
  
  
      
        
          The Superhero's Vision

          The Superhero's Son #7

		      
          Lucas Flint

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Secret Identity Books

        

      

    


  
    
      Table of Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Copyright
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Follow Cadmus Smith on his hardest mission yet!
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        PREVIEW: The Superhero's Prison Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Follow Cadmus Smith on his hardest mission yet!
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Join my Discord!
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        More books by Lucas Flint
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Published by Secret Identity Books. An imprint of Annulus Publishing.  
Copyright © Lucas Flint 2016. All rights reserved.
Contact: luke@lucasflint.com
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, send an email to the above contact.






  
  Follow Cadmus Smith on his hardest mission yet!
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Cadmus Smith, head of the  Department of Superpowered and Extraterrestrial Beings, goes on his most dangerous mission yet: Hunting down a supervillain who can steal a person's soul with just a touch. Will Cadmus survive this mission or is he destined to lose his soul to the Reaper?
Subscribe to my weekly newsletter and get a FREE copy of Don't Fear the Reaper: A Neoverse Short Story, in both ebook AND audiobook formats, sent directly to your inbox to find out! Additionally, you will get a free copy of The Official Lucas Flint Series Reading Order & Guide just for signing up!
In addition to Don't Fear the Reaper and my series reading order guide, newsletter subscribers also get:
	New release announcements before anyone else

	Previews and sample chapters of upcoming books

	Exclusive deals

	Weekly updates every Saturday on upcoming books, projects, etc.

	And more!



So what are you waiting for? Subscribe to my newsletter today HERE!






  
  Chapter One


I awoke in my bed, blinking rapidly and sweating, and realized I was naked. 
Or almost naked; a quick pat down below showed me that I was wearing my boxers, at least. It felt odd at first until I remembered that I always slept in my boxers. Why, then, did I feel so surprised about it?
I didn’t. Or shouldn’t, at any rate. Maybe I’d just had a really bad dream the night before. That would make sense. In fact, I’d been having a lot of bad dreams recently. I once dreamed about a planet exploding, for one, which I was still trying to understand. Maybe I shouldn’t have pizza before I go to bed every night.
I sat up in my bed, rubbing the back of my head, and looked around my room. It was a pretty simple, plain room, with old wood paneling on the walls, a simple light fixture above my bed, and a small flat screen TV in one corner of the room, next to the desk with my laptop and tablet. A large dresser, which had my clothes, stood on the opposite side of the room away from my desk. Even though I was alone, I thought I had heard someone else nearby, but maybe it was just a dream.
Then the door to my room suddenly opened and in walked the most beautiful girl I had ever seen in my whole life. She had a nice form and figure, with flowing blonde hair that looked like something a master artist would draw. She wore a simple blue shirt and black jeans, but even with that, she looked amazing. She carried a tray with a bowl of cereal, milk, and eggs on it and kicked the door closed behind her when she entered. And when she looked me in the eyes with her violet eyes, I almost melted.
But then I realized I was half-naked and I pulled my covers up over my chest.
The girl just giggled when she saw me do that. “What’s the matter, Kevin? You’ve never been that modest before.”
“Kevin?” I said. “Is that my name?”
