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ACT I
May 30, 2010
Highland, California
1156 Hours

This was it. I folded my wings flat against my back so they 
wouldn’t show. I casually walked into the mall; no one shot me an 
odd look so I walked straight towards my target. Hot Topic, the 
store for teens. Well, completely human teens anyway. I put on my 
black hoodie as I approached the store. And no, I didn’t have 
money.

For a moment I hesitated. I hadn’t gotten a good shirt for 
weeks. Just one measly shirt for the starving bird-kid. I was sure 
there wasn’t anybody else in this world that needed some clean 
clothing. So I slowly walked into the crowd of people standing in 
the store. They were browsing, buying, or just window-shopping, 
but I had something different on my mind.

I positioned myself towards the back and waited for a straight
shot down the store, and out of the mall. The escape was going to 
be tough, but I had faced much harder. I tried to make myself 
looked busied near the shoes, picking out what I wanted. Then I 
turned around and saw what I needed. A black shirt with the band 
name Prodigy on it, and a pair of dark jeans. I stood there and 
waited, and with no warning I ran down the length of Hot Topic, 
grabbed what I wanted, and ran down the food court.

I gotta say, that mall security is one of the fastest acting 
forces I have faced. But they don’t have wings, I smiled to myself. 
A wall of security guards was blocking my exit, but I didn’t let that
hinder me at all. I elbowed my way through, and unfurled my 
wings. I hopped into the air and started to beat my wings. I let 
them carry me away to another part of town. Hopefully somewhere
I can sleep tonight. Yes, some apartment buildings. I landed on a 
roof and set up my hoodie like a pillow. I drifted into sleep.



The booming of thunder, far off in the distance, awakened 
me. I sat up and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. I felt the cold 
wind, and saw the dark clouds swirling over the city.

I picked up that which was now mine, and climbed down to 
try the stuff on. I pulled off my current bloody and ripped up shirt. 
I saw the scars, the twisted and sickening memory of how I was 
made to be like this. I ignored them and pulled the Prodigy shirt 
on. It felt like I was wrapped in comfort, but I had no clue who 
Prodigy was.

I then exchanged my pants, also torn and bloodied, for the 
fresh dark ones. Pure joy came to me. I had lasted another week on
my own, but it was starting to get difficult. Being alone for seven 
months teaches you one thing. You really need to rely on other 
people.

That could never happen between a normal person and me. I 
mean, I have wings for God’s sake.

I tossed my old clothing into a trash can, and started walking 
towards a bright spot on my map. A farmer’s market with just 
excellent food everywhere and with no security present. A perfect 
place to get a free meal.  

As soon as I got there, I tried to work my way through the 
crowd. For a moment I thought I saw a flash of feathers on 
someone’s back, but I quickly dismissed it. Then I saw it again on 
the person next to her. Probably just nothing, but I decided to 
follow them. They were making a b-line for the hot dog stand.

As I would have, they ordered two hot dogs. One for each of 
them. The guy handed them the food, and asked them for two 
dollars. They quickly sized up their escape, and went airborne.

I heard angry shouting and people began to gather to watch 
the two bird-kids fly off with their stolen food. People took out 
their cell-phones to snap pictures of this awesome sight. I snatched 
some guy’s hot dog and went after the two winged girls.

They quietly landed on a nearby roof and wolfed  down the 
food. Me, being all stealthy, landed right behind them. They 
finished licking their fingers when they saw me.



They gave away everything from their eyes. They were afraid
of me. That would change. “Who are you?” The dark-haired girl’s 
voice wavered as she backed away.

“A friend.” I said soothingly.
“How are we supposed to know that?” The blonde girl said.
“Because I am like you.” I replied.
“What? A boy growing up on the grimy streets of San 

Bernardino? No. We are different in ways you couldn’t imagine.”
“I know.” I said calmly. I broke the hot dog in two and tossed

a piece at both of them.   
Slowly, I unfolded my wings. My beautiful, white, wings. 

They were shocked at first, then they did the same. I don’t know 
how much it meant, but we were connected now. The three of us.

“So what’s your name?” The dark-haired girl asked, her 
beautiful eyes questioning me.

“Abaddon.” I said slowly. “I gave it to myself.”
“Us too.” She said. “My name’s Eleanor.”
“I’m Heather.” The blonde girl said. “We grew up together, 

when we escaped. About five years ago.”
“I’ve only been out for seven months.” I said.
“You can join us.” Eleanor suggested. “The more, the better.”

Heather shot a glance at her, but she ignored it.
“Do you mind? You mean it’s cool with you?”
“Yea.”
I began to feel the rain drop down on me. “We should find 

some shelter.” I said.
“Agreed.” Heather said.

It wasn’t much later when we found a ruined tarp covering a 
car. I broke the window and unlocked it, no alarm. I held up the 
tarp to let Heather and Eleanor go in first, then I dropped the tarp 
and climbed in. We huddled close together in the back seat, 
keeping one another warm.

The rain got much heavier, and it started hailing. I used my 
hoodie as a makeshift blanket, with it draped over the girls. I was 



very cold, but I didn’t want to admit it. I got enough room to use 
my own wings as a blanket, and wrapped myself with them.

It got instantly warmer. The girls were still freezing though. I 
got my right wing to cover the backside of each of us, and the left 
for use as an actual blanket. I wasn’t much longer until Eleanor fell
asleep on my shoulder.

I wasn’t tired though. The rain kept falling for hours. Heather
finally gave out too. I felt a flood of relief surge through me. I had 
met others like me, and I care for them as much, hopefully, as they 
did for me. Things were about to get a lot less complicated. I now 
had a group to provide for. It was going to be tough, but worth it.

I found that I had drifted off as well, but after I woke up the 
others did too. It was still raining. We decided it best to leave the 
relative safety of the car and go hunt for some food.

We found a stash of money in the glove compartment. It 
totaled up to be a hundred dollars.

 I opened the rusted door with a creak, and lifted the tarp for 
the girls.

“I think we should just go to a fast food place or something.” 
Heather said, with a groan.

“Why not?” I said.

We found a McDonald’s down the road. We each ordered a 
cheeseburger. I paid the guy at the register and we opened the bags 
at a table. We got our burgers and left the restaurant. I unwrapped 
it as we walked back out into the rain. It was delicious, being the 
first food item I’ve had in three days, it should have been.

An officer came walking down the sidewalk, and when he 
saw us, he said something into his radio. He walked towards us 
with a more brisk pace now.

He was only about thirty feet away from us when Eleanor 
whispered to me and Heather, “We go up on three.” We continued 
walking, but when Eleanor said “Three.” We all rocketed into the 



air, our wings flapping against one another’s. The officer didn’t 
look surprised, and he pulled out a tazer gun. I thought we’d be too
out of reach for it to actually get any of us.

Then, out of pure bad luck, it hit me square in the chest. I 
went limp, and my wings failed. “Grab him!” Eleanor shouted. The
girls acted fast, and caught my arms before I hit the pavement. The 
cop still had the tazer in me, and he kept on shooting electricity 
into me. Heather finally removed the wires and threw them back at
the officer.

They only had enough strength to take me to a nearby back 
lot. They set me down, and I was incapacitated. The electricity was
still present in my body, and continued to keep me in this state for 
a few minutes.

When I finally opened my eyes, Eleanor was leaning over 
me. Her eyes began forming tears the moment she saw me wake 
up.

Eleanor let me up, and then quickly hugged me. I was a little 
surprised, and she seemed to be also. She quickly let go, and her 
cheeks flared.

Heather was standing behind me. When I turned around her 
mouth was agape. She quickly walked past me and sat down on the
pavement. “Maybe she likes you.” Eleanor nudged me with her 
elbow. “I mean, you’re the only other person with wings we’ve 
ever seen, and it just so happens that you’re a guy.”

“So, do you like me too?” I teased.
“Maybe...” She said. Her cheeks flared again and she turned 

away.
I stretched out my wings to make sure I could fly with them. 

I practiced taking off and landing until I was ready.
I looked around and saw Eleanor talking to Heather. I 

nervously shuffled the money in my pocket.
A man turned the corner. He was dressed in a black suit and 

had glasses on. The girls stood up. I saw the glint of a gun. “Up!” I
yelled. We all took off. I heard shots fired. I was high in the air 



when I noticed that Eleanor was not with us. I looked down to the 
ground and saw her crumpled body with a pool of blood forming.

“Eleanor!” I cried. I landed next to her form lying on the 
ground. I quickly looked for the source of the blood. Her wings 
had been shot multiple times, and she was barely alive. Heather 
landed right in front of the hulking agent. A brawl soon ensued.

I cradled Eleanor in my arms and went upward. I heard 
another gunshot, but I didn’t want to look down. I only hoped that 
Eleanor would survive. I came to a stop over a storm drain and 
landed inside the huge opening. I carefully let Eleanor down, and 
spread her wings out.

I took off my shirt and started to rip up pieces of it. You don’t
have to be an expert doctor to treat a gunshot wound. As I tied the 
pieces around the bullet holes, Eleanor coughed out a bit of blood. 
She was pale, and her lips had lost color. Her dark eyes were now 
bloodshot. She looked like death. “What happened?” She said 
hoarsely.

I didn’t want to tell her. “Heather tried to protect me as I took
you to safety, but that guy shot her.”

She started to cry. I’m not the best with emotions, but I 
leaned down and kissed her. The crying went down to shudders. 
“I’m glad that you’re here Abaddon.” She started to sob again. She 
pulled me down so she could hug me, our wings touched. We were 
right next to each other. The last two. Us.

I finally stood up, with new hopes and emotions surging 
through me. I reached out my hand to help Eleanor up. She took 
my hand and got to her feet. Her wings were a mess, they probably
wouldn’t fold right for a day.

I pulled on my hoodie. The rain had stopped, so I took a look 
outside. It was the middle of night.

“Let’s go down the storm tunnel.” I said to Eleanor.
“I can’t see down there.” She said.
“Well I have excellent night vision.” I explained. “One of the 

many other things I’ve been engineered with.”



Eleanor took my hand. “I trust you.”
We slowly began walking down the length of the tunnel. Not 

much to see, unless you’re into random ladders leading up to the 
surface. It turned a few times and then spit us out in a secluded part
of town. Only a few abandoned stores lying around.

I could travel way faster with flying. “Eleanor.” I said. “We 
need to fly.”

“Okay.” She considered. She tried a few times taking off, but 
she couldn’t go airborne. So I ended up supporting her with my 
arms again.

I did a quick hop in the air and beat my wings. Then we were 
soaring high over the city. The city lights beamed through some 
buildings, but the people would be asleep now.

We were flying in silence, the wind blowing back my hair. 
Flying. There’s a reason people dream about it. Nothing but you 
out in the sky, able to fly wherever you want. Free.

But technically we weren’t free. The death of Heather had 
made it clear that the Lab was back to capture or kill us. It wasn’t 
safe anymore. Now we were alone. Just me and Eleanor. If there 
were others, then I hope they get away from the white coats.

But there was no permanent security option when you’re on 
the run. You just have to keep running.

“Abaddon.” Eleanor’s voice pulled me out of my thoughts. 
“Where are we going?”

“I’m not entirely sure.” I admitted, then sighed heavily. “We 
need to get away from the Lab.”

“So what were you thinking?” She wondered.
I looked down at her beautiful dark eyes. “East.” I said. 

“We’ll go east.”
I turned left. “What’s in the east?” She asked.
I thought for a moment. “New York. A big city, tons of 

opportunities for food, and plenty of buildings to sleep on top of.”
“Okay.” She said. “To New York then.”



ACT II
June 4, 2010
Somewhere Over the East Coast...
1412 Hours

We were somewhere over New Jersey when I saw the 
Atlantic in the horizon. “Look!” I shouted to Eleanor over the high 
wind. “I think we’re close!”

“Ya think?!” Eleanor shouted back with a bit of sarcasm.
We’d been out for a week flying over America. It was scary 

though, more armed men were showing up now. Hunting us. One 
of them landed a shot that just nicked the side of my cheek. I 
touched the scar self-consciously.

Eleanor’s wings had healed up pretty well, and for the first 
time I had seen her fly. Her wings were black with purple tinges, 
and fit her amazingly.

“I wonder what Heather would have said.” I said to myself as
the Empire State Building came into view. I thought we would get 
along pretty well with NYC, but we only had about twenty dollars 
of our original stash. You ever heard the term ‘Money doesn’t buy 
happiness’? Next time you hear someone say that, hit them for me 
will you?

We found a huge intersection with tall buildings all around it.
“Let’s land here!” Eleanor pointed to an open rooftop. “We can get 
a good view of the city!”

“Good call!” I shouted. “Maybe we can rest here when it gets
dark!”

We circled the area and then came to a skidding halt on top of
the building. It was at least fifty stories high, maybe some banking 
company. I saw a clock down the way in Times Square; it said 
2:16. So we had some time before sunset.

Right after reading that clock, Eleanor hugged me. “We made
it! We made it to New York!” She turned and held her arms out to 
the sky, as if basking in NYC.



“Want to go out to see the city?” I asked her. She turned to 
face me.

“Yea! What else are we going to do?” Eleanor replied, 
beaming. I smiled back and set my backpack down. Those straps 
can tear into you when you’re flying over a hundred miles an hour,
but hey, we can hold onto a lot more supplies. We had enough food
for about three days. I took off the heavy pack, and hid it behind a 
large air duct.

When Eleanor finished hiding hers, we jumped off the side of
the building. The glass windows of the building shot past us as we 
descended, and at the last second we unfurled our wings and arced 
heavily upward.

We got within ten feet of the streets; a close call has never 
been so exhilarating. As we ascended our wings touched lightly. I 
pretended not to feel it, but Eleanor looked my way. I hadn’t seen 
her so happy before.

I was flying relatively close to the buildings, and Eleanor was
way higher than I was. Helicopters were flying by, we flew to the 
balcony of the Empire State Building, crossed over Central Park, 
and rested atop Times Square.

I was also scouting out in my mind possible places to hide, 
plan B’s, where to get food. I guess it just sticks with you when 
you are alone for seven months. So far, I had found about three 
different hiding places, seven places where we could get food, and 
spots to kill time.

We were walking down Seventh Avenue when I saw this too-
perfect looking guy. A tuxedo on, the earpiece, sunglasses, and the 
gun he had in his suit. He looked exactly like the man who killed 
Heather.

I pulled Eleanor into an alley way. “What is it?” She asked.
I looked around the corner. “Well, you remember that guy 

with the gun in Highland?” He was walking quickly in our 
direction.

