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I

Exposition

Birth of the Ember Knight Arc and Blue Waterfall Arc




She was born from the stars they say. An angle who came to bring hope and change and strike away evil. The first Prime brought light to a dark world and created a universe for new being’s, free beings, Humans. - From The Primes Celestial Codices verse 1:23







  
  
  -Prison of blue-

  
  




“Hello?… Hello?”

I call out to the black void of the staircase as I run up it. The stairs feel like they never end and I’ll be stuck here forever. Honestly, would it be the worst fate? I mean, would anyone miss me? I have done nothing worthwhile. No, wait. She would probably miss me. I mean, that’s the whole reason I’m running up this infinite staircase in the first place, right?

I step out on the roof and see a girl with blonde hair stare out towards the sky. The wind whips around in her hair and mine as well. I stare at her but she doesn’t notice me. I guess she’s really spaced out today.

“You know it’s class, right?” I say to catch her attention.

Emma turns to me with a somber look in her green eyes. I take a reactionary step back. She’s looking at me, what do I do? I mean, look at her. She seems upset. I should say something so as not to look like a total idiot.

“Are you okay?” I ask.

“I wonder what happened,” I hear Chris ponder to himself in my mind.

Walking up to Emma, I try to take slow small steps. I don’t really know how to approach her but if I make myself look as non threatening as possible, she may start the conversation for me. I arch my back and lower my center of gravity closer to the floor and edge my way over to her slowly and carefully. Emma looks at me as I make my way towards her, looking like an absolute idiot. This isn’t anything like I thought it would go.

“What are you doing?” she asks me as a smile returns to her face.

“Trying to seem non-threatening,” I say.

Emma laughs and walks up to me with a calm smile. I smile with her as I straighten out my back. She walks up to me and I can really see the difference between Emma’s more mature formal outfit and my half-wittedly put together school uniform.

“What’s with the mood? It’s not like you,” I ask.

“It’s nothing, I just found out about something,” she says.

I nod to show her I understand. It’s probably not my place to ask why so I won’t. A relative probably died or something so it would be best to leave her be.

“Max?” Emma asks.

Her eyes look at me curious and determined like she is about to do something important.

“What is it?” I ask curiously.

Her eyes zero in on me and I feel a lump in my throat clog all air from getting in.

“What did you do with Ruby last night?” she asks me suspiciously.

I’m sorry, what? Ruby? I mean, yeah, I did do something but like why would she want to know? But if she’s asking then she probably knows which is bad. Wait what if everyone knows? Who would tell them, Leon and Archie? Those jackasses would be the kind to do something like that. I should say something to her. Just breathe, Max. Just tell her the truth, it’ll be easier for you if you do.

“I do not know what you’re talking about,” I say.

Oh, dammit.

“You really screwed that up,” Chris’ voice echoes in my head.

He’s right there is no way she could believe that. I don’t know why I even tried to lie like that.

“Oh, okay,” Emma says, satisfied.

I’m sorry? She believed me. You’re kidding me, right? How did that happen? Was my answer good enough for her? It can’t have been, really. Out of everything? Well, that is just great.

“Like I know, people have become such a mystery,” Chris says.

Chris really has a point, it seems almost uncanny. Well, better go to class. I really hate where the conversation went.

“We should go to class, the others are begging to see you,” I say sarcastically, changing the conversation.

“Wait, it’s class time?” Emma asks, confused.

I stare at her in disbelief. She monitored the time right? Well, I guess she had other things on her mind.

I shrug and walk toward the door to the stairwell and head back to my classroom.

“Wait. Max, is it class?!” Emma yells after me.

As I make my way back to class, I run into someone. I look up and see a tall, well-built frame with long brown hair and blue eyes that pierce the soul: Jace. He stares then scows once he realizes it’s me.

“What are you doing out of class?” he bends down to get his face uncomfortably close to mine.

“None of your business,” I scowl back.

He looks at me with a sick grin plastered over his face. His musty and food-ridden odor of his breath wraps around my nostrils and invades them with putrid ferocity.

“Talking back, now you really are asking for trouble,” he says with such intensity he spits in my face.

Have you ever had the feeling of wanting to punch someone so hard that they fly through a wall. Well, that’s how I feel every time I see Jace. And this hate isn’t unwarranted; he always knows exactly what to do to get me in such a bad mood. I clench my fist in a ball and try to not focus on the face in front of me. Sometimes I can’t even imagine how this man became a teacher.

“How about we talk to the principal?” he says his grin is getting wider.

Before I can swing at him, a hand grabs my shoulder and pulls me away from Jace’s disgusting face.

“Sorry about him, Jace. We just got separated, that’s all,” Emma pulls me behind her.

Her face stern, trying to look as superior to Jace as possible to get him to back off. The grin on Jace’s face fell as he straightened himself out slowly trying to intimidate us. His eyes widen and his nostrils flare. I give him the smuggest grin I can.

“I see. Well, you better keep your pet on a leash or else,” he walks away in large strides, obviously annoyed that he wasn’t able to get me to swing at him.

I look at Emma and her face mellows out. She grabs my arm and drags me down the hall to class. She looks back at me with her gentle eyes. I avoided her gaze, embarrassed that she had to step in to help me. We make it back to the class and Emma lets go of my hand. I look up and walk into the classroom. I don’t know why I don’t want her to see me like that. It’s kind of embarrassing if you ask me. I look up at the rest of the class. They’re all probably giving me the best death stares that they can. I look at everyone. They look like deers in headlights. They all have their bags on their backs like they are about to leave and I smile as I lock eyes with Leon and Archie who have a mix of shock that we have caught them and joy that Emma has arrived. I smile at how the entire class has made fools of themselves and I walk back to my seat.

“Well, that could have gone worse,” Chris says.

I sigh and look to my sides as everyone takes their seats as Emma makes her way to the front of the class. Emma pulls out a book and welcomes the class to the session. I can hear Leon and Archie make comments about Emma. I just roll my eyes, stare out the window, lean back in my chair and let my mind wander to places outside of this school.

Clack, clack, clack.

I hear it.

Clack, clack, clack.

I shift in my seat, uncomfortable.

