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        The city is heating up...

      

        

      
        Ash doesn’t know who he is or how he ended up in an old coal mine outside the city. Even more terrifying, he discovers that he can throw fire from the palms of his hands when he saves Rachel from being mugged. She’s a researcher, who develops a curiosity for his powers. With the help of Rachel and her coworker, Perry, Ash tries to piece together what happened to him.

      

        

      
        They soon encounter another super they call the Gatekeeper, who knows Ash’s history and holds a grudge against him for it that he expects Ash to pay for. But the Gatekeeper seems to be more powerful than Ash’s own moniker: Heat. With the Gatekeeper’s apprentice, Black Magnet, terrorizing the city, Heat will have to fight his way to uncover answers about his past.

      

        

      
        However, those answers won’t set him free.
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      Piercing sounds echo in my ears. I’m thrown against a rocky surface. My right side takes the brunt of it. Instantly, my shoulder begins throbbing in pain.

      Then, silence.

      I groan, my voice sounding foreign to me. My body aches all over, but still I force myself to sit up. I open my eyes, but don’t see anything. I shut them tight and reopen them again.

      Still nothing.

      Everything’s dark.

      Desperately, I turn my head, searching for any trace of light. Behind me, I spot the tiniest sliver. I follow it.

      Once on my feet, my bare right foot slips on the rock below me, but I’m able to catch myself with my left. I’m only wearing one shoe.

      The air smells like something burning—or something that has since burned. Like a campfire the following morning. It’s further amplified by the layer of grime I can feel all over my body, coating my skin, making it almost slick, just like the rock I’m stepping on. And it’s cold in here, too. My fingers and toes—especially the bare ones—are even going numb from the lack of heat.

      A low growl grows from deep in the shadows, followed by a chilling breeze. At first, I’m not positive that it’s even real, until the sound grows so loud that it feels like the floor is shaking. Then, in an instant, it’s gone, along with the wind. The silence echoes in my ears and goosebumps prickle my skin, making me wonder if it even happened.

      What the hell is going on?

      I need to get out of here. I’m afraid I hear more traces of another growl starting up. The longer I spend in here, the more it gives me the creeps. I don’t know if it’s just in my head, but I can’t help but feel like there’s something sinister lying just beyond the surface, hidden in the darkness.

      My bare foot jams against a rock as I move closer to the light. My eyes adjust in the darkness and I can just make out the sharp edges of the boulder. Reaching up, I climb on top of it, shifting around a few large rocks to make the small crevice where the light’s coming from big enough for even my thin frame to fit through. My body scrapes against the unforgiving surfaces as I pull myself through, but it’s better than staying trapped.

      The other side is warmer and the light shining from the end of the tunnel is blinding. My eyes burn, even as I turn away from the light. But deeper into the tunnel, past the crevice I just escaped from, I feel a growing sense of unease and danger.

      I need to get out of here.

      Turning, I take careful steps toward the light, squinting at the harsh sun. Still, the light seems to rekindle my memory. Or rather, my lack of one. I have no idea how I got here or why I’m so disheveled.

      Actually, I don’t remember much of anything. How I got in this cave, what city I live in, who my parents are—I don’t even know my own name.

      No, that I do remember. Ashton—Ash. That’s who I am.

      But that’s it. That’s all I remember. Not the place I rest my head each night. Not any memories from years ago. Not even a single person who cares about me.

      What the hell happened in that cave?

      I turn and look back at the crevice I crawled out of, even more dread building up inside of me as I hear another grumble. I need to get out of here.

      Luckily, my eyes have adjusted enough for me to pick up my pace. As I move I look around to try to find things to jog my memory. My one bare foot is black from what appears to be soot, as are my arms and the rest of me. My shirt especially is so torn I might as well not even be wearing one. At least I have my pants.

      I make it to the end of the tunnel and squint at the light from what appears to be a setting sun. Reluctantly, I have to turn around and face the cave again because my eyes burn too bad. Still not used to this much light. I must’ve been in that cave for a while, but I can’t remember.

      When I turn back around, I search for the glowing setting sun, but I can’t see it. It must be on the other side of the mountain, meaning I’m facing east. That’s a start to figuring out where I am.

