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 ______________CHAPTER 1

An elusive
shadow with inexhaustible
ability is difficult to catch.

Fram Gage stepped through
the rusted doorway of an abandoned building, dripping of moisture
from the rain outside that seeped through the many cracks and
broken windows.

The city street resembled
the building in a similar fashion. No life. No people. No plants.
Only metal. Metal in the form of buildings and traffic lights and
empty cars. All with rain dancing off it in large splashes
resembling tiny people doing a cannonball into a pool.

The shadow was close. Fram could feel it.
For two months they’d prepared to face him within the confines of
an ever-changing program.

Over there. Near
the…. The building had a name on it Fram
recognized. O’Toole’s Restaurant.
Where had he seen it? He stood there a moment,
soaking in the cold downpour, drifting to a time he long since
forgot and hoped to remember.

No. Not now.
He shook his head to throw away the thought. He
turned his attention to the shape of a man near O’Toole’s. The man
made eye contact with Fram and smiled.

A smile Fram despised. The
smile contained anger masked by joy. Deceit with a cover of trust.
Hate full of undying love.

The eyes were of Dr.
Rolland Samor. The enemy. The man—if he could be called that—who
had ruined Fram’s life along with that of his best friends Tia,
Bagger, and most importantly, Lanker. The man who had devised a way
to make Fram think he somehow killed Dr. Sean Traisal who took care
of the children at Biality Orphanage.

The man Fram wanted to destroy with
all the talents the Infinite ability gave him.

“I’ve got him!” Fram yelled
out.

“Where?” Bagger’s voice
came back.

They communicated through a rig in the
system that allowed instantaneous communication wherever they were
within the program. While his friends searched the area, it helped
them feel close.

“He’s
entered O’Toole’s Restaurant.” He glanced
at the streetlight,
reading the signs. “Near Broad and Wilson intersection.”

“We’re coming,” Tia’s more
cheery than normal voice said in response. She liked these times,
even though they tested them for an impossible task.

“I’m in pursuit,” Fram
said.

Though the rain splashed
around him, he ran forward with grace. His legs picked up speed
possible only through use of his Infinite ability that he had honed
over the past few months. He traveled the block to O’Toole’s in
seconds, with a wave of rainwater switching its downward course and
traveling horizontally with wind off Fram’s body.

“I’m going in,” Fram
said.

“No!” Bagger yelled. “Not
without us.”

“I can handle
it!”

“That’s what you say every
time,” Tia said. “It needs to be all three of us.”

Actually, all
four.

Ignoring their plea, Fram
reached his hand toward the door into O’Toole’s. He pushed, but the
brass handle would not turn or budge. He glanced through the large
window of the door, hoping to catch a glimpse of Dr.
Samor.

In the back. Near the bar.
The sickening clean white lab coat of Dr. Samor flapped upward and
from view. He’s getting away. I have to get
him. It’s the only way.

He took a few steps back
from the door and glanced to either side of the street. The rain
had calmed, settling to a rhythm of a few drops spread seconds
apart. Tia and Bagger had yet to show themselves.
What’s taking them so long? Tia just has
to—

Beside him, Tia’s form came
into view. First like viewing her through a translucent window
until she faded solid, arms crossed in front of her like a judging
mother. She had teleported next to him.

“You were gonna go in there
without us, weren’t you?” She blew a few strands of her sunfire
hair back from her eyes.

Before he could answer, Tia
snapped her head upward, staring past Fram. Fram turned his head in
the same direction and eyed Bagger dropping from the sky, legs bent
and his right fist aimed at the ground. He landed on the patched
pavement of the street with a shaking vibration that sent deep
random cracks in every direction around him.

He stood up, running the
palm of his hand over his shaved scalp aside from a short strip in
the center, dyed in purple. As he patted debris off his clothes
he asked, “We
ready?”

Tia tapped her foot and said, “He was
going to go in alone.”

“No I wasn’t,” Fram
said.

“Were, too.”

