
Table of Contents

Ubermensch (Tales of Andrew Patel, #1)

Thank you for reading “Übermensch.” I hope you enjoyed it. | *Would you like to keep abreast of my writing career? If so, please join my mailing list or follow me on Twitter. You’ll get all the latest news about my projects as well as an abundance of interesting reading material. | *Reviews help other readers find books. I appreciate all reviews, whether positive or negative. | *Finally, if you liked this story, keep an eye out for the next story, “Needs Must.” What happens when Andrew Patel next encounters Silverbolt?


Something crashed downstairs in the rundown house where the Cazadores gang had gathered. Andrew Patel jerked at the sudden noise. The screwdriver he held in his long dark fingers slipped away from the screw and accidentally jabbing the muscular criminal whose cybernetics he was repairing with the screwdriver.

“Coño!” the ruddy man shouted.

“Hold him down!” Patel ordered the two nearest gang members. One seized the man’s left arm before he could swing at Patel. The other grabbed the huge man’s vast shoulders and forced him back down onto the brown cushions of the stolen dentist’s chair. 

Patel returned to the task of fixing the gray cylindrical accelerator into its socket in the man’s bare chest. His work was not quite as precise as that of a real doctor of cybernetics, but the gangbanger risked arrest seeing such a doctor. Patel prided himself that his work was pretty damn close to a doctor’s, and he worked for cash.

Something else crashed downstairs. A window exploded.

“What the fuck’s going on down there?” one of the gang members shouted. “Mark, Eduardo, go make sure Jimmy and Juan aren’t fighting over the fucking TV remote.”

The two nearest the door headed down the stairs.

“Hurry the fuck up you son of a whore!” the man in the chair spat. 

Red anger flared in Patel’s chest. He clenched his jaw at the unwanted reminder of his parentage. He would teach this lowlife some manners. He twisted in the last screw a bit harder than necessary. A cry of pain slipped between the man’s lips. All that remained to do was ensure the connections to the muscle worked. He deftly clicked together one connection, two, three...

“Utkrsta!” he exclaimed. All four contact points of the device that would feed synthetic adrenaline into the man’s heart were secured. Patel looked at his watch. He had completed the entire job in less than fifteen minutes. Regardless of the base means his criminal patient would pursue using the fruits of Patel’s skill, he could take pride in his efficiency.

A single gunshot cracked below. Patel’s blue eyes widened and his heartbeat took off. The hot plasmacaster installed in his left hand and forearm weighed warm and heavy. It was fully charged.

“José!” someone shouted from below. “It’s El Pernoplata!”

The remaining gang members stormed out, leaving Patel alone by the chair.

El Pernoplata. The Silverbolt. Some idiot in a costume who had declared war on the Atlanta gangs and, much to Patel’s surprise, had not yet been killed. The man had taken on a whole crew in East Point the week prior, leaving the gang boss and his men bound to lampposts outside a house loaded with synthetic cocaine. Despite firing multiple times, none of them had hit anything.

Silverbolt would be a real challenge, a worthy opponent. Patel’s pulse rose further. The foot-long blades sheathed above his wrists slid forward reflexively, pushing over the back of his hands against the white sleeves of the lab coat he insisted the gang provide him. 

He retracted the blades. “The Will is Master,” he repeated to himself. He was an übermensch, a superman. He would not be mastered by his aggression. Instead, he would turn it to his own ends — to prove himself supreme.

He peeled off his coat and his left glove. He slipped that into an interior pocket of his leather jacket and listened. “What the fuck!” someone shouted below. Through the empty doorway came the crack of another gunshot, then the sounds of hand-to-hand battle. Based on the panic in their shouting, it did not seem like it was going well for the Cazadores. He sighed. They outnumbered the intruder by at least six to one and yet Silverbolt was tearing them apart.

For a moment, he considered joining in. Based on the noise, Silverbolt had the Cazadores well in hand, but the sudden arrival of a more powerful opponent could tip the balance in the gang’s favor. However, if he did not face Silverbolt alone, how could he know if he was truly the better man?

Patel waited until the sounds of combat vanished. He turned away from the door and toyed with some of his instruments. His ignorance was a complete sham — he remained alert as Silverbolt’s footsteps approached.

“So you’re the one augmenting the gang members,” said a gravely voice right behind Patel. The condemnation in his voice made Patel grit his teeth. Even if Patel were a coward inclined to flee rather than fight, the man’s tone indicated this would not be an option. Patel would enjoy punishing him for his impudence.

He turned. Silverbolt stood in the doorway, clad in white body armor with blue stripes running from his ankles up his legs and from his wrists up his arms. Blue lenses covered both eyes, but his white mask left his mouth exposed. He was taller than Patel, but only just. 

Patel smiled. “‘A good and healthy aristocracy must acquiesce, with a good conscience, in the sacrifice of a legion of individuals who, for its benefit, must be reduced to slaves and tools. The masses have no right to exist on their own account. Their sole excuse for living lies in their usefulness as a sort of superstructure or scaffolding, upon which a more select race of beings may be erected.’”

Silverbolt nodded. “Nietzsche, Beyond Good and Evil?”

His enemy’s learning pleased Patel. “They do not even know by employing my services, they are my scaffolding.”

