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It’s one of those nights you will never forget. Not because it’s the night you finally reached the goal you’ve been working toward for years. Not even because it’s the night you bleed to death. No, it’s memorable because of the sight while running in the fog, the fear of getting caught, the smell of the rain, and the taste of it as it hits your lips. The blood is just there; I can’t remember exactly how it happened. It wasn’t just raining; it was pouring—hard enough that all you could hear were the clinks and clanks of the raindrops pounding on the garbage cans in the alleyway. My wife and I had been working on building a ship piece by piece so we could finally get off Earth. She has theories about the planet's future. I am more worried about the man chasing us through the fog and rain. He’s been hunting us for weeks, and he’s finally catching up after we have the final piece to complete our ship that will take us to a planet called Quateria. There we will... we would have raised our child.

The only thing louder than my heart pounding in my chest that night was the thuds of our feet splashing through puddles. It echoed through the thickening fog. We had left our craft near the abandoned docks on the Louisiana shore. Nobody visits the docks anymore because of the surge of dangerous landfalls and violent waves. That’s where we were heading. If we could make it back to the ship, we could escape the mercenary following us. His name is Froskull. I could never fully understand why he was after us. I guess it was someone much bigger than him, bigger than us. Froskull is known to be hired to kill people with abilities that match his own. Even though I can generate lightning and my wife can manipulate the third and fourth dimensions, he still tracks us down because he doesn’t want competition.

We were close to the starship, so I turned around and shot a bolt of lightning into the fog, its electrical form zipping through the mist. I could see the unphased outline of Froskull as he easily swatted the attack away. He wasn’t running at us; he was merely baiting us. The rain didn’t slow down; it only came down harder as the winds picked up with more ferocity as we reached the docks. I thought I would have the advantage against Froskull with the rain, but he changed the terrain as he saw fit by creating a thick fog that surrounded us. My electricity spread through the rain, making my aim precise. I calculated that even with my advantage, going into a fight with Froskull under these conditions would likely leave me bleeding out. I could at least stall until Valery buckled our child in and connected the Coordination Adaptor. So, when we reached the drop-down entrance, I turned around, looked Froskull in the eyes, and saw he was somehow closer than before, yet not out of breath like I was.

I yelled at my wife, Valery, “Get inside. I’ll be there in a second.” Froskull slowly approached me and chuckled. “What do you want? We are leaving Earth; you won’t see us again.”

Froskull continued his steady pace, “Oh, but you have so much to offer. Imagine if you were dead and I were the last person with powers. I would be unstoppable.”

“You’ve already killed so many of our friends! There are more like us outside of Earth’s atmosphere, ones with abilities that can defeat you effortlessly. You will never be powerful enough to kill all of them.”

“I plan on killing anyone who interferes with my plans. My plan right now is to take your child. So, step out of the way!”

I looked at him, shocked. What would he do with my child? I lunged at him and shouted, “You will never get near my child!” A fierce surge of lightning erupted from my fingers; he was so close that he had no chance to dodge it. But I guess it was part of his plan, because after he fell, he took a moment to grab his knife, which was layered with ice, making it thicker and longer. He charged at me and slashed before I could kick him. I dodged and punched as electricity crackled through my hand, melting a bit of the ice on his face. He quickly recovered and spun around to add more power to his knife as he threw it at me. I tried to stop it, but my reflexes weren’t quick enough to block his attack.

Luckily, Valery was behind me. With a slide of her hand the knife deflects sideways, jabbing it into the hull, leaving Froskull unarmed. Valery walked down the vessel's ramp and stood beside me. I felt relieved at this point. Froskull had never faced more than one superbeing before, and now he's up against both of us. We kept our backs to the ship so Froskull couldn't make a run for our son. My wife crossed her arms and threw them back, creating a psychotic wave that pushed back the fog, making Froskull a clear target. Then she moved her right hand in a circular motion and extended her left hand, forming an invisible barrier that momentarily pushed Froskull backward.

Valery looked at me and said, “We need to hurry inside and leave as soon as possible. We do not want to engage with Froskull right now. We just need to leave.”

I agreed, but it wasn't that easy. Froskull would come after us again soon. “Go start the ship.”

“Not without you,” she said firmly.

I shook my head and declared, “There's no time to argue. We need to keep Froskull away from the ship.” Suddenly, I heard ice crackling followed by laughter. I ran to the entrance ramp, but that's where I was once again tricked. The moment my body entered the doorframe, an icicle suddenly flew out of nowhere and hit my left shoulder. I grabbed it and melted it with my electricity.

