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CHAPTER 1

THE STAFF PART
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It was late in the evening on the day that changed everything. Vanessa Queensler, who was sixteen years old then, walked through the city of Andor. Her footsteps echoed over the bodies of fallen guards. Some were still alive, but they were being dragged away, their faces twisted in pain and defeat.

The city of Andor was unlike any other, built at the bottom of the ocean within the Bermuda Triangle. Water flowed above like a living sky, held back by ancient magic, for none here could breathe water. Andor, the god himself, had created this city for a single purpose: to protect a staff part.

The staff parts were born from the combined power of three gods and two goddesses who had shaped the universe. They had pooled their strength into one staff, making it powerful enough to create worlds with a single gesture. But that power was dangerous. One day, after Ibelscorem, one of their own, tried to use the staff to control the life forms scattered across the cosmos, everything changed.

The gods split the staff, scattering its pieces. There was the telekinetic part. The Stone of Death. The elemental part. The portal part. The creation part. The dimension and universe part. At least, these were the ones that were known. The rest were just a legend.

Vanessa’s heart pounded with certainty. She knew what had happened. There could be no other explanation: someone had entered the city and stolen the staff part.

The last attempt had been months ago. Only Andrew had known where the city lay, hidden beneath the waves. He had failed, but Vanessa remembered it vividly, the battle against Andrew’s commander, an old man whose name was still a mystery. She had fought alongside the king and two guards, defying the odds.

Now, Vanessa trembled. All of this had happened while she was outside the city, training, unaware, unprepared. Guilt gnawed at her. She wore a ring, a gift to this city from Andor himself. That ring gave her the power to move with impossible speed.

She activated the ring. Water streamed from it, swirling around her body, encasing her in a living armor. Whenever she was shrouded in water, she became something else, faster than anyone alive. Over land, she’d reached a record of 5,300 kilometers per hour. Underwater, she was even faster, capable of reaching 18,000 kilometers per hour. But tonight, even that didn’t feel fast enough.

She broke into a run, darting through the ruined streets, stepping over the bodies of fallen soldiers. Her mind raced as quickly as her feet, every stride fueled by fear and anger. She headed straight for the giant statue of Andor. Inside the statue’s eye, the staff part had been hidden, sealed away from the world.

But when Vanessa burst inside, she saw only emptiness. The staff part was gone.

“No...” Vanessa muttered, unable to comprehend how anyone could have done something like this. “How is this possible...”

She immediately bolted down the statue, moving so fast she could run over the very walls themselves, and burst into the palace, a grand structure that looked like it belonged to ancient Greece.

“Vanessa,” King Anders said, his voice soft at first, but then erupting with anger. “Where were you?!”

She stayed silent.

“You were off again, weren’t you?!” The King’s voice boomed through the palace, shaking the marble pillars. “Always busy with your training! The 2B is never supposed to leave the city! We as a people were created to protect the staff part! Did you forget that?!”

Vanessa had never seen King Anders this furious. She wanted to tell him she refused to be called 2B, that she was the Water-Comet now, a name she had chosen for herself. But the words caught in her throat.

“Did you forget that?!” King Anders repeated, his voice growing even harsher.

She only shook her head. Deep down, she knew he was right. The King had been clear, time and again, that he didn’t believe Vanessa was fit for the ring. But he had no say in it, she was the chosen one, after the last ring bearer’s death.

“You know who did it, don’t you?” the King demanded, opening his hands and holding them out to his left. A portal began to swirl open, and armor crept over his hand, then spread across his entire body like living metal. “Tell me, are you a part of this as well? It was the perfect moment to attack.”

“Me?” Vanessa’s voice echoed through the palace, raw and hurt. “I have the ring. Of course I have nothing to do with this!”

“Make me trust you again,” the King said, letting the armor dissolve back into the portal. “Andrew is the only person who’s been here from the outside world. It was either him, or the old man we fought. My soldiers haven’t awoken yet, so I can’t ask them.”

“Andrew?” she asked, searching his face. “He’s an Elementlar. Why would he ever do something like that?”

“HE HAS TRIED IT ONCE!” the King roared, his voice echoing off the stone. “MAYBE THE OLD MAN CAME BACK AND DEMANDED IT AGAIN!”

