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          The First Super

        

      

    
    
      
        Sometime during the 14th century…

      

      The first time Athena traveled through time, she didn’t know the Pandora’s Box she was opening. Which was ironic, really, because given her father’s love for Greek mythology, her name was almost Pandora.

      It was only for a few seconds. She stood in the marketplace, waiting for the person ahead of her to finish bartering with the baker over the price of bread. She flipped the coins around in her pocket, wishing the man would hurry up. She had enough money. She didn’t have to succumb to bartering—which was “but a step above begging,” according to her father.

      Her impatience grew, and she began to consider stepping up to say something, hurrying the man along. But then, before her own eyes, the man was gone. Her heart nearly gave in as her eyes looked into those of the baker, still fixed on the spot where the back of the man’s head had been. She looked over her shoulder, and saw that man walking away empty handed.

      “Are you going to buy something, or are you empty in your head?” the baker asked.

      Athena regained her composure. She looked up at the high England sun. The heat had to have been messing with her head. She looked back down at the baker, taking a step towards him, her hand already taking the coin out of her pocket.

      Everything shifted again, and all of the sudden the man who was bartering just moments before was back in front of her. Time had been rewound, and she bumped into the man, pushing him forward into the baker’s cart, spilling bread and baskets all over the crowded marketplace.

      “Hey you filthy wench!” the baker yelled.

      The man who’d been bartering didn’t hesitate to take advantage. He scooped up as many loaves of bread as his arms could carry, and took off.

      Athena, still confused by what just happened, stood frozen until right before the baker reached out to grab her arm. Athena jerked out of the way, stepping backwards.

      “You’re gonna pay for this, you are!” the baker shouted.

      Athena didn’t know what to do. She didn’t know what was going on. She was terrified out of her mind. The only thing she did know, is that there was no way she would be able to pay for all the bread.

      So followed the lead of the barter, and turned to run.

      “Stop her!” the baker yelled.

      People all around the crowded market turned to see what the commotion was all about. It was easy to figure out once they saw that a twenty year old woman was running away from a man shouting in front of his ruined stands.

      Hands reached out to grab her, but she dodged them easily. She weaved her way through the people and stands, not looking behind her to see if anyone was giving chase. All she wanted to do was to get home. Back to her house on the hill outside of town. Back to the arms of her husband. Back to the safety within its four walls.

      And suddenly, without any commotion, that’s exactly where she was.

      She spun around, confused and terrified by the sudden change in location. She had no clue what was happening. What was she? Was she a monster? A witch? Possessed by some demon?

      Little did Athena know, she was neither of those things.

      She was simply the first Super.
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          Radio Silence

        

      

    
    
      I floated hundreds of feet above the ground listening closely for the sound of Samantha’s voice. It’d been three weeks since she disappeared from the woods outside the army base we’d been using as shelter before Raven came and destroyed it, followed by Atlas coming and destroying him. Thinking about those two did nothing to help retreat the increasing sense of helplessness that creeped along the shores of my mind.

      The voices in my head were loud and abundant, however none of them came from Samantha. They were all voices of people going about their day holed up in their communities, their eyes constantly glancing up at the sky, waiting for another power-crazed Super to fly down and further destroy life as they knew it. It was hard for me to fathom how fast the world as I knew it was turned upside down. People no longer lived in big cities, the government no longer existed save for the Super Task Force, who had been way too quiet in the past few weeks. I had no idea what they were planning, but I knew it was something. I had no idea what Atlas and the Legion of Richter was planning, but I knew it was something. I had no idea what I was planning, but I knew it had to be something.

      I needed to be a step ahead if I stood any chance of winning this war, but no matter what I always seemed to be two steps behind.

      Still, right now the only thing I was focused on was Samantha. I had to find her, but the fact that she hadn’t spoken to me tickled at my subconscious. Samantha could speak to both mine and Selena’s mind even when I was all the way in London, so I had enough faith in her that she could speak to me wherever she was. But so far it was radio silence, and that ate away at me. I knew the only reason she wasn’t calling out to me to say where she was—or even just that she was okay—was if she couldn’t. There weren’t many reasons why she wouldn’t be able to, but they were all bad.

      I focused hard on listening for her voice, trying to stop my train of thought. But then the question of why crept up in my mind. Why was I listening for her, when if she was calling out for help, she’d just call out to my mind?

      I gritted my teeth and forced myself to not answer the question that I’d been asking myself ever since I started listening for her every day. The truth was, I felt helpless. Despite all my incredible powers, this was all I could do. Sit and listen. That was something that was very hard for me to do, even back when I didn’t have powers.

      “Go outside and help your brother tend to the garden,” I heard a father say to his son. I lingered on the conversation for a moment.

      “But Dad, my fingers are sore from peeling the peas all day yesterday,” his son complained. He sounded like he couldn’t be any older than ten years old.

      “And you enjoyed eating those peas, right?” his dad responded in a cool tone, one that you used when you knew you already won the argument.

      “Yes,” the kid said, seeing where this was going.

      “Well if you want more good things to eat, you need to go outside and help your brother. I’m going to go get some more water from the lake and start purifying it.”

      “Okay, Dad,” the kid said, giving up his case.

      The interaction brought a smile to my face. It sounded so normal, so much like something my own father would’ve told me back on our farm in Ebon. A sad blanket of nostalgia wrapped itself over me as I thought back to those times. Back when things were simple and I got tired from stacking bales of hay, not destroying buildings and fighting armies of evil Supers.

      I was reminded once again another reason why I needed to find Samantha as soon as possible. Without her, I had no contact with my parents. They had been brought in as refugees by the STF from our old camp in Dallas, and while they were being kept safe, they wouldn’t be if somebody found out whose parents they were. The STF would use them somehow to get to me. Despite the fact that I’ve done nothing but try and help, Director Loren and her goons wanted nothing more but to rid the world of all Supers, even ones like me who were just trying to do what they could to help.

      “Come on, Samantha,” I said under my breath, my voice sad and weak. “Give me something.”

      Nothing.

      “Dad!” I heard the young boy from earlier scream, his voice filled with fear. “Da—”

      “—Shut the hell up,” a gruff sounding man yelled, followed by the wet slap of hand to the face.

      Instinct took over as I sprung into action.

      I flew towards the sound of the altercation as fast as I could, the voices in my head multiplying as more people shouted in fear and confusion.

      A few moments later, I landed in the middle of the street of a once-pristine, affluent neighborhood. Now the grass in the front lawns of the houses was overgrown, weeds reaching up into the sky unleashing their full potential. Vines were beginning to reach up at the sides of a few of the houses, grasping at their boarded up windows and bleak looking exteriors.

      At the end of the street, gathered up in the center of the cul-de-sac, were a group of two dozen or so people who’d turned these houses into a small community. They were being gathered up into a circle by a group of Supers, their eyes glowing bright and assault rifles slung across their shoulders. None of them had seen me so far, which was good since I didn’t know what I was dealing with yet, and I didn’t want to risk them shooting some of their hostages should things go wrong.

      I ran off the road towards the house on my right, cutting my way through the tall grass and hiding up against the side of the home. I assessed the situation, putting together a plan in my mind.

      My planning was interrupted as I saw the young boy I’d heard earlier being dragged from his house by the hair on his head. A large muscular Super who wore a short sleeve green shirt and a tactical vest dragged him to the front of the group, his back to me, the pistol in his left hand coming up and resting against the side of the young boys head. “I need two people who don’t want to see me paint this street with this little boy to go with my men through your lovely homes, showing them where all your supplies are located.”

      “I’ll go,” a young man said, standing up. His skin was tan and already was beginning to look weathered from spending so much time working in the sun for the past few months.

      “Me too,” the young girl next to him said. Her eyes were so blue and fierce I probably didn’t even need my supervision to see them  from where I was hiding, a few houses down.

      The young man looked at her, shocked. Concern washed over his face as his eyes begged for her to sit back down. She didn’t meet his gaze, she just stared at her captors, ready to do whatever it took to keep her community safe.

      “Marshall, David, you take these two and start going through the houses,” the main guy said, waving towards the houses with the pistol he just had against the young boys head.

      Two men broke from the back of the group, one of them a scrawny ginger kid whose gun looked as big as him, and another, a muscled up black guy in his mid-twenties. They led the two brave teens off as they began searching through the houses.

      So that was two less Supers I had to worry about for the moment. There were still three out there, a hispanic woman on the right with a tattoo of a snake eating itself covering her left arm, and a tall white guy who looked like he could’ve been a professional basketball player in another life. Then, of course, there was their leader, who stood there with his pistol to the young boys whimpering head.

      “Hey, let my son go!” a man shouted to the left.

      The young boy’s father had returned from getting water, having missed the initial hostage-taking festivities. He charged at the man threatening his son, blind to the fact that they were surrounded by Supers and assault rifles. All he saw was that his son was in danger, so he made a split second decision that would’ve ended his life, had I not been there of course.

      The pistol changed its aim from son to father, and the leader fired two shots.
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          The Human Gun

        

      

    
    
      I leapt from my hiding place, and ran as fast as I could towards the bullets. I said a silent prayer that these Supers weren’t going to have powers that I couldn’t handle, as now I was going to have to improvise.

      As I approached, I watched as the two bullets raced each other to reach their target who unknowingly charged at them. They were moving fast, and for a few moments I contemplated the fact that I actually might not reach them in time.

      Those thoughts were in vain though, as I reach the bullets as they closed in less than a foot away from the target. I launched myself into the air, flipping over the bullets, reaching out to pinch them out of the air, one in each hand. As I righted myself in the air, coming toward the ground for a landing, I threw each of the bullets as hard as I could towards the leader of the group, aiming for his left shoulder.

      My feet hit the ground and I came to a halt. Time returned to normal. Had I been one of the hostages watching, I would’ve seen the leader fire two shots at the charging father, only to have those two bullets tear through the arm of the shooter.

      The leader’s right hand let go of the young boys hair, and grasped at his shoulder, howling in pain. I grabbed the back of the boy’s father’s shirt as he ran past me, and ran him to safety in the lawn of a nearby house. I didn’t explain myself to him as I ran back into the fray, grabbing more hostages and bringing them to safety. I wasn’t sure if I was going to be able to get all of them in time. Had I’d been one hundred percent sure, I would’ve just pulled them out from the beginning. I just needed to be as fast as possible and hope that one of the Supers didn’t have the power to run as fast as I did. Then they could kill the hostages just as fast as I was taking them to safety.

      After just a few seconds, though, I’d taken all the hostages to safety in the lawn of a house down the street. I stood in the center of the three Supers where the hostages were once gathered. The leader was clutching his shoulder, not paying attention to me or what just happened in front of him. His henchman and woman both enjoyed their front row seats, however.

      “Robert!” The woman super shouted, her muscles flexing as she raised her gun up to me, causing her snake tattoo to flex like it was alive.

      Robert looked up, fury in his eyes and blood in his hands. “I’m gonn—”He stopped himself as his eyes met mine. He grit his teeth, his jaw bones bulging underneath his tan skin. “Did you do this to me?”

      I smiled, my eyes blazing bright and blue. “I think your aim could use some work.”

      “What’s going on out here?” Marshall, the ginger, asked as he ran out of the house, David close behind. When they looked towards the center of the cul-de-sac where I stood, they froze, their eyes darting around for any sign of their hostages. Standing behind them I could see the teen boy and girl who’d volunteered to lead them through their camp peeking above their shoulders. The girl tapped the boys shoulder, and gestured behind her. The two of them escaped out the back of the house without anybody save for me noticing.

      All the hostages were clear.

      Now I could play.

      “Look, you guys should probably just set your guns down and run along,” I said.

      They all exchanged glances with each other, all except for Robert, who wouldn’t stop glaring at me. From the rage that danced in his eyes, it almost seemed like he was trying to get me to burst into flames. Which, of course, could’ve been a possibility. Fortunately, none of these Supers seemed like pyros.

      “You destroyed my arm,” Robert said, gesturing with the pistol that he’d switched from his useless left hand to his right.

      “I did do that. You’re observant. Unfortunately for you, I don’t feel particularly bad about it,” I said with a patronizing tone.

      Robert raised his gun and fired off a couple of shots. I dodged the bullets easily, and as they flew past me I reached out for them and threw them back at Robert’s feet. They ripped through his right foot, and he fell to the ground.

      “Robert,” I said as I walked towards him. “I’m not in a very good mood.” I crouched down next to him on the ground. “Just leave while I still let you.”

      “Screw you. We just needed some supplies. We were just going to take supplies.” Robert’s expression changed as he looked up at me. I was close enough to him now that his glowing blue eyes looked into mine, and he recognized me. “You’re Tempest,” he said, his words in awe.

      “In the flesh,” I said gesturing at myself with a smirk.

      “I’m gonna kill you, you sack of shit.”

      Somebody grabbed my shirt, and threw me backwards with incredible force. It caught me so off guard that I tumbled across the ground for a few moments before I got my bearings. I looked up to see who’d attacked me and watched something happen that I’d never seen before, and that’s saying a lot coming from me.

      The five Supers all grabbed each other’s hands, and there a bright flash of light that I had to shield my eyes from. When I looked up again, I saw a terrifying monster almost ten feet tall come charging at me, its body a grotesque conglomeration of muscular flesh and different patches of skin color meeting each other like  puzzle pieces. A roar of anger launched from its alien looking face causing my bones to shake like the ground did with every step the monster took.

      Its glowing blue eyes were just a few inches from mine before I shook myself from my daze. I jumped to my feet, about to dive out of the way. I was too late, though, as the monster slammed its body into mine, sending me flying backwards, through the front of the house directly behind me, and out the back. I slid across the backyard that was much better maintained than the front, and right through one of the vegetable gardens.

      I looked up to see the beast jump through the air, coming down over the back of the house, right to where I was lying.

      This time I was ready.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          4

        

        
          The Creature with the Snake Tattoo

        

      

    
    
      I reached out for the monster’s large bare left foot right before it hit me, and using their momentum against them, swung the creature around and back into the air.

      The grotesque beast flew through the air, tossing and turning trying to right itself. I leaped up after it, drawing my fist behind me, ready to strike. I reached it as the creature reached its apex and was about to begin its descent back to the ground below. I figured I’d give it a little help as I slammed my fist into its chest. The creature slammed into a field nearby the neighborhood, a deep crater forming in the dirt.

      I flew down landing next to it as the beast leaned on its dark left arm. The snake tattoo that the woman had was stretched across the creatures arm. The arm was dark tan all the way until the shoulder, where it turned to a light tan, closer to the complexion of Robert, the gang’s leader.

      Working on a hunch, I ran to the creature, jumped up, and slammed my fist as hard as I could into the creature right where the skin color began to change. A blight white light flashed across the crater, and as it dissipated, I saw the woman with the snake tattoo falling towards the ground. I swooped down and caught her. I flew as fast as I could away from the now one-armed creature with the woman in my hands. I dropped her off many miles away and flew back to the crater.

      The beast climbed out of the hole, and roared at me, beating its black right arm against its tan bicep. I flew down, ready to punch at where the two Supers were joined, but the creature rolled out of the way in an impressive feat of agility. It reached up and plucked me out of the air, slamming me into the ground hard.

      The air knocked out of me and I struggled for a breath. The creature slammed its balled up fist into my back, smashing me in the ground.

      After a few more seconds, I regained my composure. Right as I saw the shadow of the fist coming down atop me, I flew straight forward, my fist in front of me, digging the dirt out of my way. Once I flew underground for a few feet, I turned upwards, bursting from the ground, dirt exploding around me.

      I turned and flew as fast as I could towards the creature, who was searching around, trying to figure out where I went. I slammed my fist into its pale left thigh. There was another flash of light as the scrawny ginger kid was disconnected from the rest of the creature.

      I grabbed him by the back of his shirt before he hit the ground, and flew off as the creature stumbled into the dirt behind me. This time, I flew in the opposite direction of the woman who acted as the left arm of the creature, leaving the scrawny ginger miles and miles away from the rest of his crew.

      I flew back to the creature as it struggled to get up from the ground. But since it only had a torso, right arm, and left leg, there wasn’t much it could do.

      Next I disconnected the beast’s final arm, taking the disoriented man far away. I came back and did the same to the left leg. When I came back, all that was left of the beast was its torso, rolling around in the dirt, trying in vain to prepare for my return.

      I landed on the creature’s chest, and it froze, staring into my eyes with an intense hatred. I wasn’t sure how to return Robert to his human state, so I did what’d I done so far, and went with a hunch. I slammed my fist down onto its chest. There was an explosion of light, and once it went away, I was floating a few feet above a tattered and worn Robert.

      His chest heaved as he tried to regain his breath. I floated down next to him. “Told you I wasn’t in a good mood,” I said.

      “T-this is all you-your fault, you…know,” Robert said between heavy breaths.

      “It’s my fault your part of a five-piece monster?” I said with a chuckle. I looked at his shoulder which seemed to have healed when he was part of that creature. “It seems like I helped you.” I gestured to his now-healed wound.

      He shook his head. “We were just t-trying to survive. Survive in this world you and Supers like you created.”

      I felt my chest grow heavy as anger boiled within. I reached down and picked Robert up by his shirt. “I haven’t done a damn thing. It’s not my fault almost everybody who got superpowers turned into a psycho like you.”

      I didn’t let Robert get in another word. I flew through the air as fast as I could. I flew hundreds and thousands of miles away. I dropped Robert down in the parking lot of a grocery store somewhere in Nevada.

      He spun around, trying to get his bearings.

      “Have fun trying to get back to your friends,” I said with a smile. I floated into the air, showing Robert my middle finger as I rose into the sky. He shouted many expletives at me, but I just kept smiling as I turned around and flew back home.
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          Changing of the Guard

        

      

    
    
      I landed outside the abandoned house we'd set up as our campsite. The house was a ranch-style house with red brick and a long rock driveway leading from the garage to the road half a mile away. The grass had almost grown up as tall as the houses I'd just come from. We hadn't planned on staying there for long, but three weeks sure felt like forever, especially when we were missing someone like Samantha who was our backbone.

      I opened the front door, the hinges creaking as I stepped inside the house. The thick mint green carpet felt plush under my feet, and as the blast of air conditioning cooled my skin, I realized how tired I was.

      Doug looked up from the ugly faded-red couch that sat against the wall to my right. The look on his face said it all.

      I shook my head, confirming his fears that I'd heard nothing.

      “What happened to you?” Eddie asked as he walked in from the hall way on the right. He had a screwdriver in one hand and a small engine in the other.

      I looked down at myself and realized that I was pretty dirty and desperately in need of a shower. “Ran into some Supers with a power I've never seen before.”

      Doug and Selena, who were too busy sitting at the dining room table that sat across the living room on the other side of the hallway Eddie stood in, perked up. “Looks like they put up quite a fight,” Selena said.

      “More like it put up quite the fight,” I said as I crossed the living room and sat down in the recliner next to the couch.

      “Dude, you're so dirty. Don't get it all over the furniture,” Drew said.

      “Have you seen this furniture?” I said pointing at the hideous floral design in the chair. “At least a little dirt will cover this pattern.”

      “Guys, focus,” Selena said. She stood from her seat at the table and walked into the living room. “What new Supers?”

      “There were five people attacking a community probably two hundred or so miles away from here. I flew down to stop them, and all five of them came together and formed into this ugly looking troll-like monster. I'm serious, this thing was not fun to look at.”

      “What were its powers?” Doug asked.

      I turned to look at him, his eyes in awe as he soaked up every word. “It was really strong. It could definitely take a punch. It could also jump really high.”

      The group chuckled at how ridiculous “high jumping” sounded as a power.

      I continued explaining to them everything that happened, being sure to go through with Selena how I defeated it should she encounter something similar. I left out the words that Robert said to me. That this reality was all my fault. I told myself that I did so just because it didn't mean anything, but really, I couldn't help but have those words nag at me for some reason I couldn't describe.

      Once I was done with story-time, I stood from the chair. “Eddie, is the hot water running still?”

      Eddie smiled big, a crackle of electricity sparking through his eye. “Of course it is. It might even be too hot.”

      “Awesome. I'm gonna go take me a shower then,” I said.

      “Alright, I guess it's my turn to go listen for Samantha then,” Selena said as she walked over to pick up her shoes from the pile by the door.

      Darkness began to seep back into my world at the mention of her name, and the pit in my stomach began to grow.

      I walked off towards the bathroom, already anticipating turning the water as hot as it could go so as to take my mind off things for just a few moments longer.

      

      ****

      

      I sat down next to Doug on the couch as he typed away on his keyboard. I leaned over to see what he was doing, and saw him typing words into a message box. His laptop was connecting to all sorts of gadgets, the wires and boxes sprawling from the computer and all over the coffee table. “Who’re you talking to?” I asked.

      “Just keeping in touch with some of my online friends from the Super message boards. I put out the word about Samantha, but so far no one has heard anything,” Doug said as he continued typing. It was really interesting to watch him type one conversation on his laptop, while having another one with me, and he never got confused or mixed up.

      “We’ll find something soon, I’m sure,” I said, trying to reassure him even though I didn’t feel the most confident.

      He just grunted a response and continued typing away.

      I decided to change the conversation to something a little more enjoyable. “So,” I said as I smiled and nudged him with my elbow. “How’re those powers coming?”

      Doug’s jaw tensed and he stopped typing. He shook his head and continued typing. “Like shit. No matter what I do I can’t figure out what my powers are.”

      I was dangerously close to striking a nerve. Doug has always been the number one fan of Supers. He wanted to be one so bad, so when we found out he was one a few weeks ago, he was ecstatic at first. Well, as ecstatic as you can be after coming back from the dead and then finding out your sister went missing. Still, it seemed like it’d be a silver lining to it all. Yet, for the life of us, we couldn’t figure out exactly what his powers were. “Maybe it’s your hacking skills like you always joked about?” I said.

      Doug shook his head. “There are plenty of people out there who are better than me, and they’ve been around well before the Supers.”

      I looked down at my hands, picking at my nails, trying to think of something else to dig myself out of the hole I was slowly making for myself. I was just trying to help Doug feel better—take his mind off Samantha. And it didn’t hurt that it was helping me take my mind off things. Yet all I was doing was annoying him, reminding him of all his shortcomings.

      There was one thing, however, that only Doug could do.

      “What about our friends across the pond?” I said, doing my best British accent, laughing at myself.

      This got a small reaction from Doug, so it was something. “They’re starting to step up their security, especially after Leopold and his crew spent their week over here. They have strict curfews now, increased soldiers on the street, and their Supers are out patrolling instead of sitting in their headquarters waiting on a mission.”

      “Wow,” I said once Doug was finished. “Sounds like they’re getting ready for a war.”

      Doug nodded. “Yeah, hopefully they’ll be able to learn something from us and be a bit more prepared.”

      “That’s the truth. What about Leopold and the rest of them? Ellie, Avery, you heard from any of them?”

      “Ellie is leading the group now. Leo is apparently out on a mission, but they can’t tell me anything else,” Doug said as he exited his browser and began the process of putting his computer to sleep.

      “That’s interesting,” I said, my mind spinning off wondering what type of mission Leo could be out on. “Well, we’ll have to pay them a visit whenever Samantha is back with us. See if there’s anything we can do to pay them back for helping us.”

      “Yeah, maybe something like that,” Doug said as he began to pack his things up, his mind already wandering off.

      “I’m going to go take a nap,” I said, standing up, taking the hint that Doug wanted to go somewhere else where he could be alone. I walked towards the hallway, my eyes growing tired at just the thought of sleep. “Hey Doug,” I said before I left the room.

      Doug looked at me as he zipped up one of compartments of his backpack that he’d just shoved a wad of cords into.

      “We’re going to find out where your sister is at, one way or the other.”

      Doug nodded and offered me a weak smile.

      I smiled back at him, and turned to walk down the hallway. I entered the second door on my right, my bare room with gray walls greeting me. First thing I did when we moved into this place was remove anything that reminded me of the previous occupants of the house. I laid down on the bed, briefly wondering where the owners were at now before I fell into a deep sleep.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          6

        

        
          Field Trip

        

      

    
    
      I slept for two and half hours. I could’ve slept for much longer, but Selena yelling my name jolted me from my slumber.

      I jumped up from bed and ran out my bedroom door in a daze, my sleepiness lingering. I ran to the end of the hallway just as Selena was entering.

      “What is it?” I asked, the panicked look on her face concerning me. Her eyes were still glowing blue, turning them off clearly being the last thing on her mind.

      “There’s a couple Supers I heard attacking a group of people,” she began to explain.

      “Another group? Damn, that’s the second one today. What’s going on around here?” I asked, mostly thinking out loud.

      “That’s not it though. Three or four Supers I can take no problem. But there’s something different about these ones. Their eyes weren’t glowing blue. They were white.”

      I stared at her for a few moments, taking in what she was saying. “White? How’s that possible?”

      She shook her head. “I have no idea. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

      “Neither have I.” My mind trailed off, trying to figure out what white glowing eyes could possibly mean. “What did you do?”

      “They’re still out there,” Selena said, backing out of the hallway and into the living room, doing her best to keep from tripping over Doug, Eddie, and Drew who’d gathered around behind her listening. “I figured if these Supers have white eyes there’s no telling if that means they’re more or less powerful. Didn’t want to run in there without backup.”

      I followed Selena fear gripping at my insides. I’ve seen Selena take down many Supers all on her own, so if these Supers made her come back and get me for backup, she must’ve had a really bad feeling about them. Which, in turn, gave me one.

      “Let me come with you, I could shock them if I needed to,” Drew said, stepping up.

      “We don’t know what these things are capable of. Kane and I are the only ones that can heal. There’s no coming back for you,” Selena said.

      Drew didn’t back down. “Selena, I can help.”

      I stepped towards the door. “We don’t have time for this, Drew. We can’t be worrying about keeping you safe. Stay here and stay safe.” I didn’t give him the chance to argue back. I turned and ran out the front door, Selena close behind. I could practically feel Drew’s eyes staring at us as we launched into the air, Selena leading the way to this new breed of Supers.

      

      ****

      

      Selena landed in front of a large natural history museum. The building was shaped like an uneven cube, with the right side being taller than the left, and the back side even taller.

      “They were running in there,” Selena said as she walked up the steps to the front door. “There’s about a hundred refugees that live here. I’ve helped them out a time or two. We need to be extremely careful, there’s no telling what these Supers are capable of.”

      “Don’t worry, I’ve got your back,” I said. We reached the top of the stairs. The glass in the front windows and doors were covered with so many cracks it was hard to see through them. Vain attempts to break through the bullet proof glass by people trying to get to the items within the museum and the people inside.

      We reached the front door, or what was left of it. It was barely hanging onto its hinges, its metal frame all bent out of shape. It seemed at least one of the Supers had super strength since the industrial locks on the door didn’t seem to faze them.

      Selena stepped over the door and inside the museum. I followed close behind, keeping an eye on my surroundings, trying to stay as quiet as possible. We took a few steps into the museum, the quiet whistle of the wind through the front door the only sound to be heard. Brochures and pamphlets littered the front entryway. They flipped and blew around in the wind. A huge circular front desk sat in the middle of the room, behind which the concierge and ticket counters sat. There was a huge crack in the middle of the desk, as if somebody had punched or thrown something into it.

      “See anything?” Selena asked.

      “Nothing except that huge crack,” I said back as quiet as I could without whispering. I pointed towards the desk.

      Selena nodded her head. “Yeah, that was an accident.”

      “You did that?” I asked, a smile sneaking across my face.

      “Kane, focus,” she said. “Listen and try and find out where the Supers are.”

      I closed my eyes, and cleared the thoughts from my mind. I imagined my hearing as a sphere around me. I slowly expanded that sphere, growing it to fill the front foyer we were standing in. I imagined it growing larger and larger, until a few moments later, I heard something.

      “—told you, I don’t know what you’re looking for,” I heard a young man whimper.

      “Lies. You’ve lived in this establishment for many months. Surely you know the location.”

      “Got something,” I said, reaching out, tapping Selena on the arm.

      “Which way?” she asked.

      I zeroed in on the voices, trying to hear what direction they were coming from. I slowly spun on my heels, trying to face the origin of the sounds. “This way,” I said, opening my eyes. I jogged towards the hallway that led to the fossils exhibit.

      We ran as quietly as we could, following the voices. “Sounds like they’re questioning the people about something,” she said.

      “Yeah,” I whispered back. “We need to draw them outside somehow.”

      We continued jogging, going from exhibit to exhibit. The museum was set up like a labyrinth. The voices were getting louder and louder, and I had to continuously pull back my sphere of hearing. Before long, the voices were reaching my ears without the help of my abilities.

      “Next room,” Selena whispered as quietly as she could.