“Hey!”
Bagger snapped. “You wanna fight like the kids we were when we got
in this place or do you want to catch our
shadow.”

Fram nodded, knowing Bagger
was correct. Though the program trained them for this occasion, the
difficulty of following through lingered like a sleepless night
that Fram experienced all too often since he found out his parents
were alive.

And that Dr. Rolland Samor
was the man … shadow … that stood in his way to being with them once
again.

“So, what’s the plan?” Tia
asked.

They’d hit this situation
many times the past couple months. Every time, something tripped
things up. They surround him, Dr. Samor enacts some sort of force
field that pulls him away. They attack full force from behind,
obstacles fall in their path that prevent them from reaching him.
They attack from above, and he melts into the ground becoming one
with the scenery.

All of it too convenient.
More than ability. More than Infinite ability even. The work of
a shadow in a
program it can bend and manipulate to its will.

“I’ll take the lead,” Fram
said. “You two follow behind. When he tries one of his tricks,
watch him. Tia, keep him close. Wherever he goes, move to that
position. Block him. Bagger, break down any barriers to his path
when Tia calls the position.”

“What’re you gonna do?”
Bagger asked. “You think you and your massy pants can just stand
back and watch.” He chuckled.

Fram did the same. There
was a time the reference to his massy pants—skin tight black pants with a blue
stripe running down each leg (not to mention the massy shirt that
matched it)—would have been an insult. That was a long time ago,
when things seemed much simpler.

“No. Well … yes. In a way.
Because while you two try to grab him, I’m going to watch his every
move. When he thinks he has you two beat, I go in for the
kill.”

“And that’s when we win,”
Bagger said, throwing a fist in the palm of his opposite
hand.

“That’s
when we get what we all want. Even Lank.”
I wish he would help us. Four against one makes
for better odds.

The last statement brought
on a telling hush. The three avoided eye contact as if
acknowledging their longed-for desire would shatter it like
glass.

Their parents. That’s all
that mattered. All that stood in their way was the wall in the form
of a man called Dr. Samor.

“OK,” Fram said. “Let’s go.
The door won’t open so we’ll—”

“I got this,” Bagger said.
He approached the door and slammed his fist into the glass,
breaking down the first barrier.

The broken glass sparkled
and shimmered as sunlight penetrated the holes in the gray clouds
above. There was hope. Hope for a better tomorrow. To finally be
rid of this place.

Bagger stepped inside with
an appearance of bulging rocks stacked on top of one another to
make a fearsome presence. He glanced around the area and waved them
in.

Tia teleported herself into the
restaurant's interior, appearing several feet ahead of
Bagger.

Fram could use any of
several means to enter since he was not limited to one ability. The
Infinite ability allowed him to do whatever he wanted.

Except catching the
shadow.

As Bagger moved inward, Fram took slow
steps forward, keeping a few paces behind.

“Dr. Samor?” Tia called
playfully. “We know you’re in here.”

The restaurant smelled of
dust and wet clothing that sat in the corner for days. Despite
that, everything else was in perfect order. Chairs with tables set
in proper fashion and clean white tablecloths. A large mirror as
wide as the bar was against the far wall.

“There!” Tia called,
pointing to the mirror.

In the reflection, the
image of Dr. Samor stood. His position placed him on a set of
stairs opposite the bar. Fram turned toward the stairs, but they
were empty.

“How’s that possible?”
Bagger asked. “He’s in the mirror but not actually
there.”

“Are you
really asking that question?” Fram asked. “You know how this works.
There are no rules. We’ve seen it enough now to know. But that means
something must be—”

The reflection of Dr. Samor
ran up the steps and the sound of heeled shoes accompanied it.
Whatever was happening, he must be really traveling up
there.

“Go upstairs!” Fram
yelled.

Bagger sprinted toward the
stairway and Tia teleported from view, presumably to the level
above. Fram tried to resist the urge to move slowly but couldn’t.
Not with Tia upstairs and alone with Dr. Samor. He had to protect
her. He had to protect all of them. After what Dr. Samor did to
them before, manipulating them into thinking Fram was an enemy they
had to destroy, Fram would never allow that to happen
again.