Clack, clack, clack.

I grab my head with one hand and tap the desk with the other.

Clack, clack, clack.

My tapping gets faster.

Clack, clack, clack.

I bite my tongue and I can feel blood pool onto the bottom of my mouth.

Clack, clack, clack.

“Max, snap out of it,” Chris yells.

I breathe heavily as the clacking goes away. I shift my eyes around, checking to see if anyone saw me. No one has even batted an eye towards me. I groan under my breath and lie on the desk just wanting this all to end.

You would think after achieving one of the highest honors a teenager could get I would be in a better mood. It’s one of those moods where you aren’t entirely mad but not entirely disappointed either and you can’t be bothered being any of the two. But I can’t seem to get over the fact that my two best friends are mocking me for how little I tried to talk to the girl after I left her apartment.

“Come on, Max. You didn’t even ask for her number. How is a guy like you meant to get a girlfriend if you can’t do that?” Archie says, patting me on the shoulder so hard that I stumble forward.

I think Archie is trying to live his life through me and so thinks that I was not “slick enough” and so my first time was a failure. Archie’s smile is one of overconfidence and grandeur. Like he’s gonna be the one to save the day.

“Why don’t you try to let me know how it goes and you really need to learn how to keep quiet about that stuff.” I say to Archie.

“Not funny, Max,” he says back to me.

Laughing slightly under his breath, Leon pats Archie on the back. He then wedges himself between us to stop Archie from retaliating. Leon looks at Archie with a look of authority, Archie sighs and the three of us continue to walk down the endless white hallway filled with other students having similar meaningless conversations. Leon and Archie both have quite animated faces compared to mine. It fits with Archie’s orange hair and green eyes and Leon’s dyed green hair and also green eyes. If you are wondering what kind of friends Leon and Archie are then I would like you to imagine the worst kind of people imaginable and then make them worse because they’re teenage boys and that’s Leon and Archie. And against all the odds, these two are my friends. They’re all I have so I’ve learned to deal with it.

The plain white walls feel like they’re slowly closing in on me and my friends. I try to ignore it and listen to my friends talking about which girls who might go out with them. Somehow that is worse. I continue to walk down the hall at a slightly slower pace than the two of them so as to not seem associated with them. I look around the other students and just see piercing eyes and vanilla blazers staring back. In the reflection of their eyes, I see my reflection: fuzzy brown hair with one strand being tipped red and light brown eyes; a matching pair and when put on a semi fresh-face, you could forget it immediately if you weren’t paying attention. They don’t know about it, do they? They can’t because it’s impossible. I breathe heavily. I feel a chill go down my spine as Chris enters my conscious thought. My breathing slows back down. Chris is the type of person who will show up in your head to do one of two things. Either try to one up you or make a bad joke that makes you regret ever knowing him.

“Max, you really should put yourself out there more like me,” he says, fainting concern toward me.

Ah, so it was the former today. Chris isn’t your normal type of brother. He kinda doesn’t exist, kinda. Not in the sense that he is a figment of my imagination but that he existed and now his soul lives in my head. It’s hard to explain as I don’t entirely get it myself. X says that his soul was grafted onto mine as a self preservation method or something like that but he explained that an hour before I met Ruby so it’s all fuzzy. Okay. To make things simpler, if you were to look at a person, you would see them and hear them right? Well, with Chris, I can’t see him. I can only hear him so if you thought he was like a little ghost in my eye talking to me then you would be sorely mistaken.

“Hey, has X messaged you guys if we’re heading out tonight?” Archie asks.

“I haven’t heard a thing,” Leon says.

Just as Leon stops talking, I feel a buzzing in my pocket. I pull out my phone and open my texts. X just messaged me, “Meet at HQ tonight, normal time. Tell the others.”

Leon and Archie let me catch up to them, then look over my shoulder and Chris watches on from the back of my mind.

“Guess I’ll see you guys tonight,” Archie says.

We continue to walk as we make it into a small classroom with pale white walls and desks in perfect rows, with posters about clubs and sports teams covering the walls with the attempt to instill hope that the school can do better with your help. It’s less of a call to action and more like propaganda. Trying to trick students into competing for the school that they don’t care about. I don’t know why I’m so cynical of this, it’s practically harmless, but it still makes me feel hostile. This school has done nothing to me but this environment still puts me in an on-guard mood. I sit in a seat and Leon and Archie sit on the desk itself. No one else is walking in so we must be quite early. Not that it’s a problem these two want to spend as much time looking at Emma as possible. Emma Knight is a teacher who started here the same time as us and she only just finished her teaching degree. So that puts her in her early twenties. So, typical for teenage boys, all the guys follow her around like lost puppies trying to get her attention. I don’t get it. Especially because someone like her is definitely not single and teacher-student relationships are very wrong so it’s impossible for that to happen. But I guess they’re all into the chase more than the reward. Other students file in as Leon and Archie take seats at my side. Everyone else in class takes their seats and continues to talk. Their conversations go on for a few minutes until everyone runs out of things to say and we all just sit in silence for a few minutes.

“So where is she?” Archie asks, disappointed.

“Like I know,” Leon says, also disappointed.

I sigh and stand up; I think I know where she is but I just want to make sure. Walking over to the door, I feel thirty piercing and judging eyes stabbing daggers right into my back. I continue to walk out of the door and towards a set of stairs that go to the roof. Guess I have to do this again. Really, Emma; you need to get better at managing your time.

The consistent buzzing and yelling that comes from a subway station is an amazing wake up call for someone who isn’t paying attention. Standing with my bag on my back and my white blazer unbuttoned in the gray tunnel, I wait for the train home. I grimace at the train tracks. I really hate it here. Leon and Archie stand next to me talking about what they’re going to have for dinner before we meet with X. A horn blares in the distance and lights appear in the tunnel. Leon looks over at me and holds my shoulder.

“Hey, Max, come on. Let’s get going,” he says.

The train pulls into the station and the doors open. People flood the platform and I walk behind Leon and Archie who push through the crowd for me to get onto the train. I don’t know why Dad can’t just pick me up; it’s not like he has set hours at work. He could do it. I just don’t know why he has to insist on me taking this wretched train. We make it on and Leon and Archie take two seats, leaving me standing.