      I nodded my head as I inched towards the doorway that led to the next exhibit. There was an archway followed by a short hall before exiting into the next room. I peeked around the corner and saw a group of a dozen or so refugees sitting in the middle of a trashed room. Glass covered the floor, rocks from exhibits were strewn around the room, and a young man sat on his knees on the opposite side of the room from the other refugees. He was flanked by two young men who had glowing white eyes. They stared straight forward, as if they were robots. Another Super kneeled in front of the young man, this one a woman. Her blonde hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. Not a single strand of hair was loose. Standing guard in front of the rest of the refugees stood an Asian man, his eyes glowing white, staring straight ahead like the other two men.

      In the corner of the room, four people were laying on top of each other in a pile, not moving.

      These guys meant business.

      “I will ask you one more time before you join the rest of your friends,” the woman said, gesturing with her head towards the pile. She held up a piece of parchment paper that had something drawn on it. Exactly what, I couldn’t see. “Where in this museum is this artifact located?”

      “I’m telling you, I don’t know!” The young man shouted. Tears filled his eyes as he inched closer and closer to his death. “I’d tell you if I knew, I swear. I swear to you, I would. But I don’t know! I just help cook the food here, no one really pays attention to the exhibits.” The tears were falling now. “Please, please just look for whatever it is you want. We’ll leave you alone. Just please let us go.”

      The woman stood, anger exuding from every step she took.

      “Joshua,” she said, turning to the Asian man who guarded the other refugees. “Bring me another.”

      “No, please!” The teenaged boy on his knees pleaded. He knew this meant his time was up, and he’d be joining his friends in the corner.

      One of the Supers behind him picked him up by the back of his neck. It was time for Selena and I to step in.

      “You’re going to want to set him down,” I said as I appeared in the room, having run in there so fast nobody saw me coming.

      “You guys don’t mind if we have a small chat with you outside, do you?” Selena asked. I could hear the smirk in her voice.

      If she was afraid, she was doing a good job at hiding it. I was trying my best, but neither one of us had any idea what these Supers were capable of. We really didn’t even know if their eyes glowing white meant anything at all. This was either going to go really easy, or things were about to get much more difficult.

      “Ah, Kane Andrews. How nice of you to stop by,” the woman said with a smirk of her own across her face. She turned to Selena, her smile growing. “Always a pleasure, Holocene.”

      “Have we met before?” Selena asked.

      The woman threw her head back and laughed. “Not quite, however your reputation precedes you. The two of you have accomplished a great many things on your own, much less together.” She looked between the two of us like a mother admiring her children before they went off on a school dance with their respective dates.

      “How about you let these people go and we can tell you a story or two?” I said, my fists tightening by my side.

      The woman made a tsk-tsk noise as she shook her head. “I’m afraid I can’t do that at the moment, although I’d love to take a rain check.”

      I took a step forward, and I sensed the three other Supers tense up, ready to fight. The woman at the middle, however, stayed relaxed and smiling. “Let these people go. Now,” I said, gritting my teeth.

      The woman sighed. “When I woke up this morning I said ‘Genna don’t get into any fights you can’t win.’,” she said, more to herself than anything.

      “That’s a very specific and ironic mantra,” Selena said.

      “I guess it is. Fortunately for me, though, I think this is one fight I can win.”

      With that, Genna lunged across the room and grabbed me by my shirt. She threw me straight up, right through the top of the museum.

      It was time to find out what these white-eyed Supers were made of.
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      I flew back down through the hole in the ceiling I’d made, and slammed into the room right as Genna punched Selena, sending her flying through the back wall.

      The three male Supers took a step towards me, and when Genna turned and saw me standing there, I was officially surrounded. I made eye contact with the teenage boy and gestured my head towards the exit. He slowly got up and inched towards the door. When he saw the other Supers weren’t going to do anything, he took off running, and the rest of the hostages in the room took off too.

      I never took my eyes off Genna the whole time. “You know when we’re done here, I’ll just find them and kill them all,” she said.

      “You sound like someone who likes to make goals. I’m sure you’ll try your best to meet that one,” I said. My eyes wandered behind her and I saw Selena flying towards her.

      Genna shook her head. “No, I won’t try very hard at all.” A smile flicked across her face as she turned and caught Selena by the fist right before she reached her.

      I leapt forward to help Selena, but multiple hands grabbed me and pulled me back. I shook the first one off my shoulder, and then swung upwards behind me with my left hand, knocking the other arm off me. I reached around with my freed right hand and grabbed the last hand around my waist, and twisted it as I turned around, sending one of the Supers flipping to the ground. I twisted with a crack, snapping his arm.

      The Asian guy lunged at me and I ducked down. I reached up as he flew over me, caught him by his shirt, and slammed him into the ground. I kicked behind me at the third Super who was coming at me with a shard of glass—as if that was going to do anything. My foot connected with his chest and he flew backwards into the wall.

      I turned to get back to helping Selena, but she and Genna were nowhere to be seen, and there was now a new hole in the ceiling.

      A scream from behind interrupted me before I took off. I turned and saw the Super whose arm I broke clutching his arm as it slowly repaired itself. I prepared myself to unleash another attack on him, but something stopped me before I did.

      His eyes.

      They were no longer glowing a bright white, but were now a piercing blue, just like mine and the rest of the Supers.

      I looked through the hole in the wall I’d made with the Super I kicked through it, and saw a blue glow coming from the next room over. I looked down at my feet, and the Asian Supers eyes too were glowing bright and blue as he picked himself up from the ground, dazed and confused.

      Before I had the chance to ask what was going on, however, part of the ceiling caved in. Genna slammed into the ground, and Selena landed on top of her. Genna’s eyes were definitely still white, and if the look on her face was any indicator, they were filled with rage.

      She lifted her legs up and wrapped them in front of Selena. She slammed her to the ground, and rolled on top of her. I leapt towards her, tackling Genna off Selena and pinning her to the ground. Selena scrambled over and helped me pin her down. Genna struggled, but her strength was no match for both Selena and I.

      “What are you doing here?” I yelled. “Why are your eyes glowing white?”

      Genna spat in my face. “You’re pathetic, Kane Andrews. You fight with blinders over your eyes. Stumbling through this world with no direction. You can’t even see what’s right in front of you!”

      A body slammed into my side and I flew off Genna and through a wall. I got up as fast as I could, and saw one of the Supers from earlier helping Genna up, his eyes once again glowing white. I ran towards them, but once again slammed to the ground as someone grabbed my ankle. I turned and saw it was the Super I’d kicked into the room earlier, his eyes glowing a piercing white. He threw me into the corner and I slammed into Selena, who was just standing up. Our bodies collided and we fell back to the ground.

      I got up fast, but wasn’t fast enough. I stormed into the room Genna and the rest of the Supers had been in, but they were no longer there. All four of them were gone, leaving no clue as to where they were going.
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      I didn’t bother picking my feet up as I shuffled through the dark forest, my glowing blue eyes lighting the way. I scanned the ground, exactly what I was looking for I wasn’t sure. Anything at all, I guess.

      After mine and Selena’s encounter with  Genna and the other white-eyed Supers, I spent an hour or two trying to get some rest. That didn’t seem as if it was going to happen, so I decided to fly out to the woods I was in now. The woods were where I last saw Samantha.

      Just a few miles straight ahead sat the remains of the army base we’d commandeered before Raven took over. It was a base that Samantha had found, brought everything over from where we were standing, and convinced some of the troops there to help our cause. She’d done that all on her own while Selena and I were overseas, fighting our own battles. She was so strong and courageous, I couldn’t help but smile thinking about her. She could’ve just stayed at the store we’d been camping out in. After going through the destruction of Dallas, nobody would’ve blamed her. She and the guys could’ve used a week of rest. But that wasn’t good enough for her. She needed to make progress. The evil in the world wasn’t going to rest, and neither would she.

      I walked on through the forest, searching for any sign of her that was surely gone by now. I reached a tree that had a large growth on its side like a massive tumor, and sighed. It was the same tree I’d seen a million times by now. I wasn’t making any new ground. No new discoveries. I wasn’t any closer to finding her than I was the first nine-hundred ninety-nine thousand times.

      “Where’d you go, Samantha,” I said, looking down at the ground as if I’d find a map straight to her sitting on top of the dirt. The crickets chirped around me and the trees whispered as they blew through the wind. The smell of pine and dirt filled my nose. A wonderful smell that I loved, but didn’t care to appreciate at the moment.

      I sat down on the tumor-tree the best I could, although it was more of a lean than a proper sit. I sighed as I looked around, the green woods being tinted blue by the light from my eyes. I let my mind wander. I thought about my parents. It’d been so long since I actually talked to them. Face-to-face. Not through Samantha, but an actual conversation. I didn’t even know if they were safe. What if someone found out who they were? What if one of the other refugees told the STF just so they could get more food, or a bigger bed? Would they do something like that, or would they know better? Surely if someone knew whose parents they were, they’d know to leave them alone. Because if I ever found out that something happened to them and that there was someone responsible, I wasn’t going to be very happy with them to say the least.

      The sound of a twig cracking rang through the night like a blast from a shotgun. I sat up straight and looked around for the source of the sound. It was probably just an animal, but I wasn’t going to take any chances. Especially not after having to fight as many Supers as I had to that day. Of course with just my luck another one would show up, not letting me end the day without just one more confrontation.

      A blue light shone through the trees right at me. “Who’s there?” I asked.

      “It’s just me,” Selena said as she emerged from the trees and walked towards where I was resting.

      I relaxed and sat back. “What are you doing out here?”

      “Probably the same thing as you,” Selena said. She stopped in front of me, getting down on one knee to rest.

      “Want my seat?” I asked.

      “It doesn’t look like much of one,” she said with a smirk. “Keep it, you earned it today.”

      I smiled and sat back. “Out here looking for Samantha?”

      Selena nodded. “Yeah, or at least that’s what I’m telling myself. Really it’s nice to just get out and be on my own. That house can get a little small sometimes.”

      I nodded. “It’s pretty nice out here. A great place to think.”

      “That’s for sure. I was flying over to the place I normally go to when I saw a blue light down here. Figured it was you, but just wanted to swing by to be sure.”

      “Yep, it’s just me.”

      We sat in silence for a few moments, our minds wandering off. “Do you think we could rescue my parents?” I asked before I even knew what I was saying.

      Selena looked up at me. She paused for a few moments, going over the possibilities in her mind. “Well, if anyone could do it, I think we could. I’m not sure why, though.”

      “Why not?” I asked sitting up, agitated with her response.

      “I think they’re safe where they are. I mean, you had to defend two different communities today from attacks by Supers. It’s getting crazier and crazier out here by the day. No one knows exactly where the STF bases are. Besides, the STF’s goal is to keep humans safe.” Selena stood from the ground and shrugged. “I think your parents are going to be perfectly fine.” She brushed the dirt from her jeans and stood up straight. She began floating in the air up towards the tree line. “I’m gonna go look around. Try and get some rest though, Kane. You could use it.” With that, she turned and flew into the night sky, the trees bending as the wind from her flight brushed through them.

      I sighed and stood from the tree. My eyelids were feeling quite heavy. Selena was probably right. I needed some rest. I was betting that maybe after shutting my mind off for a few hours, I’d be able to think things through much more clearly. I was feeling better about my parents at least, so that was good.

      I took off and flew towards the house that we called home. I flew right towards my bedroom window, opening it up and floating right through. I didn’t want to wake anybody up by going through the front door, which had hinges that screamed like a banshee. After switching from my jeans and t-shirt to just a pair of sweatpants, I climbed into bed, sleep finding me much easier than I’d anticipated.
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      “Kane!” Samantha screamed.

      My eyes shot open, and I was surrounded by white. I floated above a sea of white liquid. It rippled like the ocean, its pure white beauty stretching out as far as I could see, before disappearing into a gray fog. I looked behind me, and it was the same sight as the one in front of me. White ocean, gray fog. I looked up, and all I could see was white as far as the eye could see.

      “Kane!” I heard Samantha scream, a bit quieter this time.

      “Samantha!” I shouted. I flew towards the direction of the sound as fast as I could. The water—or whatever it was—below me shot into the sky as I flew above it fast. The fog continued to envelop me, revealing nothing new about my surroundings. I slowed down and looked around, searching for any sign of Samantha. “Can you hear me?” I shouted. “Call out again! I’ll find you!”

      “Kane!” She shouted, even quieter this time.

      I panicked as I realized I wasn’t getting closer, but had been flying further away. I flew back the way I came, forcing myself to go as fast as I could, although still being aware of my surroundings, trying to search for any sign of her. But there was nothing. I couldn’t find a single clue besides the few times she shouted my name.

      I stopped, breathing heavily not because I’d exerted myself, but because I was panicking. She was slipping away from my grasp. I was losing the closest chance I had to finding her.

      “Kane!” I heard her shout, barely above a whisper.

      “Samantha,” I said, my eyes watering from frustration and disappointment. “I can’t find you, Samantha,” I admitted, each word piercing my chest like a knife.

      “Kane,” I heard someone say behind me, clear as day.

      I spun around, and saw her walking towards me on the white water below. The woman who I’d made a deal with. The woman who brought Doug back from the dead.

      Athena.

      She stood on the white water. It rippled around her feet, buzzing with energy. Her white silky robes floated around her, breezing in a soft wind I hadn’t even realized existed until just then. “Did you do this?”I asked her as I floated down. “Did you take Samantha?” I shouted as I reached her. I wanted to reach out and grab her, force her to tell me what I wanted to know. But something in my mind told me that probably wasn’t the best idea.

      She smiled at me, her teeth were so white they were practically glowing. Her flawless tan skin shone with vibrance and youthfulness. She was the epitome of beauty and grace. “Of course not, Kane. I’m here to help you, just as I helped you before.”  Her smile turned mischievous and she cocked her head at me. “You do remember that, don’t you? The fact that I’ve only always helped you?”

      “You helped me once, that doesn’t mean anything,” I said, taking out the little frustration I had left on her.

      “Hmm. I’d think that you’d be a little grateful after I brought back one of your friends. You’d think your mother would’ve raised you to know that,” she said, the smile slowly disappearing from her face.

      I realized what I’d done, and did my best to recover. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be rude. I’m just really frustrated right now. I have no idea what this place is, where my friend is, what’s going on…” I clenched my eyes shut, trying to get the thoughts straight in my head. I needed to focus. I couldn’t screw things up.

      I felt a hand placed on my shoulder, and a buzz of energy shot through me. I opened my eyes and saw Athena had her hand on me, her maternal smile causing a warmth to wash over me. “Kane, do not fret. You’re safe here. As I said, I’m here to help you. You made an oath to repay me after I brought your friend Doug back from the dead. The time for you to pay your debts is approaching, but I believe we can do so in a way that’s beneficial for the both of us.” Her maternal smile changed to one that had a hard edge to it. The type of smile that said “you’d better agree with me or else.”

      I nodded my head. “Of course, I made a promise. I mean to keep it.”

      Athena took her hand off my shoulder and nodded. “Excellent. It seems your mother raised you well after all.” Without warning, she turned around and began walking away, back towards the fog. I wasn’t sure if I was to follow her or not, but when she paused and looked back at me, her eyes questioning, I had my answer. I flew towards where she stood, floating next to her as she continued to walk. “You asked me if I was responsible for the disappearance of your friend.”

      “Yes,” I said, unsure of whether or not I was going to like what I was about to hear next.

      “I am in no way responsible. However, I do know where she is located.”

      Excitement surged through me like a bolt of electricity. “You do?” I all but shouted. I stopped and flew in front of her, stopping her in her tracks. “Where is she? You have to tell me where she is. Please, I’m begging you.”

      Athena said nothing. She just looked at me, and then looked next to her where I’d just been floating moments before. I got the message, and returned to my spot by her side. “I will tell you, Kane, do not worry,” she said as she began walking. “But I’ve already given you one favor, one that you have yet to return.”

      The excitement floated away, replaced with trepidation. Now it was time to find out what Athena really wanted. “What do you need me to do?”

      “Soon you will get a call for help from your friends in London,” Athena said as she walked gracefully, her robes flowing behind her. She watched me out of the corner of her eye, and I did my best to keep my gaze forward. “I want you to go to them and do whatever it is they ask.”

      “And leave Samantha behind? I can’t just abandon my search for her,” I said, shaking my head. Was Athena really asking me this? Surely she knew that giving up on Samantha was something I’d never do.

      “Nevertheless, it’s something you must do. You said you’d do anything when we made our deal to bring Doug back,” Athena said.

      “I didn’t mean that, though. I was just saying that in the moment, I would’ve agreed to anything,” I said, searching for a way out.

      Athena nodded her head. “I know you would’ve agreed to anything, because that’s exactly what you did. Now you must honor your word, Kane Andrews.” She stopped walking and turned to face me. “You may think I’m just a woman trapped inside a bottle of asthenés plásma, but you’d be gravely mistaken. I have a reach that’s stronger than you could imagine.” The water beneath me began to pick up intensity, and the wind began to blow a bit harder. “Do not test me, Kane Andrews. I’m able to enter your mind even though we’re hundreds of miles away. Just think of what else I could do if I really wanted to.”

      Her eyes radiated with power, and I could tell that she meant business. I nodded my head. “I understand,” I said.

      Athena smiled and the seas and wind calmed. “Very good. Now, you will go to your friends and help them, like any good friend should.” The tone she had in her voice felt patronizing. This deal seemed all too simple. “Once you’re there, just do what you would normally do. You’ll hear from me when I need you to do something for me. I just have a few more things to take care of before I let you know exactly what that is.”

      I didn’t like the sound of that one bit. “No, if I’m doing this for you, you’re going to have to tell me exactly what you need me to do.”

      Athena shook her head as she turned to look at me. “I don’t think so, Kane. You’re going to do exactly what I tell you to, because that’s the deal that we made.” She smiled and placed an arm on my shoulder like she did earlier. She looked at me, her eyes comforting. “I’ve only ever helped you in the past, Kane. I’ve always looked out for you, even when you had no idea. Trust me, I’m trying to help you.”

      I furrowed my eyebrows, not quite understanding what she was saying. “What do you mean you looked out for me even when I didn’t know?”

      Athena chuckled to herself, shaking her head. “You think the only reason you weren’t totally affected by the asthenés plásma was because you were more powerful than all the other Supers around? No, it’s because I allowed you to have just enough of your abilities to give yourself an advantage over your enemies.” She took her hand off my shoulder, and left me standing there, totally taken aback.

      She was helping me all that time. Taking away the powers of my enemies, and giving me mine just when I needed them.

      “I want to defeat Atlas, Kane. I really, really do,” she continued. “But to do that I’m going to need your help. If you trust me completely, and go to London like I’ve asked you, when you’re done with your task I will tell you where Samantha is located.”

      My heart skipped beat at the mention of her name, and I knew exactly what I had to do. I nodded my head. “Okay, I’ll do it.”

      Athena clapped her hands together and smiled. “Excellent! I’ll ta—”

      A bright flash of lightning striking nearby followed by the deafening crack of thunder interrupted her. I nearly jumped out of my skin as I ducked down, my face floating inches above the white water.

      I looked up at Athena, who was searching around for the source of the blast. Another one cracked nearby, even closer this time. The sea below me picked up intensity, and the fog thickened. I looked up at the sky as it was beginning to turn gray.

      “Kane, you have to get out of here!” Athena yelled as she ran to me, picking me up.

      As I looked into her eyes, I saw fear that turned my insides cold. “I can’t protect you here. I’m losing energy. You have to g—” Athena flew backwards as if she had a rope tied around her waist and someone with super strength yanked on it as hard as they could.

      “Athena!” I yelled as she flew backwards towards the fog.

      “Go!” she yelled as she disappeared into the fog.

      I flew to where Athena disappeared, flying as fast as I could towards her. I couldn’t find her anywhere I looked. “Athena!” I yelled, searching all around for her, but I couldn’t find any sign of her. Whatever grabbed her was long gone.

      The world around me grew darker and darker. The sea became choppy and waves grew to be a few feet tall. I noticed the lightning begin to take on a greenish hue. The fog was beginning to turn a dark green as well.

      Panic gripped my heart. Something was going very, very wrong. Even Athena was afraid. If something could take her away like it did, I knew it’d be able to take care of me easily. I had to get out of here. But how could I do that? Did I just fly and fly until I reached a door and just walk through it?

      Lightning struck just a few inches in front of me interrupting my thoughts and sending me flying backwards. My whole body buzzed with electricity has I flew back, stopping myself just before I hit the water. I looked up, and couldn’t believe my eyes.

      Floating above the stormy seas, right where the lightning had struck just moments before, was a man. His body radiated a beautiful green light. He eyes shone a radiant green, piercing through the fog. He turned and looked right at me, and my body felt cold to its core.

      “Kane!” the man shouted in a booming voice that shook my bones.

      He floated towards me, and I panicked. If that was the man that could scare Athena, I knew he meant nothing but trouble for me.

      That’s when it hit me. This was all in my head. I mean, I believed it was all real, but I mean Athena came to me after I fell asleep. Just like when I made the deal for Doug’s life with her and my body was actually just lying in a storage closet, not standing above Doug’s body in the gymnasium.

      I knew that my body was just lying in bed back in the house we called home.

      I closed my eyes as the glowing green man was just a few feet away, and when I opened them, I was in my bedroom.

      The whole place was lit up in a bright white light.
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      I had no control over my body.

      I jumped out of bed, and burst through the bedroom door, leaving it hanging on its hinges in splinters.

      I tried to stop myself, but my body moved against my will. The hallway was lit up by two beams of white light. My head turned to look at myself in the mirror, and two white lights looked back at me. I screamed inside my head, trying to fight against whatever it was that was causing me to have no control over my body. But whatever it was wouldn’t give. I couldn’t do a single thing.

      A door opened to my right. I turned to see Drew looking out his bedroom door at me. He shielded his eyes from my blinding white-eyes. “Kane?” He asked, squinting his eyes. “Is that you?”

      I stepped towards him. I knew whatever was about to happen wasn’t going to be good.

      Judging from the slow steps back, Drew sensed it too. “Kane, what’s going on? What are you doing?”

      I wanted to scream for him to run. I wanted to yell that I wasn’t in control. I wanted to shout for Selena to come help.

      But all I could do was watch.

      I reached out and grabbed Drew right as he was about to activate the Eximus receivers in his arms that he had implanted back when he worked for the STF, all that time ago while I was trapped unconscious on the moon. I slammed him into the wall, and he fell back through into his bedroom. I stepped through the wall, busting a human sized hole through it, leaving drywall and debris all over the ground. Drew struggled to get up, and apparently my body decided to help him, but not in the way that he would’ve wanted. I grabbed him by his shirt, and threw him across the room. He slammed into the wall, and collapsed to the ground unconscious.

      I thought I was going to throw up. I felt so sick to my stomach, disgusted with myself. I had no idea who or what was controlling me, all I knew was that I wanted for it to stop before I hurt one of my closest friends any more than I already had—or worse.

      I felt a jolt of electricity hit my back. It was a small shock, but nothing I couldn’t handle. I turned around and saw Eddie standing on the other side of the hole in the wall I’d made, shooting electricity from his hands at me.

      It was pointless, however. I walked towards him, the electricity running through me, jumping all around. He clenched his eyes as he put all his focus and energy into making the most powerful bolts of electricity as possible. But it was useless. The only electricity that affected me was the Eximus kind, and the only person who had any of that I’d just knocked through one wall and into another.

      I grabbed Eddie, and pulled him through the wall. I wrapped my hand around his throat and began to squeeze. I could’ve snapped his neck in one swift motion, but who or whatever was controlling me wanted it to be slow. Eddie’s eyes begged for me to stop as he tried to get a word out. But I wouldn’t. I was struggling just as hard to get a word or two out myself, but my body wasn’t allowing.

      The wall I’d thrown Drew and pulled Eddie through exploded as Selena came flying through it, slamming into my body. The force caused me to let go of Eddie and going flying through the wall behind me and out into the front yard of the house.

      The moon was high in the sky as I came to a stop. I stood up, dirt and grass sticking to my sweaty, shirtless body. I looked at the hole in the front of the house I’d just been knocked through, and saw Selena standing there, her blue eyes staring into my white.

      Please let this end. Just turn around and fly away, I pleaded with myself. My body, however, had other plans.

      I launched myself at Selena, flying straight towards her. She was ready though. She grabbed my outstretched fist right before it hit her, and swung me around and through the wall on her right. I went flying through Drew’s bedroom wall, through my room, and slammed into the fireplace in the living room.

      Selena was standing above me in an instant. She picked me up and pulled me close to her face. “What the hell is going on?” She shouted in my face.

      I said nothing. I head butted her and she stumbled backwards. I swung at her face with my right hand but she dodged out of the way. My left fist was ready though, and singled in on her. It slammed into her with enough force that a small shock wave emanated from the connection. It had little effect on her, though, as she quickly countered with a one-two punch to my torso.

      I had to tell her in some way that I had no control over my body. Although she of course knew that something was wrong given the fact that my eyes were glowing white, I needed her to know that I wasn’t the one responsible for attacking her, Eddie, and Drew.

      We continued to fight, our punches landing hard and fast. Any normal humans would’ve been obliterated by the force of our attacks, but the two of us were barely affected.

      Selena grabbed my wrist as she dodged one of my punches, and kicked my legs out from under me. She swung me around into the couch on one side of the room. I tried to push myself up off the couch, but Selena didn’t give me the chance. She was on top of me in an instant, pinning my arms down with her knees. She punched my face over and over again, fast and hard. Her teeth were gritted and I could tell by the look on her face that she was very, very angry. “Just stop!” She yelled as she finished her volley of hits with two hard punches.

      I wanted to. If only she knew how badly I wanted to.

      But my body had other ideas.

      I kicked my legs up and slammed my knees into her back hard. She went flying off me and straight through the wall behind us. I jumped off the couch, reached down, and picked up the coffee table in front of us. The glass fruit center piece slid off it, shattering on the ground along with the magazines and books that also called the coffee table their home.

      Selena came flying through the hole in the wall at me. I held the coffee table over my shoulder like a bat and slammed it into her right as she flew at me. It exploded in my hands as she flew right through it, sending glass and pieces of wood flying all over the living room.

      Selena grabbed me and picked me up, tossing me through the front door of the house. I slammed across the ground, sliding through the grass, sending dirt flying through the air. I hit a pipe and it cracked open, sending water shooting into the air like a geyser.

      I finally came to a halt, and for a split, wonderful second I thought I was going to stay down. The hope washed away like the water on my skin as I reached up and grabbed a hold of the white metal fence that surrounded the front yard of the property. I pulled myself up, and I turned around just in time to see Selena hit me with a flying kick to the chest. I flew back through the fence, taking part of the metal frame with me.

      I flipped across the ground, digging my hands and feet into it to bring myself to a stop. Selena grabbed one of the poles from the fence that she’d just hit me through. It was a few inches in diameter and a few feet tall.

      I jumped from my spot on the ground and dove at her. My fist stretched out before me, aiming for her torso. She took a step to the side, and swung upwards with her pole, slamming into my chest.

      This threw me off, and caused me to spiral down to the ground face first. I turned around on my back, ready to block whatever punch Selena was about to throw at me next.

      She didn’t punch me. Instead, I flipped over just in time to see her bringing the fence post down and straight through my chest. I wanted to scream in shock and from the split second of pain before my body took to repairing itself. That was a bit difficult to do, given the fact that a five foot pole was going through me, driving me into the ground. My body seared with pain as I couldn’t fully heal myself around the pole.

      “Stay down Kane!” Selena shouted, both hands still holding on to the pole. “I don’t want to keep fighting you!”

      I didn’t want to keep fighting her either, but my body had other plans. I reached up with my leg and kicked her foot to the side, causing her to lose her balance and fall. Before she even hit the ground, I was already pulling the pole out from my chest. The holes in my chest and back healed themselves as I stood, holding the pole over my head, driving it down towards Selena.

      A searing bolt of electricity hit my back as I felt my powers retreat. The fence post grew impossibly heavy in my hands as I dropped it to the ground. I fell down, the electricity running through me.

      Another shot hit me. My body seized, going into intense convulsions. I looked up and saw Doug approaching me with Eximus blaster raised.

      Then, a blast of pain to my head as Selena punched me, knocking me out cold.
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      When I woke up, my eyes weren’t glowing, and my whole body felt groggy.

      “He’s moving,” I heard Eddie say, followed by the scrambling of bodies as they jumped up and got ready.

      I opened my eyes, and saw the barrel of an Eximus blaster looking back at me. Doug held it tight against his shoulder, finger on the trigger, his eyes wide and fearful.

      I heard a buzzing close to my ear. I looked to my right and saw Drew standing by the edge of my bed, Eximus energy dancing from his fingertips.

      “I think I have a lot of explaining to do,” I said as I sat up in my bed. Everybody tensed up, and the barrel of the blaster moved an inch closer. “I also think I’m going to need a little space first.” I looked between Doug and Drew, who both turned to look at Selena who stood at the foot of the bed.

      She waved them away. “Start talking, Kane,” she said, her voice stern.

