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CURIOSITY WAS MY FIRST bad habit.

Even as a kid, I never stopped moving. Never stopped asking questions adults didn't want to answer. While other children spent their afternoons at parks or glued to televisions, my favorite place in the world was my uncle's laboratory.

Uncle Samual's lab wasn't meant for children. It hummed with electricity and quiet danger—rows of machines blinking with soft lights, metal counters lined with glass vials, drawers locked for reasons no one explained to me. Government-funded. Classified. Off-limits.

To me, it felt alive.

With both of my parents working for the LAPD, Sam became my default babysitter. He split his time between watching me and losing himself in his research. He wore the same lab coat every day, once white, now permanently stained with chemical burns and scorch marks. The air always smelled like metal and antiseptic, as if mistakes had happened there before and someone had worked very hard to erase them.

I used to think I was too fast for him to keep up with.

The truth was simpler—he was exhausted.

That afternoon, Derek was at the station with Dad for what was supposed to be a bonding day. I was left alone with Sam, who sat hunched over his desk, scribbling equations into a cracked leather notebook. His hair stuck out in every direction. His eyes were bloodshot. His lips moved silently as he worked through problems no one else could see.

I ran through the lab, pretending the machines were villains and I was the hero.

"James Everett Knight—slow down," Sam warned without looking up.

His voice wasn't angry. It was tight. Controlled. The kind of tone adults use when fear is sitting just beneath the surface.

"Those aren't toys," he added. "One wrong move and you'll burn yourself."

I grinned and spread my arms wide.

"I'm a superhero, Uncle Sam."

He finally looked at me then. For a brief moment, something flickered across his face—regret, maybe. Or fear. Then it was gone.

Before he could say anything else, I took off running again.

Cool air twisted around me beneath an overhead vent, lifting the hem of my shirt as I passed.

That's when I saw him.

A boy stood in the corner of the lab.

He was my age, with curly hair and wide, dark eyes that reflected the light like glass. He didn't look surprised to see me—only waiting as if he had always been there.

He didn't speak.

He pointed.

At me.

At the table.

At the vial.

My chest tightened. I knew him—or thought I did. He'd appeared before, always silent, always distant. But this time was different. His expression was urgent. Afraid.

He gestured again, silently urging me to drink it.

I should have run.

Instead, I picked up the vial.

The glass was warm, pulsing faintly in my hand, like it had a heartbeat of its own. The liquid inside glowed gold, thick and alive. I didn't think about consequences. I didn't think about Sam.

I swallowed.

The boy vanished.

Pain followed—not sharp, but deep. Like my bones were being torn apart and rebuilt at the same time. Heat ripped through my body. My knees buckled. My hands went numb.

The vial slipped from my fingers and shattered on the floor.

"JAMES!"

Sam caught me as I collapsed. His hands were shaking. His voice cracked when he said my name again.

The world blurred. The heat climbed my spine.

Then everything went black.

––––––––
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∆∆∆

The first thing I heard was a machine beeping.

Slow. Steady.

I woke up in a hospital room flooded with harsh white light. My body felt wrong—not injured, not sick. Just... off. Heavy and weightless all at once.

Then I looked down.

The hospital bed was crushed beneath me. Metal bent inward. The mattress was torn apart.

My feet weren't touching the floor.

I was floating.

"What the hell..." Sam whispered nearby.

He paced behind the curtain, dragging his hands through his hair. When he finally looked at me, his face went pale.

"How are you doing this?"

"I-I don't know," I said.

And the scariest part?

I wasn't afraid yet.

I was curious.
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TEN YEARS LATER...

"James." Derek's voice cut through sleep like a blade—low, sharp, serious.

I groaned, dragging the blanket over my head as if that could block out reality. My bed was a tangle of sheets and warmth, but Derek wasn't having it. The comforter ripped away from my chest like peeling off a second skin. Cold air hit me immediately.

"Don't you have work or something?" I grumbled, face buried in the pillow.

"Get ready." He was already moving, footsteps thudding across the floor. His usual sarcasm was gone—replaced by urgency. I caught him glancing at the framed photo on the wall: me, him, and Dad at some street fair. I was holding cotton candy, missing my front teeth. I looked... human for a second.

So I shoved him.

He stumbled and crashed backward onto my bed with a grunt.

Then time glitched.

Suddenly, I was across the room, standing in the doorway.