      I take in the view, instantly stumbling back a step. I’m a hundred feet high, overlooking a dense city that’s situated in the valley between two mountain ranges. There’s a river that runs through the city, underneath the myriad of streets and buildings. Clustered together, several towers rise high in the sky, challenging the height of the mountains. Nature still wins this battle. Despite the urban environment, a lot of the city is green from trees blooming between structures. Once again, nature wins.

      The view is spectacular—and frightening—but I need to get down there somehow. Find someone who might be willing to help me figure out who I am and where I live. Hell, I’d kill for a shower first. And a meal. Not that any bystander on the street is going to give me the time of day in my present state, but anything’s better than the cave.

      The fresh air passing from outside makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up even more. It’s a warm breeze. Completely in contrast to the cold cave.

      It appears as though there’s an overgrown path along the rocky wall leading down to the city. Or, at least I hope it leads down to the city. Maybe it’s an animal path. Maybe it’ll lead to a dead-end and I’ll have to backtrace my steps. Either way, the inviting warmth from the sun leads me down. I just want to put distance between me and this damned cave. Is that a part of who I am? Claustrophobic? Paranoid? I wonder how quickly I’ll remember who I am.

      Kicking back weeds, ducking under thick tree branches, I keep a look out for any insects or animals I might accidentally step on with my exposed foot. Add a fear of snakes to the growing list of things I’m learning about myself.

      My hand trails along the rocky wall until the path curls around in the opposite direction, snaking its way down the mountain. I try to remember as much as I can, but my mind is blank. Nothing’s up there. The light’s on but nobody’s home. Well, as far as my memory goes.

      I don’t remember anything. Nothing besides my name, that is. It’s a wonder I even remember that. Must be it’s ingrained in my head so much that it’s impossible to forget. But that begs the question: does that mean there’s no one in my life that’s so ingrained in my memory that I can’t remember them?

      The sun’s rays dwindle over the course of the hour it takes me to walk down. My mouth is bone dry. I need nourishment. And soon.

      By the time I get to the bottom of the mountain, most of what’s carrying me is momentum from the incline. Finally, I make it to the end of the path and spot a locked ten-foot tall chain-link fence dividing the mountain from the city streets.

      Walking up and down the fence a bit, I search for a hole or a loose spot to get through, but there isn’t one. Instead, I take a deep breath to summon all of the strength left in me. There’s not much. I grip the twisted metal of the fence and heave myself up. It takes more energy than I thought it would—especially on an empty stomach—but I manage to get to the top and down the other side, half stumbling and adding yet another scrape to my side.

      Now comes the next problem: where to go? I cross the street to a large concrete building, hearing the roar of traffic noise off in the distance. The towering buildings I spotted from the cave entrance rise up in the distance. Must be the center of town. The sun is setting, casting shadows in this deserted part of the city.

      I come around the corner of the concrete building to a parking lot, where I spot a blonde woman walking briskly to her car with her keys clenched in her fist. She looks up from her phone and sees me, but only stops when I wave to her, unsure what else to do. I’m sure my grubby appearance isn’t putting her at ease.

      I consider telling her I need help—does my voice work? What does it sound like—but between two other vehicles, a man rushes out and grabs her from behind, pressing a gun against her side.

      “Hey!” I bark as I take off in a run toward them. My throat feels like it’s tearing with the shout, but I ignore it. The heat from my anger ripples through my body quickly as I race toward them. With only a few feet between us, I notice my hands are literally on fire.

      But I don’t burn. Or feel too hot. Instead, I feel a sense of confidence. A sense of purpose. A sense of knowing that I haven’t had since I woke up in that cave.

      The man stumbles backward as I charge him with my burning fists. He yanks his arm around the girl’s neck and pulls her to the side, pointing his gun at me with his free hand, shaking. The girl screams when she sees me charge them.

      In the moment, I don’t worry about whether he’ll shoot—he doesn’t seem like the type of thug who has the balls to shoot anyway—and I follow through with a punch to his face.

      He drops his gun, lets go of the girl, and recoils. “Son of a bitch!”

      She backs away quickly, but still doesn’t leave the scene.

      The man growls and turns to me. My fists are no longer flames, although his face is blistering from the attack. He reaches for his gun, but a stream of fire shoots out of my palm to his hand, causing more of his skin to break out in blisters, just like his face.

      He cries out in pain and eyes me up nervously, cradling his burnt appendage.

      “Go!” My throat burns again from the force.

      Without another word, he takes off running down the street.