There was nothing left to say. She stared at the King, her heart pounding.

“Get the staff part back and kill him after. We can’t ris—”

“Kill him?” Vanessa’s voice trembled; she had never killed anyone that might be innocent before. “I could bring him back here instead—”

“No,” King Anders said, rising to his feet. “This is what it means to be the 2B. You take no risks. You kill him. You have five days to bring me the staff part, or we’ll hunt you down.”

Vanessa just nodded, feeling the water from her ring begin to leak out, covering her body in a shimmering layer. She turned and ran, fleeing the palace as fast as her power would carry her.

In one of the back streets, she finally stopped, breathless. “Andrew,” she whispered, her voice barely more than a gasp. “Why did you do this?”
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CHAPTER 2

RETURN TO THE CITY
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It had been a few days since she confronted Andrew. He’d insisted he didn’t have it, but promised he’d get it back. After that, she’d joined Andrew and the Outcasts to defeat King Death.

King Death had tried to take over the planet with red slime, his own blood. He could infect people with it, turning them into something like zombies. He was also the one who’d had the staff part. The Outcasts explained that someone had stolen it and given it to Liveos.

Liveos had helped them defeat King Death, sacrificing himself in the process. But now that everything was over, it was time to talk about the staff part.

The Outcasts, along with Vanessa and the director from T.O.P.A.H., Threads Of Powers Against Humanity, headed to the Outcasts’ building.

Luckily, almost no one knew about Vanessa. The heroes did now, and so did Harry, the director of T.O.P.A.H., but ordinary humans didn’t. Some people had seen her enter the building, a few might have glimpsed her while being saved, but what mattered was that her face hadn’t appeared on the news.

She followed Harry while the other heroes walked toward a place they called New Vazuno, a name Vanessa had never heard before. She’d spent almost her entire life in the City of Andor, the city underwater in the Bermuda triangle, made to protect the staff part. Earth was still a mystery to her.

“So, Vanessa,” Harry said, looking stressed as he led her into what looked like an office. “Sit down. I want you to tell me about the staff part.”

Vanessa, usually so enthusiastic, felt quiet now. It wasn’t that she didn’t trust Harry, but she felt safer with the heroes. She barely knew them, but she knew they would protect her.

“I don’t kno—”

“Stop with the crap,” Harry interrupted, his voice sharp. “We all know you’re not from around here. I’m in a relationship with the Ultimate Soldier, and she told me you attacked Andrew because you thought he had the staff part. Isn’t that true?”

“Maybe.”

“It’s true,” Harry said, fixing her with a look. “I’m not going to argue with you about where the staff part came from. I just want to know what to do with it now.”

He placed the box with the staff part on the table in front of her. “If you want to take it back to wherever you’re from, you’re free to do so,” Harry said, letting her look at the box.

“Why are you telling me all this?” Vanessa asked, her gaze shifting to him. “You realize I could just grab it, run away, and you’d never find me again, right?”

“If that’s what you want,” Harry said, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Feel free. But if the old man who gave the part to Liveos comes back, he’ll know exactly where to find it.”

Vanessa stared at him, weighing her options. If it was stolen again, she might never get it back.

“Look, this belongs to your people,” Harry said, his tone serious as he placed both hands on the table. “I don’t have any say in this. But what I can do is give you the option to let the Outcasts hide it here, inside this building.”

“Here?!”

“There’s always one or two heroes in this building,” Harry explained. “And many more can come here quickly if someone tries to steal it. You could come here too. Be part of the Outcasts. Live here.”

Vanessa looked at him, remembering her king’s words, if she didn’t return with the staff part, they would hunt her down. But Harry was right: if the old man wanted it, he’d find a way to steal it again, and no one could stop him.

“I don’t want to be a part of the Outcasts,” Vanessa said, her voice low, unwilling to serve others again. “But as the protector of the staff part, I want them to keep it safe. I need to know everything about it. You don’t move it a millimeter without telling me.”

Harry shoved his hand forward on the table, meeting her gaze. “Deal.”

Vanessa shook his hand, sealing a pact with Harry that even the Outcasts wouldn’t know about. “Keep the earpiece you have. I’ll update you whenever something happens. If anyone asks, just say you never gave it back.”