Derek was still mid-fall, frozen like a paused video—arms up, mouth open in surprise. The fan spun lazily above us. Sunlight spilled through the blinds like molasses. The room felt thick, suspended.

The clock read 7:13. Late. Again.

I zipped into action, a blur of denim and ozone. My hoodie hit the floor. A clean pair of jeans found my legs. I bolted into the bathroom, shoulder clipping the doorframe. Pain flared, but I barely registered it.

In the mirror, I caught my reflection.

I caught my reflection in the mirror: lean, sculpted, unnaturally still—the kind of body sculpted by a lab accident, not protein powder. I was born normal. But now I couldn't even blink without physics bending to me. 

I wasn't supposed to have powers. Samual thought he could reverse it, once he thought he could fix me. But this was who I was now, and I was forced to suck it up. 

"James, let's go!" Dad's voice floated up from downstairs—clipped and tired, but loud enough to mean business.

Officer Matthew Knight wasn't just my father. He was one of Phoenix's most dedicated cops. Never made it past Police Officer II. Said he didn't care about rank. Just wanted to keep the streets safe.

He also barked orders like we were still living in boot camp.

Derek leaned against the bathroom doorway, his uniform shirt half-buttoned, his badge clipped to his belt, and irritation written all over his face. "If we're late, the captain's gonna chew me out."

I spat out toothpaste and smirked. "You're the one who insisted on waking me up."

"You're the one who shoved me at Mach speed," he shot back.

"Stop being a baby."

"You're built like a fucking freight train."

I launched down the stairs, practically riding the railing. Derek dodged out of the way just in time, cursing under his breath. My shoes skidded against the hardwood as I landed with a thud in the entryway.

"You're impossible," Derek muttered, rubbing his arm.

Dad was waiting by the door. His uniform was crisp but worn. His nameplate—M. KNIGHT—was scratched and faded. His patrol belt was already clipped on. He looked like he hadn't slept in a week.

"You're taking James today?" he asked without adjusting his radio.

"Just to school," Derek replied, twirling his keys.

Dad's eyes narrowed—tired, skeptical. He didn't ask questions. But he knew the signs. The way James moved. The blur in the corner of his vision. He wasn't stupid.

But he didn't press. He never did.

He just nodded and turned away.

The second the cruiser doors shut behind us, I shifted.

The hoodie went up. The voice dropped. I stopped being James Everett Knight.

I became Alpha.

Phoenix’s only superhero.

The one who wasn't supposed to exist.

∆∆∆

Derek weaved through traffic, eyes flicking between mirrors. The police scanner crackled softly between us, barely audible over the rattle of the air vents and the smell of scorched coffee in the cup holder.

"Don't let Mark Reignson get in your head today," Derek muttered.

"He's just loud," I said, eyes on the window. "I've heard worse."

"You've fought guys who shoot lightning out of their eyes. Doesn't mean high school jerks won't piss you off."

"Noted."

The scanner hissed to life.

"All units, 211 in progress. Suspects in a black Bentley with tinted windows. Armed. Heading south on Torto Avenue."

Derek stiffened. "Seatbelt," he ordered, flipping the siren.

We surged into traffic, lights strobing across windshields. Cars split like water around us.

A shot rang out. Something pinged off our side mirror.

"Warning shot," I muttered.

"Stay in the car," Derek barked, steering toward the suspects.

"Right," I lied.

The Bentley slammed into a dumpster. Metal crunched. Doors flew open. Two masked teens bolted in different directions.

Derek chased one. I chased the other.

I didn't think—I moved.

The suspect stopped in an alley, spinning around. Broad shoulders. Masked. Voice low and strange—Australian.

"You were in the alley," he said, eyes narrowing behind the mask.

"So what?" I asked, keeping my posture loose but alert.

"Where is Samual Jonathan Knight?"

My breath hitched. "I don't know," I said automatically.

He charged.

We hit the pavement hard. I grunted. The wind knocked the wind out of me. He was stronger than I expected.

"You're not normal," he growled.

"Neither are you," I spat.

He gripped my hoodie, hauling me up. His mask slipped—long scar from brow to jaw.

A voice from behind him rang out.

"Let him go."

Another masked figure stepped out of the shadows. Taller and colder, their voice was disguised, but something about it felt too familiar.

The teen dropped me without hesitation.