“Should have been faster, Max,” Leon shrugs.

Archie snickers but says nothing as he has to get off at the next stop whereas me and Leon have to take the sky rail through the city center to get home. He knows if he says anything, he’ll just have to sit with the fact he doesn’t get to experience the sky rail. Which is a pretty trivial matter now that I think about it. The train moves and we leave the station. Me, Leon and Archie continue to talk about the day. The train slows and Archie gets up.

“Well, I’m off. I’ll see you guys tonight,” Archie says.

He walks off the train. The doors shut and the train leaves the station.

“So are you gonna try to talk to Ruby again?” Leon asks.

I knew he would bring it up again but I just never knew when. I sigh and lock eyes with him as the train goes up to the sky rail.

“What do you think, she’s just some stranger?” I say.

Leon looks at me confused. Almost like he knows something that I should. I give him the same look back. He laughs and it’s not a normal laugh but more like he just saw something funny kinda laugh like he’s just had an entire can of laughing gas and is now experiencing the side effects kinda laugh. I look in the other direction and I see Helix city in all its beauty. The afternoon sun shines over the concrete horizon that is filled to the brim with empty love and false joy. The high rise towers in the distance bounce up and down and give a fun but icy feeling. The city high rise is the most prosperous in the world. Helix’s nickname is “The Eye of the World ‘‘. It’s called that for two reasons. The first is because the entire city is shaped in a spiral shape with urban areas divided by rural areas. Each of these areas are called districts and the subway branches off into these districts, of which there are six of. The second is because it houses the largest business in the world. Prime Industries, named after the demigods that inhabit this world. They have had a hand in most major events in this world since their founding around the same time as Prime 12 was in her golden age. With their leader, Aleridus Prime, the company built itself an empire to rival most major world governments with all the money he could ever need. The new leader, X, built Helix city to the metropolis it is today. The island is about the size of Canada if you put all of it together and turned it into a circle.

“You really have no awareness about the outside world,” Leon says.

I look back at Leon.

I forgot he was there for a second. He’s still looking at me like I’m an idiot. I continue to look at him. He points up at a speaker on the train. I look up and listen. A song is playing by one of the pop artists that sounds all the same to me. But this artist sounds familiar to me. I don’t know why but her voice seems to be more gentle than the others that I’ve heard. I feel like I’ve heard this voice from someone recently.

“I don’t get it,” I say to Leon.

He audibly facepalms and Chris occupies a bit of my attention.

“Oh, I get it. You really are being an idiot. Max, just think about it for a second,” Chris says.

I don’t know what the two of them are talking about but they are not making sense. The train pulls into the station and I walk to the door. I wave goodbye to Leon and get onto the platform.

I walk out of the station and onto the street. As I walk out, I feel a massive weight off my shoulder. I breathe a sigh of relief as the sunlight hits my face. I’m about two blocks away from my house so the walk isn’t that bad.

“I don’t know why you and the others are acting like I’m stupid,” I say aloud.

Chris says, “You’re not always like this, Max. We all thought you knew what was going on.”

I turn down a side alley between two houses.

“Well, could you explain it to me then?” I ask.

Chris pauses contemplating what he wants to say next.

“No, you can figure it out yourself,” his smug tone in his voice tells me everything I need to know.

I sigh and turn into my street. A car passes by going way too fast. I stop walking before I can cross the street. It races past and I roll my eyes.

“Pathetic,” I scowl.

I cross the street and stop in front of my house. It is a small, cozy and boxy house that is unassuming and could be forgotten in an instance. It’s red brick and white walls giving a warm and inviting feeling to all those who come close to it.

“Home, sweet home,” I say, walking up to the black metal door.

I twist the doorknob and enter inside. A rush of warmth wafts over me. I take off my shoes and walk down the hall to the living room and kitchen. I turn the corner to see the back of my dad’s head and a phone up to his ear. He is standing in between the couches and the kitchen island. I can hear him talking to someone on the other end.

“No, you hang up first,” he says.

I walk up behind to hear the end of this conversation.

“No, you hang up first, Harry,” a high-pitched and shrill but mature voice replies.

Oh, what is this? A new woman perhaps and she’s using dad’s first name. I wonder what’s going on here.

“No, you hang up; you need to get ready for our dinner here tonight,” dad says.

And she’s coming over. Well, this is surprising.

“No, you hang up; you need to get your children ready to come over.”

And she has kids. I don’t need more siblings. I already have too many.

“Hey, I can hear you, ya’ know,” Chris says, annoyed.

I shrug and lean in closer to the phone.

“Okay, I’ll see you later, Juliet,” dad says.

I don’t think he’ll be too happy about me listening in on his conversion. I jump back three steps. He moves the phone away from his ear and turns around to look at me. His long finger slid his square glasses up his round nose. His wide awake green eyes dilate as soon as he sees me. His brown hair flops around, unkempt. He tugs at his checkered shirt and stuffs it into his long brown pants. His round face and thin lips smile at me and I wave awkwardly.

“Ah, your home,” he says to me.

I nod and put my bag down by the kitchen counter. Dad reaches for my shoulder but stops mid-action, reconsidering it. I wander over and take a seat on a seat by the counter. He and I try to smile at one another but neither of us can do it. I can feel Chris sighing from here. I take a breath in then out and open my mouth.

“So who was that?” I ask.

“What do you mean?” he asks back.

I stand up and walk over to the other side of the room to the hallway.

“You know what I mean,” I say, “You haven’t been that happy over a phone call in a long time.”

I walk into my room, it’s a small but functional space with a bed in one corner and a desk with a coat on it in the other. I grab my coat and back out to the kitchen and look at dad. He stares at me with a blank expression.

“Nothing,” he says.

Ah, the old lie. He said nothing, but I heard the whole conversation. I look at him suspiciously. Okay, sure, I’ll just pretend that I don’t know what’s going on then.

“I mean, you’re pretty good at that,” Chis says.

Oh, shut up, Chris. A horn blares in the driveway, X is here to get me.

“You should have told me you were going to work tonight,” dad says.

Oh, I forgot to tell him about that. Well, better to ask forgiveness than permission.