“Thanks,” Vanessa replied, water erupting from her ring as she prepared to sprint home.

She ran for fifteen minutes, tearing across the world at five thousand kilometers per hour, until she reached the shores by the Bermuda Triangle. She could have gone faster through the sea, but she needed time to think, time to decide what she would tell King Anders.

Still uncertain, she dove into the water and sped toward a sunken ship, the secret passage to the City of Andor. Without hesitation, she raced into the palace, where the king sat, lost in thought, his eyes distant.

Her sudden arrival, so fast it was almost as if she had teleported, made the king jump in his seat. “Shit,” he gasped, clutching his heart. “Why do you kee—”

“The staff part is safe,” Vanessa interrupted, her tone grim. She still didn’t know how to tell him the rest.

“Great!” The king’s face lit up with a smile. “Where is it?”

“It’s with a group of strong individuals,” she said, meeting his eyes. “They’re stronger than anyone here, and they’ll prote—”

“Are you out of your GODDAMN MIND?!” King Anders roared, leaping from his throne and striding toward her.

Vanessa turned, noticing a group of five guards blocking the exit. Hayden, the same guard who had helped her and Andrew fight the old man, stood among them, forming a wall.

“Do you have any idea what you’ve done?!” Anders shouted. “We were made t—”

“To protect the staff part, blah blah blah,” Vanessa cut him off, her annoyance bleeding through. “If I brought it back, it would just get stolen again, and we might never see it ba—”

“I DON’T CARE!” King Anders bellowed, a portal swirling open at his hand as armor began to encase his body. “WE WERE CHOSEN FOR THIS! AND YOU THREW IT ALL AWAY!”

Vanessa, still cloaked in water, glanced at the guards. She could run through them easily, but the force would hurt them, maybe even kill them. She hesitated.

“THEN FUCKING GO!” the king screamed, still advancing. “We all know you’re going to run away like a coward! You’re nothing but a coward! Not even protecting the staff part yourself!”

She shifted her stance, ready to bolt at any moment. But she waited, sensing the king had one last thing to say.

“We will hunt you down,” he spat. “We can’t kill you now, but we can kill you in your sleep. There’s nowhere you’ll be safe from us!”

That was it. Vanessa took off, the world around her blurring into slow motion. The guards’ swords and spears seemed to move through molasses as she sprinted toward them, leaping into the air. She landed on one guard’s arm, using it as a springboard to vault over the blockade. The bone snapped beneath her, but she didn’t care, she hadn’t killed him.

She tore through the city, guards everywhere, just as the king had predicted. But her speed made her untouchable. She hurdled over knives hidden in the ground, set as traps for her feet.

At full force, she ran up Andor’s statue and burst through the water roof of the city, maybe leaving it behind forever.
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CHAPTER 3

ON THE RUN
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It had been about two years since the day Vanessa decided to run away from the city of Andor. She had lived in multiple places, but nowhere ever truly felt like home.

At first, she tried New York City. The people there were generally rude, and making friends felt impossible, especially knowing she had to keep moving, always looking over her shoulder in case the army from Andor tracked her down. She’d considered joining the Outcasts and living in their building, but deep down, she knew her presence would just bring more chaos.

The truth was, ever since the day she’d been chosen to be the Water-Comet, training had consumed her life, even after school, even when she should have been resting. Living on land, though, was so different from what she’d known. People from so many cultures lived here. There were endless things to do for fun, so many strangers to meet, and amazing food she’d never even imagined.

But after a while, Vanessa realized New York wasn’t for her. The city’s history, its attacks, its crime, left her uneasy. So she moved to Europe, hoping for a fresh start.

She wasn’t giving up on helping people, not with the powers she’d gained from that ring. But she didn’t want to be defined by them. She wanted to be more than just the Water-Comet.

Arriving in London, she quickly realized it wasn’t the place for her. The people seemed distant, unfriendly, and after a week without even a sliver of sunlight, she knew she had to move on.

Next was Frankfurt, Germany. But the people there, like everywhere else, weren’t welcoming. She felt invisible, drifting through streets that never felt like home.

France was no better. She wandered its cities, growing more hopeless with every step. It seemed she’d never find a place that fit, that felt safe, until she arrived in Spain, Barcelona, to be specific.

