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Chapter 2


The hum of the city was a familiar symphony to Rex, a cacophony of car horns, distant sirens, and the murmur of a thousand conversations. But today, it was different. Beneath the surface noise, there was a new resonance within him, a quiet thrum of preparedness. The exhilarating, almost overwhelming, rush of his speed was now a steady current, a wellspring of confidence that had settled deep within his bones. He no longer felt like a bewildered participant in his own extraordinary transformation; he felt... ready. The crimson gloves, a sleek second skin, were tucked away in his jacket pocket, a subtle reminder of the power he now wielded. He wasn't looking for a fight, not today. He was looking for a new life, a stable anchor in the whirlwind of his altered existence.

His gaze swept across the sun-drenched façade of “Elysian Gems,” a boutique on one of Phoenix’s more affluent streets. Its polished brass signage gleamed, promising exclusivity and exquisite craftsmanship. This was it. The kind of establishment where security wasn't just a department; it was an ingrained philosophy. A place where a misplaced gust of wind could be a serious concern, let alone a deliberate act of malice. And for Rex, with his unique capabilities, this was more than just a job application; it was an opportunity to prove his worth, to find a purpose that aligned with the extraordinary gifts he now possessed. He adjusted his collar, a nervous habit from his pre-speed days that he found himself trying to shed, and pushed open the heavy glass door.

The interior of Elysian Gems was a hushed sanctuary of luxury. Soft spotlights illuminated display cases filled with a dazzling array of necklaces, bracelets, rings, and earrings, each piece a testament to meticulous artistry and considerable expense. The air itself seemed to carry the faint scent of expensive perfume and polished silver. A lone woman, impeccably dressed in a tailored navy suit, stood behind a polished mahogany counter, her expression one of polite, almost practiced, reserve. This, Rex surmised, was the gatekeeper.

“Good afternoon,” Rex said, his voice calm and measured, a stark contrast to the whirlwind of thoughts racing through his mind. He offered a small, genuine smile, trying to project an image of quiet competence and earnestness. “I’m here to inquire about employment opportunities. I saw the ‘Help Wanted’ sign in the window.”

The woman’s eyes, a cool shade of grey, flickered over him. They assessed his attire – clean, presentable, but far from the opulent styles favored by some of Elysian Gems’ clientele. Her gaze lingered for a fraction of a second on his hands, perhaps noting their clean, uncalloused nature, a sign of work that wasn’t physically demanding, but not indicative of the true nature of their capability.

“Do you have prior experience in retail or security?” she asked, her tone polite but detached. There was no warmth, no immediate invitation to elaborate. It was an evaluation, pure and simple.

“I have experience in customer service,” Rex replied, carefully selecting his words. “And I’m a quick learner. I’m particularly interested in the security aspect. I understand the importance of vigilance and discretion in an establishment like this.” He allowed a hint of sincerity to color his voice, hoping to convey a genuine interest beyond just needing a paycheck. He knew he couldn't reveal the true extent of his "vigilance," but he could certainly emphasize his aptitude for observation and his unwavering focus.

The woman offered a slight nod, a subtle acknowledgment that he hadn't immediately turned around and left. “Our current security needs are... specific. We have a very strict protocol. The manager, Mr. Thorne, handles all hiring for positions involving security or sales. Are you seeking a sales associate position?”

“I’m open to either,” Rex stated, leaning slightly forward, his gaze meeting hers directly. “But my primary interest is in ensuring the safety and integrity of the merchandise. I believe my... attentiveness... would be an asset.” He chose the word ‘attentiveness’ deliberately, a subtle nod to his hyper-awareness, the ability to process information at an unprecedented rate.

“Attentiveness,” she repeated, a faint, almost imperceptible, lift of an eyebrow. “Mr. Thorne is currently in a meeting. However, if you’d like to fill out an application, I can ensure he receives it. He usually makes time to review them within the day.” She gestured towards a small, elegant desk in the corner, where a sleek tablet rested.

Rex walked over, picking up the stylus. The application itself was standard: contact information, previous employment, skills, references. He filled it out meticulously, his handwriting neat and precise. He listed his most recent role as a “Logistics Coordinator” at a defunct warehousing company, a truth of sorts, as he had coordinated the movement of goods, albeit in a very different capacity. For skills, he listed “Problem-solving,” “Detail-oriented,” and “Exceptional observational capabilities.” He resisted the urge to add “supersonic reflexes” or “ability to perceive time dilation,” knowing such entries would land him in a padded cell rather than a security uniform.