“Yes,” said the girl, nodding. “Kevin Jake Jason. That’s your full name.”
Yes … yes, it was already coming back to me. She was right. “Right. I guess I must have forgotten. My memory has been weird recently and I don’t remember much.”
“Oh, no surprise there,” said the girl. “You hit your head recently, poor thing, so that probably affected your memory. But I’m sure it will all come back in time.”
“I did?” I said. Instantly, the back of my head started hurting, causing me to grab it. “Ow!”
“Yes, you slipped on some water and cracked the back of your head,” said the girl. “You survived, but we were worried it might have hurt your memory. It looks like it did.”
The pain in the back of my head began to subside, so I lowered my hand and looked at the girl again. “Okay, then who are you? I would definitely remember a girl as beautiful as you.”
“Well, I’m your girlfriend, of course,” said the girl. “I’m a little disappointed you don’t remember me, but I guess that’s just part of amnesia.”
“I have a girlfriend?” I said. I eyed her suspiciously. “Where’s your proof?”
“Well, I did volunteer to bring you breakfast this morning,” said the girl, raising the tray to indicate it. “That is something girlfriends occasionally do for their boyfriends, you know.”
I couldn’t argue with that. “Okay. Let’s say you’re my girlfriend. I don’t remember your name.”
“It’s Regina,” said the girl. “Regina Welling. Does that bring back any memories?”
At first, the name just drew a complete blank. But then, all of a sudden, memories started flowing into my mind. I saw myself in a high school—my first day, based on how nervous I felt—and catching furtive glances at Regina, who sat in front of me in class. I saw another memory of myself asking her out for prom, and then another with me and her holding hands and walking through what looked like the Christmas lights at a local park. I even saw our first kiss under the moonlight, which was so perfect that it looked almost like a picture or maybe a scene from a movie.
I nodded. “Yeah, yeah, it’s all coming back to me. We met in high school, right?”
“Yes,” said Regina. “John Smith High School. First day. You were really nervous when you first met me, which was really cute.”
“Yeah, I remember,” I said. I suddenly looked around. “Wait, where are we now, then? Did we graduate? Are we sharing an apartment together? I mean, not that I’m opposed to that, but—”
Regina suddenly frowned, as if I had just said something depressing. “No, we’re not, though that would be nice. We’re not even in good graces with the law.”
I looked at Regina in worry. “Are we wanted criminals? Did we rob a bank or kill someone or jaywalked?”
“It’s … more complicated than that,” said Regina. “And it isn’t just us. We’re part of a much larger group—almost a movement, really—dedicated to bringing true equality to the world. But we’re opposed by others because they hate equality.”
“Hate equality?” I said. “Who hates equality?”
Regina walked over to me, and I had to admit that I liked the way she walked. She placed the tray on my lap and then sat down on the bed at my feet, her serious violet eyes looking at me.
“The bad people,” said Regina. “The bigots. The people who look backwards to the past, instead of forwards to the future. And because they are afraid of change, they hunt us down like deer and do everything in their power to harm our goals.”
“That sounds awful,” I said. I grabbed the spoon on the tray and ate some of the cereal, because I was ferociously hungry. Regina didn’t seem to mind; if anything, I think she thought I looked cute. “But, I don’t know, maybe it was the fall, but who, exactly, are we and what equality are we fighting for?”
Regina looked even more serious. She leaned toward me, allowing me to smell her lilac perfume, and said, in the most sincere voice I had ever heard her speak, “We are Vision. And we are fighting for equality between normal humans and superhumans.”