“Yeah, sorry about that. I just forgot,” I walk over to the door and say, “But I’ll try to be back before Juliet gets here.”

Dad looks at me, flustered. I look back at him and in his place, I see a woman with white hair. The woman has two purple stars in her eyes. Who the hell is that? Wait, mum? My eyes widen and I blink and it’s dad again. I shake my head and turn back to the door. Wow, I really am going crazy and I run out the door before he can say a thing.








  
  
  -A harsh wake up call-

  
  




I stand outside and see a black car parked on the side of the road I walk over and get inside. I close the door behind me. Looking over, I see a man with dark skin gripping the wheel of the car with a black shirt and pants and a blue jacket on. He examines me with his piercing misty gray eyes.

“A coat in summer, really?” his smooth but commanding voice asks me.

I just shrug and put on my seat belt.

“Hello to you too, X,” I say.

He looks to the road. He presses on the gas pedal and the car growls as we move. The road flew beneath us and as quickly as I had gotten in we had left my suburb and were now on the main road going to the city center. Most parents would find that their child being driven off by some stranger is weird but in this case, it’s not. X and dad have been friends since X was a teenager and Dad was in his twenties. I’ve never known the specifics of why they met but it has something to do with mum. Second, X is the head of the largest company in the world and Dad works under him as his chief scientist. I’ve known X since I was a kid and he and his wife have been two huge parental figures for me so I didn’t end up in an awful state of mind.

“So what was so urgent that you had to pick me up?” I ask.

He doesn’t look over to me; he focuses on the road, his demeanor doesn’t change. Did he even hear me? Maybe he is going deaf. I look outside the tinted window and see the Helix evening sky. The sun hides behind the buildings better than it does when you’re on the sky rail. But driving is so much faster. I examine the car’s interior. It’s all new and refined. Like it’s still on the factory floor.

“This is going to be your first car,” X says.

I stare at him in amazement. He smiles slightly as he speeds up intentionally to show what the car can do. I can already see it myself. Driving along the highway with a girl sitting next me and no place in mind, just us and the road. Wait a second.

“I don’t have my license though,” I say, still beaming.

He looks over at me with a coy grin. I feel as though I have made a mistake.

“Who says you need a license to drive?” he says while looking at the road, his grin getting wider.

Wait, what did he just say? He’s just joking, right?

We continue to speed towards the main Prime Industries tower. As we approach, I notice X reaching for the hand break. Moving my hand to the roof, I try to grab onto something. I cannot grab anything as he drifts the car like a maniac. I roll around in my seat trying not to break anything. He comes to a sudden stop and I hit my head on the dashboard. I rub my head to console the injury. The blunt throbbing that’s coming from my head is almost unbearable. I exit the car and see Leon and Archie standing at the base of the garage. The garage door opens and X drives the car inside. I stumble my way over to Leon and Archie, Leon patting me on my back.

“Rough ride,” he says.

I nod and we walk into the garage of the Prime Industries headquarters. Like any other place in this building, it’s huge with different rare and exotic sports cars. There are a few things covered in tarps but besides that, it’s just a super sized garage. I sit on the hood of a red car that I can’t tell the maker of while still rubbing my head.

“So would you like to explain why you brought us here?” Leon asks.

X, who had just gotten out of the car, looked over at us.

“Well, another scavenger team from Europe just got back and I wanted to look at what they recovered,” he says.

We are all more alert now. I look up at him like my head doesn’t hurt. That explains how sudden this invite was, he must have just found out earlier today. But for the first signs that there was a continent between us and Russia is surprising. Ten years and we still have little information about what happened in Europe. I only know because of X but it’s still not much. X walks over to the tarp and we follow him. The tarp is brown and whatever is under it is around nine feet tall. A sudden chill came down my spine and engulfed my body in a fearful chill. I don’t like the sound of this. X pulls the tarp down and reveals a security bot. The slick black metal bot stands nine feet tall with the number 34 engraved in it. Its arms are about half a meter wide with the ability to grab a person. The head is one large glass eye with a camera inside. I look in shock as it powers up with its whirling engine coming to life. X looks at it in mild horror.

“This wasn’t supposed to happen,” he says.

The robot scans the room with a red beam coming out of its eyes; it passes over X and I but then stops on Leon and Archie. It stomps towards them with thunderous steps. Leon and Archie take a few steps back as X runs to another car and opens the boot. He grabs three massive guns and one smaller handgun. The larger guns look normal but the handgun is silver with gold indents and it seems to look like a name with some words. I look back at Leon and Archie, Leon has grabbed a pipe and is trying to beat the robot to death and Archie has been grabbed by the robot and is trying to break free. X runs up to me with a solemn look in his face.

“Sorry about this,” he says.

I look at him, confused. What is he planning? He puts the smaller gun up to my head and pulls the trigger. I feel a sudden energy come over me. I see a blue light reflecting off of X’s eyes. Looking down at my hands I see blue cracks break from my skin. What the hell are these? My breathing gets heavier. I look back at the robot and I feel more energy come over me. My legs work on their own. I run at the robot faster than I can comprehend. It notices and swings its free arm at me. I stop and sidestep it. I need to rip the arm away from the robot or free Archie. The robot slams its arm on the ground to hit me but misses. I step onto the arm of the robot. I stop and think for a moment. Hm, I just had a dumb Idea.

I run up the arm and the robot drops Archie and tries to reach for me. I stretched my hand and I felt something coming from my hand. A handle appears in front of my hand. I grab and I feel another burst of energy. The handle extends into a sword. Now this is my kind of fight. I swing the sword at the robot’s hand, a blue light tracks the sword’s movement and the robot’s hand breaks in half. It flies out of my vision and I turn to the robot’s head and stab the sword into the camera and leap off the robot. I stumble backwards and fall on my butt. The mighty robot falls and hits the ground in a thunderous thud. The glowing light that came off me has disappeared. I feel exhausted suddenly. I lay down but I’m hoisted onto my feet by X. He looks at me with a grin of pure joy. Leon and Archie stare at us, confused.

“What happened to me?” I ask.