Valery rushed over to me, “Oh my God!” She placed her hand over my wound and, using her abilities, stopped the bleeding. She looked around for something to cover it and decided to tear her jacket into a bandage, tying it around my chest. It immediately began soaking up the blood gushing from me.

I handed her the remote we had paired with the spacecraft, just in case we ever needed a quick escape. It was also a safety measure in case we needed to deactivate the ship's primary functions. “Take this. We might need it.”

“I plan for all of us to leave together. Even if that means Froskull must die.” Valery always puts family first. I knew it wouldn’t be easy to convince her, but it was worth a shot to ensure my wife and son survive together.

Before I could say anything else, she had already left. I looked down at my chest, and my vision blurred. I saw blood running down my hand as I pressed it against the cloth wrapped around the hole in my chest. I looked up briefly and saw Valery; she was going up against Froskull one-on-one. I had to help.

Valery was holding her own against Froskull; her attacks were swift. When she dodged or blocked one of his strikes, she would respond with another. She was a skilled fighter thanks to her intelligence, as she could anticipate moves and counter them before they happened. I was a variable she couldn't predict.

Froskull wasn’t just throwing punches and swinging his knife around. The rain still allowed him to craft weapons easily in seconds. Valery tried to keep her distance from him, but he kept the fight close. His attacks bounced off Valery’s force fields. She couldn’t hold them up for very long, even when protecting small areas around her hands. Froskull knew she’d tire out, so he kept pushing her.

Valery realized he had a moment of weakness. It was slight, but as he turned around to craft another weapon and launch a heavy attack, his eyes weren’t on her. So, she broke the weapon in his hand, hoping he’d try again, and it worked. She then kicked him forward and turned invisible.

By the time he recovered and turned around, she was gone. Froskull began forming a long dagger in his hand as he looked around. He waited to hear a shiver under her breath, then stabbed the air to his right.

It narrowly missed Valery, but she seized the chance to pull him toward her, wrapping her legs around his neck for leverage, then threw him to the ground. While he was down, she struck another blow to his head before he could get back up. She ran toward the transport as I stood on the ramp, shouting at her to hurry. My attitude quickly shifted from cheerful to urgent when I saw the fog thicken again, and Froskull’s silhouette stood up. “Babe! Watch out!” She turned around as I blasted a bolt of lightning behind her at the silhouette. I didn't see what happened as the bolt flew past my wife. Whatever occurred, it missed, and that's why I heard ice cracking above my head. When I looked up, the rain started turning into icicles that darted down at me. I raised my left hand to melt the icicles, but my reaction was too slow. One went straight through my hand. Another pierced my thigh. Several others stabbed into my back and shoulders.

Valery didn’t have time to react and save me. I told her to look back, and when she looked at me again, I was a pool of blood lying at the bottom of the ramp. She screamed, “Kev! NO!” She ran toward me and looked down as she hung her head over my body. She laid me down on my side. “We can get past this. Just stay with me. You’ll be okay.” She tries to smile through the tears running down her burning cheeks despite the bitter cold.

In a weak voice, I uttered, “Leave... on the ship... Froskull can’t...” I cough up blood in my throat, “Take our... child.”

Valery looks up at the ramp with tears in her eyes, trying to dry them. She glances back and sees Froskull approaching. She looks down at me again and tucks her hair behind her ear. “He can’t have you either.” She pulls out the remote I gave her when I was first attacked and presses the main button. The engine sputters and starts. The ramp closes. Valery looks back to see Froskull sprinting past us to the shuttle. She stares into my eyes as I slip away. I am gone. That’s where my story ends. My son’s story will continue. My wife’s story, on the other hand. Well, let’s say she would do anything for our child and save me.

After I died, I could see myself, my life, my past, and the future of my friends and family. I looked over my body and saw Valery. Her heart was broken; she didn’t bother to look over her shoulder to see Froskull pull out a rib from his stomach and freeze it. He raised it above his head and chucked it. I didn’t want to watch the next part, so I followed my son on his journey. Valery’s scream echoed into the stars, and even our three-year-old son could feel the loss of his parents as he traveled through the stars. I wish things had gone better. Now, he must take his journey alone, without his parents guiding him. Thankfully, he is stronger than any of us.
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Seventeen years later, the three-year-old boy is now twenty. He doesn’t remember his parents or even where he’s from. All he knows is that he arrived on a planet called Quateria and met a family, the only family he has ever known. His name is Vector Sullivan. The family he grew up with was as normal as one could expect from a planet so far from Earth. His mother's name is Lily, and his father is Nick. Vector now has a brother named Jack. But Jack is not human; he's a koala. The family decided to adopt him a few years after Vector arrived. Vector didn’t fit in much as a kid; he knew he didn’t belong on Quateria. The other kids seemed to sense that too. Luckily, he had a brother who made him feel like he belonged.