With a burst of speed, he
passed Bagger. The stairs streaked to blurred motion for a moment
as he reached the top of the steps. The room contrasted greatly
from the restaurant below. There were no walls. No partitions.
Instead a vast area spread out before him. Several large pillars
stood at intervals, supporting the weight of the building above.
The sunlight outside penetrated the large windows that made up the
walls of the level.

“Dr. Samor, I know you’re
here. There’s nowhere to go now.”

“Fram,” Tia said. “Run.
This won’t work. Leave.”

“Tia?” Bagger questioned
from behind Fram, stepping next to him. “Where are you?”

Fram sensed Bagger’s
apprehension. This had all become too real. No matter how many
times they ran the different courses, each one led to anxiety and
stress. They should know better. But the fact that one day they’d
face this situation in reality caused them to take it so seriously
now.

“Go. Get outta here!” Tia
yelled. Her voice echoed through the open room making it hard to
pinpoint her location.

Leaving Tia alone was an
option left untouched. Bagger would feel the same way. Real or not.
The Ability Chamber or not. The rules never stayed the same because
Dr. Samor could change and manipulate them.

Tia screamed. At the same
moment, Fram focused his hearing. He found her location. To the
right. The back of the room. She screamed again.

“Where is she?” Bagger
asked. He tapped his foot on the solid floor.

“Over
there.” Fram pointed and ran ahead. She’ll be okay. I just have to get there in time.

“Wait!” Bagger
yelled.

But Bagger was the least of
Fram’s concerns. He would catch up. It wasn’t far. Thirty feet.
Maybe 40. It was hard to tell. But as Fram ran, picking up speed
with each pace, he failed to reach the other end of the room. It
repeated itself over and over. The pillar to his left remained the
same distance away as it always had. He glanced behind, and Bagger
was a pinpoint of darkness against the paper white color that
dominated the area. It was as if he moved half a mile but hadn’t
moved at all at the same time.

What’s going on?
A few seconds more. The
rules have changed. He should have known.
Expecting anything less was foolish.

Bagger called from behind,
his voice faint and distant. Tia screamed from the front, louder
than before. He closed in on them. He would have to do this alone.
As much as he wanted his friends to help, he had no
choice.

He saw them now. Dr. Samor
stood behind Tia with his arm grabbing her around the shoulders. As
he approached, she disappeared and reappeared several times. It was
no use. Dr. Samor had somehow stopped her from teleporting
away.

Fram slowed his feet until he moved at
the pace of a walk and Dr. Samor and Tia stood a few paces
away.

Dr. Samor grinned his evil smile and
tugged Tia closer.

“You can’t catch me, Fram,”
Dr. Samor said. “No matter what you try. What you do. I’m in
control. Dr. Traisal never suspected the genius he created in me.
Even my brother he made as a fail-safe can’t win.”

That was the first time
Fram heard the reference to a brother. A reference to the
holographic program Dr. Traisal had made to help Tia, Bagger,
Lanker, and Fram should he no longer exist.

“You won’t win,” Fram
said.

“Go, Fram!” Tia said.
“Leave him alone. Save yourself.”

“Stop it, Tia. I’m not
going anywhere.” Fram said. It was like she forgot their mission.
Why they had to stop him. Though he was forgetting it, too, going
against what he said the plan was to them moments
earlier.

“I’m almost there, Fram. It
won’t take long. Soon I’ll be out there—” Dr. Samor turned toward
the windows and the city outside which now had moving vehicles,
active people, and lifelike vegetation “—with what really exists.
I’ll be a part of it. A part of it, but more than you can ever
imagine. If you can have Infinite ability in here, then I can have
it out there.”

He was a madman. A
madshadow. A
madprogram. He had to be stopped. And stopped without anyone
getting hurt in the process.

