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Dedication
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For everyone who ever wished for a miracle...

...and never stopped to ask what the miracle would wish for.

Author’s Note

Human beings have always dreamed about heroes.

Someone stronger than us.

Someone faster.

Someone who could arrive at the last second, stop the disaster, catch the falling person, save the day.

For thousands of years we asked one simple question:

“What if superheroes were real?”

But perhaps we were asking the wrong question.

Maybe the question was never whether humanity could handle people with extraordinary power.

Maybe the question was whether extraordinary people could handle humanity.

Because no matter how powerful someone becomes...

they still have to answer emails.
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The First Complaint

Humanity had spent thousands of years asking the universe for superheroes.

Unfortunately, nobody had considered that superheroes would have to live with humanity.

For one perfect week, the world believed everything had changed.

For the first time in history, people looked up at the sky and expected someone to answer.

And someone did.

His name was Daniel Reed.

And humanity loved him.

The first official superhero controversy did not begin because Daniel destroyed a city.

It did not begin because power corrupted him.

It did not begin because the world discovered heroes were dangerous.

It began because the first man who could fly saved forty-two people from a collapsing skyscraper without completing the correct paperwork.

According to every news channel on Earth, Daniel Reed represented the greatest evolutionary leap in recorded history.

Scientists had no explanation.

Religions debated meaning.

Governments scheduled emergency meetings.

The internet made memes.

Humanity reacted exactly like humanity.

They called it many things.

The Awakening.

The Next Step.

Humanity 2.0.

But the internet found the name that stuck.

The Hero Patch.

Because apparently the universe had finally released an update.

And for six days, everyone agreed it was the best update ever.

On Monday, Daniel discovered he could fly.

On Tuesday, he stopped a motorway accident by lifting a lorry before it crushed the family trapped inside.

On Wednesday, he pulled passengers from a sinking boat while news helicopters filmed from above.

On Thursday, scientists announced that everything they understood about human limitation might be wrong.

On Friday, children wore capes.

On Saturday, strangers cried when they met him.

And on Sunday evening, Daniel received an email.

Subject:

Unauthorised Use of Airspace

Daniel stared at the screen.

He read it once.

Then twice.

Then a third time.

Not because he didn’t understand.

Because unfortunately, he did.

“During your unauthorised airborne activity on the 17th, you entered controlled airspace without prior approval.”

Daniel blinked.

“I was saving people.”

The laptop offered no counterargument.

Mostly because it was a laptop.

It simply continued.

“Future incidents may require appropriate flight authorisation.”

Daniel leaned back.

“I caught a falling plane.”

Amy looked up from the sofa.

“What?”

“They’re saying I needed permission.”

“For what?”

“Flying.”

“You can fly.”

“Apparently not officially.”

She walked over and read the email.

There was a long pause.

Then the tiny movement at the corner of her mouth.

“No.”

“Yes.”

“No way.”

“Yes way.”

“You’re joking.”

“I wish I was.”

And then she laughed.

“Amy.”

“I’m sorry.”

“You’re laughing at possibly the most important human being alive.”

“No.”

“You are.”

“No. I’m laughing at you.”

“That’s worse.”

“It’s better.”

“How?”

She looked at him.

“Because everyone else has spent a week talking about Daniel Reed the superhero.”

“And?”

“And I’m the only person who knows Daniel Reed the man.”

She pointed towards the kitchen.

“The man who lifted a plane yesterday.”

“Correct.”

“And left an empty milk bottle in the fridge again this morning.”

Daniel looked away.

“That has nothing to do with my abilities.”

“You have super strength.”

“Yes.”

“You moved twenty tonnes of metal.”

“Yes.”

“But replacing milk defeated you.”

For the first time all day, Daniel smiled.

A real smile.

Not the one for cameras.

Not the one for humanity.

Just his.

“That’s unfair.”

“That’s marriage.”

“We’re not married.”

“Good. Gives you time to learn about milk bottles.”

He laughed.

Then the laptop notification pulled him back.

And the hero disappeared.

Amy noticed.

She always did.

“Hey.”

“What?”

“Don’t let them do that.”

“Do what?”

“Make you forget you’re a person.”

Daniel looked at the screen.

“Hard when everyone expects you to be more than one.”

Neither of them had an answer for that.

The press conference was supposed to fix everything.

It did not.

Daniel expected questions about humanity’s future.

Instead, humanity had very human concerns.

“Mr Reed, when you flew over London, were you aware you may have violated several aviation regulations?”

Daniel stared.

“I’m sorry?”

“You were travelling approximately four hundred miles per hour.”

“Yes.”

“Without identification.”

“I don’t have wings.”

A few people laughed.

The reporter did not.

“How were aircraft supposed to identify you?”

Daniel paused.

Because the annoying thing about humans was that sometimes their ridiculous questions were also reasonable ones.

“I suppose they would notice the man flying.”

Another reporter stood.

“You rescued forty-two people from the building collapse.”

“Yes.”

“Why forty-two?”

Daniel stopped.

“What?”

“There were forty-seven people inside.”

The room changed.

“I know.”

“So why forty-two?”

Everyone waited.

The world wanted an answer.

Unfortunately, Daniel wanted one too.

Five people.

Five families.

Five empty spaces where miracles arrived too late.

