quickly comes to my side. “You okay?” She asks and takes my hand.
I nod my head, but then another image pops into my head of Devlin. He’s sitting in an armchair, and he’s humming a tune while he….huh? He’s knitting. I can hear the click, click of his bamboo knitting needles, while he hums a tune. His small Chihuahua lies at his feet wagging her small tail.
“What just happened?” Beth asks more urgently this time, and grips me by the shoulders and shakes me slightly. “How are you seeing this?” She asks me quietly. “Britney, snap out of it.”
“Huh?” I mumble as I realize where I am. I see Beth’s concerned face in front of me, and Mitchell looking at me worriedly. “What happened?” I mumble as I blink and take a deep breath.
“You saw Devlin again. How?” Beth says and has me sit down on the bench.
 She kneels in front of me and places her ebony hand on my forehead, then closes her eyes.
I can feel her inside my mind now. Various memories flash up in my head, before the one of Devlin knitting comes up. The memory plays out in my head, and I hear Beth’s husky voice in my head. ‘How did this get in here?’ 
Then she brings up the other memory I had, which is when I saw him in my mirror. ‘Hmm….this doesn’t feel like a real memory, Britney. This feels artificial.’
How can it be artificial, what do you mean? 
‘You didn’t actually see him.’
“What?” I blurt out as I keep my eyes closed.
‘Someone put the image in your head, Britney. But I can’t explain the second memory.’ Beth’s voice tells me inside my mind.
I shake my head and open my eyes. “If it happens again, I want you to trace the origin.” I ask her.
Beth nods her head, then the other kids begin to get up and vacate the canteen. I gather my thoughts and smile at the others before heading to my next class, Math. 
To say I’m on edge is an understatement. I feel like I’m about to have a meltdown.
I try not to think about Devlin, and focus on Mrs. Marshall’s six feet two inch frame as she towers over her small desk, and the other kids around me as I wipe the cold sweat from my forehead. 
Inside me, the power rumbles and I find myself breathing faster after a few seconds. I grip the desk, then remember where I am and let go quickly. 
As I try and concentrate on what Mrs. Marshall is telling us, her short curly brown hair turns black and grows in length. Her pale green blouse fades to a shimmering red, then she turns to look at us, and Devlin’s smirk hits me like a slap. 
I breathe and tell myself that it’s not real. It’s not real. He’s not here. Get a grip, Britney. 
I close my eyes, then I hear his silky Antonio Banderas-like voice.
“You’re going to die!” It’s like a ghostly whisper inside my head.
My palms are sweating and I feel myself trembling.
“Miss Brookes, you don’t look well.” I hear Mrs. Marshall’s stern voice call out from the whiteboard.
I open my eyes as hot tears slide down my flushed cheeks. I can’t even speak, I simply nod my head as I look around me. Mrs. Marshall looks like herself now, but Devlin’s threat echoes inside my head.
“Are you okay, dear?” Mrs. Marshall asks as she comes over and crouches by my desk.
I don’t know how to answer her. But, no, I am not okay. I shake my head, still unable to open my mouth, in-case I scream.
“Do you want to see the nurse?” She asks and pats my hand.
And have her shine a light in my eyes and freak out? I don’t think so. 
I swallow my fear and shake my head. As she pats my hand again and walks back to the front, I hear Beth inside my head. ‘Britney, what the hell just happened?’
You tell me? I ask in desperation, on the verge of totally freaking out.
‘Calm down, please. I’ll try and check, but your mind is a mess, Britney. It’s like your room in here.’
Hey, my room isn’t messy. I complain. I rub away my tears and try not to return the other kid’s stares, as Beth rummages around upstairs. 
‘This wasn’t real, Britney.’ Beth tells me in my head.
Hey, it felt real to me! I reply silently, and let out a deep sigh and close my eyes briefly. 
Mrs. Marshall looks over her shoulder at me as she continues her lesson.
Am I losing it? Hallucinating? 
By the time school finishes, my nerves are shot. I put my books away in my locker and head outside. When I see the grey clouds overhead and feel the first patter of rain, I close my eyes and raise my head to the falling rain. 
It hits my face gently and runs down my neck. I’m lost in the moment when I hear Mitchell’s voice behind me.
“You okay?”
I can’t lie anymore, I’m sick of it.
“No, baby. I’m not.” I reply, open my eyes and turn to him.
He lifts my chin with his fingers. The concern in his eyes tells me how I must look right now. He sighs and pulls me to him. I wrap my arms around his waist and press my wet cheek into his chest.
“What can I do? How can I help?” He asks me gently as he strokes my hair.
“Do you know a good therapist?” I ask jokingly.
He remains quiet for a while and just strokes my hair as other kids race past us on their way to freedom. I feel another hand on my shoulder and see Beth looking up at Mitchell.
“I think you need to sit this one out.” Mitchell says quietly.
“What do you mean?” I ask as I pull away and look up at his troubled face.
“Hawaii. Beth and I will go. You need to rest.” Mitchell says, and I turn and see Beth nod her head in agreement.
“I’ll be okay.” I say. “I’m just having a rough day. I’ll be fine.”
“Britney. You’re traumatized. You need to rest.” Beth says gently and strokes my back.
I take a few steps back and pout at them. I see Paul heading our way, and when he calls out to get their attention, I use the opportunity to get out of there. I launch up into the wet sky in the blink of an eye. In seconds I’m above the clouds, and I stop and take a deep breath.
‘We care about you, Britney. You’re pushing yourself too hard.’ Beth’s voice tells me inside my head. 
I remove my Chinese lucky cat backpack and get changed into my Cosmic Girl costume. I remove my contact lenses last and slip on the pink glittery eye-mask. I face into the sun for a few seconds, before launching myself towards it at breakneck speed. Within seconds I hear the first sonic boom, then another one shortly after as I race towards the coast. 
I descend through the clouds and look down at the ground as I rocket overhead. 
The wind is a roar in my ears, drowning out any thought I might have. Sometimes, the roar of the wind is annoying, sometimes it’s soothing. Today, it’s soothing. 
I bank to the left as I see an airplane approaching in the distance. I roar past it a second later and head towards the thin blue line I see ahead of me. 
A minute later and I’m flying over the Pacific Ocean. I make a turn to my left and aim for the small dots of green on the horizon. 
The water below now is so blue, like a deep sapphire. The white foam on the waves make the water look strange. It looks like a thousand seagulls flying in unison. 
I ignore the first green island and slow down as I rocket towards Oahu. I see the unmistakable shape of Diamond Head up ahead and the pale sands of Waikiki. The beach is still packed at this time of day. They look like ants from this height, with small colored dots that must be their beach umbrellas. I descend towards the palm trees as I approach. 
I fly over the beach and some banyan trees, toward the street where the bank is. I drop like a stone to the sidewalk, hovering for a second a few inches above the sidewalk, before landing softly. 
To my right is a Billabong clothing store, and people stare at me blankly through the glass window as I stroll past. On the other side of the street is a tall hotel. There’s an area out front where taxis and minivans can pull into. I hear some excited voices calling from the parking bay. I look over and wave at a bellhop who’s waving at me. There’s a huge gaping hole in the wall where the ATM used to be to my right, before I notice the sign of the bank. I step up and open one of the double doors and head inside. 
The bank is quiet inside, only a few customers. 
I rise up from the blue carpet and hover over to one of the cashiers. The lady stares at me from behind the toughened glass partition.
“Don’t worry. I’m Cosmic Girl.” I tell her and smile. “I’m a friend. I need to speak to the manager.”
She half smiles, then gets up from her chair and disappears behind the corner. A few minutes later, and the door marked Staff Only opens. I smile at the tall Hawaiian guy in the pale blue suit who walks hesitantly towards me.
“Can I help you?” He asks in a gloriously seductive voice.
“I’m trying to track down the man who robbed this bank.” I begin. 
“I know who did it, but I want to check if he left behind anything.” I say, and try and smile, but then the image of Devlin flashes in my head, and I groan and drop to the blue carpet.
“You okay cuz?” The manager asks.
“That’s a tough question to answer.” I say and try to smile.
“You look like you could use a coffee.” He offers.
“Actually, that would be nice. Maybe after. Did the robber leave anything?”
“The police went over the place pretty good. If they found anything, it will be with them.”
Of course! I smile in thanks and turn to leave.
“Hey, how about that coffee?” He says quickly.
“Sure.” I answer and he waves at the ladies behind the counters then follows me outside. There’s a bit of a crowd forming on the street outside, mostly tourists. Guys in garish shirts are taking photos of me, while I walk along the sidewalk next to the bank manager.
“I’m George Keaweaheulu, by the way.” The manager says and smiles at me as we cross the street. 
“Cosmic Girl.” I reply.
“I know.” He chuckles. “Everyone knows who you are.”
“Really?” I ask.
He just laughs, a warm humorous chuckle.



“So, where we heading?” I ask as we get to another intersection and I follow George across the street, past a cool looking Mexican restaurant.
“Relax, it’s not much farther.” He replies casually, then turns to me. “Are you always in a rush?”
“Pretty much.” I say as we get to another street, then George crosses and makes a right. 
“When do you take time out to have some fun?” George asks.
“It’s been a long time, really.” I reply, and think back to the last time I wasn’t flying around trying to track down some creep. I shake my head as I try to remember something fun I had done. 
It’s sad. I’m walking next to this relaxed guy for several minutes in silence while I try to come up with something fun that I’ve done recently. 
Man, is this all I’m doing?
“Here we go.” George says warmly and thumbs to his left. I’m feeling a little deflated as I follow George like a lost puppy up some steps towards dark glass doors. 
Where are we? I crane my neck and look up. 
“The Hilton, huh?” I say as we enter.
We head up some more stairs into a stunning marble lobby, complete with columns. George waves at one of the ladies at reception and heads down the hallway past the elevators. 
I try to put a brave face on and smile for the cameras, as tourists begin blabbing and taking photos. 
Man, I feel tired. 
I follow George into a nice restaurant at the back of the hotel. 
The picture window on one side looks out on to a small garden area. There’s a water feature and lots of foliage. There’s even a white gazebo. It looks beautiful and serene. 
I stop by a table and just stare at it for a few minutes. Then I catch my reflection in the window. My purple leather catsuit and pink glittery eye mask bring me out of my daydream. I sigh as George sits down at the table near me, and I look around before realizing where I am. 
I clear my throat and sit down opposite George and take a deep breath.
“Two…no, make that three cappuccinos.” George orders when the smart looking waiter comes over. 
“Hey, is that…” The waiter begins.
“Sure is.” George answers quickly.
“Why is she….” The waiter begins to ask while looking at me.
“Coffees please, Jamie.” George responds and slips him ten dollars.
“Yeah, sure. Coming right up.” The waiter says and walks away.
I smile at George and sit back into the high backed chair.
He shakes his head. “Must be tough, being a celebrity.” George says and relaxes back into his seat.
“Never thought of myself as a celebrity.” I shrug. “Just trying to do the right thing. Well, I try to anyway.” I sigh as I begin to smell the coffee. I close my eyes and inhale deeply.
“You hungry? They do amazing pancakes here.” George asks.
“Hmm, pancakes?” I murmur as I think about the rumbly in my tumbly.
 
Fifteen minutes later.
“Go, go, go, go.”
“Eat that last bit, come on.”
“Stand back in case she hurls, dude.”
I hold the last piece off buttery pancake with blueberries up with my fork, like Thor lifting his hammer. Then it’s past my blue-stained lips and I suck it off the fork. 
People are patting me on the back as I chew the last bit. I wash it down with my fourth cappuccino, before letting out a belch Barney from The Simpsons would be proud of. 
In your face Man v Food. This day, Cosmic Girl won. 
I’m dazzled by a flash as a waiter takes my photo. George is grinning and taking photos with his cell phone. 
“Wow, I think you broke the record.” George says as I wipe my face with a cream cotton napkin. “Is that another one of your powers?” He asks jokingly.
“I think it’s more like a byproduct.” I reply and sigh in contentment.
“That’s better, you’re smiling now.” He says and shows me his phone. True enough, there’s a photo of me smiling. My eyes are glowing blue in the photo. I don’t think I’m ever gonna get used to that.
“Thank you.” I say.
“Why were you so upset earlier?”
“Was it that obvious?” I ask.
“You looked haunted.”
“The creep who robbed the bank. He’s the same guy who gave me these powers. I need to find him.”
“That doesn’t really explain how you looked.” George says, and rests his bronze chin on his hand as he leans on the table.
“Okay. I’ve been seeing things.” I begin as I try and get it straight in my head. “This guy is a major problem for me. I feel like all I do is try and find this jerk. He’s been on my mind for so long, that I’ve been seeing him in, what I can only describe as nightmares. Only I’m awake.”
He nods as he listens. I tell him about the investigation and the fact that there are really bad people looking for this creep as well.
“So you got to find him first, right?”
“That’s the plan.” I reply. “I was hoping to find some evidence at the bank that might help.”
“Let’s go ask our brothers in blue, cuz.” George says and gets up.
“What, just walk up and ask them?” I ask in disbelief.
“Things work a little different here than the mainland.” George says and winks at me.
I get up leisurely, and follow George out, but not before checking my photo on their pancake wall of fame. I smile proudly as I leave the hotel.
It only takes George twenty minutes to locate the police station, then another five minutes sweet-talking the female police officer at the front desk into letting us speak to the chief of police.
“Thanks, George. I’ve got it from here.” I say as the chief holds his office door open for me.
“Take it easy, cuz. Mahalo.” George waves goodbye, and I enter the office of the chief of police. 
It’s a simple office. Some filing cabinets, a plain wooden desk with a desk lamp. The white blinds are half-drawn, and they cast a stripy shadow over the rest of the small room.
“So, you need to see some evidence, I hear?” The chief asks as he sits down behind his desk.
I take the chair opposite and sit down. The chief has a slight Japanese look to him. Slight greying around his temples, but it used to be black. He has this kind but wise look in his eyes. Reminds me of a young Mr. Miyagi.
“I need to take some evidence.” I correct him.
“While the investigation continues, that is quite impossible.” He answers casually.
“I know who robbed the bank. So do you. I caught this clown once, I can catch him again. But I need your help.” I reply.
His eyes narrow as he looks at me.
“I am legit.” I say. “You can call the F.B.I. and ask them who I am.”
“I know who you are Cosmic Girl. But I cannot help you.”
I spend the next ten minutes laying it all down for him. The meteorites, the terrorists, the fact that this guy is a murderer and is clearly unhinged. 
“The clock is ticking.” I tell him.
“Just one second.” He says and picks up the phone. 
I can hear Agent Forest’s southern drawl on the other end of the phone when it’s picked up. He swivels his chair around and looks out of the window as he talks to Agent Forest.
“Oh. Really? When?” The chief says and sits back in his chair. He still has his back to me, so I can’t see his face, but his voice sounds very concerned. “How many? Oh, dear. That’s not good. Yes, I’ll tell her. Thank you, Agent Forest. Mahalo.”
It’s a few seconds before his chair slowly turns, and his grave expression is not good. “Bad news, I’m afraid.” He begins, then gets up and opens his office door. “Wendy, can I have a cup of coffee, please. Oh, and get me case file, Hotel-Zulu-niner-two-seven.” Then he closes the door and walks slowly to his desk and sits back down. “You’ll get to see the evidence, but that is all I am willing to permit.”
“The bad news?” I ask, and motion with my hand for him to get on with it.
“You’re needed on the mainland. There’s been a jailbreak, apparently.”
“A jailbreak? Which jail?” I ask.
“The supermax facility in Colorado.” 
 



Thirteen
 
Whoa. Supermax facility? Who do they hold in there? And what’s worse, who broke out?
A lady in her forties enters carrying a white mug of steaming coffee and a pale brown file. She barely looks at me as she hands the mug and file to the chief. She turns on her heel and marches back out and closes the door behind her.
He takes a sip of his coffee first.
“Ah, that’s better.” He murmurs and puts the mug down and opens the file. “Let’s see. Evidence room D.” He says as he reads the file. 
“Well, shall we?” He says, closing the file and getting up. He picks up his mug and carries it as he leaves his office.
I follow him to a small door not far from a water dispenser. He opens it with a key attached to his belt and holds it open for me. I enter and find myself at the top of some metal stairs. He takes another sip of his coffee before closing the door. I hear it lock automatically behind us. He heads down the metal stairs and I follow. 
His heavy footsteps make the stairs vibrate under us. 
We descend three flights of stairs down before the chief stops at a metal door. He opens it with a key, then pulls it open.
I enter first and wait for him in a plain beige hallway with cream linoleum flooring.  
I see various letters and numbers on the doors. The closest one to us is A on the left, and 10 on the right. The chief locks the door behind us and walks ahead sipping his mug of Joe. 
“Here we go.” The chief says outside the door marked as D. He unlocks the door, then fumbles for the light switch. The room eventually blazes to life with bright fluorescent tube lighting.
He flips open the file and checks something. “Row G, shelf twenty-three.” He reads, then takes a sip of his coffee before browsing the rows of shelves. He finds what he’s looking for after a few minutes. He puts his mug and file down on a shelf, and pulls down a small square cardboard box. He places it on the concrete floor and lifts the lid. “There it is. All the evidence we found at the bank.”
I crouch down and take a look. 
Well, there’s not much. A red button, which could have been from Devlin’s shirt or coat. Some small baggies with what looks like hair or fibers in, and a Baby Ruth candy wrapper. 
I look up at the chief with one of my ‘Really?’ looks. 
He picks up his mug and takes a sip again. In a nanosecond, I slip the red button down the inside of my right boot. I put the lid back on the box and fake a sigh of frustration.
“Not much to work with, huh?” I say as I stand up and hold the box out to him.
“Not much at all. It happened all so fast. The robbery only lasted a few seconds, really.” He says and takes another sip of his coffee. “Are you finished?”
“Oh, yes. Quite.” I say and smile.
 
I dangle my feet over the edge of the cliff as I gaze out over the turquoise water below. Laughter floats up to me from below, as people splash in the water at Hanauma Bay. The water is so clear, I can see a couple of reef sharks as they glide through the ocean on the other side of the coral reef. Hundreds of brightly colored fish swim around the coral, as kids splash in the water nearby. The beauty of the scenery makes me sad. 
I wish Mitchell were here. This place feels so peaceful. I make up my mind to bring him here someday. 
But first, I have a huge problem to solve.
 



Flying through time zones is weird. 
I left Chicago for Hawaii just after 4pm, so it was still light when I got there, which was just after 11am. Now, as I fly back to Illinois, I can see the sky getting darker the further east I fly. 
By the time I get to my street, the sky is a magnificent deep red. I change quickly in an alley back into my normal clothes, then walk promptly to my house. The light in the living room is on when I enter.
“Hey, guys. I’m back.” I say cheerily as I drop my backpack by the stairs and enter the living room.
Dad, Mitchell, Beth and Jessica turn around at once when I enter. Jessica launches herself at me, wrapping her arms around me.
“Thank god you’re okay.” Jessica murmurs as she hugs me.
“Where the hell have you been?” Dad and Mitchell ask in unison as they frown at me.
I pat Jessica’s back softly. “I’m okay. A little stressed, but I’m okay.” I say and smile.
“You need to stop going off on your own.” Mitchell says as he steps towards me.
“I just needed some air.” I say.
Beth is about to say something, when my cell phone starts ringing. I got one of my favorite tunes as my ringtone, and the music starts blaring from the hallway. I release Jessica and hurry to the hallway and get my cell from my backpack.
Hmm, unknown number. “Hello?” I answer hesitantly.
“Hello again, Cosmic Girl.” This time I recognize the stern male voice. It’s Bill, the government agent.
“Oh, hi Bill. What’s up?” I reply as Mitchell and my dad continue to frown at me.
“We have a problem.” Bill says slowly.
“And I’m currently trying to deal with the last problem you gave me.” I reply, feeling a little irritable.
“Devlin has busted some serious men out from prison.” Bill says.
“You mean the Supermax facility in Colorado? That was Devlin?” I ask. 
Okay, now I’m worried.
“Affirmative. Ten officers were killed during the jailbreak, and more than fifteen inmates are in critical condition.”
“How many missing?” I ask.
“Four. I’ve emailed you their files.”
“Whoa! How the hell do you know my email address?”
He just chuckles darkly back at me down the phone. 
Damn it, can’t I get any privacy anymore? 
I hurry upstairs and open my laptop. Sure enough, there’s an email with attachments waiting for me. I check the email address it came from. I can’t help but chuckle. 
“Just read the files. They might help prepare you for when you meet them.”
I open the email and check the attachments. 
“Okay, we have one Johnny Kessler. A six foot-four hulking albino bank robber. Nice. Then we have Troy Blueman, a hit man for the mob. Oh, joy. And then we have Walter Schmitt, a six foot-one satanic psychopath, who enjoys kidnapping and murder. Lovely. Last we have Kurt Kaplan, getaway driver and prolific bank robber. Okay. Something tells me that Devlin is planning something.” I say sarcastically as I check their rap sheets.
“These men are extremely dangerous. Do not underestimate any of them.” Bill warns me in his most serious voice.
“Any news on his whereabouts?” I ask Bill.
“Nothing since the break-out this afternoon. Do you have any new leads?” Bill says.
“Maybe. I need to check something. I’ll get back to you.” I say and hang up as Mitchell and Beth enter my bedroom.
“Whoa. Who are these bozos?” Beth asks as she checks my laptop.
“Devlin’s new buddies.” I say.
“I heard about a jailbreak. Are these the ones who broke out?” Mitchell asks.
“Devlin broke them out.” I tell them.
“Oh, man. Two bank robbers, a hit man and a psycho. Great!” Mitchell says in disgust and runs a hand through his hair.
“If Devlin gives them powers, we are in some serious trouble.” Beth says, and Mitchell and I look at each other.
“Oh, crap!” We both say at once.
“So, when did you want to go to L.A.?” Beth says.
I look at her, but the horror of what these guys could do if Devlin gave them powers, is still fresh. I blink and nod my head. 
“Right. Tomorrow.” I say.
 



Fourteen
 
The next day in school, I try to be on my best behavior. The teachers are looking at me like I’m made of glass, like I’m about to break at any moment. I try to smile and act like I’m fine. The last thing I need right now is concerned teachers wanting to check on my mental health. I’ve got enough problems to deal with. Four hardened criminals and one extremely crazy super-freak running around, plus a whole bunch of terrorists hunting for him as well. My diary was full.
At lunch, I sit down opposite Georgia and slide the red button across the table to her.
“Can you take a look?” I ask quietly, as she looks at the button and puts down her fork.
She looks at me with a shocked expression. “What, here?”
“No one’s watching.” Beth says next to her, and nudges her.
Georgia looks around cautiously for a few seconds, then reaches out and touches the button. Her eyes snap shut and her breathing becomes shallow as she lifts the red button and rubs it between her finger and thumb. Beth’s eyes flicker as she stares off into space.
“Hello. What’s going on here?” Paul says as he joins us, followed by Ryan and Pamela.
I put my finger to my lips. 
“Beth?” Paul asks as he sits down next to her. Her eyes flick to him briefly, then Paul nods his head and picks up his hamburger.
“Hey.” Mitchell says as he sits down next to me. Stuart sits down opposite Paul silently, and they bump fists across the table.
I smile up at Mitchell as the first images start to enter my head, courtesy of Beth. 
I close my eyes. I see Devlin rip the ATM machine from the wall, then the image stops abruptly and begins to run backwards. Devlin is now putting the ATM back, then takes off into the sky. 
Boy, this is weird. The island shrinks as Devlin climbs higher, then we’re through the clouds and flying backwards through clear blue skies. 
Okay, now let’s see where you came from. 
The sun remains front and center for a few minutes, then the sun disappears quickly to the right. There’s a blinding flash and a mighty boom, then hundreds of metal fragments suddenly coalesce into a fighter jet. I see the fear in the pilot’s eyes, and Devlin’s smiling face reflected back in the jet’s canopy. Then the plane fades from view in seconds and Devlin is flying through fluffy white clouds. A few seconds later and we pass through darker clouds. I hear the rumble of thunder, then Devlin is through and I see the rain and flashes of lightning above us as he descends. Then he’s down and walking backwards through a door into a palatial home. 
I see tiled flooring as Devlin continues to walk languidly backwards, then he sits and we see a map spread out on a pink marble coffee table. I see certain areas circled with red marker.
Okay, Beth, stop. Can you hold it? I ask inside my head as I gaze at the map of the world. 
The image stops just as Devlin reaches out and points at a red circle. 
I stare at the map in my head and check the locations. New York is circled, Chicago is circled, and there are two red circles in the mid-west, but I can’t see the map too clearly. The location that Devlin was pointing at was the one in New York.
My eyes snap open. Everyone at our table is blinking and coming around. 
We look at each other, then as one, we all turn to Georgia with big grins on our faces. Beth gives Georgia a big hug.
“That was amazing.” I gush, then remember my hunger and pick up my turkey sub and start eating.
Paul leans forward and winks at Georgia, who blushes and puts the button back down on to the table. 
I’m still processing the new information as I slowly chew. 
New York, Chicago, the Mid-West? What the hell is Devlin up to?
“You don’t think he’s planning to rob more banks, do you?” Stuart asks as he looks around at our thoughtful faces.
“Maybe. We got some big banks here. New York has some pretty big ones too.” Mitchell says.
The other kids are starting to get up now. I quickly eat and take a sip of my water before I have to get up. 
As I walk to my next class with Georgia and Stuart, I try and replay some of the memory in my head. I focus on when Devlin landed and began walking backwards. 
He looked down briefly before he took off, and I get a quick glimpse of dirty buildings and hear the noise of the people below. Some are arguing, I think, it sounds like they’re shouting anyway. But what language is this I hear? I play the memory forward as Devlin steps through the open door, then I recognize the language. Spanish.
“Ah, ha.” I blurt out as I enter the class for Mr. Stein’s Physics class.
“It’s nice to see some enthusiasm, Miss Brookes.” Mr. Stein says as he looks at me.
“Oh, yeah,” I say. “I love the laws of physics, sir.” I add with enthusiasm.
“Especially breaking them.” I hear Stuart say quietly behind me.
We take our seats, and Stuart leans over to me. “What is it?” He whispers.
“I think I know where Devlin is.” I whisper back.
 