  
  Chapter Two


Superhumans?” I said, holding my spoon midway between my mouth and the bowl, letting drops of milk fall back into the bowl. “Do you mean, like, comic book superheroes and stuff?” 
Regina pulled back, a disturbed frown on her features. “Don’t tell me you don’t even remember what superhumans are.”
“I—” I was interrupted by a flood of memories, memories of reading about superhumans in school, going to some website called ‘Neo Ranks’ that had news and discussions about superhumans, learning about neogenetics, and a whole bunch of other things. “No, wait, I remember. Superhumans have been known to the world since nineteen eighty-six, when the first superhumans appeared. Some of them became heroes while others became villains and now they’re an accepted part of every country on Earth.”
“Right,” said Regina. “And you and I are both superhumans ourselves.”
“We are?” I said. “What kind of powers do I have?”
“Super strength, super speed, flight, and the ability to shoot red lightning from your hands,” said Regina. “It’s quite the power set.”
I looked down at my hands. “Wow, I can do all of that? Awesome. I want to try them out now.”
But Regina suddenly grabbed my wrist, making me look at her in surprise. “Please, not here. You might destroy your room.”
I couldn’t say no to Regina’s eyes, so I said, “All right. Well, then what are your powers?”
Regina let go of my wrist and sat back. “My powers? They’re a bit … difficult to explain. Think magic.”
“Wait, can you pull rabbits out of a hat or something?” I said as I shoveled more cereal into my mouth. I chewed it up and swallowed with a satisfying sigh.
“That’s not what I mean,” said Regina. “I mean actual magic. I can teleport, I can float, I can summon fire and water … I have quite a variety of my own skills, as you no doubt may remember.”
“Cool,” I said. Then another question occurred to me. “Wait, do we have like, superhero names?”
“Yes,” said Regina, nodding. She pointed at me. “You’re known as Bolt. As for me … you can call me Incantation.”
As soon as Regina said that word, something inside me shifted. I suddenly found myself feeling … not exactly distrustful of her, but I did look at her a little differently. She was not behaving in a suspicious manner, but the way she said that word—Incantation—made me trust her a little less than I did before. I wasn’t sure where this feeling came from, but maybe it was just another part of my amnesia.
“Incantation,” I repeated. I hated how the word tasted in my mouth, but I didn’t say that to Regina because I wasn’t sure what to make of it and I didn’t want to offend her unnecessarily. “That’s a … nice word.”
I wasn’t so sure that I did a good job of hiding my disgust, because Regina’s eyes narrowed when I said that, almost as if she could read my mind and so knew how I really felt. Though she clearly wasn’t as strong as me, I still worried that she might try to attack me now.
But then Regina relaxed and smiled again. “Yes, it is. You always did like it, so I’m glad to see that you remember that, at least.”
I gulped down another spoonful of cereal and then took a sip from my orange juice. That was close. Maybe Regina hadn’t actually noticed my disgust and had been thinking about something else.
“But I still don’t understand what Vision is, exactly,” I said. “So we’re trying to make equality between superhumans and normal humans. What does that mean, exactly?”
Regina rubbed her arm, which made her look kind of cute. “What does that mean? It means that we don’t believe in neogenetics.”
I frowned. “You don’t believe in neogenetics? How can you say that? Hasn’t it been established that superpowers are genetic? I mean, sure, no one knows for sure exactly how it all works, but I thought it was a pretty well-established idea by now.”
“That’s just a lie,” said Regina. “In truth, superpowers are really just social constructs. Anyone can have powers. They just need to identify as a superhuman and then they will be just as super powered as you or me.”
“Really?” I said. “Huh. Why would scientists lie about the origin of superpowers?”
“Because there are privileged groups of people who want to oppress others,” said Regina. Her grip on my blankets tightened and her voice actually shook. “By pretending that superhumans are born with their powers, they seek to keep all the power to themselves. It allows them to lord over everyone and establish separate and unequal standards for society. It is unjust … and highly problematic.”
Regina sounded incredibly angry about this. Her frown became an angry scowl, her hands shook, and she was staring at the wall like she was trying to burn a hole through it through sheer willpower alone. Again, I actually felt a little afraid of her, even though I didn’t have any real reason to be. It wasn’t like she was going to hurt me or anything, right?
“Well, if that’s the case, then have you tried to tell people about this?” I said.