I crumpled to the ground as they both vanished into the shadows like smoke.

I squinted against the sun as it bounced off a cruiser's windshield.

Derek stood there, looking unimpressed. "You good?"

I nodded, brushing dirt from my jeans. "Yeah."

He tossed me a look. "Let's get outta here before Dad finds out."

I didn't respond.

I just turned toward the sky—and jumped.

One mighty leap sent me soaring over the buildings, the wind rushing past like laughter. The city sprawled beneath me.

But all I could think about was the name that boy said.

Samual Jonathan Knight.

And the scar I'd seen once before—on a man from Samual's past.
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The school was just around the corner when my phone buzzed in my pocket. I felt like completely ignoring Derek and continuing to class, but I stopped anyway to give him the benefit of the doubt. 

"What?" I snapped through the phone as soon as I answered.

From the other end of the line, I could hear Derek thrumming his finger against the back of his phone, which annoyed me. 

"What do you mean? What the hell was that? I thought I told you to stay put?" The thrumming ceased, and he cleared his throat. 

"I wanted to help," I said, rolling my eyes and leaning against a nearby tree. 

"Unless we ask for it, cops don't need your help. You could have blown your cover. Dad's going to be pissed once he sees the headlines and hears about this." 

"And..."  I snapped back, checking my invisible watch. "Look, Derek, I don't have time for this. Maybe we should do this when I come home." 

"Did the boy say anything to you about Samual by any chance?" Derek asked me. My ocean eyes widened and flicked around the neighborhood. 

"There were two of them," I said aloud, looking down at the buildings below me and adjusting the phone. Derek clicked his tongue in frustration as the tapping continued. "I wonder what they wanted with Sam," I pondered, feeling the wind brush against my ear.

"I have as much information as you do," Derek replied. "But whatever it is, it can't be good. We need to find out, and you need to get to school."

"If only someone would stop calling me while I'm on my way to class," I grumbled in annoyance.

"Don't worry about it, Alpha," Derek said. I rolled my eyes and adjusted my grip on the phone.

"Take care, Derek," I said, ending the call with a button click, and then flew off towards Phoenix High School.

∆∆∆

Once again, I ran late for school. Rushing down the hallway of Phoenix High School, my sneakers squeaked on the polished floor. I controlled my pace with each step, not accidentally triggering my super-speed. But despite my efforts, I tripped and nearly dropped my papers and books just before reaching my first-period classroom.

Mr. Branden, a middle-aged teacher, lowered his glasses and peered out of the classroom. The other students stared at me as I entered the room and approached Mr. Branden's desk. Laughter erupted from a group of students in the corner where Mark and his friends sat.

"Good morning, Mr. Branden," I greeted him, placing my notebook and papers on an empty desk at the front.

"Mr. Knight, unless you're looking for a detention slip, I advise you to take your seat," Mr. Branden scolded, shuffling papers on his desk.

I sighed, avoiding his disapproving gaze as I hurriedly dropped my homework into a bin. "My brother was driving me again, and we got caught in a police chase. He didn't have time to stop. I have a note," I explained, struggling with my bag and accidentally spilling its contents onto the floor. Mr. Branden, visibly irritated, adjusted his glasses. 

I wasn't too happy myself.

"Mr. Knight, that's what the morning bus is for. Final warning," he admonished me while I hurriedly gathered my belongings from the floor and slammed the note onto his desk. 

My classmates laughed as I knelt to organize my scattered items, accidentally hitting my head on the desk. Mark Reignson exchanged high-fives with his friend in the background. Mr. Branden eventually quieted the class, and I strolled to an empty seat at the back, sinking into the chair.

"I guess he's supposed to jump out of a moving car in the middle of the chase?" A voice spoke up as my eyebrows rose in shock. 

Mark slapped hands with one of his comrades. "I'd pay to see that." Mr. Branden glared at a smirking Mark. 

Mia wasn't just anyone. She was Mark's cousin. Whenever I saw her, I had to fight my feelings and hope I didn't start floating in the middle of class.

"Knock it off, Mark. Take your seat, Mr. Knight. You're dismissed." I quickly rushed to my seat in the back and took a deep breath. 

A pencil rolled off Mia's desk and ended up at my feet. Mia brushed her long blonde hair back and turned towards me, her captivating blue eyes locking with mine—Umm, I panicked??? 