X walks over to the robot. He inspects it then pulls something out of it. Not the sword but the handgun. He hands me the handgun and I inspect it. The engravings that I saw earlier are more visible now and they say Evoker. I stare confused at why the handgun is stuck inside the robot. I never saw X throw it. Looking at X, he beams at me. He jumps up and down in excitement.

“It worked, you have the gene. This is incredible,” he says, ecstatic.

I stare at him in disbelief. What does he mean by it working and what is the gene? And why do I have it? Also, what’s the deal with this Evoker? X looks at me and then regains his composure. He grabs the Evoker from my hand and clears his throat. 

“Sorry, I lost my composure for a second. Anyway, what I mean is that, Max, you inherited the Prime gene so you are the fourteenth Prime,” he says.

Leon and Archie look surprised, then beam at me. I take a step back. No, this can’t be true.

“No, this isn’t true,” I say in disbelief.

X walks up to me and I take more steps back. He looks surprised. Then I ran. The ground flies beneath my feet as I run out of the garage.

I can’t be the fourteenth Prime. I can’t be. Tears swell in my eyes. Mum told me I was special and she told me that as her last words. This isn’t what she meant. I don’t want this. I run onto the street, cars screech out of my way as I run through the street. I look down the street and I see Jace in a small red hatchback. He sees me and grins. His car speeds up at a rapid pace. I stare at him with tears streaming down my face. His grin gets wider the closer he gets to me.

“Get out of the way!” someone yells at me.

I continue to stare Jace down as the car comes within ten meters of me.

“Max, what are you doing?” Chris panics in my head.

I hold my hand out instinctively as more blue light with a hint of purple comes from my arm. Jace’s car lifts and then flips. The roof comes over me and I can see the look on his face is one of disbelief. So I have the gene. Jace’s car crashes on its roof and the lights disappear. I stare at the car as Jace climbs out, bleeding from the head. He stands up and stumbles over to me. What have I done? Did that come from me? I continue to run. Jace and a few other people try to catch me but I run into one of the underground train stations and lose them in the crowd. This can’t be happening to me. I push past people and make my way onto the train home. The train leaves the station as Jace pushes past and we lock eyes for a second. He scowls at me and I hold back the tears still in my eyes. I stare at the ground as the train speeds up and I sit down. This cart is empty. There are people on the other carts but none here. I wipe the tears from my eyes and Chris speaks.

“I don’t know why you’re crying. This is something to celebrate.”

I shake my head and rest it in my hands. The clacking of the train is too painful for me to bear. Not now, please.

“You think I want this?” I ask sarcastically.

I can’t see Chris but I know he is considering what to say. I can hear the train rattling, coming to a halt. I hear the breaks scream as they slow the train down. I look up as the cart doors open and I look up. X, Leon and Archie step onto the train with me.

“You thought running was gonna get you anywhere?” X says.

I look at him. He kneels before me and wipes a tear away from my eye.

“You think you don’t want this but you can’t run from your destiny, Max,” he says.

The tears stop. X pulls out the Evoker and places it on my lap. The cold metal connects with me strangely familiarly and I stare at it in abject horror. I inspect the gun closer. The metal frame has minor scratches and the trigger guard is chipped and broken. The name embroidered in gold is tattered, worn and fading. Voices ring out in my head.

“The boy isn’t ready,” a male voice rings out.

“We have to trust him, we have no other options,” a female voice replies.

“Oh, come on. Look at him, how did she ever give birth to someone as pathetic as this,” the male voice says scornfully.

“Now, now; you better watch your tone. She knew what she was doing,” an unfamiliar male voice speaks up.

“I agree with him,” the female voice says, “This is only the beginning. This boy could become something very special.”

I grip my head in pain, the voices in my head drown out all thought in my head with their conversation. Leon and Archie watch on sorrowfully in the background.

“It looks like he heard us, we should move our conversation elsewhere to not let fourteen hear us,” the second male voice says.

The voices go quiet and I let go of my head and look back up at X who doesn’t acknowledge what happened.

“This is something that I promised to hold on to until you were ready. Max, from here on out, you’re living a double life. I hope you know the consequences of your actions could lead to very devastating things in all our futures,” X says.

I stare at him, his eyes are dead serious. I feel an immense pressure come onto my shoulder. This isn’t something you should put on a teenager. But I guess this is just life for you. Nothing is okay around here. X grabs my arms and pulls me up. He catches the Evoker before it hits the ground. He puts it into my coat pocket and drags me off the train. I look down the tunnel and see the black car parked in the tunnel. How did he do it? Actually, I don’t want to know the answer. X opens the front seat door for me and I get in and he shuts it behind me. The others get in and we take off. I zone out but before we know it we are cruising down the main street again. We pass the car wreck I caused and we slow down.

“What happened here?” Archie asks.

Leon shrugs and I keep quiet. If they don’t know then they don’t have too. X looks over at me, then looks back. I don’t know if I could explain that it was an accident but I hope that this can make Jace stay away for a few days. We speed back up as we go back to the suburbs. We turn down my street and I see my house in the distance. There’s a small silver car in the driveway. It’s not dad’s car, his is black so who is this? Oh, right; Juliet. I sit upright and brush off my shoulders. Leon and Archie look at me with confused looks. “What are you doing? You’re just going home?” X asks.

I look over at him. His eyes are more confused than Leon and Archie’s.

“My dad has a date,” I say, “So I need to look pleasing, Do I look like I’ve been crying?”

I look over at the window as I brush my hair with my hands. Looking back at X, I see him shrugging at me. “I don’t know,” he says, “Want me to smack you to make it look like you were in a fight?”

I look at him, disgusted. Why would he even think that? I mean, I was in a fight I just won. X parks the car on the side of the road. I get out of the car and Leon and Archie get out with me. I look at them, confused. They just shrug and we all walk up the door. I grip the door handle and open the door.

We step in and I look down at the shoe bay. Walking into the room I see a pair of sneakers and two pairs of high heels; one pair black and one color velvet blue. I’ve seen that color too much in the last hour. I walk into the hallway and hear a lot of laughter. The air is filled with a very heavy feeling and I can feel a chill go down my spine. I look back at Leon and Archie who are still following me. I look at them confused and they realize that they just came into my house uninvited. They back out of the front door and shut it slowly. I walk further into the hall until I’m right next to the kitchen door. Dad walks into the hall and sees me.