“We’ve tried, but the advocates of neogenetics are evil and zealous bigots,” said Regina with a shudder. “They slander our names, attack us, and even try to kill us. They put our leader and founder—a wonderful old man known as the Visionary—into a coma and are even holding him hostage, even though all he did was advocate for what he believed in.”
“That’s horrible,” I said. “And they did all of that just because they disagree with us?”
“Exactly,” said Regina. “It’s awful, simply awful, how they do that. It’s why we have to remain in hiding, because if we don’t, they will get us and stamp out our great Vision forever.”
“That’s bad,” I said. “So we’ve just been in hiding with the Vision for a while now?”
“Yes,” said Regina, nodding. “We haven’t really been able to live a normal life, at least since joining Vision. You can’t live a normal life as a Visionist, mostly because of how hostile society in general and the superhero community in particular is toward us.”
“Wow,” I said. I sipped my orange juice, because I wasn’t sure what to say. “I don’t remember how we joined Vision, though. When did that happen?”
Suddenly, Regina rubbed her arm again and looked away, which seemed like a strange reaction to what seemed to me to be an honest and simple question to answer. “It was … last year. You, me, and several other young superhumans were approached by my uncle, Thaumaturge, with an offer to join Vision. He explained it all to us and we agreed to help him, even though it would put us against the world, because he laid out the facts and reasoning behind Vision so persuasively that we just couldn’t refuse.”
I opened my mouth to say that I didn’t remember that at all, but all of a sudden, memories began flooding my mind again. I saw myself, Regina, and several other teenagers close to us in age standing outside our school during night. A tall, old-looking man in wizard robes was standing before us; Thaumaturge. He was explaining what Vision was and the truth about superpowers and superhumans. I saw shocked and doubtful expressions on the faces of my friends, but I could also sense that the truth of Vision was starting to sink into their minds. Then I saw us accept Thaumaturge’s offer to join Vision, felt the fear and trembling that came with it, but also the sense of righteousness, like we were taking a stand alone against an unjust and cruel world.
I nodded. “Now I remember. But my memory of a lot of things is still kind of foggy.”
“That’s fine,” said Regina. “It will all come back in due time. In the meantime, why don’t you just enjoy your breakfast? And maybe, if there’s time, we can enjoy something else together.”
I might not have remembered much, but that didn’t mean I didn’t understand what Regina was implying. And, maybe I didn’t remember everything about Regina as much as I should, but hey, I didn’t mind waking up to a hot girlfriend giving me breakfast.
All of a sudden, however, there was a tiny buzzing noise and Regina pulled her smartphone out of her pocket. She unlocked the screen and answered the phone, saying, “Yes?”
I heard a voice on the other end, but it was too quiet and indistinct for me to understand. But Regina seemed to understand it perfectly, because her expression became less playful and more serious the longer she listened to the voice.
Finally, Regina said, “All right. We’ll be there.”
Regina hung up and looked at me. “It was my friend and fellow Visionist, Sarah. She said that there’s going to be a Visionist meeting in half an hour and that both of us have to be there.”
“But I haven’t finished my breakfast yet,” I said. I gestured at my shirtless body. “Or taken a shower or even gotten dressed yet.”
“Then finish it and take your damn shower and get dressed,” Regina suddenly snapped. “Don’t whine to me about it.”
I was taken aback by her sudden harsh attitude, but at the same time, something about it seemed far too familiar to me. It was like I had seen her snap like this before, which I suppose could have been true, since we’d apparently been dating for a while. Yet something about it felt off nonetheless.
Regina must have agreed, because she suddenly pulled back and put on her normal sweet smile. Or was it normal? Had I just gotten a glimpse of the real Regina, even if only for a moment?
“I mean, you can take your time finishing up and getting ready,” said Regina in a sweet voice, though it sounded forced to me. “They’ll understand if we’re a few minutes late. Everyone knows about your accident, so they will just assume that you’re still not entirely recovered from it yet.”
“Uh, okay,” I said. “I’m getting tired of sitting in bed, anyway. Let me eat and then I’ll get dressed and ready to go as fast as possible.”
I resumed eating my breakfast, but I didn’t focus on it quite so much. I was still bothered by Regina’s sudden change in attitude. Even though it was probably nothing, I felt a little tense around her, as if she was a wild animal that might attack me if I let my guard down. I hoped it was nothing but my amnesia playing tricks with me, but I wasn’t so sure.