      I sat up fully and sighed. The morning sun’s rays reached inside the room from the window on the wall across from me. I looked on either side of the room noting the holes in the left and right walls. “Boy we really did a number on this place,” I said with a smirk.

      “It’s not funny, Kane. Something is seriously wrong,” Selena said, not having any of my shit.

      I nodded. “Right, I know that.” I cleared my throat. “Well, for starters, that wasn’t really me attacking you.”

      “Are you sure?” Drew asked. He pointed at the bruise on his face, and lifted up his shirt to show the ones on his back and chest. “Because it sure as hell felt like you.” His voice slowly rose. He was not happy with me, but neither was I.

      “I swear to you, it wasn’t. I think the whole eyes glowing white kinda gave that away,” I said, gesturing at my face. I made them glow. “What color are they?”

      “They’re blue,” Selena said without hesitating. Her posture relaxed just a smidge.

      “See?” I said. “I wasn’t in control of my own body. I was trying to stop myself, but it wasn’t obeying me.”

      “But why would it do that?” Drew asked.

      “I’m not sure, but it might not have been the most strange thing that happened to me last night,” I said. I explained to them my experience with Athena, telling them how she knew where Samantha was, but I first had to pay the debt I owed her for Doug before she’d help me with anything new. I told them about how she was then drug away by some mysterious force, and about the man with the eyes that glowed green who started attacking.

      “So you’re saying that this green guy is the one who took control of you?” Doug asked.

      I shrugged. “I’m not sure, but he sure didn’t seem like the nicest guy around.”

      “You don’t think it could’ve been Athena?” Selena asked.

      I shook my head. “No, I don’t think so at all. If she was, it wouldn’t make sense. Why would she use a ton of energy contacting me, suffer an attack from whoever that guy was, and then take control of me to attack you guys? It doesn’t make sense.”

      Selena stepped from the foot of the bed and walked closer to me. “Kane, we don’t understand anything that’s going on. You said the guy’s eyes were glowing green, but yours were glowing white. You know what else glows white?” she asked, pausing for a second for effect. “The asthenés plásma. Where she apparently lives or something? Point is, we don’t know enough. I don’t think we should just go around trusting everything she says.”

      “She has a point,” Eddie piped up from the back of the room. He had a screw driver in one hand and a cylindrical device with all sorts of wires and cords sticking from it. “We know who has the asthenés plásma right now, and that’s Atlas. Who’s to say he’s not manipulating it somehow to do what you want?”

      I shook my head. “Athena isn’t just going to bend to his will. She probably hasn’t even talked to him. We had the plasma for over a week and she didn’t even make contact with us until the last second we needed her.”

      “Yeah, but we also didn’t have that amulet that you saw Atlas wearing,” Drew said.

      I felt a slight chill run down my spine. That amulet that Atlas wore meant something. Even though I only saw it for a split second, I felt a fresh, rejuvenating increase in my power. It also apparently negated the effects of the asthenés plásma, given the fact that once he knew for sure Raven had it, he came down and took it.

      “That has to mean something,” Selena said.

      “No, it doesn’t!” I snapped. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I needed to keep my cool and stay on their good side. “Look, you don’t know Athena. She saved Doug’s life.” I pointed at him. He stood there with the Eximus blaster slung over his shoulder, eyes looking down at the ground as he was reminded of the fact that he was once lifeless. “He was dead, and she brought him back. If she had evil goals and wanted to destroy us—or whatever it is you’re insinuating—you’re wrong. If you talked to her for even a moment you’d know that.”

      Selena’s fists were clenched at her side, and I could tell she wanted to argue. She stopped herself, however. I was right, she’d never talked to Athena. Her accusations had nothing to go on.

      “If I were to bet on whoever was responsible, I’d say it was the only person who attacked me right before it all happened, and that’s the man with the green eyes,” I said.

      “Okay, Kane, so what are you saying our next step is?” Doug asked.

      I thought about it for a moment and then stepped out of bed. I looked at Selena who was watching me with suspicious eyes. “Athena said that when we are asked, we would go to London to help our friends.” I turned to look at Doug. “So keep an eye out for any communication from them. If we do this, we find out where Samantha is.” I looked back at Selena, whose eyes never left me. “And that’s all that matters.”

      

      ****

      

      I hammered the final board over the hole in Drew’s room from where Selena threw me into the front yard the first time. My super speed came in handy, seeing as how I was able to get the hole boarded up in only a few seconds.

      “You’re pretty good at that stuff,” Drew said from behind me.

      I turned and saw him standing in the doorway. “Which part, making them or fixing them?”

      Drew smiled and shook his head. “I meant fixing them, but I have to admit, you’re pretty good at making them too.”

      I tossed the hammer onto his bed and shrugged. “I try my best.”

      Drew walked in the room, grabbing a notebook from the nightstand next to his bed. “Well, next time try doing it with someone else. Got a slight concussion,” he said, rubbing the back of his head.

      I felt sick to my stomach. I thought I was going to throw up right there all over Drew’s bedroom floor. I couldn’t believe I’d done something like that to one of my oldest friends. “Should you be standing? You need to go lay down,” I said.

      Drew nodded. “Yeah, I’m using Selena’s bed right now.” He waved the notebook in his hand. “Just wanted to come grab this.”

      “Okay, cool,” I said, trying to buy myself time to figure out how I was going to say what I needed to. “Look, Drew, I’m really sorry. I mean, I can’t apologize to you enough. You know that wasn’t me, right?”

      Drew waited a beat before responding, his eyes examining the floor below him. He nodded his head. “Yeah, don’t worry, Kane. I know.” He smirked and looked up at me.

      “Thanks, man. I don’t know how I can ever make it up to you,” I said.

      Drew laughed. It was a hearty, loud laugh. I wasn’t quite sure what was so funny. “Oh, don’t you worry buddy, I’ll figure something suitable out. Don’t you worry about a thing,” he said with a smirk on his face and a mischievous look in his eye.

      I shook my head and scoffed. “Great, now I owe two people something.”

      Drew shrugged as he turned to walk out the door. “Gotta stop putting yourself in these situations, Kane!” he said as he slapped his hand on the wall above the door frame.

      I stood in Drew’s room alone, the feeling of guilt still strong within me, yet not quite as bad as it was before. I picked up the hammer from Drew’s bed, and walked out of the room. Just had to fix the hole where the front door used to be, then it was time to try and repair some friendships.
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      “Alright, gotta admit, that was pretty cool to watch,” Doug said from his spot on the couch.

      I smiled as I looked at my handiwork. I’d just boarded up the front door in five seconds flat. It was now closed off to the outside world, with only a teeny bit of light seeping through the small cracks between each plank of wood. “Not gonna lie, it felt pretty cool,” I said as I turned to him.

      “Does this mean we’re going to have to take the back door whenever we want to go outside now?” he asked.

      “Yep,” I said as I sat down on the couch next to him.

      “Oh,” he said as he turned back to his computer. “That’s not fun.”

      I looked on the other side of Doug, and sitting next to him was his Eximus rifle, the barrel sticking off the edge of the couch. It looked really futuristic, like something you’d see on a sci-fi tv show. I felt nervous looking at it, knowing it was something both made and used to kill Supers all over the US. “Where’d you get that thing?” I asked as casually as possible. “Didn’t know we kept one around.”

      Doug eyed the blaster next to him, and tensed up. It was obviously a conversation he didn’t want to have. “Well, I’ve had it for a while, actually.” He picked it up, and my heart skipped a beat. He pressed a button in the middle of the gun, and its metal form clicked and folded in half. It was now much smaller, and much more portable. “I kept it in my backpack.”

      “How come?” I asked.

      Doug hesitated. “To be honest, Kane, Samantha gave it to me…just in case.”

      “Just in case what? We were attacked?” I asked, wanting to get the full answer out of him. Assumptions were popping up in my head, but I wanted to know the truth.

      “In case we were attacked. By any Supers.” His eyes glanced at me and then darted away.

      “Samantha was worried I would attack you guys?” I asked, confused and hurt.

      “I don’t know, she just gave it to me and said that I needed to be ready to use it whenever I needed to, against whoever I needed to. She just wanted me to be safe, Kane.” He turned to look at me. “I don’t think she meant you specifically—I doubt she did. But she made it clear to me that I shouldn’t be afraid to, if I needed to.” His eye turned to the hole I boarded up where the front door used to be, and then behind him where the still gaping hole lead from my room to the living room. “It’s a good thing too, because last night, I needed to.”

      I sighed, the guilt and nausea piling up inside me. I couldn’t believe I’d done all of this. “You’re right, I’m glad you had the courage to use it,” I said. “What do you think about going to London?” I asked, wanting to change the subject.

      “I think it’ll be a good idea. We could use the change of scenery.”

      “You aren’t worried about Samantha?” I asked.

      “Of course I am,” Doug said. “But I’m also worried about what Athena will do if you make her mad by not going. She knows where Samantha is, she could punish her if we don’t do what she says.”

      I hadn’t thought about that. “You’ve got a point, although I don’t think she’d do that. Athena’s not like that. She’s never not been helpful.”

      “So you’re saying she’s a good person?” Doug asked.

      “I don’t even know if she is a person. I think she is, but there’s a lot we don’t know. I think the more we talk and work with her though, the more we’ll find out. About her, about Supers, about everything.” I paused for a moment, thinking about what I was about to say next. Whether or not I actually believed it. I decided I did. “I think she might be the key.”

      “The key to what?”

      I shrugged and looked away, thinking. “Everything?” I said with a chuckle. “She obviously knows a lot about Supers. She’s incredibly powerful. I think she might know how we can defeat Atlas, restore humanity; she might even know where our powers come from.”

      “And you think she’d tell us?” Doug asked.

      “I don’t know, but she sure as hell would be more inclined to if we were on her good side.”

      “Well then,” Doug said, nodding his head. “I think we’re making the right call by going to England. “If it’ll help us in all those ways and help us find Samantha and rescue her, we’d be dumb not to.”

      I gave Doug a pat on the shoulder. “I think you’re right,” I said with a smile. I stood from the couch. “Where’s Eddie?” I asked. “I need to apologize to him for…you know…almost choking him to death.”

      Doug pointed to the backyard. “He’s out there in the shed. Tinkering with something, of course.”

      I nodded my head. “Thanks man. Keep me updated if you hear something from London.”

      “Roger that.”

      

      ****

      

      I stepped into the two-car garage that Eddie turned into his own work shed. The smell of gasoline flooded my nostrils, joined by the scent of something burning. There were shelves of tools, supplies, and failed experiments stacked on all the walls. A large workbench sat in the middle of the room, a pile of various  pieces of equipment and pieces of metal piled high. “Hey, Eddie!” I shouted.

      Eddie’s sweaty head poked out from the side of a pile of scrap. He smiled when he saw me, his sixteen-year-old face beaming with the joy of doing something that he loved. “Hi, Kane,” he said.

      I walked over to him. Whenever I got close I could see the bruises around his neck caused by my own hands, and I once again thought I was going to lose it all over the garage floor. “What’re you working on?” I asked as I stepped around his workbench to stand next to him.

      “I’m working on these little pod things,” he said, pointing at one of the silver cylindrical objects he was working on while he sat in my room, waiting for me to come to.

      “What for?” I asked.

      “I’m trying to store my electricity in them, that way I can make a bunch of…electricity grenades, I guess you could call them.” He picked one up and tossed it around in his hand. I grew nervous at how nonchalantly he was handling something that had the word “grenade” in them, even if the electricity wasn’t going to have any effect on me.

      “Those could come in handy,” I said.

      Eddie nodded. “Yeah, I’m trying to figure out a way to attack people that’s a bit more predictable. Just shooting electricity is unpredictable, the current might go somewhere I don’t intend. But these things?” he said, holding the cylinder up to the light. “Where ever these things hit—poof, the target is fried.” He set it back down on the table, his presentation over. “I just need to work on my aim.”

      I chuckled, although I felt weird about laughing at something that was really pretty dark. “I’m sure you’ll figure something out soon.” I cleared my throat, and scratched the back of my head. “What I came out here for, Eddie, is that I really wanted to say that I’m sorry about…” I wasn’t sure how to say it, so I just gestured to my own neck.

      “Oh, you mean grabbing me by the throat, pulling me through a wall, and slowly choking me to death?” he said.

      I nodded. “Yeah, that. I’m sorry about…that.” I didn’t know why I couldn’t just come out and say it. I guessed it was because if I did, it’d make me so sick I’d throw up everywhere.

      “Well, I can’t say I trust you completely. What you did hurt in a lot of ways. But I forgive you, Kane. I know you’d do—and have done—anything to protect us,” Eddie said, his eyes not looking away from mine.

      The way he was being genuine touched me, and I was happy to have his forgiveness. “I totally understand. Thanks for forgiving me.”

      “No problem,” Eddie said with a smile. He turned back to working on his electricity grenades.

      “You should get out of this shed more often. You’re always tinkering with things, we’d love to have you hang out with us more,” I said.

      Eddie stopped and looked up me. He nodded his head. “I think I’ll try and do that.” He smiled, and I smiled back.

      Three down, one to go.

      I stepped out of the garage and walked on the stone path to the back door to the house, my conscious feeling much better and lighter. There was still one more person I needed to confront before I felt totally okay, and I doubted it was going to be as easy as everybody else.

      Before I could start looking for Selena though, Doug stuck his head out the back door. “Kane! You need to get inside. It’s London. Athena was right, they need us.”
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      “What’s going on?” I said as I followed Doug into the living room. Drew was laying himself down on the couch, not wanting to miss whatever it was Doug was about to say.

      “I just got a message from Ellie, one of the members of Leopold’s squad,” Doug said as he moved his laptop over from in front of the couch. He sat down on the recliner, pulling everything up on his computer screen.

      The backdoor opened, and Selena walked in through the kitchen. “Something happen?” she asked.

      Doug nodded. “Yeah, it turns out Athena was right about something at least. Our friends in Europe are asking for our help.”

      Selena walked across to stand by Drew across from me. “What are they saying?”

      “The Legion of Richter is really starting to expand their reach out there. The government has a lot of their people out on different sorts of missions—including Leopold—so their numbers aren’t as strong as they need to be in order to repel the attack. They’ve set up strict curfews, soldiers out in the street, all their political leaders running the country from underground bunkers, etc. They’ve got things on total lockdown.”

      “So what do they need us to do?” I asked.

      “They want us to come over there and help repel the attack. If The Legion were to have control over America and Europe, it’d be pretty much game over. They’d be able to spread like wildfire from there, and there’s not much we’d be able to do to stop them.” Doug looked between Selena and I as we processed the information.

      “So what you’re saying is that, Athena or no Athena, we’d be pretty stupid not to go over there and help them?” Selena asked.

      Doug nodded his head. “Yeah, it really sounds like they need our help. Besides, they didn’t let me forget that they came over here and helped us when Raven was attacking.”

      I chuckled quietly and shook my head. “Is there anyone out there that we don’t owe?”

      Doug laughed. “At this rate, there’s not going to be many people left.”

      “So what’s our next step?” Drew asked, bringing us back on topic

      Doug cleared his throat. “Right now they’re waiting on a response from me. Should I tell them we’re coming?”

      I looked over to Selena. “You think we can do this?” I asked. Despite the fact she was annoyed with me—and for good reason—I knew I couldn’t do any of this without her help. I didn’t want to do it without her.

      Selena nodded her head. “I think we can. We have to.” She hesitated for a moment. “Especially if it means it’ll give us a chance to find out where Samantha is,” she said, a little quieter than usual.

      I nodded my head, agreeing with her, happy that she was admitting that we needed to follow along with Athena. “Okay then, let them know we’re on our way—all of us.”

      “Um, well if we’re all going, we should wait a bit.” Drew said. He lifted up a hand and pointed at himself. “Still got a concussion.”

      I turned to Doug. “Can they wait another twenty-four hours or so?”

      “I’ll ask, but it shouldn’t be a problem,” Doug said, already typing our response message.

      “Okay then,” I said, taking a deep breath. “It seems tomorrow we’re heading to London.”
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      A chill breeze rushed across my skin as I walked down the streets of London, which was now a ghost town. I thought it was empty last time I was here just a few weeks ago, but it was nothing compared to the way it was now. Nobody walked down the street, and only a few cars would drive by here and there, their drivers’ eyes darting up at the sky, searching for any sign of Supers.

      “How much farther? Why couldn’t you just fly us there?” Drew asked.

      “We don’t want to cause a panic. If anybody saw a bunch of Supers flying around, people would lose their minds,” I said. Up ahead, I saw the tall white building with the many white steps leading up to the entrance. “It’s that white building up there,” I said.

      Everybody picked up their pace a little bit, excited to finally be at our destination. It was hard for us all to get a good sleep the night before. Both because of the whistling of the wood through the slats in the boards I used to fix the walls, and because we were all excited and nervous about going to London. We had no idea what things were going to be like here, and so far they didn’t look good. At least all the buildings were still standing, people hadn’t abandoned the city, and Supers weren’t roaming free, taking and destroying whatever they wanted.

      But still, that isn’t to say it wasn’t eerie and didn’t leave me with a bad feeling.

      We walked up the steps to the building, and walked inside. The room was filled with armed guards, whose eyes turned to us as we walked in. A woman in a suit with her hair pulled back walked up to us from behind a desk in the middle of the room. “Can I help you?” she asked.

      “Uh,” Doug said, looking back at us, not sure what to say. I thought we were expected? “Yeah, we’re here to see Ellie? We’re from America.”

      The woman had a moment of realization. “Oh, yes! You’re Tempest!”

      Doug’s cheeks flushed red with embarrassment and he shook his head. “No—I’m not…uh…”

      I stepped in, realizing Doug. “Sorry to disappoint, but I’m Tempest.” I held my hand out. “Kane Andrews.”

      She shook my hand. “I’m Amelia. If you’ll follow me Mr. Andrews, I’ll take you to Ms. Ellie.”

      Amelia lead us down to a door in the back of the room. We walked through it, and were greeted by a long and tall hallway, with many people moving around going from office to office. Their shoes squeaked across the floor, echoing around the hall. Nobody talked as they had their eyes either down at papers in their hands, or their eyes straight ahead, on a mission.

      “Right this way,” Amelia said, breaking me from my train of thought. I looked to my left and saw everybody standing in front of an elevator, staring at me.

      “Right, sorry,” I said, moving over to the rest of the group quickly.

      “Everybody seems to really have a fire up their ass,” Drew leaned over and whispered to me.

      I nodded my head as my eyes scanned the hallway. The elevator door dinged, and we all piled in. Amelia hit the button for the fifth floor, and we began to shoot up the building.

      The elevator doors behind us slid open. We all turned around and walked into a much smaller hallway. This one was carpeted and had a lot fewer people running about in it.

      Amelia led us down a bit before reaching a set of double doors. She opened them and gestured for us to step inside. The room was a large conference room with a big table and multiple chairs set up. Each spot at the table had a paper tablet and bottle of water. A large TV hung on the wall behind the head of the table, and had a picture of the seal of the British Government on as its screensaver.

      “If you’ll just wait here a moment, I’ll let Ellie know you’ve arrived,” Amelia said.

      “Thank you,” I told her as she shut the door behind her and left us alone in the room. We all chose a seat and sat down. Selena and I sat across from each other next to the head of the table, Drew next to her, Doug next to me, and Eddie next to him.

      “Think we can open these?” Eddie asked, holding up a water bottle.

      I looked down at all the unopened bottles that sat on the table. “It looks like they’ve got plenty, so I don’t see why not.”

      We all opened our bottles and started drinking.

      “Everybody looked like they were five minutes late to a meeting with the principal,” Doug said.

      “Well, their country is under attack,” I said as I twisted the lid back onto my bottle.

      The door on the other side of the room opened, and in walked Ellie, with the grim figures of Mr. Auder and Ms. Ava behind her. The two of them were Leopold’s—well, now Ellie’s—direct commanding officers. They dressed in boring gray suits, and reeked of cheap perfume and cologne.

      “Hey guys!” Ellie said excited as she walked over to us.

      “It’s good to see you again,” I said. Ellie and I only spent a little time together, as usual when we saw each other it was when we were either under attack or I was distracted by the search for Samantha. But what time we did spend, I saw her as a kind, bubbly person, and an excellent Super as well.

      Selena and Ellie gave each other a hug, excited to see each other once again. They spent the most time together, and had become good friends.

      “If we all will have our seats, we’ll get started,” Ms. Ava said, her lips pursed. Mr. Auder looked equally perturbed.

      Selena sat down and Ellie sat down at the head of the table. Mr. Auder and Ms. Ava stood at the other end of the conference room, both hands behind their backs.

      “We thank you for trusting us enough to ask for our help,” I began. “We’ll help you in any way we can.”

      Ms. Ava smirked. “Really? I’m surprised, given the last time we asked for you to stay in London and help us, you said we were being inappropriate and refused.”

      I felt trapped, unsure what to say. She wasn’t wrong, but she didn’t have to attack me in such a passive aggressive way like that. “Circumstances change, Ms. Ava,” I said, staring at her as coldly as possible, letting her know I didn’t appreciate the way she was approaching things. “We’re grateful for how you came to our aide when Raven and Atlas were attacking us, and are eager to return the favor.”

      From the corner of my eye, I could see Selena smirk at me. She appreciated the smart-ass undertones in my voice.

      “I believe my colleague is trying to say thank you, in her own way,” Mr. Auder said in a boring voice. “How are things in the States?” he asked with a forced smile.

      “They’re pretty shitty,” Drew said.

      Mr. Auder turned to look at him, a curious look in his eyes. “I don’t think we’ve been introduced,” he said.

      “My name’s Drew,” he said.

      Mr. Auder tilted his head. “A pleasure. And what about your friend Samantha?”

      “Yeah,” Ellie said, placing a hand on my shoulder, causing me to turn and look at her. “Any news?”

      I cleared my throat, and stole a glance at Selena. We hadn’t discussed whether or not to tell them about Athena. Selena raised her eyebrow, and I decided to leave that part out, at least in front of Mr. Auder and Ms. Ava. “Not really, no.” I gave her a forced smile. “Thanks, though. We’re confident we’ll have some good news soon.”

      Ellie patted me on the shoulder. “Good, I’m glad.”

      I gave her a nod in thanks, and turned back to the two living statutes at the other end of the table. “So, what’s the situation in London? What do you need our help with?”

      “A lieutenant of Atlas from The Legion of Richter named Jigsaw has come over from the States. He and his goons have been picking away at our forces, testing them,” Mr. Auder said.

      “We believe they’re trying to suss out the best weakness they can exploit,” Ms. Ava said.

      “So they haven’t launched any full-scale attacks on you?” Selena asked.

      “No, not yet. It’s only a matter of time, however,” Mr. Auder said.

      “So where do we come in?” I asked.

      Ms. Ava cleared her throat, her describing how we can help an obvious displeasure for her. “We need your help to help nip this whole thing in the bud. Many of our forces are out on very important missions for us, including Leopold Renner, Thomas Frank, and Nathan Valorie, all three of which were part of the team sent to help you in Texas.”

      “Yes, I’m aware of who they are. You can’t just call them back?”

      Mr. Auder and Ms. Ava looked at each other. “No, we cannot,” Mr. Auder said.

      “Your team will help Ellie and Avery to dispel this small regime from our boarders,” Ms. Ava said.

      “How many people does this Jigsaw guy have with him?” Doug asked, speaking up for the first time. “My name’s Doug,” he said before Ms. Ava could opened her mouth to ask.

      “It’s a pleasure, Doug,” Ms. Ava said, although the look on her face made it seem like it was anything but. “Our sources indicate he has anywhere between eighteen and twenty-four Supers accompanying him.”

      I scoffed. “Well, that sounds like a walk in the park,” I said with a sarcastic tone.

      “I need your confirmation, Mr. Andrews,” Ms. Ava said. “Can you or can you not help us?”

      I looked at Selena and the rest of the group. They all seemed to be game. “Any objections?” I asked them. They all shook their heads. “Alright then, I guess it seems like we’ll be helping you.”
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        Sometime during the 21st century…

      

      The future looked far worse than Athena had imagined. She walked among the destroyed city, both in awe of the  technological and architectural advancements, while at the same time in shock over the fact that it all laid in ruins. She stepped across broken glass and over twisted metal beams. The shoes she wore were a pair of blue and white ones that had a check mark on them. She’d found them amongst the rubble, in awe of how comfortable they were.

      In the time since she’d discovered her powers, she’d traveled to the future many times. But never this far. Something terrible had obviously happened, and Athena felt a sadness grow within her. She’d seen many amazing things, gone to many beautiful places, but this was not one of them. Death and destruction surrounded her for as far as the eye could see.

      What type of place had the beautiful Earth she called home turned to? She had the immense blessing to see it from many different places, and many different times. But this was the first place and time that she wished that she never saw. She knew it was going to color everything she saw, everyplace she went, from there on out. She’d never again be able to look at a beautiful landscape without thinking that all the death and destruction that now surrounded her would be what it would all come to. She wouldn’t be able to look at someone’s beautiful child without thinking that his or her descendants would one day inherit this Earth, an Earth marred by decay and destruction. An Earth that didn’t live up to the beauty and standards that she’d experienced for herself firsthand.

      As she looked out upon this desolate future, something flew down from the sky fast and hard, landing nearby. Athena took a step backwards, her mind ready to go back to her time just in case danger was approaching. What was that? She wondered. She looked up at a nearby building that she imagined once towered tall into the sky, was now nothing more than a pile of rubble. Something must’ve fallen from the top of the pile, which was still a long ways up.

      “Who are you?” a voice said from behind her.

      Athena practically jumped from her skin. She spun around, almost tripping on a piece of rebar that sat next to her foot. In front of her stood a young looking man, probably almost twenty. He stood before her, his clothes tattered and eyes glowing. She opened her mouth to speak but the words wouldn’t come.

      “Are you real?” the man asked, taking a step forward.

      “Y-yes,” she answered, moving back. “I’ve never seen another one like me before.”

      The man cocked his head. “Like you?”

      Athena concentrated on her eyes, and they began to glow.

      The young man’s eyes grew wide, and Athena was shocked when she saw tears actually coming from them. “You’re like me?” he said. “You’re like me!” he cried out.

      Athena wasn’t sure what to do. “Yes, it seems that way.” She looked around her at the destroyed buildings that lay as far as the eye could see. “What happened here?”

      The young man wiped his face. “I destroyed everything,” he said. “I killed everyone. It got out of hand, I couldn’t stop myself. They all wanted me to die but they couldn’t stop me. I…I didn’t know what to do,” the young man said, fighting the tears. “I’ve been so lonely. I’ve been so lonely.”

      Athena took a step forward, a motherly instinct she didn’t know she had rising up within her. She placed a hand on the young man’s shoulder. “Shhh, it’ll be alright,” she said, comforting.

      “I thought I was going to be alone forever. There was never anybody else like me. Never anybody to stop me. But now you’re here. Now I’m not alone,” he said looking up at Athena, wiping a trail of snot from his nose.

      Athena nodded. “Yes, I’m here now. What is your name?”

      The young man turned his head away, as if Athena had asked a shameful question. She began to wonder if maybe it was a taboo question in the future.

      “I used to go by Richter, but you can just call me Patrick,” he said.

      Athena held out her hand. “It’s nice to meet you Patrick. I’m Athena.”
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      I finished unloading my clothes from my suitcase. After agreeing to help the British, Selena and I flew back to Texas to get everybody’s luggage. We would’ve brought it in the first place, but our hands were a bit full seeing as we had to get three people over the ocean who couldn’t fly.

      I shut my drawer, and looked around. The room was identical to the one I spent the night in the last time Selena and I paid our friends an overnight visit. The walls were plain, and there sat a bed in one corner, and desk in the other, a clothes dresser, and a door that led to the bathroom.

      I went to the bathroom and got out my toothbrush and toothpaste, setting them on the counter. I looked at myself in the mirror. Despite the fact that I looked fine thanks to my healing abilities, they did nothing to help ease my mind. I felt tired and stressed, like a heavy cloud was sitting on top of my head. I looked down at my toothbrush, thinking about what it signified. It meant I was unpacked. I’d moved into this new home. It meant we were going to be staying in London for quite some time.

      And I highly doubted we were going to find Samantha in London.

      “Don’t worry, I’ve got my eye on her,” a voice behind me said, causing me to nearly jump out of my skin.

      I looked up and saw no-one in the mirror. I turned around, and standing in front of the door, was Athena. “What are you doing here?” I asked. I looked at her and back at the mirror. Her reflection still hadn’t appeared. “Are you a vampire or something?”

      Athena let out a beautiful, warm laugh. The kind that made me feel proud, as if I’d just told my parent a joke that I came up with, and they were genuinely laughing at it. “No, Kane, of course not,” she said. Her tan skin was flawless. I began to wonder how old she was. She looked like she couldn’t have been any older than forty.