“I wasn’t fast enough.”

“But you have super speed.”

“Not enough.”

“You have super strength.”

“Yes.”

“You can fly.”

“Yes.”

“So with all that power...”

The reporter paused.

“Why wasn’t it enough?”

Silence.

Because there it was.

The question humanity would ask every hero eventually.

Not:

How did you save so many?

But:

Why didn’t you save more?

“I don’t know,” Daniel said.

And for the first time, humanity discovered something terrifying.

Heroes could be honest.

Daniel flew home that night.

Slowly.

Carefully.

Following approved routes.

The world’s first superhero was obeying traffic regulations.

Below him, life continued.

People laughed.

People cried.

People needed help.

And Daniel heard more of it than he ever had before.

That was the secret nobody told you about becoming extraordinary.

The reward for being able to help...

was discovering how much help was needed.

The Hero Patch had arrived.

Humanity finally received the upgrade it always wanted.

Now there was only one question left.

Could the update survive the users?
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The Waiting List

The second miracle did not arrive from the sky.

It did not lift buildings.

It did not move faster than bullets.

It sat beside a hospital bed at three in the morning holding someone’s hand.

Her name was Sarah Bennett.

And before the world called her a miracle, she was simply a nurse.

Which everyone later agreed felt almost suspiciously appropriate.

The first healer was already a healer.

Apparently the universe appreciated irony.

The Hero Patch was spreading.

Ordinary people were waking up with impossible abilities.

But Sarah’s story proved something the world had not understood yet.

A miracle did not erase ordinary life.

It complicated it.

Daniel Reed could lift a plane.

He still forgot milk.

Sarah Bennett could repair a broken body with a touch.

She still forgot where she put her keys.

The universe had upgraded humanity.

Apparently basic organisation remained premium content.

Sarah discovered her ability during the final hour of a twelve-hour shift that had somehow become fourteen.

She was surviving on three hours of sleep and hospital coffee.

Although calling it coffee was generous.

Coffee was a drink.

This was a threat in liquid form.

A young boy had been brought in after an accident.

Everyone knew.

Doctors knew.

Nurses knew.

His parents knew.

Hospitals have moments where nobody says the truth because everyone in the room can already feel it.

Sarah held his hand.

Because sometimes that was all anyone had left.

Not medicine.

Not science.

Just another person saying:

“You are not alone.”

“I’m here,” she whispered.

That was all.

Not a spell.

Not a command.

Just kindness.

Then the machines changed.

The room changed.

The future changed.

The boy opened his eyes.

For six seconds nobody moved.

Then everyone moved.

Doctors ran tests.

Then more tests.

Then tests to check the tests.

Because humanity had discovered a miracle.

And immediately wanted a second opinion.

Within twenty-four hours, Sarah Bennett became the most requested person alive.

Not famous.

Requested.

There was a difference.

Famous people received attention.

Sarah received desperation.

Everyone wanted the same thing.

Five minutes.

One touch.

One miracle.

And the hardest part was that nobody asking was wrong.

The Healing Priority System was created within a week.

Humanity’s first ever waiting list for miracles.

Everyone agreed it was necessary.

Nobody agreed how it should work.

Children first.

No, emergency cases first.

No, longest suffering first.

No, highest survival chance first.

No, completely random.

Someone suggested an express emergency queue.

It lasted twelve minutes before someone asked why there was a fast lane for miracles.

Another proposal suggested everyone receive an equal yearly allowance of miracle access.

It was abandoned when someone pointed out they had accidentally reinvented a phone contract for healing.

The official website allowed people to check their place in the queue.

It crashed after seventeen minutes.

Mostly because eight million people were refreshing it every few seconds hoping hope had moved faster.

Humanity had finally discovered the impossible.

Then immediately needed customer support.

Sarah came home at 2:13 in the morning.

Mark was waiting.

He always waited now.

A cold dinner sat untouched beside him.

“You waited.”

“Yeah.”

“You shouldn’t.”

“I know.”

“Then why do you?”

He looked at the plate.

“Because before the world borrowed my wife, she used to eat dinner here.”

The sentence hurt.

Not because it was cruel.

Because it wasn’t.

“I saved a little girl tonight.”

“I know.”

“She gets to grow up.”

“I know.”

“She gets birthdays.”

“I know.”

“She gets everything back.”

Mark nodded.

“That’s incredible.”

And it was.

That was the problem.

Every reason Sarah left was a good reason.

Every person who needed her mattered.

There was no villain.

Just too much pain.

“I sound awful,” Mark said quietly.

“No.”

“I’m complaining because my wife is saving lives.”

“No.”

Sarah shook her head.

“You’re complaining because you miss your wife.”

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Because before she belonged to everyone...

she belonged somewhere.

“How many today?” Mark asked.

“Thirty-two.”

“Thirty-two miracles.”

Sarah nodded.

He smiled.

“That’s amazing.”

She tried to smile back.

But Mark knew her.

“How many requests?”

Sarah looked away.

“Four million.”

The room went silent.

Four million.

The human brain was not designed for numbers like that.

But Sarah’s problem was that she no longer saw numbers.

She saw people.

The world thought healing would remove suffering.

Instead, Sarah discovered it revealed how much suffering had always been
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