“Yea, that guy who-“



“There’s another one here now.” I interrupted her. I turned 
the corner again. Among the crowd constantly streaming past us, I 
could make out the guy with the earpiece. He was about one street 
away from us, with his hand already on his gun.

I turned to face Eleanor. “You need to leave, now.” I said 
urgently.

“But, why?” Her dark eyes questioned me.
“Just meet me back at our spot.” I told her. I peeked around 

the corner. There were three of them now.
“Gotcha.” A rush of feathers, and then she was gone. I 

quickly joined the crowds and began walking in the opposite way 
of the agents.

Instead of ducking into another alley-way and going airborne,
I continued to walk down the street. They were ten feet away now. 
The light in front of me, the street crossing light said not to walk. I 
just ran. A few cars almost hit me.

I heard screaming and gunshots ring in the air. Bullets cried 
past my ears, missing me by inches.

Then a blow of pain in my left wing and shoulder. I was 
knocked down, but across the street already. My entire body 
screamed as I struggled to get up. Blood started to pool around me.

I fought through the pain and was on my feet again. More 
gunshots. Everybody had ducked or retreated to the alleys to clear 
me a path. They were following me though. But through the pain I 
carried on.

Me and Eleanor’s hideout was at least eight city blocks away.
There was no way I would get there with these goons chasing me. I
pressed my right hand to my clotted wing and kept running. I could
try and fly there.

I ran into a nearby building and took the elevator up. I let my 
wings open inside and realized the blood was getting into my 
hoodie. I’m gonna get them for that. The elevator counted to the 
top floor. The doors slid open and I started running. I heard another
elevator’s door open behind me; More gunfire. I ran to the edge 
and jumped.



I started flapping erratically, hoping they would catch the 
wind. They finally did, and I roared in pain. I don’t know if I’d be 
able to make it.

I had already gone about one block, but I needed more than 
that. Every time I came to a rooftop, I would land, run, jump, and 
fly again. But it hurt every time I took off.

I was still three blocks away when I saw Eleanor hovering 
over our building. I began to get light-headed, my muscles in my 
body started to ache, and more pain exploded in my wing every 
time I flapped.

I got within one block, when I spiraled downward. I lost 
consciousness.

“Abaddon?” I heard Eleanor’s voice. “Abaddon! Get up! 
Abaddon!” I opened my eyes a slit. All I could see was Eleanor 
bent over my chest, trying to see into my eyes. She started to cry.

I groaned loudly. She looked to me. I slowly opened my eyes.
I took in the night, the cold, and Eleanor’s face. She looked 
horrible.

I tried to sit up, but my wing hurt like nothing you can ever 
imagine. I laid back down. My wings were stretched out on the 
concrete. “You heal really fast.” Eleanor said, still wiping tears 
from her eyes. She lifted my wing so I could see it. There was no 
bullet hole there, just the sensation. My shoulder felt better too.

I gradually lifted myself up. There were feathers everywhere,
and they were all tinged with red. My hoodie had nothing but the 
bloodstains, and a hole in the shoulder part.

“What time is it?” I asked.
“It’s midnight.” She answered. She got her pack and took a 

Crunch bar out of it.
“Oh, my, God, you read my mind.” I giggled. She broke it in 

half and gave a piece to me. I graciously took a bite.
I got my own pack and rummaged around in the contents. I 

pulled out a shirt I had picked up in Colorado. It had some manga 
artist on the front I didn’t recognize. I pulled off my hoodie and 



slipped the shirt on. “You look good in white.” Eleanor 
commented.

“Yea. At least until we meet those guys again.” I said.
“These agents, do you think they’re from the labs?” Eleanor 

questioned.
“Oh, without a doubt.” I replied. “They knew where we are, 

and they already got Heather.” I shuddered at the memory. “I'm 
pretty sure they followed us across America.”

“And they almost killed you.” Eleanor empathized. “They 
definitely don’t want us alive.”

“They’re hunting us.” I realized. “You think there are more of
us?”

“Maybe, but I thought we were the last two alive. Me and 
Heather didn’t see another avian-hybrid until we met you. We 
might not see another one for years.”

“But New York is a big city.” I insisted. “It’s possible there’s 
at least one more in this city.”

“I'm going to sleep on it.” Eleanor yawned. She took out a 
folded blanket from her pack, and laid it out. She set her pack at 
the head so she could use it as a pillow.

I did the same, suddenly feeling tired. Soon Eleanor was 
asleep, but she shivered, I let my wings out and used them as a 
blanket as I once did a week ago. Now I was warm, and I fell fast 
asleep.

I awoke to a sun low in the horizon. Eleanor was still asleep, 
and was now hanging on to my wing. I carefully pulled my wing 
out of her hands, and stretched them out.

I found my pack and rummaged around in it. I got what I 
wanted; a delicious Twinkie. That was my breakfast for the day. I 
crammed the wrapper back inside my pack and wiped the crumbs 
off my shirt.

I walked to the side of our building and jumped. I let my 
wings take the air and I ascended. I went up about a hundred feet 
and gazed upon the city.



It was beautiful. The Atlantic out in the distance, and the 
Statue of Liberty staring into the horizon. I flew around a bit more,
exploring the city.

I saw more of those agents that were after us. They seemed to
be on every corner of the city. It would defiantly put a damper on 
what me and Eleanor decided to do around here. I soared upwards 
to an incomplete building.

No construction workers anywhere, so it must have been 
abandoned. There was a single crane jutting out of the center of it, 
hovering over an unfinished tier. It was at least thirty stories tall, 
and the crane went far above a hundred.

For my enjoyment, I flew to the top of the crane. I landed at 
the very top; barely balanced on the thin beam. I walked to the 
very edge and got a very rare view. I could see the entire city, from 
central park to the Manhattan Bridge.

For a moment I stood there, and in the next moment I was 
hurtling towards the building at over two hundred miles an hour. I 
angled my wings upward to turn myself into a heavy arc. I came up
just mere feet above the imperfect tier.

As I flew upward, I thought of how perfect a place this would
be to call our new spot. I soared right back to our current spot to 
tell Eleanor about it. Everything became a blur, and I promptly 
found myself right over our spot.

Eleanor was still asleep, but she had unfurled her wings to 
keep herself warm. I gently poked her shoulder, which was visible.
She lowered her wings and smiled up at me. “Hey,” I said quietly. 
“I found something I want to show you.” She sat up and yawned. I 
rolled up my blanket and shoved it into my pack. I strapped it on, 
and when Eleanor had hers, I took to the sky.

I turned around to make sure she was following me, and then 
headed straight to the deserted building. I landed on the derelict top
floor. A huge hole in the side of it made it possible to get inside. I 
flew in feet-first, tucking in my wings so they wouldn’t connect 
with the ceiling. Eleanor wasn’t that risky, and gingerly hovered 



inside. I set my pack down and rolled out my blanket. The ground 
was already carpeted, and for that I was thankful.

I nudged my head out the window, and saw many, many 
more agents begin to surround our general area.

I already had enough of these guys. We had to fight back.



ACT III
June 13, 2010 –
New York, New York City
0942 Hours

“Eleanor.” I called.
She turned around. “What’s up?”
“What do you think of all these agents?” I gestured outside.
She peeked out of the hole. “Jeez, there are a lot of them.”
“We need to fight back.” I said, thinking of the idea more.
“What?” She questioned.
“Ever since they’ve shown up, they’ve done nothing but beat 

us. It’s time to return fire.” I replied.  
“So what, just fight them?” She suggested.
“No, avoid when we can, but fight when we must.”
“Should we get weapons or something?”
“We should try.” I encouraged.
“Okay.” She agreed.
I turned to check out my wings, my wound just a distant 

memory. “I like your wings.” Eleanor said, and I spun around. 
“They look good on you.”

She held up her own, which were black with a purple tinge to
them. Mine were pure white with brown streaks. “I like yours too.”
I complimented. “They match your eyes and your style.”

I could feel my cheeks heating up. I looked away out of self-
consciousness, but Eleanor put her hand on my shoulder and 
turned me around. She put her other hand on my other shoulder, 
and leaned in. I leaned in as well, and we kissed.

It was the most intense thing I had ever experienced. It lasted 
only a few seconds, and it was electrifying. The few moments after
we separated were awkward, as neither of us had ever experienced 
this before.

Afterward, I tried not to linger very close to Eleanor for the 
rest of the day. I had felt deep inside of me that that kiss was a 



definite leap of faith. I attempted not to test our bond so much in 
one day. So, as you can imagine, few words were shared between 
us for the rest of the day.

That night when I went to sleep, I could feel her hand 
reaching over my body and her pulling herself closer. I thought 
that, because we were now on our own and fearful in this world, 
we might as well make the best of it.

I woke up later that night to a strange sound in our building. 
Eleanor’s arm was still draped around me, so I tried not to be too 
disturbed the first time. So I aimed not to get up so quickly to 
something that could be a normal occurrence, and closed my eyes 
again.

But then, I heard it louder and Eleanor stirred this time. So I 
gently pushed her arm off of me, and went to inspect. I found a 
long hallway, completely pitch, and very long. I slinked down the 
hallway, careful not to make a sound.

I heard it again, a pounding on one of the doors. And it was 
right beside me. I spun to the left, the origination of the sound. I 
immediately kicked the door open to find nothing. I investigated 
the small space, and then turned to go out the door.

Suddenly, I was taken from the hand by my throat, and lifted 
to the ceiling. I struggled and kicked to free myself from my 
attacker but he wouldn’t let go.

Finally, just as I was getting tunnel vision, I brought my foot 
up to land a good kick in on his head. He finally released me, and I
got one, really good roundhouse kick on him that brought him to 
his knees. Then, the clacking of metal on metal, and the flash of a 
knife in the dark.

I swish of a knife through the air took an inch off of my hair. 
I dodged, and in a split second, I had knocked the knife out of his 
hand. He tried to punch my nose, but I evaded the blow, and drove 
my fist deep in his face.

A surprised cry of pain, and his limp form crumpled to the 
ground. I picked the knife up off the ground, and stood over him, 



poised to strike. I thrust it into his shoulder, and he expired right in 
front of me.

For a moment, I was shocked at myself for having done such 
a crime, but these agents truly deserved it. I was tired of running 
and living a life of fear. It was time to fight back.

Blood all over my clothes and the butterfly knife still in my 
hand, I trudged over to our makeshift bed where Eleanor was still 
sound asleep. The events from the previous day flashed through 
my mind and I tossed the knife next to my pack. I laid down next 
to Eleanor and willed myself to go to sleep.

The next day, she saw the bloody knife lying by my pack. 
When she asked me why it was there, I explained what had 
happened last night.

“We need to fight back.” I ended. “Unless we get enough 
willpower to defend ourselves, this is going to happen again, but 
this time I’m going to be on the other end of that knife.”

I walked out into the hallway and motioned for Eleanor to 
follow me. I walked through the door to the room of the fight. I 
started to search his body, and by the end of it I had gotten over a 
hundred bucks, some sunglasses, a cool tie, a driver’s license, an 
ATM card, a gun, seven bullets, a business card with an address to 
a place called Hakasho Technologies, and the earpiece he was 
wearing which was probably corresponding to Hakasho 
Technologies.

I handed the earpiece to Eleanor, who put it on and started to 
listen to the radio chatter. I looked her in the eye. “Should we keep 
the gun?” I asked. “We could definitely use it, but we only have 
seven bullets.”

She said, “We should, but for emergencies only.” She turned 
back to the radio chatter. We walked back to our blankets and I 
shoved the ATM card, driver’s license, and the tie inside my pack. I
put the gun in the front pocket of my pack and put the butterfly 
knife and money in my pocket. I examined the address once more 



for Hakasho, and then put the card in my back pocket. I handed the
sunglasses to Eleanor, who looked good with them on.

I started to practice with the butterfly knife, figuring out the 
exact way to flip it and catch it. I injured myself a few times, but 
after a while I got the hang of it.

“You should hear this.” Eleanor’s voice got my attention.
“What is it?” I asked.

“I think this is the frequency for the lab.” She said, and 
handed me the earpiece. I carefully put it to my ear. All I could 
hear was the random chatter of scientists talking about results for 
this hybrid, that experiment, and so on. I gave it back to her.

“You should keep that plugged in. It could give us valuable 
information.” I told her. “Perhaps even the location of the labs.”

“What about this Hakasho Technologies?” Eleanor asked.
“I think they could be a branch of the labs, or even the labs 

entirely. Either way, I think we should check it out.” I responded. 
“We could even find our actual parents.” We both were quiet for a 
moment.

“Even if we did find our real parents, do you think they’d 
take us? I mean, with the wings and all?” Eleanor inquired.

“I don’t know, it sounds like a long shot, but we should try to 
find them. If they don’t take us, then at least we know we actually 
have genuine parents.” I said, longing to who my mother and 
father were.

Eleanor nodded, and then put the earpiece back in. She got a 
stunned look on her face. She quickly placed the earpiece in my 
hand, and I put it on. I was alarmed at what I heard.

“Has Subject Seven been retired yet?” A voice said.
“No, but he will be soon.” A second voice, accented, 

acknowledged the other.
“What about the other two here?” The first voice asked.
“We almost had them, but I fear that they terminated the 

agent we sent to assassinate them.”



“So what are you going to do about it?” The first voice 
demanded.

“We are going to try again, but this time we’ll send a 
squadron of agents in instead of one assassin.”

The voice on the other end sighed. “I will put my trust into 
you once more, but do not fail.”

“I will not, and send my regards to the head of Hakasho.”
“I shall see to it personally, transmission over.” And the radio

conversation was over. I handed the piece back to Eleanor, who 
searched for more discussions.

Another hybrid, I thought to myself. Here in New York City. 
I was sure that only Eleanor and I were the last, but it seems that 
there was at least one more out there. If we could find that other 
experiment, then we could save him.

I decided not to search for him right away. They would find 
us if we went out into public like that again. Especially if we were 
near this “Subject Seven”. We should find him soon though; he 
could help us as much as we could help him.

I shuffled through my pack. If they were looking for me, then
they must’ve had a description about me. I put on some new 
clothes. I pulled out the butterfly knife and practiced some more 
with the folding and unfolding.

I looked over to Eleanor, who looked super epic with the gear
on. If we recovered more bullets, I would give the gun to her. It 
would complete the look, and she could easily conceal it.

Then I noticed something; she appeared transparent. Like I 
was looking through a foggy glass. Then, right before me, she 
slowly disappeared. All I could see was a dark mist where she was 
standing. Her form shimmered, and she became visible again. 
“What are you staring at me for?” She demanded, taking her 
sunglasses off.

