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For my family.

A hero can be anyone, even a man doing something as simple and reassuring as putting a coat around a little boy’s shoulders to let him know that the world hadn’t ended.

Batman, The Dark Knight Rises
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PROLOGUE
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Schwoomp!

A flash of light interrupted the silence; an alien ship now filled the dark, empty void of space. It hovered, motionless, as it overlooked a spectacular blue planet. White swirls in constant motion flew through the planet’s atmosphere, forever joining and separating, changing shape, sometimes revealing the nearly endless blue water while shades of green and brown land often peeked through the white swirls. The marble-like planet seemed to hover, to remain still in the midst of space, floating.

The peculiar ship was of deceptively simple design: metal-grey and round, dotted with rectangular windows covering its circumference, and topped with a large vertical column.

The control room itself was large and circular, with an enormous window overlooking the blue planet. Just feet from the window, computers sat unused and unmanned as the ship sat motionless. The glaring light of the planet cast an unearthly glow over the room.

Click, clack.

Footsteps sounded suddenly, and a figure emerged in the doorway, heading towards the window, its gaze pointed and searching. The figure’s eyes were a depthless black and stood out in her oval-shaped, pale face. Black, horizontal “S” symbols etched into both sides of her face from jaw to cheekbone glowed from within. Her slicked-back metallic-purple hair matched her matching metallic uniform of purple and black. Her uniform too was adorned with the same symbols as her face. The strange, glowing markings on her face faded, vanishing as though they had never been there, as she reached the window.

Her glassy black eyes stared at the planet. It was this thing that had gotten the creators all worked up? She scoffed, scowling in frustration. This puny planet was nothing compared to her home world. Her expression suddenly became unreadable as she drifted back to that terrible day when they had been forced to evacuate the planet. Now they had been left with no choice but to find a new home somewhere in this never-ending universe compatible with their needs.

And they had certainly found it, but it was laughable.

It looked...vague. Messy and certainly not pretty at all, not like their home world had been. What had the creators called this place?

Earth. Planet Earth.

She hated it. Just looking at it made her want to destroy it. It was disgusting. And pathetic. If it had been up to her, she would have chosen somewhere else, somewhere like...Mogronus. The neighboring planet of her home world. Why couldn’t they have gone there? It was far larger and mightier, and it was compatible with their species; she saw no reason to choose Earth instead. It was a stupid decision. She clenched her fists and black smoky swirls started to envelope her hands.

“What are you sulking about?” a voice hissed from the shadows.

Her alien magic vanished into thin air. She turned around sharply, her gaze darting towards the shadows. She smirked when she saw what she was looking for.

“Ah. You’re here,” she said, smiling slyly. “What’s the matter? Can’t step into the light?” She chuckled deviously.

“Cute.” The mysterious stranger hovering in the shadows rolled its eyes.

“Hmph,” was her only response as she turned sharply, looking back at the window. “Look at this sad excuse for a planet. It’s just taking up unnecessary space!” she shrieked, disgusted. “And to think we have to hide from those...those...”

“Humans,” the shadow said impatiently.

“Yes, humans! It’s a shame we can’t show up unexpectedly among them and wreak havoc,” she growled.

“Patience,” he replied smoothly, his voice silky. “Remember what happened the last time you questioned the creators’ choices? I’m sure you don’t want a reminder,” he said mischievously.

The purple-haired alien narrowed her eyes, her fists clenched. Of course, she remembered what had happened. She had been tortured and left to die until this pest had come along and healed her. Since then, she had just shut her mouth and simply obeyed their orders, no matter how stupid those orders were.

“Regardless,” she said, miffed. “They had better set their plan in motion soon.”

The creature in the shadows stared at the window, observing the planet that almost emitted a blue glow.

“Don’t worry. The time will come, and it will come when those humans least expect it.”

*
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THE THUG GRINNED AND pressed his face against the glass window; his shadow fell over the precious jewels. He couldn’t wait to grab all those treasures. They were calling out to him. He imagined the feel of the smooth, rich texture of them in his hands as he marveled hungrily at their dazzling shine, twinkling and sparkling in the light of the streetlamps.

Colby...Colby...Colby...