      My stomach growls and my muscles ache from the exhaustion I’ve felt since I woke up. Only now it’s amplified with the extra exertion. Almost to a breaking point—quickly rising.

      The girl takes a step forward. “Thank you. How did you—”

      She doesn’t finish her sentence as my energy is finally depleted and I collapse on the pavement in front of her.
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      My skin prickles with goosebumps as I stir. It’s freezing in here. Wherever here is. I’m getting tired of never knowing where I am. Scenes from my dreams continue to linger. I was back in the cave and someone else—something else—was in there with me, hidden in the shadows. It makes me glad that I’m awake.

      I open my eyes and sit up, immediately feeling resistance. There are several plastic tubes stretched over my body. Some pieces are taped down across my chest. My tattered shirt has been removed, but I’m still filthy from head-to-toe.

      A white curtain hangs from the ceiling and stretches around the bed I’m lying in, so I can’t see much. The open steel support beams and ductwork above me tell me that I’m not in a hospital. There’s a screen to my right that steadily chirps with each passing second.

      I hear someone move on the other side of the curtain. Goosebumps prickle my skin again. What is this place? How did I get here? Was I drugged? Am I hallucinating? Why can’t I remember who I am?

      The screen chirps faster as I begin to panic, pulling at the tubes stuck to my body, feeling the sting of pain shoot up my arm as I tear one away from the inside of my elbow, blood running down my skin.

      “Woah! Woah!” The curtain swings open and the girl from the parking lot rushes in. She’s in a white lab coat and baby blue plastic gloves. Not at all what I was expecting. “It’s okay, just calm down. You’re okay.” She shushes me as her hand pushes at my chest and guides me back down on the bed. When she pulls her hand away, the palm of her glove is black from my dirty body.

      “These are just a few monitors to make sure you’re okay,” she explains as she presses a piece of gauze against my bleeding arm. “If you don’t want them, I’ll take them off. I just wanted to make sure you were okay.”

      I nod slowly. The chirps begin to slow.

      We’re quiet as she tends to my self-inflicted injury. More goosebumps spread across my skin as she works. Her hands are warm, but it’s only a further reminder how cold it is in here. My fingers and toes are nearly numb. With each touch, her gloves turn blacker from the soot covering me.

      “Sorry about that,” she says, as if reading my thoughts about the temperature. “Keeping a cooler temperature helps with some of our other experiments. And with what happened outside…”

      So that did happen.

      “I can find something to keep you warm if you like?”

      I shake my head because I’m not sure what to say to her. I’m still debating whether I can trust her, but she seems sincere enough. Genuine. Good. Not to mention, she was the victim in that attack in the parking lot. Why would she hurt me if I saved her life?

      “I’m Rachel.” She pulls off the bloody, dirty gloves and tosses them in a bio trash receptacle. “What’s your name?”

      Ash, I think, but I don’t say it. Instead, her question hangs in the air.

      She must get the message that I’m not going to respond to her, so she says, “Thanks for helping me out there. I wasn’t paying attention. Thank God you came along.”

      Rachel turns her back to me and opens the curtain more, revealing a desk stacked with papers. Beyond it, there’s a glass wall that looks out to another room with more desks and pieces of equipment.

      What is this place?

      Rachel leans over and writes something in a journal on the cluttered desk. Definitely not a defensive position, so she must not feel threatened by me. Maybe she can be trusted.

      She turns back around and glances at my hands before meeting my eyes. She doesn’t say anything else about the flames that burned at the end of my arms, but I know it’s on her mind. It’s on mine, too. How was that even possible? Rachel might not know the answer, but she seems like the type of person who would be curious to find out.

      “So what happened to you?” She pulls out a fresh set of gloves. “You were extremely dehydrated, covered in soot, and your clothes are all torn. I threw your shirt out, by the way. There was practically nothing left of it. Do you want a hospital gown?”

      A hospital gown? Is this a hospital?

      I shake my head.

      “Okay.” She’s quiet as she waits for my explanation. I don’t give her one. “So what’s going on? I’m guessing you weren’t just out for a walk.” She smirks and points to my feet. “Especially with only one shoe.”

      I smile, but that’s all I’m willing to offer.

      She waits for me to continue, but doesn’t get any more from me. Her smile fades.

      “Is there anyone I can call for you? Or you can call them yourself, too,” she offers.