After school, I lead the others to the sidewalk and we huddle.
“Mexico.” I say as they lean in. “I’m sure of it.”
“What do we do? We can’t just bust in there acting all gangster.” Paul asks.
“We’re going. We can’t afford to waste a single second with this creep.” I say. “Who’s with me?” I ask.
“I’m in.” Ryan says and folds his arms. “You’re going to need some firepower, right?”
“Cool it hotshot.” Mitchell says.
“He’s got a point.” Stuart says. “Safety in numbers.”
“Okay. Just don’t burn down the city, got it?” I say sternly to Ryan.
“Sure. So, are we going, or what?” Ryan says.
I retrieve my cell phone from my backpack and call my dad.
“Hi, Dad. I might be a little late tonight.” I say hesitantly when he answers.
“Should I be worried?” Dad asks cautiously.
“It’s best if you don’t know.” I reply grimly.
“For what it’s worth, please be careful.” 
“I’ll try. See you later.” I say and hang up.
“Junk yard, now.” Mitchell says and then disappears in a blur.
I take off running after him. The buildings and cars blur as I race through the streets. I hear the thrum of running behind me as I make a B-Line for Mitchell’s dad’s junk yard. 
I stop just inside the wrought iron gates. Mitchell is already disappearing behind a huge pile of scrap. The others materialize behind me as I follow Mitchell. As I stop and look around at the various husks of vehicles, I hear my phone ringing. I slip off my backpack and fish it out.
“Hello?”
“Hi, Cosmic Girl. Agent Forest calling.”
“Hi. Thanks for getting back to me.”
“You said you had a lead on Devlin, but you need my help.”
“We know he’s in a Spanish speaking town, in a pink hacienda on top of a building. I think he might be in Mexico.” I say hurriedly while the others arrive and shrug their shoulders at me.
“A pink hacienda on top of a building? Hold on a second, I’m going to make a call.”
“Okay.” I say and wait impatiently as Agent Forest places me on hold. While I wait, I hear something squeaking and the sound of dirt being scraped. I turn and see Mitchell pushing a dusty old trailer-home. Its once shiny metal exterior is now a dull grey with patches of brown rust around the wheel arches. 
“Okay, I have something that might help.” Agent Forest says when she comes back after a few minutes. “But if you go there, you have to promise me something.” She says and she sounds quite edgy.
“What?”
“Don’t let anyone know you’re American, okay?”
“What? That’s gonna be difficult, don’t you think? Our costumes are kind of a giveaway.”
“Then no costumes.” She says sternly.
“You’re serious?”
“Hide your faces if you must, but dress plainly. And don’t speak to anyone, okay?”
“Okay, fine.” I say and sigh.
“The hacienda belongs to Miguel Garcia, a drugs baron. You were close, but it’s not in Mexico. It’s in Guatemala. You’ll find it just north of the port of San Jose.”
“A drugs baron? Great.”
“Exactly. So no one must know you’re American. This requires subtlety.”
“Hey, you know me? I’m all about the subtle.”
“Like Las Vegas?”
“Hey! That wasn’t my fault.”
“You weren’t exactly subtle, were you?”
“Okay. Subtle. I’ll call you when we have the creep.”
“Good luck.” Agent Forest says before hanging up.
“Great.” I mumble and put my cell phone away.
“What is it?” Mitchell asks as he rubs his dusty hands on his jeans.
“We can’t wear any costumes.” I say as I meet their curious looks.
“Aww, man. Really?” Paul complains.
“Where we’re going, we can’t let on that we’re American.”
“Well, that’s easy, ‘cause I’m not. So can I wear mine?” Paul says and grins.
“No. We cover our faces, but that’s it. We gotta dress as normal as possible.” I reply.
“We haven’t got costumes.” Ryan points out, and Georgia just nods her head and smiles at me.
“You’d just burn yours anyway, so what’s the point?” Pamela says to Ryan. He nods and shrugs his shoulders.
“Face masks, eye masks, bandanas with holes cut in them, use what you can.” I tell them.
“If anyone has any spare, hand them over.” Mitchell asks.
“You can have one of mine, mate.” Paul says and gives Ryan a black Zorro-type eye mask.
“Thanks.” Ryan says and quickly puts it on.
“Here,” I say and hand Georgia one of my pink glittery eye masks.
She puts it on and giggles. Pamela accepts a white eye mask from Beth, then we all put on our eye masks. Mitchell leaves his costume, and instead puts on a spare pair of blue skiing goggles from Stuart. It will be nice to see Mitchell’s face for once. I hate the motorcycle helmet.
“And we’re going in that?” Beth asks and points at the trailer home.
“Don’t you think this is going to stand out a bit?” Ryan asks.
“They’ll probably just think it’s another U.F.O.” Stuart says calmly and strolls towards it.
“Don’t you mean, U.F.B.? Unidentified Flying Bad-Asses.” Paul says and chuckles as he saunters towards the trailer-home.
I fly up to the top and grab hold, then I simply will myself upwards. There’s some slight rocking motion as I fly it upwards, but it’s definitely easier than the boat. 
I look for the sun, then keep it on my right as I rise up. Once we’re through the second cloud layer, I level off and start to accelerate. 
I dare not fly more than a hundred miles an hour with the trailer. It’s old and rickety. I don’t trust it. I have an idea, though.
Beth? I think loudly.
‘Yes?’ I hear Beth’s husky voice inside my head.
Ask Paul to use his powers to hold the trailer together. I want to go faster. I ask Beth inside my head.
‘Will do.’
I wait a few minutes, then begin to accelerate. The clouds are racing by, and the wind becomes a roar in my ears. I quickly look down at my cargo. Still looks okay. I push myself to go faster. I hear the first sonic boom. 
The trailer’s still looking good, so I really push myself. I hear the second sonic boom a few seconds later, followed by a third a few seconds after that. 
The wind is now a high-pitched scream that any leading lady would be proud of.
Directions, please? I think aloud.
‘We’re over Nashville right now. No wait, we’re over Huntsville. No, Montgomery. Damn, girl.’
Let me know when we’re over the Gulf of Mexico.
‘Just passed Mobile, Alabama. Okay, we’re over the Gulf now. You’d better slow down before we end up in China.’
I chuckle as I slow down and begin my descent. I pass through some clouds and see the glimmering dark water far beneath us. I look to the horizon and see some land up ahead. There’s a large island on my left up ahead and to the right, a huge mass of land as far as the eye can see.
‘Keep going straight.’
I maintain my height, twenty thousand feet at a guess, and aim for the land mass in front of us.
‘Britney. We’re no longer in American air space.’
Uh, oh. I speed up again, and soon we are flying high above the land mass. I continue on until I see the ocean again and then I stop and turn around.
Okay, Beth. Where to?
‘Hang on. Damn it, I’ve got no signal here. I think it’s to our left. Follow the shoreline.’
Okay. 
I look down at the ocean far below us. There are lots of boats. I follow the shoreline, keeping it on my right as I carry the trailer-home through the clear sky. 
I begin to descend slowly. I can start to see the boats more clearly now. Some are fishing boats. A few of them are casting their nets as I fly overhead, men with their backs bent to their task. Some of the boats look sleek, and the sun glints off something metallic. 
As I get lower, I realize that some of the boats are carrying armed men in green military looking uniforms. The sun is glinting off of their weapons. 
A few of the boats have very large machine guns fitted to the back of them. 
My body tenses, and I feel butterflies in my tummy as I look at those huge guns. I level off and speed up again. 
I want to put as much distance between us as possible. It then dawns on me. We are flying into danger. We have to be careful. I’ve heard stories about Guatemala. They can be very trigger happy here, and we’re heading to a drugs baron’s house. 
Oh, joy. 
My head explodes in pain and I hear the familiar ringing in my ears for a split second. 
Something pings off of the trailer below me. 
“Damn it!” I blurt out and begin to dive towards the water. 
Hang on in there. We’re under fire. I think aloud as I hurtle towards the choppy waves.
‘Port of San Jose is coming up. Get us over land. Those shots came from the water.’ Beth’s panicked voice tells me inside my head.
I see a harbor up ahead, so I accelerate and bank to my right. My breathing is coming in gasps as I fly over the cluttered streets and small dwellings. I can hear excited shouts below us, then my warning is set off again. 
Oh, man. 
I hear the crack of gunfire below and I swerve to my left and go faster.
‘We got to ditch this trailer-home. It’s attracting too much attention.’ Beth’s husky voice says inside my head.
You think? I’m not used to this kind of reception. 
I see a tall hotel up ahead to my left. I fly up and set the trailer-home on the roof. The door bursts open and everyone pours out.
“Okay, now what? We’re sitting ducks up here.” Ryan says, his face flushed with anger.
“Beth, can you search any minds near us. See if they know where this hacienda is?” I ask as I drop to the roof and check on Georgia. “You okay?” I ask her.
She nods her head, but her face looks pale. “We’ll be okay.” I tell her and manage a weak smile.
“They’re not thinking in English.” Beth says after a few minutes.
“Try an image. Show them the hacienda. See if that helps.” Stuart says. Beth nods and they crawl to the edge of the roof together and look over the edge.
Behind me I hear a door handle twist. Like a bolt of lightning, I turn and race to the roof door and grab the handle.
Beth, hurry! I think loudly as the person on the other side of the door begins to hit the door with something.
“Got it.” Beth calls from the edge of the hotel roof. The masonry near her explodes a second later, and I hear gunshots.
“Friendly bunch.” Paul spits as he raises his hands. The trailer-home rises easily off the roof. 
“Get away from the door.” Paul tells me. I side-step as Paul forces the trailer-home up against the roof door.
“Thanks.” I say as I head over to the others. “Where is it Beth?”
She turns and points up to one of the hills. “Right there.”
I look to where she’s pointing. Wow, it really is built on top of another building. 
Even from here, I can see armed men patrolling the grounds. More gunfire interrupts my thoughts, this time from the roof door. I hear the clang and ping as they hit the trailer-home that’s blocking the door.
“How do we get there without getting shot?” Georgia asks, her voice trembling. 
Ryan grins and looks at Pamela, who’s standing with her arms folded and looking pretty pissed. “You’re up.” Ryan says teasingly to Pamela.
“I’m not sure if I can.” Pamela says and frowns, increasing her pissed off look.
“Yes, you can. It’s just like how we practiced.” Stuart says and holds out his hand to Pamela. “Take me first.”
Pamela sighs and turns around to face the hilltop villa.
“Hold on tight, and don’t let go.” Pamela tells Stuart. He steps up behind her and holds on to her arms.
“We all go on three.” I say and motion for Georgia to come to me. I pick her up and hold her steady in my arms.
“I think I can make that.” Mitchell says and takes several steps back away from the roof’s edge.
I turn and see Paul raise himself off the roof. 
“I can carry you as well. Come on.” I say to Ryan.
He just grins and bursts into flames. “I’ve got this.” He says confidently. “On three, right?”
I nod. More and more bullets are ripping into the trailer-home behind us, making it look like Swiss cheese.
“One…..two…..three!” I say and watch Pamela and Stuart vanish in a burst of dark light. 
I launch myself upwards and rocket towards the pink hacienda that sits proudly on top of a plain concrete building. 
A flame-covered Ryan flies past me to my right, blazing a fire trail behind him. Paul flies next to me on my left with his hands stretched out either side of him. I hear a gust of wind, and Mitchell shoots over us in a blue and black blur. 
Boy, can he jump! 
I look towards our destination and see that Stuart and Pamela are already on the rooftop. 
“That was fun.” Pamela says as I land near her and set Georgia down.
“I think the fun is just beginning.” Ryan says as he lands, flaming red and orange, on to the roof before extinguishing his flames. 
His normal clothes are hanging from him in charred tatters.
“I think you might be right, Blaze.” Paul says as he lands. I hear the sound of heavy boots running in our direction from below.
“Blaze?” Ryan asks.
“That’s your new codename, kid.” Mitchell says as he walks over to the roof’s edge.
“Don’t call me kid.” Ryan replies heatedly.
“Chillax.” Paul says and pats Ryan on the shoulder. “Ouch. Damn, you’re hot.” Paul says and blows on his hand.
“I know.” Ryan says and grins at Georgia.
“Is he here?” I say and march towards the hacienda.
“He better be.” Paul says and follows me.
“What’s that noise?” Beth asks.
I notice a bloody footprint. 
 



Fifteen
 
I hear a faint buzzing sound coming from the hacienda, and approach the first window, cautiously. I lean forward and peer inside. The room looks empty at first glance, then I see someone slumped over on the coach. 
Uh, oh.
I wave the others over and walk towards the door that Devlin used in Georgia’s vision. Only now, bloody footprints lead from the coach to the door, where I’m standing in disgust. That’s when the smell hits me. 
“Wow. It’s like a turd puked in here.” Paul complains behind me.
“Open the windows.” I agree as I begin to cough.
Paul raises his hands and several tall windows burst open, flooding the room with a slight breeze.
My footsteps echo inside the grand vacant room as I enter. I cover my nose with my hand and breathe through my mouth. The tiled floor is just as I remember, only now it’s covered in sticky blood. 
Small pools of the rancid dark fluid lie in various places in the cavernous living room. A large bookshelf rests against the wall near a doorway. Some of the books lie discarded on the floor beneath. 
The map is still on the marble coffee table, but all around it are bodies. 
One of them is dressed in green military fatigues. His head is crushed, spilling his brains all over the very nice banana-yellow couch. 
I stare at the grizzly scene for a moment. 
Twelve bodies, all with bloody stumps for necks. 
Devlin’s all too familiar calling card. 
The only sound is the buzzing of flies and my heart pounding in my ears, as I stand amidst the slaughter.
“Holy shit!” Paul blurts out as he steps past me.
“No! What’s he doing?” I hear Georgia call out from outside.
I race outside, and find Georgia pointing to the roof’s edge.
“He jumped over.” Georgia says in shock.
“Who did?” I ask and see Pamela and Beth head over.
“The big guy. Mitchell, is it?” Georgia says and looks at us.
I shrug and relax. “Don’t worry. He actually is bulletproof.” I say, then place my hand on Georgia’s shoulder as she walks towards the hacienda. “You’d better not go in there.” I tell her.
“He’s 100% bulletproof?” Stuart asks. 
I nod, and he smiles as he walks by me. I hear some gunshots down below, and some shouting. It quickly falls silent after I hear a few thuds.
“It’s not pretty.” I warn them. Georgia groans and steps backwards. “Gross.” She says and turns pale.
Damn it. I forgot she can see what I’ve seen by me touching her. “Sorry.” I say gently.
“Why does he do this?” Georgia asks and turns her back to me.
“I’d say he has issues.” Beth says as she puts her arm around Georgia. Ryan walks past and then I hear him cough.
“That is sick. And we’re trying to find this….murderer?” Ryan says as I turn and walk back to the hacienda.
“This has to stop.” I mutter as I walk back inside.
I hear a heavy impact outside, then Mitchell walks by me, then stops. 
“What the hell?” Mitchell says and turns to me in disgust.
“I assume this is Miguel Garcia?” Paul says and points to the slumped body on the couch.
“So, this is the map?” Stuart says and steps carefully over the pools of blood and twists the map so he can read it.
I rise up off the tiled floor and hover over and look at the map as well. New York, Chicago and the Mid-West are definitely circled in red marker. 
Wait no, not the Mid-West. 
Kentucky. 
What the hell is in Kentucky? 
Then I see two red lines linking New York and Kentucky. 
Where the lines converge, one word is written.
“Gold?” I say as I read it.
“Ambitious, isn’t he?” Stuart says.
“I don’t think he’s coming back here, guys.” Mitchell says from the doorway.
Beth and Paul step carefully over the pools of blood and check the map with us.
“Why is Chicago circled? We don’t have any gold, do we?” Beth asks.
Stuart shrugs as he checks the map again. I hover over to the discarded books lying on the floor near the bookcase. I kneel down and check the spines. 
They’re all in Spanish, but one that lies open shows some photos of gold being melted down, then some more photos of the gold as coins. I pick up another book, but then a new sound reaches my ears. A whirling sound, followed by another.
Helicopters?
“Guys?” Ryan shouts from outside.
I fly to the door and look over Ryan’s shoulder. Three helicopters, armed to the teeth, are approaching fast.
“Time to go!” I shout. “Hustle?” I say and wave Pamela over. She thinks for a minute, shrugs and walks over. “Take Georgia, Beth and Stuart. Go.” I say.
Pamela nods and grabs hold of Georgia and Stuart by the arm. Beth jumps on to Pamela’s back.
“Ouch.” Pamela says and frowns. “Hold on, and don’t let go.” She calls out, then vanishes in a burst of dark light. I hear the roar of machine gun fire, and my head explodes in pain and I hear the ringing in my ears. 
“GET OUT!” I scream. 
I quickly grab Ryan and fly to the side as bullets start tearing into the masonry, sending chunks of concrete and tiles flying like shrapnel. Paul races out of the hacienda with his hands raised in front of him, then Mitchell races out and stops near me. There’s a burst of dark light and Pamela reappears. She shakes her head and looks around. 
“You two, come on.” Pamela says to Ryan and Paul.
As soon as they are in arms reach, Pamela grabs them and vanishes in a burst of dark light. More gunfire heads our way as the gunships drift to the right and train their weapons at us. Mitchell steps in front of me and shields me with his body. I can hear the metallic clangs as bullets slam into his back. He grunts and closes his eyes. I wrap my arms around his waist.
“Hold on.” I tell him and launch us into the air.
As I fly us both upwards, I look down past our feet. Two rockets strike the roof where we had just stood. They explode with a thunderous boom, and chunks of masonry fly up along with a huge ball of flame. I accelerate upwards until we’re several thousand feet up, then look for the sun. The now orange globe is setting behind some grassy hills to our left, so I bank left and fly north.
“Where do you think he’ll strike next?” Mitchell asks warily as I rocket through the sky, still climbing.
I remember Georgia’s vision. Devlin was pointing at New York.
“I think he’s going to New York next.” I say into his left ear as I hold on to him.
“We’d better tell the Feds.” Mitchell says and then groans and rubs his back with his right hand, while he clings to me with his left hand. “Damn, that hurt.”
“Welcome to the club.” I say, and kiss his cheek.
“Umm, what’s that?” Mitchell says and points over my shoulder.
I spin in the air and catch the glint of something metallic in the air a few miles behind us. Then a second, then a third. 
Oh, crap. I turn around and take off like a bullet.
“Count to three, then hold your breath.” I shout out over the roar of the wind in our ears.
I pick up speed and hear the first sonic boom, then I get the advanced warning in my head. I instinctively swerve to the left and push myself to go faster. I hear the second sonic boom, then the third, then finally a fourth. My eyes are watering, but the tears freeze instantly.
 There’s no sound. No wind, no warning, and no sound of my breathing anymore, just the sound of my heartbeat racing in my temples and the power coursing through me. I feel tingly all over, and euphoric as the adrenaline kicks into high gear. 
I feel a rush, and want to laugh my head off, but I can’t breathe at this speed. I just have to hold my breath and wait until it’s safe again. I’m so lost in the moment that I lose track of time. I blink and slow down. 
I eventually stop after a few more seconds and shake my head. My head is spinning, and I take some deep breaths.
“Oh my god.” Mitchell mumbles as he rests his head on my shoulder.
“Are you okay?” I ask.
He pulls away and his face looks pale. There’s a thin layer of ice covering his skin, which cracks when he eventually smiles.
“That was intense.” He says, breathless, and rubs some of the ice from my eyes.
“Where are we?” I ask and look down, but all I see are green fields and some wide rivers running through the land like great branches from a watery tree.
“Let’s take a look.” Mitchell says, and so I pitch forward and aim for the green stuff. I feel Mitchell’s grip on me tighten as we plummet towards the ground. I see his eyes are shut tight too, and I can’t help but let a chuckle out. I level off at a few hundred feet and then fly over a river and scan the ground for anywhere that’s not too swampy. 
I see a park with some benches and picnic area, so I swoop down and land on the soft grass. I shake off the rest of the ice that’s coated me and remove my Chinese lucky cat backpack. I fish out my cell phone and check our location. It takes at least five minutes for the GPS to find us.
“We’re not far from Nashville.” I tell Mitchell as he shrugs out of his brown leather jacket.
“You hungry?” He asks as he raises his jacket up. It’s riddled with large holes and is scorched in places.
“I don’t think we should go anywhere with you looking like the Terminator.” I chuckle. “Let’s go back to my place. Dad’s probably freaking out.” I suggest and do a few simple stretches.
 
It’s almost nine O’clock when I close the front door behind me. I hear some footsteps, then Dad comes into the hall.
“There you are. Thank god.” He says and gives me a hug. He steps back and notices Mitchell’s bullet riddled clothing.
“What the hell happened? Are you okay?” Dad says and puts his hand on Mitchell’s shoulder.
“I’m okay, Richard. A bit battered and bruised, but I’ll live.” Mitchell replies with a shrug.
“We could do with something to eat.” I say and drop my dirty backpack by the stairs.
“And something to drink.” Mitchell adds, and rubs his back as he heads towards the kitchen.
“Sure. I’ll make you guys a sandwich.” Dad says and follows us into the kitchen.
I grab a couple of Cherry Cokes from the refrigerator and sit down at the table and hand one to Mitchell. 
“So, where did you go?” Dad asks as he begins getting things from the refrigerator.
“Guatemala.” Mitchell says before I can stop him.
“What the hell were you doing there?” Dad says as he spins around, spraying me with mustard.
“We traced Devlin there.” I say and give Mitchell a disapproving look.
“And?” Dad says and continues making our sandwiches.
“He was gone. But we have a pretty good idea where he’s going.” I say and take another grateful sip of my Cherry Coke. “That reminds me.” I say and then go into the hallway to get my backpack. I bring it into the kitchen and grab my cell phone. I dial Agent Forest’s number. After several rings her voice mail picks up.
“Hi, it’s you-know-who. Can you call me when you get this?” I say and then hang up.
Dad places a plate of sandwiches on the table in front of us, and we both dive in. Pastrami, pickle and mustard. Yum. We both eat three and I leave the last one for Mitchell. I finish the last of my Cherry Coke and yawn.
“I better get going, Britney.” Mitchell says and gets up.
“You can’t go home looking like that. You’ll give your parents a fright.” Dad says. “I’m sure I’ve got some old clothes you can have. Come on, son.” Dad says and leads Mitchell upstairs. I stay seated at the table for a few minutes before my cell phone starts ringing.
“Hello?” I say while yawning.
“I said subtle, Cosmic Girl.” Agent Forest greets me.
“Not my fault if they’re trigger happy morons.” I say and rub my eyes.
“Devlin?” She asks.
“Gone. He killed that Miguel dude as well. It was a mess.” I say.
“Damn it.” Agent Forest mutters.
“His next targets are New York, Chicago and some place in Kentucky. Seems he’s taken an interest in gold, now.” I say.
“I’ll spread the word. Thank you, Cosmic Girl.”
“How are you gonna stop him? This guy is nuts, and very powerful.”
“We’ll think of something. We always do. Take care.” Then she hung up.
I have a bad feeling about this. 
I close my cell phone and place it on the table, then I think about Bill, and decide to give him a call. He picks up after a few short rings.
“Oh, hello C.G.” Bill says in his usual no-nonsense voice.
“Hi, Bill. I thought I better give you the heads up….” I say, but he cuts me off in mid flow.
“It’s okay. We intercepted your call to Agent Forest. New York and Fort Knox, huh? What makes you think he’s after gold?”
“We saw a map in Miguel Garcia’s blood splattered hacienda.” I reply testily. I hate the fact that they seem to know everything. So is my phone tapped?
“Okay. I’ll ensure that the relevant people are informed.” Bill says calmly.
“Informed? You have to warn people. Nothing is going to stop this guy. Don’t you get it? Bullets, Tasers, Gas. Nothing will work on this guy. You have got to figure out how to take him down. You can’t hold him.” I say quickly.
“Are you saying we need to kill him?” Bill asks me calmly.
Oh, man. How can I say yes to that?
“I don’t know.” I say in frustration. “He just needs to be stopped before he kills anymore people. He’s becoming a monster.”
“We know how to deal with monsters, Miss Brookes. Have no fear. We asked you to find him, and you have. You have our thanks. Now leave the rest to us.”
“I hope you know what you’re doing.” I say before hanging up.
I hear their footsteps on the stairs, then Mitchell materializes in the kitchen doorway dressed in one of Dad’s old white shirts and green corduroys. He still has his black running shoes on, though. I smirk.
“It was the only thing that would fit.” Mitchell says and frowns.
I get up and saunter over to him. “You look…..fine.” I say while trying not to laugh.
He bends down and kisses me gently on the lips. “I’d better go. See you tomorrow?” He says and pulls away.
“Sleep well.” I say and walk him to the door.
I wait at the door and watch as he strolls along the paved sidewalk, before he vanishes in a green and white blur. I sigh and close the door. Then head upstairs.
“Goodnight, Dad.” I call out as the tiredness washes over me.
“Goodnight, Pumpkin.”
 