“You just like, disappeared!” I shouted, excited.
“How?” She raised an eyebrow.
“Just stand still, like you just were.” I said, still reeling.



She shrugged, and stood still as a statue. Again, she seemed 
to fade into a dark mist. “Now move.” I said. Nothing happened.

A tap on my shoulder made me jump about three feet. I 
twisted around, and saw Eleanor on the floor laughing. “Never,” I 
started. “, Do that again.” She laughed even more.

“Hey,” I kicked her softly. “Come on, get up. We should go 
look for Subject Seven.” The laughing eventually subsided. She 
put her sunglasses back on, and plugged the earpiece in.

“Where did they say he was?” She asked.
“They didn’t.” I replied, then jumped out of the hole in the 

wall.

Minutes later, we were doing an aerial sweep of Central Park.
Nothing yet, just hapless people aimlessly wandering about the 
park. Children with families, teens on dates. I glanced at Eleanor.

Then, I saw a lone boy resting in at tree. That would be 
somewhere I would pick to hide in. It was a clever idea, as I didn’t 
see him until he climbed a bit higher. “I see him!” I hollered over 
the wind. “He’s in that tree over there!”

“Gotcha! I’ll take point!” Eleanor called, and coasted in front
of me.

He must have saw us coming, because he dropped right out 
of the tree and started running. Why was he running? It’s not like 
we were going to kill him or anything, but it made me think.

We landed and took off right after him. Subject Seven is a 
quick little sucker, that’s for sure. We chased him out of the park 
and into a market area. He went into a Chinese food place and I 
made a split second decision.

I dove through a window and tackled him to the floor. I sat 
on top of him and shouted, “What are you running for?!” He kept 
his mouth shut, a smart move. I got up and held out my hand. He 
reluctantly took it and hoisted himself up.

My own heart was racing as I said, “You need to come with 
us.” His panicked eyes were quickly scanning me.

“No.” That one word seemed out of breath and hoarse.



“You may not realize it now, but you need us more than we 
need you. Now come on, I want to show you something.” I 
ushered.

“How do I know you’re not going to kill me?” He shoved 
me. Subject Seven was ready to die.

“Because I would have already killed you with my knife.” 
His eyes widened. I gripped him by the arm and pulled him back 
out to the park.

“Hey, could you let me go?” He asked a few minutes later.
“Fine.” I said, and loosened my grip on him. I didn’t trust 

him quite yet. He was way too skittish, I guess if you’re alone in 
New York City knowing that there are people trying to kill you 
then you would be too. I looked over at Eleanor, who was dealing 
with a lot of radio chatter because of what we did.

“Jack.” Subject Seven said.
“What?” I asked very chill and composed.
“My name is Jack.” He repeated.
As much as I wanted him to talk to us, he sounded afraid and 

alone when he talked. It was almost painful recalling the same 
feeling I had not even two weeks ago. “I like that name. Did you 
give it to yourself?” I asked conversationally.

“No.” He said to my surprise. “It was given to me by my 
mother.”

“Oh? So you knew your parents?” I pushed.
“Of course.” He reacted. “Why? You didn’t?”
I paused, let out a sigh and said, “No, I didn’t.” He sent me a 

look of empathy and went quiet.
“Hey!” I heard Eleanor in front of me. “We’re here!” She 

pointed up to the crane. We ducked into an alley so we could take 
off, and then we showed Jack our modest home. He went ahead 
and set his stuff down next to mine. I could see the expression on 
his face when he noticed the handgun’s outline in my pack.

I pulled out my knife and started twirling my knife around; 
practicing more. Jack glanced nervously at the blade in my hand, 



then turned his gaze up to the crane. “Beautiful isn’t it?” He 
commented.

I took it as a rhetorical question and agreed silently.
I thought about what Jack had said. He had known his 

parents, and he thought it was strange I hadn’t. Why was he out 
here braving the streets of New York then? He could be in his 
home right now, doing what I wish I could.

I folded my knife up and planted it in my pocket. “Jack, you 
said you knew your parents?” I turned to face him. It was a long 
shot, but I needed as much info as I could get. This guy was edgy.

At first his eyes met mine, and I could almost see the scarred 
memories reflected in his eyes. “They… didn’t want me.” His 
voice was low. “I had escaped the lab a week after they took me.” 
He explained. “When my parents saw what they had done to me, 
they didn’t want me anymore. So I ran away.”

“To New York?” I asked, inquired.
“Yea. I had heard about New York City in movies, and I 

always thought that it was a nice place with plenty of 
opportunities.” The same reason I had.

“How long have you been here?” I asked.
“About a week, but I really don’t know. I could have been out

here for months and missed it.”
I turned away, taking in his story. Jack must have wanted to 

go back. We needed to find the lab in New York. And we had the 
information to find it.



ACT IV
June 17, 2010
New York, New York City  
0827 Hours

“Abaddon.” Eleanor called me. “I think you should see this.” 
She was standing near a window.
“What is it?” I asked as I approached the opening.
“Just look.” She moved so I could see.
I looked to the early morning traffic on the New York Streets.

It wasn’t much different from any other day in New York, so I 
turned back to Eleanor. “What’s going on?” I asked.

She pulled the fake business card out of her back pocket and 
handed it to me. “I looked around for the address to the NYC lab 
while you were asleep, and it turns out that it’s only about three 
blocks away from the building we first made camp on.” I stared 
into the distance at our first camp. “When should we go?” 
Eleanor’s voice became non-nonchalant and calmed.

“Not yet, we should see what Jack thinks. He might not like 
the idea of risking himself.” I suggested.

“Fine, but hurry up!” She started packing supplies.

I started down the hallway, poking my head in every room. I 
finally found him next to the room where the agent still lay dead. I 
found him was staring out a window. “Jack.” My sudden voice 
made him flinch. He twirled around.

“What is it?” His tone was half panicked.
I took a small step back, and then said, “We are going to the 

labs in this city. I needed to ask you if you wanted to come with 
us.”

“Well of course I’d like to go with you guys!” Jack said 
without hesitation. “I want to get back to my family so much you 
wouldn’t even know.” He stopped himself. “Yes I would like to 
go.” He finished simply.



“Okay, come with me.” I turned out the door, and he 
followed. Eleanor was loading the gun as we got to our core room.

God, I reminded myself how beautiful she was. Her long, 
dark, hair partially in her eyes, the handgun now teetering out of 
her back pocket, and her wings extended so that they touched the 
walls of the room. “Hey,” She said. “So Jack, you’re coming with 
us?”

“Yea.” He said, seemingly captivated by her beauty as well.
“So.” I said before it was silent for too long. “Do we have 

any spare weapons for Jack?”
“I found a crowbar.” He said before Eleanor answered the 

question. “I hid it by my stuff.” He clarified. We all looked to his 
little area, which consisted of an extra sleeping bag and the 
pointlessly hidden crowbar.

“It won’t be too heavy?” I asked.
“Yea, it’ll be fine.” He retorted. He walked over to his 

stashed weapon to retrieve it.
“So,” I looked back at Eleanor. “Where exactly is this 

place?”
“I couldn’t exactly tell you, I would have to show you.” She 

said softly.
Jack walked behind us. “Are we ready?”
“Yep.” Eleanor answered. She strapped her pack on as I did 

the same. I made sure I had my butterfly knife, and confirmed 
Eleanor had the handgun.

Eleanor was the first to jump. Jack followed her, and I 
jumped out behind him. The place we were looking for was about 
fifteen city blocks away. This meant a bit of time for me to catch 
up with Eleanor. I flew in front of Jack and placed myself next to 
her.

I wasn’t too good with words, so I didn’t speak first. A few 
moments later, I heard, “Abaddon.”

I glanced at Eleanor. “Yea?”
“I was just thinking, and I thought that this might be the last 

time we ever see each other. If we do find our parents, then we 



would go off on our own.” I knew what she was getting at, but hid 
the anticipation. “And, I was just wondering if maybe… we should
kiss one last time.”

My heartbeats became erratic. “I-If you want to.” I stuttered.
We began soaring upwards, hands held together. Our wings 

were perfectly synched, and there was nothing but the clouds, the 
wind, and us.

* * *

Our lips locked, and we plummeted to the earth. Arms 
wrapped around one another. Everything became a blur. I could 
only hear the distortion of the passing wind. Then the clouds 
broke, and I saw the city. Our lives intertwined for the last time, 
and suspended above millions of others. A pulsing sensation 
ratcheted throughout my body, and we broke apart.

We floated away from each other, and I saw his dark eyes 
twinkle in the sunlight. I caught my handgun before it slipped out 
of my back pocket. I tightened my pack, and put the handgun in its 
proper holster. I brushed my hair out of my eyes.

I thought about what Jack was thinking. He probably just 
didn’t want to say anything. I don’t know if he had known any 
other hybrids, but whatever we needed to find would be in this 
building.

“Hey guys!” I shouted. “I see the first building!” I pointed to 
our first camp in mid-air. I led the way to our first encampment.

We all landed in rapid succession. I had to skid to a halt, but 
the guys didn’t have a problem. Abaddon looked through his pack 
and got out a snack. He tossed a Twinkie to Jack, and handed me a 
Starbucks Mocha Frappichino. I popped the top, took a few sips, 
and then walked to the edge of the building. Abaddon appeared by 
my side, and I could feel his hand slipping into mine.

It felt like the whole weight of the world was on our 
shoulders. And then, it was just us three, alone, terrified, and trying
to survive. I let go of Abaddon’s hand, and pointed out where the 



labs were. He gave me a reassuring look and then went to talk to 
Jack. I heard their hushed whispers as I took another sip of my 
Starbucks.

I could feel myself slowly fading, my mutation waking up 
again. Soon, I was gone. Abaddon knew what happened and 
proceeded to tell Jack. I appeared out of nowhere, and threw the 
now-empty bottle at the ground.

I looked back to the guys, and said, “It’s time.” Abaddon 
helped Jack up to his feet, and started running for me. But I was 
already in the air, the wind beneath my wings.

We were now hovering over the building, and we dropped 
into an alley way. Our wings carefully hidden, we entered a side 
door that was left unlocked. The lights were off, and no one was 
inside. It must have been a Sunday or a holiday, but I accepted the 
fact that there was nothing to stop us.

I immediately found a staircase that led down into a 
basement. I slid the handgun out of its holster and readied it. The 
guys followed me as they checked doors and rooms to make sure 
we didn’t miss anything. It got darker as we got deeper into the 
compound, so I pulled a flashlight out of my pack. I held it under 
my handgun, and we eventually found a long hallway.

No doors, no desks, nothing, just a lengthy hall. Then, at the 
very end, there was a single door, and light seemed to bleed out 
from under it.

I stopped before I opened it. Someone could be in there. That 
someone could have a weapon.

I took a step back, braced myself, and kicked the door off its 
hinges. It only took a second and a half to check and make sure no 
one was there. I turned my flashlight off and looked around.

There was a computer, some desks, file cabinets everywhere, 
and a weapon rack. I made an executive decision, “Guys, go grab 
something.” They graciously picked out what they wanted.



I decided to begin checking some desks, but found only 
random office stuff. We started checking the file cabinets as alarms
started blaring. “UNATHORIZED BREACH IN SECTOR 115!” 
An automated voice began saying over the alarms.

We didn’t have much time. “Jack!” I yelled. “What did they 
call you when you were at the labs?!”

“I think they said something about me being Subject Seven!” 
He answered, and then began loading his shotgun.

I ran over to the file cabinets marked S-U. I shot the lock 
with my gun, and frantically searched the contents. Then I spotted 
them, Subject four, five, six, and seven. It pulled them out and 
opened the first one. This one was Heather’s, I recognized the 
picture from when we were still friends. The next one was mine, 
the picture taken when we first were at the labs. The one marked 
six was Abaddon’s, and I gave it to him. And number seven was 
Jack’s.

I stuck number four and five in my pack, and the guys looked
over theirs. Suddenly, over the alarms, I heard Jack say, “I had a 
sister?” I walked over to him and looked at his file. The picture of 
his sister was of Subject Four, Heather.

“Abaddon.” I started. “His sister was Heather.”
Jack looked up at me, startled. “You knew my sister?”
“Yes, we were best friends for eight years.”
“What do you mean ‘were’?” He asked.
I didn’t want to talk about it, so I let Abaddon answer. “Jack, 

before I met up with Eleanor and your sister, I was much like you. 
Surviving. And one day at a farmer’s market, I saw them. I 
approached them because they were like me. The next few days, 
we stuck together, and then the lab got a hold of your sister again.”
He implied what we both knew. Heather was dead.

I looked back at Jack, he didn’t know what to say. His 
expression became unreadable, and he shut himself down. The 
sister he never knew died protecting Abaddon.



It was quiet except for the alarms. Then Jack began smashing
desks, shooting everything he saw, and obliterating everything. 
Abaddon protectively tackled me to the ground. I looked up just in 
time to see the air above us become riddled with bullets.

Abaddon drew his knife and got up to confront him. “What 
are you doing?” He grabbed Jack by his shirt and shook him hard. 
Jack retaliated, and Abaddon ended up on the floor with a broken 
nose. Abaddon crawled away as Jack tossed the shotgun away and 
picked up his crowbar.

Then from down the hall, I heard shouting, radios, and 
machine guns being loaded. Smoke bellowed out of the computers,
the lights, and everything else Jack had shot.

A knife from the dark narrowly missed me as it shot past my 
eyes. It became embedded in Jack’s shoulder, and blood gushed 
from the wound. He pulled the knife out, and dropped his crowbar. 
He walked to where Abaddon lay, trying to stem the blood flow 
from his face. “This is your fault!” Jack bellowed. I holstered my 
handgun and reached for the crowbar. I slipped my fingers around 
it and got to my feet.

I was too late. A cry of pain, and then nothing. Jack ran past 
me and into the hallway, the knife gone from his grasp. As he 
turned the corner to the hallway, I heard a hail of gunfire and a 
surprised cry. I ran to Abaddon’s body. He was barely alive, the 
knife jutting from his heart. “You need to go. Get out of here.” His 
voice was weak. I stood right next to him, my back to the wall. I 
faded away just as the lab’s security came running in. A fire had 
started as an exposed circuit caught.

The security put on their gas masks and proceeded to check 
the damage. Abaddon’s breathing got slower, but they already saw 
him. One of them bent over him, and pulled the knife out of his 
chest. Abaddon’s breath completely stopped, and I cupped a hand 
to my mouth.



Abaddon was dead. The security left, and I showed myself 
again. I crossed his arms on his chest and stood up. I emptied the 
contents of his pack, which included his file, into my own. It got 
two times heavier. I picked up Jack’s file as well because I needed 
his background. I got some ammunition for my handgun and 
stumbled out of there.