Fram had difficulty using
more than one ability at a time. The combination of any two seemed
to counteract the other, making it less effective. But his anger
toward Dr. Samor prevailed. He combined Super Speed with Super
Strength and stumbled forward. As he reached out his arms to grab
the one that gripped Tia, Dr. Samor leaned back.

“Fram! No!” Tia
yelled.

It was too late. His
momentum carried him forward toward the glass windows. He dug his
heels into the floor of the room. They had turned to slick tile,
freshly mopped and wet. His feet slid across the surface. He had
nothing to grab to stop his movement.

He headed toward the
window, palms up. Maybe it would stop him. But who was he kidding?
It all happened in seconds. Super Speed continued to carry him.
Super Strength gave him ability beyond a normal human. The glass
shattered instantly upon contact with his body. He fell through,
looking down to the city street below. He had witnessed this scene
many times over the years.

Onlookers stared upward and pointed.
Some held their hands over their mouths. Others paid no mind to the
falling teenager in the sky.

Fram tried to focus. He had
to enable his Flying ability. But the loss against Dr. Samor, the
danger that Tia was in, and his descent made it near
impossible.

And that’s when the
simulation ended. The entire scene before him faded like the edges
of burning paper, until from every angle it blackened inward toward
nothingness.

His body landed on a soft surface of
feathers and pillows, breaking his fall and keeping him safe. He
remained face first in the comfort for a moment until he heard the
voices behind him.

He turned and stared into
the face of Dr. Sean Traisal. Though not the true Dr. Traisal,
because he died several months back. Rather, a holographic
representation of the man that they had come to call Dr. T.
Accurate all the way to the dark hair and sharp edges of his skull
structure. The protruding brow that furrowed in a fatherly fashion
whenever he spoke to Fram. The white lab coat and clipboard with
pencil held firmly in hand at his side. The program the true Dr.
Traisal kept as a protection for Fram and his friends in the event
of a catastrophe. A catastrophe that happened and they now
fought.

Dr. T shook his head and
tightened his lips. “It was an interesting choice, Fram. But if
we’re going to stop Dr. Samor, you can’t do it alone. You’ve had a
hard-enough time doing it together.” He reached out a hand for
support to bring Fram to his feet. “And these are only simulations.
What happens when it’s the real thing?”

Tia and Bagger stood behind
Dr. T with drawn faces, nearly sad in nature. And that probably was
what they felt. He should have taken
them into account. He should have asked for help.
But the responsibility weighed on him. After all, if he hadn’t
played into the hands of Dr. Samor a few months ago, Dr. Traisal
would still be alive. Though they blamed Dr. Samor for it, Fram
continued to carry the guilt of being the pawn in the situation.
Had he acted differently, maybe the entire thing would have played
out to a better outcome.

“Come on,” Dr. T said.
“Let’s get lunch and talk about what went wrong. Then we’ll get
back to work.”


 


 ______________CHAPTER 2

To ensure your child lives,
give them away. If you love them, set them free.

That thought haunted Freeda’s thoughts
and dreams for many years. It pounded in her skull until she
thought it would explode from the tears that filled her
head.

Even in her sleep, when she
tried to escape the reminder of a choice she and her husband,
Flick, made, her brain would remind her. It tore at every emotion,
ripping at her lungs and preventing a single breath. Panic. She’d
shake and clutch her chest.

How could I let this
happen?

Freeda sat up in bed
quickly, throwing the covers off her body and doubling them onto
her legs. The full moon shone through the bedroom window,
illuminating little in the room. It was partially open, allowing a
slight breeze to come in. It cooled the sweat that ran down her
forehead and through her hair and her nightgown that was wet on the
back. A chill traveled through her body and she
shivered.

Flick laid next to her, silent and
peaceful at rest.

How can he do that? How
can he lay there asleep as if nothing happened? As if we’re
wonderful parents who love their child.