Jack is a multilingual koala; he can speak English and several other dialects known across the galaxy. He helps around the house when Lily and Nick are at work. He has a hobby that Vector assists him with. They have been working on building their own motorcycle from a shell they bought three years ago. That’s the only time Vector feels like he truly belongs. Well, that, and when he’s with Lily and Nick. Vector also knows he can feel comfortable around Jack because they both have powers. Vector inherited his parents’ abilities to generate electricity and what they call Vector Manipulation, or the redirection of force. Unlike his mother, he cannot manipulate the third and fourth dimensions; he can only push, pull, and create barriers for a short time. Jack has the ability to teleport; he can control it, but rarely has a reason to use it, since powers are considered inhumane and illegal on Quateria.

Living on different planets, they are close to Earth but more aware of the vast universe. Some are chosen and given abilities, just like on Earth. While some aliens may look different, races have intermixed over time following collisions between worlds. These events are avoided in discussions among worlds because they are dark parts of history, but there is mostly peace across the galaxy now, aside from regular smugglers and lawbreakers.

Vector hadn’t faced much more than occasional bullying, but he was aware of drug smugglers. Even though Vector can help reduce crime, he knew it would be a mistake to reveal his abilities not just for the safety of his family and himself, but also because he wasn’t trained well enough to control his powers. They often surfaced spontaneously when he was stressed or anxious, which made him avoid trouble.

Vector worked several jobs overtime while living with the Sullivans, but none of them was his true calling. He tried working as a barista at a small coffee shop and kept the job for a few weeks until the stress became overwhelming. The busy orders and chaos caused the frother to spark and overheat. Things kept going wrong, so Vector’s powers activated suddenly and caused a burst. Luckily, he was unseen; the high-frequency electric pulse emitted from his body was invisible, but it also short-circuited the coffee machines. The next day, he resigned.

After a few months, he took another less stressful job. He worked at a bakery, serving baked goods and making friends with the customers. One customer, in particular, caught his eye; her name was Hailey. She had a recognizable tattoo on her right upper arm that looked like three horizontal lines connected by vertical lines in different areas, with hanging dots at the bottom. He didn’t know her exact age, but he could tell she was a few years older than he was. Every time she came in, they would chat. Vector had no idea she went into the bakery to talk to him; buying a baked good was just a cover. Then it hit him one day. Hailey walked in while Vector was preparing the oven. She was energetic and smiled as she asked, “So what’s the baked good item of the day?”

Vector turned around and saw her face lighting up and smiled back, “You wouldn’t believe it. It’s an awful pun.”

Her smile grew. “Now you’ve gotta tell me.”

“I call it, No bun intended,” Vector replied before laughing.

Hailey chuckled, “That’s funny. How do you come up with these?”

“Oh, y’know. I lie in bed all night thinking about baked goods and rhyming them with words and phrases,” he said sarcastically.

Hailey raises an eyebrow while a smile remains on her face. “Oh, really? Seems like you need to go out and have more fun. You can’t just waste your nights only making puns.”

Vector initially didn’t realize what she intended and dismissed it. “You’re telling me you don’t stay up at night thinking about the puns?”

“No...” She pauses and looks up at him, her smile fading as her lips tremble, “But, I do think about you.”

Vector nearly jumped out of his skin as he began to process what was happening. Before he could say anything, the oven burst open, and the food inside caught fire. He ran over and sprayed it with a fire extinguisher. The smoke rose to the ceiling, and the detectors went off, emitting a loud siren. Vector was fired the following day and hasn’t seen Hailey since then.

He knew that to have any life or job, he would need better control of his powers. That means he needs to keep his emotions in check. Vector has done his best to control his powers; he’s practiced with them without his family's knowledge. First, he tried doing very little, and then he began to see how powerful he actually was. He could summon his abilities whenever he needed them, but he couldn’t always hold them back when he didn’t want them to show. Vector’s safe place was inside the spacecraft he arrived on; it sometimes felt like his only hope of fitting in. He wanted to understand why or how he was blessed, or even cursed, with these powers.