As he completed the form, he couldn't help but feel a sense of profound irony. He could outrun a bullet, intercept a falling chandelier before it hit the ground, or disarm a dozen attackers in the blink of an eye. Yet, here he was, filling out a digital questionnaire, hoping to impress a man who likely believed the most sophisticated security measure was a well-placed camera and a sturdy lock. The contrast was almost comical.

He handed the tablet back to the woman, who scanned it with a professional detachment. “Thank you, Mr. Anderson. I’ll pass this along to Mr. Thorne. He’ll be in touch if your application is being considered.”

“Thank you for your time,” Rex said, offering another polite nod. He lingered for a moment, observing the shop. A young couple was browsing a display of diamond earrings, their hushed conversation punctuated by admiring murmurs. The air was peaceful, almost serene. It was a world away from the gritty reality of his former life, a world he desperately wanted to inhabit. He could feel the urge to scan every corner, to identify every potential vulnerability, every loose screw or insecure display. But he held himself in check, a master of his own impulses, both the physical and the informational.

Stepping back out into the bright Arizona sun, Rex felt a flicker of impatience, but it was tempered by a quiet resolve. He knew he had made a good impression, or at least, not a bad one. He had presented himself as the capable, if slightly unconventional, applicant he needed to be. He had held back the storm of his true abilities, revealing only the calm surface. Now, it was a waiting game.

He decided to wait near the establishment, not too close as to appear desperate, but close enough to observe. He found a bench across the street, partially shaded by a mesquite tree, and settled in. He watched as a delivery truck pulled up to Elysian Gems, a uniformed guard accompanying the driver as they carefully unloaded a secure crate. His instincts immediately kicked in, a practiced vigilance that had become second nature. He noted the security of the crate’s seals, the guard’s awareness of their surroundings, the efficiency of their movements. It was all fascinating, a glimpse into the practical application of security measures.

As the minutes ticked by, a distinguished-looking man emerged from the store, followed by a much younger, sharply dressed individual who Rex assumed was Mr. Thorne. The older man, likely a client, bid a polite farewell and departed. Mr. Thorne, a man in his late thirties with meticulously styled hair and an expensive watch, surveyed the street with an air of mild impatience, his phone already pressed to his ear. Rex recognized the subtle signs of someone accustomed to being in charge, someone who expected prompt service and efficient operations.

Just then, the door to Elysian Gems opened again, and the woman who had initially greeted Rex stepped out, holding a printed copy of Rex’s application. She approached Mr. Thorne, who, with a sigh, ended his call and turned to her. Rex watched, his attention sharpening. He saw the woman point towards him, gesturing across the street. Thorne’s gaze followed her indication, and for a brief moment, his eyes met Rex’s. There was a flicker of surprise, perhaps a touch of annoyance, in Thorne’s expression, as if Rex’s continued presence was an unexpected complication.

Thorne spoke briefly to the woman, then turned and began to walk directly towards Rex’s bench. Rex remained seated, his posture relaxed, a picture of patient anticipation. He didn't stand until Thorne was a few feet away, offering a polite nod.

“Mr. Anderson?” Thorne inquired, his voice crisp and businesslike. He didn’t offer a handshake, his eyes still carrying that subtle appraisal.

“That’s me, Mr. Thorne,” Rex replied, his voice steady. “Thank you for taking the time to meet with me.”

Thorne gestured back towards the jewelry store. “My assistant informed me of your application. You’re interested in a security role, she said?” He paused, his gaze sweeping over Rex once more, as if trying to reconcile the neat, unassuming applicant with the demanding nature of the job. “We’re not exactly looking for... raw recruits. This isn’t a public park, you understand. We deal with assets of immense value. The slightest lapse in judgment, the smallest oversight, can be catastrophic.”

Rex met Thorne’s gaze directly, projecting an aura of calm confidence. “I understand the gravity of the responsibility, Mr. Thorne. And I believe I’m uniquely suited for it. I have a reputation for being incredibly observant, for noticing details others miss. My focus is unwavering, and I’m exceptionally adept at anticipating potential problems before they escalate.” He chose his words carefully, hinting at his abilities without revealing their impossible nature. “I can assure you, my ‘attentiveness,’ as I put it earlier, goes beyond the ordinary.”

Thorne raised an eyebrow, a hint of skepticism still present. “Unwavering focus, you say? How so? We have state-of-the-art surveillance systems, of course, but a human element is crucial. Someone needs to interpret what the cameras see, someone who can be where they need to be, when they need to be there.” He paused, considering Rex. “Our current security personnel are ex-military, highly trained. What
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