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All powers could fly, of course, but not all the same way.

Helen flew like a soaring gull, her arms spread to either side as she crossed the glittering waves, the shoreline barely in sight.  Some powers had glamor, danger, and drawing attention the way honey drew flies—and other headaches.

Others—

The sand below subtly shifted ashore and under the waves, and she eased its path this way and that, increasing the width of the beach.  Shoals of fish and flocks of birds, dune grass and wild rose, wind-twisted pines farther inland, breezes, the ebbing tide, and ocean currents—all teased at the edge of her awareness, but she kept her attention on the sand.  Painstaking, extensive, and far easier than telling the mayor and everyone else who needed to hear that sand and sea shifted, endlessly, and could not be kept in stasis forever, or even for long, so that they had no need to change.

Overhead, a thin little cloud blunted the sun's brilliance.

Her phone rang.

With a sigh, she darted ashore.  Too much risk of dropping it in the salt water—and besides, she needed to put on more sunscreen.  She scowled and closed her eyes to concentrate.  No storms raged along shore, and she charged heavily for rescues as the only way to gain some peace.  What could have blown up that couldn't be handled more mundanely than calling her in?

She dropped to the hard sand below the high tide mark and checked the caller.

The Citadel.  A cold sliver touched her.  Unlikely to be a rescue then.  She thumbed the visual.  Captain Gale looked anxious—though he brightened at the sight of her.

"Sanddollar—did you hear already?  Since you're in your powersuit?"

Her heart sank, but Helen said, sharply, "To keep people from calling the police about a new power—obviously criminal since unknown."  Really, he knew as well as any power why they wore suits whenever flying.  You couldn't register without one.  Just because she did not fight crime. . .

His face turned sternly grave.  "How negligent.  You should have been the first to be told:  Phoebus escaped."

It struck like a blow, as if sunshine had vanished, or birds had ceased to sing.  Some powers had nemeses whose plots they had foiled, or who had suffered some injury at their hands.  Her?  An arrogant blowhard who thought attacking someone who did not train for crime fighting and was vulnerable to his powers best showed off his greatness.

Feeling chilled, she said,  "I'll head home at once."

"The Citadel—"

"Is no stronger or more secure than the Cabot house," she snapped.  "Daedulus himself said so.  And it's quicker.  I ought to go now and not hang about waiting for Phoebus to attack."  Her thumb moved over the off button.

"He still has his stifling collar on," said Captain Gale.  "But you know how long that lasts."

Helen nodded.

The shore's quiet almost returned as she put away her phone.  The drum of the waves, like the smell of the sea, was too omnipresent to intrude, but her heart hammered.  Home, home, she wanted her home, not only for the safety, but to hide away in her nest.

A bird trilled among the brush on the sand dunes.  She drew a deep breath and closed her eyes to concentrate.  The mist rose slowly from the ocean, but it swathed her.  

Not too much, she had to fly quickly, and this unnatural a mist could not be easily raised—and would shout that she was in it.  But enough to hide her position and diffuse his attacks.

As soon as the air gleamed swan-white about her, she set off again.  At least she did not have far to go, or keep a large area surrounded by the mist to mask her path.  She crossed over a pine-laden hill, and a car squatted on the road.  A camera swept toward her.  She sent mist to engulf him and darted to the left.  The route would be longer, but would take her over the marsh, harder to traverse.  Her mouth set.  Most powers moved into locations like the Citadel, not only for protection from villains, but from weirdoes.

As well, it was best not to give Phoebus too many clues about where she was, she told herself virtuously.

The mist thinned, over the marsh, and something about the landscape ahead of her made her blink.  She pulled up in flight and blinked again and again, but she could not put her finger on it.  Her gaze went over the scene, back and forth, and after a minute, it dawned on her that the landscape had shifted across an invisible line.  And on the other side, everything—the sand dunes, the grasses, the pines, even the sky—all looked subtly darker as well.  Not as if a cloud had passed over them, or so little as a haze, because those would have diffused the light.  The sunlight had not changed in quality, only lessened.  It looked like—

A mirror's reflection.