Sixteen
 
The next day in school, and we’re all feeling a bit stiff and sore. While other kids in my art class are painting flowers, or buildings, I find myself painting Devlin murdering people. Plenty of red paint is already covering my canvas before I even realize what I’m doing. It’s too late now, so I go with it. I finish it with some yellow paint for the gold bricks.
“Yikes.” Ryan says as he sees my handiwork. 
Mr. Brown, our new art teacher wanders around the class checking our progress. “Hello, Miss Brookes.” He says as he stops behind me. 
“Can you see me after class?” He says before moving on to Stuart’s canvas. 
Oh, great.
When the bell goes, and people are heading to the lockers, I find myself walking solemnly to the Principal’s office. As I pass happy, carefree faces, I’m still thinking about the lives Devlin has destroyed. Such a terrible waste of life, and there’s the people he has endowed with powers, including yours truly. 
He may not have killed us, but he certainly has changed our lives forever. 
How can one man cause so much devastation, without any regrets? The last time I was face to face with him, he actually had the nerve to expect a thank you. 
Did he think he was God?
“Ah, hello again, Miss Brookes.” I hear the Principal say before I realize that I’m already outside his office with my raised hand to knock. The door is open and Mr. Meyer is looking at me with a concerned look on his tired looking face.
“Hello, sir.” I grumble and lower my arm.
“Please, come in.” Mr. Meyer says warmly and heads back into his office.
I follow wordlessly and accept the chair offered to me near his desk. I sigh and look down at my hands. My nails are dirty. There’s some dark brown stuff under them. Oh, god. I hope it’s not blood.
“Is there anything you want to tell me?” Mr. Meyer asks softly as he leans casually against his window.
“Hmm?” I say and look up at him briefly. “What’s wrong?” I say, feeling a little confused.
“How can I put this? You don’t seem quite yourself.”
Well, that’s true. I haven’t been myself since Devlin entered my life.
“Is there a problem?” I ask and raise my hands to check my nails again. I sniff them warily.
“Your behavior over the last week has been, troubling.”
“Have I done something wrong?” I ask and give him my full attention. Well, as much as I can give.
“Have you?” He asks simply.
“Huh?” Stop talking in riddles and give it to me straight. I’m tired.
“Your friends seem concerned about you. People in your class are saying that you’ve been talking to yourself, and seem to, how did they put it? Have major issues.” He says and does the finger quotes on the last bit.
“I’ve been talking to myself?” I ask. 
When did that happen? You could knock me over with a Krispy Kreme.
“Apparently.” He says and walks over and crouches down in front of me. “Do you need counselling?” He asks gently.
I’m sure my expression is saying, what the hell? 
“You’ve been through a lot, Miss Brookes. It’s okay to ask for help.”
“I agree with that part.” I say and sigh. “This counsellor? He wouldn’t breathe a word about our talk?” I ask cautiously.
“Of course not. It would be strictly between you and him.”
“Him?” I ask and raise an eyebrow.
“Mr. Crowe. Would you like me to arrange a meeting?”
“Sure. Why not.” I shrug and look at my fingernails again. I hope we’ve got something to get this stuff out.
“Good. I’m glad.” He says and stands up. “Well, have a lovely weekend, and I’ll see you on Monday.”
It’s Friday? Oh, right. Cool. “Thanks, sir.” I mumble, then get up and leave.
“Have you been naughty?” I hear a boy’s voice snigger as I leave the Principal’s office.
I look for the source, and find Ryan leaning against the wall by the Principal’s assistant’s desk.
I raise an eyebrow. “Have you?” I ask.
“That depends on your definition of naughty.” Ryan replies and grins.
“What did you do?” I ask.
“Hey, it’s a science class. They encourage you to burn stuff.”
I shake my head as I leave. Mitchell’s waiting for me in the parking lot. He hurries over when I emerge.
“You okay?” He asks as he walks in step with me.
“Can I answer that in a few years?” I reply dryly.
We walk in silence for a block before he looks down at me and clears his throat. “Mom’s making pot roast tonight. You wanna join us?”
Mmm, pot roast. “Will you have roasties?” I ask.
“Of course.” He chuckles. “So, will you come?”
“Sure. That sounds real nice.”
“Seven, on the dot. Okay?” Mitchell says, and I grin and rise up from the sidewalk and kiss him on the cheek.
Mitchell looks around quickly. “Be careful. Someone could have seen you.”
Another thing to worry about. Great. Can I ever just be myself? I drop to the sidewalk and sigh. 
“See you later.” I say, then take off like a rocket, directly up, and aim for the silvery clouds drifting overhead. 
In a few seconds I’m several thousand feet up, and keep going. When the world below disappears behind clouds, and even the Willis Tower looks like Lego blocks, I slow down and level off. 
I’m dimly aware of the sun in front of me and to my left, but I’m not really looking anymore. All I see is clear blue skies and the blink of lights as airplanes soar to their destinations. I look at my arms as I thrust them in front of me, and that’s when I realize that I’m not in costume. 
I stop in the air and remove my Chinese lucky cat backpack, and quickly change into my Cosmic Girl costume. I remove my colored contacts and put them in their case, and slip my pink glittery eye mask on over my head. I secure the backpack in place, then take off again. 
I don’t know where I’m going. I just need to get some air. I think better up here. No distractions. 
One thought is dominating all others. 
I’ve been talking to myself in class? 
What the hell have I been saying? 
Why don’t I remember any of this? 
A familiar roaring noise reaches my ears. I look below me. A fighter plane is heading in the same direction, but is a couple of thousand feet below me. Its dull grey exterior really stands out against the white clouds below it. The sun reflects brightly from the canopy, so I can’t look at it for too long before my eyes start watering. I maintain my speed and begin to descend slowly. 
When I get low enough, I knock gently on the canopy. The pilot’s red and yellow striped helmet tilts back as he looks up at me. The jet fighter swerves wildly for a few seconds, before the afterburners light up and he accelerates away from me. 
Oops. I didn’t mean to spook him. 
I accelerate after him. I just want to talk to the guy. Tell him I’m not an enemy or something. 
As soon as I get closer he accelerates even more. I hear the first sonic boom as I catch up with him again.
“Hey, I just want to talk.” I yell as I fly overhead and look down into his cockpit. I knock gently on the canopy and wave and smile when he glances up at me for a second. “Friend.” I yell and point at myself.
He looks at me a few more times, then the aircraft begins to slow down. I give him the thumbs up as he slows down some more. 
He detaches his breathing mask and lets it hang loose, and frowns at me.
“What the hell are you doing?” He shouts through the canopy.
“Sorry. I just want to talk.” I yell back and smile apologetically.
He checks his watch then looks at me as I glide over and fly alongside him. “I can’t talk long. I’m on a mission. It’s kind of time sensitive.”
“That’s cool.” I yell. “It’s just….how do you deal with the stress?” I ask.
He looks puzzled for a second. “I don’t know. You just do.” He shouts through the canopy.
“But even if you know you’re going somewhere that’s really dangerous, and you might be killed. How do you deal with that?”
“You can’t think like that. If you do, you die. I think about my mission, my buddies who are with me, and that we’ve all got each other’s back. You only think about things afterwards.” He yells and smiles sweetly at me. “Are you scared about something?”
Scared? I can’t afford to be scared. I merely shrug as I fly next to his cockpit.
“Everyone gets scared, you know. There’s nothing wrong with being scared. It means you’re smart.” The pilot yells and gives me the thumbs up.
“How do you get over it?” I yell.
“You don’t.” He yells back. He salutes me with his right hand. “I got to go. Stay strong.” He yells, then banks to his left and flies away. I stop and hover as I watch him fly away. 
I salute him, then wave goodbye.
“Where the hell am I?” I say aloud, as I look down at the dark blue water far below that I see through breaks in the clouds.
 
 I eventually make my way home from the middle of the Pacific. I fly though my bedroom window and get undressed and take a long shower. I pick out a nice outfit, and get to work drying my long brown hair. I leave my costume and backpack behind, and super-speed to Mitchell’s parent’s house. 
I knock gently on the door while the adrenaline begins to subside. The door opens after a few minutes. 
“Oh, hi Britney. You’re early.” Mr. Reed says as he opens the door and steps to one side.
“I can’t miss Mrs. Reed’s famous pot roast.” I say and grin as I enter.
He looks at me warily, takes a step back and runs his hands through his thinning hair and closes the door.
“She’s here.” Mr. Reed calls out before turning and heading back into the living room. I hear some footsteps upstairs, then Mitchell super-speeds downstairs.
“Hi. You okay?” Mitchell asks and takes my hand.
I try to smile, but his dad’s reaction to me is bugging me. Mitchell leads me into the kitchen, where Mrs. Reed is stirring a pot with a wooden spoon.
“Oh, hi Sweetie.” Mrs. Reed says and gives me a one armed hug, then gets back to stirring. “I hope you’re hungry.”
“Starving.” I reply and smile as I inhale deeply the beef aroma coming from the table. A wooden board lies on the table, covered in aluminum foil. Thick gravy is bubbling loudly in a pot on the stove, and Mrs. Reed stirs a pot of creamy mashed potatoes, before turning her attention back to the gravy. 
“It smells amazeballs.” I say and lick my lips.
“Where did you go earlier?” Mitchell asks as he sits down at the table.
“I just needed to get some air.” I reply and sit down next to him.
I hear Mrs. Reed smirk from the stove.
“Did you call the Feds?” Mitchell asks while giving his mom a funny look.
“Yep. They thanked me.” I say.
“And?” He asks.
“They’ll handle it from here.” I say and rest my cheek on my hand.
Another smirk comes from Mrs. Reed.
“Okay.” Mitchell says and looks at his mom quickly, before turning to me again. “How do they plan on handling it?” Mitchell asks and does the finger quotes on the last part.
“They wouldn’t say. Need to know basis, I guess.” I say and shrug.
“Typical.” Mrs. Reed says then switches off the stove. She walks over to a cupboard and retrieves a medium sized bowl.
“So, is that it? We’re done?” Mitchell asks.
“Hardly.” I say despondently. “When he hits New York, a lot of people are gonna die. Unless we stop him.” I say.
“How do we stop him? We’re not even sure what this guy can do.”
I shrug. “I have no idea.”
“How about poison?” Mrs. Reed says as she spoons creamy mashed potatoes into a bowl.
“Mom!” Mitchell says in shock, but I can’t help but giggle.
“Just saying, is all.” Mrs. Reed says and places the bowl on the table. “He may be tough on the outside, but he’s still human inside, isn’t he?” She says and turns to get the pot of gravy.
“Actually, she has a point.” I say. “I still feel the coldness of ice cream when I eat it. Don’t you?” I say to Mitchell.
“Let’s test it shall we?” Mrs. Reed says and takes a teaspoon and dips it into the hot gravy. “Here, touch this?” She tells Mitchell.
“I don’t feel anything.” He says when he touches it with his finger.
“Now put the whole thing in your mouth.” Mrs. Reed says.
“Okay, but I don’t see how this…..Yow!” Mitchell says then almost leaps out of his chair when he puts the spoon in his mouth. “Hot, hot, hot….aagh.”
Mrs. Reed fetches him a glass of cold water. “Here, Honey.” She says as she gives him the glass. He downs the water, then exhales slowly. 
He looks at us each in turn with an annoyed expression, then his expression turns to amazement. “Mom, you’re a genius.”
“Not just a pretty face.” Mrs. Reed laughs then turns back to the stove. “So, poison?” She asks.
“Mom! No.”
“A sleeping agent, maybe?” I suggest.
“Food’s ready, Darling.” Mrs. Reed calls out.
 
The food is amazeballs. I savor every mouthful. Mr. Reed kept giving me the evil eye throughout dinner, but I didn’t care. For the first time in months, I could see a glimmer of hope. Maybe there is a way to stop Devlin after all.
 



Seventeen
 
It’s the weekend, and I know I should be trying to relax and have fun. Hell, I should be making out with Mitchell at the beach. But I can’t relax. I’m on edge. 
After breakfast, I sit in the living room and flick through the news channels for anything Devlin or New York related. But after an hour of this, Jessica gets annoyed with me and kicks me out of the house. 
I head over to Mitchell’s, and decide to take a more human pace. It takes me over ten minutes to walk one block, which feels weird. I’m so used to super-speeding everywhere I go these days, that it feels odd to just walk. But, at least I don’t have to concentrate so much. 
I can appreciate the life going on around me as I breathe in the air, which feels a little cool in my mouth, I notice. 
The sky is overcast, and I feel the first drops of rain as I stop and watch a couple approaching. I don’t know them, and they don’t seem to notice me at all. They’re both lost in each other. They’re holding hands and talking, and I smile as they walk on by. 
Wouldn’t it be nice if I could just forget about being super, and lead a normal life? 
Of course, then I wouldn’t be able to help people like I do. 
Just as I turn to walk on, I hear a screech of tires. I instantly tune in to where it’s coming from, and turn one eighty. A black four by four is careening out of control, and is heading for the sweet couple. 
They’re too into each other to notice just yet, but they have just seconds before it hits them. 
No time to think about things. I launch myself at the couple and reach them just as the jeep is about to hit them. 
It hits me instead, or I hit it, a little of both I guess. My hands go straight through the chrome grill until I hit the engine block. There’s a metallic crunch, a hiss, then the engine stalls. 
The couple scream and jump backwards and fall on their butts. 
I disengage myself from the twisted metal and push the jeep off the curb.
“Are you hurt?” I ask as I keep my back to the couple.
“What? Umm, oh, no, I don’t think so. Thank you. Thank you so much.” The girl says. I can hear the fear in her voice.
The driver is holding his head and groaning.
“The driver needs help. Can you dial 911?” I ask as I survey my top. I thought a long sleeved top would make a nice change. Life had other plans. My sleeves are shredded. 
“Take care.” I say and take off at super-speed down the paved sidewalk. I tear my sleeves off and cast them away, turning my top into a makeshift tank top.
I stop outside Mitchell’s door and knock gently. My hands are filthy. They’re covered in oil, and something else that stinks. The door is opened by Mitchell’s dad, who glares at me silently for a few seconds before calling out for Mitchell. 
“Hey.” Mitchell says happily as he zooms to a stop by the door. He notices my dark grimy hands, and raises an eyebrow.
“You got anything that can get oil out?” I ask and hold my hands up.
“Come on in.” Mitchell chuckles and leads me into the kitchen. “Don’t touch anything. Mom will kill you.” He says seriously as he opens a door below the sink and begins rummaging.
“What’s up with your dad? Doesn’t he like me?” I ask as I rise up from the kitchen floor and sit in the air.
“It’s not you. It’s the whole powers thing.”
“Oh. He’s not weird with you as well, is he?” I ask.
“He’s old fashioned.” Mitchell says as he stands up with a bottle in his hand. “He just needs more time.” He says and waves me over to the sink. “Apply generously, and scrub slowly.” Mitchell adds as he hands me a bottle of olive oil.
“Okay. If you say so.” I say and float over to the sink and pour some olive oil on to my hands. I rub and scrub my hands slowly, and eventually I begin to see skin.
Mitchell turns on the faucet, and I rinse my hands under the water. Wow. I mean it’s not all gone yet, but not bad. 
“Here,” He says and passes me a green bar of soap. I scrub a bit more vigorously this time, then rinse my hands again.
“Much better.” I say. “Now can I touch things?” I ask.
“Sure.”
I wrap my arms around his muscular neck and pull him to me. I hover in the air in their kitchen as I kiss him. 
“Ahem!”
We stop and I turn and look at Mr. Reed as he stands in the doorway tapping his foot.
“Sorry, does this make you uncomfortable?” I say and fly around Mitchell so that I’m behind him, and press my cheek against his.
He folds his arms and glares at me. “I thought I made myself quite clear, son.” Mr. Reed says slowly.
“You did, sir.” Mitchell says and folds his arms. I raise my legs so that I’m horizontal by Mitchell’s shoulders.
“No powers in the house. We agreed. You promised.” Mr. Reed says and points at me. 
Hey, I didn’t promise.
“He’s right. I did promise.” Mitchell says and motions with his head for me to land.
“Let’s go.” I say and take his hand.
Mitchell stands motionless for a few seconds, despite me pulling him harder, then sighs and walks past his dad. I open the door and I skip to the sidewalk and wait for Mitchell. 
He’s standing by the door having a quiet talk with his dad. I breathe in the morning air and look down the street at an old man walking his dog while I wait. Mitchell eventually joins me, and I grab his hand and start walking.
“Everything okay?” I ask as I look up at him. His face looks a little sullen.
“Ask me in a few years.” He says and smiles.
“I’ve been meaning to ask you something.” I say as the light rain begins to stop.
“What?” He asks as he strokes the back of my hand with his thumb.
“Did those bullets really hurt?” I ask.
“Geez.” He rolls his eyes.
“Those were larger bullets, right? Did they leave any marks?” I ask.
“You really wanna know?” He asks. I nod quickly. “It felt like being punched.”
“Is that all?” I say. Then another thought enters my head. “I’ve never known you to get into fights before. How do you know what being punched feels like?” I ask as I look sideways up at him.
“I just do, okay.” He sighs and then shrugs his shoulders. “Where are we going anyway?”
“You wanna see the Cubs take on the Braves?” I ask, and chuckle at his shocked expression.
“You’re serious?”
“It starts at 3:05pm. You wanna go with me?” I ask.
“Do I?”
 
When 3pm arrives, we get some drinks and some snacks, then we both get changed into our costumes. Mitchell holds our drinks while I carry him. I climb to a couple of thousand feet while I head towards the stadium. 
I come down behind the lights and land gently on the roof overlooking the pitcher’s mound. I put my finger to my lips while I try not to giggle. 
We lie down and arrange our snacks and drinks, then wait while we stroke each other’s hand. I feel very naughty, but I remember what George told me back in Hawaii. 
It’s time we had some fun. 
I stuff some popcorn in my mouth and grin at Mitchell as the game begins. It’s great just to see him smile, and not have that ridiculous helmet on. 
His beautiful brown eyes are excited, and he looks like a teenager again. 
I miss this. 
I brush a tear from my eye, lean over and kiss him on the cheek.
“Everything okay?” He whispers as he turns to me quickly.
“Yeah, perfect.” I whisper back and squeeze his hand.
To be honest, this is the first baseball game that I’ve ever been to. What a great view for my first game. But the best view of all, is watching Mitchell. He’s really trying not to yell and holler, and it makes me giggle. Soon, he’s laughing with me as I playfully throw some popcorn at him. 
He pulls me to him and tries to tickle me, making me squeal and squirm. As he lies on top of me grinning, I reach up and stroke his cheek. As his breathing becomes calmer, he gives me a look that I will never forget.
I run my fingers through his wavy brown locks and pull him to me. As we kiss, the whole stadium erupts in cheers as a homerun is struck.
 
The weekend passes without any major incidents. Devlin hasn’t been seen in days. Even Bill had no news.
“When was he last seen?” I ask Bill as I sit in the living room, cell phone pressed to my ear, while I tap my foot to some music on the television.
“The last actual sighting was the jail break. That was five days ago.” Bill says in his usual clipped fashion.
“He’s gonna hit New York, I know it. I just don’t know when. Look, we have some news as well.” I say.
“I’m waiting.”
“No matter how tough he may be on the outside, Devlin is soft on the inside. If you can get a drug inside him, it will work just like it does on anyone else.” I say, realizing that I just told him how they can stop me and my friends now. 
I close my eyes and slap myself internally.
“Really?”
“Yep. Of course, how you get the drug inside of him, is the problem. It will be difficult.” 
“Thank you. Good luck with your exams.” He says cheerily for once, then hangs up. He always has to have the last word. 
Hang on. Exams? 
I check the date on my cell phone. It’s June 1st. 
Holy crap. Next week is the last week of school. 
Exams, then summer vacation. 
Considering my behavior over the last few weeks, I am not exactly confident that I’m gonna do well. 



Hmm, what grades do I need to be a comic book writer?
 



Eighteen
 
Monday morning, and the Principal corners me as I go to my locker.
“Good morning, Miss Brookes. I trust you are rested?” Principal Meyer asks warmly as I get my books.
I shrug and smile meekly back. “I guess.”
“I’ve arranged a little one to one with Mr. Crowe. You two can use my office after the final bell. Okay?”
Oh, yeah, right. The shrink. Why not?
“Thank you, sir. I’ll be there.” I say, and he nods approvingly and walks away. 
It might be nice to get things off my chest. Plus, it’s a stranger, so he won’t be judging me. I hope. 
I close my locker and head down the school corridor as kids jostle past me trying to get to their first class. I catch up to Stuart and Ryan, and we head to our first class. 
Math. Yay, my favorite. 
Groan.
“Miss Brookes!” 
“Huh, what?” I say and look around me. 
What just happened? And why is everyone looking at me, and smirking?
“If you drop off again, you’ll be going straight to the Principal’s office, young lady.” Mrs. Marshall declares angrily while pointing her bony finger at me.
“Who’s Devlin? Is he like your boyfriend or something?” John Hudson says to me over his shoulder and blows me a kiss.
What the hell? Did I really fall asleep in class?
I sit up straight and rub my nose and glare at the nearest smirker. I look over at Stuart, but he just shrugs and points to my chair. I look down, and the front right leg has a crack running down the length of it. 
Am I really this tired, that I would fall asleep without knowing it? I don’t feel sleepy. 
I try to focus on the board and what Mrs. Marshall is trying to teach us, but I’m finding it difficult. The writing on the board won’t stay still. It keeps drifting left and right. 
What’s up with that? 
Why does her voice sound so deep and weird? It’s like she’s imitating Dory from Finding Nemo. 
Just when I feel the world tilting on its axis, I hear Devlin’s sexy Antonio Banderas-type voice whispering in my ear.
“I’m going to enjoy killing you, darling.”
I hear a crack, a crash, then find myself lying on my back staring up at my desk, which looks huge, giant-like. 
A shadow passes over me, and I hear someone screaming.
“How are you feeling?” A man’s voice asks out of the ether.
“Huh?” I mumble as I try and open my eyes.
“You can rest. It’s okay.” The man says gently, and I feel a hand on my shoulder.
“I’m not dead?” I ask, and with a final effort, open my eyes. I’m outside the Principal’s office on one of the beige couches.
“Hardly. But I would like to know why you thought you might be?”
I prop myself up on one elbow and look at the man who is sitting opposite me. 
He looks like your typical teacher; plain grey shirt and blue jeans. 
Brown suede Hush Puppies adorn his feet, which are planted firmly on the ground now, as he stands up and walks over to me.
“Hi, I’m Bruce.” The man says and extends his hand.
I’m feeling a little on edge still, so I just smile up at him as I push myself up into a sitting position. 
“Britney.” I say and sigh. I feel a little woozy when I become upright, and place both hands on the coach to support myself.
“What happened?” Bruce asks and crouches down in front of me.
“I have no clue.” I say, and try to remember the last thing that happened. It’s all foggy. I remember someone was screaming. “Devlin!” I say and look around me wildly.
“Who’s Devlin?” Bruce asks. His thirty-something face is lined with worry, but I notice a pad and pencil in his hand.
“Whoa! Who are you?” I ask and lean back.
“Bruce Crowe. We had an appointment.” He says.
So, this is the shrink? 
“Hang on. We were supposed to meet after school finished. What time is it?”
“It’s after 4pm, Britney.” Bruce says, blinks, then writes something down on his pad. “Don’t worry, the nurse said you’ll be just fine. We thought it best that you sleep.” He says as he looks at me again.
What the hell is happening to me? 
“I’m ready for that talk now.” I say.
“Good. Don’t hold back any information. You’ll only get out what you put in. Okay?”
“Oh, don’t worry. I’m not gonna hold back a damn thing.” I say eagerly and get up gingerly.
He chuckles and knocks on the Principal’s door. It opens after a few seconds.
“Ah, Miss Brookes. You’re back on your feet again. Excellent.” Principal Meyer says and smiles warmly at me. “I see you’ve met Mr. Crowe.”
“We’re going to need your office…….for a while.” Bruce says as he looks down at me with a concerned expression.
“No problem.” Principal Meyer says and hurries inside, then returns with his brown leather satchel and a briefcase. 
“All yours.” He says before leaving.
“After you.” I say and motion him ahead of me. Bruce heads inside and I close the door behind us.
 