      “How come you’re not in the mirror?” I asked.

      “It’s taking quite a lot out of me to appear to you in a vision like this. I can’t waste unnecessary strength by making sure I show up in a reflection,” she said with a chuckle.

      “So this is all in my head?” I asked.

      “Yes, I’m appearing in your mind. I could hear that you were thinking about Samantha. Don’t worry, I’ve got an eye on her. She’s fine,” Athena said. I could tell she knew more than she was letting on, but I also knew that there was no way she was telling me what that was.

      “Well, we’re in London like you asked. What now?” I asked, leaning back against the bathroom counter.

      “Yes, you’re doing excellent so far, Kane. You’re living up to our deal.” Athena took a step towards me. “I just wanted to let you know that you need to be careful,” she said.

      “Careful?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “About what?”

      “Careful that you don’t lose sight of what I want you to do. You’re constantly worrying about Samantha, I need you to not worry so much about her. Don’t let her get in the way of doing what I ask of you.”

      I didn’t like what Athena was saying. She wanted me to not worry about my best friend that was missing? What kind of request was that? “I’m sorry,” I said. “I want to do what you’re asking of me. I want to live up to the deal that we made. But I can’t just not worry about my friend.”

      Athena smiled. “That’s one of the things I love about you, Kane. The care and compassion you show for your friends is astounding. But don’t be too trusting. After all, if you put all your trust in someone, they’re bound to let you down.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.

      Athena smirked. “Just be careful, Kane. Stay on guard, even when you’re amongst friends. You never know when there’s a wolf amongst you.”

      I shook my head. “Was your goal in coming here to confuse me? Because you’re not making a lot of sense right now.”

      Athena’s form flickered, and I thought I heard someone calling my name. “I think I hear someone calling for me, I should go see who it is.”

      “Yes, I must be going as well. My energy is waning. I can’t keep this form up for much longer.”

      I was about to walk away, when something came to mind. “Oh, before you go,” I said, stopping Athena. “Who was it that took control of me the other night? Right after you got taken away, I saw a man with green eyes, and when I woke up mine were glowing white and I had no control over my body.”

      Athena’s gaze went cold. “Do not fret, Kane. I am taking care of that situation as we speak. You just worry about getting rid of Jigsaw and his gang. Once that’s complete, I will tell you exactly what you need to do in order to repay your debts.”

      With that, Athena disappeared, and I was left alone in my bathroom. I shook my head and scoffed with frustration. What was the point in Athena even appearing? All she did was talk nonsense for a few minutes, tell me I shouldn’t care so much about Samantha, then only leave two seconds for me to ask about what the hell even happened a couple nights ago.

      I walked out of the bathroom and to the front door, opening it up to see who was calling my name earlier. I saw Selena walking away, and called out to her. “Hey, were you calling for me?” I asked.

      Selena turned around and shook her head. “No, I was walking to try and find something to eat.”

      “Oh, I’ll come with you,” I said as I walked out of my room, locking the door behind me. Selena stood there and waited for me to jog to her side.

      We walked down the hallway, neither one of us speaking. We really didn’t have the chance to in the past couple of days, even when we flew from London to Texas and back to get our luggage. I just couldn’t find the right place to start.

      We turned left down another hallway. This was a short one that led to a large open area where people were sitting at various booths and tables, looking at papers or chatting to one another over a cup of coffee.

      “Looks like there’s a cafe over there,” I said, pointing to a small coffee shop and cafe that had a small line leading from the cash register. We walked over and stood in line, waiting for our turn to order.

      “This feels so weird,” she said, breaking the silence.

      “What does?” I asked.

      “This,” she said, gesturing in front of her. “A line. Standing in it. Trying to decide what food I want to order. It feels so…normal.”

      I hadn’t thought about it, but now that she mentioned, a strange feeling washed over me. Almost nostalgic, really. She was right, it did feel very, very weird. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. I’m used to eating food we find scavenging, or when Drew goes out hunting.”

      “He’s a really good hunter,” Selena said with a smirk.

      “Yeah, he’s not that bad. He used to come over to my parent’s farm all the time and hunt coyotes on the land behind our house. I’d go sometimes, but it never really was my thing.”

      “I don’t blame you,” Selena said as we stepped forward in line. “Hunting was a huge deal where I grew up in Texas. I never really got into it.”

      We stood there for a few moments. I wasn’t sure what to say next. I knew what I needed to, and I knew what she wanted me to, but I wasn’t sure how to do it. I’m not sure why I was expecting Selena to get mad. I mean, why would someone get mad at an apology? I guess it was just my guilt and shame getting in the way of what I needed to do.

      Finally, I just blurted it out. “Look, about the other ni—”

      “—Kane,” Selena said, interrupting me. “I get it. You weren’t in control. It wasn’t you. I understand. I was just really pissed off because you messed up the house, you were hurting Drew and Eddie, and you were hitting me. My adrenaline was still running high by the time you woke up, and when you turned out to be okay, I needed an outlet for my emotions. So that’s why I was being so stand-offish towards you. But I get it. I know that wasn’t you.”

      I didn’t know what to say. After all that time I thought she was being pissed off and avoiding me, when really she understood what I was going through. “Well, thanks for understanding. And I totally deserved anything you dished out at me, so it’s totally fine.”

      A smirk appeared on Selena’s face as we stepped forward in line. “That was a pretty good fight though. I think it’s safe to say I was winning it.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, right. I was about to stick you with that fence post, and that probably would’ve been the end of that one. That hurt like hell, by the way. I couldn’t heal properly with that thing skewering me.”

      Selena let out a laugh. “Good! You deserved it, asshole.”

      It was our turn to order, and we both got a sandwich and a water. When it came time to pay, however, we both realized that we didn’t actually have any money. Paying for things with cash was a concept we’d abandoned surprisingly quick.

      “Don’t worry about it, you guys have done plenty of good,” the young lady cashier said, her accent thick and voice quiet.

      “Thanks,” I said.

      “We appreciate it,” Selena followed.

      We both found a booth to sit in and began eating our food.

      “Did you see what some of the soldiers are carrying around?” Selena asked.

      I shook my head as I chewed my sandwich.

      “They’ve got a ton of Eximus rifles.”

      “Really?” I said, shocked. “How’d they get their hands on Eximus gear? Did The Legion bring it over?”

      Selena shook her head. “Drew was talking to Ellie about possibly getting his Eximus implants removed, and she said that they’ve gotten a bunch of gear from the STF, so their scientists know a lot about the stuff and think it might be possible.”

      I didn’t know what to say. There were so many topics I wanted to know more about. “So Drew is really thinking about getting his implants removed? Why?”

      “I think a lot of it has to do with the fact that it came from people that want all of his friends dead. Besides, who knows what kind of health effects that stuff has.”

      “Well, I hope they can remove them if that’s what he really wants,” I said. “But that’s strange that The STF is sending gear. You’d think they wouldn’t want to help a government who has Supers as a part of their arsenal.”

      Selena nodded, taking a sip of water. “Yeah, it’s kinda strange. At least we know that they’re still around and active. Apparently, even have operating boats and planes if they were able to get gear over here.”

      “Which means that if they’re still active enough to be doing stuff like that, then their bases are still safe, which hopefully means my parents are as well,” I said, staring down at my plate. A pit appeared in my stomach, swallowing my appetite. I didn’t want to think about what my parents could be going through at that moment. They could either be perfectly fine, or doing really, really bad, and I had no way to find out.

      “Kane and Selena, please report to Ellie Montgomery’s office immediately,” a voice said over the speaker.

      Selena and I exchanged a glance as we stood from our booth, and walked down the hall towards Ellie’s office.
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          The Library

        

      

    
    
      We stepped into Ellie’s office that was only a little bit wider than her desk. The place was crammed, as Drew, Avery, and Ellie were  already in there, with Avery behind her desk and the other two sitting in chairs across from her. With me and Selena, it was packed in pretty tight.

      “What’s going on?” I asked.

      “We’ve received reports of Jigsaw and some of his soldiers being seen entering a nearby library,” Ellie said. “We’re going to check it out, and maybe even put an end to this.”

      “That sounds good to me,” Drew said, clapping his hands together.

      “First off, however, we need a plan,” Avery said. “Avery, you’ll use your invisibility to get close and listen in to anything you might hear that’ll help us figure out anything we can about them and what they’re doing here.”

      Avery nodded her head, a smile breaking across her face. “I think I can handle that.”

      “Good. You’ll be given a set of Eximus handcuffs to use and detain as many people as you can. Don’t accidentally set them off while you’re holding them.” Ellie’s gaze shifted from Avery to the rest of us. “That goes for all of you. We don’t want anybody to go down in the middle of this.” She looked up at Selena and I. “The two of you will be with me. We will wait for Ellie’s signal, and then we’ll attack, trying to take as many Supers as we can in custody.” Ellie looked at me. “Kane, we’re going to let you handle taking down Jigsaw. You have the most experience with these sorts of things. If you need help though, let us know and we’ll try our best to get to you.”

      I chuckled. “Don’t worry, you’ll learn pretty quick this isn’t a one man show.”

      Ellie ignored my comment and turned her attention to Drew. “You’ll be given an Eximus rifle. Your job is to shoot as many Supers as you can—that aren’t us of course. Stay a safe distance away, though. We don’t want to have to babysit you,” Ellie said with a smile, knowing she was pushing a button.

      Drew’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment. “Don’t worry, you won’t have to worry about any babysitting.”

      Ellie paid no attention to him, and stood from her seat. “Alright, if you’ll all follow me, we’ll get out there. Let’s be quick about it too, we don’t know how long Jigsaw is going to stay.

      

      ****

      

      We landed in front of the towering library that looked like it could’ve come straight from a fantasy novel. The outside was intricately carved with various designs depicting Britain’s history.

      “So do we just walk in the front door and hope they don’t see us?” Drew asked.

      “I’ll walk through the front door,” Avery said with a smirk. She suddenly turned invisible, and despite all the things I’d seen and done, was still taken aback. “But they aren’t going to see me.”

      We could hear her bound up the steps to the front door of the library. They were probably the loudest thing around, since the streets were absolutely empty. There weren’t even any cars out now, and there definitely wasn’t anybody walking around. The sky was overcast and a cold breeze nipped at me. I wore a light jacket, and stood bouncing up and down waiting anxiously for Avery’s return.

      A few minutes later, the large brass front doors to the library swung open seemingly on their own. Avery became visible as she leaned out of the doorway. She waved for us to come on, and so we ran up the steps.

      Drew’s gear banged up and down on his back, and the handcuffs attached to our pants jiggled around. I was nervous about using them, seeing as we weren’t really shown, only told as they were shoved into our hands. We didn’t really get the chance for a demonstration, but as far as I was aware, once they were clicked on there was a three second delay before they activated so that you’d have a chance to get your hands away before the Eximus energy began flowing.

      We reached the top step, and Avery held the door open for us as we entered the library. The place was dark, and the smell of old books assaulted my nose. It took everything I had in me not to go into a sneezing fit. A dull light came in from the windows around the tall ceiling, and among the walls.

      “Stay here,” Avery said. “Keep an eye out while I go look ahead.”

      We nodded as Avery turned invisible once again and went off searching for the location of Jigsaw and his men.

      I sighed in frustration. I wanted to hurry up and get out there, start taking care of business. My adrenaline was pumping, ready to go. But yet, I had to sit here and wait. I guessed this was how things were going to go. Avery moves forward, we follow, she moves forward, we follow again. Over and over again until we found out where Jigsaw was. If it were up to me, I would’ve just flown around until I saw them, and then we all would’ve started kicking their ass. But kicking ass wasn’t the only part of this mission. Ellie and her superiors needed information. They needed to know exactly what Jigsaw’s plans were. And Avery being amongst them invisible, listening in to their conversations was our best chance.

      “Is this how it usually goes?” I whispered to Ellie. “Do they normally attack libraries?”

      Ellie shrugged. “Not really. It’s pretty random. I’m surprised they didn’t make more of a ruckus when they were coming in. The way they’re trying to be sneaky about whatever this one is, it makes me anxious.”

      “Yeah, it’s definitely strange. I’ve never known The Legion to be subtle,” I said.

      We stood there in silence for a few more moments before Avery came back. “Okay, they’re on the third floor,” she said, pointing up to the third floor balcony. The ceiling in the middle of the library went all the way up to the roof, but along the way in rings were different floors. I counted six of them in total. “They’re towards the back it sounds like, and they’re searching through a bunch of books. I’m going to go back up and listen in. You guys can go ahead and get in position though.”

      Ellie nodded and turned to us. “Alright,” she whispered. “Selena, Kane, the three of us are going to fly up and be waiting on the fourth floor on the opposite side of the library. We’ll be watching as best we can from there, waiting for Avery’s signal.” She turned to Drew. “You go up and wait on the third floor. Avery will find a good vantage point for you. Wait there, and when you see the three of us move in to attack, you start shooting.”

      Drew nodded his head, tapping on the Eximus blaster that slung across his chest.

      “Alright, let’s get in positions.”

      Avery, Selena, and myself all flew up to the third floor fast enough to not be seen, just in case any of the people with Jigsaw were looking out across the balcony. We hunched down behind the balcony wall, peaking our heads over to watch the scene unfold.

      After about thirty seconds, I saw Drew appear from the stairwell, led by—I assumed—an invisible Avery. He got into position behind a bookshelf diagonal from where Jigsaw and his crew were going about their business.

      It was hard to see back into the third floor thanks to the harsh angle we had, but from what I could see, the sight was both amusing and confusing. A bunch of hardened members of The Legion of Richter, with god-knows-what type of powers, were standing around, flipping through a bunch of books. I couldn’t understand why they were, but I knew there had to be a reason. Hopefully in the small amount of time she had to listen in to their conversation, Avery would be able to find out.

      After just a minute or two of sitting there, anxiously watching, I saw the closest Super’s, to the edge of the balcony, hands go behind his back.

      “What th—” he began to say, but then the Eximus cuffs activated, and he fell to the ground, convulsing.

      “I think that’s our signal,” Selena said.

      “About time,” I said as I jumped off the fourth floor balcony, and flew into action.
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      I flew down, zeroing in on my first target. A short pudgy man who had a large pair of sunglasses on his head. He was looking at his friend who Avery’d just brought down, confused. He had no idea what was going on.

      I slammed into him, sending him straight to the ground. In a swift motion, I handcuffed his hands together, jumped off his back, and kicked the other Super next to him through the bookshelf to his left.

      A bunch of Supers began to emerge from bookshelves all around, trying to see what was going on. Standing towards the back, in a small clearing with chairs and desks to work at, was a large hispanic man, his arms covered in tattoos, a thick book held in his hand. He tossed the book aside, and his eyes began to glow. “It looks like we’ve got company,” he said with a sneer. “Take care of them, boys.”

      About a dozen Supers started attacking. They all had some form of super strength or speed. It was like fighting twelve less powerful versions of myself.

      One lunged at me, and I simply slammed my fist into his face. The man collapsed to the ground, and I clicked a pair of cuffs on him before turning to see another man coming at me. He slammed a book into me hard, causing me to stumble into the bookshelf to my right. I kicked at the man’s leg and he fell to the ground. I got up and grabbed him by his shirt, jumped in the air, and flipped him back on the ground hard.

      Right as I was about to click a pair of the Eximus cuffs on him, someone slammed into me, knocking me through the balcony, across the library, and through the second floor. I flew through one bookshelf, sending paper and books through the air like confetti. The second bookshelf stopped me as it toppled backwards, sending all the other ones in the row falling like dominoes.

      I pulled myself up, searching for my attacker. He took a step towards me, and I realized it was Jigsaw.

      “I recognize you,” he said as he stepped through the hole in the bookshelf. “What’s little ol’ Kane Andrews doing all the way over here?” he asked with a sneer.

      I jumped up catching him off guard, and wrapped my arms around his legs. I pulled him to the ground, and clambered on top of him. I punched him in the face a couple of times, but he got his arms underneath me and threw me up in the air. I slammed into the roof of the second floor, the ceiling cracking around me. I caught myself and floated there. Jigsaw jumped up to knock me through to the third floor, but as he jumped up to get me I dodged out of the way.

      Jigsaw burst through the ceiling causing pieces of drywall to rain down on the second floor. I flew out off the second floor and up in front of the third floor balcony. I floated high above the ground, watching through the bookshelves as Jigsaw regained his composure and looked for me.

      I looked behind me and saw Selena and Ellie fighting the other Supers. They were holding their own, although there weren’t many of them in handcuffs. Avery had joined Drew, and the two of them were shooting Eximus into the fray.

      I turned my attention back towards Jigsaw as he stepped out from the bookshelf. We made eye contact, and he let out a roar in frustration. He ran towards the balcony, used the edge of the half-wall as a step, and launched himself towards me. I dodged out of the way easily, and Jigsaw turned and came for a second attack.

      He swung at me, and I blocked his punch and countered it easily. I went on the offensive and got a few knocks in before he started to return the favor. The two of us floated three stories above the ground inside the library, fighting each other like two boxers in a ring. Jigsaw was a good fighter, easily dodging my punches for the most part. I found it hard to get a few of my own in, but succeeded here and there. He was definitely a much more trained fighter than the Supers I’d faced recently. All the time Selena and I had been practiced meant that I wasn’t just some amateur fighter either. I could dish it out and take it in.

      After a few moments of back-and-forth, I landed a solid kick to Jigsaw, sending him soaring to the left side of the library. He slammed into some bookshelves, flying straight through a couple of them. I flew over to continue our fight—and hopefully end it. But whenever I got to the spot I saw him fly through, Jigsaw wasn’t there. I saw the bent metal of the bookshelf that finally stopped him, so I knew where he should’ve been.

      I looked up just in time to knock a book out of the way that had been barreling towards my face. I looked down the row and saw that four aisles away was Jigsaw, a smirk on his face as he threw another book my way. The book came flying at me fast. More than fast enough to kill a normal human. I punched it out of my way as I took off running towards Jigsaw.

      He flew another book at me, then another. Both, I knocked out of the way with ease. He started throwing them fast and harder, and I knocked them to the ground just as easily. He started to panic, now throwing two and three at a time. I laughed as I closed in on him. It was almost like we’d taken a break to play a game. I was just a few feet away from him now, and I jumped into the air, my fist barreling down on him like a heat seeking missile.

      Right before my punch connected, he held up a book to block it. My fist hid the front cover, and the pages exploded like it’d been rigged to blow. I punched straight through the book and right into Jigsaw’s chest. He slammed to the ground, and I grabbed him by the front of his shirt.

      I held him up and pushed him through one bookshelf, then we walked through another, and another. I used him like a battering ram, slamming him through one shelf after another. I reached the edge of the floor, and slammed his head into the balcony, breaking away a piece of the stone wall. I held him by his throat up against the balcony, my grip tight, squeezing the air from him. No oxygen meant his powers were weakening by the second.

      “What are you doing here?” I yelled loud in his face.

      He reached up and grabbed my wrists, trying to pull my hands from his throat. I was no much more powerful than him, as I was making sure he wasn’t getting any breath.

      “I’ll…kill…y—”

      I slammed his head on the balcony once again, interrupting his speaking. I pulled him back up to my face, the cut on his forehead struggling to heal. “One more time, Jigsaw, or else you’re going to be in for a really bad time.”

      Jigsaw opened his mouth to say something, his face turning blue. Before he could answer, a bolt of Eximus energy slammed into my side, sending me straight to the ground, my powers retreating.

      Jigsaw fell to his knees, gasping for air. I struggled to regain control of my body, but the electricity was still having its own way with me.

      “Son of a bitch!” Jigsaw yelled as he pulled himself up from the ground. He kicked me in my side, sending me sliding backwards across the ground. At least one of my ribs broke. The pain flared throughout me as I slid to a stop. I wanted to cry out, but the Eximus was still lingering. Just a few more seconds and my powers would be back.

      “Fall back boys!” I heard Jigsaw scream.

      Come on, I thought. Come on! I screamed in my mind. The Eximus only had a second or two longer before it would dissipate. I felt the pain in my side beginning to leave. I moved my fingers, then my toes. The Eximus was gone, I was back in control. I jumped to my feet, ready to get back into action. But when I looked around, all I saw were Drew, Avery, Selena, Ellie, and only four or five prisoners.

      Drew came running over to me. “Are you okay?” he yelled as he ran.

      “Yeah,” I said, out of breath. “Who shot me?” I asked, anger rising within me.

      I could tell from the look on his face that Drew didn’t want to answer that. “It was me,” he said, weak. “I watched Jigsaw reach for your cuffs,” he said, pointing to the Eximus handcuffs clipped to my pants. “I was trying to shoot him before he got the chance and used them on you. I missed though,” he said, looking away, his hand shaking with adrenaline. “I’m really sorry.”

      I wanted to be mad at him, but there was no reason to. He was trying to help, and had Jigsaw been able to take me out like that, it probably would’ve been bad for Drew and Avery, seeing as how they couldn’t heal themselves. Besides, it was the least Drew could’ve done after what happened a few days ago. I might not have wanted it to happen while I was in the middle of fighting an enemy, but I couldn’t say I didn’t deserve it. “Don’t worry about it,” I said, placing a hand on his shoulder. “Accidents happen. You made the right call.”

      Drew nodded, and Selena came flying up behind him. “Hey,” she said. “You good?”

      I nodded my head. “Yeah, I’m fine. That Jigsaw guy knows how to put up a fight.”

      “So do his men,” Selena said, looking back at where she’d come from. I followed her gaze and saw where the fight between her, Ellie, and Jigsaw’s men went down. The whole area was destroyed. Bookshelves were bent out of place, there were holes in the wall and ceiling, and pieces of paper floated over the edge of the balcony and down to the ground.

      “Sucks we had to destroy all these books,” Drew said, kicking at one that sat on the ground.

      I nodded my head. “Hopefully there weren’t any first editions,” I said. I walked past the two of them towards where Ellie and Avery were gathering up the prisoners. “Let’s go see if they need any help.”
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      We stood nearby the four Supers we’d captured. The Eximus handcuffs giving them a steady stream of energy, keeping them from breaking out. The forensic team along with some detectives were on the way in order to figure out exactly what Jigsaw and his men were doing there. We’d tried to question the prisoners, but they weren’t answering us. Ellie told us not to waste our energy and just let the “professionals” take care of them.

      The whole operation they had going on seemed like it was working well. Ellie and her team—or “our” team, as it now were—would go in and do the heavy lifting, while another team was sent out to clean up the mess and figure out exactly what was going on. Selena and I both agreed that it was nice not to  have to do everything ourselves.

      “How many times have attacks like these happened?” I asked Ellie. We were standing up against the balcony wall, the ground level three stories below us.

      She thought about it for a moment. “Five or six?” she looked to Avery for confirmation.

      Avery nodded her head. “They’re usually a lot more…involved than this one,” she said as she brushed a piece of her black hair out of her face.

      “What do you mean?” Selena asked.

      “Well, they’re usually the ones attacking us. Like we said when you first got here, they’re usually just testing us, trying to find weaknesses to exploit. This time though…I don’t know. It was different,” Ellie explained.

      “It seemed like they weren’t intending for a fight,” Drew said.

      I scoffed as I looked at the destruction that we’d caused around us. “Well, they got one.”

      “That’s for sure,” Ellie said. “It did seem like they were hiding something. Searching for something. I don’t know. Leopold would’ve been really good at figuring this type of stuff out.”

      “Where is he?” I asked.

      Ellie shook her head. “I’m not positive, but even if I was I wouldn’t be able to tell. Out on some sort of mission. Thomas and Nathan too. Not the smartest decision to send our main Supers off whenever we’re being attacked, although they all left before Jigsaw got here. Now you and your mates are here though, so we’ll be fine,” Ellie said. “We did pretty well together.”

      We all smiled and nodded. “Yeah, we make a pretty great team.”

      The large doors at the entrance to the library swung open and I looked over the edge of the balcony and saw a flood of government agents poor in.

      “Looks like our replacements are here,” Avery said. “I’ll go show them where we’re at.”

      “Thanks,” Ellie said as Avery walked towards the stairwell. She turned to us. “Not much longer now and we can all head back and get cleaned up.”

      “I think I’m going to read a book. In memory of our fallen comrades,” Drew said with a smirk.

      We laughed at him as we waited for the agents to make their way up to us and take the prisoners off our hands.

      

      ****

      

      An hour later and I was standing in my bathroom shower, my mind empty of all thoughts, enjoying the hot water running down my skin. I wanted to stay in there forever, but I knew I had to get out at some point. After a few more minutes, I shut the water off, and got out. I dried off and got dressed in a pair of basketball shorts and a black t-shirt.

      I left the bathroom and walked into my room, unsure of what I was going to do for the rest of the night. I was pretty tired, but didn’t feel like going to sleep just yet.

      A brown package sat on my bed with a note on it. I looked at the door and saw it was unlocked. Somebody must’ve come in and set it there for me. I sat down and looked at the note. It read:

      

      Figured you could use one of these so we don’t have to page you every time we need you :)

      -Ellie

      

      I opened the box up, and inside was a brand new cell phone sitting in its package. I couldn’t help but smile as I opened it up and pulled out the slick black device. It was brand new, not a single fingerprint on it.

      I turned the phone on, and went through the process of setting it all up. My number was long and confusing, very different from how the phone numbers in America were set up.

      A funny feeling fell over me. The phone felt alien in my hands. It’d been so long since I held one, much less used one. But as I looked at the four bars of signal I had, I thought I was going to tear up and cry. It sounds stupid, but it all just felt so normal, and that was something I hadn’t felt in a very long time. If I closed my eyes, I could imagine that I was back home on my parent’s farm in Ebon, Indiana, sitting on my bed, texting my friends.

      I got the idea that I might send out a mass text to as many phone numbers as I could remember, but that idea got squashed pretty quick. All the antennas had long since been destroyed. There was no way anybody in America was getting a signal.

      I then thought about checking and seeing if any of my friends had posted something to Facebook or Twitter. It would’ve been a few months old, but still, maybe I could see if they’d been able to get somewhere safe. The servers for all those websites were long gone though, so there was no chance.

      As I held a device in my hand that could connect me to the whole world, I felt hopelessly alone.

      A knock at the door shook me from my own thoughts. I jumped up and walked over to the door, checking through the peephole. Doug stood on the other side looking freshly showered. “Hey,” I said as I opened the door.

      “Hey man, gonna go get some food. Come with me, I wanna hear all about your fight with Jigsaw,” Doug said with an eager smile.

      Even though Doug—and most other teenagers, really—had to throw away their childish behaviors once Atlas rocked our worlds, every once in a while Doug would do something that would remind me that he’s just a fourteen year old kid. The excitement he had when it came to any story involving Supers was one of those things.

      “Sure,” I said. I shut my door behind me and locked it. “You get yourself one of these?” I said, showing Doug my phone.

      He smiled and nodded, pulling his own out of his pocket. “Yeah, while you were out being a superhero and fighting bad guys, I was setting up my shiny new cell phone. Who’s the new winner here?”

      I laughed and slipped the phone back in my pocket. “Definitely you, Doug. You’ll be out there fighting with us one day,” I said.

      “Will I though?” he asked with a raised eyebrow. “By the time we find out what the hell my powers are we’ll either have won the war, or be long dead.”

      “At least we know you have them,” I said. I looked around in the hallway. “Which one of these rooms are yours?” I asked.

      Doug stopped in his tracks and turned around. “Let me show you real quick, it’s back this way.”

      We turned and walked back down the way we came. We passed my room, and kept walking a few more doors down.

      “This is it,” he said, standing in front of the room four down from me. “If you ever need anything just knock.” He patted his pocket with a smile. “Or shoot me a text.”

      I was about to respond, but then I heard something that sounded like shouting. I paused for a moment, listening to hear where the sound was coming from. “Are you hearing that?” I asked.

      “What?”

      “Shouting.”

      Doug stopped and listened for a moment. We stood in the middle of the hallway while a couple of people walked past. After a few seconds he shrugged. “I think I hear something. Probably somebody’s superior yelling at them for doing a bad job.”

      I thought I recognized the voices though. I took a couple steps towards the voices. I wanted to use my super hearing to listen more, but I didn’t want to be eavesdropping. I just wanted to be sure that no one was in trouble. The voices got louder, and after walking down to the room two down from the elevator, I found where the voices were coming from.

      “They’re in here,” I whispered to Doug who stood behind me.

      “That’s Drew’s room,” he said with wide eyes.

      Well, now I had no choice but to listen, even if just for a few seconds. I had to be sure everything was okay.

      “Just stop talking for two seconds and listen to what I’m trying to say!” I recognized the voice instantly. Selena.

      I stopped listening immediately, not wanting to violate their privacy. I found that to be extremely difficult, however. Curiosity burned within me, and all the possibilities about what the two of them could be arguing about floated around my head.

      “What is it?” Doug said, tapping me on the back.