As soon as she realized that, she saw that every dune, every tree, every blade of grass and hot pink rose had its twin parallel to it.  The only thing that was not reflected was herself.

She breathed in and out and still felt light-headed.  Something had to affect the light to make it look so faintly dimmer—but this was beyond Phoebus's powers.  And he could hardly have bargained with someone while in jail, or out—who else had powers enough to do something like this?

The chess masters, said her thoughts, instantly.

She winced.

All other powers were more or less equal in ability, though arguments could be held.  There were no such arguments about the chess masters, who played games with reality itself, and all the people caught in it.

She gulped, closed her eyes, and reminded herself.  They would never bargain with Phoebus, or do something for his sake, any more than they would for any other power, hero or villain.  They acted as they wished, and they might have done this for their own whim.  Again.

The wind pulled at her hair.  She should go home and call the Citadel.  Whatever little they could do to mitigate the chess masters' deeds was better than nothing.

But the more she had to tell them, the better.

Slowly, she flew to the dividing line, slowing as she approached.  It mirrored down to the grains of sand.  A wind blew past her.  All the grass behind her bent toward the reflection edge, and on the other side, all the grass bent away.  Sands cascaded next to her—and on the other side, they cascaded the other way.  Sands on this side reached the line and flowed over, without colliding with some wall, or vanishing into nothingness.

She closed her eyes to concentrate.  She felt the sand and waves and plants and breeze just as she could on this side.

She drew her breath in and out.  It might prove dangerous; she should not linger even without Phoebus threatening, and she certainly should not go in, all the more since no one else knew.  But a piece of driftwood, perhaps. . . .

A gull screamed and glided across the line, no more concerned than passing into the shadow of a cloud.  Helen bit her lip.  It arched its flight back to the other side.  And, she noted, it had not been reflected as it flew into sight.

She stepped forward.  Walking into the mirrored side produced not even the faintest of sensations.

Which was knowledge enough.  She stepped back and took to the air, for swiftness.  The line led on and on, and while she never had to cross it on her path, she never flew far from it.  She might not even be needed to call it in.  Someone had to notice all these reduplicated roses and pines.

Then her house hove into view, and so did its reflection.  She swallowed.  Sand and grass were one thing, but a house was another.  And her house, at that.

The reflection, like her own, was long and low, with the faint darker coloring in its beige walls and brown roof being the only sign of difference.  She swallowed.  Her home.  

After a minute, cautiously, she probed the air and sand about it—and started.  The air was the same, but the sand held defense stronger than anything she would ever have thought of using.  Or else the house had some unfathomable reason for a lot of machinery in the earth about it.

For a moment Helen thought of feeling them out—she could not sense them directly, but with the sand engulfing them, she could work them out negatively—but rejected the notion.  She had to go inside.

There, she reached for the phone.  Her heart started to hammer harder in her chest.  It would be a trick and a half to convince them they needed to prioritize this with Phoebus on the loose, especially when she did not know that it was the chess masters.

She looked out the window at the other house.  Her mouth twisted.  She knew.  She would tell them she would have to investigate on her own if they did not come.

For now, she would remain squarely in her own home.  And maybe not even look out the windows after she left one open.

* * *
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Through the open window, he arrived as swiftly as lightning struck.  The air sparked when he stopped moving, and Captain Gale, in his suit of electric blue and white, glared at her.  She did not get up from her chair.

"If you had only moved to the Citadel when you became a power, we wouldn't have this problem."

"No," said Helen, agreeably.  "You'd have a worse one."

He scowled.  "They said you babbled about a problem on the phone."

She rolled her eyes.  She could hardly move to the Citadel if they couldn't pass on messages better than that.

"Whatever this is, I do not think it's going to improve by being ignored, and no one would have alerted you to that."

She pointed out the window.  It still took a long minute before his disgruntled expression faded into a flabbergasted blank stare.  But the blank stare lasted for a long, long, long time.

"What—the—devil—is—that?"

"Didn't they tell you anything I said on the phone?  I—don't—know.  It wasn't there when I left
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