I don’t think he was quite expecting to hear everything I had to tell him. But, true to my word, I did not hold back anything. His expressions were funny. But the novelty of the whole superhero gig had worn off a long time ago for me. The stress of it all is wearing me out. Bruce agreed. I was suffering from post-traumatic stress, he said.
“What do I do? I can’t just stop being a super.” I say after I stop crying.
“Your stress is more specific, Britney. You need to find this Devlin. You need to stop him, once and for all, and rid yourself of this demon.” Bruce says calmly as he paces back and forth by the window.
“If only it was that easy.” I grumble as I wipe away the tears.
“Every great moment in history, every victory, every glorious eureka shout of triumph, has been hard won. I have no doubt that you will have your chance to stand tall and proud. To show everyone, that good people can prevail.” Bruce says earnestly and locks eyes with me. “Face your demons.” Bruce says and steps closer. “And kick their ass.”
I chuckle and grin up at him. “Thanks.”
He extends his hand to me, and I take it and rise up from the chair. I hover slightly in the air, then land and look up at him.
“Wow. You really are Cosmic Girl.” Bruce beams, and lets out a nervous laugh. “I’m a huge fan, by the way.”
After everything I just told him? “Really?” I ask.
“When you wear your costume, it’s like nothing can stop you. I want you to think of your costume as your armor. And when you wear your armor, you’re going into battle. Remember that. You have to go to war with this guy.”
“I don’t want to kill him, though.”
“I hope it doesn’t come to that. But you may have to hurt him. Are you prepared to do that?”
“Yeah, I think I can do that.” I say. Whenever I think of the poor people who have crossed his path, it makes me furious.
In fact.
“Thank you, Mr. Crowe. You’ve really helped.”
“Anytime.”
“I have to go.” I say and head for the door.
“Kick his ass!” Bruce calls out behind me, but within seconds I race to my locker and get my Chinese lucky cat backpack.
Another two seconds later and I’m airborne. 
I stop above the clouds and hover, while I get changed into my Cosmic Girl costume. 
No, my armor. 
I slip on my pink glittery eye mask and secure the backpack around my shoulders. I look for the sun quickly, then turn and fly west. My anger fuels my speed, and I hear five sonic booms in quick succession. 
I reach the west coast in less than a minute. I follow the coastline south and make a B-Line for Los Angeles. 
I dodge half a dozen airliners as I descend through the clouds. I rocket towards a tall hotel, and stop. I hover in the air while I get my cell phone out from my backpack, and the list of Italian restaurants. 
I read the first restaurant name, Tony’s Place. I check its location on my cell, then rocket south a few blocks and plummet to the street. I make a loud thud when I land, and people walking by jump back. 
I look through the restaurants window, but this place looks too quiet, and small. There are only a handful of customers, and they look like blue collar workers. 
I shoot back up into the sky and check the next location. Maria’s. That doesn’t sound very mobsterish. I discount it and move on to the next one. The Veal Deal. I turn around and head for Hollywood. I see the cracked sidewalks of Sunset Boulevard up ahead and start to slow down. 
I turn and follow it west until I see the restaurant sign. I drop like a rock towards the sidewalk. I hit the sidewalk with a crunch. The sidewalk cracks slightly when I land, but I don’t think anyone will notice another crack out here. 
I put the piece of paper and my cell phone away and hover towards the entrance. 
I notice a few of the cars in the parking lot by the side have some fancy cars. A Porsche, a limousine and a couple of Audis, a TT and an R8. 
The restaurant is much larger than the others. I pass through the glass automatic double-doors, and see the Maître D’s eyes grow wide when he sees me floating towards him.
“Miss? Umm, do you have a reservation?” He stammers as he tries to block my access to the rest of the restaurant.
“I’m here to see Mr. Gazzara.” I say firmly.
“Who?” He checks the register in front of him. “I don’t believe we have a Mr. Gazzara here….” He mumbles as he traces his finger along the large register open in front of him.
“Don’t play cute, Sweetie.” I say and grab him by his Tuxedo collar and hoist him into the air. “Let’s find him together, shall we?” I say and carry him into the main seating area.
“Hey, nice place you got here.” I say as I admire the crystal chandeliers and the deep luster of the shiny gold cutlery adorning the round tables. I notice a couple of men in dark blue suits get up at the back of the restaurant. The atmospheric lighting reflects off the oil in their black hair. They approach casually, and stop a few yards from me.
“Would you mind putting him down?” One of the guys says in a very Joe Pesci-type voice. 
“Of course.” I say and lower the Maître D to the marble-tiled floor. “I don’t want any trouble.” I add and smile as he walks quickly back to his position while smoothing his Tuxedo.
“The boss says, come and join us.” The taller guy says and motions for me to follow them.
I float after them and give the other customers a toothy grin. At the back of the restaurant, some steps lead up to a raised area where ten tables sit. 
Three of the tables are full. Mostly suits, but some have their jackets off, and some are smoking cigars as thick as my arm. I recognize Frankie Gazzara when I see him. He hasn’t changed much since his last mug shot.
“Evening fellas.” I greet them loudly as I hover past the vacant tables.
Two goons get up quickly when I get closer.
“Don’t bother.” Frankie says and waves them away dismissively. “So, to what do I owe this unexpected pleasure?” Frankie asks as he puffs on a cigar.
“You know, smoking indoors is frowned upon.” I say and grin when he starts laughing.
“My place, doll. My rules. Now what do ya want?”
“First of all, I want you to know that I had nothing to do with Tony Bardino’s death.”
“No kidding. And?” Frankie asks gruffly.
“I know who did.”
Frankie sits up and leans forward in his seat, rolls his cigar between his thumb and forefinger, and looks me right in the eye.
He doesn’t speak for a while, but when he does his voice is calm.
“Name him.”
“Devlin De Marco.” I say. 
His poker face slips for a brief second. Anyone else may not have noticed, but with my reflexes, I don’t miss a thing. His eyes looked furious, murderous. Blink and you’d miss it. The darkness passed over him, then left just as quickly.
“The super-freak?” One of his men asks one of the other guys sitting nearby.
“Why did you come here?” Frankie asks as he regards me coldly.
“I want Devlin. I’m pretty sure that you want Devlin. Perhaps we can pool our resources?” I suggest.
“Our?” Frankie asks and chuckles darkly.
“Okay. Your resources.” I say and shrug. “Look, you’ve got the brains, and I’ve got the muscle.” A few of the men laugh heartily. “Hey, I’m not kidding.” I say with my purple gloved-hands on my hips.
“Cosmic Girl, asking for help?” Frankie says teasingly.
“I know. Total shocker.”
“Give her a cell.” Frankie tells the guy to his left. The man in the dark black suit gets up slowly and hands me a cell phone.
I look at the phone suspiciously, then take it.
“If I do you this, favor.” Frankie says in a business-like tone. “I will expect you to do me, a favor, someday. Got it?”
“Totally.” I reply. “I wanna know when someone sees this guy. Where is he, what’s he doing, what’s he planning.” I say and wave the new cell phone. “Call me.”
“Yeah, yeah. Now, are you hungry?” Frankie asks and waves a waiter over.
Wow. “I am actually.”
“Guys, make some room for our new friend.” Frankie says and waves some of the guys to one side and pats the seat next to him.
“Thanks.” I say and hover over and sit down.
A waiter hurries over with a menu.
“Whatever you want.” Frankie says and hands me the menu.
Decisions, decisions. 
I went for the Veal Rollatini, and it was divine. Veal wrapped in prosciutto, with mozzarella, mushrooms, with spaghetti in a sauce to die for. Who knew mobsters could be friendly when they wanted to be. At least he didn’t kiss me on the cheek when I said goodbye.
 
I fly back home to Chicago, and it’s already getting dark when I get home. I change in the air, then drop down to the street next to ours, and walk the rest of the way.
“Where have you been?” Jessica says when I close the door behind me.
“Around.” I say and drop my backpack with my new cell phone in by the stairs and head into the living room. “Hi, Dad.” I say when he turns and gets up.
“Oh, thank god you’re alright.” He says and gives me a hug.
“The school called.” Jessica says as she walks past and sits down.
“I’m okay. Just a little P.T.S.” I say.
“You’re sure you’re okay, Pumpkin? They told me you had screamed and passed out.” Dad asks and checks my face. “You really have me worried, darling.”
“As soon as Devlin is caught, I’ll sleep much better.” I say and pat his large forearm. “I’ll be okay, Dad.” I say and step back. “Any news about him?” I ask.
“No sign of him on the news.” Dad says and motions to the television dismissively.
I think about my new cell phone for a second. I hope Frankie and his boys come through for me.
 



Nineteen
 
The rest of the week flies by as fast as me. I knuckle down and cram in as much data into my tired and frazzled brain as I can without screaming. But come Thursday, as I enter the exam room, I feel like Wonder Woman facing down Hades. 
Hera, give me strength. 
I sit down carefully and try to get my breathing under control. I don’t feel the heat anymore, so I don’t sweat very often. But, boy am I sweating now. That’s when my cell phone buzzes quickly for a second. Text message? 
I check my cell phone, but there’s no message. 
Uh, oh. I check my new cell phone that Frankie gave me.
Man in red seen flying over New Jersey. F.G.
Oh, no. It’s happening. Beth? I call out with my mind.
‘Britney, I’m kind of busy.’ Beth’s husky voice whispers inside my head.
Devlin has been seen flying over New Jersey, Beth. He’s going for New York, right now.
‘Oh, crap!’
Exactly. We need to go, like right now. By the time we get there, he could be gone again. It’s now or never.
‘Damn it! His timing could not be worse.’ Beth grumbles inside my head, then growls and starts cursing him furiously.
Get everyone together, we meet at the beach. Make sure Pamela is there. I think aloud as I look around at the other kids who are looking at their papers with frowns. 
I accidently-on-purpose knock a pencil off my desk.
“Oops.” I say and bend down to pick it up. As soon as I’m out of my chair, I super-speed the hell out of there. I blur through the school like a ghost. I rip the door from my locker and grab my backpack. 
As soon as I’m outside I launch up without a moment’s hesitation. I see a few blurs below me as I fly towards the beach. I get changed into my costume mid-flight.
Of course, Mitchell and Pamela are already standing on the beach in their costumes. Mitchell is not wearing his helmet this time. He’s wearing a stars and stripes bandanna over his forehead with holes cut out for his eyes. 
Pamela now has a costume. Dark green leather catsuit with matching gloves and boots. Her face is half covered by a black domino mask which covers her eyes, and there is black lace hanging from the bottom of it, which hides most of her face. On her flat tummy she’s sewn a large black H.
“Hi, guys.” I say as I land with a thud on the wet sand.
There’s a sound of rushing wind, then the others materialize. Paul dressed as Warlock. Stuart dressed as Volt. Beth dressed as I-Spy. 
Georgia dressed as Ghost Girl, who looks very dramatic in her first costume. She’s dressed in a yellow catsuit with a yellow eye mask, and she’s wearing white lipstick. Ryan arrives dressed in an orange jumpsuit. No eye mask.
“Hustle. Get us to Central Park, New York.” I ask Pamela, and she motions for everyone to hold hands in a circle.
“Hold on tight to each other, and don’t let go.” Pamela warns us and grips my arm firmly, before grabbing Mitchell’s arm.
I hear a rather unnerving ripping sound, then everything goes black and I feel myself being sucked forward. I maintain my grip on Pamela and Beth next to me and try to remain upright. There’s a sucking noise, like water disappearing down the plug hole, then a bright flash of light. I close my eyes. 
When I open them, we’re not on the beach anymore. There’s now grass underfoot, and branches are swaying in the breeze to my left. I hear some people gasp nearby, then they start hollering for people to look in our direction. I look around and see some steel skyscrapers looming above the trees to our right. 
We’re here, and so is Devlin.
“Good job, Hustle.” I manage, before throwing up all over the grass.
“Nice.” Paul chuckles.
Motion sickness from teleporting. Who knew?
“Listen. Do you hear that?” Stuart asks and cocks his head to one side.
I can hear it too. Sirens, and gunshots. They sound like they’re south of our current location.
“This is it guys. Be careful. Look after each other, okay.” I say and then Mitchell takes a step forward.
“Let’s go.” Mitchell says grimly, then disappears with bang.
I launch up from the grass and fly over the trees as the others race along the footpath through Central Park. Soon I’m flying above heavy traffic down The Avenue of the Americas, with sandstone buildings on either side, making it feel like I’m flying down a pale brown corridor. 
After a few seconds the buildings on either side become steel and glass, and people below are getting out of their cars. 
My friends are a blur below me as we all race as quickly as we can towards the sirens, which are wailing up ahead. I climb higher and fly above the skyscrapers as I rocket toward the Hudson River. 
In the distance, I hear gunshots ringing out, and oh, no, people screaming. Suddenly, a police car is hurled into the air. It’s still far away, and looks like a toy car as it flips over and over before hitting a building and falling back to earth. 
I accelerate and bank to my left and make a B-Line for the ruckus. Far below, I see more people getting out of their cars and running in the opposite direction. As I clear the final building blocking my view, I see a huge bank of fog covering the entire area, at least five city blocks. 
Cars below have their fog-lights on, and I can see the blue and red flashing lights of the police cars at a road block. 
As I hover and take in the scene, a policeman in black uniform comes screaming up towards me. I swoop down and catch him under his arms.
“Are you hurt?” I ask as the man clings to me desperately.
“We need help. You gotta help us.” The man pleads and wipes tears from his dusty face.
“That’s why we’re here.” I tell him and descend to the fog shrouded street and lower him to the sidewalk. 
“Protect yourself.” I urge him and turn around and fly slowly along the street. 
I hear some big belly laughs coming from not far away. Hard to tell in this fog, but he sounds about twenty yards away. I hear a shrill scream, silence, then more laughter. 
“Load the gold, you fool.” A voice sneers in the distance.
I come across a patrol car. The roof has been ripped off and the black seats are spotted with blood. I see the dim silhouette of someone to my right, then it vanishes again just as quickly. My heart is racing as I fly slowly around the area. I come across an arm holding a gun. It lies inert on the ground near a woman in a business suit. Her head lies in gory ruins. 
As I hover nearer, I notice the arm ends mid-bicep. 
I close my eyes. I feel bile rising up, burning my throat. 
Then I hear a sniffing sound. No, not sniffing, snorting. One long inhalation. 
Where is it coming from?
“Hello, Forty-Two.” I hear a smooth voice say behind me.
 



Twenty
 
I try to turn around, but something hard slams into my back, and I find myself hurtling through the dense fog sideways. I hit something hard which crunches upon impact. I press down with my left hand, and feel metal. I get up and search the fog for Devlin, but all I see is dull grey everywhere I look.
“I should thank you, really.” I hear Devlin call out from the fog. It sounds like he’s to my right, so I take off and hover to my left. “You set me free.” His voice is closer now, on my right. I fly further away and turn to face him.
“That’s funny. My intention was the opposite.” I fire back as I try to gauge his location. 
I hear him laugh, then something large crashes to my right. I hear glass breaking and the sound of someone running away behind me.
“If you hadn’t shown such potential, I might have abandoned my little game.” He sounds like he’s behind me now. So I turn in the air and face him. Still just fog, though. 
“Oh, that’s nice. So this is all my fault, is it?” I call out, then hover to my left. 
A yellow cab flies through the air where I had just been. It vanishes into the fog, then I hear a metallic crunch and glass shattering as it hits something. 
“I never wanted these powers. You forced them on me, you freak.” I spit into the murky fog.
“Ah, not just you.” Devlin smirks nearby.
I feel arms around me suddenly. I try to twist, but I can’t move. The arms are like steel, and I feel the breath being squeezed from me.
“I got her!” A man’s guttural voice calls out by my left ear.
A dark silhouette forms in the fog in front of me, and then Devlin emerges. 
He’s dressed in red as usual. Long red leather overcoat, which is splashed with dark blood, red waistcoat, white silk shirt, unbuttoned, of course, and red silk pants and brown snakeskin boots. 
I notice some white powder around his nose this time, though. His tanned face is flecked with spots of blood, and his hands are bloody.
He grins, before blurring. I feel something hard slam into my face, and my head is rocked to the side. 
Holy crap! That hurt. 
I feel blood in my mouth, and spit it out. My vision is a little blurry now, and I see three Devlins standing in front of me. But I only hear one voice.
“I’m going to enjoy killing you, darling.”
“You hit like a girl.” I spit back, then slam my head back as hard as I can. 
I connect with something hard, and I hear a satisfying crunch. The arms release their grip and I hear the guy behind me curse. I bring my left elbow back hard, then launch myself at a very angry Devlin. 
Before he can move, my left shin connects with his groin, then as he doubles over, I bring my right fist up into his surprised face. My knuckles connect with his jaw, then he vanishes into the fog as I send him flying back. I turn around as I hear the other goon breathing hard as he runs at me. I wait until he gets closer, then sidestep at super-speed, and clothesline him with my right forearm. He goes down on his back and I kick him in the head.
Lights out. 
As soon as he goes under, the fog begins to lift. The fog rises up, revealing some serious destruction, and bodies. 
Oh, my god. Lots of bodies. The fog evaporates, then I hear the sound of rushing wind. 
I spin around and see a red blur hurtling towards me. I go into super-speed and race to my right. Devlin flies by me and slams into a station wagon.
“Here,” Devlin screams, and grabs the station wagon, spins around and throws it at me.
I get the pain in my head, and I hear the ringing in my ears. But I know what’s coming. But why didn’t it warn me before? 
I duck and let the car pass overhead, then look up, just-in-time to see Devlin right fist nail me in the face. 
I feel my teeth rattle as I’m flung backwards. My back hits something hard, but I keep on going. 
I’m covered with brick dust and masonry as I pass through a building. I emerge out the other side and fall on to my back.
“Ouch.” I complain as I rub my left cheek. It feels swollen and hurts like hell.
As I lie on the sidewalk staring up at the building as it sways above me, I see four Devlins fly over the building. They have something in their hands. They drop from the sky right on top of me. I roll over to one side before flying up towards a nearby building. 
Where I had just been, a street light now lies embedded in the sidewalk. 
“Oops, missed.” I sneer at him.
“Hobbits are harder to hit.” Devlin fires back as he flies up towards me. “Now, stay still, you annoying little insect.”
“Not likely.” I say, just as his eyes turn red. 
What the hell?
“Aaargghhh!” Devlin growls as beams of red fire shoot from his eyes. 
Holy shit! 
I fly to the side, but one swift move of his head and it singes my left arm. I cry out in pain and accelerate away. I rub my shoulder and look down between my legs. He’s following, and gaining on me. His eyes flare red, and I arch my back and aim for the clouds. I accelerate until I hear the sonic boom, but I feel something burn my right foot.
“Damn you.” I call out as I look down. Devlin is only a hundred yards away. His eyes are blazing red, and he’s grinning like a maniac.
“Time to die.” I hear him call out mockingly, right before I feel blazing heat on my back.
I don’t usually feel the heat anymore, but damn, I’m feeling this alright. The straps on my backpack come loose and it falls from my shoulders. 
No! 
I bank to the right and loop back, just in time to see what’s left of my Chinese lucky cat backpack, burned, black and in tatters, falling to the ground. It leaves a trail of black smoke as it falls from the sky.
“You son of a bitch!” I scream as I propel myself at Devlin. 
I hear the first sonic boom right before I reach him. I power my right palm across his smug tanned face, right across his left cheek. 
There’s a satisfying thunderclap when my hand makes contact, then I’m clutching my hand as Devlin is sent spinning away. 
Damn, I hope that hurt him as much as it hurt me. 
I take a moment of silence for my fallen backpack, then look up as Devlin rights himself and glares at me with his burning red eyes. 
Time to see how agile he is.
“Come and get me, cream puff.” I yell at him, then pitch forward and fly headfirst toward the clouds. 
I can hear him behind me. The wind is whipping his long leather coat behind him, making a slapping sound. 
He sounds like he’s about a hundred yards behind me, and closing. I accelerate. First sonic boom, then after a few seconds the next sonic boom. I still hear the slapping sound behind me, but farther away now. I’m through the clouds now, and the island of Manhattan is clearly visible. I can see all of the bridges that connect it to the surrounding boroughs. The Atlantic is on my right, so I twist in the air until I’m facing Liberty Island. 
I’m still hurtling towards the ground like a missile, and the buildings are looking bigger and bigger. 
As I make out a dented yellow cab resting on its side, and can even read the sign on the door, I make my move. 
I roll forward on to my back, fly as hard as I can back up at an angle, just as Devlin streaks by right in front of me. 
Before he realizes that I am no longer in front of him, I fly up behind him and slam both fists down on the back of his head, as hard as I can. 
I stop and hover in the air, around a hundred feet up, and watch with glee as Devlin cries out and slams into the asphalt. His impact is greeted by a mighty boom and a shower of concrete and dirt. 
I lower myself to the street and lean against a wrecked police car. My leg and arm are hurting. It feels like really bad sunburn. 
I don’t even want to touch those areas just yet. I take deep breaths while I wait for my heart to come back down from my throat.
Beth? Where are you guys? I think as loudly as I can.
‘Sorry. Kind of busy right now. Where are you?’ Beth’s husky voice replies in my head quickly.
I look around me while I take deep breaths. 
I’m still dizzy from my little stunt, but all I see are grey skyscrapers, some sandy colored buildings and some red bricked buildings that look vaguely familiar. 
Beth, I’m in New York. I reply in my head.
‘Ouch, damn it.’
Where are you? I think loudly.
‘Near the Federal Reserve. Follow the screams.’
“Hey, are you alright?” A guy’s voice asks hesitantly behind me.
I turn and smile half-heartedly at the man. He’s standing behind the wrecked police car I’m leaning against. Must have been hiding behind it, I guess.
“I’ll live.” I say and rub my arm.
“Oh no you won’t.” I hear Devlin’s threatening voice call out from the crater in the street.
“You better hide.”  I tell the guy, then turn my attention back to Devlin. I hear the guy’s quick footsteps as he runs away behind me.
Devlin rises slowly from the crater. His clothes are torn and covered in dirt, and his hair is filthy and covers his eyes. But I can already see them burning red. 
I quickly turn, grab the police car by the window and rear wheel arch, raise it and hold it in front of me like a shield. 
I can hear the heat blast hitting the car, making a scratching noise. The car is being pushed toward me from the blast, making my arms buckle. 
The rear car door begin to glow blood red, right in front of me. 
Oh, crap. 
I tighten my grip on the police car, then take a deep breath. I lunge to my left, pivot on my left foot, spin and hurl the burning car directly at Devlin. 
I immediately launch myself at him as fast as I can in the short distance I have, and pull my right arm back. The car gets swatted to one side, but as Devlin turns back to face me, he finds my right palm powering towards his face. 
Boom! 
He goes hurtling backwards in a shower of dirt and dust. 
I don’t mind the pain now. It’s so worth it. 
He slams against a red bricked building with a thud and a crack. I grab a streetlight and rip it from the sidewalk, then take off after him. He sees me coming and takes to the skies. 
“Where you going? I got something for you.” I shout after him as I raise the streetlight like a hockey stick.
Devlin keeps flying toward a very tall building, which looks like it’s mostly glass, and I start to see more people up ahead. He passes the glass skyscraper without looking back, but I do see his head tilt down every now and then. 
I see him swerve to the right up ahead and disappear behind a building. I ready the streetlight and slow down as I get closer. I accelerate and zoom out past the building and hover over the street with my streetlight at the ready. 
He’s not here. 
I spin around in the air, searching for him. There he is. I see his dirty shoes flying away over some old looking buildings. The sunlight reflects off of the white stonework, causing glare. I take off after him, and have to squint, but I can still see Devlin’s dirty shoes up ahead. He’s at least a mile away by now, so I accelerate and try to catch up. I soon fly over the bronze charging bull, and begin to climb so I can get a better view of where he’s going. I see him bank to the left and fly toward two square pools. 
Oh, no. What’s he up to? 
I accelerate and hear the first sonic boom.
Devlin descends rapidly towards the 9/11 memorial, and lands within a huge crowd of people. I swoop down towards him and shout to the people. “Run. Get out of here!”
Devlin grabs the nearest person, a young man in green shorts and a white ‘I Love New York’ t-shirt, and hurls him right at me. The warning goes off in my head, but I’m already dropping the streetlight. I catch the young man, twist in the air and then drop to the ground, and set him down. 
“Run!” I urge people. I hear a high-pitched scream coming from the crowd. 
I race forward through the crowd, and as people get out of my way and run, I see…..Oh, my god!
“Devlin, stop this madness.” I scream as Devlin sets another person ablaze with his heat-blast.
A woman rolls around on the ground. Her hair and clothes are on fire. Devlin stops long enough to kick the woman in the back. I hear the crack, then her lifeless burning body is slamming into me. I pat the flames out, then turn as another burning body is sent flying my way. Tears run down my cheeks as I set the body down and run at Devlin. He grabs an old man with a walking stick and throws him at my face. 
I twist, catch the old man, set him down, continue with my turn and backhand Devlin as hard as I can in the face, just as his eyes glow red. He spins across the memorial and I take off after him.
“Run. Get away.” I scream at the top of my lungs as I hurtle at Devlin. 
He’s stopped spinning now, and has taken to the air again. I accelerate and make a grab for his leg. But he suddenly turns in midair, and I am greeted by his other foot. 
I see sky, then concrete as my face slams into something very hard. 
Ouch. I roll on to my back and rub my jaw. 
I crane my neck up and look for Devlin. I see two Devlins floating a hundred yards away, and they have my streetlight now in their hands. They grin and raise the streetlight above their heads. I hear a whoosh, then something dark slams into them and they vanish from sight.
“Whoa. You look like crap.” I hear Paul’s voice call out from somewhere. Then his upside down Zorroish face appears above me.
“Nice of you to drop by.” I say and reach up with my right hand. He takes my hand and pulls me to my feet. I feel a little nauseous, and take a few quick breaths.
“Where are the others?” I ask as my head begins to clear.
“Well, your boyfriend is taking on the red dick. Volt and Blaze are tackling some dude who can control water. I-Spy and Ghost Girl are taking on some dude who is causing earth tremors,” He says breathlessly. “and I’m taking care of you, princess.” Paul adds with a smile.
I hear a sound like an incoming missile, then a dark form flies by on our left and slams into a CNN news van. I look up as Devlin rockets toward me. Paul catches my look and turns around. He raises his white gloved-hands.
“Back off, dip-shit.” Paul growls.
Devlin slams into something invisible in the air a couple of hundred yards away, then falls to the street, landing on an overturned police car. 
Devlin groans and rises to his feet. I see Mitchell climb to his knees, before disappearing with a bang. Devlin’s angry face turns, but Mitchell slams into Devlin and launches both of them into the air through a building. 
Rubble rains down from where they enter the building. I cough and look around me. My head feels a little better now. I feel the ground shake beneath my feet, and cars nearby rock on their suspension.
“Let’s help the others.” I suggest, and rise up from the sidewalk. Paul uses his powers to raise himself, and he follows me across the memorial and up and over the tall steel and glass skyscraper. 
I hope Mitchell can handle himself. Bullet proof is one thing, but is he fireproof? 
I swallow my fears and continue east. I soon see a white form up ahead in the street zipping around a shirtless skinny bald guy. I accelerate until I’m right above the guy, and try and bop him on the head, but he ducks just-in-time and twists like a snake. I stop and turn around to face him.
“Watch out. He’s tricky.” Georgia calls out as she appears out of the blue, twenty yards to my left.
Whoa! The bald guy’s torso elongates as he rises up to my level, like a piece of gum.
“You want to play with Walter?” The stretchy weirdo says. He grins a big rictus smile, showing some black teeth. His bare arms and torso are covered in tattoos depicting horrendous images of dragons and demons.
“You wanna play with Cosmic Girl?” I reply mockingly.
As I watch, his left hand changes shape and becomes a metal hammer, while his right arm becomes a long serrated cutlass. 
Oh, boy. 
His body stretches more as he lunges at me with his sword arm. I fly to the side, then shoot forwards and backhand him to the face as I fly past. He growls and swings with his hammer-hand, but he’s too slow. 
I super-speed right at him and slap him hard in the face with my right hand. There’s a thunderous clap when I make contact. His neck stretches as his head is thrown back. I see Beth zoom in and kick him in the groin. He growls and swipes at me with his sword-arm, and kicks out with his legs. 
“Need some help, ladies?” Paul says as he arrives on the scene.
Damn, he’s slow in the air.
Paul arranges his white gloved-hands palm to palm, then moves his arms away from each other in a smooth vertical movement, like a crocodile. The bald guy’s torso begins to stretch more. He lets out a groan.
“Cool. Just like Play-Doh.” Paul chuckles, then presses his hands slowly down towards each other. 
The bald guy, Walter, begins to shrink in size. His hammer and sword change back into hands, and he tries to press up. It’s like those mime artists, pretending that they’re stuck inside a box. His torso shrinks back to human size and then he begins to crouch down on the ground while trying to push up with both hands.
“Someone knock him out please?” Paul asks.
Beth, in her I-Spy white catsuit and matching eye mask, saunters over to the bald guy. The guy slams his fists into the asphalt. The ground shakes and some windows shatter nearby. Beth staggers on her feet and holds on to a car to steady herself. Beth stumbles towards Walter as he glares at her.
“Don’t you dare touch me, you filth.” Walter spits at Beth. She picks up pace, and as he brings his arms up again, Beth super-speeds towards him. I hear a crack, and his body slumps to the ground. Beth stands over his inert form, and then waves up at me.
“Thanks.” Beth says and grins.
Georgia blurs, then appears near the edge of a building and cocks her head to one side. “Sounds like trouble.” Georgia says and points up the street. I can hear the crackle of electricity and a swishing sound.
I turn and gesture for Paul to follow me. I lead him over the now deserted streets, where crushed cars and bloody bodies lie strewn about like a war movie, and try to shake the images from my mind. I need to focus, or more people are gonna die. 