“Wow,” she whispered, standing on top of the mountain, overlooking the city as the setting sun cast a golden sheen across the rooftops. “This seems nice.”

Breathless, she sat down, exhausted and acutely aware she still had nowhere to sleep. It was vital to keep her powers hidden; if she slipped up and ended up on television, the king and his army would know exactly where she was.

The lack of sleep over the past few weeks, always on the move and without a bed, weighed heavily on her. She drifted off right there, the city spread out beneath her.

She slept for about three hours before jerking awake, heart pounding, as she realized her foot was dangling over the edge of the mountain. She scrambled back, her pulse racing, she couldn’t afford to fall, not now.

Standing up quickly, Vanessa’s stomach rumbled. “Maybe I should get something to eat,” she murmured.

She hurried down the mountain, resisting the urge to use her ring, she couldn’t risk being spotted. She slipped into the city, letting the crowds swallow her up.

A small restaurant caught her eye, its dark wooden floor glowing softly in the lamplight. She walked in and glanced at the clock. It was 10:31 p.m., and the place was packed.

Vanessa slid into a seat and picked up the menu. Back in Frankfurt, she’d spent hours in an internet café, reading about Spain. Paella was a typical Spanish dish, and now, she wanted to try it for herself.

“Hola, ¿qué te gustaría pedir?” an old woman with gray hair asked, approaching Vanessa’s table.

Vanessa hesitated, not sure she’d heard correctly. She apologized, but the woman simply repeated herself in Spanish.

Finally, the woman seemed to understand. In broken English, she asked, “You want... order?”

Vanessa realized how hard it would be to live in a country where she didn’t know the language. Still, she pointed at the paella on the menu. “That one, please.”

“Good choice,” the woman said, taking the menu back as she gestured toward the drinks section.

“Uhhh... Water, please.”

“Very well.”

“Wait,” Vanessa blurted, suddenly remembering what she’d forgotten. “Is it possible for me to clean some dishes for the food? I don’t have any money.”

The woman only nodded and walked away.

Vanessa wondered if the woman had really understood her, but the ache in her stomach pushed the thought aside. Figuring out how to pay would be a problem for after she’d eaten.

In the past month, she hadn’t eaten every day, there just hadn’t been any money. She refused to steal, so she’d learned to seek out restaurants where she could offer to clean dishes in exchange for a meal.

While she waited for her food, Vanessa glanced around. The little restaurant was crowded, buzzing with both young and old. At the table next to hers, two girls about her age sat laughing and talking, their plates already half-empty. Back at home, Vanessa hadn’t even been allowed to speak during dinner.

She envied those girls, not because they could talk while eating, but because they were laughing, carefree, and happy. The jealousy burned inside her, and she found herself almost staring at them, wishing she could have what they did.

Her thoughts were interrupted when the old woman with gray hair returned, setting down a plate of paella and a glass of water. “Thanks,” Vanessa murmured.

She took her first bite and immediately realized she didn’t really like the food. It was fish, and fish was almost all she’d eaten back in the city of Andor. But she ate it anyway. She needed something in her stomach.

When the woman returned with the bill, Vanessa’s heart dropped. The woman hadn’t understood her after all, and now she was expected to pay.

Vanessa stared at the bill for a long moment. “I’m sorry. I asked if I could do dishes for the food. Maybe you didn’t understand me.”

The woman’s expression grew impatient. “¿Puedes darte prisa, por favor?”

Now the two girls Vanessa had been jealous of were staring at her too, listening to every word.

“I don’t have the money. Can I please do the dishes?” Vanessa pleaded.

“No money?” The woman’s tone turned sharp, unfriendly. “You want me call policia?”

Vanessa fell silent. She thought about running, but that would only make things worse.

“Señora, nosotros pagaremos por ella,” one of the girls said quietly.

The woman looked at the girls, then back at Vanessa. “You’re lucky... they pay.”

As the woman placed the bill on the girls’ table, they pulled out twelve euros in cash and paid her.  
Vanessa felt a wave of shame wash over her. She stood up, ready to leave, her movements stiff and uncertain. “Thank you,” she said quietly, glancing at the girls as she turned away.  
“Where are you from?” the brunette called after her, eyes fixed on Vanessa’s back. “American?” 

