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            **This book is for entertainment purposes only and is not intended to encourage or indeed used as a means to carry out harm of any kind. Any person who uses any information contained within does so at their own risk and the Author or anyone associated with him is not liable in anyway.** 
 
**The publisher and the author strongly recommend that you consult with your physician before beginning any exercise program. You should be in good physical condition and be able to participate in the exercise. The author is not a licensed healthcare care provider and represents that they have no expertise in diagnosing, examining, or treating medical conditions of any kind, or in determining the effect of any specific exercise on a medical condition.
You should understand that when participating in any exercise or exercise program, there is the possibility of physical injury. If you engage in this exercise or exercise program, you agree that you do so at your own risk, are voluntarily participating in these activities, assume all risk of injury to yourself, and agree to release and discharge the publisher and the author from any and all claims or causes of action, known or unknown, arising out of the contents of this book.
The publisher and the author advise you to take full responsibility for your safety and know your limits. Before practicing the skills described in this book, be sure that your equipment is well maintained and do not take risks beyond your level of experience, aptitude, training, and comfort level.**

      

    


Prologue: The Weight of the Mask

The air crackled with static as the desolate city burned beneath a blood-red sky. Barry Abbott stood on the shattered remnants of what had once been a bustling overpass. His suit, forged from salvaged future tech, bore scars from countless battles, deep gouges from clawed monstrosities, scorch marks from energy weapons, and the smears of a world that had crumbled beneath its own hubris.

In his hands, he gripped a broken mask, its once-pristine surface now fractured and tarnished. It was not the mask he wore now, but the one he had first donned, a symbol of a man who had believed he could save the future.

He could still hear their voices. The Resistance, a ragged collection of fighters and dreamers, who had once looked to him for hope. He had trained them, fought alongside them, and buried far too many of them.

"You can’t win this fight alone, Barry," an old comrade had told him once, her voice trembling with exhaustion. "You have to teach them. Give them the tools to fight for themselves."

He had tried. God, how he had tried. But the future was unrelenting, and no amount of training or sacrifice had been enough. Humanity’s collapse had been swift and merciless—a cascade of greed, conflict, and recklessness that had birthed horrors no one had foreseen.

Now, he was the last one standing.

The voice of the Future Council buzzed in his earpiece, steady and impersonal. “Barry Abbott, you’ve been chosen for the temporal preservation initiative. Your mission is to go back and prepare the past for what’s coming. If they fail...” The pause was heavy, deliberate. “There won’t be a second chance.”

Barry clenched his jaw. He didn’t need the reminder. The weight of the task already sat heavily on his shoulders. The Council had gambled everything on this desperate plan, to send him, the last surviving Hero of their world, into the past to rewrite the future.

“Why me?” he muttered into the void, his voice rough from days of silence.

“Because you understand what’s at stake,” the voice replied. “Because you’ve seen the cost of failure.”

The portal shimmered to life before him, a swirling vortex of light and energy that hummed with the power of countless years compressed into a single moment. Barry turned the broken mask over in his hands one last time before tucking it into his satchel.

As he stepped toward the portal, he took a deep breath and whispered, “They don’t need a saviour. They need a teacher.”

The light enveloped him, pulling him backward through time.

When the world reformed around him, the sky was blue, the air clean, and the distant hum of life in the city below a stark contrast to the apocalyptic silence he had left behind.

Barry adjusted the fresh mask on his face, its polished surface reflecting the hope of a second chance.

"This time," he thought, "I’ll do it right."

Thus began Barry Abbott’s mission, not as a hero, but as the masked mentor who would teach the world to fight for its future
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Chapter 1: The Call to Heroism
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Arrival and Observation

When I first stepped out of the portal, the air struck me like a revelation. It was clean, cleaner than anything I’d breathed in years. The sky above was painted in hues of blue I’d almost forgotten existed. For a moment, I just stood there, taking it all in but the world didn’t feel new. Not really. Beneath the surface of this seemingly calm existence, I could sense the same cracks I’d seen in my time. Humanity hadn’t learned yet. That’s why I was here.

I found an abandoned factory on the edge of the city. It was derelict but structurally sound, the kind of place people avoided without even thinking about it. Perfect. This would be my base of operations, a place where I could observe, plan and eventually train the next generation of masked heroes.

Before I could help them, I needed to understand them. For days, I wandered the city, blending into the crowds, studying the people. I watched the news, read their headlines and listened to the whispered fears in coffee shops and bars. Corruption, injustice, apathy, it was all here, simmering beneath the surface. The seeds of destruction were already planted. They just hadn’t sprouted yet.

Every night, I returned to the factory and wrote in my journal. It was my way of processing the weight of what I saw and turning it into something actionable. That journal became more than a record, it was a guide, one I hoped would outlive me.

"If you’re reading this, you’ve already asked yourself the question: ‘Why me?’" I wrote. "And if you haven’t, then you should. Because without a reason, you’ll crumble the first time the world pushes back."

––––––––
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Understanding Your Why?

Let me be clear: being a hero isn’t just about putting on a mask and throwing punches. It’s about answering the hardest question you’ll ever face: Why are you doing this?

For me, the answer was simple, painfully simple. I’d seen my world burn. I’d seen the faces of people I couldn’t save, their screams etched into my memory like scars. I couldn’t stand by and let this world slide down the same path. That’s my why?

But your why?..Has to be yours. It has to be personal. Maybe you’ve lost someone you loved to violence or corruption. Maybe you’ve seen injustice firsthand and can’t ignore it anymore. Or maybe it’s just a sense of duty, a calling you can’t shake no matter how much easier it would be to walk away.

Here’s what I’ve learned: your why is your anchor. When the fight gets tough, and it will, it’s the thing that will keep you standing. Without it, you’ll falter.

Take the time to reflect. Write it down if you must. Put it into words so clear they cut through the noise
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