      I turned around and starting walking back down the hallway in the direction we were originally going, waving for Doug to follow. “It was Drew and Selena,” I said as we were walking.

      “Selena?” Doug said, confused. “What was she doing arguing with Drew?”

      I shook my head. “I have no clue. That’s really weird though, I don’t know what they could be arguing about.”

      We walked in silence for a few seconds, our minds wandering, trying to figure out all the possibilities.

      “Are they…?” Doug began.

      I looked at him, eyebrows and shoulders raised. “No telling. They haven’t acted like it. At least, I don’t think so.”

      “We should ask them.”

      “Are you kidding? You wanna ask Selena a question like that? She’ll pummel you bro. No joke, she wouldn’t let you finish your sentence.”

      Doug laughed and rubbed his eyes. “Man, this is so weird.”

      “You don’t know if it means anything.”

      “You don’t know if it doesn’t mean anything.”

      “What are you saying?” I waved him off. “Let’s just forget about it and get some food. I’m starving.”

      We walked towards the cafeteria, unable to think about anything else.

    

  




    
      
        
          20

        

        

    
    






          The Suit

        

      

    
    
      It was the next day and I’d just finished doing some shooting practice at the underground gun range with Avery and Eddie. I hadn’t seen Drew or Selena, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to yet. I was still trying to figure out what was going on between them—both good and bad.

      The obvious possibility was that they were in a relationship. That was weird to think about, but I mean, I guess I was happy for them. There were worse things that could be happening. Like their relationship going south. Which was exactly what was happening. At least, that was what it seemed like. Of course I could find out if I just asked them.

      And of course, that wasn’t going to happen.

      Avery clicked the button for the fifth floor, and the elevator began moving. “You guys want some lunch?” she asked.

      “I could use some,” I said.

      “Me too,” Eddie agreed.

      “You’re shooting is really good, Eddie,” I said after a few moments of silence. “I didn’t think you would do that well, seeing as you’re almost never away from your tools,” I teased.

      “Hey, don’t underestimate me. I’m loaded with skills,” he said, brushing his shoulders.

      “I have to admit, I was surprised too,” Avery said. “Kane and I could’ve used you whenever we were fighting Raven’s men.”

      I laughed, thinking back to that time a few weeks ago when it was just Avery and I, and a ton of Raven’s men inside the library on the military base. I wasn’t sure what it was with my enemies affinity for libraries. “Yeah, he was too busy having to have us rescue him from Raven’s men though,” I said.

      Avery and I laughed as the elevator doors opened, and Eddie crossed his arms in a fake pout. “You guys said,” he said with a smirk. “I discovered my powers whenever two assholes were bullying me. You two better watch out.”

      “Aw, he’s got an attitude and he discovered his powers while being bullied. How adorably cliche,” Avery said, batting her eyelashes at Eddie.

      Eddie’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment. He was a good sport though, and laughed it off. “We can’t all be badass and discover our powers while punching the only Super in the world in the face, then catching a hottie on her way to the ground.”

      Avery laughed, as did I, albeit uncomfortably. I didn’t like the way Eddie referred to Macy as a “hottie”. I didn’t like the feelings that even came up at the mention of her name.

      So I pushed them down and changed the conversation. “How about you, Avery?” I asked as we entered the small food court. “How’d you discover your powers?”

      Avery shook her head thinking about it. “It’s kind of…” she searched for the right word. “I’m not sure how to describe it, really.”

      “Then don’t describe what it’s like, just tell it!” Eddie said, nudging her on.

      “Okay, well to give you some background, my mum and dad immigrated to London from Iran when I was a young girl. I lived there long enough to know what it was like to be very poor; to have basically nothing. Anyways, when we moved here, my father started one of the first tech startups in Britain, and became very wealthy, which meant I went to a very preppy, rich school.”

      “Oh gosh, don’t tell Doug that. He’ll demand to meet your father immediately,” I said.

      Avery laughed. “Don’t worry, I’ll be sure to refrain.” We stepped forward in line, and she continued. “So, since I knew what it was like to be very poor and to have basically nothing, I overcompensated when I went to school. I wore my school uniform while there, but I always wore expensive clothes outside of class. I made fun of people who were more poor than I was, and flaunted money that wasn’t even mine.” Avery shook her head and hid her face in her hands. “Oh my gosh,” she said, laughing. “This is so embarrassing. I was terrible!”

      I chuckled with her. “Yeah, you’re not painting the best picture.”

      Avery punched my arm. “Shut up, you can’t tell me you never bullied anybody.”

      I shook my head. “I actually had a few bullies of my own,” I said, thinking back to Brian. Yet another person I never knew what happened to.

      “Anyways, I grew up just being the worst type of person. Even though I made fun of Eddie, I was your “mean girl” cliche in every way. Then graduation day came. A day I looked forward to forever. I spent hours having professionals do my hair and makeup, spent way too much money on the dress I was going to wear under my gown, and then an entirely different outfit for the graduation party. But then before the ceremony began,  I turned invisible. I don’t know how I did it, why I did it, and I definitely didn’t know how to stop doing it.”

      Eddie’s eyes grew wide. “You mean you missed your graduation?”

      Avery nodded. “Yep, missed the whole thing. Talk about karma.”

      “How did you end up working here?” Eddie asked.

      I wanted to hear this story as well, but my phone buzzed in my pocket. It was amazing how fast I became used to that feeling again. I looked at the screen and had a text from Ellie.

      

      Hey, need to talk to you in my office. Come by as soon as you can.

      

      “Hey guys, gotta run,” I said.

      “Right in the middle of this story? How rude,” Eddie said, turning his nose up with a smile.

      I rolled my eyes. “I’ll catch you later.”

      I walked down the hallway towards Ellie’s. It was a weird thing, going to meet someone in their office when they’re the same age as me. I wasn’t sure what to expect. Did she have a new mission for us to go on already?

      I reached the door on the other side of the elevators. It had a plaque on it that read Ellie Montgomery. I knocked, and waited a moment.

      “Come in,” Ellie said on the other side, her crisp British accent cutting through the door clear as day.

      I opened it and stepped inside. “Hey, everything okay?” I asked.

      Ellie nodded. “Yes, I just thought you’d probably want an update on the investigative team’s findings on the library.”

      “Oh, right,” I said sitting down in a chair, eager to hear more.

      “Well, it’s definitely strange,” she said, leaning on her desk. “It looks as if they were searching for something.”

      I cocked my head to the side. “Searching? Do they know what for?”

      Ellie shook her head. “Not exactly. That section of the library though is where some history books are held.”

      “What kind of history?”

      “The twelfth and thirteenth century,” Ellie explained.

      I sat back, trying to figure out what it could mean. “That’s two hundred years of history. There’s no telling what they could be searching for, is there?”

      “No, unfortunately not.”

      “What about the Supers we captured, are they giving up any information?” I asked.

      “They’re keeping their mouths shut. We’re doing everything we can. Some of the higher ups are starting to put pressure on us to take more drastic measures,” she said, averting her eyes.

      “You mean torture?”

      Ellie nodded, the subject making her uncomfortable. “We’re exhausting all of our options before it comes to that, however.”

      “Well, hopefully Jigsaw shows his face soon and we’ll be able to find out exactly what it is he’s doing here. I think it’s safe to assume that testing your forces isn’t the only thing they’re up to. Not unless they’re testing the skills of your investigative team.”

      Ellie scoffed and smiled. “Yeah, I don’t quite think figuring out whether or not we can put clues together and dust for fingerprints is their devious master plan.” She pulled out one of the drawers in her desk. “I have one last thing for you before I have to go.” She reached in and pulled out a familiar looking leather blue suit. “I believe you know what this is,” she said as she pushed the outfit across the table.

      I stood from my seat and picked it up. The dark blue leather felt smooth to the touch. “It’s my Tempest outfit,” I said with a smile. It was like being reacquainted with an old friend. “I feel like it’s been a lifetime since I’ve seen one of these.”

      “Our people had one made for you. We think it’d be good if you wore it whenever you go out as a Super. Try and reassure our citizens,” Ellie explained.

      “Are you sure it’d reassure them? I thought you guys said you didn’t want them to know Supers were flying around their city?”

      “Well, they already know there’s the bad Supers flying around. It’d be good for them to know there was a good one about as well,” she said.

      I rubbed the suit between my fingers, thinking about all the fun times I had wearing one—and the not so fun times. It felt like it’d been forever since I was wearing this outfit and flying around as Tempest, back when it was just Richter and I. Even though those weren’t the best of times for the Earth, they were much better than the ones we were in. I would’ve exchanged now for then any day of the week. Even if it meant Richter and I would be fighting each other from now until eternity.

      “So you think you’ll wear it?” Ellie said.

      It took me a moment to answer. Even though the suit reminded me of good times, it also reminded me of the people who made it. My parents, as a token of their undying support. They knew I’d do what was right, and I knew I would too with them by my side. Now they were who knows where. I wanted to believe they were okay, as did Selena and everybody else. But we had no way of knowing.

      I thought of the people I wore it for. The people I no longer had in my life. Michael, my oldest friend, and the first personal casualty in my war. Macy, the girl I was in love with. Saving her was the whole reason I discovered my powers. But then—just once—I wasn’t there to catch her. I couldn’t save her. Then there was Samantha. She said herself that I was the one who gave her hope. The hope she needed to contact me in the desert all that time ago when I was fighting Richter. Now she was missing, and I was trusting in some mystical Super that I would be told her location.

      All that baggage and loads more was packing into the fibers of the suit I held in my hand. Did I really want to put all that on again?

      “Kane?” I heard Ellie say, breaking me from my trance. She placed a hand on my shoulder.

      I realized I’d been crying. I wiped off the two tears that’d raced each other down my cheeks. “Sorry,” I said with an awkward chuckle. “Just a lot of memories with this thing.”

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to spring this on you,” she said. “You don’t have to wear it if you want to.” She reached for the outfit.

      “No,” I said, pulling it back. “It’s okay, I understand. Let me think about it, okay?”

      Ellie gave me a comforting smile and squeezed my shoulder. “Okay, you do that.”

      I turned and walked out of her office, holding a relic to my past in my hands.
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          Still Believe

        

      

    
    
      “Hey, what’s that?” I heard someone ask as they walked up behind me.

      I glanced over my shoulder and saw Samantha. My heart skipped a beat and I did a double take. Selena. It was just Selena. “I—uh,” I stuttered, still trying to recover from thinking I saw Samantha. I held up the suit to her as we walked. “They made me this replica of my Tempest suit. They think I should wear it, but I’m not too sure.”

      Selena laughed. “Oh man, I remember the first time I saw you wearing that thing on the news. I thought it was so cheesy.”

      I smirked, wanting to stay engaged in the conversation, but too weirded out by the fact I thought I saw Samantha. I could’ve sworn she was the one walking up behind me, her blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail, bouncing behind her as she walked. “Yeah, it’d feel weird putting this thing back on.”

      “Are you going to?” she asked.

      I stopped in front of the door to my room. I shrugged as I retrieved the keys from my pocket and unlocked the door. “Maybe. I don’t know.”

      “If it were me, I wouldn’t. But you’re not as cool as me so it’s whatever,” she said, sarcasm evident in her voice. “Catch you later,” she said as she turned and walked away.

      I opened the door and locked it behind me. After tossing the outfit on my bed, I went to the bathroom. I turned the water in the sink on cold, and took a handful of it in my hand, splashing it on my face. The cold water tried the best it could to clear the fog from my mind, but I still couldn’t take my mind off the fact that I thought I saw Samantha.

      My feelings turned from confusion to a weird sort of happy. I’d accepted it wasn’t her, so instead I was relishing the fact that I got to “see” her, even for a split second. It was as if I saw a picture of her, except the picture was life size and walking towards me. I cursed myself for turning away from her so fast and not lingering for a few more seconds. I was just so thrown off guard I didn’t know what to do.

      Once my thoughts went down the track of thinking about Samantha, there was little I could do to stop it. I couldn’t help but wonder about where she was, whether or not she was aware of anything—which was my nice way of saying conscious or unconscious. If she was conscious, she would’ve been talking to me, right? Was there some reason she wasn’t communicating? The only reason I could think is if she wasn’t able to.

      I didn’t like thinking about that, but I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about her. So instead I turned my thoughts to thinking about good times. My brain instantly went to the moment before Selena and I left for London, when she kissed me.

      “That didn’t mean anything,” she’d said immediately afterwards. I chuckled as I shook my head. She was so scared her powers wouldn’t be strong enough to reach me all the way in London, and wanted to do anything she could to give us the strongest connection possible.

      Well, she had no trouble talking to both Selena and myself while we were over here, and I didn’t see her giving Selena any meaningless kisses. She had no reason to fear. I believed in her, and she’d come through.

      “I still believe in you,” I whispered.

      My stomach growled, and I remembered that I actually never got anything to eat. I grabbed a towel, dried my face off, and switched off the bathroom light as I walked out.

      I opened the door to my room, and almost jumped out of my skin when I saw Ellie standing there, her fist raised as she was about to knock on the door.

      “You scared the hell out of me,” I said, laughing as I grabbed my chest.

      “I’m so, so, sorry,” Ellie said as she laughed. “I forgot to tell you something and wanted to before I forgot.”

      “What is it?” I asked as my laughter died down.

      “Well, my parents live nearby, and they wanted to cook a big dinner for you and your friends. I told them we were way too busy, but they just wanted me to ask. Just to say thanks for all you guys are doing,” she said.

      “Of course, we’d love to,” I said. “I’ll let everybody else know. When is it?”

      “I’ll find out from them when I tell them you’re coming. They’re going to be thrilled. It’d be good to get out of this building for reasons that don’t include defending the city from The Legion,” Ellie said.

      “I think I’ll have to agree with that.”

      “I’ll text you when I have the details,” she said as she stepped away.

      “Okay, sounds good! See you later,” I said as she walked out of my room, closing the door behind me.

      

      ****

      

      That night I entered my room, eager for sleep. I’d spent the last couple of hours hanging out with Avery and Doug, talking and laughing around a booth in the food court. We told Avery about our Selena and Drew suspicions, and she said she’d keep an eye on them because she’s really good at figuring people out. They both scolded me for not asking Selena about the argument while I talked to her in the hallway after meeting with Ellie. Of course I didn’t tell them that I was too distracted by the fact that I saw Samantha, so I just took their grief and suddenly hoped they’d forget about the whole thing.

      After brushing my teeth, I changed into a pair of sweatpants and a fresh t-shirt. I walked over to my bed and picked up the Tempest outfit. It had been sitting there untouched since I tossed it aside earlier. I held it in my hands, and even considered trying it on. I realized that it probably wouldn’t even fit. How did they know my exact dimensions? They had plenty of reference photos and videos to choose from, of course, but still, I decided it wasn’t worth my time. I tossed the outfit onto my desk and climbed into bed, trying not to think about the time when I was Tempest. When I was really a superhero, and not an eighteen year old fighting a war and was in over his head way more than he knew.
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          A Rude Awakening

        

      

    
    
      An alarm blaring woke me from my sleep.

      I jumped from my bed while the noise shrieked around my room, a red light above my door flashing. I changed out of my night clothes and got dressed in less than a second. I picked up my phone from on top of my dresser and dialed Ellie’s number as I exited my room.

      Red lights flashed around the hallway. People stampeded down the hall towards the stairs. I searched around for anybody I knew that could tell me what was going on.

      “Kane, where are you?” Ellie said in my ear.

      I realized she’d answered. “I’m leaving my room. What’s going on?”

      “Get downstairs as soon as you can. Jigsaw is here, and he’s got hostages.”

      I took off running, but not downstairs. Not yet. I burst into Doug’s room, but he wasn’t there. I ran to Drew’s about to barge in, but then I thought back to the other night. I slammed my fist on it, and the door swung open. Drew was standing there, half dressed, trying to pull his shoes on.

      “What’s going on?” he asked, his eyes wide.

      “Jigsaw. He’s got hostages. Have you seen Doug? He’s not in his room,” I asked, trying to figure out where he could be.

      Drew shook his head. “I just woke up,” he said, looking down at the fact that he wasn’t fully dressed.

      “Right, of course,” I said. “You find everybody and make sure they get to safety. I’m going down to take care of Jigsaw.”

      “Okay, don’t worry I’ll find everybody,” he said.

      I left Drew and ran down the stairs as fast as I could. I swerved between people in the crowded stairwell as they moved in slow motion, their faces frozen and filled with fear. I had to make sure I didn’t touch anybody, since anything moving at hundreds of miles an hour touching you usually didn’t end very well, even if it was a small tap.

      I grabbed a hold of the hand rail, and lifted myself up and over the edge of the stairwell, falling five stories down to the first floor. People continued running down the stairs towards the basement where the emergency shelters were located. I, on the other hand, ran out the door, and found Doug.

      He was sitting with Avery to his right, along with a dozen or so other government agents, explosives rigged on and around them. They were surrounded by a bunch of Jigsaw’s men, with Jigsaw himself standing in front, a gun in one hand and detonator in the other.

      There was a gap of a hundred feet or so before there was a line of soldiers, their guns aimed at Jigsaw. I looked behind them and saw Ellie standing nearby Mr. Auder and Ms. Ava, along with a whole contingent of superior officers.

      I ran over to them, finding it hard to take my eyes off Doug. He didn’t see me yet, but I could see the look of fear on his face easily.

      “Kane, let me debrief you on the situation,” Ellie said when she saw me approach. She pulled me aside and began to explain. “This morning Jigsaw and his men hit us like a whirlwind. They flew through and grabbed as many hostages as they could while others rigged the explosives. They were all set up so fast our heads were spinning. I tried ringing your mobile, but you wouldn’t answer, but I guess when we pulled the alarm that did the trick.”

      “I’m sorry, I had my phone on silent. Not used to having one of them again,” I explained. “What does he want? Why haven’t you just taken him out yet?”

      Ellie pointed towards Jigsaw, and that’s when I saw it. He was wearing some sort of wetsuit looking thing that flowed with Eximus. “If anybody touches him, their powers are gone. Nobody’s going to be able to get close without him letting his thumb off the detonator. He hasn’t listed his demands yet. All this has happened within the last few minutes, but we should know more soon.”

      Right when Ellie finished getting me caught up on the situation, Selena came running over to us. “Hey, what’s going on?” she asked, her gaze focused on the hostages.

      As Ellie filled her in, I walked over to the line of soldiers who had their guns trained on Jigsaw and his men. I surveyed the situation, trying to figure out if there was any way I could end this all right then and there.

      Jigsaw’s men were surrounding the hostages in a semicircle, their back against the wall. Jigsaw stood in front of them all, the detonator in his head, his eyes glowing bright and blue. His thumb was pressed down on its button, and if he let any pressure off, the hostages were going to go boom. I looked close and saw the Eximus flowing across his suit like it was a fence keeping out Supers. As evidenced by the fact that his eyes were glowing bright and blue, he still had his powers. The suit must’ve worked in a way that the Eximus stayed on the outside, and the inside was insulated.

      I looked over at Doug who sat huddled on the ground next to Avery. He was watching Jigsaw, but his eyes wandered from him to the soldiers. That’s when the two of us made eye contact and he smiled. I did my best to give him a reassuring look. From the look on his face I could tell he knew I was going to save him.

      Now I just needed to figure out how I was actually going to do that.

      “What do we have here?” Jigsaw said finally.

      I turned and realized he was looking straight at me. I pushed the soldiers in front of me aside and stepped out into the open. I looked over my shoulder and saw Mr. Auder’s and Ms. Ava’s disapproving glances. I hoped just jumping the gun and stepping out there wasn’t going to come back and bite me. “What do you want?” I asked.

      Jigsaw grinned. “Straight to the point. I like it. I’m glad you made it here in time for the show.” Jigsaw shifted on his feet, his grip on the detonator tightening. “My demands are simple,” he said, his voice raising as he addressed everyone in the room. “I want something you have. I have something you want.” He gestured to the hostages. “I’m proposing an exchange.”

      “What is that you want exactly?” I asked.

      “I want access to the government’s classified archives, specifically in regards to items and artifacts of unknown use or origin,” Jigsaw said.

      “What, you lose a trinket?” I asked. My joke probably had bad timing, given the fact that Jigsaw held a detonator in his hands. Still, I couldn’t help myself.

      Jigsaw spat on the ground next to him. “Of course you wouldn’t understand, Kane Andrews. What is it Atlas said to you? ‘You’re falling behind’?” Jigsaw said.

      The words of Atlas echoed in my mind. He said that right as he took the asthenés plásma from Raven, moments after killing him. The same time I saw his amulet for the first time. And now he’s sent one of his lieutenants searching after some sort of artifact that the British government had? I had pieces to a puzzle, I just didn’t know how to put them all together. “You’re going to let the hostages go, Jigsaw. And you’re not getting anything.”

      Jigsaw shook his head and laughed. “That’s not for you to decide, Tempest. Last I checked, you’re an American. You have no business saying what the British government does or does not release.

      “No, he doesn’t,” Ms. Ava said, stepping forward, casting me a disapproving glance. “But neither do we. We can’t just release classified government documents and items to a madman. Even if we wanted to, it’s not our authority. Unlike America, we still have a government. A hierarchy.”

      “Well either you get on the phone with the people who have the authority, or my men and I start killing enough people until you’re at the top of the food chain and can make that call.” Jigsaw gestured towards me. “Just ask Kane here. Killing government officials is something we’re good at.”

      Ms. Ava wasn’t sure what to say. She thought for a moment, cleared her throat, and spoke. “I’ll see what I can do.” She turned and walked back behind the front line.

      I turned and followed her, the line of soldiers opening before me and closing behind. I grabbed her arm and she turned around, yanking it from my grasp. “You can’t give in to these men. Trust me, whatever they’re looking for, if they get it it’s not going to be good.”

      “What would you have me do? Shoot the Prime Minister myself?” Ms. Ava said, wanting to yell but keeping her voice down. “No, you may be okay with America turning into a wasteland, but I won’t let that happen to Britain without putting up a fight.”

      “This isn’t putting up a fight. This is giving in to fear. Just give me a cha—”

      “—A chance? We have no chances to give. One thing goes wrong and Jigsaw doesn’t give us another try. You stay out of this. This is business of the British Government. If you’re caught interfering, I’ll have you thrown into prison with Eximus chains on conspiracy to commit terrorism.” With that, Ms. Ava marched away.

      I stood there fuming. People were trying not to stare at me, but they couldn’t help it. I probably seemed like I was a gasket about to blow. I couldn’t believe how I was being treated. Did Ms. Ava not remember that one of my closest friends was a hostage? Did she really think I’d just sit around while—whether she knew it or not—was about to aide Atlas in his mission?

      If she thought I was going to sit around, if she thought her threats meant anything to me, she was about to be in for a rude awakening.
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      “This is bullshit,” Selena said as I walked over to where she and Ellie were standing.

      “It is. We have to figure something out before they’re given access to whatever they want,” I said.

      Ellie’s phone buzzed. “Oh shit,” she said. “They’ve found explosives rigged all around the building.” She looked up at us. “If Jigsaw lets go of that detonator, it’s not just the hostages that are going to go up in flames, it’s this whole building. Our whole operation will be set back months.”

      “There’s no way they’re not going to give him what he wants now,” Selena said.

      I rubbed my eyes, trying to think of a solution. “And if he does get whatever it is they’re searching for, it’s going to be bad for everyone on Earth not part of The Legion of Richter.”

      “What do you mean?” Selena asked, her voice lowering.

      “Jigsaw repeated something to me that Atlas said when he took the asthenés plásma. ‘You’re falling behind’. That’s the same time I saw the amulet that he wore. That, the plasma, and now whatever artifact Jigsaw is searching for? They’re all connected somehow. Atlas knows something that I don’t. Something big, hence the fact that I’m “falling behind”. We can’t let him get whatever it is he’s searching for,” I said.

      “You think maybe that’s why he’s been laying low since his initial outburst? He’s been searching for all these things? The amulet, asthenés plásma whatever he’s looking for?” Selena asked, gesturing towards Jigsaw.

      “I can’t know for sure, but it makes sense.”

      “Kane, you know who else is connected to the plasma,” Selena said, raising an eyebrow.

      “I know, I know,” I said waiving off her suspicions towards Athena. “That’s not important right now. What’s important right now is that we stop Jigsaw getting his hands on whatever it is that will lead him to what he’s searching for.” I turned to Ellie. “I know that by helping us it’s technically treason for you.”

      Ellie nodded. “Yes, but from the sounds of it,  not helping you I’d be betraying the good of mankind.”

      “Well, kinda dramatic, but yes essentially,” Selena said.

      “Alright, let’s figure us out a plan.”

      “Okay, first thing’s first, we have to figure out a way to get that detonator out of Jigsaw’s hands,” Ellie said.

      I looked over my shoulder across the large foyer where Jigsaw stood, detonator in hand. I couldn’t just run up and take it from him. We had to figure out some way to deactivate. And the only person I knew that would know how to remotely do so had a few pounds of explosives strapped to his chest.

      “If only that Eximus could short circuit it somehow,” Selena said, thinking out loud.

      Something clicked in my head. I turned to look back at her. “Do you know where Eddie is?”

      She thought about it for a moment. “He’s probably in the workshop. It’s in the basement so it might not have even gone to the emergency shelters.”

      “Okay, I’ll be right back. Don’t let them hand anything over to Jigsaw,” I said. I turned and ran towards the stairwell so fast no one saw me. It was tempting to just run over and grab Doug and Avery as I watched them, frozen in time. But Jigsaw would immediately blow the whole place up. No, I had to be patient and follow the plan that was beginning to form in my mind.

      

      ****

      

      I entered the workshop, the bright lights lighting up the spotless metal tables. Eddie was in the back, messing around with some equipment at one of the empty workbenches they let him use. I ran over to him. “You didn’t go to the shelter when the alarm was going off?”

      He rolled his eyes. “That thing? It wouldn’t shut up. I fried it,” he said pointed over his shoulder to the blackened speaker that once shrieked the alarm. “I’m safe down here anyways.”

      “Well, I might need your help up there,” I said, pointing at the ceiling above. I filled Eddie in on the situation. “I was thinking you could use your electric powers to fry the detonator—maybe even his Eximus suit while you’re at it. Then we could move in and rescue the hostages while taking care of Jigsaw and his men.”

      Eddie shook his head. “I’d never be able to get close enough before Jigsaw would cause the whole place to explode. I’d have to be right on top of his in order to get the electricity to arc the right way anyways. Sure it might get Jigsaw, but it also might fry some of the hostages too.” Eddie held up a finger. “But I think I might have something.” He pulled out a drawer, and picked up a silver cylindrical device that was about as thick as my thumb and as long as my middle finger. “It’s the electricity grenade I was telling you about. I can load this one with just enough charge to fry the circuits, but not so much that it’d turn anyone else around it to toast.”

      “I thought you said you were still working on these things?” I said as I took it from his hand. The device didn’t look quite as haphazard and thrown together as the one he’d made in the garage in Texas, but I was still wary. We only had one chance—nothing could go wrong.

      “I’ve been able to work out most of the kinks using the equipment they’ve got here,” he said, gesturing around him.

      “Most of the kinks?” I asked, unsure of his plan.

      “Yeah. It’ll be fine, just be sure you hit your target. I don’t think Jigsaw’s going to give you a second chance.”

      “So I’ve heard,” I said. “Just throw it at my target? I don’t need to push any buttons?”

      Eddie shook his head. “It’s force activated. Once it hits something it’ll go boom. That being said, don’t trip on your way back up there.” He held his hand out. “Give it here, I’ll fill it up with a charge.”

      I handed the pill-shaped grenade over, and Eddie filled it up with the appropriate amount of energy. He handed the device back to me, and I held it carefully in my hands. “You might want to get out of here, just in case I miss,” I said.

      “Yeah, I guess I better go to the evacuation bunker. Just to be safe. Still, please don’t miss.”

      “Don’t worry, I’ve got it under control,” I said. I ran out of the workshop and back up the stairs to the first floor.

      The situation still looked the same. The hostages were still huddled together covered with bombs and surrounded by Supers, while Jigsaw still had his hand on the detonator for the explosives.

      I ran over to Selena and Ellie who were standing towards the side of the gathering of soldiers and agents.

      “So? What’d you find?” Selena asked.

      I showed her the device in my hand and explained what it does to the two of them.

      “You’re going to short circuit the detonator? That’s a risky move. What if you miss?” Ellie asked.

      “I won’t miss,” I said. “I’ll run right up to him and practically smash it on him. You guys run in and get the hostages to safety. If we move fast enough, we can have them out of there before Jigsaw and his men have any idea what’s going on,” I said.

      Selena and Ellie exchanged glances, trying to gage what each other thought about my plan.

      “I don’t have any other ideas,” Ellie said.

      Selena nodded. “Okay then, we’ll do it.”

      I took a deep breath and held the electricity grenade up in my hand. “Let’s hope this thing works.” I looked at the two of them. “Ready?”