I hear static pops nearby, then see Ryan, covered in flames, fly across an intersection in front of us. I fly to the intersection and look down the street that Ryan is flying down. His blazing body is flying toward something. 
I can’t quite see what it is from here, but it is shimmering like water. 
A maddened scream breaks my concentration, and a red form flies overhead with Mitchell holding on to one of his legs. 
“Kick his ass, Crash!” Paul shouts out.
I turn my attention back to the weirdness happening down this street. I see balls of flame shoot from Ryan’s blazing form as he circles the thing. I fly down the wet street. I pass a side street, where a handful of pedestrians are huddled near a building. I signal with my hand for them to move further south, then continue on towards what I can only describe as a water octopus. 
There’s a large dome of water covering someone. I can only see a vague shadow through the thick water. 
Water tentacles are snaking out from the watery dome and lashing out at Stuart and Ryan as they circle it. Ryan’s fireballs fizzle out when they hit the water, and Stuart’s blasts of electricity can’t seem to penetrate the wall of water. 
I descend to street level, and aim myself at the center of the water dome. I accelerate and launch myself at it at super-speed. I hear the sonic boom, then I hit the wall of water. 
It’s like being in white water. My speed is reduced drastically and I find myself upside down and tumbling. I see sky, then asphalt, over and over inside the water, then I’m through and collapse on to the wet ground. I cough and spit water, and look up at the guy who’s controlling the water, while my head spins. The brownish water is circling us both like a tornado. 
He doesn’t look like much. Average height, short spiky blond hair, and he’s decked out in a blue business suit, with a white plain shirt and red tie. His arms are stretched out on either side, palms out, fingers up. 
He looks down at me, then winks. I feel something wet wrap around my throat, then I’m being pulled back towards the wall of water. I spin and lash out with my feet, catching one of his legs. He curses as he loses balance, and drops to one knee. His hands come down to steady himself, and the wall of water crashes down around us like a huge wave. I see Stuart from the corner of my eyes hurl a lightning strike at the guy. 
I use my free hand to throw some water at the guy, as he tries to stand up, and raise myself up from the wet ground. 
I’m a few inches off the ground when his hands begin to come up again, then the white bolt of lightning slams into his wet chest. He falls to the ground, convulsing like an electric eel.
“Good job,” Stuart says, hair on end and eyes glowing bright white.
I turn to Stuart as I brush myself off, then I get the warning in my head. 
I turn around and check the water guy. He’s lying still, but breathing. Then something hard slams into my back, followed by another one.
“Damn!” I blurt out as white hot pain shoots through my back. I spin around, then look up. 
I see Devlin floating in the sky about a mile away. Something in his hands catches the sunlight, and glints. 
I growl as I take to the skies and race toward him. Devlin turns tail and flies away. 
Damn, my back hurts. My chest feels wrong too. 
I’m struggling for breath. I try and breathe, but as soon as I try I get stabbing pain in my chest. I cry out and clutch my chest as I fall from the sky. I hit the sidewalk hard and roll along the street. 
I hear raised voices, then a white blur as I try and push myself up into a sitting position. 
Pain. 
Pain like I have never experienced before. I can barely breathe. I take shallow breaths. It hurts like hell, but at least I’m getting oxygen.
“Cosmic Girl? You okay, girl?” I hear Beth’s worried voice.
My hand feels wet as I clutch my chest. I raise my purple gloved-hand, and I see blood.
“No. I don’t think I am.” I murmur in shock. I look around me and notice that a crowd is forming nearby. 
“I can’t let them see me like this.” I tell Beth. 
“Hey, lover boy. Make yourself useful.” Beth calls to Paul as he floats over to us, and gestures to the crowd of people approaching.
“A little privacy, please, folks.” Paul says as he raises his white gloved-hands towards the oncoming crowd.
“Did we stop them?” I ask.
“Kind of. They didn’t get away with much gold, at least.” Paul answers over his shoulder.
I hear a thud behind me, then Mitchell is kneeling in front of me, still wearing his new bandanna to cover the top half of his face. His eyes look panicked now as he looks at me. 
“I’ve been shot.” I mumble in shock. 
How did he shoot me? Other bullets have bounced off before. 
What the hell?
“Aaagghhh!” I scream as my body starts to register the gaping holes in me. The pain is unbearable. I bite my lip as Mitchell looks at my wounds.
“How the hell did this happen?” Mitchell shouts.
“Devlin.” I mumble.
“Where’s Hustle?” Mitchell asks Beth. 
“She was helping the Feds near the bank.”
“I need her.” Mitchell says in a weird deep voice.
“I’ll call her.” Beth replies really slowly. 
What is happening? 
I struggle for breath again, before passing out.
 



Twenty One
 
I hear voices above me, faint and garbled. I can’t make any sense of them. I go back to sleep.
“Get it out of her.”
“I don’t know if I can.”
“Use your damn powers.”
“Hold her down.”
I feel something hot moving inside of my chest. I can’t see anything, all is darkness, but I can’t help but scream. 
“Damn.”
“What is it?”
“Her right lung has collapsed. There’s a hole…” Then I pass out.
I hear some voices again. They’re faint, like I’m down a deep well.
“How is she?”
“No change.”
I try to talk, but all I can muster is a groan, then I drift off to sleep again.
 
I try to open my eyes. For a moment, I think that I haven’t opened them. Then I realize the room is dark. I raise my head and look around. I’m lying on our kitchen table. I’m home. 
My back and chest still hurt like hell, but at least I’m home. I relax back down and drift off to an uneasy sleep.
I wake to the smell of fresh coffee. I open my eyes and blink a few times, then sit up slowly. My right arm is in a makeshift sling.
“Ooh, yes, please. Three sugars.” I say. 
Dad almost drops his cup. He then rushes over to hug me. He kisses the top of my head at least five times before releasing me. “How are you, Pumpkin?”
“Thirsty, hungry, in pain, and pretty pissed off, actually.” I say and rub my shoulder.
“One coffee, coming right up. I’ll make you something to eat in a second.”
“Where’s Mitchell?” I ask as I accept the hot cup of coffee.
Dad points at the ground, before going to the cupboards and rooting around. I look over the edge of the kitchen table. Mitchell is sound asleep on the kitchen floor, snoring away quietly. He’s still in his costume, minus the bandanna.
“How long was I out?” I ask Dad.
“Five days.” He answers after a few seconds. He turns and gives me a look that breaks my heart. “I can’t believe he tried to take you from me again.” Dad says, and breaks down.
I put the cup of coffee down and reach for him with my good arm.
“Daddy.” I say quietly, and he stumbles forward and embraces me. He cries into my shoulder while I rub his back.
“This will be the last time he does this. I swear.” I say.
“Why can’t you just stop, and let him be? He’s done enough.” Dad says. I can’t bear to hear the pain in his voice. I pull away and press my forehead to his.
“Could you stop running into burning buildings?” I ask him. His shoulders drop, and he lets out a groan. He doesn’t reply, he simply raises his head and kisses my forehead.
“Oh, you’re awake. Great.” I hear Mitchell’s tired voice say from below.
“Hey, sleepyhead.” I smile down at him, as he climbs unsteadily to his feet.
“How’s your chest?” Mitchell asks as he yawns.
“A dull throbbing pain now. Not great, but not as bad as it was.” I say and rotate my right arm. “How the hell did he shoot me?” 
“With these.” Mitchell replies and shows me a cereal bowl. 
I look at Dad and Mitchell, then look inside the bowl. Two large bullets with black triangular bullet-tips lie in the bowl. 
Wow, they’re huge. Each one is the size of my thumb. 
How did I survive this? 
I look at Mitchell and Dad with a look of wonder and shock.
“I know. They’re huge, aren’t they?” Mitchell says and points at one of the bullets. “This one tore through your right lung.”
Then he points at the other one. “And this one missed your heart by an inch.” 
“They’re armor piercing rounds. Fired from a high powered rifle.” Dad says solemnly.
“He meant to kill you.” Mitchell says angrily.
“No shit.” I grumble and pick up my cup of coffee again.
“This is serious, Britney. I don’t want you going up against him again.” Mitchell says.
“I agree. This nonsense stops. Let the authorities take care of him.” Dad says.
“He killed over twenty police officers, Dad. They’re no match for him.” I say, my voice breaking.
“Neither are you.” Dad fires back.
I sip my coffee and glare at them both. 
“Stupid bullets.” I grumble.
“At least now we know how to stop him, though, right?” Dad says and lifts my chin with his finger.
“No. We can’t let anyone know about this.” I say in panic. “If they know how to bring him down, they’ll know how to bring us down.” I say and look up at Mitchell.
“She’s right. Before you know it, everyone will be packing armor-piercing rounds. We’d all be dead.” Mitchell says, and touches my hand gently.
“We stick to the plan. We need to be able to get a drug of some kind in him.” I say and sigh. “Besides, as much as I hate the jerk, I don’t wanna kill him. I just want him normal again, and behind bars.” I say.
“Do you think it’s possible? To take away his powers?” Dad asks.
“I don’t know. But if radiation was used with the meteorites to give us these powers, then maybe there’s a way to reverse it using radiation. Radiation therapy, chemotherapy. Who knows?” I say and shrug, because right now, I’m grasping at straws. 
I have no idea if we can make him human again. But the idea gives me hope, and I sure do need that right now. 
I take a deep breath, and then look up at Mitchell and Dad.
“How did you fix the hole in my lung?” I ask, keenly aware that I am breathing without too much difficulty.
“We didn’t.” Mitchell replies with a sad smile.
“The hole started healing as soon as we removed the bullet.” Dad says. “I sure am glad that you heal as quickly as you do.” Dad says and ruffles my hair.
“Hey.” I complain and push his hand away and smooth my hair back down. “I guess we have Devlin to thank for that.” I say grimly.
I sip my coffee and sigh. I close my eyes briefly and get flashes of images. Burning bodies flying through the air at me. People screaming. Something hitting my back. I open my eyes, and tears begin sliding down my cheeks. Those poor people.
“What happened, exactly?” I ask Mitchell. “Did the others get away?”
Mitchell nods slowly. “I think you’d better call your friends in Washington. We need help. We can’t do this on our own. We don’t have the training. You saw what Devlin did. How do we handle this?” Mitchell paces back and forth as he talks.
Hmm, training? I look up at them both with an idea forming in my mind. Of course, I can’t do too much right now. I rotate my right shoulder carefully. My chest still hurts, and my back is throbbing. 
“You’re right. We need help.” I say and take another sip of my coffee. It tastes good. It warms me on the inside and puts a smile on my face. No matter how bad things get, coffee is always there to cheer me up.
“What you need to do is rest.” Dad says firmly.
“Yeah, I know.” I grumble. Then I look around. “Where’s Jessica?”
“She’s out getting some supplies.” Dad replies.
Oh, the exam.
“Umm, Dad? Did the school call you about something?” I ask tentatively.
“Yes they did. I squared it. Don’t worry. You’ll be able to retake your exams once the new semester starts.” Dad says.
I sigh in relief.
“But the Principal made himself quite clear. No more leniency.” Dad adds after a few seconds.
Oh, crap.
“So, where’s that food?” I ask, feeling ravenous.
“Sure.” Dad says and begins going through the kitchen cupboards.
I polish off my third piece of French toast, when the front door opens. I hear the rustle of bags and the jangle of keys, then the door is closed. I hear someone stamp their feet, then they head towards the kitchen.
“Hey, you’re alive.” Jessica beams when she sees me sitting at the table. She drops the shopping and rushes over to give me a hug.
“It’s good to see you too, sis.” I say and hug with my good arm.
“Wow.” Jessica says, then kisses me on the cheek. Then she turns and looks at the bags of groceries on the floor. “Oh, yeah, right.” Jessica says, then picks the bags up and plonks them down on the table, before removing the contents.
“How’s my costume?” I ask Jessica. 
Mitchell shakes his head and chuckles. Dad gets up and helps Jessica put the groceries away.
“Let’s just say you have some new stars. Big ones.” Jessica says as she puts the milk in the refrigerator.
“Great. Soon there won’t be any purple left, just white stars.” I grumble, then smile back at Jessica. “Thanks, by the way.” I add quickly.
“You’re welcome.” Jessica says with her back to me.
I begin to think about Bill and Agent Forest. 
Man, I’ve let them down. Big time. I was so sure I could stop Devlin. 
My cell phone got destroyed along with my backpack. Boy, I still feel angry about that. So I don’t know if they’ve been trying to get hold of me. 
Hmm, I wonder. 
I get up slowly from the table and walk towards the hallway.
“Where you going?” Mitchell asks as he follows me out.
“I need to check something.” I say and head into the living room. I check the telephone. The receiver is off the hook and resting on the side table. Well, I guess that answers that question. I turn around and head upstairs. I hold on to the railing as I climb the stairs one step at a time. Every step hurts my chest. I stop, then raise myself up into the air, about a foot off the carpeted stairs. 
I will myself up the stairs. It’s a little better, but my chest is still hurting. 
I get to the top and fly towards my bedroom. I hear Mitchell’s heavy footsteps behind me on the stairs as he follows me up. 
I lower myself into my desk chair and open my laptop. After it boots up, I check my email. 
“Wow.” I blurt out. Over twenty new emails. More than I usually get in a month. 
What happened?
Where are you? 
Why don’t you answer your phone? Please call me. Urgent!
Are you injured? We saw some footage from New York, but it’s not very clear. Please contact me.
On and on they go. Gee, it sounds like Bill’s actually worried about me.
“I need a new phone.” I grumble to myself as I begin to reply to the last email. I hear a whoosh, and turn to see that Mitchell’s gone. I turn back to my laptop and start typing.
Hi, Bill. Sorry it’s been a while. Summer holiday, you know how it is. I lost my cell in New York, so I haven’t been able to call you. I’m fine, but I know that a lot of people aren’t. We tried our best. But we need some help. I have an idea, but I will need your cooperation and some sci-fi tech savvy person. I’ll call you when I get a new phone. C.G.
I click on send, then I hear a whoosh again.
“Here,” Mitchell says. “Try this.” I turn around and he’s holding a cell phone out to me.
“Mitchell!” I gush as I stand up and give him a one armed hug.
“It’s Pay As You Go.” He says in my ear. I kiss him on the cheek.
“Thank you.” I say as I accept the new cell phone. 
Mitchell leans over and checks my laptop.
“Hmm, what have you got in mind?” He asks.
I wink up at him. “You’ll see.”
 



Twenty Two
 
“Are you sure about this?” Bill asks for the third time, as I hover near the spire of the John Hancock building. My new Pay As You Go cell phone is pressed to my ear, and I’m in my Cosmic Girl costume. It’s been two weeks since I was shot by Devlin. I’m feeling much better now. Determined, focused, and ready for round two.
“You bet I’m sure. Can you help me or not?”
“Give me some time. I’ll need to discuss this with my superiors.”
“Sure. Just don’t take too long. Devlin’s still out there.” I say and hang up. 
Well, now the ball’s in their court. If they help, then maybe we’ve got a shot at stopping Devlin and his goons. Maybe.
I slip the new cell phone inside my right boot, then take a deep breath. It’s been a while since I was able to leave the house. Now that I’m out, I need to restore people’s confidence in me again. 
All of the news channels are speculating whether I’m dead. It was time to set that record straight. 
I adjust my pink glittery eye mask, then pitch forward and fly down toward Michigan Avenue. I level off at a hundred feet and fly leisurely along the avenue. I hear car horns blaring, then some people start shouting out.
“Hey, it’s Cosmic Girl!”
“Good to see you again.” 
“We love you.”
“Where have you been?”
“Hi.” I reply and wave at them as they stare up at me. Some wave back, but there are some who give me other hand gestures.
Nice. 



I fly over the city, making sure people can see me. I help out with some fender benders. I pull the cars apart and make sure they’ve dialed 911. Then I wave goodbye and take to the skies again. I fly back towards The Pier and take a wide turn over the harbor. 
By now, a couple of news helicopters have spotted me and are heading in my direction. 
I stop and hover above the lake. I wait until they get closer, then smile and wave at them before taking off again. I accelerate and leave them far behind in a heartbeat. 
It feels good to be home.
When I land on the roof of my school to collect my clothes, I get a call. So to speak.
‘Hey, Britney. You wanna go watch a movie tonight?’ Beth’s husky voice asks me inside my head.
What did you have in mind? I ask silently while I get changed.
‘Love is the Key.’ Beth replies excitedly.
That’s the new romantic comedy, right? Oh, okay. So, a girl’s night. Cool. But I want to go to Bloomies first. 
‘Great. Bring Jessica along too. The more the merrier.’
Thanks, Beth. When do you wanna hook up?
‘Around three, outside the 900.’
See you then. 
I check my cell phone. It was just after twelve. Plenty of time to get ready. 
I finish getting changed back into my normal clothes. I wear my clothes over my costume. I put my Nikes back on, and carry my purple boots. I slip my eye mask inside one of the boots, then jump off the edge and drop to the school parking lot. 
As soon as my feet hit the cement, I super-speed back to my street. I stop at the corner of my street, then stroll casually up to my house. When I get to the top of the steps, Jessica opens the door with a smile.
“Yay, girl’s night out.” Jessica says as I slide past her.
So, Beth has already asked her. Why am I not surprised.
“You wanna come, then?” I ask. 
It’ll be fun to spend some quality time with my girls. I could do with some fun. Things have been so serious lately.
“Of course. Wouldn’t miss it. Shame about the movie choice. Love is the Key?” Jessica says, then fakes a shudder. Romance isn’t her thing. I bet she wants some hot lovin, though. Probably from Bavik, her Ukrainian work colleague. 
“Don’t forget your bank card.” I say as I saunter into the kitchen.
I’m not that hungry, so I just make myself a tuna-fish sandwich with some capers and some mayonnaise. I’m still chewing the last of my sandwich as I fly upstairs to my bedroom. 
I close the curtains, then get out of my normal clothes. I unzip my Cosmic Girl costume, and remove it gently. I place my costume, boots and gloves on the carpet near the writing desk, and go take a shower. I turn the heat up all the way and enjoy the steam.
When it’s at its hottest, I can almost feel the warmth. It’s like when you can just about feel the sun through the clouds in winter. Not enough to warm you, but it’s comforting. 
After I’m done, I dry myself off and wrap my long hair in a pink towel, then lie on my bed and inspect my costume. 
Poor thing. There are so many stars now from all of the bullet holes that I’m beginning to think that I need a new costume. 
The knuckles on my gloves have friction burns and scuff marks. The boots are looking unloved. 
A cracked heel on the right boot, and I can see gouges in the soles from where Devlin zapped me with his heat-vision. 
A tear falls from my eye when I remember my cute little backpack. Gone. Burned to cinders while it was still on my back. 
I can see on the back of my costume where it once was, there’s some blistering in two lines going from the left waistline up to the right shoulder. I can’t afford a new costume just yet.
“Hang in there.” I say as I stroke the purple leather.
I climb back into my costume, then check my closet for something to wear over the top of it. Blue jeans, that always works. I pull a blue long sleeved sweater out and slip it on. I check myself in my mirror, and nod in approval when I can’t see my costume poking out. I pull my purple boots on, then slip on some larger Nikes on over the top. I’m a size four, so I got some old Nikes from a thrift store in a size seven. 
They fit over my boots nicely, but I do look odd with huge feet, kind of like a Hobbit. I slip my new cell phone into a shoulder bag that my sister got me after Devlin broke out of jail. She thought it would cheer me up. It didn’t, but I appreciated it. 
It has a long cream leather strap that matches the bag. I slip it over my shoulder and check myself in the mirror. 
Hmm, not bad. Starting to look a bit more like a woman now. Well, only a little. 
I spray myself with some of my favorite perfume, then head downstairs. 
Jessica’s already waiting by the front door. She opens the door as I reach the hallway.
Jessica decides that we should get the bus to downtown.
“Let’s just have a normal day.” Jessica says as I frown.
Being normal and moving at normal speed is difficult when you know you can get there in the blink of an eye. But, I relent, and Jessica takes my hand as we walk towards the bus stop. 
I was looking forward to going to Bloomingdale’s. It’s been SO long. 
We get the number seventy three bus on Armitage. Jessica pays. I grab a window seat and look out the window. People are in t-shirts and vests. Must be hot today. 
I notice a few odd looks from the other passengers. 
Whatever. I can wear a sweater if I want. It’s a nice powder blue, and goes well with my jeans. 
“Nice weather?” I ask Jessica as she sits down next to me.
She nods, then notices my sad expression as I pout and look out of the window. She touches my hand gently.
“Can you feel this?” She asks quietly.
I nod slowly.
“Can you feel my warmth?” Jessica whispers.
I shake my head. I turn and look at her, and give her a half-smile. “Don’t take it personally.” I say.
She puts her arm around my shoulders and pulls me to her. I rest my head on her shoulder and close my eyes. 
This feels nice.
 
We exit the bus near the John Hancock building, and I crane my neck and stare up the dark steely beast. It’s my favorite building in Chicago, and I use it to help me navigate when I’m flying.
“Mmm, something smells good.” I murmur and inhale deeply.
 The flags outside the main entrance are flapping lightly in the breeze. The streets are alive with voices and car engines, and the occasional person singing. But my stomach was singing to me now. I mosey over to the railing and notice the line of people outside The Cheesecake Factory. 
“Come on, Beth’s waiting for us.” Jessica says and tugs on my arm.
Right. 
She grabs my hand and we stroll up Michigan Avenue at a leisurely pace. We cross the street at the Westin and then head on up to Louis Vuitton. We wait for the traffic to stop, then cross over to Gucci. I wave at Beth as we get closer. She’s dressed in a burgundy hoodie with black sweats. She grins and waves back, then I rush over and give her a hug.
“Nice to see you back on your feet again, girl.” Beth says as she hugs me back. I give her a real squeeze. One of the few people I can give a real hug to. She giggles and squeezes me back.
“Can you thank Pamela for me?” I ask.
“Or you can do it yourself.” A voice says.
I turn around, and Pamela is smiling at me in a black leather jacket and green jeans.
“Hi.” I say and give her a big hug. “Thank you, for getting me home.” I whisper in her ear.
“You’re welcome, Britney.” Pamela says and chuckles. “It was nothing, really.”
“So, shall we?” Jessica says and starts walking towards Bloomingdale’s.
I hook my arms with Pamela and Beth, and we all head inside.
Boy, talk about being a kid in a candy store. 
So much glam and so little time. 
If it wasn’t for Beth, we would’ve forgotten all about the movie and just stayed in Bloomies all day. 
But after an hour browsing the racks of clothes and getting pampered in the make-up department, Beth took us up to B’Cafe for some cappuccinos.
I can’t help noticing that we all have big smiles on our faces, including yours truly, as I sip my cup of frothy goodness.
After we’re done, we take the escalators down to the ground level and then walk south. We’re talking about boys, of course. Jessica totally has a crush on Bavik, and she finally admits it. 
“We’ve been making out at work on our breaks.” She admits before turning tomato-red.
“How about you Pam?” I ask as we cross a street.
“No one in particular. But...” Pam says and smiles.
“Ooh, yeah?” I urge her as we head past the old church building.
“Stuart’s kind of cute, in a geeky way.” Pamela says.
“Stuart’s really cool.” I say in approval.
“Paul and I did it last night.” Beth says bluntly.
“What?” I blurt out in shock. “I thought you two weren’t serious.”
“We’re not.” Beth says and gives me a funny look, which I return, plus interest. “What? Don’t tell me you and Mr. Hunkypants haven’t thought about it yet?” Beth says with a smirk.
“Well, you would know.” I say and roll my eyes.
“What are you waiting for? It’s SO much fun.” Beth says gleefully and nudges me with her elbow as we walk.
“I’m waiting for the right time.” I say heatedly. “I want it to be special. I’m not in a hurry.”
“Paul sure was in a hurry last night.” Beth says and chuckles.
“So, where’s this movie theatre?” Jessica asks and clears her throat.
“Hmm? Oh, it’s just up ahead. Not far now.” Beth says while chuckling to herself.
We find the AMC Theatre after a few more blocks. We buy our tickets and take our seats. I buy myself a large Coke, and suck on that while I think about what Beth said. 
The truth is, I haven’t really thought about it for a while. 
Of course, now I am. Thanks, Beth.
The movie, Love is the key, wasn’t too bad. If Miss Congeniality and My Super Ex-Girlfriend had a love child, this movie would be it. The woman who played the nutty police officer reminded me a lot like a younger Sandra Bullock, actually. It was fun. 
As we leave the movie theatre, my cell phone starts ringing.
“I gotta get this.” I say and pull the cell from my new cream shoulder bag. It states number withheld. “Hello?”
“Hey there, Cosmic Girl. It’s Bill.”
“Hi, Bill. So, did they go for it?” I ask eagerly.
“They went for it. Meet me in two days, at the address I’m going to text you. Oh, and bring all of your friends, of course.”
“Of course. Thanks Bill.” I say and hang up. 
As I check my cell, I notice a strange looking man across the street staring at me. He’s dark skinned and has a black goatee. He looks familiar somehow. 
I’m about to say something, when my cell buzzes. I look down at the small screen, then look over at the man again, but he’s gone. I look up and down the street, but he’s nowhere in sight. 
What was that about? 
I check the text message again. Huh, Nevada? 
 