She could almost see her
son walking into the room. He’s five. Just started school. He
didn’t want to go to school because he got lost the first
day and was scared when he couldn’t find the classroom. She told him it’ll be
fine. Once he’s there longer, he’ll know his way around. She gave
him a big hug. He walked away satisfied with the
response.

But he isn’t fine. He’s not fine at
all. He’s not where he belongs.

She picked up the sheets
that lay over her legs and tossed them aside. Her body twisted
left, facing a mirror connected to the dresser. It reflected the
window behind her but left a shadow over her face.

Better not to see the mess
she’d become. The sadness thrusted on her over the past years. What
was once a happy woman, gone because of a decision made 15 years
earlier.

She placed her face in her
hands and began to sob. The breeze continued to hit her, cooling
her skin, but she ignored it now. The grief’s strength surpassed
any physical discomfort.

She tried to keep quiet so she didn’t
wake Flick. Too many times she’d done this. Every time he said the
same thing. He convinced her they made the best decision. Had they
not done it, the regret would be stronger.

A hand touched her back and
began to rub it. It’s too late. He knew.

“Honey,” Flick said. His
voice was raspy, still asleep. Annoyed he’d been woken like this
again.

“We shouldn’t have done
it,” Freeda said.

He pulled his hand away.
The mattress creaked. He rolled away. Too many nights of
consolation. His efforts to console her were less frequent and much
shorter than in the past. He blew out a long breath of
air.

How can he be like
that?

She pulled her hands away
from her face and inhaled a deep breath. She didn’t want to fight.
Not in the middle of the night. Not like this. But it’s all that
would take away her thoughts of the pain.

She turned to him and said, “What’s
wrong with you? He’s gone. He’ll never be back. You don’t even
care.”

“Now don’t say that,” he
said. He turned on his side and propped his shirtless body up by
the elbow. His face was dark and hidden by the night. “You know
that’s not true.”

“Yes it is. You don’t care
anymore.”

With each word, her voice
raised in volume. This was how she could handle it. Flick’s to
blame. He’s the husband and father. He makes the final decisions.
No matter how much convincing she did, he had to agree to it, too.
And he did. He did
it. He sealed the
fate of their son.

“Quiet, Freeda. You’ll wake
Francine.”

“I don’t care. At least if
I hear her voice, I know she’s here. That I can grab her in my arms
and squeeze her tight. Know she’s safe. Not taken away by some …
some crazy doctor or scientist or whatever he was.”

She gathered her nightgown
and held it to her side as she turned around. The doorway was in
front of her.

She can check. She can see that
Francine is okay. But it will be more than Francine. She’d glance
into her son’s room. Maybe he’d be there asleep with the covers
over him. Safe and sound.

“I wish you cared more,
Flick,” she said. Her voice was low and deep. A judge rendering a
verdict to a guilty criminal.

“I do
care. Don’t you get it? I do
care. But we can’t live like this. We can’t be
looking in the past, regretting what we’ve done. It was for the
best, Freeda. For the
best.”

He shook his head as his voice trailed
off. He grabbed his head and ran his fingers over his smooth bald
scalp.

He’s wrong. He knew he was
wrong, too. He wanted to push the memory away. If he pretended it
never happened, everything would be as happy as possible. But it
doesn’t work that way. Not with this. Not with your daughter asking
you every day what happened to her brother. When’s he coming
back?

And you answered with lies
to keep her from worry. Told her things like he’s at a special
school and when he’s done he’ll come back. That he’s learning such
complicated math problems that he must live at the school. That you
can’t visit the school because they wouldn’t want to cause a
distraction that upsets his learning process.

“It’s not for the best,”
Freeda said. “You know it, too. Don’t deny it.”

She stormed from the room. The bottom
of her nightgown blew upward from the speed, lifting the wet back
off her skin for a second. It rested back on her as she walked out
the door. It was cold again.

So cold and alone, with
only herself to depend on because Flick wanted to deny his
emotions. 

“Wait,” he called out. He
blew out an exasperated breath.