Her English was surprisingly fluent.  

“Yes, I’m from America,” Vanessa replied, her voice soft, almost apologetic.  

The blonde girl looked up, curiosity flickering in her eyes. “What school do you go to?”  

Before Vanessa could answer, the two girls stood and walked toward her. They must have already paid for their food.  

“I’m new here,” Vanessa managed, her words tumbling out too quickly. “Just got here today.”  

She realized, too late, how strange her story sounded, arriving in a new city with no real plan. “I actually forgot the name of the school. My Spanish isn’t that good. Something with acad—”  

“Academia Nova Barcinonensis?” the blonde interrupted, a smile lighting her face. “We’re going there too. Just hoping the introduction on Monday goes well, since we’re joining late in the year.”  

“Did you get a scholarship?” the brunette asked, her gaze sharp as she studied Vanessa. “I mean, then you actually get to live on campus.”  

“Yes,” Vanessa lied, forcing herself to meet the girl’s eyes. “I’m Vanessa, by the way.”  

“Sophia,” the brunette replied, then nodded toward the blonde. “That’s Bella.”  

“Nice to meet you two,” Vanessa said, trying to sound upbeat, though her voice felt thin and hollow.  

“Nice to meet you too,” Bella replied. “Guess we’ll see you on Monday.”  

The two girls brushed past her, their laughter echoing faintly.  

“I guess so,” Vanessa whispered, the words barely leaving her lips. A plan was already forming in her mind, sharp and urgent.  

She walked into a dark street, the city pressing in around her. There, she let water flow from the ring, swirling around her in a silent embrace. With incredible speed, she tore through the city, searching for the Academia Nova Barcinonensis.  

When she found it, she raced through the entire school, moving so fast the motion sensors never even flickered.  

In the archives, her hands worked quickly, nerves buzzing. She used a real document to forge herself a scholarship at the school.  

That was when her new life was about to begin.
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CHAPTER 4

NEW HOME
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The following Monday, Vanessa arrived at the school. Dark bags hung beneath her eyes, a silent testament to sleepless nights and the weight of her choices. She knew what she’d done was illegal, but she hadn’t had much of a choice, she needed somewhere to live.

She looked around, painfully aware of how out of place she was. No phone. No backpack. Nothing to blend in with the crowd. All around her, students clustered in front of the school, waiting impatiently for others to clear the entrance.

As Vanessa approached, she saw the reason for the bottleneck: a list of names taped to the door. Her heart raced when she spotted her own, her new identity, the one she’d claimed in the archives.

“Vanessa Tricks,” the paper read. “Go to room 142.”

Nerves twisted inside her. She didn’t want to be noticed, didn’t want to be caught. Keeping her head down, she made her way to room 142. The door was already open, and a handful of students sat scattered inside. She scanned their faces, hoping to spot Sophia or Bella, but neither was there. Disappointment flickered through her. Maybe this was just a room for scholarship students.

“Alright, everyone,” the teacher said, his eyes lingering on Vanessa as she hesitated in the doorway. “If you could all take a seat.”

Vanessa pressed her lips together and hurried to one of the empty chairs. She could feel the stares, students watching her, noticing how she seemed unsure where to go. Even the teacher’s gaze lingered a moment too long before he continued, trying to smooth over the awkwardness.

“First of all, welcome. You’ve all been granted a scholarship, which means you’ll receive a free food pass and a bedroom on campus. When I call your name, please come up and I’ll give you everything you need, including your timetable.”

Relief swept through Vanessa. At least it was an international school, she didn’t have to struggle with Spanish on top of everything else.

When the teacher finally called her name, she didn’t move at first. For a split second, she forgot she’d given herself a new last name. Then it clicked. She stood quickly, walked up, and accepted the key to her new room along with a small stack of papers. Her hands trembled as she left for the campus.

She was at a loss for words. How had she even gotten this far? She knew it wasn’t fair, she hadn’t earned any of this, not really. But she couldn’t let herself think about that now.

“This must be it,” she whispered, stopping in front of the door that matched the number on her key: 238.

She unlocked it and pushed the door open. The room was bare, just a bed, a desk with a chair, and a tiny bathroom. Still, it was more than enough. For now, at least, she had a place to stay.

Vanessa stepped inside
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