Twenty Three
 
It’s just after ten O’clock in the morning, and I find myself once more in my Cosmic Girl costume, carrying a station wagon full of rowdy super teens. Music is blaring from the open windows as I carry the car through the air towards Nevada. I can’t help but feel a little uneasy. I thought I was banned from the state of Nevada.
“You think they really got E.T. on a slab in there?” I hear Paul ask.
“I doubt it, stupid.” I hear Beth respond and then chuckle.
“Who says we’re even going to Area 51.” I hear Mitchell say, clearly amused.
“A secret training facility, and it’s in Nevada? Come on, man.”
“It’s a military facility. Don’t do anything........stupid.” I hear Stuart say cautiously. 
“Hey, we could get Georgia to touch one of the guards or something.” Paul suggests eagerly.
“I don’t think I want to know what they get up to.” I hear Georgia’s timid voice say.
“Aw, come on. It’ll be easy. I turn around and accidently nudge you into one of the guards, and you do your thing.”
Beth, slap Paul for me, will you. I think loudly. I hear a satisfying slap.
“Hey, what was that for?”
“Don’t ask me.” Beth says.
“But you’re the one who slapped me.”
“The lord works in mysterious ways.” Beth says in reply.
Then I hear Beth yelp and the car shifts slightly above me.
“I work in mysterious ways too.” Paul says with a mischievous tone in his voice.
Boys!
 
After an hour, I bank to my left at Beth’s instruction and start to descend. As soon as I’m through the clouds, I hear the roar of jet engines. I sure hope the deal is still on. I crane my neck to my left and right, and see two fighters, one either side, around half a mile away. 
Are they our escort? 
As they don’t act aggressive, I turn my attention to the ground below. Brown dirt and mountains that look like sand dunes are pretty much the only thing that stand out, everything else is just desert, with one road running straight through the brown landscape like a steel rod. Up ahead I see a mountain range ringed by a thin grey line that occasionally catches the morning sun and glints. From the brown dirt far below I see two green objects begin to rise up slowly. I check my flyboys, and they are starting to descend with me. 
I maintain my grip on the station wagons front axle above me, as I descend gently from the blue sky towards our destination. The green objects begin to take shape as I get closer. 
Two helicopter gunships, armed to the teeth, rise up, then turn around, pointing their guns away from me, then pitch forward as they move toward the mountain range. I look down and see a wire fence topped with razor-wire as our shadow passes over it. 
As the ground becomes clearer, I notice a steel hangar door slide open, and a brown army jeep drive out. I fly us closer to the jeep, lower my legs and land gently. 
I lower the station wagon, rear first, then turn around and feed the front of the car through my hands until the front tires touch down.
“Welcome to Area 51, Cosmic Girl.” A soldier says as he climbs from the jeep and salutes me.
“Hi, how are you?” I say and return his salute casually.
“See, I told you.” Paul says behind me as they begin to climb out of the station wagon.
“Follow me.” The soldier says and climbs back in the jeep. The driver turns the jeep around and they drive back towards the huge hangar door.
“Come on, guys.” I say and take off after the jeep at a relaxed pace.
Of course, boys being boys, they all floor it and get to the hangar door before the jeep has even made the turn. I roll my eyes and accelerate. 
I drop to the ground near Mitchell and Beth, and wait for the jeep to catch up. The soldier is smiling as the jeep goes past us through the opening. 
We head inside, and two soldiers in brown military fatigues are standing by the door on the inside. They close the hangar door as soon as we’re inside. 
The jeep is still driving away from us, and I take in the view before me. 
“Whoa!” I blurt out as I stare at the vastness of this place. It is pretty much a hangar, but boy, it’s the largest hangar I have ever seen. 
From one end to the other it must be at least a mile wide, and probably two miles deep. Hundreds of large objects are dotted around the hangar, all covered by grey tarp. Soldiers and men in grey overalls stop and look over at us from one of the larger objects, which looks like some kind of aircraft. All I see is some wheels poking out from the tarp. 
I turn my attention to the jeep as it continues to race away down the length of the hangar. I rise up from the concrete floor and fly after it. The others run after it, racing through the gargantuan hangar like giggling wraiths. The jeeps tires screech when it makes a right turn near a very large metal object encased in scaffolding. 
I catch up to it and look ahead. There’s an enormous red door embedded in the hangar wall. 
A white circle with a single dot in the center is the only thing that adorns the red door. The jeep screeches to a stop, and the soldier hops lightly out and marches over to the red door. 
I land near the jeep and stride after him, as the others materialize and watch. 
The soldier enters a combination on a keypad near the door. There’s a metallic click, then the soldier gestures towards the door.
“After you.” The man in brown military fatigues says. 
I saunter over and pull the large red door open. The door is at least a foot thick, and solid metal. The hallway inside has a deep red carpet covering the floor, and the walls are painted black with a white stripe painted at waist height. 
Well, waist height for these guys maybe. It comes up to my shoulders. 
The hallway is well lit, but I don’t see where the light is coming from. I rise up from the carpet and hover down the hall, following the white stripe. 
I hear the others laughing nervously behind me as we all head down the corridor.
“Hey, there she is.” I hear a familiar voice.
I hadn’t even noticed the room on my left when I hovered past it. Bill marches towards me from the room with a big smile on his face. He’s wearing a black suit, white shirt and a black tie.
“Hey, Bill.” I say, then turn and gesture towards my friends.
 “Guys, Bill.” I say and gesture to him. “Bill, these are my friends.” I say proudly. 
The only one not quite in costume was Ryan. He’s dressed in a black wetsuit with a black Zorro-type eye mask. He burns everything. Getting him a costume was gonna be tough.
“Welcome to these hallowed halls.” Bill says and gestures with his arms in a wide arc. 
“Not many people get to see this place.” Bill says and grins when Paul chuckles darkly and rubs his white gloved-hands together.
“Do you have what I asked for?” I ask Bill and nod my head towards Ryan.
“We have something that might work. You, flame-boy. Go with this gentleman.” Bill says and thumbs to his right. A man with a short black beard appears in a white lab coat.
I turn and nod my head at Ryan. He shrugs and walks towards the man in the white coat.
“Have fun.” Paul says and chuckles.
“Everyone else, follow me.” Bill says, turns sharply on his heel and marches down the corridor away from us.
I fly after him, and hover in-step with Bill. “Everything ready?” I ask eagerly.
“You betcha. I hope you’re ready. These guys don’t like time wasters.” Bill says as he stops and looks at me.
“We need help.” I say as he locks eyes with me. I don’t flinch.



“Always happy to help a worthy cause.” Bill says, then leans back against the wall. The wall moves. Bill walks backward, pushing a section of wall away until another room is revealed. He chuckles at my surprised expression, steps around the section of wall and gestures with his hand to follow. He approaches a single white door and knocks. The door opens from inside and he steps through. 
I follow him and discover a vast rectangular room, like a school gymnasium. Only this is no gymnasium. Numerous weapons lie neatly on two, four feet long metal tables at one end of the room. In the middle of the room stand two burly black men in green vests and black pants. They stand with their arms folded, and look at us coldly as we enter one at a time.  
“Hello, what’s all this then?” Paul asks with a smirk.
“Practice. For real this time.” I say as I turn and look at them all. “We lack the skills necessary to take down Devlin and his men.” I say and then point at the two burly soldiers. “Here, is where we learn those skills.”
“But we can’t fight these guys. We’ll kill them.” Mitchell says worriedly. One of the soldiers smirks.
“We teach you the moves, nice and slow. Then you practice with each other. Okay, boy.” One of the men says.
“And the weapons?” Beth asks.
“Oh, those are just for fun.” The other soldier says and they both chuckle.
“Let’s do this.” I say and hover over to one of the hulking brutes. “Your student awaits.” I say darkly and lock eyes with him.
He looks over and points at Beth. “Your pretty friend in white can be your sparring partner.” He says. “Over here.” He orders Beth.
“You can call me Carl.” He says in a deep rumbling voice, and winks at Beth. “Now, stand like this, both of you.” Carl says and presents himself with his left side towards me. He moves his arm down his left side in a wide arc. “You present less of a target, this way. So face your enemy sideways like this.”
We both copy him and face each other side on.
“Good. Are you left or right handed?” He asks us both.
I’m right handed, so I raise my right hand. Beth raises her left hand. 
“Okay, you present your left shoulder.” He says to me, then turns to Beth. “You present your right shoulder, okay?” We shift to the sides he suggests, then he demonstrates a few jabs and a right cross. 
“The front arm will be your shield. You can also jab with it. The rear hand will be your main weapon. Remember to twist with your hips and pivot on your front foot. Put all you got into the swing. It starts at your feet, moves up your waist, up to your shoulder, then finally into your fist. Pow!” He demonstrates slowly first. Twisting his hips as he brings his heavily muscled right arm back, pivots on his front foot, then like a coiled spring, launches his right arm out with a twist of his hips. Then he does it real time. 
Wow! He’s fast. That punch would have put most men in hospital.
“Got it?” He asks as he looks back at us. 
I think we’re still in awe of his physique, as we stand and watch this amazing specimen of a man show us how to floor someone. 
I nod silently, while Beth just stands there staring at his bulging arms.
We face off against each other and slowly jab at each other, while trying not to stare at Carl.
“Okay, now practice the right cross.” He tells me and places his hand up at my face height.
“I can’t hit you.” I say and smile at Carl.
“It’s okay. Go ahead.” Carl says.
I raise my fist to him, then lean down and punch the concrete floor. The floor shakes and I leave a dent in the floor. Then I raise my fist to Carl again to show only faint marks on my purple gloves. 
“Wow. Cool.” Carl says and nods his head. “Okay, well, you just picture some dude’s face, and let rip.”
I practice while standing on the floor at first. I start slowly, and as Carl nods his head in approval, I start to speed up. 
I picture Devlin’s smug tanned face.
 Within a few minutes I’m letting rip with a right cross at super-speed, making a whipping sound when I pull my arm back each time. Then I rise up off the concrete floor and begin to do it in the air. I can still unleash a devastating right cross at full speed, and because I’m in the air, I can follow through, spinning on the spot, unleashing right cross after right cross. 
I stop when I get dizzy and drop to the floor and stagger for a while as I wait for the room to stop spinning.
“Wow. That was amazing. Okay, you’re up.” Carl says to Beth while I sit down and watch.
We cover the basics, then once everyone has mastered these moves, they begin to teach us more interesting stuff. 
Grapple holds, arm locks, sleeper holds, which were my personal favorites. I did the sleeper move on Paul, and had him blackout every time. 
That was satisfying. I can’t wait to try that one out on Devlin and his cronies. 
Once they were satisfied that we could handle ourselves in hand to hand combat, out came the weapons. Dodging bullets is a lot different from dodging stones. 
First were the standard 9mm caliber handguns. They started us out at a hundred yards, then came in closer each time we successfully dodged one. Soon I was dodging bullets at point blank range. 
It requires a great amount of concentration, so it does tire me out after a while. But this is one lesson that I can’t afford to slack on. The shotguns were interesting. They have a wider shot radius, so dodging them when you’re up close is more difficult. 
As I got closer, I begin to grab the small balls of shot from the air and drop them behind me, but there are so many, and it happens so fast that I have to focus twice as hard and move faster than I have ever moved before to stop them from hitting me. 
Some do hit me at first, but I knuckle down and try harder next time. It takes me five attempts before I can do it without getting hit. I sit down after and take a breather. 
I’m sweating bullets, no pun intended, and I’m breathing so hard I can taste blood. I sit on the concrete floor and watch as Paul argues with the guys about not using this powers to just stop the bullets.
“This is a physical exercise. We need you to be able to handle this without using your other gifts.” One argues with him, with his huge arms folded across his muscular chest.
“But that’s just it, I can use my powers to stop these. It’s easy.” Paul argues back.
“If you can handle this physically, then you can use your other gifts for other things. It might save your life.”
“Stop arguing and just do it already.” Beth says, exasperated with them both.
“Hey, is that an offer?” Paul asks and wags his eyebrows at Beth.
“Naughty dogs don’t get treats.” Beth replies, and while standing, bends over at the waist and adjusts her boot.
Paul’s eyes are bulging as he stares at her. “Let’s do this.” Paul says quickly.
While Paul begins to dodge the bullets, Pamela, Georgia and Stuart are moving on to the more serious weapons. Machine pistols, and automatic assault rifles. 
Ryan joins us after an hour. He’s now decked out in a black unitard with a hood that comes down and covers the top of his face with holes cut out for his eyes. 
He has black knee-length boots that looks like it’s made of the same strange material. It looks a bit like rubber, but catches the light like chainmail. 
“Have you tested it yet?” I ask as I prod the costume with my fingers experimentally. It feels weird.
He bursts into flame right in front of me, which makes the soldiers stop what they’re doing and look over. Ryan extinguishes the flames, and the costume is still in one piece.
“Great. Did you say thank you?” I ask.
“Yes, mother.” Ryan says and cracks a smile.
“Basic training.” Bill calls out from the door and points at Ryan.
Carl comes marching over and looks down at Ryan.



“This way.” Carl says and leads Ryan away to a quiet part of the room to show him the basic moves.
I move on to the submachine guns next. But after the shotguns, these are a breeze. I have to move fast and focus hard, but these bullets are easier to see, so it’s not that different from the 9mm ones, just more of them and they come faster. 
The next stage is a little more interesting. The other soldier, Joe, pulls a minigun from the bench with a huge box of ammo.
“You ready?” Joe asks me as I stand a hundred yards out.
“Let’s find out.” I reply and ready myself. 
The adrenaline is roaring through me, and of course, I have my irritating head pain warning me, which I don’t really need right now. The barrel starts spinning, then I see the huge muzzle flash as the bullets begin to fly from the contraption. 
I focus on the bullets, and begin to walk towards Joe while swatting the bullets, catching others and letting them drop behind me. 
I twist, turn and duck to avoid others, then my hands become a whirlwind in front of me as I catch as many bullets as I can. 
I get to within a couple of feet of the weapon when Joe releases his finger from the trigger. My eyes feel as wide as plates, and I’m shaking, but I have a huge grin on my face.
“Alright. You’re done. Good job.” Joe says and extends his huge hand to me. I shake his hand.
“Thank you.” I stammer, while I try to calm down.
I sit down near Bill and watch the others go through the various weapons, dodging bullets. I think I’m most proud of Georgia. She’s beginning to show real confidence, and is actually laughing while dodging the bullets.
 
“Okay. I think we’re done. Class is dismissed.” Bill says loudly, after he checks his watch.
“The other thing that we discussed?” I ask Bill.
He reaches into his suit jacket and pulls out a small metal container about the size of a cell phone.
“These are strong enough to knock a rampant elephant out for 24 hours.” Bill says as he opens the case.
Inside, are five small blue pills. They look like jelly beans.
“We put a transmitter into them as well. So even if it doesn’t work right away, we’ll be able to track them.” Bill says, closing the case as he hands it to me.
 “Thanks. I sure hope they work.” I say as I take the case and slip it into my right boot.
“Let’s go.” I say and walk towards the door.
 



Twenty Four
 
Back in Chicago, I keep my cell phone fully charged and on at all times. I constantly check my email as well from time to time. I’m itching to put these pills to the test. That means getting close enough to shove them into their mouths. 
CNN is the only channel I watch when I’m home, which is only at meal times. It’s summer vacationing time, so everyone is off sunning it up, or skiing in Vermont. 
Me? 
I’m in costume and flying over the city, looking for trouble. 
I find plenty. Several muggings, more than a handful of burglaries, three carjackings, several traffic accidents caused by some knuckle-heads who wanted to jump the red light, oh, and a few street fights. That was just in a couple of hours. 
My absence was sorely missed, although quite a few people saw fit to take advantage of this. A new gang had formed south of Brighton Park. 
They call themselves the B Bloods. Classy. They already have around thirty members, from the gossip I hear on the street. 
They initiate their new members by making them break into local schools and trashing the Principal’s office. I catch one trying to do this at Hackberry High. 
He’s no older than seventeen by the look of him. Very apologetic in private, but swears like a sailor when we get outside.  
“I hope you’re proud of yourself.” I admonish as I carry him over to the sidewalk. I had called ahead, so a police car is already waiting by the curb.
“Another one?” The office asks as I land in front of him and shove the boy toward them.
“Yep.” I answer as the boy glares at me, red faced and spitting obscenities.
“That’s enough of that, you punk.” One of the officers says and snaps the cuffs on him.
I wave goodbye as they bustle him out of here. I’m about to take off and fly south, when I hear something behind me. 
Huh? It sounds like a faint crash coming from inside the school. Who’s this, a backup in case this idiot failed? 
I fly back inside through the open window on the second floor. I float over the desks towards the now open door. I stop and listen. I hear some grunting coming from downstairs, along with the sound of drawers being opened. 
What the hell? 
I fly down the abandoned hallway, trying to control my breathing as I listen intently. I float down the stairs to the first floor, then stop and listen as it’s gone quiet now. I look left and right down the hall. Nothing, and it’s still quiet. I hover into the hallway and focus on my hearing. I hear a faint rustle of paper, downstairs. I fly down to the ground level, and hover in the hallway. 
There it is again. Rustling. It’s coming from the room opposite the Principal’s office. 
I fly cautiously toward the rustling noise. I check the name plate on the door. Records. The door is ajar. It’s dark inside. Still quiet. I place my purple gloved-hand on the door and slowly ease it open a bit more. The hinges let out a squeak. 
Damn it. 
I feel a rush of air, then something dark slams into me. I find myself knocked on to my back and staring up at the ceiling tiles. I turn my head in time to see a dark blur shoot along the hallway towards the main doors. 
It doesn’t stop, whoever it is. With a crash, the doors are in ruins and the figure vanishes. 
I get up and fly towards the entrance. I fly out and up and do a quick scan of the area. Nothing. Whoever it was is long gone. 
What did they want in the records room? 
I fly back inside and enter the room and switch the light on.  Filing cabinets that line one wall are all open. Files litter the floor, and some of the computers have been switched on. One is broken, the screen has a jagged hole where someone has punched it. The keyboard lies in ruins, various keys littered all over the floor and on the desk around it. I grab my cell phone from my boot and dial 911 again. I report the break-in and then high-tail it out of there. 
 
I hover in the air around a thousand feet up, and watch the boys in blue head inside. My cell phone rings, and I press it to my ear.
“Hello?” I say as I look down at the red and blue flashing lights.
“Hi, Pumpkin. Will you be home soon?” Dad asks.
“Sure, Dad. Give me five minutes.”
“Okay. Foods ready, don’t let it go cold, okay.” 
“No problem. Be right there.” I say and hang up.
I rub my shoulder and rotate my right arm. 
Whoever it was, sure can hit hard. 
I stare about me, frowning. The city seems peaceful at the moment. Just the usual city noises float up to me. I shrug and launch myself up towards the clouds. The stars wink at me as I emerge through the clouds into a clear sky. The full moon bathes me in its pale blue light off to my left. 
Even though I don’t feel the cold, an icy feeling creeps up my spine, making me shudder. 
I rotate and turn my back to the moon and fly home. 
I enter through my open window, slide it shut and close my curtains. After a quick change into some sweats and an old pink Minnie Mouse t-shirt, I head downstairs.
“I’m home.” I say as I reach the bottom step.
“Foods on the table.” I hear Dad call from the kitchen.
When I enter, Dad and Jessica are already tucking into their meal.
“Mmm, Chinese.” I murmur as I inhale the lovely aromas. Chicken teriyaki, greens and noodles. Yum. 
I devour mine in seconds. “Is there anymore?” I ask as I lick my plate clean.
“There’s still some sauce left in the wok.” Jessica says.
“Cool.” I say and grab some bread from the counter and start dunking.
“How is it out there, tonight?” Dad asks.
“Weird. My school was broken into, twice.” I say before shoving more teriyaki sauce soaked bread into my mouth.
“Was anything taken?” Dad asks.
“Don’t know.” I shrug. “The second one got by me.”
“How can someone get by you? They would have to be...”
“A Super? Yeah, I know. It was a Super.”
“What?” Dad and Jessica say in unison.
“The police are all over it. If there are any prints, they’ll find them.” I say while I mop up the last of the sauce with my bread.
I wash my hands, then sit back down at the table. I’m still letting all of the scrambled thoughts I have coalesce, and now, as I sit and stare at my hands, I’m beginning to get a picture in my mind. 
I don’t like what I see. 
School records being rifled through by an unknown Super. This was not good. The icy feeling had now come back.
“Dad?” I say hesitantly, still forming the plan in my tired head.
“Yes, Pumpkin?”
“I need you to take Jessica, and get out of here.” I say firmly as I look up into his now confused face.
“What? Why?” Dad says.
“Yeah, what the hell is going on, Britney?” Jessica says.
“I don’t know, for sure. But I got a bad feeling. I need you both gone. Tonight.” I say.
“Tonight?” Jessica says, but Dad is already getting up from the table.
“Pack a suitcase.” Dad says, then turns to Jessica. “Now.”
“Whatever.” Jessica says and gets up. She gives me a scared look for a second, then she stomps from the room.
“Thanks, Dad.” I say.
“We’ll visit your grandparents in Minneapolis.” Dad says, then walks out of the kitchen. I hear him head upstairs. 
I heave a sigh of relief. I feel a little better, but the icy feeling creeping up my spine just won’t quit. I head into the living room and pick up the phone. 
“Hi.” Mitchell’s warm voice answers after a few rings.
“Our school was broken into tonight.” I say swiftly.
There’s a few seconds silence. “Was anything taken?” Mitchell asks, his voice now full of concern.
“I don’t know. Mitch, it was a Super.”
“We better warn the others.” Mitchell says.
“I’ll call Stuart and Georgia next.” I say.
“I’ll call Paul, Ryan and Pamela.”
“Get your parents out of there. I’m sending mine away tonight.”
“Okay. Are you alright?” Mitchell asks.
“I got a bad feeling about this.” I say, my voice breaking.
“Let’s get to work. I’ll call you again in thirty minutes.” He says before hanging up.
I call Stuart and Georgia and tell them to get their loved ones to safety, just in case. Beth? I think loudly.
‘You rang?’ Beth’s husky voice responds inside my head after a few seconds.
A Super broke into our school. They went after the school records, Beth. I think loudly.
‘Oh, really?’
I think you need to get your parents out of there, like right now. I say inside my head as I picture her puzzled face.
‘As soon as the electrician leaves, I’ll get them out.’
Don’t wait too long. I urge. Then I hear footsteps coming down the stairs. I get up and enter the hallway. Dad and Jessica grab their jackets. Two suitcases lie on the floor near the front door.
“Oh, sis.” Jessica says and rushes toward me. She throws her arms around my shoulders. I stroke her short blond hair, letting my fingers caress her head gently.
“I love you.” I whisper in her ear. “Take care of Dad.”
“I will.” She says, then kisses me on the cheek. “Love you.” Then she turns and heads towards the door as Dad opens it. Jessica picks up the two suitcases and heads outside. 
I float towards Dad, and he opens his big bear arms to me. I rise up and wrap my arms around his thick neck.
“You take care of yourself, okay.” Dad says.
“Give Granny and Gramps my love.” I say.
“Remember who you are.” Dad whispers in my ear, before giving me a big squeeze. He releases me, strokes my cheek with his fingers, turns and heads down the steps and rushes to the car. I wave quickly, then close the door. 
I switch off all the lights in the house, get changed into my Cosmic Girl costume, and sit at the table in the dark kitchen.
 



Twenty Five
 
It takes a few minutes for my eyes to adjust, then I wait for my heartbeat to settle back down again. My breathing sounds like a steam engine in my ears. I take a few deep breaths, and almost jump out of my costume when my phone rings.
“Hello?” I answer in a coarse whisper.
“Why are you whispering?” Paul’s jovial voice asks.
“Shut up. Is your exchange student’s family safe?”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah. Not that they’re going to talk to me ever again after this.” Paul grumbles.
“Better that than the alternative.”
“I know. So, what now?”
“We wait.”
“Oh, goody. My favorite.”
“Has Beth got her parents out yet?” I ask him.
“Not yet. They’re getting some work done, apparently.”
“Tell her to hurry.”
“Yes, mother.” Paul says before hanging up.
I put the cell phone back into my boot, then pull the zip down at my neck and check the metal case that’s tucked inside my bra. 
Reassured it’s still there, I zip myself back up. Then my cell phone buzzes. I check my cell that is in my right boot. 
Nothing. Uh, oh. 
With increasing dread, I slide the cell phone from my left boot. There’s a text message on the cell that the mob gave me.
Big red sighted in Chicago. F.G.
Oh, crap. 
My breathing quickens, and the sound of my heartbeat is getting louder in my ears. 
I put the phone back into my left boot, then pull out my new cell phone and tap in a quick message to Mitchell.
Devlin is in Chicago. Get over here. Please! xxxxx
I put the cell phone away, right before there’s an almighty crash above me. I hear two loud thuds above me, and dust rains down from the ceiling. 
I get up slowly, my heart racing. 
A light comes on upstairs, then I hear quick steps on the stairs. 
They’re coming down. 
I float to the doorway of the kitchen, and crouch. 
As the first dark shape appears in the hallway, my mind frantically tries to recall the training I got from Carl and Joe. 
A man heads into the living room and switches on the light. His shadow is thrown behind him by the lights. I hear him snort.
The other guy is still on the stairs, so while the man in the living room has his back to me, I launch myself at him. 
In just a few nanoseconds, I unzip, remove the container from my bra, grab a blue pill, put the container back, zip myself back up, hop on to his back, and shove the pill into his mouth. 
I clamp my hand over his mouth and nose while I cling to his back like a Koala bear. He struggles, and coughs while he twists and tries to elbow me. I’m not moving. He tries to reach over his shoulders at me, but I duck and twist while I cling on. 
“There she is.” A man’s voice calls from the hallway behind us.
I use my body and strength to turn my monkey around so that we face the hallway, while I pull us further into the living room. 
I yank the man’s head back a little while he fights me, then his legs sag under him. I let go and float in the air while he crashes forward on to his face with a crunch. The other man fills the doorframe. He blurs as he rushes me, but I’m ready. 
I turn sideways and hold my left hand out. He hits my hand in a heartbeat. I jab him hard with my left, then follow through with a right uppercut. I connect with his jaw and send him up through the ceiling. I aim at the hole he made and fly up after him. 
He’s still hurtling upwards, legs kicking frantically in the air when I grab a leg and keep climbing.
“Where is he? Where’s Devlin?” I shout down at the man’s angry face, as he tries to kick me with his free leg. “Do you really want me to drop you?” I ask angrily.
“I’ll take my chances.” He growls back at me.
“Hey, what do you know, it talks.” I say as I continue to climb into the night sky. Soon we’re through the clouds, but I don’t stop.
“You’re all dead. You know that?” The man yells.
“Funny. I don’t look dead.” I say and kick him in the back, making him yelp in pain. “Do I?”
“He’ll get you eventually. He always gets what he wants.”
“So, take me to him. If he wants me, he’ll reward you, right?”
I look down at him, and his eyes betray him. He looks scared, despite his bravado.
‘Aaarrggghhhh!’ I hear Beth’s scream inside my head so loud that I clamp my hands to my ears in pain.
The goon makes his own scream as he plummets to the ground. I shake my head, before retrieving the container, pulling out a blue pill, then putting the container back and zipping myself up. I pitch forward and race to the ground. I pop the pill into his open mouth while he screams, then clamp my hand over his mouth. I catch him with my free arm and stop in the air. 
The sudden stop makes him swallow the pill. We’re only a few hundred feet up, so once he goes limp, I let him go.
Beth? Beth, can you hear me? I think as loud as I can. 
No answer. 
“Oh, shit.” I blurt out, before getting my bearings. 
As I fly off towards Beth’s house, I pull out my cell phone and call Bill.
“Bill. We’re under attack. There are two super-goons asleep at my house. There’s trouble at Beth’s house. Get people over here ASAP.” I say breathlessly while checking the brightly lit streets below.
“I’m on it.” Bill says curtly before hanging up. 
I slip the phone into my right boot and begin to descend towards Beth’s street. The lights are not on in her parent’s house. All is dark.
My heart sinks.
Their car is still out front in the street, unharmed. My heart is racing as I drop from the sky like a rock. I land heavily on the sidewalk. It cracks slightly, but I don’t care. 
In the front yard, the words ‘Secret’s out!’ is burned into the concrete driveway. 
I rush towards the front door and shoulder it. It breaks from the hinges and lands in the dining room at the back of the house with a loud crash. 
“Beth?” I call out loudly. “Mr. Williams?” I shout, then float along the hallway and look inside the living room.
“NO!!!” I scream as I discover the carnage.
I rush to Beth, as she lies on her side with her back to me. There’s blood everywhere. Beth is in her normal clothes. Hard to tell what she’s wearing. Everything is red with blood.
“Oh my god. Beth? Can you hear me?” I say as I try to turn her over on to her back. Oh my god! Her face. 
It’s been burned away. 
No. Dear god, no! 
I see her chest move. She’s alive?
“Beth? Stay with me. Hang on. Help is coming.” I grab my phone and dial 911. “Please, I need an ambulance, immediately.” I cry out desperately down the phone. I give them the address.
Beth’s blistered hands claw at me. I want to touch her, but I’m scared that I’m going to hurt her now. 
“Is.......he......” She says sluggishly, her voice rasping, pointing behind me. I turn and notice a prone figure sitting down on the floor with his back to the window. 
I go over and check his pulse. Nothing. I recognize this one. Bald head, demonic tattoos. Walter. 
I go back to Beth and kneel by her side. 
“He’s dead.” I say gently, and take her left hand lightly. Her red fingers find my arm, and they tighten for a second before releasing me and falling limply to the blood stained carpet.
“Beth?” I say and pat her hand gently. “Beth?” A little louder and I shake her shoulders softly. Her burned and blistered head rolls back. A single breath escapes from what’s left of her lips.
“No. No, Beth? Don’t do this to me. Don’t leave me. Beth?” I say and cradle her head in my lap. “Come on. Stay with me. Please, stay.” I groan, before bursting into tears. I rock her gently and kiss her blistered head, as heaving sobs threaten to rob me of every breath.
 