  
  Chapter Three


Regina and I were walking through the hallways of the mansion that Vision was using as its current headquarters. According to Regina, this mansion was owned by multimillionaire business mogul Joseph Hanson, who apparently was a Visionist convert who was letting his fellow Visionists stay here in order to avoid the authorities. In fact, Regina told me that this mansion was one of Hanson’s seven summer homes, located in the wilderness away from all major cities and most minor ones. The closest town was about fifty miles away, so the possibility of police or anyone from the government stumbling upon us here was miniscule. 
It looked like the kind of mansion you’d expect a rich guy to own. The floor was made of sparkling clean marble, covered in lush red carpeting, while the walls and ceiling had fancy wood paneling that looked more expensive than a used car. Abstract paintings dotted the walls at five foot intervals, the kind of paintings that looked less like art and more like someone just splashed paint over a white canvas and somehow managed to con a rich guy into spending a small fortune on it.
But I didn’t really focus on any of it, because I was looking at the suit I wore. It was, according to Regina, my superhero costume; a full-body suit that was completely black, with red, glowing lines running down it. There was also a glowing red lightning bolt symbol on my chest, kind of like Harry Potter’s lightning scar, except a lot cooler. The suit fit me perfectly and was usually stored inside the watch on my wrist, which Regina told me was called a ‘suit-up watch.’ All I had to do was press a button and, presto, the suit vanished inside the watch. I didn’t know how such a small device could hold even an expertly folded suit like mine, but I was sure that there was an app for that somewhere.
Not only that, but I could feel my powers at last, too. I didn’t need to practice them or anything; they felt as natural as my hair color. That’s how I knew that Regina had been correct about me and her being superheroes. I just wished that I could remember what kind of adventures we’d been on together in the past, what kind of supervillains and crooks we’d fought together. I was sure it must have been exciting, but Regina had insisted that we had no time to reminisce and that it would all come back to me soon enough anyway.
Speaking of Regina as a superhero, damn did she look fine in her costume. She looked kind of like a magician, with a cape and a top hat and a small domino mask over her eyes. She even had a wand, which she held like a sword and I had no doubt she could use it like one if she wanted. She had changed into her costume while I had been changing into mine in the bathroom next to my room; she said she had a suit-up watch of her own, but I didn’t see it on her wrist, so I wasn’t sure where she kept her costume when she wasn’t wearing it.
Regardless, we were going to the mansion’s dining room, which, according to Regina, was where the meeting was supposed to take place. She said she didn’t know how many other people were going to be there, but that it was most likely going to be everyone else here. She said the meeting was going to be conducted by Thaumaturge, but she still didn’t know the exact contents of the meeting.
We hadn’t seen anyone else on our way to the meeting, but I assumed that was because we were going to be a little late. I had taken a little too much time showering, mostly because I was oddly grimy and had needed to get all of the dirt out of my hair. Regina told me that that was because I had slipped and fallen into the mud, but what was weird was that I had found some dried blood in my hair, and it didn’t seem to be mine, either. I hadn’t mentioned that to Regina, because I still remembered her sudden change in attitude earlier and wasn’t so sure I was ready to share that kind of information with her yet.
All of a sudden, one of the doors in the hall burst open and a guy in green and yellow spandex that looked similar to my costume stumbled out of the room. He looked like he was in a hurry; in fact, he was in such a hurry that he almost ran into me, but I stepped out of the way just in time to avoid having him run into me.
“Whoa!” said the guy, coming to a stop before he slammed into the wall. “That was close.”
“Hopper, what are you doing?” said Regina in annoyance. “You almost ran into Bolt.”
“Huh?” said Hopper, turning to face us. He brushed aside some of his dreads to look at me closer. “Hey, it is Bolt. I thought you were still unconscious from the, uh, accident.”
I shook my head. “Not anymore. My memory is still shot, but I’m still doing pretty good besides that. My memory will come back soon enough.”
“Good to hear,” said Hopper. “After all, you’re the most powerful among us, so we really need you to be on your best if we’re going to succeed.”
“Uh, sure,” I said. “Sorry, but I don’t really remember you. ‘Cause of my amnesia, you know.”
“Bolt, this is Hopper,” said Regina, gesturing at him. “His real name is Dwayne Masters. He can open portals that allow him to travel from one point of the planet to another.”
“Yeah,” said Hopper. “I’m not going to use it here, though, because then I’d kill us all and you really wouldn’t like that.”
“I wouldn't,” I said. “So how long have we known each other again?”
“Years, man!” said Hopper, throwing his arms into the air. “Don’t you remember back in elementary school? We met when we were ten.”
I was about to say that no, I didn’t remember Hopper at all, until I suddenly had a flashback to when I was ten. It was my first day of elementary school and, like my flashback to when I first met Regina, I was the new kid and didn’t have any friends. I was in the cafeteria, looking for some place to sit, but all of the other kids had formed little cliques and they all glared at me whenever I asked to sit with them. I ended up sitting at a table with Hopper, plus another girl who I didn’t recognize, because apparently Hopper didn’t have any friends and neither did the girl (whose face was blurry to me for some reason).
“Yeah …” I said, rubbing the back of my head, which started hurting again as I remembered the memory. “Yeah, I remember now. Sorry. Just my amnesia acting up again.”
Hopper—who had been frowning in worry just seconds ago—smiled at me in relief. “Good to hear, bro. I thought you might not remember. But of course, you’d never forget your best friend, right?”
I blinked
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