      I shake my head again. There could be someone, but I can’t remember them, let alone their phone number. For all I know, there’s someone out there—maybe even in this city—who is worried about me. Someone who might be missing me. And I can’t get to them because I can’t remember who they are.

      I feel stupid.

      I feel helpless.

      Behind Rachel, someone with dark curls and thick-rimmed black glasses steps into the room on the other side of the glass wall. He’s wearing a green shirt with EIT printed across it. The logo looks familiar, but I can’t place it. At least it’s a sign that I still have something in my head.

      The monitor to my right chirps faster again and I sit up higher in the bed. I don’t like the way he’s lingering. Do I know him? I don’t know who I can trust.

      Rachel looks over her shoulder and then back at me. “No, it’s okay. That’s Perry. He works here too.”

      My breathing eases up and I force myself to relax, but the chirps on the monitor still don’t calm down. It doesn’t help that I still haven’t established where here is.

      She turns back to him. “Thanks for coming.”

      He steps forward and asks, “Rachel, who is this?” He doesn’t sound happy.

      She looks between us. “Um…I don’t know his name—”

      He rolls his eyes and turns away as he looks at the ceiling.

      “But,” she continues, “he saved me from being mugged…or worse.”

      “Mugged?” Perry raises his eyebrows. “Where? What happened? Are you okay?”

      “Yeah, I’m fine. It was in the parking lot—”

      “Here?” he blurts.

      “Yeah. This guy jumped me—”

      “This guy?” He points to me.

      “No, some other guy.” She motions to me. “He saved me.”

      Perry lets out a deep breath and drops his shoulders. He studies me for a long while and then turns back to her. “All right. I’m glad you’re okay. But who is he and why is he in here?”

      “He, uh, collapsed in front of me,” she says.

      “So why isn’t he in a hospital?”

      Guess that answers that question.

      “There’s more to it than that,” she says.

      “Like?” he pushes. “Is this why you called me? For protection?”

      She looks down at the floor. Another question answered.

      “Rach, if you didn’t trust him, why would you bring him here?” he nearly shouts.

      “Because he was hurt!” She glances over at me, suddenly realizing they’re arguing about me right in front of me. “Look, I’ll explain later,” she tells him just before she turns back to me. “How are you feeling? Better?”

      I nod. I feel awkward as her hands pull more monitor cords from my chest. I’m gross. I’m confused. I’m tired. I’m hungry.

      So hungry.

      “Well, you’re not as dehydrated, but you still have a bit to go before I’d say you were back to full strength,” she explains. “Can you talk?”

      I glance up at Perry, who watches our interaction with a hard expression on his face and his arms crossed.

      Rachel follows my look and then turns back to me. “Don’t worry about him. If he’s making you uncomfortable, I can ask him to leave.”

      “Like hell I will!” he shouts. “Rachel, you don’t even know who this guy is!”

      She shoots him a look. “Perry, please.”

      He puts up his hands and leans against the door frame.

      She turns back to me. “Do you want me to ask him to leave?”

      I shake my head.

      “Can you talk?” she asks again.

      I try to say, “Yeah,” but it comes out all croaky. As if I was raised from the dead. Was I raised from the dead!?

      No, the heart monitor indicated I’m very much alive.

      She turns to her friend. “Can you get him a glass of water?”

      He eyes me, but turns and disappears out of the room.

      “Don’t worry about him,” she says when he’s gone. “He’s just suspicious because—well, it’s kind of a suspicious situation. I mean, it’s Sunday. It’s late. I called him at home. Didn’t tell him about you until he got here—my bad. I just couldn’t leave you lying there and with…” She pauses, choosing her words carefully. “With what I saw, I didn’t think a hospital was the best place for you.” She chuckles. “You’re just lucky that I decided to get some work done today instead of pushing it off until tomorrow.”

      I nod and try to say, “Thank you,” but again, it’s basically inaudible.

      Perry returns with a glass of water and hands it to me. I consider the possibility that he put something in it, but if they were going to hurt me, they would’ve done it when I was unconscious. I really do think they’re trying to help. At least, Rachel is.

      The water is a refreshing relief on my throat and I guzzle down the whole glass. Rachel takes it from me and passes it to Perry.

      “Can you get him some more? Please?”

      He sighs loudly but takes the glass—careful not to touch the soot leftover from my hand—and disappears once more.