I barely look up when the medics finally arrive. They pull me away, and I eventually let them. They check her pulse, try and give her an injection, but the needle buckles, then they zap her a few times with a portable defibrillator. 
I feel dead inside as they busy themselves around my fallen friend. 
The F.B.I. and men in white overalls arrive. One of the agents pulls me to my feet and leads me outside. 
The street is cordoned off on both sides. A white tent is being erected in the middle of the street. Some neighbors are standing in their front yards, still in pajamas. I hear gasps as I’m led to a black F.B.I. van. 
Someone wraps an orange blanket around my shoulders, then a medic is shining a light in my eyes as I stare off into space. 
My best friend is dead. 
Her parents are brought out in several black body bags. 
Someone is talking to me, a medic I think. But I can’t hear him right now. I just hear Beth’s last rasping breath echoing inside my skull like a ghostly whisper. 
My chest hurts so much. If I cry again, I don’t think I’ll stop. I can’t breathe. I don’t cry, I scream instead. 
All the pain, all the rage, all the grief, explodes from my lips like a hurricane. People start rushing indoors. The medic runs from me, and the Feds simply back away from me. Only one person stands nearby. I barely register his dark skin and black goatee before I begin to rise from the ground. 
I launch myself towards the starry heavens while the scream keeps erupting from me like a tornado warning siren. 
I keep going, even after ice forms on my body. I climb so high that I can’t breathe. Only then does my screaming stop.  
I allow myself to fall, and begin to plummet towards the ground. 
It would be so easy. End it all right here and now. Stop the pain I’m feeling, with one thunderous impact. I think, as I gaze up at the glittering stars.
Beth. 
Then I realize something. Walter doesn’t use fire, he’s a shape-shifter. 
Devlin. 
He murdered Beth with his heat-vision. 
Maybe Beth killed Walter before Devlin arrived? At least that’s another nut job we don’t have to worry about anymore. 
Devlin. I hate him with every fiber of my being. 
I want him dead. 
I take a deep breath as I reach cloud level. 
He will pay, Beth. I swear it! 
When I begin to hear the city sounds, I stop and hover over the glittering metropolis. 
Where is he now? His goons will know, and they will tell me, one way or another. 
I pitch forward and grab my cell phone from my right boot. I hit speed dial.
 
 
“Hello?” Georgia’s timid voice answers warily.
“Suit up. I need you at my house in five minutes.” I say briskly.
 



Twenty Six
 
My eyes are stinging from all the crying. I rub them as I descend toward my street. Two black vans are parked out front, and another larger vehicle, that I can only describe as some kind of armored car. Some of the lights are on in our house, and I take a deep breath as I drop through the large hole in the roof. I hear voices, and someone crying as I land in the upstairs hallway.
“No. It can’t be true. Tell them, Mitch. They’re lying, right?” I hear Paul’s heartbroken voice. 



There’s silence apart from some sobs as I walk slowly downstairs. 
I swallow my rage and try to control my breathing before I get to the bottom, so I take my time.
“She can’t be.....Oh, god......why? Why her? Why not me?” Paul’s plaintive voice cries out in anguish. It sounds like they’re in the kitchen. 
I stop on the last step and close my eyes. 
I take some deep breaths as more tears start to streak down my cheeks. I try to walk, but my knees buckle, and I find myself on the floor with my face pressed against the carpet. 
The pain in my chest is far worse than Devlin’s bullets. But there is nothing to ease this pain. No medication to ease my suffering. 
Just one thought keeps flashing through my mind. 
I caused this. This is my fault. 
My obsession with Devlin has now taken the life of my very best friend. 
I don’t have a single memory where Beth wasn’t there in some way. 
The loss is too much. I can’t take this anymore. My wailing brings footsteps in my direction.
“Britney?” I hear Mitchell’s voice above me. He crouches down and raises me from the floor. I wrap my arms around his waist and cry into his chest. “Are you okay?” He asks quietly while he cradles me in his arms. I shake my head.
“We found your guests.” I hear Bill’s flat voice.
I look up at Mitchell and try and choke back the sobs so I can speak. “Is Ghost Girl here?” I ask. 
He nods, and steps back and points to the living room. I pull away and place my hand on his chest briefly, then head into the living room. 
Georgia is in her yellow catsuit, kneeling on the carpet, with her bare hand touching a goon’s forehead.
“Who is he?” I ask Bill as I stand and watch Georgia at work.
“Johnny Kessler.” Bill says next to me, then looks at me. “Explosives expert, apparently.” Bill adds.
“Why would he need an explosives expert?” I ask.
“Because he needs to bust a hole in Fort Knox.” Georgia says, while still kneeling with her back to us. “He knows they need to get in and out quick. Johnny here, has crafted a series of bombs, which they intend to use tomorrow.” Georgia says and then stands up. She turns to me, and her face is wet with tears. “They attacked us as a diversion.” She says, incredulous.
“So while we’re picking up the pieces, they make for Fort Knox, and the countries gold?” I say angrily.
“Hey, it’s not all ours.” Bill says with a hint of worry in his normally calm voice. 
I turn to Bill, and point at the two unconscious men on my floor. “Well, those two are yours. Do with them what you want.” I say and head towards the kitchen.
Pamela and Mitchell are trying to comfort Paul as he sits in his costume at the kitchen table, crying into his black cape.
“I’m so sorry, Paul.” I say and place my purple gloved-hand on his shoulder.
“Ryan and Stuart are out scouting at the moment. They wanted to make sure the attacks were over.” Mitchell says, then sighs and pats Paul on the shoulder. “We’ll get them, buddy.”
“And we know where he’s gonna be tomorrow.” I say. Paul looks up, wipes his nose on the back of his white gloved-hand and stands up.
“Where?” Paul asks angrily.
“Fort Knox.” I reply.
“Okay. Where is that, anyway?” Paul asks and looks around at us all.
“Kentucky.” Mitchell says in response.
“Dude, I’m from England. The only thing I know about Kentucky, is that they do awesome chicken.” Paul says.
“Do you have a map, and maybe some images?” Pamela asks.
“Yeah. Wait here.” I say and fly upstairs and grab my laptop. I bring it down to the kitchen and place it on the table and open it up. 
I Google Fort Knox, and that shows a map and some photos. “There it is.” I say and turn the laptop around so they can see.
“I can get us there. When do you want to leave?” Pamela says.
“Tomorrow, I think.” I say, then my cell phone buzzes. I reach down into my left boot and pull it out.
Big red seen flying over Springfield, Illinois. F.G.
“Tomorrow morning.” I say as I slip it back into my boot. “As soon as it’s light, we go.” I add as I look at them.
“Devlin’s mine.” Paul says and looks at us. “I take him down.”
“Not if I get to him first.” Mitchell says.
“Same here.” I say. “He’s going down tomorrow, or I am.” I add.
 
Bill takes Johnny Kessler and his friend, Troy Blueman, and loads them into the armored car. Johnny was the guy who created the fog in New York, and Troy was the one who could control water. Walter Schmidt is dead, so that only leaves the last guy, Kurt Kaplan and Devlin. 
How are these two going to transport the gold? 
Devlin should figure out that his boys won’t be returning anytime soon, within the next few hours, if he hasn’t guessed already. 
Will he still go for the gold with just one other helping hand?
I shrug as I watch Bill climb into one of the black vans and drive off. I guess we’re gonna find out tomorrow. 
Police officers are going from door to door, ensuring people that it’s safe now. The official explanation is that some very dangerous men had broken into my house, and that Cosmic Girl had intervened. Our family were away visiting relatives, so no one was home when it happened. 
As the armored car pulls away, Ryan, still on fire, flies along the street and stops outside my house. There’s a sound of rushing wind, then a blue blur stops outside my house as well. 
Stuart, in his blue and white unitard, looks up at Ryan as he drops to the ground and the flames go out. He’s wearing his new black flame-proof costume. They walk wearily up the steps.
“Hey.” Ryan says as he gets closer.
“Are you okay?” Stuart asks as he stops near me. I shake my head.
“Find anyone else?” I ask.
Stuart shakes his head as Ryan walks past and enters the house.
“Whoa. What happened here?” Ryan says as he looks up the stairs at the hole in the roof.
I close the door and then head into the living room. I take a deep breath, close my eyes for a second, then open them and pick up the receiver. I call Dad.
“Hi, Pumpkin.” Dad says, his voice filled with relief.
“I love you.” I mumble.
“Britney?”
“I love you both.” I say and hang up. 
If I die tomorrow, I want them to know that I love them. 
Everything I do, I do it for them, to keep them safe. 
I’ll do whatever it takes. If it means laying down my life for them, then so be it. 
Devlin knows who we all are now. I can’t let him live, not with that information. 
Tomorrow, Devlin De Marco must die.
 



Twenty Seven
 
To say we all have a restless night, is the understatement of the decade. How can you sleep when you know your best friend was horribly murdered? How can you close your eyes, when all you see is her burned face behind your eyelids every time? 
I lie on Dad’s bed clutching my photo of Mom, while I stare at the ceiling, wishing time would speed up. Mitchell lies asleep next to me, one arm draped over my waist.
I guess I fell asleep at some point, because I’m being shaken awake.
“Come on, it’s dawn.” I hear a voice say in the darkness.
I rub my eyes and try to focus. Whoever it was has already left, and I stare around at Dad’s room, feeling confused, anxious and angry. 
I’m still in costume, so I roll out of bed and kiss the photo of Mom and place it on Dad’s pillow. I head into the bathroom and splash some water on my tired face. 
I stare at my face in the mirror and adjust my pale pink glittery eye mask. I smooth my long brown hair and brush some dirt and dust from my costume. 
“I hope I see you again.” I say and point at my reflection. 
Then I take a deep breath and head downstairs. 
Bill had given the army boys at Fort Knox the heads up. So I hope they don’t start shooting when we pop out of nowhere. 
Everyone’s sitting in the kitchen nursing a mug of coffee. I pour myself a strong one and sit down next to Mitchell, as I pour in the cream and stir my coffee. 
It’s still dark, but a sliver of light is shining through the rear window. We all sit there quietly, sipping coffee and looking at each other as if for the last time. 
I finish my coffee and stand up.
“Ready?” I ask everyone. They all get up slowly. I extend my right hand. “Team Rock.” I say.
Paul places his white gloved-hand on top of mine. “Team Rock.” Paul echoes.
Stuart, Mitchell, Georgia and Ryan follow suit.
“I hope you’re all ready for this.” Pamela says and places her green gloved-hand on top and one underneath. “Team Rock.” She says and shrugs.
“On three?” Mitchell asks.
“On three.” I agree. 
I reach over with my free hand and grab hold of Stuart next to me. Everyone grabs hold of the person next to them with their free hand as well.
“One...two...three.” Paul counts solemnly. 
On three, I hear the ripping sound, then everything goes black and I feel myself being sucked forward. 
I maintain my grip on Stuart and Pamela, and force myself to remain as upright as I can. My kitchen disappears and the surroundings become blurry, while light streaks by at incredible speeds. 
There’s a pop! then the surroundings change. 
We’re standing on grass near a security checkpoint, which looks more like a large toll-booth. Solar panels on the roof catch the first rays of light and glint darkly. 
I hear the sound of a jeep driving by somewhere. I shake my head and rub my eyes.
“It sounds quiet.” Stuart says as he lets go of me and walks around the corner.
“That means he’s not here yet, then.” Paul says as he follows Stuart.
I follow them and find four lanes with barriers. There’s a light coming from a small window in the checkpoint. I saunter over and knock on the door gently. I hear booted feet, then the white door is opened from within. A police officer in a navy blue uniform stares at us, before reaching for his gun.
“Whoa!” I say quickly and raise my hands. “We’re friendly. I’m Cosmic Girl, and these are my friends. I was told someone had called ahead, to let you guys know that we were coming.” I say as I remain perfectly still, and manage a small smile.
“You’re Cosmic Girl?” He asks, then removes his hand from his side-arm, and I breathe a sigh of relief. He steps forward and looks at us all with a big grin. Then his expression goes dark. “If you’re here, then trouble’s brewing, right?”
“Have you heard about Devlin De Marco, and what he did in New York?” Mitchell asks calmly.
“Yeah, I saw it on the news. That was horrific. You got hurt, right?” He says to me with a gentle look in his baby blues.
“He’s coming here. Today.” Stuart says and steps forward. “Whatever you do, do not use helicopters on this guy.” Stuart adds.
“Use only small fire-arms, and keep them concentrated on Devlin. He wears red. You can’t miss him.” I say.
“The gunfire should distract them long enough for us to get into position. We’ll take it from there.” Mitchell says.
“Don’t risk your men. He has explosives, so make sure no one gets too close to the main vault building. In fact, it would be better to pull them out of there right now.” Paul says.
The police officer looks at us for a second, then heads back inside his booth. As I look up at the lightening sky, I can hear him on the phone relaying what we told him to his superior. 
“So, now we wait, huh?” Paul says as he stands next to me, gazing up at the clouds.
“I hope we don’t have to wait too long.” Ryan grumbles behind us.
“What’s the matter Blaze? Bored?” Paul asks over his shoulder.
“No. Hungry.” Ryan says, which gets a small chuckle from me. 
Yeah, I’m starting to get a little hungry myself.
I pull the zip down and pull out the small metal container, and pop it open. 
“Three left.” I say as I stare at the blue pills.
“One for the other dude, and one for Dickweed. One left over.” Paul says.
“Or get two down Devlin’s throat.” I muse.
“You think that might kill him, though?” Paul says and turns to me.
“I sure hope so.” I mutter.
“Whoa. No one said anything about killing him.” Mitchell says as he strides over to us.
“How else do we deal with him?” I say and turn to him. “He knows who we are, and he has our home address.”
“I know that. But you can’t just take a man’s life.” Mitchell says heatedly.
“He took Beth’s!” Paul shouts back at Mitchell.
“Killing him won’t bring her back. Come on. You can’t do this.” Mitchell says calmly.
“He’s right. If you do this, then you’re no better than Devlin.” Georgia says as she stands by me and takes my hand. “Please. Don’t do this.”
I give the container to Mitchell. “Here. You decide. I can’t trust myself.” I admit, then turn and walk over to the grass and lean against one of the sycamore trees. 
I can’t let Devlin get away again. Not this time. We have to stop him, by any means necessary. 
I hear footsteps on the grass behind me, and I turn and look over my shoulder. Mitchell stops just behind me. His face is a mixture of sadness and guilt as he looks at me.
“I’m sorry.” He says and places his warm hands on my shoulders. I turn away and look up at the sky. “I’m not saying you can’t beat the crap out of him. Just don’t kill him. Alright?”
“Can I break his legs?” I ask, a small smile appearing on my face, despite my pout.
“Go nuts.” Mitchell says with a slight chuckle.
“How about his arms?” I ask and look over my shoulder at him.
“All yours.”
I reach up and place my hands on top of his. “You do know how to make a girl happy.” I say as the tears come.
He leans down and kisses my cheek tenderly. “I’m really sorry about what happened to Beth, Britney. I really am.” He whispers in my ear.
“It’s all my fault.” I say. “If I hadn’t gone after Devlin like I did. Maybe she’d still be here.” I say bitterly, through my crying.
“Hey. You’ve done nothing wrong. You did the right thing. Don’t regret doing what’s right.” He says and wraps his arms around me. “Devlin was a monster long before we came along.”
“Does her relatives know yet?” I ask.
“The Feds were contacting their next of kin. They should know by now.”
“We work as a team this time.” I say. “We stay together, and we overpower them.”
“Well, there’s seven of us, plus the army and the Mint Police. I think the odds are in our favor today.” Mitchell says, breathing in my ear, making me quiver.
“I know. Just, don’t underestimate him. He’s capable of anything, and watch out for his heat-vision. You may be bulletproof, but you may not be invulnerable to his eye-blast.” I say and pat his hand.
“I’ll be careful. Don’t worry about us, just focus on catching him. You’re the only one who can fly. So if he takes off, you have to grab him, and bring him back.”
“That’ll be fun.” I say and roll my eyes. “Listen, just take care of...” Sirens break the silence. Long wailing sirens are blaring out all over the area. “Oh, crap. Here we go.” I say and break free from Mitchell’s embrace and search the skies. 
I hear the staccato of gunfire in the distance. It sounds like it’s coming from our left, so I turn and gaze out over some old warehouses at the skies above. Nothing yet, but the gunfire continues. 
I feel a strong gust of wind blowing against my face. It’s coming from the same direction as the gunfire. The sky looks normal, blue skies, with the occasional puff of white cloud sailing gently by. 
I glance up at Mitchell quickly. “I love you.” I say as I gaze into his anxious eyes, as he shakes his hands and takes a deep breath.
He looks down at me briefly, then lunges forward and kisses me full on the lips. The kiss is passionate, but short. He grips my arms firmly and presses his forehead to mine.
“Please, be careful.” He whispers.
“Make sure you get the other one. You better give me a pill in case I get to Devlin first.” I respond quietly. He opens the container and gives me one of the blue pills. “Good luck.” I say and kiss him on the cheek. 
What I really mean is, goodbye.
The others rush over as a tank goes sailing through the air half a mile away from us.
“This is it, guys. Be careful. Hit as hard as you can, if you get the chance.” I say before rising up from the grass. 
I stop and hover at around a hundred feet, just as something red streaks overhead. He’s followed shortly by a hundred feet tall tornado, as it spins across the grass heading towards the vault building itself. 
The building looks more like a prison than a bank, with its turrets, security wall and razor wire perimeter fence. I see Devlin stop and hover above the roof. He’s dropping something. There’s a brief flash and an explosion which shakes the branches of the trees nearby. 
“Wait until he’s used all of his bombs, first.” I call down. I see Mitchell look up and give me the thumbs up.
The tornado has now reached the perimeter fence, and the fence is shredded in seconds. 
The tornado starts to slow down, then the dirt cloud surrounding it begins to dissipate and fall back to the ground. A man emerges from the dust dressed in a black leather jacket and matching pants. 
He leaps into the air and lands on top of the wall. The turrets blare to life with rapid fire towards the two intruders. Devlin throws a bomb at one turret, while the leather clad figure leaps at the other turret.
“Hustle? Get those men out of there!” I shout. 



There’s a flash of black light below, then she reappears with one soldier. She disappears again quickly in a burst of black light. I see one turret explode, then look at the other turret that the leather clad figure is tearing apart with his hands. 
Pamela reappears below with the other soldier, just as the man rips the roof off of the turret. I see him turn and look around him wildly, then he looks in Devlin’s direction and shouts something. 
Devlin shouts something back, then continues dropping more bombs. 
They drop to the roof and explode, one after the other with a two second gap between each one. 
The leather clad figure leaps into the air and lands in front of the main gate, then raises his arms and begins to spin. Dust is kicked up from the ground and begins to swirl around him. Soon, he’s lost from view in a funnel of brown dirt, as a huge tornado begins to form around him. 
This one is bigger than the first. It just keeps growing until it fills the sky. Devlin is lost from view behind the dark twister. 
I can’t hear anymore explosions now, just the almighty roar of the twister. I try and shout down, but even I can’t hear myself.
Game on. 
I rise up higher as I fly towards the fort. I gaze down as I fly and see the others blur as they race into battle. I push my arms forward and clench my fists as I fight the strong winds being kicked up by the tornado-dude. I try and fly around the giant twister, but as I circle the beast, it becomes clear that it’s covering the entire building, shielding Devlin from view. 
I fly directly at the twister, but when I get within a hundred yards of the debris cloud, the winds knock me sideways and push me away each time. 
I see the others are faring no better. Mitchell races right at it, and even at top speed, he gets flung like a rag doll. 
I look up and race towards the clouds. At three thousand feet, I stop and look down at the swirling dark vortex. The debris cloud is a hundred feet thick, after that there’s the rapid rotation of the funnel. The funnel is around fifty feet thick, and inside of that there’s a small opening, like the eye of a hurricane. 
I fly over the debris cloud and the funnel. I look down the small opening and try and judge the distance. It looks like a tight squeeze. The gap is only around four feet in diameter. I pitch forward and fly down carefully, raising my legs so that I am as vertical as I can be. 
As I enter the column of air, I’m buffeted by the winds, but in a different way. The winds make me spin, but I remain dead-center as I continue to fly down the funnel. The winds being sucked in keep me locked in position like a magnet. I still can’t see the ground yet, and the roar of the wind is deafening. It’s like I’m standing near a jet as they hit the afterburners. I try and accelerate, and soon I see a dark spot below me. 
After a few more seconds of careful flying, the spot grows, and becomes a dark rotating blur. With only a few hundred feet to go, a lightning bolt appears through the darkness below and strikes the dark blur. The vortex collapses and the wind throws me a hundred feet to my right. 
When I stop spinning, I see Mitchell rush forward towards the fallen leather clad tornado-dude. 
Okay, that’s one down.
“Aargh!” I scream as something hot hits me on my left hip. 
I turn as I fly backwards and see Devlin with blazing eyes hovering above the demolished roof. Then he sees his fallen comrade and becomes a red blur. He hits Mitchell full force, and they roll across the grass in a mass of arms and legs. I fly down towards the other guy; from memory, I think his name is Kurt Kaplan. 
I drop to the rubble strewn ground next to him. He groans and clutches his chest with his black leather fingerless gloved-hands. 
I pop the blue pill in his mouth and clamp my hand over his mouth and nose. He struggles and thrashes wildly for a few seconds. 
I use my right knee and press down on his stomach, making him choke. I grab his head and force it back to the ground and slam my fist down on his chest. His eyes go wide for a few seconds, then he relaxes. His eyes close, and I climb off him and turn my attention to the fight raging on behind me.  
Devlin kicks Mitchell viciously in his left leg, forcing him to drop to one knee. As Devlin raises his elbow, Mitchell brings his right fist up in an uppercut as he stands up. 
Devlin jerks his head back and dodges out of the way, then rushes in, rises up from the grass and kicks Mitchell in the face. 
I scream when I see blood explode from Mitchell’s mouth before he’s sent sliding across the grass towards a tree. Devlin turns at my scream, eyes red, and a face full of rage. 
Ryan, blazing on fire, rockets towards Devlin at full speed and knocks him sideways. As Devlin climbs back up, patting the flames out on his long red leather overcoat and pants, Stuart attacks with a huge bolt of lightning. 
It zaps Devlin full in the face, rocking his head back and sending him tumbling backwards across the grass. He hits a tree, uprooting it and slides down on to the grass upside down.
 I rush to Mitchell’s side. The right side of his face is black and swollen, his lips are cut and blood is trickling out of the corner of his mouth as he lies unconscious. I check the front pocket of his black and red motorcycle pants. I find the container and pop it open. Two blue pills left. 
“I’m sorry.” I whisper, as I take out both pills. 
I turn to Paul as he rushes over. I point at Devlin as he begins to groan. “Hold him where he is.” I tell Paul. 
He nods his head and reaches out with his white gloved-hands towards Devlin.
I race over to Devlin with both pills in my hand. Devlin’s shoulder length black hair is all frizzy and standing on end as he lies on the grass with his legs resting against the roots of the toppled tree. 
As I get closer, his eyes blaze red and searing heat shoots from his eyes. I step back as the ray of heat sets the tree branches above me on fire. I turn to Paul as Devlin starts to growl and claw at the ground.
“Hold him!” I shout desperately.
“I’m trying, I’m trying.” Paul shouts back as he grimaces in concentration.
I can’t let him go. I can’t let him live. 
I roll on to the grass near Devlin, just below his current field of vision. I ready the pills in my cupped hand and crawl up carefully towards Devlin’s shoulder. He turns his head and sends his heat blast right at me. I slide down just in time, but he sears my arm. I cry out in pain for a second, and bite my lip.
Okay, on three. 
One. I clench my fist around the pills. 
Two. I look up at his neck and jaw and judge the distance.
Three. I grab his jaw with one hand and with my other, I slam it over his raging mouth. 
Take them, damn you! 
“Aargghhh!” I scream as fire erupts from his open mouth, instantly scorching my gloved hand. 
As I yank my hand back, I watch as if in slow motion, the two blue pills, the last pills we have, disintegrate before my horrified eyes.
“No!” I scream, then climb on top of him and start punching him in the ribs and chest. 
“I....can’t....hold....him....” I hear Paul shout in warning as I pummel Devlin with all of my might. 
A smile creeps on to Devlin’s face as he turns his head back towards me. I see his head begin to tilt upwards. 
Oh, crap. 
As the searing heat begins to come down towards my head, I roll sideways off of him and then fly across the grass, back to Paul and Stuart. Georgia and Pamela are hiding behind a tree as they watch the unthinkable happen. 
We can’t stop him. 
Ryan’s blazing form rockets towards Devlin. Landing on his chest, Ryan’s raging arms point down towards Devlin’s face, and red fire erupts from his fists right at Devlin. 
As Devlin brings his own fire to his defense, I hear him laugh. Not a pleasant ‘Oh, that was funny,’ kind of laugh. No, this was a dark laugh. The kind of laughter you expect to hear from a psycho right before he slits your throat. 
The heat ray from Devlin’s mouth and eyes turn orange, then white. 
I see his white fire pushing at Ryan’s red fire, and winning. 
I turn to Stuart with an exasperated look. Stuart’s eyes are already glowing white as electricity courses through his body. He brings his hands together, causing static pops and crackling. 
Stuart then moves his hands away from each other until they’re around three feet apart. Tongues of lightning jump from one hand to the other, then they begin to snake out and strike the air between his hands. 
I check on Ryan and Devlin, and Devlin’s white fire is getting closer to Ryan’s hands. 
I turn back to Stuart as a ball of energy forms in the air between his hands. It grows quickly from the size of a golf ball to the size of a soccer ball in seconds, as Stuart, closed mouth with eyes glowing white with energy, begins to step towards Devlin.
“I’m.....losing.....him.......can’t......hold....” Paul grunts as he sinks to his knees with sweat running down his drained face.
“Blaze, get out of there.” I shout as Stuart begins to glow brightly all over while holding the ball of plasma in the air. Ryan takes off into the air and double backs toward us. 
Devlin begins to sit up, and he places his feet on to the grass. 
“Aarrghh!” Stuart roars suddenly and steps back quickly before lunging forward with both arms. The energy bolt hits Devlin in the back as he stands up. 
Devlin roars in pain as he doubles up and starts convulsing violently. As the light fades and the energy is absorbed into his body, I see Stuart bring his hands together and start another ball of energy. Before he can finish, Devlin, chuckling like a loon, turns towards us, eyes blazing white.
“Oh no you don’t.” Devlin growls and sends beams of pure white fire towards Stuart.
“Look out!” I scream. 
Stuart glows bright white, then vanishes with a loud bang. He materializes near Devlin and grabs him from behind with glowing white hands. Devlin begins shaking again and he blinks, and the fire goes out. 
I take the opportunity and fly in with my right arm pulled back. Stuart lets go just as I arrive, and jumps out of the way as I connect with Devlin’s right jaw. I send Devlin tumbling backwards across the grass. 
Stuart and I converge on him in an instant. I punch his stomach and groin while Stuart attacks his head and chest.
With a roar, his sends us reeling with a blast of his heat-vision. 
I back away with burned hands and a scalded shoulder, while Stuart rolls on the grass trying to put out the flames.
“Is that the best you can do?” Devlin says mockingly and laughs. “Not so cosmic, are you girl?” He says, then rushes forward and punches me in the face before I can shield myself with my arms. 
I’m seeing stars as I fly backwards across the grass. I rub my jaw and shake away the blurred vision as I try to focus on staying alive. 
He saunters towards me confidently with a swagger, eyes blazing white with a murderous grin on his face.
Oh my god. This is it.
 