The treasures seemed to taunt him, calling out his name, mesmerizing him in with their sparkling. He nodded excitedly, and with a gleeful smile, he scurried towards the door like a rat after a tasty morsel. He checked his surroundings to make sure it was clear before he grabbed his crowbar and started to force his way in the door. In just a few seconds, he heard a click, and the door groaned in protest as though it didn’t want to be disturbed. Colby entered silently, closing the door behind him and turning on his flashlight so he could make his way through the darkened shop until he reached the sparkling gems. They were so pretty...

The thief dropped his crowbar to the floor and put his flashlight in his pocket. He hungrily scooped up a diamond-encrusted necklace that felt heavy, but he didn’t care. His eyes shimmered in delight as he held the necklace and then rubbed it across his cheek. It felt cool against his pale skin.

“My treasures!” he said joyfully before scooping up everything he deemed valuable. This load would be worth thousands of dollars, ensuring he would not need to pull another heist for a while.

“So much money! So much money!” he muttered happily.

As he busily plucked up the jewellery, he failed to notice something watching him from the shadows—until it made its move.

Swish. Swoosh. Flop.

The sound made Colby stop what he was doing and turn around, gasping, his eyes wide. Where had that noise come from? With panic in his eyes, he scanned the shadows. Nothing.

He waited silently a few moments longer, but when he heard nothing else, he nervously went back to his task, this time more aware.

Swoosh!

Truly frightened now, Colby dropped his bag and turned around.

“Who are you?!” he exclaimed, panic rising in his voice. He wasn’t alone; he was sure of it. “Show yourself!”

Heart racing, he abandoned his haul and began to search the store for the mysterious noise he kept hearing. For a moment, he could neither see nor hear, and paranoia started to kick in as he kept searching left and right for something mysterious and invisible.

Whee-woo! Whee-woo!

The sudden noise yanked him out of his fear. The sirens were coming closer.

“Crap,” he muttered under his breath before running and grabbing his bag of goodies then bursting out the door, completely forgetting about his crowbar. Panicked again, he ran, the bag slung over his shoulder. He could hear the sirens getting louder, and as he ran, he spotted an alley. If he could just get there, maybe he could lose the police. But the bag was too heavy, and it was slowing him down. At the same time, he did not want to abandon it after all the trouble he had gone through. Given his situation though, he was quickly coming to the conclusion he would have to if he wanted to get away.

“Freaking great,” he growled. If that was what he had to do to avoid going to jail, then so be it.

Frustrated, he dropped the bag at the corner of the alley and then raced down its length, sure he was safe. He continued to run, thinking only of freedom. He was so close, he could taste it.

He was almost there...

*
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SWISH! FLOP!

My cape fell and swirled around me like a heavy grocery bag dropped on the ground as I landed on the roof. I narrowed my eyes and stared piercingly into the dark alley. I listened to the wailing sirens in the distance and searched for the runaway. Heavy footsteps told me where to find the criminal. I smirked. This was going to be easy. This night was going to the criminal’s worst nightmare. I’d make sure of it.

I leapt from the roof, gliding with the help of my winged gauntlets. I smirked, enjoying the satisfaction of knowing this guy was running from that which he thought he feared most right into a fate much worse.

I landed softly in the darkness, but not softly enough to keep him from hearing me.

“No...No!” he exclaimed. His yell gave me his location, and I caught up to him in a heartbeat, though not coming close enough for him to see me—yet.

I stepped out of the shadows, and I had heard him gasp and watched him press up against the wall in attempt to hide. The attempt was futile.

A sly smile played at the corner of my mouth, and my fingers slid against the cold metal of my weapons of choice: two twelve-inch spears clutched mercilessly in my hands, the two middle fingers of each hand in the ring of each spear. I slunk towards him feeling like a predator ready to strike at my helpless meal.

“No! Go away!” the man yelled. “I didn’t mean to! Don’t hurt me!”

In the shadows, the six-pointed star on my chest gleamed dully in the low light of the moon.

“You should have made a more thoughtful choice. Instead, you committed a crime,” I growled grimly.

I stepped fully into the light of the moon, exposing the blood-red mask that covered everything but my eyes. I stopped walking and raised my weapons.

“What are you?” he heaved as he was about to meet his fate.

“I’m Fire Wave,” I answered, releasing my spears as he screamed in fear.
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CHAPTER ONE
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The newspaper crinkled as I folded it so it would fit comfortably in one hand. I furrowed my brows in concentration as I absorbed every word of the article, the information sinking into my brain for retrieval later.