All while he spoke, he had oh-so-slowly oriented his body toward Silverbolt. If he could distract him until he was just in the right position...

Patel’s hand snapped up, blue-white fire erupting from his palm. Silverbolt rolled forward beneath his attack. He moved more gracefully than Patel — augmenting himself with cybernetics brought him closer to transcending the merely human but made his movements slightly jerkier. He forced away rising envy. A weak man envied others; a strong man improved himself. And he had more immediate problems.

Patel jerked his hand downward, but he had used too much power already. The plasma fizzled before it could do more than scorch the white material protecting Silverbolt’s head and shoulders.

“Chodu!” Patel swore. He extended both blades in his wrists as Silverbolt hurled what looked like a boomerang at him. Patel caught the boomerang on one blade. Pain erupted the length of his lower arm. Patel staggered. The contact between the boomerang and the blade broke. The pain vanished. The thing must have been electrified.

Patel leaped forward, right blade reaching for Silverbolt’s throat. This should end the fight quickly and permanently. Silverbolt rammed his palm into Patel’s right forearm, knocking the attack off-course. He threw a punch at Patel’s face, but Patel blocked with his left arm and immediately kicked at Silverbolt’s crotch. Silverbolt caught the blow on his inner thigh and surged forward, bowling Patel over.

Patel rolled as he hit the ground, slashing with his blades to keep Silverbolt from getting close. He returned to his feet in seconds and slashed again.

Silverbolt caught Patel by the wrist and flipped him. Patel retracted his blades and rolled as he hit the floor, barely dodging a foot that would have pinned him. Although his plasmacaster had barely any time to charge, Patel fired what little he had. Silverbolt leaped away from the blue-white fire, enabling Patel to return to his feet.

The two facex each other. Before either could move, the scream of police sirens filled the room. This made things more complicated. 

An übermensch never backs down, Patel chided himself. A man only has principles if he holds to them at great cost. However, he could not continue his quest for transcendence if the police tore out his upgrades and threw him in a jail cell until he died or they gave him the needle. Potentially defeating Silverbolt was not worth the risk of arrest.

Coward, he reproached himself. He shook his head and ran for the door.

Silverbolt leaped into his path. “The only way you’re leaving here is with them.”

Patel snorted. “You think the police will take me off your hands and that will be it? You are a vigilante — you are more of a threat to them than I am. You will be in the back of the car too.”

Silverbolt’s only reply was to swing for Patel’s face. Patel leaped out of the way and landed behind the dental chair, servomotors whirring. He tore the chair free, its weight taxing despite his enhancements. He lunged, driving Silverbolt back with the chair. Rather than continue the attack, Patel spun and hurled the chair, obliterating the window and part of the wall. Patel followed it into the backyard.

He landed on his feet, his impact gouging the grass. Despite the pain in his knees and ankles, he dashed into the trees behind the house. The woods extended a good distance and would at least hide him from sight.

He looked back. Silverbolt had leaped from the hole in the wall and now stood heroically atop the backyard grill. Patel rolled his eyes. How completely cliché. Then he ran. Silverbolt pursued. Back to Plan A. He would lure Silverbolt away from the police and finish him.

He jumped, his combined muscles and servomotors propelling him ten feet straight up. He landed on an especially thick branch and leaped across a gap between two trees.

The sound of booted feet below pricked his ears. Patel glanced downward. Silverbolt pursued, kicking himself off opposite trees to work his way upward. No cybernetics whirred. Patel’s envy flashed again. This man was his physical equal, without any type of enhancement.

Patel swallowed. He was beginning to wonder if he would win tonight. A grin split his face. Silverbolt’s jumping ability might match his, but the man had not used any gun or energy weapon. Patel willed more power into his plasmacaster, filling its battery even though his forearm grew cold and his limbs heavy. He fired into the other tree just as Silverbolt made his final ascent.

The blast would have swept his foe off the branch and cast him burning to the ground, but the man let himself drop as soon as Patel raised his hand. Hanging onto the branch with hands that should have been badly burned, Silverbolt swung himself across the ten-foot gap, spinning in midair. Patel swung his left blade, but Silverbolt’s feet slammed into his chest. Patel crashed through branches and struck the ground. Sticks cracked. Silverbolt dropped on him like lightning. Patel rolled. His left blade flashed, rewarding him with a shout of pain. Blood spattered Patel’s face and chest. He had cut the back of Silverbolt’s left leg. He had not felt the resistance a tendon would have provided — he had not crippled his foe.

Damn it!

Patel was on his hands and knees when Silverbolt kicked him. He blocked blindly with his right arm. The blow that would have broken ribs instead caught him in the thigh. The strike rolled Patel onto his back. Patel slashed again as he rose, driving Silverbolt away.

Patel faced his enemy wearily. The flames from the burning tree cast long shadows. The smell of their battlefield incongruously reminded Patel of a Cub Scout campout long ago.  

“The police will investigate the fire,” Patel said. “Planning on waiting for them? I do not stick out as much as you do.”

“Oh I wasn’t planning on that,” Silverbolt replied. “But I’ll leave them you as a gift.”

Silverbolt lunged before his last word faded. His right fist rushed for Patel’s face. Patel blocked, but could not stop Silverbolt’s second blow to his gut. He doubled over. Silverbolt brought his fist down on the back of Patel
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