      “Let’s try this again.” She smiles kindly. “Where did you come from before you saw me? You looked like you had been out in the desert. Were you lost or something?”

      I shake my head. “Cave.”

      Better to try to communicate with as few words as possible. My voice obviously doesn’t want to cooperate. The word feels tight in my throat, but at least it comes out clearly. The voice is a muscle and I haven’t used mine in God only knows how long.

      “A cave?” she asks. “Like in the mountains?”

      I nod.

      “What were you doing up there?” she asks.

      I shrug.

      “Did you get lost?”

      I shake my head. “Can’t remember.”

      Her eyes narrow. “You can’t remember what?”

      Perry comes in and hands me the refilled glass. I drink some more, feeling my head clear with each passing gulp.

      “Anything,” I respond.

      “Anything what?” Perry asks.

      “Really?” She ignores him. “Nothing at all?”

      “My name is Ash.” I can already feel my voice getting tired just from these few words, but I owe her some sort of explanation. She might be able to help me find some answers.

      Rachel turns to Perry. “He doesn’t remember anything.”

      He rolls his eyes. “Convenient.”

      She shoots him another look—she’s good at that. “Just…give him a chance, okay?”

      He sighs and nods. “Amnesia?”

      “That’s what I’m thinking,” she says.

      “How can we be sure?”

      “We can’t, but he saved my life.”

      Noticeably, he backs down. “Okay. You’re right. We’ll have to consider all of our options.” He looks at me. “In the meantime, you’re filthy and should probably get cleaned up before you start contaminating stuff.”

      “Thank you,” I say.

      He gives me a half smile—the most I’ve gotten from him yet.

      “Would you mind taking him down to the locker room and keeping an eye on him?” Rachel asks Perry. “I don’t want him to slip or anything.”

      “Since when is watching a stranger shower in my job description?” he asks.

      She rolls her eyes. “Just be in the same room. There should be some extra soap and stuff in the utility closet in the basement. You have some extra clothes he can borrow, right?”

      He sighs again. “I guess so.”

      “Good, thanks.” She turns to me and puts her gloved hand on my soot-covered arm. “Perry’s going to take you to get cleaned up. That should help you feel a little better.”

      She stands in front of me and holds out her hands for mine to help me up. I take them, but it’s unnecessary. I can walk on my own, although my stomach still growls. My head is pretty clear, too, considering everything I’ve been through in the last several hours.

      “Are you hungry? I’ll call for takeout,” she says. “Go on with Perry and it’ll be waiting when you get back.”

      Perry grabs ahold of my elbow until we’re out of view of Rachel and then lets go, wiping his hand in his jeans. “You good on your own?”

      I nod. “Yeah, I’m fine.”

      “Good.”

      “What is this place?” The words come a little easier now.

      “This is the Ellsworth Science and Technology Research lab, or ESTR for short,” he says. “Basically, we develop ways to make human life easier, be that with scientific breakthroughs or technological advancements.”

      “Ellsworth is the city?” That piece of knowledge seems to be hidden behind a thin veil that separates certainty with uncertainty.

      “Uh-huh,” he says with a nod. “Are you from here?”

      I shrug. “I don’t know. I think so?”

      We reach the staircase at the end of the hall and he holds the door for me.

      “You’re really not kidding about this amnesia thing, are you?” He flicks on some lights.

      I shake my head as we descend the stairs. “No, I really have no idea who I am. I don’t like it.”

      “I can’t blame you.”

      At the bottom of the stairs, he holds open another door that leads to a large open basement. More lights kick on. The boiler sits in one corner, the electrical equipment in another, and the rest of the space is filled with storage. Desks, chairs, metal work tables, filing cabinets presumably filled with folders, and tons of research equipment. On either side of the staircase door sits locker rooms for men and women.

      Perry bypasses them, though, and goes to a metal storage cabinet on the far wall, meandering around forgotten desks and tables. He looks through the assortment of cleaners and other chemicals and snatches up a box filled with small bottles and passes them to me.

      “Here, double check that these are shampoo bottles. You can never be too careful about what people stash in here.”

      I pull out a bottle and sniff. It smells nice. Hesitantly, I dab my finger in the goo.

      “Yeah, it’s good.”

      “Good.” He walks over to a set of lockers and cradles the lock as he dials in the code. He opens the door and pulls out a towel and some clothes. “These are the only set of clothes I have here, so I want these back, capish?”