Every time I inhaled my lungs would become full of smoke, 
causing me to cough. I raised my flashlight. Oh God, I couldn’t 
remember the way. I eventually found some stairs, but by that time 
I was almost edging my way to the exit. I burst out of the side door
and leaned over. I started coughing up blood. Too much.

I wiped my mouth on my sleeve and unfurled my wings. 
They needed the stretch. I beat them as hard as I could and finally 
got lift-off. I landed at our first encampment and began to cry.

Abaddon and Heather were dead, the only two people I 
would ever meet who were just like me. Jack betrayed us, and 
because of that I was now alone in this world. For the first time 
ever... I was truly alone.



PART

2

Rebellion



Act V
June 24, 2010
Highland, California
1954 Hours

I felt completely depleted of energy as I barely made a 
clumsy landing on top of a tall apartment roof. I instantly buckled 
to my knees, putting my hands out to stop myself. I stood up, and 
slid the backpack off of my shoulders. I examined the surrounding 
area. There was a school to the immediate left of the apartment 
block, and the rest was residential.

My wings were so tired, they virtually wept with soreness. I 
rubbed my back as I walked to the edge of the building. I noticed 
something.

Something that wasn't quite right. No one other than black-
suited men were walking the streets. I quickly backed away from 
the edge. There were too many of them for me to handle. I quickly 
reached to my hip to make sure my handgun was still there. A sigh 
of relief as my fingers brushed against cold metal. I turned around 
and picked up my backpack. I quickly slung it over my shoulder as
I ran down the fire escape.

Not caring whether my wings were showing or not, I sprinted
down the alleyways. Then, as I was running, I spotted a door up 
ahead. It was made of steel, and had re-bars replacing it's window. 
I burst through the door and looked around. It looked like a 
safehouse of some sort. A shotgun was hiding behind a couch, 
sleeping bags were sprawled out on the floor, and tagging adorned 
the walls. As I was looking around, I had the sense to close and 
lock the door. By this point, there was only one question I wanted 
an answer for. What happened to highland?

The tagging on the walls told me everything I needed to 
know.

Rally on Tuesday, 9:00p.m....
Johnathan, Meet me at Sterling on Friday...
Deal goin' down at 7 o'clock...



There was stuff like this, Then there were things that sounded
just insane.

They're coming for me...
Strike out at Hakasho!
Arm yourselves. Riot tonight.
And then on one wall, was a giant red spray-painted R, with a

disturbing sentence underneath.
They will save us, they must save us. We must go to the 

mountain base and free them from their prison! The winged ones 
are our salvation!

Immediately, I thought of Heather. I still didn't see her die 
with my own eyes. I wiped a single tear from my cheek and gently 
pushed the thought away.

As I read and reread the sentence over and over, only more 
questions came to my mind. What was the mountain base? Where 
was it? What were they holding there? Who operates it? And why 
is Highland in shambles?

I scavenged for ammo, food, and medical equipment. I found 
some fresh clothing, a bit of handgun ammo, and a roll of gauze. I 
cleaned out my backpack, tossing old clothes and other stuff, and 
replaced it with the new stuff. I reloaded my handgun, and kept the
spare ammunition in my pocket.

I unlocked the door, and cautiously made my way to a main 
road. I strolled down the sidewalk, gun at the ready. The clouds 
that lazily floated above were now thundering and flashing with 
lightning. Small drops of rain were pelting the streets of Highland. 
The entire city, everywhere I looked, was slightly desolate. There 
was an occasional car, but the city was... emptier than usual. 
Rarely, an average, non-threatening, person would come out of a 
store, or pass me on the sidewalk.

A homeless man was standing on the side of an intersection, 
holding a cardboard sign that said: they are among us. I tucked in 
my wings and approached the man. “Hey,” I tapped on his 
shoulder. He twitched, and turned around. “What's that sign 
supposed to mean?” He never said a word. He just gave me a 



puzzled look. His eyes then widened. He threw the cardboard sign 
at me and then ran away, screaming.

People on the street stopped and looked. The agents that 
could see me stared. I felt instantly stalked. I came to a stand-still. 
The agents I could see were listening to their Bluetooth headsets.

Any moment they were going to start shooting. My heart 
grew louder and louder until I could hear the pulsing in my ears. 
My eyes searched for a way out, but I was surrounded. And I could
hear sirens in the distance. I clenched my teeth and reached for my 
gun. The tension was electrifying.

The thing is, I didn't fire the first shot. Neither did any of the 
agents. But I heard gunshots. I drew my gun and fired an entire 
magazine. I dove behind a bush for cover. Turning around, I could 
see a small crowd of people with assault rifles and machine guns. 
A young boy, about 13, with an M16 crouched behind the bush 
with me.

I let the empty magazine go and slid a full one into my 
handgun. The boy stood up and fired in short bursts. Then he came 
back into cover. The mob of people were forcefully disposing of 
the enemy. I did my part as well.

“Hey!” The boy shouted over the battle. “My name's Bryan.” 
He reached his hand out. I took it and shook.

I yelled, “My name's...”
“Eleanor! I know!” He interrupted.
Police cars roared into the streets. Their sirens sending out a 

piercing wail. “Pull back!” Someone from the mob cried.
Having nowhere else to go, I made the split-second decision 

to join them. They welcomed me as if I were a close friend. 
Everyone knew my name. What had happened to me. What I was.

As the drizzle evolved into a downpour, the mob and I 
headed for a safehouse. A man opened the door and we all piled 
inside. I was the last to enter, and while I did, people looked. 
People whispered. People stared. People cheered. There I was, a 
freak, a mutant. And for reasons I did not yet understand, I was 
glorified.



One by one, everyone gathered at a small closet. It had 
sleeping bags and pillows in it. Each person had their own set. By 
the time I got mine, there was still enough for about a dozen 
people.  

As everyone calmed down, I found my own little corner and 
settled into it. I rolled out my sleeping bag, set my pillow, and 
placed my backpack behind it. I sat on top of it and checked my 
gun. There was one bullet left in the clip. I took six 9mm bullets 
out of my backpack and loaded them into the clip. No use wasting 
a perfectly good magazine. I cocked the slider and it snapped back,
ready for another firefight. Flicking the safety on, I put it back in 
my hip holster.

I looked around the safehouse, I could see that this one had a 
single closet, and no walls. Just an empty building converted into a
fortified domicile. People started talking to each other, sharing 
things. They were friends.

I kept to myself, wings folded. I took out a water bottle and 
quietly sipped. At about ten o'clock, most of everyone thought it 
was a good time go to sleep.

After that, it was just me and two other people who still lay 
awake.

“Eleanor.” A single voice broke the dark silence.
I was quiet for a moment, and then answered. “Yea?”
“Do you really have wings?” It was the boy from before.
“Yes.” I replied. “How do you know about me?”
“Everyone does.” He said.
“How does everyone know?”
“The news, I guess. We all learned about what happened here

last month. Something leaked, and someone told me that a major 
lab had been found nearby. Less than fifty miles away.”

That final sentence gave me hope. A chance to get revenge. 
Then, for the first time in a week, I finally got some sleep.



Act VI
June 25, 2010
Highland, California
0914 Hours

The next morning, I woke up to the sound of rain. I rubbed 
my eyes, and sat up. Everyone was busy assembling Molotov 
Cocktails, getting ramshackle weaponry made with duct tape, and 
polishing their already gleaming guns.

I joined in the party. Looking around the safe-house, I found 
3 spare glass bottles. I dug through my backpack and picked out 
the shirt I never wore. I ripped it up into three, uneven strips.

“Hey,” I called out as I was doing that. “Anyone got a 
lighter?”

“Yea.” A man across the room answered. He reached into the 
pocket of his torn pants and pulled out a gold-plated lighter. He 
tossed it to me and I caught it in my left hand.

“Thanks.” I stuck it in my jacket pocket.
A gas can stood upright in the center of a circle of five people

who were doing as I was. I commandeered it and filled all three of 
the bottles halfway. I stuck the ragged strips of fabric into each of 
the three bottles. Three Molotov Cocktails. I was all set.

Then I saw some guys that were making patchwork swords. 
That looked like I could busy myself, so I grabbed my own spare 
parts and began assembling my own. But, partway through, I got 
bored and observed some swords that were either already made or 
stolen.

I tossed the sword I had been working on into the scrap pile, 
and walked over to the table that had the blades. The only one that 
caught my attention had a perfect yellow-black pattern on the hilt. 
It had to be stolen. No one here would be able to fashion 
something like that.

I lifted it off the table to inspect it. It had a sheath covering 
the blade. I slowly pulled it off and it was revealed that it had been 
used before. Dried blood stained the blade and the tip.



“That,” Said a man with a gruff voice. “Was once an 
assassin's.”

“Really?” I said in disbelief.
“Yep. Right before I killed him!” He pulled down the sleeve 

of his jacket and showed me a scar on his left arm. “The name's 
Jason. Ex-Navy. Team 7.”

“I'm Eleanor. Ex-human.” I shrugged.
“I know.” Jason was wearing torn jeans, a black shirt, and a 

black hoodie. In his hands, he carried a Spaz-12 shotgun, which he 
now started to load. I turned back to the sword.

I took it completely out of the sheath. No point in having 
such a long sheath, so I cleaved it in two at about three inches from
the top. I discarded the bigger half, and fixed the rest to my belt. I 
slid the sword into the sheath and practiced sliding it in and out 
until it felt natural. The blade itself was clearly visible, but I was 
fine with that. It was easier to carry.

My gun didn't need any polishing, so I just sat down on my 
sleeping bag. Everyone formed an uneven circle where they sat. It 
was like being in the living room of a house during Christmas. 
Jason sat across from me. I still took out my gun I checked the 
magazine, and started loading spare mags. I had over one-hundred 
bullets, seven in each magazine I carried. I dedicated an entire 
pocket in my backpack to them.

As I was filling the pocket, Jason noticed my handgun.
“Is that an M1911 you got there?” He pointed to my gun.
I pulled it out of its holster. “This?” He nodded. “I really 

wouldn't know.” I said. “Is it?” I handed the gun to him.
He looked it over a few times, checking the markings and 

examining the shape. After a minute, he answered my question. 
“Yep. It's a nice one too.” He showed me. “Good power, incredible
accuracy, and a decent weight.” He looked at me. “Where'd you get
this?”

I stopped for a second, thought about the hit-man that 
Abaddon had killed. “Assassin.” I replied simply.



“Ah, I see.” He handed the gun back to me. “Tricky little 
cowards huh?”

“Yea.” I agreed.
After a few seconds, Jason asked. “You want another one?”
I blinked. “Another what?”
“M1911.”
“You have one?” I asked.
“Yes. I don't have any ammo for it, though. It would do you 

more good than for me. Or bad.” He chuckled. “So you want it?”
“It would be stupid to say no.” He got up and walked to a 

corner of the room, and came back with a shining M1911 protected
in a holster. I looped the other holster to the left of my belt. I could 
take both M1911s out and fire at the same time if I wanted.

Jason walked back to his corner. I slipped a magazine into 
my new M1911. I finally asked the obvious question. “What are 
we getting geared up for?” Everyone turned to look at me at once.

“A raid.” The 13-year-old boy said.
“Where?”
“Lake Arrowhead. A lab.”
I reached into my backpack and pulled out my sunglasses. I 

put them on, and put the three Molotov Cocktails into the 
backpack. I made sure the lighter was in my breast pocket, my 
sword secured to my waist, my guns ready for firing.

Everyone finished what they were doing, I caught on that it 
was time to begin. I packed my sleeping bag into my backpack and
slung it over my shoulder. Jason led the rebels outside into the rain.
“Do we have a way out?” I called out over the rain and thunder. I 
knew I had a way out already. My wings. But I was being a team 
player.

A man in front of me cocked his head. “We don't have a way 
out, but we know where we can get them.” Them? I thought. 
“Cars.” He said. Oh, well that made sense.

“Alright! Our garage is two miles to the west!” Jason 
announced. “I expect things to be pretty calm, but, on the off 
chance that we encounter a standoff, we will meet with heavy 



resistance.” He turned to face the group. “Eleanor! Would you 
come up here, please?” Many comments were shared between the 
group as I walked to the front where Jason was. He grabbed my 
shoulder. “The lab is our mission, and thank God that Eleanor is 
here with us. She knows more than any of us that the scientists and
security forces there are the most brutal and savage forces on 
Earth!” He looked down at me, then back to the group. “She is to 
be respected, not stared at.” People continued to look at me and 
whisper to one another. He let go of me. “Is everyone prepared?”

At the same time, everybody checked their weapons. I 
adjusted my own backpack as well, and noticed that I was the only 
one with a sword. Good, more for me.

“Alright, let’s roll out!” Jason shouted. His words floated in 
my mind as we followed him out of the alley. He was obviously 
the leader of this pack.

We were already about a quarter-mile away from the 
safehouse. “So, is this it?” A voice behind me asked. “This isn't 
enough to go up against an entire private military force.” He 
sounded quite scared.

“Don't worry man, there's more rebels at the garage.” 
Another voice tried to calm him. He calmed my own fears too. I 
was thinking the same thing as the other guy.

The entire mob had their guns ready. I decided that there was 
really no need for it. I kept my weapons holstered, and my wings 
out because I wasn't ogled at anymore. Much.

We kept a calm pace, but every time we heard sirens in the 
distance, we would start running. That was the first time that I had 
found out that I had amazing stamina. I could do a full sprint and 
never get tired.

That was also when I remembered a certain, important skill I 
had. I closed my eyes and concentrated, willed myself. When I 
opened my eyes, I was no longer there. My entire body 
disappeared. My form shimmered as I walked behind the rest of 
the group. I let myself be shown, and caught up with the rest of the
group.



“There's trouble ahead.” Jason observed. I looked where he 
was, and saw a checkpoint. Police cars lined the perimeter and 
S.W.A.T. members guarded it.

“Why are there random checkpoints in Highland now?” I 
asked. I hadn't been here for almost a month, and a lot had 
changed.

“Increased security.” Jason said. “Ever since you and... uhh... 
your friends appeared on the radar, they've been here. I think they 
are looking for you.” He looked back and me. “What happened to 
the other two, anyway?”

I could feel tears peeking from under my eyes. I wiped them 
away, but before I said anything, Jason nodded. “I understand.” He
paused. “You ready to do this?” He motioned with his shotgun to 
the checkpoint.