“Oh, your back,” he says.

I nod and he beams and turns back into the kitchen.

“Juliet, he’s here. You can come and meet him,” he says.

I turn my head sideways slightly, and Dad looks back at me. Just then, a woman walks through the doorway. I notice she looks around dad’s age so in her forties; she has blond hair that she has done into a braid behind her head. She wears a nice black dress and a warm smile that compliments her purple eyes.

“Hello, Max. My name is Juliet and I’ve been seeing your dad over the past few months,” she says.

Few months. Is that how long he’s been hiding this from me? I don’t know why she seems wonderful. I smile and look at my dad for a second with daggers in my eyes. He avoids my gaze as I look back.

“It’s nice to meet you. I wish we could have met sooner,” I say.

Her smile grows wider. She looks like she’s about to jump for joy.

“I’ll go get the kids, they will love to meet you,” Juliet says, running into the other room.

I look at Dad and he shrugs. I don’t think he knows that he never mentioned kids. I feel a lump in my throat; I swallow and it goes away. Calm down, Max. You’ll be okay. I look back at the kitchen door and Juliet and two girls walk through the door. My eyes widen with fear and surprise as my mind goes blank. My heart races and I feel my blood pumping at unnervingly high levels. You have to be kidding. I stare at the velvet blue hair and purple eyes that look at me in disbelief. Next to her is a taller girl with blonde hair and green eyes I saw just a few hours ago. Emma and Ruby are staring at me. This can’t be happening. No, this isn’t real, this isn’t real.

“Oh, it’s real alright and the funniest thing I’ve ever seen,” Chris says.

I can hear the smug tone in his voice. Emma steps forward and looks at me. She studies my face, then laughs and wraps her arms around me. What? Chris laughs.

“I should have seen it sooner. The man who’s dating my mum is your dad. I thought he looked familiar,” she says.

I blink rapidly and my mind goes blank again.

Ruby stares at me in surprise, then mumbles, “you have to be kidding.”

Chris’ cackling gets louder. I feel my legs go numb and I lean backwards.

“Oh, here we go,” Chris says.

Emma lets me go and I fall backwards. I land on my back and my vision goes blurry. A figure walks over to me and I stare at them. They don’t look human but I can’t see their details. My eyes close and I feel a falling sensation.
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The black mist engulfs everything that I can see. The only shapes I can make out are the trees in the distance. I try to move but my legs don’t budge. I hear my heartbeat get louder, each thump shaking my chest even more. Thump, thump, thump. My breathing becomes unstable and inconsistent. With an unbridled sense of fear, I take a step forward.

I move slowly towards a tree in front of me. Hearing a breathy sound come from behind me, I turn around to find the source of the noise but all I can see is the all too quiet mist. I turn back around the tree that was ten meters in front of me and is now right in front of me. I feel a moist sensation of something falling on my head. It trickles through my hair then onto my face. Then another through my hair and onto my face. This one stops just shy of my eyes. I look up at the branches and a pair of legs looms above me. The rattling in my body that forced me to move takes over.

I try to move myself away but my legs don’t cooperate and I fall over; my arms drag me backwards and I see what’s on the tree. Hanging off of each branch is a person with the branch tips piercing through their chests. Thirteen and at the top of the tree there is one branch without a person on it. The tree twists and the branches shuffle, they’re making room for something or someone. I continue to crawl backward as the empty branch extends in my direction.

I hear a cutting noise coming from the trunk of the tree. It isn’t a normal sound that should come from someone cutting a tree. It’s like dissecting a cow’s eye or a piglet, it’s all too fleshy, too much like there’s something in the tree trying to get out. The tree folds inwards as something reaches out, a very thin and spinney hand. A hand made of bone. A second hand reaches out of the tree and a skull emerges from the trunk of the tree. The rest of the skeleton steps out of the tree, its eyes sunken and with only white dots illuminated from the eyes. The skeleton wears black shoes and gray pants with small black stripes. It has a black suit on and pulls a black fedora from the tree. It puts it on and reaches its hand out to me. I can see the skeleton more clearly now. Its bones are tainted yellow and are flaking from the main body; whoever this is, they’ve been dead for a long time. I move away from it more, getting to my feet. The skeleton opens its mouth and a white light emerges from its mouth, engulfing it in flames.

“Prime,” it says to me.

Its voice is deep and raspy like whoever this is has gotten used to grasping for life. I take another step away and it moves toward me. Its hand reaches out further and further until it grabs my head. I grab at its arm trying to fight for my life but its grip on me is unbreakable.

“Prime,” it continues to say. “You have broken free, show me your true strength.”

The skeleton grips my head tighter. I scream out in pain, maybe someone could come and save me.

“See you soon.”

Before I can comprehend what it’s saying, it lets me go and I fall and fall and fall and fall and fall and fall. I land on my backside and roll backwards. Red light fills my eyes and I sit up and look around. I see two sides of a platform and seats with people sitting on them. Where am I, a train station? I look around at the people sitting on the seat. They all are looking down at the ground, their eyes dead and soulless. I see one person sitting on the furthest bench to me on the other platform. They have a brown hood on and are moving their legs up and down in small jolts. Walking over the edge of the platform, I get a better look at them. I don’t know why but they seem familiar. I jump down off the platform and cross the tracks. There isn’t any space between the tracks so I need to watch out for trains.

I look at both exits and then I cross over to the other platform. I climb up and look at the hooded figure. They are still moving their legs. I approach slowly, not trying to startle them. I stand right in front of them and reach out to tap them on the shoulder. A hand reaches out and grabs me by the neck. Not again. I take a deep breath in as the hooded figure stands up and lifts me off the ground. The hood flies back to reveal a woman with white hair and brown eyes. She looks to be in her twenties. I study her facial features and my eyes widen. I open my mouth and with the last of my strength I say, “Mum.”