But she’s not waiting. Not for someone
who gets irritated when his wife misses their son.

She had to make sure
Francine was sleeping soundly in bed. That she was safe. That she
was still part of their family. That her parents hadn’t gone and
made a decision that they’d regret for the rest of their
lives.

She headed down the hallway
to her left. A night light illuminated it, but not enough to make
the pictures hanging on the wall visible. That’s a good thing. She
didn’t need the distraction of seeing all of them together. The
entire family having fun or dressed up and posing for the
camera.

He would be older than any
of those pictures show. Fifteen. A teenager. When he left, he was
about to hit those years. The toughest ones some say. But she would
give anything to experience those tough years rather than not have
them at all.

She passed his door. Slowed up a
little.

No. Don’t go back. Don’t
open it. Don’t look.

She continued a few more
steps. Francine’s door was to the left. It was open. Without the
moon outside the window, it was dark. But she’d run this course so
many times, she knew exactly where to step in Francine’s room to
get to her bedside. Exactly what dolls, toys, and clothes lay on
the floor that she avoided stepping on. She took a snapshot of it
with her eyes every night when she put Francine to bed.

She stepped up to the bed
and knelt next to it. Francine laid on her side. The little light
in the room reflected the strands of hair that rested over her
face. Freeda brushed them upward and behind her ear. She rested her
head on the mattress, keeping it inches from Francine’s face so she
wouldn’t wake her.

Francine didn’t flinch at
all. She slept quietly, her soft breaths hitting Freeda’s cheek in
reassurance that she had her daughter. That nobody would take her
away.

But their son. That mattered more.
Getting him back.

“Mom,” a voice called from
outside the room.

It sounded so familiar. Young and
innocent. Could it be? Is he really back?

She stood up and still. She turned her
head to the doorway and strained her ear to listen for the voice
again.

“Mom.”

It can’t be. It can’t be
him. It’s impossible. You’re delirious.

She couldn’t convince herself it’s
imagined. Even if she hallucinated the voice, denying it meant
possibly ignoring it. Better to act on a hallucination and be a
fool, than not and regret your decision forever.

She rushed out of
Francine’s room, determined to keep herself under control. She
balled her hands into fists at her side and stiffened her body as
she headed back to his room.

“Mom.”

It’s not him. Don’t do
this to yourself.

“Mom.”

It became unbearable. The
voice came from the other side of the door. Within his room. Maybe
it had all been a horrible nightmare. It never happened as she
remembered. She finally woke up to reality.

“Mom.”

She grabbed the doorknob
and turned it slowly. She wanted to charge into the room, bend
down, and sweep him into her arms. But if it were all a
hallucination, she wanted to avoid overreacting.

“Mom.”

She opened the door, swinging it to
the side.

She cupped a hand over her
mouth. Not in shock because he was there. But rather, because it
seemed so real and yet wasn’t. The room was as it should be. A
perfectly made bed not slept in for over five years. Assorted car
toys on a shelf, lined up perfectly. Superhero comics spread out on
a dresser top. Even a pair of dirty jeans clung to the edge of the
bed, ready to fall to the floor. They had been that way ever since
he left.

She wanted to cry, but the tears
detoured into confusion and frustration. Too many times she
followed this same routine, coming to the same
conclusion.

It’s not going to change. He’ll be
gone forever.

The warm hands of Flick
grabbed each of her shoulders. He rubbed them for a moment and
stopped. She reached a hand up and touched his hand. She squeezed
it.

“I know it’s hard,” Flick
said. “But we made the right choice.”

“I know,” she said. She
bowed her head.

“It doesn’t mean we have to
accept it,” he said.

“It’s too much. I mean …
how could we let it happen? Why didn’t we say no?”

“We agreed. You know that.
Besides, if we didn’t, you know the result. I mean, he could have
died when he was only a day old.”