I brushed the last tear onto the sleeve of my jacket. “Let's do 
this.”I said, confidence and anger sprayed from the three words. I 
took my M1911s out of their holsters and flicked the safety off.

Jason looked to the rest of the group. “Rebels, are you ready 
to fight?!”

Everyone then called out their own version of 'ready!'.
“It's going to be a surprise attack.” Jason notified. “Who 

wants to go?” No one answered the call.
But I did. “I'll go.” Everyone's heads turned to look at me. 

“I'm the quietest here.”
“You can't go out there! They'll recognize you!” The thirteen-

year-old boy said doubtfully.
“Not if they can't see me.” And I disappeared. Everybody at 

once gasped. This was normal for me, but apparently, no one had 
told them about our mutations. I came back into view. “It's just a 
mutation.” I said laughing a little. “And you guys thought you had 
seen it all.”

“Now I have.” Jason said. “Alright, Eleanor will be the one 
to sneak up on them. When we hear the shooting, we'll come out 
and catch 'em by surprise.”

“Sounds like a plan.” The boy said.



“Okay then, I’m off.” I said, and turned invisible.
“Oh, yea. One more thing.” Jason said. “Take out the radios 

in the cars first. That way, they can't call for help.”
“Got it.” I spread my wings and flew straight up to the 

rooftops. From here, I could see the entire set-up. Cars would stop 
at the center of a twenty-foot long path, the police would search 
the car, and then the car would roll out. I jumped from rooftop to 
rooftop, until I got right above the checkpoint.

I silently flew down to the street and tip-toed to the first 
patrol car. I opened the door slowly and carefully, and got in the 
driver's seat. The radio was sitting right in the center of the 
dashboard, so I yanked it out and tore the wires, sparks spraying. I 
got out, and closed the door until I heard it click shut. I did this 
routine until I ripped all five radios out of their sockets.

It was now time to fight. I unholstered my M1911s and 
cocked the sliders. I felt my heart pang with a mixture of fear and 
anxiousness as I sneaked to the nearest guard. Both of my M1911s 
were merely centimeters away from the agent's head when I pulled 
both triggers.

Blood spewed from his head, and he slumped to the ground. 
For a moment, the other guards were confused. They searched up 
and down, expecting a sniper. Not me. With shadows on my side, I 
started decimating the security forces. All their eyes were focused 
on the nearby rooftops, so I opened fire on all of them at once. 
Twelve bullets left my guns, and the rebels came out of cover. I 
reloaded, and holstered the M1911's.

For this fight, I’d practice with my sword. I came back into 
view at the same time my sword was being drawn. The metal 
glistened in the air as I slashed my first victim. His chest opened 
up as he fell to the floor. I drew an M1911 with my left hand and 
continued the carnage.

Bullets sprayed, swords stabbed, and enemies fell. In a few 
minutes, it was all over. “Regroup!” Jason called. All but two of us 
were still standing. I slid my sword into its sheath.

“How far away are we from the garage?” I asked.



“It's right down the street.” Jason outstretched his arm.
“Come on, let's go!” He took off down the street. One by one, we 
ran after him.

A ten foot brick wall and barbed wire surrounded the garage. 
Jason immediately found someone he knew. “What's up Alex?” He
said to an African man.

“It's all good cuz. I got 'cho cars ready fo you.” Alex 
responded with a clear ghetto accent. “De over there.” He pointed 
to a collection of five sedans. “We got dem upgraded fo ya. 
Bulletproof glass, armored shells...” Alex saw me standing behind 
Jason. “Who's this?” He sized me up, my guns, my sword, and my 
visible wings.

“Ah, yes.” Jason said. “This is Eleanor.” Alex's eyes got a bit 
bigger. “I think you know who she is already.”

“Yea, man. I know this chick.” Alex commented. “Da one 
from tha news right?” Jason nodded. “Good to have ya here.” He 
shook my hand. Alex looked to Jason. “She goin' with you?”

“Yes, she's a valuable asset. The most amazing thing I've ever
seen too. Great fighter.” Jason leaned in and whispered something 
in Alex's ear, and Alex chuckled.

“I see, man, I see. We got some boys who are gonna tag 
along with ya. I figure about five cars that can fit four each. The 
tops are opened up so you can shoot 'em up from there.”

“Nice, we hoped to take off immediately. Are your men here 
now?” Jason asked.

“Yea, man. There over here.” He looked to a group of men. 
“Eyy fellas! It's time to go!” Alex shouted. The men started 
walking towards us.

“You coming with us?” Jason asked Alex. “We could use a 
good soldier.”

“Why not, man, why not. I got nothin' else to do.” He 
giggled, and smiled.

“Go get your gun then, dude!” Alex ran to the office building 
situated at the rear of the compound. Jason then turned to me. “You
ever drive a car?” He asked with total seriousness.



“Nope.” I said honestly. “But I can learn.”
Jason patted my back. “Good. Don't be scared, though. It's 

really easy.” He then looked at the group of seventeen men. “Load 
up! Anthony, you're with me!”

As everybody got in the cars, I thought about something. 
“Hey, Jason. Why do we need the cars bulletproofed and opened 
up?”

“Same reason you've got all that equipment with you. The 
security will be on the road, and they won't be happy.” What Jason 
said conjured up images of car-to-car firefights. In my life, that 
wouldn't be out of the ordinary. “We get the black car.” He told me.

Alex came out of the office building holding an AK-47 with a
bottle belt supporting four Molotov Cocktails. “If any ya'll want 
anotha' gun, we got some in the armory.” He said when he got 
close.

I looked at Jason. “Hey, I’m going to go see what they have, 
okay.” He nodded. “I'll be right back.” I ran for the office building, 
but when I got inside I saw why Alex called it 'The Armory'. Every
wall held each type of gun. There were assault rifles, sniper rifles, 
machine guns, shotguns, and handguns of every sort. I walked to 
the wall with the assault rifles and took an M16 off the brackets. It 
was lighter than I expected, only weighing ten pounds or so. I 
checked the mag, but it was empty. I strapped it onto my back, and 
looked for another gun. The wall of shotguns caught my eye. I took
a WA1200 off its brackets. I pumped it once, but nothing came out.

On a table in the center was a pile of assorted ammo. I dug 
through it until I was satisfied with the number of spare mags I 
had. I loaded the shotgun with six shells, made sure the M16 was 
fully loaded and ready for firing. I made space in my backpack for 
all the shotgun shells and spare magazines I had collected. A few 
bottle carriers that Alex had were strewn throughout the room. I 
picked one up and strapped it across my chest. I filled the spaces 
with my Molotovs, and strapped the WA1200 to my back.

I was probably carrying upwards of fifty pounds, half my 
own weight. But I was much stronger than any human. It didn't 



bother me at all. My wings, thankfully, were able to support all this
weight and still peek out from my backpack.

I walked out of the armory, and people stared. People's  
mouths hung agape, people smiled dreamily. I was either that 
gorgeous, or I looked like the angel of death. Or both. I grinned 
and headed for the black car.

I opened the scuffed suicide doors and sat down on the 
tattered upholstery. “Wow.” Said the fourteen-year-old boy who sat
in the passenger seat. “You look amazing.” His reaction was quite 
the same as the people outside.

“Eleanor, this is Anthony.” Jason said from the backseat. 
Anthony was carrying an MP5 sub-machine gun. “He's an 
excellent hacker as well as a killer.”

“Yea, it's kind of my thing.” Anthony said with a smirk.
“Hi.” I said, and I closed the doors.
“We got a radio set up in da dashboard.” Alex said. He was 

standing up through the massive sunroof and looking down. “It's 
wired fo the other cars.”

“Got it.” I said. I was pretty sure this driving thing wasn't that
hard. Steering, brakes, gas. What more was there to it? I leaned 
back in the seat, feeling the cold metal of the guns pushing against 
my folded wings. I brought the radio transmitter to my mouth. “We
ready?” I asked over the radio with cold determination. I was ready
to do this. Each of the four other cars responded that they were 
ready to take off.

I turned the key that was all ready in the ignition a few times,
and the car roared to life. I turned the car to the right out onto the 
street. “Get on the freeway.” Anthony commanded. “It's the only 
way to get there.” I drove down the deserted streets until I saw an 
on-ramp. I sped up it at eighty miles an hour.

“Why are there no cars on the road?!” I shouted over the 
crappy suspension.

“Like I said, security locked this city down. We're lucky 
enough that you were able to get here, now keep your eyes on the 
road.” Jason said.



The first fifteen minutes were uneventful. But, ten miles 
away, agents showed up. “Here they come!” A voice informed over
the radio.

“We got these guys, just keep driving the car.” Jason said, 
then Alex, Anthony, and he stood up to face our pursuers. They 
cocked their guns, and opened fire. A pursuit car that was once to 
the left of us erupted into flames and careened off the road.

I floored the gas and my speed shot up to a hundred and ten. 
Then the other pursuit cars opened up on my car. “Get down!” 
Alex shouted. Before they could be touched, All three of them 
dropped back into the car. Bullets whizzed overhead and grazed 
the top of the car. Alex pulled a Molotov out of his bandolier, lit it 
with a lighter, and tossed it at the pursuit vehicle. I burst into 
flames on contact and caused it to explode. It rocked the car, and 
shrapnel propelled into the air.

Anthony took a hit from one of the small pieces and started 
bleeding from the leg. “I'm good!” He shouted. “Keep going!”

“As if I was going to stop.” I mumbled. Alex and Jason stood
up once more and fired upon the other pursuit cars. “Anthony! 
Take the wheel!” I shouted, and we awkwardly switched positions 
in the car. One of my guns smacked him in the arm as we passed. 
“Sorry about that.” I said, and swung my M16 into my hands. I got
up and turned around. There were three pursuit cars left in the 
game, but I feared that more would be coming soon.

I accurately took out a driver in one of them. The vehicle ran 
straight down an off-ramp. Okay, two more left. One of the 
pursuers sped up to the side of our car. As I was reloading in the 
passenger seat, an agent climbed out onto the top of their car. And 
he jumped to ours.

Mid-jump, three shots pierced the air, and three shots 
collided with his head. His dead body landed on top of our car. I 
stood up and looked at the car behind ours. The thirteen-year-old 
boy was standing up, his aim fixed where the agent's head was. A 
silent nod, and he sat back down.



I took out the pursuer's back-left tire and he spun out of 
control into a guardrail.

And then there was one. The last pursuer was about a quarter-
mile behind the last car in our caravan. I grabbed the radio 
transmitter. “I got the last car!” I shouted over the radio.

Anthony knew what I was thinking. “You sure you got 
this?!” He asked, visibly concerned.

“Yea!” I looked back. “Don't wait up!” I stood up and jumped
out of the sunroof. I spread my wings, M16 in hand, and soared 
down to the last pursuit car. The sleek, black sedan showed a 
reflection of me as I landed on top of it. The rain poured down as I 
shot the shooter, and punched the driver so hard that he got 
knocked out. Before the car crashed into the barrier, I jumped out.

I felt the fire's heat as I flew straight for my car. The radio 
was full of voices cheering.



Act VII
June 25, 2010
Lake Arrowhead, California
1324 Hours

Anthony drove us into town, which was secured, but a tad 
less deserted than Highland. People walked on the sidewalks, cars 
were on the streets, stores were open. Why Highland? Why was 
Highland more secured than Lake Arrowhead, which houses a 
major lab? Jason said it was because I had once been there, but 
there was more to it than that. He wasn't telling me something, and 
I knew it.

I sat back in the passenger seat. “So where is this place?” I 
asked. I was doubtful that they knew the exact location of the lab.

“Somewhere about a mile or so out of town. We were hoping 
you could do an aerial sweep of sorts.” Jason said.

“Okay.” I closed my eyes. “Take us to an alley.”
Anthony spoke into the transmitter. “This is the Eleanor Car, 

we are going to pull into an alley. Continue to the original location 
and await orders.”

“Positive Eleanor Car, the Josh Car will lead the way.” 
Another person spoke for the car behind us.

“Radio going silent.” Anthony said, and turned the radio off. 
“Alright, we got an apartment block here, is this okay?” He looked 
at me.

“Yea, it's fine. Just park it right here.” I urged. Anthony 
pulled the car up to the curb. I went invisible, knowing that people 
would see my guns. “I'll be right back.” I said. I climbed out the 
sunroof and jumped down to the sidewalk. “Find something for 
your leg while I’m gone.” Still invisible, I spread my wings and 
jumped into the air.

A thousand feet up, I could see the entire city. A forest 
marked its limits. As Jason said, I flew a mile outside of town and 
circled. It took me a few minutes, but I eventually saw a white 



building, small to my eye, nestled in with some trees. It looked 
oddly out of place, so I went to investigate.

Before I got close, four AA Guns opened fire on me. AA 
Guns? Were they expecting me? Two bullets hit me square in the 
chest. I ducked down into the forest, blood slowly running down 
my jacket. How did they even see me? Were they using infrared? I 
found some cover under a fallen tree, and came back into view.

Checking out the extent of the damage, I felt that it would be 
best to get back to Jason. The guns wouldn't let up, they knew I 
was there. A klaxon started to ring. Oh, God, this wasn't looking 
good.  

 I took the M16 off my back and made a run for it. Another 
bullet caught me in the back. I stumbled and fell onto the exposed 
root of an old tree. I landed face first. A thump was all I heard, and 
then ringing.

I could see that security had found me. They didn't appreciate
the mediocre fight I tried to put up.

Now, not only was I suffering from two bullet wounds and a 
broken face, I was captured. I was back in their hands. As I looked 
up, a lone guard stepped out of the crowd. He leaned down, curled 
his fist back and launched it into my stomach. Then he hauled me 
up over his shoulder, and carried me away.



PART

3

The Labs



Act VIII
June 26, 2010
Lake Arrowhead, California
0056 Hours

The first night was the scariest. They stripped me of my 
weapons and gear and tossed me into a holding cell. Literally. I 
didn't get up. No reason to. My face hurt like hell. I hoped it wasn't
broken, but that's what it felt like. My chest had started to throb 
more as the bullets wedged in my ribs. The floor was bare 
concrete, no windows, no bed, just a solid metal door that locked 
from the outside. With nothing more to do, I rolled over to maybe 
sleep. But I knew that wasn't going to happen. All I could do was 
think.

They came for me at noon. Men in hazmat suits came 
through the door and picked me up by the arms, carefully watched 
by an armed guard. Any move I tried to make was quickly stopped 
by the guard, using his gun as a bludgeon. My head was forced 
down so I couldn't see where we were going.

Finally, after a few minutes, we went through an automatic 
door. They finally let my head go, and I saw the situation. There 
was a restraint chair in the center of the room, surrounded by all 
sorts of torture devices and medical tools. I could only imagine 
what they were going to do to me.

