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  -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 nonthreatening 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 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 friends Leon and Archie are, then I would like you to imagine the worst 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 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 wheeze. 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 dirty 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 the robot has grabbed Archie 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 stretch my hand, and I feel something coming from my hand. A handle appears in front of my hand. I grab and I feel another burst







































