"Are you going to get that, James?" she purred, her voice laced with mischief. I lost myself in her gaze, momentarily forgetting the classroom was full of people. She smiled, her plump lips curved into a slight grin with the manipulative little lip lick she always did.

"Uh, I... uh," I stammered, feeling embarrassed and nauseous.

"Here's your pencil," I said, my cheeks warming up as I handed it to her, trying to hide the weakness in my hands.

She took the pencil, her lips pressing together. Mark cursed under his breath as Mia returned to her composition notebook, where she began writing what Mr. Branden had written on the whiteboard. I glanced towards the front of the classroom, where Mr. Branden was busy with this week's morning announcements.

"You know," Mia twisted back around in her seat, a mischievous smile on her lips. My eyes widened, surprised that she was talking to me again. "Halloween is in a few weeks. The blood drive will be here soon, and we're looking for helpful recruits to join the team this year." A devilish smile manifested on Mia's lips again as she licked her straight rows of movie star-studded teeth. "You going to answer me, space cadet, or leave me hanging?" 

"I-I really can't..." I said, feeling a mix of fear and disappointment. Despite being immune to needles now, I still feared the feeling of something piercing my skin.

"Oh, well," she responded, twisting back to her seat with a hint of disappointment. I mentally kicked myself for giving her the wrong impression.

"Sure, I'll be there," I blurted out, realizing my mistake was too late. I flushed with embarrassment as the class turned to look at me in silence. Satisfied, Mia turned away, and I discreetly cringed at my words.

"This is a classroom, not a free period, Mr. Knight. Keep your voices down," Mr. Branden reprimanded, bringing the class's attention back to him. Mark's side of the room burst into laughter once more. I buried my head in my arms, chewing on my lips in frustration.

Damn it.

"Yes, sir," I responded, lifting my head from the desk. Mr. Branden said nothing more, and the class continued their activities.

∆∆∆

In the quiet cafeteria, faint murmurs echoed throughout the building. I stood alone near the exit, practicing a breathing technique Sam had taught me years ago to regain control of my powers when necessary. I wasn't sure why he thought it would help, considering I wasn't the Incredible Hulk, and anger didn't trigger my abilities. But Sam always seemed to know something I didn't.

Mark sat a few tables away, watching me intently. He was my arch-nemesis and the notorious troublemaker of Phoenix High School. Since sixth grade, he had targeted me with his crude jokes and mean-spirited behavior.

As the son of the police chief, Mark enjoyed special privileges and had the teachers wrapped around his finger for job security. But I knew the honest Mark—who wasn't as intimidating as his reputation suggested.

Mark glanced at me from the corner of his eye as he snatched an apple from Mason Jacob's tray. Mason rolled his eyes but avoided confrontation. My phone rang, and I quickly flipped it over on the table to check the new message. It was from Sam, who was checking in during the school day, even if it wasn't an emergency. 

"You good?" the statement read. I tapped the table gently, contemplating my response.

"Besides my bruised ego, yeah," I replied.

"Ha, too bad your powers don't work on bruised egos," Sam joked.

"Not even funny, Sam," I muttered, accidentally sending him a wink emoji. I facepalmed and powered off my phone after feeling a warm breath on my neck.

"Who are you texting now, Knight?" Mark sneered, leaning over my shoulder.

"Go away," I growled, my frustration building. Mark's eyes darted toward my phone screen, a smirk on his lips. Jocks surrounded me like sharks in an aquarium during feeding, preventing escape routes. They trapped me.

"Was that your uncle? Can't stand that freak," Mark taunted, referring to Sam. "Just like..." I clenched my tray tightly, my fingers digging into the plastic.

"Shut up, Mark," I snapped through gritted teeth, aware that the cafeteria fixed its eyes on us. Mark clicked his tongue and grabbed my shoulder, his grip tight on my collarbone.

"Was that my cousin you were talking to earlier?" Mark leaned against the table, his presence intimidating. My fists tightened even more around the plastic tray. He tilted his head, sucking in a sharp breath.

"I don't think she's your type, honestly," he chuckled. I glanced around, desperately searching for an escape route, but the jocks had me cornered. "What's up with your father? Still, a lowlife who my father should have kicked out of the force years ago? And your brother? He's a great cop, but just a dog on a leash." Mark and his friends barked with laughter before I gathered my belongings, pushed past the jocks, and stormed out of the cafeteria, seething with anger.