My blond locks fell to the side, half covering my fair ivory face. I tucked the fallen locks behind my ear as I continued reading. There hadn’t been much of importance in the paper lately, but there was always something to speculate about. Criminal activity had been rising recently, but it was mostly just petty crime, nothing too big—according to the Citizen Herald anyway.

“Anything interesting?” a voice asked, snapping me back to reality. I looked up only to meet pale blue eyes with my own smoky green. In comparison to my boring, straight locks hanging loose, her chestnut-brown hair was neatly tied into a braid resting over her shoulder.

I grinned. “Abby,” I said. “Put bluntly, no. There’s nothing interesting in the news.”

“Shouldn’t be surprised. Or at least that’s what they want you to think, anyway. The juicy stuff is always hushed up,” she said, her British accent heavy.

“If something happens in the city, then shouldn’t the public know about it too? I mean, if the authorities know about it, then the media should tell the people about it, not keep us in the dark like the Citizen Herald does,” I said, irritated at the paper’s lack of transparency. “How are we supposed to protect ourselves?”

“Hey, I don’t make the rules. I just follow them, and you should too. You have a tendency to stick your nose in places you shouldn’t.”

I shrugged. “Not my fault.”

Abby chuckled. “Anyway, if you really want to read the big news instead of the tidbit you’re reading, turn to page ten. It has all the gossip.” Abby winked before walking back to her desk.

I chuckled too as I flipped to the suggested page. Abby’s cute, I thought.

She’s one of the sweetest, most loyal people I’ve ever met. Sure, she’s a bit of a gossip—always knowing what people are up to—but she’s really lovely to work with.

Finally, I found page ten and read the headline:

SHAKEN IRON CITY CHEMICAL EMPLOYEES

COMPLETELY BAFFLED

I raised an eyebrow. This was new. I skimmed the article, reading Abby’s so-called gossip. It surprised me that they hadn’t covered up this story, which was weird for the Citizen Herald. It must have been the scope of the damage that had forced them to report on it, instead of burying it on page ten. They would know the citizens would ask about it. We don’t get that many explosions so to have a sudden explosion would cause the citizens’ curiosity to rise.

Regardless, the story was interesting. Argon Chemicals on Fifth Avenue had been attacked, by who or what no one knew. Eyewitness reports stated a small streak of some black, goop-like substance seemed to have been melted on the wall, and the whole place was a disaster. At least half the place had been torn apart, and the back warehouse had been destroyed. Thankfully, only four employees had been injured during the attack. I frowned. What had the attackers been after that had been worth hurting innocent people? Pity.

It truly baffled me that not only did no one know who the culprit may have been, but no one knew what the motive was or even if anything had been stolen. If that was true.

Odd.

I paused.

My shift was nearly done anyway, so I put the paper aside, grabbed my phone, and typed “The Obsidian Event” into the search engine. I didn’t know what I’d find, if anything, but that’s what the reporter had called it.

Already there were dozens of reports and articles about the attack. I clicked on the first link and skimmed through the article for anything important. Again, it was all just about the black streak, the mess, the injuries...nothing new yet.

But then I slowed and read a new tidbit. One of the employees had stated he had seen a glimpse of a shadowy figure before it vanished. He continued on to say it had disappeared in the blink of an eye.


“...Almost like a ghost,” Dixon responded, shaken. “I couldn’t really see much, so I don’t know what the figure looked like, but whatever it was, I hope it doesn’t come back.”


My curiosity grew. Because the attack had been so recent, there might be still some clues lying around the scene the police may have overlooked. Perhaps I could go and do some investigating myself. But I’d have to go later, at night, after the police had gone home.

I exhaled and looked at the clock. It was already five. Time to go home. I shut down my computer, grabbed my things, and rushed out of the office, pausing only to wave to Abby. Once out on the street, a brisk blast of cold October air flew into my face, making me shiver. I wrapped my coat tightly around me before heading down the busy street, head down to hide from the wind.

Thunk!

Oof!

“Watch it, lady!” a man’s gruff voice shouted.

I looked up and scowled at the man, straightening after the unexpected collision on my rush to catch the Skytrain. Of course, he was the one who had darted out in front of me, yet he was angry at me.

Iron City.

Though rough around the edges and lacking the usual fake polite façade other cities adopt, Iron City is a place you can literally call home. Despite the busy traffic, the sometimes rude citizens, and harsh weather, Iron City has a way of making you feel like you belong. The city welcomes people of all sorts, no matter where you’re from, who you are, or what you’ve done.