I was sat in the chair and tied down by my wrists and ankles. 
Looking closer, I saw that some of the devices still had blood on 
them. The three men walked out of the room, leaving me by 
myself. No screaming did me any good. No crying solved 
anything. No one cared.

Fifteen minutes later, a man came in the room. He had a viral
mask on, an apron, and scrubs. The apron had blood on it already. 
This guy had no morality, clearly. He looked through a cabinet, and
dug out a small bottle of clear liquid. He picked up an empty 
syringe from one of the metal tables, and extracted some of the 
clear liquid into it.



He then forced my arm over, or, at least, tried to. As he 
leaned in, a gave him a strong head butt. He fell back, and I 
laughed out loud. He got back up and scowled. He drew his hand 
back and backhanded me across my, already, hurting face. He 
picked up a towel and wiped off some blood that started forming at
his scalp.

Then he forced my arm over successfully and pulled up the 
sleeve of my jacket. He planted the syringe into a vein and poured 
the liquid in. He disposed of the syringe, put the bottle back into 
the cabinet, and walked out of the room.

I started feeling sleepy, and after only one minute, I was lost 
in unconsciousness.

* * *

The doctor stepped back, the mutant had just been 
administered a sort of sleep aid. She would feel no pain, and she 
would be knocked out for twelve hours, guaranteed. Now she 
started to nod off. And in a few seconds she would be completely 
asleep. The doctor replaced the sleep aid where it was and disposed
of the syringe in a container.

The mutant fell unconscious. Men walked into the room, one 
was holding a suitcase, and the other had an L96A1 rifle. The 
guard holding the suitcase gave it to the doctor, and they both 
walked out of the room.

The suitcase was marked EPFM47E. Electric Pulse Formula, 
Model 47E. The doctor opened the suitcase to reveal a set of three 
syringes. Nothing else. The syringes were marked P1, P2, and P3. 
The order they were supposed to be injected in. The doctor 
checked the subject's vitals and took the first syringe out of the 
suitcase.

These formulas were to enable the subject to have greater 
endurance and an increased heart rate. As for the 'Electric' part of 
it, she will be able to manipulate electricity once she gets the hang 



of it. A cooperation in Japan was willing to purchase this specimen 
in a year, once she retained the ability for infiltration.

The doctor only knew this because he had friends on the 
inside. He wasn't supposed to know this information, but it leaked 
eventually. They had been planning this for years. The doctor 
plunged the first needle in.

He held down the injector until all the fluid was gone. He 
took out the next one and readied it. The only reason he was 
involved was the money. They were paying him a thousand dollars 
an hour. He stuck the next needle in the subject. It was a good job 
because he never had any morality to begin with. There was no one
else that worked in his position. All patients went directly to him.

The formula in the second one gone, he took out the final 
syringe. At this point, the subject’s veins glowed brightly. He 
inserted the last syringe and pressed in down.

When the fluid in the last one was all gone, he called for a 
transport. They would take her to her new home.

* * *
   

When I woke up, It was night. I sat up in an unusually 
comfortable bed. I was in a colossal room, with dozens of beds, 
and a huge window on one wall. My first impulse wasn't to escape 
though. I didn't even know where I was. I checked out where my 
body was hurt before, but all that were left was red scabs. My 
jacket was still bloodied and encrusted with dirt. I felt perfectly 
fine. No headache or concussion.

The room's walls were pure white, the beds were white, and 
the floor was white tile. Looking around, I noticed that most of the 
beds were occupied. That made me wonder who was in them.

As the moon shone through the window, I saw that my 
backpack was at the foot of the bed. I hoisted it up onto my lap and
unzipped it. Looking though it, I learned that they didn't tamper 
with it much. Why? Why not at least remove the files? They didn't 
care about the stash of bullets, but they took the Molotov 



Cocktails, why? Then I remembered, I reached into my Jacket 
pocket and felt the golden lighter. It was still there.

I couldn't sleep for the rest of the night, partly because I had 
already slept for God knows how long. But, for the rest of the 
night, all I could do was think. About the rebels. About Highland. 
About these other experiments that were in this very room.

As morning came, a few of the experiments awakened. I kept
my eyes shut as they started to move around and converse. After 
most of them were already up, I opened my eyes and sat up.

I decided that now would be the best time to read the files I 
stole from New York. I had Jack's, Abaddon's, Heather's, and my 
own.

Jack's informed that he was born and raised in Manhattan, 
and at the age of six, Hakasho got a hold of him. It said that his 
sister was Nicole Baca, Heather. They grew up together, but in 
Heather's file, it said that she was moved due to “acts of violence 
against staff”.

Abaddon's file said that he was raised in Highland, had a 
sister and a brother, and was taken when he was eleven. It didn't 
have any info on his real name, though.

I finally opened the file about myself, Subject Four. My real 
name was Selena, Selena Ramierez. My picture was from when I 
was eight, the time when I was first in Hakasho's custody. The 
picture caught my general feelings. I was looking at the camera 
with red eyes and tears streaming down my face. Looking onto the 
rest of the file, it described my general attributes, brown eyes, 
black hair, and all that.

But then I found something... Something petrifying. 
Something that I never knew.

I had a twin.

* * *
A few hours earlier...

The scientist stared blankly at the green pod that was in front 
of him. The pod contained a rare specimen. Something they had 



never seen before. The subject's DNA was set up so perfectly, you 
can't help but wonder how.

The small form inside the pod began to move.
He wiped something off his glasses, and pulled up a 

clipboard. On it were the readings from a test done fifteen minutes 
before.

The subject's vitals were reading normally, even though it 
had wings. It was time. The conditioning process would take a 
month or so. The scientist stepped out of the room, and only 
screams were heard.

* * *

The moment only lasted a few seconds, but it was stupefying.
All I could do was think. Where was she now? Was she like me? Is
she still at home with... Mom and Dad?

A few experiments distracted me from that though. A fight 
had broken out among two guys, and they were going at it. 
Knuckles pummeled, feathers flashed, and blood spilled. In less 
than a minute, security was called.

They came through the large double doors on the other side 
of the room. They were holding machine guns. They pulled the 
already bloody experiments out of the room. They were never seen
again.

Then they all noticed me, as my bed was third-closest to the 
door. One by one, they all figured out that I wasn't here the night 
before.

“Hey, newbie!” One of the guys called out. He was short, 
wearing a white shirt and shorts, and had short brown hair. “What 
brings you here?” His arms opened as if he was welcoming me, but
his face was showing in condescension.

“It's a personal matter.” I said with my 'supremely serious' 
voice.



“Oh.” He said. “Something happened to you when you were 
young?” He put his hands up in the “Home Alone” position. “Oh 
my!” This guy was a regular bully.

“Yea. What do you care?” I said, injecting venom into my 
words.

“Nothing, It's just that you're being a big whiner about it.” 
Snarkiness and sarcasm was clearly audible. The experiments that 
were asleep were starting to awaken because of the argument.

“You would know.” I said to myself.
“What was that?” He commanded.
“I said, you would know!” It escalated instantly.
“No, you're right. I wouldn't, because I love what they did to 

me.” He said proudly.
“Are you serious?” I couldn't believe what this kid was 

saying.
“Let's go!” He beckoned. “Right now, you and me!”
“No, I’m fine.” I said. “I don't want to kill you.” It was the 

sad truth.
“You're just scared! Aren't ya?” He yelled and danced around.
 I paused. “Okay. It's your funeral.” I decided. I cracked my 

knuckles and adopted a loose stance.
As soon as it started, I knew he didn't have a chance. His 

punches were wild, he never blocked, and he left himself open. 
Thankfully, I was quite adept to combat. I let him throw the first 
few punches, which I parried off to the side. Then he connected 
with my face.

The thing about me is, I don't mind getting hit, so long as it 
isn't my nose. But, unfortunately for him, he didn't know that.

He hopped back, feeling quite proud of himself for hitting a 
girl. I was already engulfed in rage. As he was mocking me, I 
socked him as hard I possibly could in the stomach. He clutched 
his lower body in pain, and as soon as he was standing straight, I 
sucker punched him straight in the jaw. I could feel it fracture.

Then he was just lying there on the ground. All he did was 
cry out every few minutes, but after a while security dispatched a 



medic to retrieve him. I hope I broke his face. That guy was a jerk, 
and he deserved it.

Still standing, I put the files back into my backpack. I sat 
down and rummaged through my backpack some more. I dumped 
everything out onto the clean mattress. The bullets clanging 
together made a lot of people look in my direction. I had about two
pairs of pants, three shirts, all the files from New York, eleven 
dollars, my sunglasses, two Molotov Cocktails, my bottle 
bandolier, the lighter, all of the gun magazines, and the shotgun 
shells.

I looked at the clothes I was wearing. They were covered in 
blood and torn slightly. A section in the pants above my knee was 
clearly visible, an area of about  two inches was ripped. My black 
jacket was doing alright, nothing but dirt and blood was on it. My 
shoes were fine, because I did more flying than running.

I put my sunglasses on and a bell rang. A few moments later, 
a squadron of armed guards walked through the door. “Let's go!” 
One of them yelled. “Form a line!”

Everyone else got in a line, I felt like a tag on at the end. I 
didn't know the routines here. They herded us down a hallway, 
where the line was allowed to become a mob. People moved off to 
the sides and started talking to each other, but I stuck to the line 
painted on the center of the floor. The guards just followed us, 
watching for anything suspicious or worth questioning.

We rounded a corner, and it stretched for about a thousand 
feet. There was a light at the end of it. We reached the outside, and 
the yard was revealed. It was about a hundred feet long and wide, 
with an aviary dome capping the top so we couldn't fly out. I 
looked back, but the guards stood in front of the door. Everybody 
quickly  got to their spots, where they formed small groups and 
talked.

It was here where I was first approached. A small group of 
experiments, maybe four or five of them, walked up to me. “Hi.” A
girl was the first person to talk to me. “My name's Naomi.”



No reason to hide anything here, I figured. “I'm Eleanor.” 
Those words made her eyes wide and a smile arc across her face.

“Eleanor? As in Abaddon and Eleanor?” She asked, seeming 
way to excited to see me.

I took my sunglasses off. “Yes.” Abaddon's name no longer 
phased me. Now, I was just angry. Angry for him. He never even 
got to see me like this. If he were still here, he would be right by 
my side, exactly how it was before.

She extended her arm. I took her hand and shook it. “We all 
know about you, what you did, where you were!” She exclaimed. 
“They let us watch T.V. Here, and we've been watching you since 
they saw you in New York.” There were two other experiments 
behind her, both were guys.

I thought to myself, these experiments wanted to be my 
friends. And they were so ecstatic to do so.



Act IX
October 3, 2010
Lake Arrowhead, California
0004 Hours

“You got it?” Aaron asked, his blonde hair barely visible in 
the dark room.

“Yeah, I’m good.” Phoenix whispered. He clacked a 
magazine into his MP5k and pulled the slider back.

I looked down and tightened the bottle belt strapped to my 
chest, the gasoline inside the Molotovs sloshing around. I pumped 
my Ithaca 37 Stakeout.

Naomi found her M4A1 and slammed a clip into it. She 
cocked the slider and released it, making an almost musical sound.

Aaron adjusted the sights of his M16A2 and looked at me. 
“We ready?”

I looked at him, everyone else, and then the door. “Let's do 
this.” I kicked the door open, and alarms instantly began to scream.

We ran down the hallway and I kept my eyes on the posted 
signs, they led to the Security Room. “Turn left up ahead!” Naomi 
shouted.

Aaron, who was taking point, scanned the left side with his 
M16 before going down the path. We all followed him, our 
weapons at the ready.

Red lights began to flash. “Escape in progress, zone 11, 
heading West.” Radios echoed off the thin corridors.

Phoenix, who was in front of me, noticed something. 
“They're close.” The zippers on my backpack were jingling loudly 
as we slowed our pace.

“Hold up.” Aaron said. “Flashlights up ahead.” We all 
stopped in our tracks. “Eleanor, get behind me.”

“Naomi! Where's the package?” I asked.
“Got it right here!” She replied.
“Hold on to it! This is gonna get crazy!” I said.
It only took a few moments, but they found us.



* * *
1 Minute Earlier...

“Raymond, we've got to get this alarm suppressed.” Colonel 
Alice warned. “If they get out, it will start all over again.”  

Raymond Welles sighed and pulled the slider of his Desert 
Eagle handgun. “I'll handle it. Team Zodiac and I will get the job 
done.

Colonel Alice was a highly respected woman. She was 
always serious, always did the rounds herself, and never left 
without her choice of gun. She was tall, thin, and wore a dark blue 
beret. The pin on her black combat vest identified her as an Elite. 
She had the best skills, the most intellect, and an Army to 
command. She was great with her squad, knew how to get out of 
tough situations, and was easy to make friends with.

Now, the young Colonel and her squad prepared to go handle
a DEFCON 2 alarm. It was triggered by the invisible tripwires 
outside of Gate 77. Mutants were escaping. Her job: to neutralize 
all participants.

“We're ready to roll.” Raymond said. “The team and I are 
locked, cocked, and loaded.”

“Okay,” Colonel Alice acknowledged. “Let's be careful out 
there.” She grabbed a G36C assault rifle.

“Haggard!” Raymond said into his radio. “Meet us at block 
77-G-4!”

The machine crackled back, “Got it. Me and my squad are 
already moving.”

Alice motioned to the squad behind her, and they proceeded 
to move down the small hallways of Hakasho.

A few minutes later, an infantry man was examining the 
remains of the door on Gate 77. It had been knocked off its hinges. 
Two lose bolts were lying on either side of the door that lay on the 
tiled ground. With the dim flashlights on their weapons and the red



siren flashing, it was difficult to see the footprint on the center of 
it.

“Shots fired! Shots fired!” Haggard called over the radio. 
“Raymond! We were intercepted between block 77-G-4 and block 
77-G-3!” The sound of a large battle emanated from the 
background, as they heard the echoes of it bouncing off the walls. 
“The enemies are heavily armed and half of my squad is down!”

“Copy Haggard, on our way!” Raymond yelled. He looked to
Alice and the rest of his squad. “We gotta go.”

Colonel Alice led the way down the confusing, snaky 
corridors of the large building. In thirty seconds, they reached the 
battle.

“Eleanor!” A girl shouted. “Behind you!” One of the loose 
Mutants spun around with a shotgun aimed right at the Colonel. 
She got wide eyed, and then pulled the trigger.