      I take them from him and nod. “I will, thanks. I really do appreciate this.” I don’t want to think about where I’d be if Rachel hadn’t taken me in.

      He points to the men’s locker room. “I think you can figure out the shower on your own. I’ll wait out here.”

      Inside, I peel off my crusty clothes and toss them in the trash. I want to put as much distance between me and the memories of the cave as I can. Not to mention, those clothes were ruined.

      The soap points out each scrape on my body, burning until it’s thoroughly washed away. I have a lot more abrasions than I thought. Mostly on my torso and hands, but there’s a decent scrape on my leg, too.

      Besides the stinging wounds, the shower feels amazing. It feels so good to be free of the soot and grime that’s been coating my body since I woke up. How long has it been since I’ve had a proper shower? It’s anyone’s guess. I’m going to take advantage.

      With a towel wrapped around me, I finally take a good look at myself in the mirror. My blond hair is darkened by the water still soaked in it. I’m thinner than I thought, but not scrawny. Maybe I’m an athlete? Or maybe just young? I have to at least be in my twenties. I don’t feel like a teenager and my ability to wake up in a rocky cave without too many aches tells me I’m not older than my twenties. But would anyone actually feel their age if they didn’t know?

      What’s most noticeable, though, are the number of scrapes and bruises all over my body. Nothing too bad, but certainly more than I expected—even with the burning reminders in the shower. My right shoulder especially has a significant bruise from when I woke up in the cave.

      I shake my head, ridding myself of the memory. I’m never going back to that cave. Not willingly, anyway.

      Still, the thought of what could’ve happened in that cave makes me realize just how lucky I am to be standing here, somewhere seemingly safe, with seemingly good people. God only knows how I ended up where I did. Chances are, I didn’t just wander in there on my own. I’m grateful that I was able to get out and don’t have any lingering injuries—at least, none that I know of.

      Perry’s clothes fit me well. Just an old band T-shirt—someone I’ve never heard of—and a pair of gym shorts. I have to tie the drawstring tight, but otherwise they fit.

      “All set?” Perry’s leaning against the wall opposite the men’s locker room, scrolling through a small handheld device.

      “Yeah. What is that?”

      “What is what?”

      I point.

      “My phone?” He scrunches his eyebrows.

      “Oh.” I feel kind of stupid for not knowing, but it doesn’t look anything like a phone. More like a flat box.

      “You really have lost your mind, haven’t you?”

      “Guess so.” I could go without the constant reminders, though.

      We make our way back up to Lab Room #8, bypassing Labs 1-7 along the way. It’s a small room with another room off of it, one being the medic room I woke up in. There’s a very large TV mounted on the far wall and Rachel and another man study it. Someone I haven’t seen before. He’s older than the three of us, with short graying hair. He has white khaki shorts and a blue T-shirt tucked in.

      “What are you guys watching?” Perry asks.

      “Come here.” Rachel plays with the necklace under her chin.

      “Is that outside?” he asks.

      “This is live,” the man says.

      I step forward and watch. It’s nothing like anything I’ve ever seen before. Through the billows of black smoke and thick storm cloud, I can see fire raining down from the sky, igniting the city below.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Something bursts inside me, almost like an instinct. I step closer to the screen and ask, “Where is this happening?”

      The fear in Rachel’s voice makes it nearly a whisper. “Everywhere.”

      Perry goes to another monitor and within a few seconds, an aerial view of the city appears with red areas scattered across the map.

      “She’s not kidding,” he says. “It’s starting fires all over the city.”

      “The fire department can’t respond to all of those fast enough,” the man says.

      “What are we going to do?” Rachel asks, her voice rising in panic. “What if it hits us? Or our houses?”

      “I don’t know, but we have to do something.” Perry points to a section on the map. “Look, there’s fire falling right outside. This thing could hit the old coal mines, meaning that the whole mountain could blow up.”

      “But what is it?” Rachel moves to another monitor and taps away at the keyboard.

      “Isn’t there something you guys can come up with to stop it?” the man asks.

      “There’s not enough time!” she panics.

      I can’t just sit here and watch as fire rains down on the city. The news shows homes ablaze, people running scared, trees burning. A city that was settling in for the night moments ago is now in chaos.

      Before I have another thought, I race down the hallway in search of the door. I don’t know if I can stop the fires
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