      They both nodded.

      “Okay. In three…two…one…now!”
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      Everything slowed around me. My eyes focused on my target: Jigsaw’s hand. I held the electricity grenade above my head, ready to smash it down on the detonator. I bounded across the room, just a few feet away from him.

      A thought crossed my mind.

      What if this doesn’t work?

      I pushed it out of my mind. I gritted my teeth as I reached Jigsaw. It had to.

      I smashed the silver device down on the detonator, and the grenade exploded, electricity arcing from it in slow motion. I stopped moving, and everything moved at real time.

      The electricity ran from the device and through Jigsaw’s suit. He threw the detonator to the ground. It was now just a black smoking piece of junk. The shock from the grenade was enough to fry the Eximus generator in his suit.

      I grabbed Jigsaw by the throat before he had any idea what was going on, and slammed him into the ground. “Why don’t you tell me what you were looking for?” I asked with a smirk. “Maybe I can help you find it.”

      Jigsaw’s eyes grew wide with anger. He seethed, spit flying from his mouth. He reached for the charred detonator, but I kicked it and it exploded in a puff of ash. He let out a shot and pushed me off him.

      I looked behind me and saw that Selena and Ellie had gotten all of the hostages out. They stood behind me, our backs to each other. We were ready for a fight.

      “Prepare to fire!” I heard someone shout to my right. I looked and saw the line of soldiers prepare their Eximus blasters.

      Jigsaw didn’t hesitate. He charged for the soldiers, ready to take them all out before they even had the chance to fire a blast. I dove after him, but he was fast. The world around us slowed as we raced to be the first to reach our goals. Jigsaw was just inches away from the first soldier, a young boy who was still tightening his gun against his chest. He had no idea what was coming right at him.

      I grabbed a hold of Jigsaw’s ankle just inches away from the young man. I pulled him down, and he slammed to the ground, sending cracks through the ground and rubble flying through the air. The soldiers close to him fell backwards to the ground, shaken and terrified.

      I pulled Jigsaw right back towards me, and right before his body hit mine I slammed him into the ground again. Jigsaw hit the ground and rolled backwards, making a quick recovery.

      The soldiers aimed their weapons, and began firing at will. Jigsaw was expecting it though, and he dodged the blasts easily. He flew towards me, and placed his feet on my chest. He used me as a launching pad, the force of him shooting himself out the front of the building sending me flying backwards. His henchmen followed suit.

      “Follow them!” I shouted to Ellie and Selena as I picked myself off the ground, but they were already on their way.

      The henchmen flew out the front of the building, each making their own door as they burst through the stonewall to the outside. I flew up behind Selena and Ellie and we exited through one of the holes Jigsaw’s men made. We scanned the area, but once they made it outside they must’ve hit it into high gear. There wasn’t a sign of them anywhere.

      “I’ll go to the right,” Ellie said, flying off in her direction.

      “You go straight, I’ll look to the left,” Selena said right before she flew away.

      I flew as fast as I could, my eyes scanning the early London morning. I searched for any sign of The Legion, but wherever they went, they went in a hurry. Jigsaw must’ve picked his men based on speed, because they had to have been flying at close to a thousand miles an hour to disappear so fast.

      I scanned the street below, but I couldn’t see anybody, much less Jigsaw and his men.

      But then something caught my eye. I saw a young woman running across the street. Blonde hair. Pony tail. Wearing glasses, from the looks of it. I flew in closer, my heart beating fast. The girl turned around, looking over her shoulder to be sure there wasn’t anyone following.

      It was her.

      Samantha.

      I forgot about everything else. The attack we’d just suffered disappeared from my mind as fast as Jigsaw himself.

      I flew down in front of the woman, and she shrieked in shock. My heart sank as I realized it wasn’t her. The woman didn’t even have blonde hair, it was brunette. She looked about fifteen to twenty years Samantha’s senior, too.

      “I’m sorry,” I stammered, feeling embarrassed.

      She cursed at me in another language as she turned to run away.

      I stood there in the London street. I should’ve been thinking what was wrong with me. I should’ve been wondering why it seemed like I was going crazy.

      But instead, I couldn’t help but feel sad that it wasn’t Samantha.

      Selena came flying down in front of me. “I got nothing,” she said as she jogged over. “I heard someone yell though. You find anything?”

      I shook my head, remembering the task at hand. “No,” I said. “I think they got away.”

      “Son of a bitch,” Selena cursed, kicking at the ground. “There’s something going on, Kane. Something we need to get to the bottom of quick before we’re buried by it.”

      I sighed as I held my hands up to my face, trying to think. I felt something looming in my subconscious. Something tickling at the back of my mind. Like a chill that was supposed to go down my spine but got lost and went to my head. I didn’t know what to say to Selena. I knew she was right, but I didn’t know where to begin with that.

      “We need to get back and check on Doug and Avery. Then we can figure out what we need to do,” I said. I took off, making my way back to headquarters, unsure whether or not I’d be welcomed back.
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      I woke up the next day in the same bed as the day before. Mr. Auder and Ms. Ava weren’t happy with the way I handled things, but they were thankful for the outcome. Mostly because I resolved everything before they had to go asking the superiors for permission to give classified documents to a Super terrorist. That definitely would not have reflected well on them.

      As far as everyone not in that building is concerned, I carried out orders given to me by the British government. Thankfully I didn’t care for recognition. All I cared about is that my friends were alright, and that I didn’t get tossed out of England.

      After getting dressed and brushing my teeth, I left my room and headed for the food court where I was going to be meeting everybody for breakfast. Everybody being Drew, Selena, Doug, Eddie, Avery, and Ellie, of course. We spent most of the day before cleaning up and helping getting things back in order, so we didn’t really have time to discuss the events.

      I walked into the large open room, and saw that everybody had already gotten their food and a table. I walked over and Ellie had saved me a spot next to her.

      “I went ahead and got your food,” Drew said.

      I looked down at my plate. Bacon, toast, hashbrowns, pancakes—and most importantly—no eggs. “You know me well,” I said with a smile. I realized it was the first time in a while I’d smiled. Yesterday was definitely not the day for that. After Jigsaw’s attack and then thinking I saw Samantha again, I’d been in a weird mood, to say the least. “Thanks man,” I said as I sat down.

      Something behind me began to beep. I looked over my shoulder and at the other side of the room saw a construction crew installing some sort wiring. “What are they doing?” I asked.

      “They’re installing a sort of makeshift Eximus wiring to try and keep Supers from getting inside,” Ellie explained before she took a sip of her orange juice.

      “So looks like we’re going to have to take the front door from now on,” Doug said.

      “You must’ve gotten a lot of supplies from the STF in order to do that,” I said.

      Ellie nodded. “We did, but we’re actually breaking down a lot of it in order to power this project. It’s something we’ve been working towards for a while, but our plans got a bit accelerated after yesterday.”

      I nodded along with what she was saying as I took a bite of my food. I didn’t want to say it, but I didn’t like the idea. If it could keep Supers out, then it could also be used to keep Supers in. After the way Ms. Ava acted yesterday, threatening to take action against me, what little trust I had in her was pretty much gone. It’s not like it’d work if it ever came to that, though. I could just tunnel through the ground and get out that way. But I was getting ahead of myself, it’d probably never come to that. I was just on edge after the events of the day before.

      “So I have something pretty cool to tell you guys,” Drew said. All attention turned to him, everyone curious as to what he could be talking about. “I’ve been talking to some of the doctors and scientists around here, and they think they’re going to be able to remove my Eximus implants.”

      I grinned as everyone offered their congratulations. “That’s good to hear, man,” I said. “I’m happy for you.”

      “Thanks. I just had a lot of regrets about joining the STF. Plus there’s no telling what they can do with all this equipment inside of me. They might decide to take control of me, blow me up, who knows. Not to mention what it’s going to do for my long term health,” Drew said.

      “I’m really proud of you,” Selena said. Everyone watched them as they exchanged a glance before looking away, aware of everyone’s eyes on them.

      “I guess I can see your point, but it kinda sucks,” Doug said. “You’re like a step away from being a Super, and you’re giving it up!”

      “Dude, you’re an actual Super. Don’t worry about me,” Drew said.

      “Am I though? Sooner or later we’re gonna find out that my power is I can hold my pee for a really long time,” Doug said, sinking back into his chair.

      “Well, can you?” I asked.

      “Oh yeah, like two days.” Doug smirked and acted as if it was something to be proud of.

      “That’s really not healthy,” Eddie said.

      “Dude, killin’ my vibe.”

      “How dangerous is the procedure?” Avery asked, bringing us back on topic.

      Drew shrugged. “They sound pretty confident. They obviously can’t say one hundred percent one way or the other. They haven’t been able to do as many tests as they wanted, like an MRI and stuff. But, you know, metal under the skin doesn’t react very well to magnets outside it.”

      “Ouch. That’s a good point,” Ellie said.

      I was about to press him more on the subject, when someone caught my eye. I half expected it to be Samantha for a split second, and I’m not sure if who it actually ended up being was better or worse.

      Athena stood at the entrance to the hallway that led to the rooms, watching me with intense eyes. Her white robes flowed behind her as if they were being blown by a giant invisible fan.

      I looked down at my food, wanting to finish it so badly. But I knew Athena couldn’t wait. “I’ll be right back guys,” I said as I stood, not even offering an excuse.

      I locked eyes with Athena, not looking away as I walked towards her. When I got close she smiled and turned away, leading me down the hall. I wasn’t sure how I felt about talking to her again. Last time I did she just confused and frustrated me. I doubted she’d be offering any amazing insight this time.

      She reached the door to my bedroom and walked straight through, which made sense seeing as she was just a vision in my mind. I, on the other hand, being one hundred percent real, had to unlock and open the door like some sort of animal.

      “Hello, Kane,” she said as I stepped in.

      I shut the door behind me and faced her. She stood in the middle of the room, smiling at me with pride. “Hello.”

      “You’re doing a great job reacting to Jigsaw’s attacks.”

      “Well that’s what you wanted, isn’t it? For me to stop him?” I asked, annoyed.

      Athena nodded and began pacing. “Yes, but I’m afraid you’re doing nothing to dispel him from the country all together.” She stopped to look at me. “I understand by now you’ve realized he’s searching for something, yes?”

      I nodded my head. “I’m assuming that if Atlas wants it, it’s something along the lines of the amulet he wears, or the asthenés plásma you live in.”

      Athena winced, but played it off. “Yes, you could say it’s along the same lines. You must understand,” she said, her face turning serious. The lights in the room seemed to dim just a bit. “Jigsaw mustn’t be able to retrieve the artifact he’s searching for. Atlas cannot get his hands on it.”

      “Yeah, I figured as much,” I said. “Any idea where I can find it?”

      Athena laughed like I was a child who’d just asked a ridiculous question. “Kane, if I knew where the artifact was located, I would’ve just had you get it in the first place.”

      I sighed. “I was afraid you were going to say that. Is there anything you can do to at least help me out? Can you tell me where Jigsaw’s located, at least?”

      “I cannot do that. But I will tell you this.” Athena took a step towards me. “You must act soon or else Jigsaw will find the artifact. If he does, it will not end well. I may be powerful, but I will not be able to do anything to stop Atlas.”

      Frustration bubbled inside of me. “Stop Atlas from doing what? Why won’t you tell me anything, yet you expect me to trust and follow your every word.”

      “Because, Kane, it’s simple. I expect you to follow my every word because that is the deal we made. As for why I keep things from you, it’s because you do not need the distraction. If you fulfill your end of the bargain, however, I will explain to you all you want to know.” Athena smiled and placed a hand upon my face. A warm energy radiated through me. “Trust me, I want you to know everything. But for now this is how things must be.”

      I wanted to say more, but I thought I heard someone call my name. “I think someone’s coming,” I said, turning towards the door.

      “Go,” Athena said. “Be with your friends. But also be prepared. Stay on guard. You do not know when or where the enemy will strike.”

      I wanted to say “Uhhh, ya think?” but in a flash, Athena was gone. I shook my head, frustrated by another seemingly fruitless conversation with her. I turned and walked towards my door. I opened it to see who was calling my name, but there was no one there.
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      One of the reasons Drew ate such a large breakfast was because it was the last meal he could eat before he went into surgery the next day. I sat in the tiny waiting room with Doug, Selena, and Eddie as the hours-long surgical process began. Ellie and Avery both said they’d come hang out with us later, but had work to do first. The four of us didn’t though, so it was just a waiting game until we got the news that the surgery was complete.

      I sat in a cushioned chair next to Selena. Doug and Eddie sat across from us, and we were the only ones in the small room. At harsh florescent light lit up the small room. There was a small table in the corner that had a coffee maker sitting on it and a mini fridge underneath. The air in the room smelled sterile and stale. The small hospital was one floor underground, so there weren’t any windows or ways to let fresh air in the room.

      “So this is it, huh?” Doug asked after we’d sat in silence for a few minutes. “Just sitting here for the next four to six hours staring at each other?”

      “I guess,” I said. “Not much else to do.”

      Doug sank down in his chair, defeated. “Ugh, I wish Reddit was still a thing.”

      “Don’t you have some secret Super message board friends you can talk to?” I asked.

      “You don’t get much of a satellite signal from underground.”

      “Then how could you have gotten on Reddit if it still existed?” Eddie asked.

      Doug huffed and threw his hands in the air. “I don’t know! Five minutes in and I’m already losing my mind.”

      “Just calm down, Doug,” Selena said, her right leg shaking so fast it was a blur.

      “Says the girl who’s trying to jackhammer her way down to the next floor,” Doug said, pointing at her shaking leg.

      Selena stopped and placed her hand on her knee. “Sorry.”

      “It’s okay to be nervous,” I said. “Trust me, I know I am.”

      “You are?” Selena asked.

      I scoffed. “Of course! Drew is my oldest friend. There’s no telling what could happen while they’re taking those things out of him, but there’s also no telling what could’ve happened if they were still in. He’s making the right call, and he’s going to be fine.”

      Selena took a deep breath and nodded. “You’re right, I’m just overreacting.” She calmed down for a few moments, but after a minute or two of not moving, she stood up and began pacing the room.

      I tried not to chuckle, because I totally understood what she was going through. I was just as nervous as she was. Drew and I had been through everything together. He’s was the only person with me that knew me when I was just Kane, not Kane and Tempest. I didn’t know what I’d do if something happened during the surgery, but I had the confidence that I wasn’t going to have to find out. I trusted Drew enough to make the right call regarding his safety. If he believed the doctors and scientists would be able to get his Eximus implants removed from him, so did I.

      “Hey,” Doug whispered quietly enough so Selena couldn’t hear. She was pacing back and forth behind Doug and Eddie’s chairs, lost in her own world.

      I leaned in close. “What?”

      You ask her? Doug mouthed, gesturing behind himself towards Selena.

      I gave him a look that said What?

      Her and Drew.

      I rolled my eyes and sat back. No.

      Doug threw his hands in the air and slumped back into his chair.

      I had other things to worry about. Finding out if the two of them were an item was going to have to wait at least until, you know, one of them was out of surgery.

      I looked up at the clock above the door. My heart sank when I saw we’d only been in there for ten minutes.

      It was going to be a long wait.

      

      ****

      

      Two hours in, and I began to consider the fact that I was legitimately losing my mind.

      I lay with my back on the ground, and my legs up on the chair. I was staring at the ceiling, pondering how some of my favorite TV shows would’ve ended had LA not been blown up by a nuke and life in North America ceased to exist as I knew it.

      You know, the important things.

      I arched my head back and watched as Eddie danced an arc of electricity through his fingers. Doug sat on a chair trying as hard as he could to read a book, but given the glazed over look on his face, it seemed the novel was having trouble holding his attention. Selena floated in the corner of the room, her legs crossed, staring at the other side of the room.

      I had enough. I groaned as I sat myself up. “Okay, one more second in the damn room and I’m going to go crazy. I’m going up to the roof to get some fresh air.”

      “Oh thank god,” Doug said as he stood up and tossed the book aside. Eddie stood up as well, eager to get out of the waiting room.

      I looked up at Selena. “You coming?” I asked.

      She thought about it for a moment. She floated down to the ground and grabbed the doorknob. “I guess.”

      We exited the room and rode the elevator up to the top floor. All the floor contained was storage closets and a few offices that I doubted were even in use. The lights up there weren’t even all on, and there weren’t any windows in the immediate vicinity. There was a sign right outside the elevator that pointed to the right and read Roof Access, so they at least made that easy on us. We walked to the right and turned the corner. At the end of the short hallway was an old door. We went through it, and went up the stairs to the roof.

      A blast of wind hit us, filling our lungs with fresh afternoon air. The cloud covered up the sun, which also made the temperature a bit chilly.

      I walked to the edge of the roof, enjoying the fresh air. I looked down on the sidewalk below. A construction crew was doing the best they could to patch the holes caused by Jigsaw and his men. Still, the sounds of them working away didn’t disturb me. In fact, I actually enjoyed the noise. It made the city seem like it wasn’t so empty. There were a few cars that drove by, and every once in a while a pedestrian would walk down the street. Still, it was nothing compared to the noise and business of a normal London. A London I hoped to be able to experience with my own eyes one day.
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      Selena stood by me, while Eddie and Doug walked around on the roof behind us, exploring. “If one of you falls off just start screaming. I’m sure one of us will be able to catch you,” I yelled at the two of them over my shoulder. That got a smile out of Selena, something I hadn’t seen in a while.

      “Do you ever get a bad feeling about something?” Selena asked, her face returning to the sad, nervous state it’d been in all day.

      “What do you mean? Like about a situation, or when I eat some bad food?”

      “You know what I mean,” she said, rolling her eyes.

      “Yeah, I guess I do. I’m gonna go out on a limb and say you’ve got a bad feeling about Drew?”

      She didn’t respond at first. She stared down at the ground. “I just feel so helpless, you know?” she said, looking up at me.

      “I know exactly how you feel,” I said, my mind wandering to Samantha. She was somewhere out there. I had incredible abilities, and I had no idea where that where was at. I had the power to save her. And yet, I couldn’t. So yeah, I knew the exact hopelessness Selena was referring to. “Drew’s gonna be alright, you know that, don’t you?”

      Selena chuckled as she looked back out at London. “If I knew that, Kane, I wouldn’t be feeling like this.”

      She had a point. “Well, trust me. Nothing’s going to happen to him.”

      “I really care about him.”

      “I can tell.”

      Selena looked at me. “No, I mean I really do. We’ve been seeing each other since Dallas.”

      Shocked by her out-of-the-blue admission, I wasn’t quite sure what to say. “Since Dallas?” I asked. “Who all knew?”

      “Just Samantha. When we were out in London and Johannesburg we would send each other messages through her, so she kinda had to,” Selena said.

      That made sense, and it made me think Samantha was that much more amazing. She didn’t give up peoples secrets, even if they were big ones like Selena’s and Drew’s. That’s the type of trustworthy person Samantha was, and it made me miss her all the more. “So that’s why you’re so worried, huh?”

      “Yeah. I just can’t shake this sick feeling.”

      “Trust me. He’s going to be fine.” I turned around and sat on the edge of the roof. I saw Eddie and Doug across the way, the two of them finding things to electrocute. “One time in high school, there was this party that Drew and I really wanted to go to,” I said, not really sure why I was telling this story. I guess I just wanted to try and take Selena’s mind off things. “There was this girl there named Gabby King, and I was going to finally ask her out. But then I accidentally let these chickens out that my dad had spent all day corralling into their cage, so of course I got grounded. In the middle of the night, Drew drove to my house and parked his car about half a mile away so my parents wouldn’t see the headlights or get woken up by someone driving up. He ran in the middle of the night—pitch black—all the way to my house. He threw rocks at my window like he was my damn lover and this was some John Hughes movie.” I started laughing as I remember the sight of him standing outside my window.

      Selena chuckled and placed her head in her hand. She sat down on the edge of the roof next to me. “Sounds romantic,” she teased.

      “Anyways, I go to climb out the window because I had creaky stairs and my parent’s room was right under them. But just the thought of sneaking out and asking Gabby King on a date made my palms really sweaty. As I held on to the window seal, trying to lower myself onto the part of the first floor roof below me, I slipped off, fell to the ground, and broke my leg.” I winced just thinking about how painful that experience was.

      “Oh man, that sounds painful,” Selena said.

      “It definitely was. Anyways, the both of us got in big trouble. Once I went back to school, everybody was trying to figure out why I’d broken my leg. Of all people, Gabby King walks up to me and asks.” I laughed and cringed at myself, remembering how awkward I was at that moment. “I just froze. Totally froze. But then Drew stepped in and told this story about how I broke it by pushing this little kid out of the way of an oncoming car, and took the hit instead. Total bullshit, and Gabby knew it too. But still, he saved me from my own awkward self. Drew telling that story broke the ice enough for me to ask Gabby if she’d want to go get lunch on Saturday. ‘I’ll tell you what really happened,’ I said, definitely overcompensating for my earlier awkwardness.”

      “What’d she say?” Selena asked.

      “She said no, of course. She was way out of my league.”

      “Wow, not even a sympathy date? You did have a broken leg.”

      I threw my hands up in the air. “I know! That’s what I was thinking. It was not a fun time to be me. An itchy leg I couldn’t scratch, and a rejection from the then-girl of my dreams.”

      Selena laughed, and I felt a sense of pride knowing that I made her forget about her fear and nervousness, even for just a few minutes.

      We sat there for a few more moments before I finally stood up. “Come on, we’d better get back down there. Wouldn’t want to miss any news.”

      I reached down and helped Selena stand up. When she stood, she embraced me in a hug. “Thank you,” she said.

      “For what?” I asked.

      She pulled away and smiled. “For being a good friend.”

      I didn’t know what to say. I was both shocked and genuinely touched by Selena’s gesture. “No problem,” I said, not sure what else to say.

      We turned and walked towards the exit.

      “We going back down to that hell-hole?” Doug yelled across the roof when he saw us walking towards the door.

      “Yep, sure are,” I said.

      “Aw, dammit,” he said under his breath as he kicked at a rock. “Wait for me.” He and Eddie ran over to our side, and the four of us made our way back down to the waiting room.

      We entered the top floor, and even though the heat wasn’t turned up as high as it was in the lower floor, it still offered a huge relief from the biting cold wind outside. I walked to the elevator, everybody close behind. The hallway stretched out long and dark ahead of me, before twisting out of sight. I felt the urge to go down there and see what was around, but I wanted to hurry up and get back down to Drew. I was worried that I was going to miss a doctor coming in and telling us something.

      I clicked the button and waited for the elevator to come. Once it did, we all stepped in, and began the ride down to the basement. With every floor we passed, I felt a pit in my stomach growing larger and larger. I pushed it out of the way. Come on, I thought. Believe what you told Selena. Everything’s going to be fine.

      The door opened and we made our way to the waiting room. As we approached, a doctor exited the room. The top of his head was balding, while the sides were a bright white. His eyes looked tired, and his face worn from all the stress he carried day to day.

      “There you are,” he said as we approached. He held the door open for us and gestured inside. “Please, step in. I have some news to deliver.”

      I felt a slight relief that we got back just in time. We hadn’t missed any important news. But once I stepped inside, that relief was replaced with suspicion.

      Two guards stood inside, their Eximus blasters at their side. Their hands were tense, ready to pull them into action at any time. “What’s going on?” I asked as everybody piled in behind me and the doctor shut the door behind him. I made eye contact with Selena, and she looked equally as suspicious. She looked at me, her teeth gritted. I tried to tell her to keep calm with my eyes, but given the fact that her expression didn’t change, I didn’t think it was working.

      “These guards are just here to make sure no one gets out of hand,” the doctor said as he stepped forward. “I’ve come here to let you know that there were some complications during the surgery. A large blast of Eximus energy was released, resulting in an explosion that killed everyone in the room. I’m sorry to say, but your friend Drew is dead.”
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      I fought every urge within me to react. I wanted to scream at the doctor. I wanted to cry that my best friend was dead. I wanted to figure out if there was some way I could save him.

      But I didn’t. I pushed it all down. Locked it away. All I needed to focus on right now was Selena.

      I watched her, ready to intervene if she lost her cool. She looked down at the ground, pinching her brow. She took in a deep breath and looked at the doctor. The guards tensed. “Thank you for trying your best,” she said, her voice cracking. She turned and walked out the door.

      We all stood there for a moment, taking in the news. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. The emptiness in my stomach sucked away all my emotion like a black hole. I just felt numb. Useless.

      Without thinking, I crossed the room, opened the door, and ran out. “Selena!” I shouted at her as she walked down the hall. She was almost at the exit to the hospital.

      She stopped and turned around, her eyes red and puffy. “What, Kane?” she said as she wiped her face.

      I jogged down the hallway towards her. “Selena,” I began as I reached her. I realized that I had no idea what I was going to say. I didn’t know what I needed to say. I mean, was there anything I could to make her feel better? To make me feel better? “T-this sucks,” I said, my voice beginning to crack. I looked away, the black hole inside of me began to release some of my emotions, and I didn’t know how to stop them. I looked back up at her, my eyes beginning to water, the realization that I’d just lost one of my best and oldest friends. “This sucks.” It was all I could say.

      Selena nodded as she turned away. “Yeah, Kane. It sucks.”
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      It was almost twelve hours later. I knew it was sometime in the early morning, probably around two or three. But I didn’t bother looking. Time wasn’t something I was worried about.

      I lay on my bed, looking up at the ceiling. I wasn’t sure exactly how long I’d laid there, but I could probably count on my hands how many thoughts I’d had in the hours I’d been there. I was letting my emotions do their work on me. There was no reason to fight it. I let them use my mind as a playground.

      Sometimes I would feel empty, like a glass that was once filled with water had just gotten kicked over, its insides spreading everywhere. Other times I felt like somebody had their hands inside my body, twisting my guts all around until they were tied in a perfect knot. Other times I felt as if an ice cube was stuck between my brain and my skull, running its way down the back of my head, searching for a way to escape.

      While other times, I felt like I’d just been told my best friend died. Because there’s really no better way to explain how I was feeling than saying that, because there’s really not anything quite like it.

      “I heard about Drew,” a familiar voice said.

      I looked up, and saw Athena walking over towards my bed. She sat down next to me, although the weight on the mattress didn’t shift since she wasn’t actually there. “If you’re here to just confuse me and tell me things I already know, you can just go. I’m not in the mood.”

      Athena shook her head. “That is not at all why I am here. Kane, you might not believe it, but I care about you. The fact that you’re doing everything you can to help me means a great deal.”

      “Yeah, because I obviously have a choice. You’re holding information hostage, dangling it in front of me like a carrot to a donkey,” I said, the storm of anger beginning to rage within me. “Don’t pretend you care.”

      “I do, Kane. You may not believe me, but I do.”

      “If you really do care,” I said, bolting up right. I could feel the rage dancing behind my eyes. “Then do something about it. Bring him back like you did Doug.”

      Athena shook her head. “It’s not that simple. If there was an explosion, then there’s no body. No body and I can’t bring him back. Besides, these things are much more complicated than just snapping your fingers and bringing someone back to life. A price must always be paid, and you still owe me for Doug.”

      I stood up from the bed, the anger forcing me to move. “You keep coming here and talking to me, but you’re not helping me at all. You’re just confusing me and getting in my way! You say you care, but just a while ago you told me not to trust my friends! What’s your problem?” I yelled. “Why can’t you just be straight with me? Why can’t you give me a little help? What’s your game?”

      “There’s no game,” Athena said, standing from her bed. “But there are rules. Life is full of them, Kane Andrews. And they must be followed.” Her voice grew stern.

      “Okay then, new rule: don’t bother coming to me unless you’re actually going to help me,” I said.

      “That seems awfully selfish,” she replied.

      “You want to talk about selfish? Really? You’re not helping me bring my friend back just because I haven’t finished completing your task that, frankly, is vague as hell.”

      “Rules, Kane. Rules.”

      If I heard her say that word one more time, I was going to blow my top. I couldn’t believe she was standing there saying these things to me. If she really cared, if she was really just stopping by to offer her condolences, then she was doing a terrible job at it. That meant all the emotions that were using my mind as a playground began to overflow, and I was taking it all out on her.

      “Kane, I really am sorry, and I really do care,” she said, taking a step forward.

      I felt a rush of energy as she stepped closer.

      “—you hea—” a voice in the distance said. It came in and out, like a voice fighting through static on the radio.

      Athena’s form flickered.

      “Get out,” I said.

      “What?”

      “I said get out!” I yelled, pointing at the door. I’d had enough of her. My friend just died, I didn’t need her coming in and messing with my head any more than my own emotions were.

      “Kane, you do not cast me out like I’m a dog sticking their nose where they shouldn’t.” Her form slowly rose above the ground, the robes around her whipping around like someone turned a fan on full blast.

      My anger disguised itself as courage and fueled me. “Get the hell out of my head right now!” I yelled, clamping my hands over my ears, pressing down on them like I could squeeze her away.