* * *
  

“We almost got 'em!” Aaron said. The fight had only been a 
minute long, but in these tight quarters it was easy to handle this.

“Eleanor!” Naomi shouted. “Behind you!” I quickly turned 
around, only to face another squad. I let loose with my Stakeout, 
and the woman in front fell. The rest of the squad took aim.

“Get down!” I shouted. Aaron, Phoenix, and Naomi all 
jumped for cover. Bullets started to spray as I got to the ground.

“Eleanor, get a Molotov in there!” Phoenix yelled.
I pulled a Molotov Cocktail out of my bandolier. I fumbled 

for the lighter in my pocket, and flicked it open. A small flame 
seared the old cloth until it started to burn. I tossed it at the 
direction the gunfire was coming from.

The glass bottle broke, sending drops of gas flying, and the 
fire igniting. As the last guard caught fire, we ran for the Security 
Room. I put some more shotgun shells in my Stakeout and pressed 
against the door. I turned the knob and entered.



A lone man sat asleep in front of all the camera feeds. 
Phoenix got behind him and pressed his MP5 against the back of 
his head.

“He's fine.” I said, and Phoenix backed off.
I walked up the sleeping man and pushed him back in his 

chair. He had a small key strapped to his belt loop. Perfect. I ripped
the small wire in half and gripped the key in my right hand.

“Eleanor.” Aaron said. “You might want to come see this.” 
He was standing over a locked chest marked 'Contraband'. It was 
locked, but I had the security key. I put the key in the lock and 
turned. Something clicked, and the chest opened.

“Oh, my, God.” I said. My guns were still here. “Phoenix!” I 
called. “Take my shotgun.” I tossed him the Ithaca 37 and picked 
up my own Remington 500. I strapped it to my back, and pulled 
out my M1911s. I holstered them and took out my M16. I checked 
to make sure that it was loaded, and strapped it to my back. I took 
out my sword, its blade still stained with dried blood. I sheathed it, 
and walked over to the command desk.

I looked at my hands, and looked at Naomi. “Do it.” She 
urged.

I put both hands out in front of me, and concentrated. 
Electricity arced out of my palms and into the computers. 
Everything powered down. No lights, no power, no locks.

I looked at Aaron. “Let's get out of here.” My veins started 
glowing, getting brighter and brighter with each passing second. 
Naomi took a flashlight out of her pocket. She clicked it on, and 
our path was illuminated.

“We should head for an emergency exit.” Phoenix suggested. 
“The main entrance will be heavily guarded.”

“Good call.” Naomi said. She pointed her flashlight at a 
group of signs on the wall. “Turn right up ahead.”

Our voices were quiet. So quiet that my enhanced heart was 
making very audible loud thumps every millisecond. My veins 
now lit up the corridor for five feet in front of me. I must have 
looked really eerie, my circulatory system glowing with electricity.



A minute later, we were standing face-to-face with a door 
marked 'Emergency'. I opened the steel door and a cool breeze 
greeted me. We were standing on top a cliff in the middle of the 
night. I could see a forest at the bottom, and a lake that was a mile 
away.

“Where are we supposed to go?” Naomi asked.
I thought for a moment, and then I looked at her. “Follow 

me.” I said, and I dove down the edge of the cliff. The rocky 
terrain sped past my eyes as I angled upward. I gained altitude and 
turned around. The others followed me, and in the darkness I saw 
experiments escaping. They were pouring out of windows, 
elbowing their way through doors, and annihilating the security 
forces.

“We're going to Highland.” I announced. “I know some 
people that will take care of us.”

“How do you know?” Phoenix asked.
“Because I’ve been with them before.” I explained. “They're 

the reason that we are out here right now. If they didn't find me, I 
wouldn't have found you.”

“We better get moving!” Naomi shouted. “Security is going 
to be looking for us!”

“Yea. Let's go.” I said.
I led the way all the way down the mountain, following the 

freeway. Highland looked a little better, but security was still 
everywhere.

Time to find some rebels.



Act X
June 24, 2010
1337 Hours
Highland, California

Karina was hiding out in an abandoned house. She was being
hunted because of her connections, her knowledge. Her sister was 
kidnapped years ago, now people are saying that they've seen her. 
Most of the people mentioned something abnormal about her, that 
she had wings or something. She wouldn't believe that though, if it 
was her sister, it was her sister. Karina would accept whatever 
Selena now was.

A patrol of agents was on the prowl for her, they wanted 
information on Selena's whereabouts. But how would she know? 
She hadn't seen her in years, and they expected her to know where 
she was. In her hands, Karina held her father's antique Tommy 
Gun. She doubted if it would work or not, but it would help.

Karina sat down in a closet and shut the door as the agents 
got nearer to the house. She fumbled with a drum magazine but 
couldn't quite latch it in the withering mechanism. “Stupid gun.” 
She said under her breath.

Tears streamed down her face. Why was she even in this 
situation? Why do they want her? She finally got the magazine in. 
The front door to the house was kicked in, and five agents entered. 
Karina heard some shuffling, and footsteps down the hall. She 
readied her Tommy Gun.

The door swung open and two agents seized her. She fired 
wild shots everywhere and fought with all she could, but she was 
no match for the two men. They carried her outside and tossed her 
in the back of a van. The other agents got in and they drove off. 
Karina's fragile Tommy Gun broke in half when she hit the side of 
the van, and slid down onto splintered wood and sharp metal 
fragments.

She slowly got up and attempted to fight her kidnappers, but 
a swift kick in the gut put her down for good. Karina dropped like 



a rock, holding herself in pain. The cracked Tommy Gun lay under 
her. It was the last thing on her mind right now.

The van was found months later on the side of the road in a 
mountain community. It was completely burned out, and no trace 
of them was found inside.



PART

4

Back to Highland



Act XI
October 3, 2010
0037 Hours
Lake Arrowhead, California

As the warm rain fell down, we ran down the gritty streets. 
There were more signs of rebellion here. Smoke curled into the sky
far away. 

When the others landed, I started walking down the streets. 
“Where are we going?” Naomi asked almost immediately. 

I thought for a second, listening to the sound of our footsteps 
on the soaked concrete. “I don’t know.” I admitted. “But I will 
when we get there.” 

“What happened to this place?” Aaron looked around, 
shocked. “I’ve only been gone for two years and all this happens.” 
He seemed to actually laugh. “I mean, I get wings, Highland turns 
into Compton, and we’re on the run from insane psychos who 
seem to only care about injecting us with stuff. What could 
possibly be next?” 

After walking down the street another block or so, the ground
rumbled. We turned the corner, and what I saw I almost couldn’t 
comprehend. There was a huge, metallic, thing walking around the 
pavement. It was about twelve feet tall, and had a huge gun 
mounted on it. It looked like a Mech or something. The kind you 
see in crappy Japanese anime and stuff like that. 

As its head swiveled around in our direction, I quickly 
shouted “Down!”. We dove behind a fence and landed on wet grass
as a three inch bullet exploded the ground behind us. It was slow 
enough that we might be able to slip away before it moved in on 
us.

“Blast that thing!” I yelled. Everyone pulled out their guns 
and unloaded onto it. It wasn’t working, the Mech had closed in on
us. It stepped right out from the corner of the fence and in front of 
our feet. It raised its gun aimed straight at Phoenix, and I raised my



hands just as it was about to end us. Electricity zigzagged out of 
my palms and into the Mech within a half-second. 

With the rain pouring down as well, I single-handedly 
brought down a bolt of electricity from the clouds. It electrified the
Mech to its core, but it also blew me back as the charge came back 
on me. 

I crashed through a window across the street and landed on 
the middle of a living room floor. I got up, my back sore. I dusted 
myself off and looked around. I was in a two-story house, nice 
place. Everything was white, except for where I had landed, which 
was browned with dirt. A set of stairs let upwards, but before I 
went up there I invited the others in. They were still wondering if I 
was alive. 

“Come on in!” I said loudly after I poked my head out of the 
window. 

I broke off the rest of the glass and then they took their turn 
climbing in. Naomi instantly loved the place. “I call upstairs!” She 
shouted as she ran upstairs. 

I sighed and said, “Looks like we’ll stay here for the night.” 
“Hey, guys.” I said. “Look for some food.” I went upstairs to 

find Naomi.
I ran up the stairs, skipping every other step. After reaching 

the top, I saw that this place had been only recently abandoned. 
Like only a month ago. There were clothes strewn all over the 
floor, and a few backpacks lying by the piles. Maybe they didn’t 
have enough time…

I stopped thinking about it and went down the hall. “Naomi!”
I called. 

“I’m in here!” I heard her reply from down the hall. I walked 
to a closed door and turned the knob. I opened the door and saw 
Naomi layed out on a bed. “God, it’s been forever since I’ve slept 
on a comfy bed.” She said. 

I smiled. “Guess this room is yours.” I leaned on the door 
frame. “Anything useful?” By that I meant any guns, food, or 
backpacks. 



“I saw a few backpacks outside.” Naomi said, playing with 
her M4. “Nothing else in here though.”

“Look around, find some big ones.” I stepped away and 
closed the door. Down the stairs, I could hear Aaron and Phoenix 
laughing.

I went down to the first floor and investigated the living 
room. Aaron and Phoenix were on a laptop, watching YouTube 
videos. I thought about taking the laptop, but it would be of no use 
to us. “Hey, guys!” I greeted. “I’m going to go check out that 
Mech. Hold down the fort.” 

They both looked at me. “Yeah, no problem.” Phoenix 
assured. “I’ll keep an eye out.”

I climbed out the window, landing on the wet grass. The 
Mech was about fifteen yards away. I crossed the street cautiously. 
I took the Remington off my back and held it in my hands. 

I immediately noticed a ladder leading up the side of the 
beast. It curved up into a panel of glass that made up the body. 
Curiosity overtaking me, I slung the shotgun back over my 
shoulder and climbed up. 

At the top, I found a latch on the glass panel. I hung on to it 
and pulled it open. It revealed a man, standing up like a scarecrow. 
He probably used to be an agent, but he was completely charred. I 
pushed the body out of the Mech. When it hit the pavement, it 
body disintegrated. 

I shook the eerie off of me and climbed in. I stood up in the 
Mech, my legs were its legs. I pulled the hatch down, and stuck my
arms out like the agent was. Latches enclosed my arms and legs. 

Every fiber of my being panicked about being trapped again, 
but I managed not to break down. I saw that a key had been lodged
in a hole. I turned it towards me and the Mech turned on. When I 
moved my arms and legs, it moved its arms and legs. I stomped 
around for a little while, practicing with it. I blasted a few 
abandoned houses with the huge gun. 

Apparently, the others heard me. They came out full force, 
shooting me with everything they had. I had a moment to think 



about how protected the pilot was in this thing before I found an 
external speaker system. I followed some wires to a microphone in 
the Mech. 

“Hey!” I shouted, my voice a thousand times louder than I 
wanted. They all stopped at once, surprised. “Quit shooting me!”

I opened the hatch. “You guys have got to try this!” I jumped 
out and landed on the street. It felt strange standing up after 
piloting the Mech, but the sensation went away after a few 
seconds.

Aaron was all over it, he gave his M16 to Phoenix and 
climbed into the metal beast. He closed the hatch. “Step back, I 
gotta practice moving with this thing.” He started walking around 
in the Mech. “Wait a second…” His voice boomed over the 
speakers. “This feels… natural.” 

He jumped hundreds of feet into the air with ease. The Mech 
stayed up for longer than a minute, though. What was he doing up 
there? 

Aaron came back down to Earth, landing hard and making a 
crater in the street. “You guys will not believe this!” He exclaimed 
happily. “This thing has a Jet system on it. I pressed a button and it
picked me up to two-thousand feet.” He laughed with glee and 
opened the hatch. “Alright, this thing is awesome!” Aaron hopped 
out of the Mech, no doubt the odd feeling taking over him. 

Phoenix and Naomi didn’t seem too keen on trying it out, so I
said, “I guess we all know who gets the Mech.” I looked at Aaron. 

“Yes!” He pumped his fists. “I can’t wait to actually use this 
thing in a fight!” 

“And…” I started. “It could carry us much quicker across the
city. We’re going to have to stay with it anyway, no one here can 
lift three tons by themselves.” 

Aaron nodded in agreement. “I’ll put it in the backyard for 
now.” He climbed back up the ladder. “Besides, I don’t want to 
lose this thing.” He closed the hatch behind him, and activated the 
Mech. Aaron jumped clear over the wooden fence that went around
the backyard’s perimeter. 



Naomi, Phoenix, and I went back inside. I was ready to relax.
It had been a while since the last time I wasn’t under constant 
attack or ready to fight. 

I went into the living room and sat down on a comfortable 
couch. I thought about what to do next, but I didn’t have a clue. I 
was so overwhelmed with information. I took the backpack off my 
shoulders and opened it up. I pulled out the files that were inside 
and tossed them on the table. 

I waited for Aaron to come inside, and then I started talking. 
“We have three options.” I said. “We can go up to Lake Arrowhead
again and try to dig up some more information, we can look for my
twin, or we could go search for the rebel group.” 

The others thought for a minute, and then Phoenix spoke up. 
“We should go look for the rebels first. Then we go storm Lake 
Arrowhead. After that, we go look for your twin.” 

“That’s actually a pretty good plan.” I inquired. “Why didn’t 
I think of that?” I put my hands on my hips. “Anyway, we have 
tonight to rest and find supplies. Tomorrow we go look for the 
rebellion.” 

With that last word, I headed upstairs. I was so tired and 
stressed that I was lucky to have held it together for this long. I 
found a vacant room and put my weapons in a corner.  

I stripped down and climbed into bed, warm blankets 
engulfing me. Sadly, the window was broken, so I got quite a few 
drips of rain my way. Tomorrow was going to be quite the 
adventure.



Act XII
October 2, 2010
1124 Hours
Los Angeles, California

“Doctor Maxis.” A voice rang through the linoleum halls. 
“Doctor Maxis.” Ludvig Maxis sat up in bed. “Doctor Maxis.” 
Maxis had been on call for weeks for a single moment. “Doctor 
Maxis.” This was that moment. He rubbed his eyes and looked at 
the camera in the corner of the “pre-paid room”. 

“What is it?” He said, groggy and annoyed. 
“We have a transfer from Facility 115.” The voice said. “She 

is in the testing room as we speak.” Doctor Maxis instantly perked 
up. He jumped out of bed and put on a required Hazmat Suit. He 
opened the door to his room and sprinted down the chrome walls. 

He slowed down as he approached a door marked 65. He 
twisted the doorknob and walked out onto the observation deck. 
Looking down at a prospective find.