“Yeah.”
She lifted her head and sniffed, trying to keep the sadness within.
“But I don’t have to accept it now. I’m not doing it anymore,
Flick.” She turned around and faced her husband. “I’m tired of
these sleepless nights. Of wondering whether Francine will be gone
one day, too. Of thinking about what our son is doing now and how
I’m not there for him. Of what we did.”

His bright green eyes
bounced from side to side as he gazed into each of her eyes. He
wasn’t the daring type. The kind that would go against the
grain.

But they took their son. Even if the
reason behind their decision made sense, the reason for letting him
go didn’t.

“What do you mean?” he
asked.

“We’re getting Fram back.”
She crossed her arms over her chest. “We’re going to find
him.”

Flick nodded his head in
agreement. Who was he to argue with the mother of his
son?


 


 ______________CHAPTER 3

Sometimes, the closest people to you
are the furthest away.

Fram Gage sat on the edge
of his bed in the boys’ bedroom of Biality Orphanage. How many
times had he sat here in the room lined with beds along each wall
over the past few months, thinking about everything from what’s for
breakfast to will he ever really find his parents? Too many to
count. He thought about the events of the latest practice session
in The Ability Chamber. He still wore his “massy” pants and shirt
and had yet to change. Sweat had dried to his temples. Though what
he needed was a hot shower, all he could consider was the failure
he had in TAC and what he knew was required to find
success.

Dr. Rolland Samor, the
holographic man created by the late Dr. Traisal, had found his way
into TAC’s programming. He hid there, waiting to pounce like a cat
on its prey. In doing this, he had trapped the only other real individuals within
TAC’s walls. Four orphans: Bagger Carson, Tia Umber, Lanker Mason
and himself.

But not really four
orphans. At least
according to Dr. T; yet another holographic man within Biality
Orphanage, this one put in place also by Dr. Traisal to help the
children escape the confines of the orphanage. More than that, to
help them find their parents.

While finding their parents
was most important, Dr. T had emphasized Dr. Samor must be
shut down. Deleted.
Stopped from escaping the holographic realm into the real world. A
real world where he could possibly do whatever he wanted and cause
great harm.

But how could he do
that? Fram wondered. His knowledge of
science, math and how they played into holographic people seeking
to be like humans was typical for a 15-year-old, or anyone for that
matter. How Fram’s Infinite ability could help Dr.
Samor achieve “realness” was a mystery Fram
might never know the answer to.

They had to do it though.
All of them had to find a way, with Dr. T’s help, to use their
abilities to find Dr. Samor and stop him.

Fram’s Infinite ability was
a helpful ally in their quest. Though turning it on like a flick of
a switch was impossible. It happened more in the moment, like
jumping into the deep end of a pool and being forced to swim. To
this point, Fram controlled it to that extent.

The other three had
abilities tied to what they already experienced. Dr. T said this
was important because their brains and bodies had adapted so well
to the ability it had become natural to them. Using any others had
the potential to affect them much like coming out of TAC and not
being medicated with Bilt; nausea, vomiting, headaches.

Bagger had Super Strength
ability. Tia had Teleportation ability. And Lank had Super Speed.
Though Lank had yet to use it since the other three saved him from
the grasp and manipulation of Dr. Samor months earlier.

If they failed to find a
way to use those abilities to stop Dr. Samor, a lot was at stake
for all of them. Yes, Dr. Samor was a danger, but also, he was the
wall preventing them from seeing the light of day and finding their
parents.

Dr. T made them aware of this a day
after he made his presence known to them. He’d walked all four of
them out of Biality Orphanage to the playground outside.

It was a perfect day, like
every other day at Biality, and they trudged outside from the quiet
cafeteria, vacant of any children making noise, eating lunch and
starting food fights.

“Now,” Dr. T said, staring
at the four of them. Bagger and Tia stood next to each other
holding hands. Fram stood next to them. Lank had followed in tow
but shifted his position near Fram to the other side of Tia.
“You’ve probably noticed some changes with the
orphanage.”

“I’d say,” Bagger chimed
in. “It’s quiet in there. Where is everyone? Grant. Nathan. The
place is empty.”