The woman’s eyes widen and she walks over to the train platform with my neck firmly in her hands. Oh, no. Here we go again. She holds me over the platform and I hear a train siren blare. Her expression is somber but quickly changes to one of focus as the train gets closer she lets go of me and I fall as the train gets closer and closer to me. She smiles at me as I sense the train is right next to me. I tense up as the train comes into my peripheral vision. I close my eyes and the falling sensation comes back to me again.

I open my eyes and wave my arms around chaotically as I fall from a couch and hit the floor below. Getting up, groaning, I look around. I’m back at home? I see dad looking at me, confused. Juliet stands behind him, looking at me strangely. Emma and Ruby are sitting at the table, also looking at me, confused. I stand up and look at Emma and Ruby. Oh, yeah. That happened. I wave extremely awkwardly and Emma waves back while Ruby looks at me like I’m an idiot. I don’t know why I’m not doing anything dumb.

“Are you okay?” Dad asks me.

I shrug and walk over to him.

“I’m gonna go to bed,” I say.

Dad smiles then turns back to Juliet and the others. I walk down the hallway to my bedroom. I open the door and put my coat back down on my desk chair. I see a shadow standing in my doorway. Looking up, I see Ruby standing there. I smile slightly and she walks up to me. She grabs my head and throws her knee into my face. My nose spews blood, I stumble backward and I clutch my nose. She throws her foot in between my legs and she hits me so hard I get lifted off the ground for a second. I land on my knees and I move one of my hands down to my destroyed nether regions. The sneering pain engulfing my brain. I look up at Ruby, her eyes are those of rage.

“The hell was that for!?!” I ask.

She bends down, grabbing my hair and lifts my head off the ground.

“You knew, didn’t you, creep,” she says.

I spit in her face. And she drops my head. I push myself off the ground with great effort. I snarl at her and wipe more blood off of my lips.

“Like hell I knew. I may be a bit out of the loop but you’re batshit insane,” I say.

Ruby looks at me offended, then jumps at me and puts me into a headlock with her thighs. I try to pry myself free to no avail. I feel my vision get blurry as I hear my window come undone. Ruby’s grip on me loosens and I can breathe again. I roll onto my stomach and I see that Leon and Archie have broken into my house and are now restraining Ruby. Leon hands Archie a pair of handcuffs and walks over to me as Archie handcuffs Ruby.

“You okay, man?” Leon asks me.

I nod as I sit down on my desk chair. I shake my head, trying to shake the pain from my mind. Archie drags a screaming Ruby to the base of my bed. Leon shuts the door to muffle her shrieking. Leon hands me a tissue and I wipe the blood from my nose.

“You got here just on time,” I say.

Leon smiles then turns back to Ruby. She looks at him, surprised. Her face turns to horror and then she stands up.

“Oh, you’re in for it once I’m out of these cuffs. You’re gonna pay,” she says.

Leon and Archie look at one another and then look at me. I shrug as Archie leans in closer to me.

“I thought she was sane. Guess the music videos made her look nice. I can’t believe you had a one-night stand with her, Max,” he says.

What did he say? Music video? Huh? Why would this psycho be in a music video, let alone one that Archie has watched? He only watches that singer called Ruby Knight. . .

Oh, no.

My eyes widen as Leon and Archie look at me, waiting patiently.

“You’re putting it all together now, aren’t you? It only took you a beating to get there,” Chris chimes in.

Wait, she’s that Ruby Knight. The celebrity. Top of the music charts all the time. Wait, this makes little sense. How did this get any weirder than it already was? There is a knocking sound coming from my door

“Max, is everything alright?” Dad asks.

I look around at Leon and Archie. I move my hands in elaborate hand signals to tell them to free Ruby. Leon picks up on what I’m trying to say and walks over to Ruby and unlocks her. She looks at me then runs at me and grabs me, throwing me into the door. The hinges snap off and I hit the wall with an almighty slam. The air in my lungs disappears from me as I cough up droplets of blood that land on Ruby’s face. Leon and Archie run to drag her off me again but someone else does first. Emma holds Ruby by the arms.

“Ruby, that’s enough! what the hell are you doing!?!” she yells.

Ruby continues to grab at me as Leon and Archie drag me away from her. “She was attacking Max for no reason,” Leon says.

Emma looks confused and dad chimes in.

“And when did you two get here?”

Before I can say that they were watching us like a couple of creeps, Archie covers my mouth.

“We got a call from Max and we heard her knocking the stuffing out of him and we were nearby with X so we rushed here.”

I roll my eyes. Those two are lucky I’m too hurt otherwise they would be in serious trouble.

“Max, what did you do to her?” Dad asks me, concerned.

He turns to Juliet who is watching on with utter horror. She looks at me, then at Ruby, then at Emma, then at Dad, then at Leon and Archie and then back to Ruby.

“Max just complimented Ruby’s dress. She must have thought he was trying to make a pass at her so she beat the shit out of him. So he did nothing but be nice. He just looks like a pervert,” Archie says frantically.

I sigh. I don’t know why he’s talking with his dyed hair and with his dad-doesn’t-love-me haircut. Dad, Juliet and Emma look surprised and a little confused.

“Well, guess we’re going door shopping tomorrow then,” Dad says.

I stand up with the help of Leon and Archie, wipe myself off and step away from the door wreck. I look at Ruby and smile.

“Hey, no hard feelings, right?” I ask her.

Ruby snarls at me. My smile falls. I shrug and walk over to my room. After that, I feel alive again.

“Ruby threw you through a door, how are you feeling alive?” Chris asks, confused.

Laying down on my bed I close my eyes. I don’t care that you are confused, I’m just ready to sleep after today. I think that I’m okay with no more action for a lifetime.

I raise my head to the morning light shining in my face. Looking to my side and see the door still broken in pieces on the ground but the pieces have been organized and stacked in small piles. I get out of bed and yawn.

“Morning to you too,” Chris says.

I nod, walk over to my drawers and pick out some clothes, get changed, walk out of my room and past the broken door pieces. I wander down the hall, into the kitchen, grab a glass out of the cupboard, a jug of cold water and ice out of the fridge. I pour the water and drop in three cubes of ice.