As I reached the open double doorway, Mark shouted, "Are you forgetting something, freak?"

I turned around, watching Mark wave my phone in the air. His grin widened, and my phone chirped once more. Son of a bitch. I walked back to the table, slamming my bag to the floor, my papers and books scattered across.

"What do you want from me, Mark?" I demanded, panic rising within me. I clenched my fists, struggling to control the urge to let my palm bleed. I lunged for my phone, but Mark snatched it away, holding it high above his head, towering over me.

"Let's see who's texting you," he taunted, pressing the home button to unlock my phone. He swiftly typed in my passcode and scrolled through my messages, searching for the most recent one.

"Oh, look. Daddy Knight is reminding you to take out the trash tonight. Maybe we can help him with that right now," Mark mocked, lowering the phone to my eye level and raising it just out of my reach. "Why don't you jump, Knight?" he jeered.

I leaped, my body almost floating mid-air, but I failed to grab my cell phone. As I frantically darted back and forth, Mark tossed the phone to his friends, playing a hot potato and monkey in the middle game. 

"Come on, Knight. You're faster than that, right?" Mark mocked as Gareth, another of his jock friends, tossed my phone at Lucas. It grazed my palm, skidding across the cafeteria floor. Mark's buddies grabbed my arms, holding me firmly before him. "Aren't you going to fetch that, Freak?" he sneered.

My teeth sank into my lower lip, fighting the urge to draw blood. I huffed and dug my fingernails into my palm, feeling the warm sensation of blood trickling from my hand. In an instant, everything changed. I broke free from the jocks' grip, my anger fueling me. I struck Mark with a powerful blow to the face, my knuckles connecting with his mouth.

For a while, Mark had been my nemesis at school. Like every superhero, there's always that one villain we face. However, being in high school added another layer of complexity. Mark seemed untouchable, and even though I aspired to be the hero, my family knew the truth—I was no hero. At least, not yet. 

Mark didn't flinch at the immediate impact. He wiped the blood from his lips, smearing it across his face as he chuckled. "Thanks, Knight," he whispered. Filled with fury and humiliation, I gathered my scattered books, papers, and pens, snatched my phone from the floor, and stormed out of the cafeteria, knowing I would have to endure a lecture from Sam, Derek, or my father later that evening.
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"James Everett Knight," my father's voice cut like gravel as I stepped through the front door. He didn't yell—but he didn't have to. His tone was enough to bring a chill.

I hadn't even used my powers. Not once. It was just bad luck. Or maybe I was always cursed with it.

He looked wrecked, still in his wrinkled police uniform, his face drawn and pale under the kitchen's dim light. His golden hair stuck up in the back like he'd run a hand through it too many times. Stubble crawled across his jaw, and his badge hung crooked on his chest. He didn't stand when I walked in—just slouched deeper into that overstuffed chair in the corner like it might swallow him whole.

Sam and Derek sat like statues on the couch. They said nothing, but their eyes tracked me the second I dropped my backpack.

"What?" I croaked. My voice cracked like a dying speaker. I leaned against the couch, bracing for impact.

Dad stared right through me. That look—the one that made me feel fifteen again instead of seventeen, made me feel small. "You want to tell me what the hell that was at school today?"

I scoffed and folded my arms. "You mean the part where Mark shoved me into a locker, or the part where I didn't kill him for it?"

"Watch your mouth." His voice was sharp, tired, and low. "You always pull this shit, James. I'm tired of cleaning it up."

He dropped his face into his hands. I could see the shake in his shoulders.

"You don't know what happened," I snapped, my jaw tightening. But I knew he probably did. Mark Reignson wasn't just another asshole—he was the sheriff's son. Of course, the story went to Dad before I even made it home.

"James!" he barked, as I squeezed between Sam and Derek on the couch, shoulders tense.

"Dad!" I shouted right back. My voice echoed off the walls, too loud, too fast. I bit my tongue before it went further. He was my father. And deep down, I probably deserved this.

Silence wrapped the room in thick tension.

Then Derek cleared his throat. "He's right," he said carefully, his loyalty painfully obvious. Cop to cop. Brother to father.

I let out a bitter laugh. "Yeah, of course he is. Dad's always right."

I clenched my phone so tight the cracked screen shattered further, a thin lightning vein of glass slicing across my palm. Sam and Derek exchanged glances, then tried to wrestle the phone out of my hand before Dad noticed. I let it go.