As much as he wanted to find answers to his questions, he had no information to investigate. There was no permitted code on the ship to identify its origin. Nothing inside it proved helpful. He had dreamed of finding something he didn’t initially realize was there, but he searched the vessel multiple times. After a few weeks of being fired from the bakery, he decided to return to the ship.

Jack attempted to stop him, saying, “Hey. You know you’re not alone. You’ll find your place in all of this. It just takes time.”

“Thanks, Jack. Right now, I need to take a breather, though.” He walks onto the carrier and tries to rest his mind. As a kid, he used to come to the vessel to talk to his parents and ask for advice. Even when there was no answer, he kept coming back. As he got older, he saw them less and less. He had accepted the life he had on Quateria, even if he wanted more.

As he wandered the halls slowly, he ran his fingers along the wall, counting the cracks and tiles on his way to the control room. Suddenly, he felt a crack wider than the others. It made him stop. He could fit his hand into the dark crack, unlike the others. Curious, he reached inside. At first, nothing happened, but then a red glow appeared from the crack. He tried to pull his hand out, but something held it tightly. The light shifted to blue, matching the color of the tiles on the walls, and the crack released his hand. Carefully, he pulled his hand out, realizing that the tile wall was actually a door opening toward him.

Vector walked inside. The lights turned on automatically when the motion sensor detected him, even though the lights were out. The room was the nicest on the ship, with bookshelves filled with books, a recliner, a comfy sofa, and a table holding a small radio. Toward the middle of the bookshelves, there was a podium with a single book sitting on it. Vector approached the book and read the cover: "Why Earth dies" written by Valery Vebee. He looked inside and skimmed a few pages. He wondered to himself: Why was this book chosen to sit on the podium? Was it just the last book he read?

Vector walks outside and sees Jack fixing his bike. “Hey, I found this book inside the ship. Do you know if it could help me find my parents?”

Jack accepts the book and reads the cover himself, then turns it around to read the back, “Earth is a planet. It should be in the data systems. You can access it with the computer.” He leads Vector over to an old computer inside the house.

Noticing the dust, Vector asks, “When’s the last time this thing was used?”

“Hardly ever. None of us really uses it since we have the newer-model tablets. However, Earth might be missing from the system if the people there aren’t spatially aware.” Jack pauses as he climbs onto the desk and turns on the computer. It was still an advanced computer, with a thin, curved screen and a keyboard with transparent keys, and it immediately booted up. It was the best resource for accessing any part of the internet.

Jack clicked on the tab that held the planetary data. “Now you just search for Earth and find out which one that book of yours is from. But just because it may be from Earth doesn’t mean that’s where your parents are from. They could be from anywhere and just happened to stumble into a book from Earth.”

“It's the only lead I have ever gotten on my parents; I have to take the opportunity while I still can.”

With a relieved smile, Jack responds, “That's fine. I just wanted to make sure that you know this could lead to a dead end. Don't be devastated if it's not what you wanted.”

“I appreciate it.” Vector looks back at the screen and types 'Earth'. There is only one result, and it was a spaciously unaware one. He clicks on the planet for more information. It is followed by pages of items, people, and celebrations on Earth. “It looks like the book was talking about this Earth. It’s the only Earth in the galactic system.”

“Can you find any location in particular we should travel to? Any civilizations?”

“I could look in the book for more. Earth has about eight billion inhabitants, seemingly small because the planet is mostly water-based.”

“Let me know if you find anything. I’m going to work on my bike.”

“You got it. Thanks for your help.”

Jack heads to work on his bike across the garage while Vector types furiously on the computer, trying to locate his parents' hometown. More and more items appear. He feels overwhelmed and decides to cross-reference the search engine with a book. He searches for the book's title, but the results show a different author; it changes from Valery Vebee to Valery Seleston. Vector looks at this and thinks she must have gotten married. The book only sold one copy, even though it had been published for some time. Vector notes this. Then he clicks on her name to view a bio, which offers more details than what’s on the back of the book. It states she’s from Louisiana, United States.

Vector called for Jack, “Jack, I think I might have a lead.”

Jack teleported from the garage to the small study room where Vector was. “What is it?”

Well, look at this. This book sold only one copy. That must mean they know my parents somehow. It seems like
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