If you came to visit, the brochures would tell you Iron City was founded in 1618, making it four hundred years old, and it has a population of approximately ten million people now. They would also tell you about the Great Tower looming over the city, with its two supporting columns on either side to support the giant structure. There were stories aplenty about the Tower, ghost stories about why it had been abandoned in the 1700s. It used to stand watch over the city, staffed by a government security division whose purpose was to scan the city for danger, but those operations have since been scuttled.

Listening to the legends about the Great Tower has always been one of my top investigative projects and although I’ve never acted on it, I still wanted to find out the truth—the real mysteries behind it. But that’s the one kind of mystery that does scare me enough to make me mind my own business: ghost stories. I’ll leave those to the professionals to confirm or deny.

The city is also literally surrounded by roads leading in every possible direction as they all twist and turn, some ending in abrupt “U” shapes and some overlapping like bridges. We have buildings of all sizes and shapes, some tall, some short, some somewhere in between. Some are round and others are stacked upon each other, all harsh angles, their edges poking out.

The skyline stretches forever if you stand in just the right spot, almost as if the line of buildings goes on all the way to the sky. Main Street is filled with little shops with goods displayed out on the streets, despite the fact that we have a monstrous mall on the edge of town. The shops downtown are old-fashioned mom-and-pop shops, decorative places with charm and stories to tell, perfect for an afternoon of window shopping or finding that unique gift you can’t find anywhere else. Or for shoplifting. Or for break-ins.

Cold and harsh though it may be on the outside, Iron City is filled with parks for people jog through, stroll in, or just sit and take in the beauty of nature.

Iron City used to be a great place until the economy collapsed. People lost their jobs, unions went on strike, crime increased. Some parts are still safe, those neighborhoods secured with iron gates and patrols and still trying to retain their original purity so the past won’t define them. Those zones not poisoned by crime. The city is trying hard to rebuild, to regain the glory it once had, but it’s a hard, long road.

Flashing by me as the train zooms over its rails is a tall building under construction, a crane towering beside it. Another building under construction? What are they building this time? I suppose it’s a good sign. They really are trying to bring Iron City back.

I shake off my melancholy as the Skytrain slowed at my stop. A short but chilly walk has me home, the sun a magnificent ball of fire already casting its splashes of red, yellow, orange, pink, and a nearly invisible light shade of blue.

Darting through the door to escape the chill, I drop everything on the floor and head straight for my somewhat messy room. My mind replayed my idea to uncover the hidden secrets of the recent attack on the chemical plant. But if I was going to do that, I decided I would need some kind of disguise so my real identity wouldn’t be known.

What would I need then?

I paused in thought for a moment before opening one of my drawers and rummaging through it. Once I’d reached the bottom, I finally found what I was looking for. It looked like a flashlight, but it wasn’t just any flashlight.

It was a black light.

Very handy.

I then went to my closet and chose a basic long-sleeved black t-shirt and black jeans. Nothing fancy, but it would make it harder for anyone to see me. This might be my first time playing the part of investigator, but I knew I needed to blend in well to avoid getting caught. The police don’t take kindly to people poking around crime scenes. And if I got caught, I could risk losing my job.

I took a look at my outfit in the mirror then decided to add a plain black beanie, the simple type, but I needed to make a few adjustments. A few cut-outs for eyes and a mouth after rolling open the beanie all the way and I was done. I placed my black light on the cabinet and walked back to the mirror.

After a bit of a struggle to get the cut-outs to sit in just the right spot on my face, my homemade disguise was done and I went back and grabbed my black light, slipping it into my jeans’ rear pocket.

Catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror as I was about to leave, I realized I looked like I was about to rob someone.

I paused in my tracks.

Maybe I should bring something to defend myself, just in case, even though the site should be abandoned except for the police. I opened another drawer and pulled out a baton.

I had been a baton twirler as a kid and had hung on to the baton out of sentiment. Though it wasn’t much of a defensive weapon, it could still hurt someone if I used it right. Besides, it could add to my self-defence skills. Right now, I was grateful I’d taken those classes years ago when I had lived in one of those crime-infested parts of Iron City. The basement I’d been living in had been broken into, and of course, I had just happened to be in the way. I’d
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