"When's your shift?" Sam asked Dad, changing the subject as Derek shoved the mangled phone deep into the couch cushions.

"Ten minutes ago," Dad muttered without looking up.

Derek stood, adjusting his belt and sidearm. As he passed me, he mouthed, "You owe me."

I pulled my hoodie up, but Derek slapped it back down with a glare. Too risky.

Dad moved toward the door, muttering under his breath. "No more fights. Especially not with him. You understand me, James?" He didn't wait for an answer before walking out.

"Derek, I don't owe you shit," I grumbled, digging in the cushions for my phone. Sam and Derek just stared at me, their gazes sharp.

"What now?" I snapped. "You guys want me to sit in a corner and play nice while people treat me like a freak?"

Sam leaned forward, his voice even. "No, I want you to learn control. And maybe stop trying to crush your phone like a soda can. You want to blow your cover in front of half the school?"

"Control," I repeated, deadpan. "Got it."

Sam grinned faintly. "Exactly. Lab time."

After Dad left, I followed Sam downstairs, brushing past the hallway cabinet. A plate teetered on the edge—and I caught it mid-air without thinking, before anyone could see. I hated how natural it felt. Like instincts I couldn't turn off.

Sam trailed behind, wheezing by the time we reached the basement steps. I was already halfway inside the lab by the time he caught up.

The basement looked like something out of a post-apocalyptic tech bunker. It had lasers, wiring, and an old computer that had probably survived Y2K. Sam had upgraded most of it, but the old junk still clung to the corners like ghosts of his past life in the government.

He strapped a band to my forehead, took notes, and handed me the custom weights. They floated beside me, reacting to my powers, measuring muscle pressure and electromagnetic shifts like I was some lab rat.

I floated them above me. I could've made it look easy. But I was tired.

"What's the point of this?" I muttered. "I'm not trying to be a circus act."

Sam tossed me a granola bar. "You're not. You're a walking power surge with anxiety issues."

I caught it—barely—then everything else came crashing down. Weights. Clipboard. My pride.

"Again," he said.

"No." I stood, brushing dust off my jeans. "Not unless you want your whole lab flattened."

Sam sighed. "Alright." He glanced toward his desk. "You and Derek made two new friends?"

"If you call random superpowered teenagers threatening to kill me 'friends'..."

Sam stiffened. "What else did they say?"

"One tried to start a fight. The other stopped him."

"You're going to shut that down fast, James."

I raised my hand, lifting him off the ground telekinetically. "You're going to help me."

"James, put me down."

"I heard you still talk to the Golden Goliath."

Sam narrowed his eyes. "He's retired. But... he's proud of you."

I let him drop, gently. He straightened his glasses and said, "Finish your homework before your dad gets home."

∆∆∆

By the time Derek and Dad returned, both looked like they'd been dragged through a hurricane of crime scenes and sleepless hours. Dad didn't even speak—he just trudged upstairs without looking at me.

Derek flopped onto the couch beside me, the stench of sweat, gunpowder, and exhaustion clinging to him like smoke.

"How's Superboy?" he asked with a grin.

I shot him a glare. "Don't call me that."

"You'll get used to the nickname, Alpha."

I rolled my eyes.

"Any word on the other supers?"

Derek shook his head. "They vanished again. Radio silence."

"Good," Sam murmured.

"Let's hope it stays that way," I added, but we all felt the unease hanging in the air like static.

∆∆∆

Later, I was floating near my bedroom ceiling, scrolling my phone mid-air like gravity didn't apply to me. There wasn't much—just a few blurry photos from earlier that people claimed were Photoshop.

Derek knocked, stepped inside, and I drifted back onto my bed like it was the most normal thing in the world.

"Anything new?" I asked.

"Nope." He moved toward my desk, picking up one of my comics. "Have you ever thought about going public? Like, doing this? Alpha. Bigger than Arizona."

"I'm not ready."

"You will be." He held up a comic book panel I drew after my first rescue. "You've already saved people."

I stared at it for a moment, then shook my head. "That was different."

"So what happens next?"

I shrugged. "I turn eighteen. Maybe I will finish high school. Maybe I fight supers full-time. Maybe I lose control and end up on the news."

Derek nodded. "You don't want these powers, do you?"

I didn't answer right away.

"Think about what you
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