“You need to realize
something about this place,” Dr. T continued. “I don’t have all the
answers, as I’m programmed to know what Dr. Traisal allowed me to.
But what I’m about to tell you was a requirement in the
programming, so you understand.

“Bagger, I’d like you to go
over to the swing set here. Remove it from its grounded position
and throw it over the orphanage.”

Fram held back a small
chuckle. They had abilities. They were all aware of that. Aside
from what Fram had been able to do, they worked in the confines of
TAC, not reality. Sure, they believed they did for a time while
Fram lived in the nearby city and the other three had been
manipulated by Dr. Samor to capture Fram. But they discovered soon
enough that they were actually in TAC the entire time and that
explained why they had them.

For Dr. T to ask Bagger to do that,
use Super Strength ability, obviously had to be a joke. Maybe he
was proving a point about something.

“You kidding?” Bagger
asked. “I can’t do that out here. I have to be in TAC.”

“I understand,” Dr. T said.
“But please do as I request.”

“Go for it,” Lank said.
“Show us how weak you really are.”

Bagger turned to Lank and
gritted his teeth. Lank had only recently realized how Dr. Samor
had manipulated him to turn on his friends, especially Fram, and
some of that still shone through like the brightness of the sun
beating down on the playground at that moment.

“Just do it, Bagger,” Tia
said, a lock of her fire-red hair twirled around a finger. “And,
Lank, quit it.”

Family. Fram thought. Tia would always do what she could to keep them
all together, whether saving lives or stopping fights.
We’re family. She always
played the role of mother.

Bagger strode over to the
swing set. It had to be securely installed in blocks of concrete
under the ground. All the time Fram had used it, it didn’t budge an
inch with instability. In fact, it was always in pristine shape,
not a flake or chip of the forest green paint had come off it. It
looked as new as the day he arrived at Biality
Orphanage.

Bagger grabbed the left and
right legs, spreading his arms out wide in the process. “Are you
trying to embarrass me?” he asked. “I mean, no one here could
actually lift it. Why are we even—”

“Just lift it,” Dr. T
said.

“Fine.”

You would think he’d have
to bend his knees a little more to remove it from the ground. You’d
think maybe he’d grab one leg to lift it out then work on the
other. Then he’d go to the other side and do the same. Maybe he
wanted to prove a point that it would fail so he attempted to lift
it in the most difficult way possible.

Whatever the reasoning, it
was moot because Bagger pulled the entire swing set from the
ground, disturbing the wood chips that layered the ground where it
rested. He yanked it out like lifting a knife out of butter,
pulling dirt and concrete attached to it from the
ground.

Bagger’s eyes widened in
disbelief as it all happened, but he continued the motion, raising
the set over his head. The swings fell downward, the one swayed
just above his purple mohawk. He bent his arms down slightly,
causing the seat of the swing to rest on his head. He snapped his
arms upward and the swing set flew high into the sky, passing the
view of the burning sun and over the roof of the
orphanage.

“Whoa,” Fram said. He had a
flashback to a similar thing he did once on the playground,
too.

“Wait, wait, wait,” Tia
said. “We actually have our abilities outside of TAC. Like Fram
does.”

“No,” Lank said. “That’s
not possible, it’s not.”

“Looks like it is to me,”
Bagger said.

“It’s not,” Lank said, his
voice raising. “It’s not. I’m telling you. You don’t have any real
ability.”

“Can’t you just stop this
constant battle with us?”

“Yeah,” Tia said. “We need
to work this out together. As a family. Didn’t you just see what he
did?”

“I’m
telling you it’s not
possible!” Lank yelled.

Fram stepped close to Lank and reached
out his hand to calm him. At that moment, Lank grabbed at his head
and groaned. “Lank, just relax. It’s fine. We saw what he did. He
must—”

“No!” Lank said before
Fram’s hand could rest in consolation on his shoulder. He grabbed
his head and took a few paces away from Fram. “No,” he said
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