Twenty Eight
 
“Do you have any last words, Forty-Two?” Devlin asks and begins to chuckle.
I’m too scared to think straight, I just close my eyes. 
I hear a pop, then I feel arms around me and another pop. 
I open my eyes and stare up at Pamela’s masked face.
“You okay?” She asks. 
I can’t speak. 
“Come on.” She says and get off me and holds out her hand to me. I take it gingerly and climb to my feet. 
I look around and try to get my bearings. We’re still at Fort Knox, but we’re on top of the damaged roof that Devlin demolished with his explosives. 
My heart is still thundering in my ears as I remember to breathe.
“Help’s here.” She says and points to the grass below. 
I look as I hear a roaring sound followed by an explosion. Something roars overhead, and I track the sound, to see a fighter jet make a wide turn before heading back toward us. 
It lets loose another missile, which rockets towards an enraged Devlin, whose entire head is now wreathed in red flames. The white fire of his eyes and mouth show through the red flames as he roars in defiance at this new attack. 
As I take another breath and pinch myself to make sure that I really am alive, I begin to search the battlefield for my friends. 
Stuart and Paul are running away toward our position, while Ryan hovers in the air firing his own blasts of heat towards Devlin. 
Soldiers are running in our direction now, automatic rifles held at the ready. More jets arrive and unleash their weapons at Devlin, as he tries to fire his beams of white heat at the passing aircraft. 
Where’s Mitchell? 
I look at all of the trees in the area but don’t see him. As I begin to panic, I hear a groan from below. I look down through the hole in the roof and see him sprawled out on a slab of concrete.
“Oh, thank god.” I mutter to myself.
“Yeah, we could sure use his help, right about now.” Pamela says grimly.
Another rocket explodes at Devlin’s feet while the soldiers start to open fire at him. With one final roar, Devlin takes to the skies in a blaze of fire.
“No.” I scream and take off after him. 
My hands and my arm are badly burned, and they throb as I fly after Devlin’s blazing red form. 
The fighter jets join my pursuit, and soon I have four fighter planes following me as I chase Devlin through the air. I accelerate until I hear the first sonic boom, which makes Devlin turn his head and look over his shoulder. His blazing white eyes regard me for a second, but he doesn’t slow down. He looks ahead again and begins to accelerate. 
I descend quickly so that I’m slightly below him and push myself to go faster. The rush of air over my hands and arms are welcoming. I blink away my tears, and swallow my fear as I picture this maniac paying my dad and sister a visit. 
With the pills gone, I have no other choice open to me. 
I have to kill him, somehow. 
To say I feel unequal to the task is a gross understatement. I just witnessed this lunatic take everything we had to throw at him, and he shrugged it off. Even rockets couldn’t hurt him. 
What the hell was I supposed to do now? 
I hear the roar of machine gun fire from behind, and descend slightly to make sure that I don’t get hit. The bullets slam into Devlin’s legs and back. I hear him roar before turning and aiming his blazing eyes at the incoming fighters. 
I continue accelerating and aim myself at him, and use my body as a weapon. I connect just as he notices me. I hit him in the stomach with both fists. The fires goes out of his eyes briefly as I send him tumbling through the air. 
He stops and faces me and sends a blast of heat my way. I dodge to the side, then a rocket roars overhead and slams into his chest. 
He’s hidden from view behind the ball of fire which envelopes him. 
I aim upwards and climb a few hundred feet and scan the air around me. I see a red dot in the distance and curse. 
I take off after him like a rocket. I hear the first sonic boom within a few seconds, followed shortly by the second, then a third boom. 
The dot soon becomes a red figure again after a few more seconds. I push myself faster and climb higher so that I’m above him, but he’s still a few miles ahead of me. 
As I close the distance, I see him look over his shoulder a few times. I bring both of my fists up over my shoulders and climb again. I breathe in through my nose and exhale slowly, preparing myself. 
I pitch forward and aim at the back of Devlin’s flaming head. 
I maintain my current speed, and as I’m about to hit him, I bring both of my elbows down as hard as I can with a grunt. With a bellow of pain, Devlin falls from the sky like a rock, while I spin head over heels. 
When I eventually stop and right myself, I shake off the nausea and fly after Devlin as he plummets to the ground. As I pass through a cloud, the ground below comes into focus. Mostly green below from all of the trees. 
We must be over a forest. Wait, no. There are some buildings below. I see some smoke pouring from two structures. 
Devlin is still in free fall, when a thousand feet up, his eyes open. He looks at me with white hot balls of flame for eyes. He tilts his head back and looks down as he falls headfirst toward the trees. I accelerate, but he thrusts his arms down and begins to accelerate toward the ground. 
Damn it. 
I thrust my arms forward and follow him toward the trees. He arches his back and swerves to the right, then levels off and makes a B-line towards the buildings. I hear the faint roar of the fighters as they start to catch up to us. Devlin look over his shoulder at me, before laughing and launching himself at one of the buildings. 
I see a wire fence, various buildings, a parking lot, then I’m flying over a huge smoking chimney stack that Devlin has just flown through. 
He emerges from the other side, then looks around wildly. I drop on him like an anvil, elbow first into his left shoulder. 
The cement cracks under his feet, then he grabs me and throws me over his head. I try and stop myself while still in the air, and manage it just before I hit another chimney stack. 
With a roar, Devlin launches himself at me, this time his heat vision hits me on my shoulder. I scream in pain before sidestepping his attack. He hits the chimney stack over my shoulder and there’s a mighty boom. 
I notice steam hissing from the other chimney stack across from me, as I rub my burned shoulder. Then a disturbing sound cuts through my thoughts. A long siren begins to wail all around me. 
What the hell? 
Devlin appears in the air above me, blazing head, and laughing. 
People in white lab coats come pouring out of one building, while people in blue overalls along with men in shirts and pants come pouring forth from other buildings. 
What have we done?
“Good luck clearing up this mess.” Devlin shouts at me, before turning around and taking off with a bang.
“Help us.” A man’s desperate voice shouts out to my left, as I gaze after Devlin’s fleeing figure. I turn and find the source.
“What just happened?” I ask, confused, alarmed and really frustrated right now.
“The cooling towers are ruptured.” The man says as he points towards the chimney stacks. “The reactor is starting to overheat.”
“Whoa. Reactor?” I ask, now very alarmed.
I turn and look up at the chimney stacks as they both vent steam.
“We need to get out of here. There’s going to be radiation leaking out of these, and that’s not the worst thing.” The man says and tugs on my burned hand.
“Ow. Okay, okay.” I say and let him lead me away. “Can’t you shut down the reactor?” I ask as he pulls me towards the parking lot.
“We tried. It’s not responding. Come on, hurry up.” He says desperately as he pulls me along after him.
“Wait. What happens if we don’t shut the reactor down?” I ask.
“Come on, open up.” The man yells as he tries to insert his key into his car door with a shaking hand.
I grab him by the shoulders and turn him around. “Answer me. What happens?”
His eyes look terrified as he stares at me, his mouth hangs slack, and he tries to speak, but it just comes out as garbled stuttering.
“Calm down. I’m not here to hurt you. I need to know how I can stop this.” I say calmly as people run past us and climb into their cars.
“There’s no stopping it. It’s in meltdown.” He says hysterically and claws at my hands. I let him go, and he climbs into his car and races out of here. 
A meltdown? 
Shit. 
The fighter jets roar overhead as they pursue Devlin. I have an idea, so I launch up and take off after the last fighter. I catch up to it and knock gently on the cockpit canopy. 
The pilot may have to change his shorts when he gets back to base, but he recovered quickly enough.
“I need you to contact the base at Fort Knox. Tell them to send my friends here. Got it?” I shout through the canopy.
The pilot gives me the thumbs up, and I leave him and head back to the nuclear power plant. 
I hover overhead and check the complex, searching for the reactor building. I hear a faint pop below, and a flash of black light. I drop to the ground as Pamela appears.
“We got a real problem here.” I tell her. “Bring Paul and Stuart. Please, be quick.” I say quickly. 
She nods and vanishes in a burst of dark light and a pop. She returns after a few seconds with Stuart.
“Stuart, I need to know which one of these buildings holds the reactor.” I say and give him a hug. “I really screwed up.” I add as I tear up.
“I’m glad you’re okay. Take me up.” Stuart says.
We both wince as I wrap my burned arms around him. Pamela vanishes again as I ascend into the air. I stop and hover a couple of hundred feet up, as Stuart looks down at the buildings.
“It’s that one, I think.” Stuart says and points to a large white domed building. “Whoa. This is the Wilson Station.” He adds.
“Okay.” I say as I fly us towards the domed building.
“We’re in Virginia, Britney. If this thing goes nuclear, Washington D.C. could get hit by the fall out.” Stuart says.
“Oh, shit.” I grumble. 
I hear a faint pop, then I hear Paul’s voice calling out to us from our left. “Yo, guys?”
I descend towards the ground. “Over here.” I call out as I touch down. Paul appears in a blur, looking very tired and confused.
“What’s up? Where the hell is Devlin?” Paul asks.
“No time for that. I need you to raise this building.” I say and point to the domed reactor building.
“What? Are you taking the piss?” Paul says with wide eyes as he stares at the building.
“The reactor is in meltdown. This thing is going to go nuclear, just like Chernobyl, if we don’t do something.” I say urgently.
“Oh, shit!” Paul blurts out and aims his white gloved-hands down at the ground. “You do realize, that I have never moved anything this big before.” He says over his shoulder, then begins to raise his arms slowly. “Bloody hell!” Paul grunts, grits his teeth and bends his knees.
“Come on, buddy. I believe in you. You can do it.” Stuart says and claps his hands.
Paul grunts as he raises his hands a few more inches. I hear the sound of cracking, and a jagged line appears in the ground at the base of the building.
“Go, go, go, go.” Stuart and I say together, urging Paul on.
Cement and dirt begins to break and come up as the building slowly rises. I watch in awe as more of the building rises gradually into the air. 
The sirens are still wailing their mournful cry as the reactor building rises up from the ground. The concrete shell covering the reactor goes deep underground, and as we watch, more of the foundations is revealed as Paul raises it. Sweat begins breaking out all over Paul’s face, and his arms are beginning to shake. His nose is beginning to bleed now.
“You’re doing great. A little more, just a little more.” I say as Paul closes his eyes and his legs begin to shake.
As more of the building rises into the morning sky, I notice pipes and cables attached to the bottom of the building. 
I crawl underneath and rip them away. I scramble to the middle of the building and press up with my hands.
“Okay. Dig deep, Britney. Time to see how strong you are.” I tell myself. 
I take a deep breath and push up and start to stand up. The weight of the building is unlike anything I have ever lifted. My knees buckle, but I grit my teeth and push upwards. 
The building starts to move, and with this boost in my confidence, I begin the next step. I will myself upwards, spreading my arms a little wider and pressing my face to the dirt encrusted foundations of the building. 
My feet come off the ground as I will myself upwards. The weight is staggering. Now I know how Atlas felt. 
“It’s all yours.” I hear Paul’s exhausted voice shout out from below once I have gained a hundred feet. The weight shifts slightly, and I raise my legs and use my entire body to balance the building.
“Arrgh!” I growl as I feel like I’m being crushed between a hammer and an anvil. I will myself up. 
Come on, Britney, faster. Climb, climb, climb.
Dirt, insects and some worms rain down as I continue to climb. I look down over my shoulder at the hole where this building once was, and close my eyes when Paul and Stuart wave at me. 
Focus, Britney. Come on. 
Oh, god, my back. 
I make a thousand feet when I open my eyes and look down. I push up with all of my might, try to push faster, harder. I begin to accelerate slowly, but I feel like I’m dying. 
Ten thousand feet, twenty thousand feet. 
I feel numb all over. I can’t feel my hands and legs. 
I blink the tears away and growl in pain. I don’t care how much it hurts. I don’t feel pain. Pain does not exist right now. I tell myself. Push, harder, faster, keep going. Don’t stop, don’t stop.
“Aargh!” I scream as I start to feel some metal pipes digging into my ribs harder and harder. 
I gasp for breath as sweat drips down my face. I keep my legs up and my arms spread wide as I continue to force myself up and up. I push through the pain and the exhaustion. 
I feel something else above me. Heat. 
Other than Devlin’s heat ray, this is the only other heat I have felt in such a long time that it feels kind of nice on my sore and aching limbs. Then what is causing the heat, dawns on me. 
Oh, crap. 
I’ve got to hurry. 
My throat is burning, and I can taste blood in my mouth now.
Hang in there. Keep going, keep going. 
As some of my hair falls in my face, I see that some of it is turning a snowy white. 
I frown and shake the hair out of my face and stare sideways at the darkening sky. 
The heat begins to intensify above me. 
I’m so tired that I’m crying. I can’t help it. 
The tears freeze on my cheeks, and some begin to freeze in the air as it falls from my eyes. 
The pipes feel like their breaking through my skin now. 
A jagged pipe is slowly making its way into my lower ribs on the right hand side. Hot searing pain is snaking its way up to my brain. 
I push harder, flying upwards, and try to go faster. 
I don’t know how much more I can take. My brain is now registering the pain, but I feel so numb all over that it fills me with relief to feel something. Anything is better than nothing. 
My crystalized tears are beginning to float in the air next to me now. I take a deep breath, hold it, and push on upwards. 
The weight above me begins to lessen, and with one last effort, I shove the reactor building upwards, and let go. 
When it doesn’t fall back down, I close my eyes briefly, before watching as it drifts slowly away. 
Damn, it’s floating away too slowly. 
I fly towards the building and press my burned hands up and fly in a straight line, just pushing with my hands now. With the lower gravity, it’s a hell of a lot easier now. 
God, I’m so tired. I feel my energy draining away from me with every second. 
With my breath held, I fly it into space, and when I see the blue glow of our atmosphere on the horizon to my left and right, I know I’ve got this thing beat. 
With one last push, I hurl the steaming building towards open space.
 It floats away at a greater speed, as red spots begin to dance across my vision. 
I need air, soon. I’m about to turn around, when there’s a blinding flash of light. 
I shield my eyes with my hands and turn my head away. I’m hit by chunks of masonry and metal, and some molten grey material which sticks to my arms and burns me. 
I look at where the reactor building had been a few seconds ago. A mass of debris is floating away from where it was. As more spots appear before my eyes, some of the debris begins to move in a different direction. I feel something pulling at me.
I watch as debris starts to float quickly towards where the explosion occurred. 
What the hell? 
The pulling sensation is getting stronger. I turn around and I fly back towards Earth. 
I’m not moving. I begin to panic. I must have air, now! 
The huge beautiful blue planet is starting to blur in front of me. I blink, and now I see two Earths. I fly harder and faster, but I still feel myself being pulled backwards. 
I’m so tired, and now I’m fighting for my life with some unseen force. 
I’m still being yanked backwards, when a satellite crashes into me and passes over my shoulder.  
I feel like I’m drowning. I do the only logical thing I can do. I stop resisting. 
I’m dragged back even more violently now, like someone’s tied my feet to a car and are dragging me behind them. 
My vision swims and the Earth begins to spin, or I do. 
I’m so tired. 
My eyes begin to close, and I don’t have the strength to fight it anymore. I close my eyes. 
Sweet oblivion. 
 



Twenty Nine
 
I feel something wet hit my forehead. I feel it again, like something is dripping on me. I gradually open my eyes. 
It’s dark, either that or my vision is messed up. I try to rub my eyes, but my arms are trapped. I turn my head and look down. 
It’s not dark. My vision is obscured by huge chunks of masonry, which are piled up all around me. 
One large slab lies on my tummy, which is pinning my arms to the ground. I turn my head and look to my right and left. 
I can see a small sliver of light several yards away. Motes of dust spin and dance in the light. 
How did I get here? 
Did the building fall on me? 
Was there an earthquake? 
I try and pull my arms free, and to my amazement, I free them. I grasp the edge of the slab and begin to push up. 
“Whoa!” I blurt out when the concrete slab crumbles in my hands. 
I stand up, but there’s more concrete and steel blocking my way. I press my hands against the steel girder and push. It moves easily, and the concrete is pushed to one side. 
“Huh?” I push a half demolished wall out of the way and it topples over, then I step into the light. 
How did I do that?
Ow, my head hurts like hell. I feel hot too. 
I try to focus my eyes, but everything is a bit blurry. I rub my eyes and take a deep breath. My eyes start to focus, and I take in my surroundings. 
The building that I find myself in is completely destroyed. Only a few walls remain. I turn around, and behind me stands a mountain of rubble and steel. 
What happened here, and why am I unhurt? 
Wait, am I hurt? 
I look down and check myself, now that I can see properly. 
Whoa. Why am I naked? 
Not a scrap of clothing is covering me. 
I walk quickly to a wall and cover my breasts with my left arm, while I blink and look around me. I feel blood rushing to my cheeks as I poke my head out from behind the wall and check the street.
“Oh my god.” I mutter as I stare blankly. There is no street.
The asphalt is cracked and broken in so many places that you can’t really call it a street. Where the asphalt is gone, grass and bushes blossom. A small blue bird flutters down and lands on the ground and starts pecking at the ground near one of the bushes. 
Some large rectangular objects encrusted with rust and moss litter the area. What’s left of a building opposite, has the end of a fire engine sticking out of the fourth floor. 
I pinch myself quickly.
“Ow.” Okay, I’m not dreaming. But what the hell happened here? 
Some water drops from my forehead on to my nose, and I wipe it away. My hand comes away grey and dirty. I half crouch, half crawl to a large puddle of water near one of the rusted out vehicles. I kneel down and scoop some water and rinse the dust and grime from my face. 
I let the water drip from my face, then I catch my reflection in the water. My long hair is white, like snow. I like my face. Slender nose, nice eyebrows and long eyelashes. 
Whoa, my eyes look strange. 
They’re an aquamarine blue, which I find pretty, but the fact that they are glowing brightly, is unnerving. 
Are they supposed to do that?
I look down at myself again. What the hell happened to my clothes? 
I cover my breasts again with my left arm and begin to half crouch, half walk to the building opposite. The doors to the entrance are long gone. Mold covers the steps, which feels soft and spongy beneath my bare feet as I head inside. 
The place feels like a tomb. The only sound I can hear are the birds outside, and the occasional groan of metal somewhere high above me. The ground floor has several rooms, and I search them all. 
All I find are squirrels, raccoons and lots of bird poop. I head back outside. I stand, look up and down what’s left of the street, and let out a sigh. 
Am I the only person here? 
I spy a clothing store a few hundred feet up the street from where I am. After another quick look around, I walk quickly out from the building. 
I check the ground for any sharp metal or broken glass, as I head towards the store window. A flock of pigeons suddenly erupt from a building roof just off to my right, making me jump and bang into one of the rusted out cars. It makes an audible clang and slides several feet. 
“Stupid birds!” I mutter as they whirl overhead, before flying above the buildings to my left and out of sight. 
Damn it, they scared the crap out of me. 
I take a few breaths, then continue on towards the store front window. 
I feel so hot. Beads of sweat are starting to trickle down my forehead. I wipe them away with the back of my hand as I tread carefully along the cracked street. 
I see some mannequins standing in various poses in the window display. I hear the crunch of stone on stone, and stop and crouch behind a red rusted car. 
My headache throbs painfully as I try and peek through the car windows. They’re covered in green gunk and dirty as hell. 
I lie down on the moss covered street and peer beneath the car. 
I see a few hundred yards, before my vision is blocked by a thorny bush that’s covered in small white flowers. 
To the left of that, I can see a few more yards, then there’s a broken track of a tank. A scraggy looking ginger cat steps out from behind the bush cautiously, stops and licks it’s paw before rubbing it’s left ear. I breathe a sigh of relief and chuckle to myself. 
The cat’s ears twitch, then it walks quickly towards the tank and disappears from sight. I get up and walk calmly towards the store window. One of the female mannequins is wearing a long white dress with a thick red belt around the waist. It looks a bit big for me, as I compare my reflection to the dress.
“It’s pretty, isn’t it?” A girl’s voice says behind me.
“Aaghh!” I gasp as I turn and cover myself as best as I can. “Where the hell did you come from?” I ask in a high voice.
“Why are you naked?” The small girl asks, then looks intently at my face. “You look a little pale. Are you alright?” She asks after a few seconds.
Now that I’ve recovered enough, I begin to look around. 
Is she alone? 
The girl is small, well, smaller than I am. I guess she might be around twelve years old, maybe younger. She’s wearing a thick brown jacket with black pants and plum colored running shoes. She tilts her head to one side, making her long blond ponytail swing slightly behind her.
“Where are your parents?” I ask sternly.
She shrugs. “Where’s yours?” She asks and stares up at me with her big blue eyes.
“Are you with anyone?” I ask.
She shrugs, then points at the store window. “Do you want it?” She asks and scoops up a rock from the ground. “Go ahead. Take it.” She says and hurls the rock at the glass behind me.
“Geez, girl.” I complain as I back away from the falling glass.
“There you go.” The girls says happily. 
I frown down at her, then shrug and grab the dress from the mannequin and slip it on. 
It’s a bit too long and drags on the ground, so I bend down and tear a few inches off all around.
“Very pretty.” The little girl says and nods her head in approval.
“Who are you, kid?” I ask.
“I’m Abigail.” She says and smiles.
“Hi, Abigail. I’m......” I think, but my mind goes blank.
“So, who are you?” Abigail asks when I stare off into space for a few seconds.
“You know what, Abigail? I have no idea.” I say, dumbstruck.
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
To Be Continued...
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“Where is everyone?”

When Patrick wakes up and finds
his wife missing, he soon learns
that she is not the only person
who has vanished.
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