      “Do not speak to me li—”

      “—GET OUT!” I clenched my eyes and screamed as loud as I could. Everything in the room shifted a few inches, and I heard glass shatter in the bathroom.

      I opened my eyes, and Athena was gone.

      For a moment, I was happy that I’d succeeded. I stood up to her. I was alone, just like I wanted.

      But then I couldn’t fight off the sudden feeling that I’d done something terribly wrong.
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      My phone buzzed, waking me from my sleep. I didn’t even remember getting into bed. A text from Ellie sat unopened on my screen. I almost didn’t open it, but then I figured I should just in case it was an emergency.

      We need to talk. Come by my office soon?

      I didn’t even bother to reply. I peeled myself from bed and, wearing the same clothes from the day before, exited my room. Ellie had stopped by the night before just a couple hours after the news, and we talked for a bit. She didn’t stay long though, as it was obvious I wasn’t in the mood for company. Now it seemed like she needed something, and despite the fact I’d gotten mad and yelled at her the night before, I still had a duty to Athena I needed to fulfill. That meant going to see Ellie whenever she needed.

      When I was walking to her office though, I realized something as I passed a window. The sky outside was dark. I looked down at my phone and realized it was almost eleven at night. I’d slept through the entire day. Still, my body felt tired and worn.

      I reached Ellie’s office and let myself in.

      “It’s good to see you about,” Ellie said as I entered

      I forced a smile. “Thanks.” I sat down in a chair across from her desk. My eyes felt heavy, the few hours of sleep I got not having been sufficient. “Working late?”

      “Yes, of course. We need to talk about Selena,” she said, getting straight to the point.

      “What about her?” I asked, sitting up straight.

      “No one knows where she is. She’s not in her room, or anywhere on the premises as far as we can tell.”

      “I mean, that’s kinda to be expected. I’m sure she wants some alone time,” I said. “I’m sure she’ll be back soon.”

      Ellie nodded. “I hope so. However, my superiors are a bit more nervous about the situation. They see Selena as a loose cannon, and her being out in London without any supervision? To them, it is a recipe for disaster.”

      “What do you want me to do about it?” I asked, unsure where she was going with this.

      “We need you to go find her. Try and get her to come back. We understand she’s fragile and hurt right now, but a fragile and hurt Super is the last thing we need to worry about.”

      “She wouldn’t do anything. You know Selena, Ellie. She’s not going to destroy the city because she’s upset her boyfriend died,” I told her, feeling ridiculous that I had to even say those words.

      “Yes, I know,” Ellie said. “I know she wouldn’t do something like that. Like I said, this is my superiors talking. Can you just go out there and try to find her?”

      I thought about it for a moment. If I knew Selena, I knew she wanted to be left alone. Then again, she’d been alone for almost thirty-six hours. Maybe it was time for her to have someone to talk to. “Okay,” I said, standing. “I’ll go see if I can find her.”

      Ellie stood. “Thank you, Kane. I know this time is hard on you, and I would never ask something of you right now if it was up to me. But it’s not.”

      I nodded and gave Ellie a smile. “Don’t worry, I know. I’ll let you know what I find.”

      “Thank you,” she said as I turned and walked out the door.

      I let out a big sigh and made my way to the elevator. Hunger scratched at my stomach, and I realized I hadn’t eaten in a long time. Selena probably hadn’t either, and suddenly I was feeling confident that I’d be able to bring her back if I brought up the prospect of food.

      As I entered the elevator, I was feeling confident. I wasn’t sure what to expect as I’d never seen Selena so upset before, but I was sure that I’d be able to reach her and help her through this. We could help each other.

      The doors opened and I walked towards the exit. I looked up at the holes in the wall that’d been hastily patched up. I could hear the faint hum of the Eximus wires that ran along the outside of the building. By now the ceiling was probably covered too, which meant Eddie and Doug were going to have to be a bit more careful if we went up there again.

      I realized I hadn’t talked to either one of them since Drew’s death. I made a mental note to check on them when I got back, if they were still awake whenever that was.

      But first thing was first, I needed to find Selena. I stepped out into the cold London night, and took off in the air, beginning my search.

      I flew across the city, scanning the rooftops and parks for any sign of Selena, but found nothing. As I searched, I realized I really didn’t have any clue as to where she might be located.

      I looked up at the clouds above me. Nobody below could see past them. It was like a privacy divider between a city and the rest of the universe. If Selena really wanted to be alone, I knew she’d be on the other side of there.

      I flew up and through the divide, marveling at the clear sky on the other side. The moon was big and bright, lighting up the clouds below me. The stars twinkled, and I felt utterly alone. It was perfect.

      I spun around, scanning with my supervision for any sign of Selena. A mile or two away, I saw a figure floating that had to be Selena. I flew over, on my way wondering how I was going to start my conversation with her. She had her back towards me as she looked out upon the sky that stretched before us. For a second I thought it might not be her. It could be my head messing with me again, just as it had been whenever I kept thinking I saw Samantha. But as I got close, I realized it was her.

      “Hey Selena,” I said as I flew up behind her. “Pretty view, huh?”

      Selena turned to face me, and I froze when I saw her eyes glowing a bright white.
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        Sometime during the 21st century

      

      Athena had taken a camera from the twenty-first century, traveled back to the 1400’s, and took a picture of her son when he was a teenager.

      She looked down at it, in awe of how beautiful he was. To her, he had only just been born. But thanks to time travel, she didn’t have to wait and see what he would grow up to look like. She had this picture to remind her.

      Which was good, because she didn’t want to have to keep going back and forth from then to where she was now, sitting in a car, watching another teenaged boy. She looked back and forth from him to the picture of her own son. The two of them were almost identical.

      This was really going to work. She’d be able to pull the plan off, and no one would notice.

      She closed her eyes and sighed. She began to question whether or not she should go through with it. But then she thought of Patrick, and how he had begged her to. Despite loving her son, she viewed Patrick as her firstborn. She loved spending time with him. Talking with him. Practically raising him.

      But she knew she could never bring him back with her.

      So instead this plan was going to have to work. She was doing it for him. To save Patrick’s life.

      To save the world.
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      I froze for a few seconds before my mind kicked it into high-gear. “Look, I know you’re in there, Selena,” I said, putting my hands out. “Just stay cal—”

      A sudden jab to my chest interrupted me, and I flew back across the sky. I did a back flip through the air and recovered. Once I did so, she was just a few feet away from slamming into me again. I dropped down just enough to where she’d miss me. I reached up and grabbed her ankles, pulling her to a stop. I yanked her towards me and unleashed a series of punches. She dodged every one, and then kicked me hard in my side.

      I stumbled but kept myself from flying off. I lunged and grabbed her arms. She reached up and grabbed mine, and the two of us grappled for dominance. “Come on, Selena,” I said, trying to gain control. “I know you’re in there. I know you can fight this.”

      She opened her mouth and a voice spoke that was not her own. It was deep and garbled, like three or four voices speaking at the same time. “Punish,” it said.

      The strange voice caught me off guard. It chilled me to my core, hearing a voice like that coming from somebody I knew so well. Selena—or whatever was controlling her—used this to her advantage. She knocked my arms out of the way, grappled me, and began flight straight down towards the ground fast and hard.

      Before I even knew what was going on, Selena slammed me into the ground. We hit in the middle of a street, and kept on going. I burst through the roof of the London subway—or tube, as they referred to it—and slammed into the track, Selena right on top of me.

      I pushed her up and off me, and stood to the ground. My blue eyes fought with her white ones to light up the otherwise dark tunnel. I ran to her, unleashing a flurry of punches, but she dodged and blocked them easily. Whoever was controlling her was a very well trained fighter. I launched another couple of blows, and one of them connected right one her jaw. She stumbled backwards from the force of the punch, and I was ready for the follow-up. I kicked her hard, and she flew backwards right through an abandoned subway car.

      I flew over to the car and landed on the back. I walked through the hole I’d just made in the twisted bent metal by kicking Selena. I couldn’t help but feel sorry for her. I knew exactly what she was going through. The horror of being trapped within her own body. Thankfully the two of us had a lot of practice fighting with each other, so the only thing I was worried about was not whether or not I could beat her, but was whether or not I could beat her by causing as little damage as possible.

      I looked three cars down and saw the indents where her body finally came to a stop. Only problem was she wasn’t there. I had no idea where she was hiding, and she stopped her eyes from glowing so I couldn’t track her down that easily. “Selena,” I called out as I walked down the abandoned subway car. “Selena I know you’re in there. Just try the hardest you can to fight it. Don’t worry though, I’ll help you. You know that.” My way of helping her was hitting her while trying to keep her from hitting me, so it wasn’t exactly an orthodox method. Most things weren’t, though, when it came to Supers. I listened carefully as I walked, all my senses on the lookout for her. I could hear the floor creaking as I walked. I could smell the old, stale air that was trapped down in the tubes. The fumes that had nowhere else to go so they just settled all around.

      Not a single sign of Selena.

      I reached the end of the train and stood in front of where she landed. I looked to my right and saw the sliding doors had been busted out. She’d gotten out. Escaped.

      A loud crashing noise stole my attention. I ran to the door Selena had escaped from, just in time to see a subway car spinning through the air, coming right for the train I was standing in.

      One train smashed into the other and I went flying backwards. I tumbled backwards as the train cars twisted together, tumbling and flipping backwards off the track. I slammed into poles and hit my head on the seats. The walls and roof caved in as the car rolled across the ground.

      After a few seconds, everything stopped. I lay in the midst of the twisted train cars, taking a moment to recover. A creaking noise in the distance forced me to get up.

      I shot up through the mound of mangled train cars just in time to see another train car just a few feet away, spinning towards me. I jumped up onto the back of the train, and bounded to the top. I ran along the top of the train as it spun in slow motion beneath me. I took long strides, and when I reached the end of the train car, fell down and slid off the top. I reached behind me and grabbed hold of the train car behind me, shifting and using its momentum to my advantage. I swung it around, and launched it right back at Selena.

      She saw it coming towards her, and jumped up to meet it and flew right through to the other side. I was ready for her though, and flew close behind the car. She flew through one side, and when she came out the other, I was ready to meet her.

      I slammed into her body, catching her off guard. She slammed into the ground, disoriented from my taking her by surprise. I reached behind me and pulled up a piece of the train track. I wrapped the steel track around her as tight as I could. I wrapped my arms around the steel, holding it secure so she couldn’t get out.

      With her in my arms, I flew up through the roof of the tunnel and out into the London street. Selena struggled beneath me, and it took all my strength to keep her from getting free.

      I wasn’t sure how long I could keep her restrained, though. I needed to get back to the headquarters, and fast. I flew towards the direction of our London home as fast as I could. It came into view, and I kicked things into high gear. I flew over the roof, and dropped Selena.

      The subway track railing exploded as she got herself free, but before she could do anything else, she landed on the roof, the Eximus wires that were installed shocking her. She convulsed for a few moments before coming to a rest, having been knocked unconscious.
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      I had almost fallen asleep when Doug woke me up.

      “She’s waking up!” he shouted.

      I was wide awake in a second. I jumped up from my chair and watched Selena slowly come to on her cot in the corner of the room. Her hands were behind her back, restrained by Eximus handcuffs. Doug stood nearby with an Eximus blaster just to be safe. Eddie stood behind him, one of his electricity grenades in his hands.

      “Damn,” Selena moaned, her eyes still closed. “I feel like hell.”

      I stepped over to her and got on a knee next to her. “Is that you, Selena?” I asked.

      Her eyes flickered open. She winced in pain, and tried to sit up. That is much harder to do with your hands behind your back then may seem. “Am I cuffed?” she asked, her voice groggy.

      I nodded. “Are you in control?”

      “Yeah, of course,” she said as if she hadn’t been possessed by something and attacked me.

      I turned to Doug and gave him a look that meant to be ready. He pulled his Eximus blaster up to his shoulder and tensed up.

      “I’m gonna take the cuffs off you now,” I said. I reached behind her and pressed the safety release button, careful not to touch the part of the cuffs that were flowing with Eximus energy.

      The cuffs popped off and fell down onto the cot Selena laid on, disabled. I picked them up and placed them on the ground.

      Selena took a deep breath and let out a sigh of relief. “Oh thank god,” she breathed. “There we go.” She sat up and leaned her head back on the wall, her eyes clenched tight. “Healing factor work your magic,” she said.

      After a few moments, the color returned to her face and she looked much less tense. “Better?” I asked.

      She opened her eyes and two glowing blue orbs looked up at me. “Much better,” she said as her eyes faded from their blue glow back to their normal state. She looked around the room, confused. “Where are we?”

      “We’re in an abandoned office on the top floor of the headquarters,” I said, standing up. In one corner was the cot that we placed Selena on. On the other side of the room were three chairs for Eddie, Doug, and I to sit in while we waited. There were no windows in the room, just a white door that blended in with the white walls, and led to the dark hallway outside. “We figured it’d be best for you to recover up here. Just in case.”

      “Just in case what?” Selena asked, eying Doug who still had his Eximus rifle pointed at her.

      “Just in case you weren’t back in control,” I said as I reached out and lowered Doug’s gun. “Plus it I didn’t really think it was a good idea if Ellie and the rest of them knew you were back yet.”

      Eddie grabbed a bottle of water from the pile in the corner and handed it to Selena.

      “Thanks,” she said as she took it from him. “Why not tell them?” Selena asked before she took a drink.

      “They sent me out there to find you and bring you back. Didn’t want you out being a “loose cannon”. They’re already on edge, I wouldn’t want to tell them that we destroyed part of their subway system. They really wouldn’t trust us then,” I explained. I sat back down in my chair.

      “Kane texted the both of us last night,” Doug said as he sat down in his own chair, gesturing towards Eddie. “Told us to meet him up here with all this stuff. We’ve basically just been camping out keeping an eye on you for the rest of the time.”

      “How long have I been out?” Selena asked, furrowing her eyebrows.

      “A couple hours. It’s probably three or four in the morning right now,” I said.

      Selena sighed, taking in all the things she’d done. “So what’s the plan now?”

      “Now that we see you’re you, we’ll go back to our rooms and try to get some sleep. Tomorrow I’ll tell Ellie that I found you and we came back in the middle of the night together,” I said.

      “What if…I…” Selena began, not wanting to put her thoughts into words.

      “I haven’t since my incident, so I think you should be fine. Who or what ever did that to you probably used a lot of energy in the process. We should be good for now.”

      “For now,” Selena said, standing from the cot. “This can’t keep happening, Kane. We need to get to the bottom of this.

      “I know,” I said. “Trust me, I know. There’s a lot of things we have to get to the bottom of.”

      “What do you think that voice meant?” she asked.

      Eddie and Doug looked at me. I hadn’t told them about the voice that came from Selena. “Some voice said ‘punish’ while we were fighting,” I explained to them. I looked up at Selena. “I don’t know what it could mean though.”

      “I think it’s pretty clear. You, me, or the both of us were being punished for something,” Selena said.

      I nodded. “Yeah, I got that. What I mean to say is that I don’t know where to go with it. Who could we have pissed off though?”

      “Uh, how about Jigsaw and his men? I’m sure they’re more than a bit perturbed.”

      “Yes, but that was after my experience with having white eyes,” I said. “I guess it could be those first white eyed Supers we saw, but for the split second they had control of themselves during our fight, they seemed dazed and confused.”

      “Maybe it was Genna, the leader of those Supers. She didn’t have a weird sounding voice, and she always had control of herself,” Selena said as she began to wander around the room, thinking.

      “If she had the power to take over other Supers, she would’ve done it while we were fighting them. That would’ve made things much easier on her,” I said. “Whoever is doing this, we don’t know. Right now what I do know though, is that I’m beat. I could use a little bit of sleep.”

      Selena nodded. “I guess I could use some sleep in my own bed as well. Let’s sleep on this and then try and figure something out tomorrow.”

      “Sounds good,” I said as I stood from my chair. I turned to Eddie and Doug. “Keep your phones off silent, just in case I need to get a hold of you guys. I’ll do the same.”

      “Roger that,” Doug said as he stood.

      The four of us snuck out of the office we’d commandeered, and made our way back down to our rooms.

      Even though I woke up at eleven the night before, I felt tired from mine and Selena’s fight, plus the stress of waiting hours for her to wake up at any moment. So once my head hit my pillow, I was out.
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      I rolled out of bed a few hours later, feeling rested. For the first time since Drew’s death, I felt as if the fog that clouded my mind was beginning to clear. My emotions were starting to get back in check. Of course, it helped that I had something to distract my mind, like fighting Selena. I decided to keep that trend going and try and get some work done on the Jigsaw front. I needed to get out there and be proactive. Find out where he was hiding, and send him packing.

      But first, I had to get rid of that damn morning breath.

      After brushing my teeth, I walked out of my room just as Ellie came down the hallway. “Good morning,” I said. I couldn’t help but think about the things that had just happened the night before in her own city, and she had no clue about them.

      “Good morning, Kane,” she said with a smile. “I saw Selena eating breakfast this morning and spoke with her. It’s good to see she’s doing better. Thank you for being so understanding last night.”

      “It’s no problem,” I said. “I’m glad she’s someplace safe.”

      “As am I. I know you’re probably still processing what happened with Drew, but I was wondering if you remembered that dinner with my parents I mentioned a few days ago?”

      I nodded my head. “Yes, I remember.”

      “Well they were wondering if you wanted to bring everyone over tomorrow? It’d be good for you guys to get out of here and clear your heads. Eat some homemade food for a change instead of what’s in that food court,” she said with a smile.

      “A real meal does sound nice,” I said. I didn’t feel one hundred percent ready to get back to normal, but who knew, maybe the dinner would be what pushed me over the edge. “I’ll let everybody else know. I’m sure they’d all love to come.”

      “That sounds great! I’ll ring up my parents and let them know to be expecting us.” She stepped backwards down the hallway. “I better get back to work now. I’ll talk to you later, Kane.”

      “See ya, Ellie,” I said. I walked towards the food court to get some food. I saw Selena sitting alone at a table, and once I got my breakfast, went and sat down with her.

      “I saw Ellie. Told her we got in early this morning,” Selena said when I got into my chair.

      “Yeah, I just saw her down the hall. Hopefully whenever they find out about the subways they’ll think Jigsaw has something to do with it,” I said.

      “I was thinking about that. If we want to go looking for them, we might want to go through the subway tunnels. I mean, that’s miles and miles of underground tubes for them to hide in. It’d make for a pretty good lair,” Selena said.

      “That makes a lot of sense. We’ll have to check it out later,” I said. I took a bite of my toast and used the time to chew to think of a way to broach my next topic. Selena, however, beat me to it.

      “How are you doing?” she asked.

      I swallowed my toast and shrugged. “It’s so weird, you know? I went from mourning the fact that he was dead, coming to accept it, but now I feel normal. Normal as in how I did before this all happened. Like I’m going to turn around and he’ll be right there, walking up to me. I’m just waiting for the ball to drop though and I’m back in the mourning stage.”

      Selena took in my words, her eyes glazed over, staring at a spot on the table. “Yeah, I know exactly what you mean. I feel like I’ve cried as much as I can, and now I’m playing a waiting game. Like my eyes are refilling as we speak, but the time between tears I’m normal.”

      I sat there, not sure what to say next. I understood how she felt, because it was the same way I felt. That meant there wasn’t really anything I could say to make her feel better, because I didn’t know how to make myself feel better. “I talked to Eddie and Doug about it last night while we were waiting for you to come to,” I said finally.

      Selena shifted her gaze towards me. “Really? What’d they say?”

      I sighed. “Doug was pretty upset by it. Drew was like an older brother to him. They spent a lot of time together, especially when it was just them and Samantha while we were here and in Johannesburg.”

      “What about Eddie?”

      “Eddie didn’t really want to talk about it. Just kept messing with one of his gadgets,” I said. “I’m kinda worried about him. He was always kinda distant, off doing things on his own. He was really starting to become part of the family though. But then something like this happens, I’m afraid he’ll distance himself again.”

      Selena nodded along. “Yeah, I can definitely see that happening.” She took a drink of her water, and played with her food using her fork. “I guess we just gotta be proactive about that, you know?” She brushed her hair behind her ear and looked at me. “Just don’t let him drift away.”

      “Yeah, we’re going to have to start be proactive about a lot of things. Like finding Jigsaw, for example,” I said. I turned my attention back to my food and started really digging in to it.

      “Well let’s hurry up and eat and then get out there,” Selena said, shoveling a forkful of eggs into her mouth.

      “Way ahead of you,” I said as I started wolfing down my food, eager to get out of that building and start doing something.
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      I felt weird buttoning up my collared shirt. Getting dressed up felt like the last thing I should be doing. But, of course, I made a promise. I straightened out my red plaid shirt, and looked at myself in the mirror.

      I had fifteen minutes before I needed to be down stairs to meet with the rest of the group. We were all going to head to Ellie’s parent’s house together. I wished we would be going on a more productive note, but after spending all day today and yesterday searching for any sign of Jigsaw and his men, Selena and I had found nothing. I wanted to go back out there, scouring London until he and his men were found. I wanted my debt to be paid to Athena. I wanted her to tell me where Samantha was located. I wanted to find her, and tell her about all the things she missed out on.

      But instead, there I was, getting ready for a dinner.

      I sat down on my bed, slipping on my shoes. I thought about the things I would tell Samantha whenever we were finally reunited. Where would I begin? Did I just start at the beginning, or did I tell her all the best and most important parts first? I wasn’t for sure, although I had a feeling that once I was there, actually telling her, I would know what to do. Whenever I was around Samantha, that usually seemed to be the case.

      A knock at the door pulled me from my train of thought. I realized I’d only had one shoe half tied. “It’s unlocked!” I shouted as I rushed to finish my shoes.

      Doug walked in wearing a gray long sleeve t-shirt, jacket, and jeans. “What kind of food do you think they’re going to have?” he asked, not even saying hello.

      “I don’t know,” I said as I stood. I grabbed my jacket from the back of my desk chair. “Probably the kind you eat.”

      Doug rolled his eyes. “Are you sure you’re Tempest and not Batman, Mr. Detective?”

      I put on my jacket and walked towards the door. “I’m ninety-five percent sure.” I flipped off the lights and the two of us walked out of the room.

      “Is it weird that I feel nervous?” Doug asked.

      “Kinda,” I said. The two of us walked down the hallway, the sound of all the agents and employees who lived on this floor eating in the food court behind us. “What are you nervous about?”

      “I don’t know, meeting Ellie’s parents? I don’t really like meeting new people. Too many chances for things to be awkward.”

      “You think things are going to be awkward with her parents? What the hell are you expecting to happen?” I asked, laughing.

      Doug shook his head and threw his hands up. “I don’t know! I just always get this way.”

      “The number of people you know that are going to be there outweigh the number of people you’re going to meet. You’ll be fine,” I said we reached the elevator. I pushed the button and we stepped inside. “Is it weird that I really don’t want to go?” I asked as we rode the elevator down.

      Doug scoffed. “Is it too late for the two of us to bail?” he said, answering my question.

      “I think so. It’ll probably be good to do something a bit normal for a change,” I said, trying to convince myself as much as I was him.

      “Let’s hope you’re right.”

      The elevator slowed to a stop, and the doors opened. The two of us stepped out and walked across the foyer. Just a few feet away was the spot where Doug and Avery had been held hostage by Jigsaw. That was the last time we’d encountered him. The feeling to bail on Ellie to go out searching for him came on me strong, but I fought it. I owed it to her to do this, although what for I wasn’t sure.

      I began to panic. Why was I even doing this? Why was I going to do something so mundane? Why wasn’t I out there doing what I came here to do?

      And why the hell was I feeling so damn nervous?

      We stepped out of the building, the hum of the Eximus wiring all around. Selena, Avery, and Eddie stood at the bottom of the stairs waiting. Doug and I joined their small circle, Ellie the only person missing.

      “What are we waiting on?” Doug asked.

      “Ellie. She’s went to go get her car,” Selena said.

      I shifted my weight between my feet, a pit growing in my stomach and a chill settling in my shoulders.

      “You okay?” Avery asked.

      I nodded. “Yeah, I haven’t really eaten much today and it’s starting to catch up with me I think,” I said. That was true, maybe a bite to eat was all I needed. Suddenly I was looking forward to getting to Ellie’s parent’s house a bit more, since it meant there’d be things to eat.

      Right on cue, Ellie pulled up in her large maroon SUV. We all piled in. Avery in the front, Selena and I in the middle, Eddie and Doug in the back.

      “Nice to see you all looking spiffy,” Ellie said.

      “I haven’t worn something other than a t-shirt in a long time,” I said.

      “Haven’t put on that Tempest suit either,” Ellie said, eyeing me in the rearview mirror with a mischievous look on her face.

      I laughed and rolled my eyes. I thought about that suit they’d made for me, how it was sitting at the bottom of my dresser. It’s not that I didn’t want to wear it, I just never really think to put it on. I guess if I really wanted to though, I’d remember. “I didn’t think your parents would appreciate me showing up in all leather. Wouldn’t want to give your mother a heart attack.”

      Avery laughed from the front seat. “Can you imagine? The face on your mum if he’d have done that.”

      “I don’t even want to,” Ellie said. She turned up the radio a bit, and pop music was playing.

      “Oh my god,” Selena said.

      I knew exactly what she was thinking. “It’s been so long since I’ve heard music,” I said.

      “Yeah, one of the local stations is keeping their lights on to help lift everyone’s spirits. It’s really nice,” Ellie said.

      “That’s awesome. I forgot how much I missed music,” I said. I looked out the window as we drove through an empty London, listening to music that I’d totally forgotten existed.

      

      ****

      

      It didn’t take us long to reach Ellie’s parent’s house, given the fact that there was really no one else on the road. She parked in their small driveway behind another car that I assumed belonged to her parents. The house itself was wedged between a long line of identical looking houses. It was two stories, red brick, and had a large green front door. There was a small garden in the front yard, filled with all sorts of flowers.

      “The garden is lovely,” Selena said as we walked up.

      “Yeah, it keeps my mum busy,” Ellie told her as she inserted her key into the front door. She twisted it open, and we all stepped inside.

      “Hello!” Ellie’s mother said, running up to greet us. She was a short pudgy woman who looked to be in her late fifties. A pair of bifocals sat on the bridge of her nose, and she wore a pair of blue scrubs. She pulled Ellie into an embrace. “How was the drive?”

      “Quick as usual,” Ellie answered. She turned to the five of us who were crammed in the entryway. “Mum you know Avery of course,” she said.

      “How are you doing, Mrs. Montgomery?” Avery asked, taking a step forward.

      “I’d be doing better if Mr. Montgomery would get a move on in the bathroom so I could get cleaned up, but he’s too old to do anything fast anymore,” she said. She let out a loud staccato laugh, turning to the rest of us to see our reactions.

      We all chuckled along with her, not thinking her joke was actually funny.

      “Mum this is Kane Andrews,” Ellie said, gesturing towards me.

      I put my hand out and Ellie’s mom grabbed it and pulled me into a hug. “Oh I know who this lad is! Kane Andrews, in the flesh,” she said, beating her hand on my back. She pulled away, looking me up and down with the biggest smile on her face. “Can you believe it, El?” she said, turning to Ellie. “Kane Andrews in my house!”

      I smiled and laughed with her. “Thank you for inviting me in, Mrs. Montgomery.”

      “Oh please, call me Gene. Or Genevieve. Or whatever you like!” She let out another set of laughs, and I realized that she actually seemed to be nervous.

      I offered her a warm smile. “Well, Gene, thank you.” Cacophony of food smell wafted up to my nose. I took in a deep breath. “It smells great.”

      “Well once Ellie’s father gets himself off the bathroom and I can get changed out of these scrubs, we’ll dig right in.”

      “Let me introduce you to the rest of my friends,” Ellie said.

      I stepped past Gene and Ellie, standing out of the way while Ellie introduced her mother to the rest of the group. I looked around at the interior of the house. Everything seemed to be a bit crammed together, but it was all very nice. The polished wood floors, the dusted surfaces, the pictures that hung on the wall. Everything was perfectly cleaned. I could tell that Ellie’s mom had put a lot of thought and effort into getting the place ready.

      Then, moments later, right as Ellie finished introducing Doug, the walls imploded.
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      Bricks and rubble flew everywhere, and everyone fell to the ground. I felt debris rain down on me, and I covered my head out of instinct.

      “Mum!” I heard Ellie shout.

      I sat up and looked around, trying to figure out what was going on. I looked and saw Ellie trying to wake her mom who’d been knocked in the head by a flying brick. Blood trickled down her head.

      To the left standing in the living room stood Jigsaw, an evil smile on his face. “I hope I’m not too late,” he said as he stepped towards me.

      Ellie lunged at him but he quickly tossed her aside. I jumped up, ready to fight. I stepped over some rubble and swung at Jigsaw. He stepped to the side and grabbed my arm. He pulled me in and stabbed a knife into my shoulder.