I take a sip and look to the other side of the bench. Emma is watching me curiously and Ruby is pretending to gag. What the hell? I gag and some of the water comes back out of my nose. Water goes all over the bench. I put the glass down as Emma laughs and Ruby snickers behind a cruel smile. I open a draw under the bench and pull out the towel inside and wipe down the wet surface.

“Sorry for scaring you,” Emma says.

I smile and shake my head. “No problem,” I say.

I thread the towel through the handle of the drawer under the sink. I pick up my glass and take another sip. Ruby and I lock eyes for a second. She narrows her eyes then turns her head. Guess last night left a sour taste in her mouth. If they’re here then where’s dad? 

“I think it’s best that we don’t think about where dad and his lover are. You catch my drift, Max?” Chris says uncomfortably.

Why would I not want to- Oh. Oh, no, Oh, First Prime no. I grimace and adjust my head. Why would you bring that up? Chris, that’s disgusting.

“Are you okay, Max?” Emma asks.

I look back at her and sigh. Chris, you distracted me. How could you make me think about weird things?

“It’s nothing, just thinking about something for too long,” I say.

Emma looks at me confused, her eyes widen and then looks at the ground in disgust. Ah, now she gets it. Ruby looks at both of us, not knowing how to think. I think it’s best that she doesn’t know. A door down the hall opens and two pairs of footsteps walk down the hall. Dad and Juliet walk down the hall rather looking pleased with themselves.

“Hey, look, I was right,” Chris says, impressed with his ability to guess when two adults are having some time alone.

It’s not something to be proud of. Fortunately for him, the only one who can hear him is me. The one person in the room who won’t ignore him and his poor taste in words and timing. I look at dad and raise my eyebrows at him. He smiles at me and rubs his neck. I sigh and continue to sip on my water.

“Did you enjoy yourselves?” Emma asks.

Juliet looks at her, confused. Dad averts his gaze. Ruby pops her head up.

“Oh, I get it. You were having-,” Ruby stops herself just in time.

I laugh in my glass of water, some bubbles come out of the glass. Ruby looks at me scornfully. I smile coyly. She looks away from me and I put my glass down.

“Emma, Ruby, you shouldn’t say things like that in someone else’s house,” Juliet says.

I walk past dad and pat him on the shoulder with a smile. He smiles back and grabs Juliet’s shoulder.

“Why don’t we get change and I’ll take you three back home,” dad says.

Juliet nods and they walk back into the hallway. I shake my head with a smile and walk into the living room. I hear a buzzing sound and I look over at the counter. Next to Emma is a landline phone and it’s ringing. I didn’t know we even had a landline but, oh, well. I get back up and get the phone, push a button to answer it and put the phone up to my ear.

“Hello,” I say.

I wonder who’s calling. It’s probably a scammer. No one else would call the landline.

“Hi, I’m Jessie from Prime real estate. Here to talk about the down payment you put on your house,” a woman says over the phone.

She has a high pitched shrill voice. Oh, this is definitely a scam. I’ll run with it to see where it leads.

“Oh, sorry but I don’t really remember much. Could you remind me about the details?” I ask.

There is pause over the phone. I hear rustling paper as the woman searches for something on the other side of the phone. I hear light breaths as the woman comes back to the phone.

“Okay, so mister O’Brian, you came to an open home a couple of weeks ago and showed interest in buying the home and two days ago, you came into the office, put a down payment onto the house and paid off the mortgage that came with it. And now the construction has been completed and you can move in. When are you going to be doing that?” she says.

My brain has been overloaded by words. Are we moving or is he moving? Why did he have to pay the mortgage all at once? Why, why, why, why, why.

“Dad has always been a mystery,” Chris says.

This isn’t a mystery, this is downright bizarre why he buys homes without consulting me. Who knows.

“Ah, yes. I will convene with my family and get back to you soon,” I say.

The phone hangs up, and I put it back. I turn over to Emma and Ruby. They look at me waiting to hear what the call was about. Dad walks back in with Juliet having just changed. I walk over to him and grab him by the shoulders and shake him violently.

“First, you hide your remarriage from me, then you go and buy a house behind my back. What is wrong with you!?!” I yell.

I stop shaking Dad and he moves backward and forwards on his own. He stumbles around then catches himself on the bench.

“Oh, yeah. Sorry about that, I just wanted to take my time telling you so as not to overload you,” he says.

I throw my hands up in defeat and walk over to the hall. A sudden bang comes from the front door. I look back into the kitchen to see if anyone else heard it. The others are too busy being happy and talking to notice. Another bang comes from the door. I approach the door slowly and another bang comes from. I grab the door handle and open the door. I am greeted with a gray top and dark green pants. I look up and I see X standing in the doorway with a cap on that says “Prime Industries Makeshift Moving Company”. I stare at him blankly. Of course he knew before me. I have no words to describe this besides wow.

“Happy moving day, Max,” he says with a smile.

I can feel Chris is about to chime in. Chris, if you say something dumb, I swear to the First Prime I will put you through hell. I blink at X for a few seconds then slam the door on his face and sigh. I’ve been sighing a lot lately. That’s never good.








  
  
  -New family and Ruby’s punishment ②-

  
  




I stuff as many of my clothes into the suitcase as I can. I take a peek out of my window. X is helping Dad move some boxes into the moving truck he brought with him. Leon and Archie are talking to Ruby. When did they get here? And I don’t know where Juliet is. Oh, my First Prime, this is insane. I walk out of my room with my suitcase. Emma stands in the hallway next to my broken door. She has a calm smile on her face. She looks up and notices me.

“Hey, Max. Me and mum wanted to give these to you last night but between the fainting and the fight Ruby started, I never got the opportunity to,” she says.

I look at her, confused. She grabs my arm and my heart skips a beat. Huh, weird. She places a piece of paper into my hand. I look at the piece of paper. It is a velvet blue piece of paper with the words “Ruby Knight Blue Ocean concert VIP backstage tickets.” On it. My eyes widened. So they have invited me to a concert being performed by a singer who tried to kill me last night. I don’t know what to say but I’ll make something up to be nice.

“Thanks,” I say with a fake smile.

Heh, perfect.

Emma’s smile gets wider and she skips off outside to join her sister. I walk outside and place my suitcase inside









































































