      I screamed in pain as I fell to the ground. The knife released Eximus into my body, leaving me useless.

      I watched as Selena lunged at him, but he drew another Eximus knife at her and she fell to the ground in a shout of pain. Jigsaw got on a knee and held something over my face. I tried my best to fight the darkness that flooded the edge of my vision, but there was nothing I could do. It took over, and I fell unconscious.

      

      ****

      

      My eyes shot open as my powers returned just enough to wake me up. I felt them leave me as a metal clasped around my wrists.

      I took in my surroundings. An abandoned subway car. Lights hanging from the handrails. The hum of a generator.

      And Jigsaw’s face just inches from mine.

      I jerked forward to try and attack him, but my hands were tied around a pole, Eximus cuffs secured around my wrist.

      Jigsaw let out a laugh, his breath disgusting. “Careful, Kane. Wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself.”

      Some of his men laughed behind him. I shot them glances that said I wasn’t going to go easy on them, but as of right then and there, there was really nothing I could do.

      “What do you want, Jigsaw?” I spat out.

      Jigsaw placed a hand on his knee and pushed himself up. “I just want to ask you a few questions, Kane. You’ve been holed up in that building for so long though I couldn’t get my hands on you. Thankfully Mrs. Montgomery decided to be so kind and inviting,” he said with a smirk.

      “If I find out you—”

      “—What? I what, Kane?” Jigsaw said, jumping in front of my face. “What’re you going to do about it?” Jigsaw slapped me across my face hard. My vision went away for a few seconds, and I thought I was about to be knocked out again. Slowly it returned, the pain in my cheek throbbing. “There’s not a thing you can do, Kane Andrews,” Jigsaw said with a smile.

      I gritted my teeth. I wanted to yell at him. I wanted to fight back. So many things I wanted to do, none of them I could. I just had to sit there and try not to do anything that would make Jigsaw hurt anyone else. “Just tell me what you want,” I said.

      “My friends and I, as you know, have been searching for something. Something that’s been missing for over a hundred years. We think you might know where to find it,” Jigsaw explained.

      “I used to have a hard time remembering where I parked my car. I sure as hell can’t tell you where to find something that’s been missing since before I was born,” I said.

      Jigsaw got down in front of me once again. “Ah, but you’ve done a pretty good job of finding an Artifact of Power before.”

      “What are you talking about?” I asked.

      “The asthenés plásma, one of the three Artifacts of Power. You found it in Johannesburg, did you not?”

      I scoffed and shook my head. “No, Raven’s the one who found it. I just took it from him. If you wanted to ask someone who’s found one of these Artifacts before, your boss should’ve asked Raven before he killed him.”

      Jigsaw laughed inches away from my face. Then he jammed his fist into my chest. All the air shot from me like a rocket. I couldn’t breathe, and I was sure that one of my ribs had been broken. I winced and gasped in pain.

      Jigsaw reached his hand behind him, and one of his men placed a piece of paper in his hands. He held it up in front of my face. “This. The dýnami pétra.”

      I looked at the paper, still in pain. On it was a realistic drawing of a stone about the size of my hand. It was covered in a black rock, but some spot of its green penetrated the surface. It glowed green, and my mind immediately turned to the image of the green eyed man I saw all that time ago when Athena first came to me in Texas. Underneath the drawing were the words dýnami pétra. I had no idea what they meant, but I assumed it was something Greek given the asthenés plásma was also Greek.

      “So you do recognize it,” Jigsaw said, his smile gleaming as he noticed my wide eyes.

      I shook my head. “I’ve never seen it before in my life.”

      “Bullshit.”

      “I’m serious,” I said. “I don’t have the slightest clue where it could be.”

      “Don’t lie to me!” Jigsaw shouted, inches away from my face.

      I turned my head away, wincing. “I’m not lying! I swear! The only thing I know about is the asthenés plásma, and Atlas is the one who has that!”

      “Except he doesn’t!” Jigsaw screamed. “You and your bastard friends came and took it!”

      I looked at him, shocked at what he’d just said. I shook my head. “What are you talking about?”

      “Atlas only had it for a couple days before some white-eyed freaks came and took it. Atlas said it was you and your friends,” Jigsaw explained.

      “No, that wasn’t me. I don’t have it, I swear. Somebody else must’ve taken it,” I said, my heart beginning to beat even faster. I didn’t know what it meant that the white-eyed Supers had the plasma, but I knew it probably wasn’t good. Then again, Atlas having it wasn’t good either. “What do you even want that rock for anyways?” I asked, gesturing towards the picture, hoping to glean some information from him. “It looks like a souvenir you’d get at Disney.”

      “It’s an Artifact of Power,” Jigsaw said. “There are three. You know where the third one is, and you’re going to tell me.”

      “I swear to you, the only thing I know about is the plasma. That’s it.”

      “Liar!”

      “I’m not! I don’t know how to prove to you, but I’m telling you I. Don’t. Know.” I put emphasis on the last words, pain shooting through me with every forceful syllable.

      Jigsaw hit me across the head. “You know. And you’re going to tell me. I’m going to give you a few minutes to consider your options—or lack thereof—before coming back and asking you one last time.” Jigsaw stood, and he and his men walked out of the abandoned subway car.

      The drawing of the dýnami pétra sat next to my foot. I could tell just by looking at it that it was something powerful. I thought about what Jigsaw said. Three Artifacts of Power. The asthenés plásma was obviously one, this stone another. What was the third? I assumed it had something to do with the amulet that Atlas wore. I didn’t want to know what would happen if all three of them were to come together, especially if the one wielding them was Atlas.

      But thankfully, I didn’t have to worry about that right now. If what Jigsaw said was true, Atlas was back to just one Artifact. That meant the plasma was out in the wild though, which definitely wasn’t good.

      “Having some trouble there?” I heard someone say, a pleasant lightness to their voice.

      I looked up, and saw Samantha standing just a few feet away, her face terrified, at total opposite from the joking tone in her voice.

      I blinked, and the form changed. It was no longer Samantha, but instead Athena, smiling at me. The pain mixed with the fact that I kept being hit in my head must’ve meant my mind was playing tricks on me.

      “I guess you could say I’m caught in a bind,” I said. I nodded my head towards the drawing at my feet. “That stone. What is it?” I asked.

      “That’s what you’re going to bring me.”
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      “Why do you need it?” I asked. “You’re already pretty powerful to me.”

      “It’s still not enough to defeat Atlas. Not while he has the amulet. If you bring me the dýnami pétra, I promise we will defeat him. That’s all I want, Kane. For the Earth to be returned to its former glory,” Athena said, a warm glow radiating from her face.

      “Kane!” someone shouted from outside.

      I jerked my head around, trying to crane my neck to see who it was.

      “What are you searching for?” Athena asked. “There is no one there.”

      I shook my head, trying to get a clear train of thought going. “Even if I wanted to, I can’t get out of these restraints. I don’t have my powers.”

      “No, but what you do have is my faith in you.” Athena took a step forward and kneeled in front of me. “You can do this, Kane. I know you can. You’ll figure out a way to break free. You’ll find the stone. You’ll bring it to me. Understand?”

      I thought about it for a moment. Athena seemed genuine, and she’d helped me before. If the stone was really something as powerful as the asthenés plásma, it probably would be most safe with her. It’d definitely be safer than in the hands of Atlas. “Okay, I’ll try. But where even are you? Jigsaw said the plasma was taken from Atlas.”

      Athena stood and shook her head. “Do not worry about me. Find the dýnami pétra, and then I will tell you to take it.” Athena turned around and breathed deep. “This is very important, Kane. When you find the stone, it will be inside of a clear crystal case. Do not open the case, and most definitely do not touch the dýnami pétra. Its power is too immense, and you will cease to exist immediately.” Athena turned to look at me. “Understand?”

      I nodded my head. She didn’t have to tell me twice. Ceasing to exist was not on the list of things I wanted to do. “If I do this,” I said. “You’re still going to tell me where Samantha is once I get rid of Jigsaw, right? That deal hasn’t changed?”

      Athena gave me a warm smile. “Yes, Kane. Of course.”

      “Okay then, I guess I need to figure out a way to get out of here."

      “I’ll be seeing you soon,” Athena said. She gave me one last smile before her figure drifted away.

      I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I counted to three, and then pulled on the cuffs, trying to break them apart. The pain in my sides from Jigsaw’s punches was too much to bear. I collapsed back against the pole, breathing heavy. I couldn’t break free.

      I gritted my teeth. “Come on,” I told myself. I tried again, able to go a little bit longer this time, but I couldn’t break through. The Eximus energy blocked whatever it was inside me that gave me my powers. I couldn’t break free.

      I recuperated for a minute, trying to store up as much energy as possible. I gave it one last try, and then everything around me exploded.

      The whole subway car rocked backwards, and all sorts of rubble and debris came flying through the windows from an explosion outside. I screamed in pain as the debris pelted me. I pulled my arms free, and realized the Eximus cuffs had blown up as well. My hands were beginning to repair themselves, free from the block of the Eximus.

      The subway car came to a stop, and I lay on the floor for a few moments, trying to regain composure. Whatever had exploded in the tunnel was not small. The whole other side of the train car was a crumbled mess. All the lights were off, and I could only see because of my glowing blue eyes and a fire outside.

      I climbed to my feet and collected my breath. I moved to the end of the car and kicked open the bent and crumpled door. I jumped out onto the ground outside, and looked at the scene in front of me.

      Everything where Jigsaw and his men had set up camp had been decimated. Abandoned subway cars littered the tunnel, and all of their supplies were on fire. I saw a couple of bodies lying around, unsure if they were unconscious or dead.

      The ground shook around me, and a low rumbling sound reverberated through the walls. For a moment I thought it might be an earthquake, but it couldn’t be that.

      Could it?

      There was only one way to find out. I launched through the roof of the tunnel, and out into the London street. It was near the edge of the city, where things weren’t quite as crammed together. It was the early morning, the sun was beginning to turn the sky various colors of orange. Which meant the black cloud of smoke in the distance stuck out like a sore thumb.

      I flew over, realizing in horror just what the smoke could be coming from every second I flew closer. When I arrived at the source, my suspicions were confirmed. The British headquarters building that we’d been living in and operating from was now nothing more than a pile of rubble.
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      I watched Selena fly right into the rubble. She didn’t see me, and even if she did, I doubted that’d stop her from diving into the bloody scene below. I flew in, landing on the burning rubble beside her and helping dig some people out. She didn’t ask me how I’d got there, where I’d been, what happened, none of that. There wasn’t time for that. The only thing there was time for was getting survivors out, and asking questions later.

      I pulled two people out of the rubble, and brought them to the edge of the scene. Firefighters and ambulances were making their way over, and beginning to work on the wounded. Ellie flew in moments later, and together the three of us cleared the scene as fast as we could, trying to find as many survivors as possible.

      Despite the fact that we were saving lives, the burning smell of death couldn’t help but remind us that there were those we couldn’t save. That no matter how fast we tried to clear the place, there was nothing we could do.

      Once we finishing combing through the rubble, moving it out of the way, and making sure the fires were out, Selena, Ellie, and I landed in a circle near the edge of the debris.

      “What happened?” I asked first.

      “Last night, or here?” Selena asked.

      “Both,” I said.

      “Jigsaw came and took you away. Avery, Doug, Eddie, and Mrs. Montgomery all went to the hospital to get checked on, which is where they’re at now,” Selena explained.

      “Everybody’s okay though?” I asked.

      Selena and Ellie nodded. “My mum took a nasty hit to the head, but she’ll recover. It’s kind of a blessing too, really, because if Avery and them weren’t at the hospital, they might’ve been here.”

      “Speaking of hospitals,” I said. “What about everybody in the building that was in the lower levels? We should probably get them.”

      Ellie nodded, turning towards the wreckage. “The lower levels are made to withstand an attack like this. There’s enough supplies down there to last them months. They’ll be fine until the emergency crews can get down there to them.” She turned to face us. “What we need to focus on is finding out what caused this explosion.”

      I nodded. “Jigsaw took me to where they were staying—which was in the subways,” I said to Selena.

      She smirked. “We were at least right about that.”

      “Yes, we were. Anyways, a large explosion similar to this one happened at the exact same time,” I told them. “It was a pretty nasty one. I had the Exi—wait a second.” A realization hit me.

      The Eximus cuffs.

      They blew up.

      “What is it?” Selena asked. I guess she could tell from the look on my face that my wheels were seriously turning.

      “The Eximus cuffs,” I said. “They had a pair of Eximus cuffs on me. They were using them while they were questioning me about all this stuff,” I said, talking fast and excited. “The same time the explosion happened outside the subway car they had me in, the cuffs on my hands exploded. Blew them clean off, but thankfully they grew back. Anyways, the only thing that could’ve exploded that was outside the subway car, inside around my hands, and literally run all up and down this building, was Eximus.”

      Selena and Ellie pieced together what I was saying. “So you’re saying that every single piece of Eximus gear in London just spontaneously exploded.”

      “Yes, that’s exactly what happened. Except, are we sure it was spontaneously? That’s too much of a coincidence for all of them to happen at the exact same time,” I said.

      “What, you think somebody caused them to explode?” Ellie asked.

      I shrugged. “It’s a possibility.” I turned to Selena. “How long can you get from here back to the States.”

      “Not long, why?”

      “Go over there and see if anything similar to what happened here went down. Ellie,” I said, turning to face her. “You and I will go back to the tunnels where Jigsaw and his men are hiding and apprehend them.”

      “How are we going to do that? If what you’re saying is true, then all the things we have that we can use against them just exploded,” Ellie said.

      “I’ve defeated Supers before without using Eximus. We’ll just have to figure something out.” I looked between the two of them. “Are you two ready? You down to do this?”

      They both hesitated, but then nodded their approval.

      “Alright, let’s go.”
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      Ellie and I flew through the hole in the ground that I’d shot up through. We entered the subway tunnels, our eyes lighting up the area around. The fire from the blast had died down substantially. Many men were wandering around trying to clean up the place. They looked up and saw Ellie and I approaching, our eyes glowing bright. Some of them actually threw their things down and ran. I gave Ellie a glance. I guess we were intimidating.

      Jigsaw stood to his feet, wincing. “Come back for more, have you Kane?” he asked, pain in his voice.

      I walked right up to him. Purple electricity danced across his eyes. “You sure did absorb a lot of the Eximus,” I said. “Feeling a bit powerless?” I pushed him with just one finger, but it was enough to send him flying backwards, flipping over himself.

      A couple more Supers ran into the darkness of the tunnel. Their powers hadn’t come back yet, and so I guess they didn’t want to stick around and watch the show. I kneeled down next to Jigsaw. “Now it’s time for me to ask a few questions. Where is the Stone of Power?” I asked.

      “Are you a damn idiot?” he spat. “If I knew we wouldn’t have been living in this shithole tunnel, searching high and low for it!”

      “Come on, you must have some idea at least.” I reached down and picked him up by his shirt. I held him in the air, pulling his face close to mine as if I was a child inspecting a new insect. “Where could it be?”

      Jigsaw spat in my face. “Go to hell.”

      I wiped the spit off, and tossed him behind me. He slid across the ground, groaning in pain.

      “Kane,” Ellie said under her breath. “What is this you’re looking for?”

      “I’ll explain later,” I told her. I stepped towards Jigsaw and bent over. I was about to pick him up, but he stopped me.

      “You know the thing about Eximus?” Jigsaw said, breathing heavily. “It wears off.”

      Jigsaw lunged from the ground and wrapped his arms around my throat. He flew straight up out of the tunnel, and then threw me into the road.

      It looked like Jigsaw wasn’t going to give up any information as easily as I would’ve liked.

      Jigsaw flew down hard towards me, and I rolled out of the way. I kicked at him from the ground, but he caught my leg and tossed me into a nearby car. The thing crumbled beneath me, and I pushed myself off it and into the air, narrowly dodging Jigsaw as he dove after me.

      I flew down towards another nearby car. Jigsaw flew right towards me, and right before he got to me, I grabbed the car and slammed it into him like he was a baseball and the vehicle was the bat. The thing exploded, the force of which knocked me back.

      The ground nearby exploded as Ellie and one of Jigsaw’s men flew by, grappling each other. Great. There went my back-up.

      I got up and ran over to Jigsaw before he could do the same. I kicked him while he was still on the ground, launching him through the air. He hit the ground and rolled. Before I could reach him though, he was able to pull himself up from the ground.

      I slammed my fist into his chest, and he countered with a punch of his own. Anger grew within me, both from the fact that he’d got a hit in and just because he was an asshole who kidnapped me. I thought about Mrs. Montgomery, how nice she was and how Jigsaw had almost killed her. Not just her either, but my best friends. These thoughts fueled my anger, which turned into determination. I wasn’t going to let him get away with this.

      He hit me again, but I countered by swooping down and knocking his legs out from beneath him. He fell backwards, and I slammed my fist into his chest, sending him straight into the ground. I grabbed him by his shirt, pulled him up, and hit him in the face. One, two, three, four, I let out a shout. I didn’t want to stop.

      But Jigsaw was a Super. While my punches might have been hard and would’ve killed any number of regular men, Jigsaw was not a regular man. He could take it. He grabbed my fist and knocked my hand away. This threw my momentum off balance, and I stumbled forward, dropping Jigsaw.

      He lifted his leg up and kicked me in the back, sending me stumbling forward. I almost fell to the ground, but I caught myself, and flew into the air. Jigsaw jumped up behind me, giving pursuit. I flew across London, staying ahead of him easily.

      I needed to come up with something and fast. Up ahead I saw the iconic River Thames sparkling in the beautiful morning sun. Big Ben and the London Eye sat on either side. An idea formed in my head.

      I flew for the London Eye, picking up my speed so I’d reach it before he did. I grabbed a hold of one of the cars of the giant ferris wheel at the top, and prepared for just the right moment. At just the right moment, right before he hit me, I yanked one of the cars off, and threw it at Jigsaw.

      Seeing as I’d just done this exact thing moments before with an actual automobile, Jigsaw saw it coming, which was exactly what I wanted. He dodged out of the way, which allowed me to get close enough to him without him noticing.

      I slammed into him as hard as I could, and the two of us fell for the water below. The ferris wheel car hit the water just moments before we did. The cold water from the river enveloped us as we grappled for dominance. I held my breath as I pulled my knee up and slammed it into him over and over. I head butted him, punched him in his stomach, and unleashed everything I had.

      Jigsaw didn’t see any of it coming. He wasn’t able to hold his breath. All his oxygen escaped him.

      Oxygen he needed in order to fuel his powers.

      I grabbed him by his shirt, and threw him down to the bottom of the river as hard as I could. I swam up to the top and got a gasp of air, before going back under. My two glowing eyes lit up the river like the beams of a submarine. I saw Jigsaw trying to swim back up, but he wasn’t going to be able to get up in time. His powers had all but left him. He couldn’t just fly up and out of there.

      I slowly exhaled, not wanting to run out of air and be stuck in the same situation as I’d put Jigsaw in. I swam over and grabbed the car from the London Eye, and pulled it over to Jigsaw. He was close to breaking the surface, but with one swift kick he fell almost all the way back to the bottom.

      I swam down and set the car down next to Jigsaw. I grabbed, him, his body still struggling but beginning to give up. I swam through one of the broken windows, and grabbed part of the hand railing inside. Jigsaw jerked and struggled, but all he was doing was using up more of his energy. I wanted to be safe, so I broke off the hand railing, and wrapped the metal around Jigsaw. I made sure part of it wrapped around one of the beams in the cart. Without his powers, there was no way Jigsaw could escape.

      I began to swim towards the exit, feeling the urge to breathe. Jigsaw let out a garbled shout as I exited, but I paid him no mind. I swam for the surface and broke through, leaving Jigsaw at the bottom of the River Thames.
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      I flew back to where the fighting began, and saw Ellie there waiting for me. “You take a bath?” she asked.

      I scoffed. “You can say that. I’m sorry in advance for what I did to the London Eye, but Jigsaw is at the bottom of the river and out of our way, at least.”

      Ellie looked at me, confused. “I don’t even want to know what you did to the London Eye, but how is Jigsaw at the bottom of the river?”

      “I tied him up down there,” I explained. We need to breathe in order for our powers to work. Can’t breathe underwater. At least, I haven’t met a Super that can. And if there is one, it’s definitely not Jigsaw.”

      “He’s not going to die down there?” she asked.

      I shook my head. “I was on the moon for six months. Jigsaw will be fine at the bottom of the river until we get something figured out. Once he’s able to start breathing again, his healing factor will bring him back.”

      Ellie sighed and nodded. “Okay, well that’s definitely something we don’t need to forget about. Super villain at the bottom of our most famous river. Got it.”

      “Where’s your guy?” I asked, referring to the Super she’d been fighting.

      “He gave up. As did most of Jigsaw’s men. I imagine they were waiting for their powers to come back, but once they find out what happened to their boss, I doubt they’ll be coming around.”

      I smiled as I realized what this meant. Jigsaw was taken care of. Athena was finally going to tell me where I could find Samantha.

      

      ****

      

      Ellie and I arrived back at the now-destroyed headquarters right at the same time as Selena. “How is it?” I said as I walked up to her.

      “Bad,” she said. “All the Eximus weapons over in the States exploded. A lot of The Legion has been wiped out, and the STF is beginning to take back their territory.”

      That’s when it dawned on me. “Of course,” I said. “It all makes sense.”

      “What does?” Ellie asked.

      “The STF are the ones who created the Eximus and the weapons. They’ve been letting The Legion steal them though, because that meant when the time was right, they’d be able to activate their self-destruct, which would basically guarantee victory for them. Literally almost every single one of their enemies had a bomb strapped to them, and they had the detonator,” I explained.

      “So you’re saying that the STF is responsible for this?” Ellie asked, looking at the destruction all around her.

      I nodded. “I believe so. I don’t know why they wanted to attack you directly, but there’s obviously a reason.”

      “We’ll have to have Leo—” Ellie stopped herself. She cleared her throat. Then, a sigh. “Oh what the hell. The whole operation is blown to shit anyways. The reason Leopold isn’t here is because he’s working undercover at the STF. He’s used his abilities to take over the role of one of the scientists, and has been feeding us info on all of their plans. This one, of course, being the exception. We obviously didn’t see it coming.”

      “Is there anything else you can tell us that’d be helpful for right now?” I asked.

      “Not that I can think of, but then again there may be something that I don’t realize will be helpful,” she said.

      “We’ll have to sit down later and you need to tell me everything I should know,” I said.

      We stood there for a few moments, thinking over everything that’d just happened. “I’m gonna see if they need any help,” Selena said finally.

      Ellie followed her. She looked at me over her shoulder. “You coming, Kane?”

      “I will in a minute,” I said. I needed to find a place to talk to Athena first. It was time for her to deliver on her promise.

    

  




    
      
        
          41

        

        

    
    






          Samantha

        

      

    
    
      I flew to a nearby rooftop and waited. I knew Athena would show up at some point. She had to have known that I’d complete my mission.

      “Kane.”

      I froze. I heard that clearly in my head.

      “Kane!”

      “…Samantha?” I said out loud.

      “Listen to me and listen good,” Samantha said.

      It really was her.

      “Are you listening?” she asked.

      “Y-yes. Samantha, is that really you?”

      “Yeah it is. The first time I spoke to you was in the desert while you were fighting Richter. The first time we kissed it was right before you went overseas, because I was afraid our connection wouldn’t be strong enough for my powers. We have an inside joke about a fake company we run called S&T, LLC. I could keep going all day, but I don’t have the time, really.”

      Those are things only Samantha knew. It really was her. “Samantha, where are you?”

      “I don’t know, but all I know is that Athena is the one who’s holding me captive,” she said.

      I shook my head. “No, Athena’s helping me. We’re going to defeat Atlas using these things called The Artifacts of Power. She was just about to tell me where you’re at,” I said. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes! Of course I’m sure, Kane. She’s been using me as human satellite, using my psychic powers in order to communicate and control other people. That’s why I haven’t been able to contact you, because she’s had me basically in a coma, only using me whenever she needs.”

      “Where are you? I’ll come get you,” I said, my heart pounding in my chest.

      “I don’t know where I’m at. This is the first time I’ve had full control. There were some sort of explosions going on nearby, and the next thing I knew, I was in control.”

      The Eximus blast. It had something to do with her being able to contact me, and I knew it.

      Samantha’s voice grew scared. “Kane…I’m slipping. I can feel myse—”

      Nothing.

      “Samantha?” I called out, but there was no response. “Samantha!” I screamed.

      Silence.

      “I guess I don’t have to be the one to say that I’m not telling you where Samantha’s at,” Athena said behind me.

      I spun around, anger filling every fiber of my being. “You lied! You said you were here to help me, you said it wasn’t you who was controlling the Supers, but it was you all along!”

      Athena simply smiled. “Kane, I assure you I have an answer to every one of your questions. But right now, you’re not in the state to listen.”

      “You don’t tell me what damn state I’m in!” I screamed. “This whole time you’ve been trying to undermine me, make me think I’m crazy. You had me attack my best friends, you had them attack me, you’ve tried to turn me into your puppet every step of the way!”

      Athena shook her head. “I assure you, Kane, those were not my intentions.”

      “Yeah? Well they sure as hell seemed like them!” My mind raced. So many thoughts shot through that I didn’t even know which one to latch on to.

      “We still have a deal, Kane,” she said. “You’ll still find me the dýnami pétra.”

      I laughed harder than I’d laughed in a long time. “You think I’m still going to find that dumb rock for you? Screw you. I’m not finding shit.”

      Anger flared across Athena’s face. “You do not break a deal with me, Kane Andrews.”

      I took a step towards her, out of either anger, courage, or foolishness. “Our deal was that I get rid of Jigsaw, you tell me where Samantha’s at. You didn’t honor that one, so me finding your stone and bringing it to you is null and void.”

      “Careful of the words you choose, Kane. You cannot take them back.”

      “Okay then, how’s this then?” I showed her my middle finger. “I’m coming for you, Athena. I’m going to get Samantha back. Then I’m going to find the dýnami pétra, and it’ll be the end of both you and Atlas.”

      Athena’s jaw tensed. “You’re foolishness will be your downfall, Kane Andrews.” And with that, she disappeared.

      I stood there on the roof, all alone. I breathed heavily, the seriousness of what I’d just done settling in.

      I took a deep breath, and flew down to the street. Something stuck underneath the wheel of a nearby parked car caught my eye. I walked over towards it, and saw it was the tattered remains of the Tempest suit that Ellie had given me. It must’ve been blown away by the explosion, and gotten caught on the wheel.

      I picked it up and rubbed the tattered and burnt leather in my hands.

      I knew right then that I would wear it again. I would be the person inside of it that gave Samantha hope almost a year ago. The hope she needed to contact me right when I needed her.

      I was going to save her.

      I was going to find the dýnami pétra.

      I was going to defeat Atlas.

      I was going to defeat Athena.

      I was going to be Tempest once again.

      It was time to get started.
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          Orion Augustine

        

      

    
    
      
        Sometime during the 20th century…

      

      Athena held her son in her hands for the last time. She’d spent so much time tracking down a boy who would grow up to look the same as her son, that now that it was actually time for the switch to happen, she almost didn’t want to go through with it.

      She closed her eyes. Steadied her breath.

      You’re doing this for Patrick. You’re doing this for the world.

      Besides, it’s not like she wasn’t going to have a son to raise. She’d have the baby she was switching her real son with to take care of.

      A son that wouldn’t grow up to be a “Super”, as Patrick liked to call them.

      She looked up at the hospital, and then down at the watch. 11:06 pm.

      The boy had just been born.

      Athena thought about the people who would be raising her son. Raising a Super. They seemed like nice enough people. The father was a lawyer—for now. The mother, a teacher. “Hopefully she’ll teach you how to have good manners,” Athena said, looking down at her sleeping son with smiling eyes.

      She cherished those last few moments with him. Because it wouldn’t be long before the switch would happen. It wouldn’t be long before she left her son behind in the twentieth century to be raised by another family.

      And hopefully, if all went according to plan, he’d be able to stop Patrick, the boy she loved the most. Her son, but not.

      She looked down at her real son. “Just a little bit longer, and you’ll meet your new parents,” she said, her smile turning sad. “Then you’ll no longer be Orion Augustine. Then you will be Kane Andrews.”
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        Learn about Patrick Henry before he became the supervillain Richter.

        

        I normally charge for my book, Richter, but if you sign up to my mailing list, you’ll get it for free!

        Click here to sign up and get your free book!

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Book Five

        

      

    
    
      The penultimate book in The First Superhero Series, The Rescue of the Supers, releases this winter!

      Sign up for my mailing list at authorloganrutherford.com/list/ to be up to date on the latest info.

      Please consider leaving a review for The Secret of the Supers on Amazon.
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