Subject 5 had brought good results, but she went rouge. It 
was amazingly lucky for her to have had a twin. A genetic copy of 
the near-perfect experiment. With Subject 8, we will bring 
something new to the table, something completely foolproof. We 
are going to implant a chip into Subject 8, she will be programmed 
to hunt the rouges and come back with perfect results. 

It was time.  



Act XIII
October 3, 2010
0935 Hours
Highland, California

My awakening was not peaceful, as I had wanted. Last night 
I planned to sleep until noon. That wasn’t going to happen. I got 
out of bed and pulled the torn curtains away from the window by 
me. I saw Aaron practicing in his Mech, shooting things. Every 
time he stepped the ground shook.

I sighed and got dressed. I walked downstairs to find 
something quite interesting. In the kitchen, there were maps spread
out on every table. All kinds: Satellite, Political, Road, and so on. 
The thing was, they were all focusing on the same location. 
Southern California. 

I picked up a small satellite map and looked it over. It had the
city Los Angeles circled in red marker. “Naomi!” I called. No 
answer. “Naomi!” I called again, louder this time. Still nothing. 

I put the map on a table and went upstairs. I walked down the
hall to Naomi’s room and opened the door. She was sitting on her 
bed with the laptop on her knees. “Naomi.” I said. 

She looked at me. “Hey, what’s up?” 
I got straight to the point. “What’s with all the maps in the 

kitchen?” 
“Maps?” She asked. “I don’t know, I haven’t been out of this 

room since I woke up.”
“Hmm.” I thought. “Alright, thanks.” I shut the door and 

went back downstairs. 
I trotted to the front door and went outside. I flew up in the 

air and hovered around Aaron in his Mech. He was drawing way 
too much attention to himself. I got as close as I could and 
pounded on the glass of the cockpit. “Aaron!” I yelled. 

The Mech stopped, and I flew back and landed on the 
ground. The hatch opened, revealing Aaron inside. “What?” 



“Do you know why there are maps in the kitchen?” His 
slightly bruised face looked up, and then down at me. “I don’t, but 
Phoenix does.” The Mech pointed straight up into the cloudy sky. 
“He’s up there. He came outside twenty minutes ago.”

“Thanks.” I said. I jumped back up into the air and soared 
upwards. I could see a small black dot ten-thousand feet in the air. 
In a matter of seconds I had reached him.

Phoenix was calmly standing on the air, his wings supporting
him with little effort. He looked far out to the west. I snuck up in 
front of him, invisible. I appeared in two seconds, my eyes staring 
into his. 

Unphased, he said “I guess you’re wondering about the 
maps.” 

“Yea, I am.” I said. “What’s going on?”
He was silent for a few moments, but then he said, “I went 

out last night, while all of you were asleep. I was walking along 
the sidewalk when I saw a helicopter. I thought to myself, ‘That’s 
kind of strange’ and went to check it out.” 

“That is weird.” I agreed. 
“I flew up there and held onto the landing struts, and I’m sure

it was a lab helicopter because it carried a bunch of smart-looking 
guys. They talked about a lab in Los Angeles, how important it is. I
think we should go there.”

He had said it so smoothly, almost as if he thought about the 
answer. I blinked several times. “Are you sure about this?” I asked 
to confirm.

“Yes.” He turned his head to me. “Positive.” 
I looked at him for another few seconds, and then stopped 

flapping my wings. I sailed down, reaching speeds upwards of one-
hundred and fifty miles an hour. I arced heavily up, making a huge 
curve in the sky. I had gone about three or four miles with one 
swoop. 

I thought that it was time to experiment with some of my 
own abilities. I dropped back down to the ground, running when I 
hit the street to avoid falling. I stopped and stood still. 



I let electricity surge through me. As the rain fell down, a 
lightning bolt blasted me right down to the core. I suddenly 
became more aware of my surroundings as my heart sped up. The 
metal on my guns had turned red-hot.

I thought of something crazy, something powerful. I jumped 
into the air and hovered about three feet off the ground. I let the 
electricity from within come back out. I quickly started flying 
upwards. Another bolt of lightning struck me directly. I soared 
uncontrollably through the sky. 

I must have reached more than six-hundred miles an hour, up.
I went right through the clouds, and reached the tip of the 
atmosphere. I was so high, I could see the curvature of the earth.

I started falling downwards again. Head down, arms up, I 
controlled my flight. I was falling for at least a full minute. I 
looked down and saw California fast approaching. With this 
unprecedented speed, I could make trips across the globe in just 
seconds. 

As San Bernardino came back into view, I saw a darkened 
figure standing in the middle of a street. I halted as quick as I 
could, but my efforts were in vain. I crashed right into the 
pavement, but I was going so fast that a crater had formed as a 
result. I was immediately unconscious. 

 



Act XIV
October 3, 2010
1015 Hours
Highland, California

Oh, god. Everything hurt. I had waken up, unfortunately, and 
now I was in the worst condition I had ever been. My head felt like
it had been smashed in, and my entire body felt broken. 

I couldn’t move, I was not able to. After ten minutes of lying 
down in the muddy hole and crying, I started to call for help. 
Screaming at the top of my lungs in agony. After five minutes, I 
stopped. My throat had become raspy and hoarse. 

I was happy that I had found out my true abilities, but I 
wasn’t happy about this. 

I just lay there in the rain, the pool becoming deeper and 
deeper. After a minute of staring up at the sky, figures appeared 
around the edge of the crater. As they got closer, I could see that 
they were the rebels. I couldn’t see anyone I recognized, but then I 
heard a familiar, gruff voice. 

He pushed his way through the crowd, mumbling to himself. 
“Hey, hey, get out of the way. I gotta see what’s going on here.” 
When he finally reached me, he said, “Well now, didn’t think 
you’d be seeing us again eh, Eleanor?” I smiled.

Jason came down the side of the crater to meet me. “What’s 
wrong with you? Why are you laying down like that.” He tried to 
help me up.

He made me scream again. He gently laid me back down as 
quickly as possible. “You can’t help me.” I said, when the pain 
became lessened.

“But why not?” He questioned me. 
“I just took a dive straight down from the outer atmosphere. I

should be dead.” I answered as calmly as possible, but in the state 
that I was in the pain was unbearable.



He looked up, down, and then back to his men. “Set up 
camp!” Jason announced. His men started taking things out of 
backpacks that I couldn’t see. 

The rebels started pitching tents, erecting easy ups, and 
taking care of me. They carved out a path that led down to me and 
set up a huge easy up directly above. Other guys tried to figure out 
how to move me without further injury. Other people got buckets 
and started dumping out the water. 

The guys figuring out how to move me got to work, they had 
a field gurney and picked me up. With more pain, and more tears, 
they set me down onto the gurney. They picked me up and took me
over to a tent that was designated the hospital. 

A friendly, gritty-looking man who was working there 
administered a dose of Morphine and something else. I was dazed 
and then asleep so that they could work on me.



Act XV
October 11, 2010
1814 Hours
Los Angeles, California

Subject 8 appears to have retained none of her past life, but 
that is just an illusion. The computer chip controls every sector of 
the patient’s brain, so that we control her. This was not new 
technology, either. The odds of Subject 8 going rouge are bar none.

Doctor Maxis signed the letter of reassurance and handed it 
to an advisor who stood to the right of him. He was standing on a 
grey balcony, which overlooked a massive forested area.

He could see Subject 8, as well as other patients, sprinting in 
and out of cover, only a handgun equipped to them. This kind of 
training was dubbed ‘Survival of the Fittest’, by Doctor Maxis 
himself. The goal of the game was to kill the others. 

Maxis was given a pair of binoculars by a guard at his 
request. He pulled them up to his eyes, and observed Subject 8 
murdering another patient. 

Just like Subject 5, Subject 8 had flawlessly gone through 
training. Through the binoculars, the doctor could see Subject 8 
scout around for any surviving enemies, and then was found by a 
group of guards. They took her weapon and escorted her back to 
her cell.

A few more training exercises, and it would be confirmed. 
Subject 8 would be her sister’s predecessor, and her abilities will 
be shown soon.



Act XIV
October 14, 2010 
0541 Hours
Highland, California

I was floating through space. I didn't know where I was, who 
I was, where I came from. It didn't matter, I was perfectly content. 
Floating through an endless void. At least that's what was 
happening in my dreams. I woke up unable to move.

A man was standing hunched over a table. A dim fluorescent 
light lit the room. I cleared my throat. “Hello?” He turned around, 
showing his bloodstained smock, viral mask, and bald head. 

“Oh, good, you're awake.” He grunted. Something slightly 
reminiscent of an English accent. He turned back to the desk. After
looking through some drawers, he pulled out a syringe. 

“Uh, who's blood is that on your smock?” I asked, nervous. 
He uncapped the syringe. “Yours.” He said bluntly. “You 

almost bled out, but you produce red blood cells extremely fast.” 
He stabbed my thigh with the syringe. I winced, and then 

said, “How do you already know this? Did you used to be a real 
doctor?” 

“Had my medicinal license revoked, but yes, I was once a 
doctor.” He took his viral mask off. “I don't think I’ll be needing 
this anymore.” 

“Why was your license revoked?” I asked, feeling sensation 
return to my body. 

“A bad job...” I heard him say under his breath. 
I started to, with difficulty, hoist myself out of the hospital 

bed. 
“I wouldn't do that if I were you, I don't think the morphine 

has completely worn off yet.” The doctor said without looking. 
“I feel fine.” I protested, my feet already on the floor.
“It's a science miracle!” He threw his hands in the air 

sarcastically. “Alright, go on then. I won't stop ya.” 



I opened the tent flap, but heard the doctor say, “Oh, yeah, 
one more thing.” I cocked my head slightly. “Your guns are in the 
armory. Someone got bored and decided to integrate an 
experimental system into your M16.” 

“What exactly did they do to it?” I asked, worried. 
“It's a prototype, but it went well.” He explained. “They put a

remote activated lighter tip on the front of its barrel and doused 
your ammunition with gasoline. You pretty much shoot fire bullets 
when you want.” 

“Can't wait to try it out.” I said, and walked out into the 
dawn. The armory was easy to pick out, it was the only tent with 
boxes upon boxes of weapons outside of it. I pushed the flaps out 
of my way and walked inside. A young rebel was asleep inside. 

I stepped over him, and started looking through the boxes 
that were inside. After five minutes of fruitless searching, the rebel 
spoke up. “You have your own box.” He said. 

I wasn't expecting him to talk, so I just said, “Uh, thanks.” 
I found a box with my name on it, a red satin bow adorned 

the top. 
I opened it up, finding my modified M16, my Remington, my

sword, and my M1911s inside. I looked at the tip of my M16. The 
doctor was right, It had been the prototype of a new rebel weapon 
system. I looked at the young rebel, back to the tip of my M16, and
then to the rebel again. 

“Did you modify this?” I asked him.
“You mean those?” He said with a smirk.
“No, I mean this.” I said back, holding my M16 up confused.
“No, you mean those.” He said again. 
I raised an eyebrow, and then picked one of my M1911s up. 

It had a customized silicon grip, and lasers attached to the 
underside of it. The other one had the same mods. I stuck them in 
my holsters. I strapped the M16 to my back, and picked up my 
Remington for examination. It now had a full-sized clip in it, 
instead of taking shells, and a shell holder was wrapped around the
side. In addition to a flashlight now attached to the side of it. I 



strapped that to my back, feeling the weight pack on. I withdrew 
my sword and inspected it. 

“I replaced the blade with titanium and weighted the hilt. 
Your shotgun now fires fire pellets.” The rebel said. I felt the extra 
weight, the cutting power, and the familiar sense of friendship.

“What's your name?” I asked as I mounted the sheath on my 
belt. 

“Horace.” He said. “My last name isn't important. You would
understand.”

I nodded with sympathy, and opened the tent flap. “I'm going 
to go find some friends.” He looked up. “I'll be back soon. Just let 
Jason know.” 

Horace nodded. 
I walked out into the dark city streets, my guns ready to be 

drawn in case of a confrontation. After fifteen minutes of walking, 
the sun started to peek out from behind the mountains. With the 
sun came something else. Someone was following me. 

Whoever it was was dressed in a black cloak and hood, 
obscuring their face. After walking around a corner, I hopped a 
wooden fence, surprised that it took my weight. I pulled an M1911 
out of one of my holsters and hid behind the fence. The figure 
passed by without a second glance. 

I counted to five, and then peeked over the fence. The person 
stopped at the intersection down the street. The worst part is I 
could see my temporary house farther down the street. Crap, 
whoever that was stood between me and my destination. 

I kicked the fence down, sending it bouncing and skidding 
across the street. I could have used my invisibility, but I would 
rather see what this thing was and what it could do. I pulled my 
other M1911 out of its holster and proceeded to walk down the 
street. There was a chance that whoever this was didn't want to kill 
me, but those chances were pretty bleak. 

I walked hard and confident down the length of that road. No 
one was getting between me and my friends again. I flicked on the 
lasers mounted on my M1911s, and I shined them in the figure's 



direction. As soon as I fired the first bullet, the person had already 
dodged out of the way. 

He pulled the cloak off so it no longer got in the way, only 
the hood remained. I fired off five more rounds in his direction, but
he started running towards me. He jumped over and weaved under 
all of them. 

Astounded, I holstered my M1911s and pulled the Remington
off my back. I pumped it once, watching a spent shell eject. I didn't
take the time to aim, it was a shotgun, not a sniper rifle. I fired and 
a brilliant flash of red and white filled my view. The figure's 
clothes caught on fire, but it was quickly patted out. He kicked the 
shotgun out of my hands and tackled me to the ground. He started 
punching, but I kept blocking. “Oh, right to the face, huh?” 
I said between blows. “Should have said 'hi' first.” 

I started channeling electricity from within, making sure the 
brunt of it went into my fists. I kicked my attacker off and sent a 
blast of electricity straight towards the figure. The un-avoidable 
power smashed right into him, sending him crashing to the ground.
I picked up my shotgun and fired at the unmoving mass. 

Once again, though, it rolled out of the way. There didn't 
seem to be a way to kill this thing. As I saw it, I had one option. 
Run for it. I slung the Remington back over my shoulder and 
sprinted for the house. 

I saw Aaron outside with his Mech. He might be able to scare
this thing off. I waved my hands as I ran. “Aaron!” I shouted. 
“Aaaaaron!!!” Alarmed, the looming machine turned around. 

“Oh, hey Eleanor!” His voice crackled over the speaker 
system. “Wait, was is that?” He pointed the four foot gun at the 
figure. 

“Shoot it!” I yelled. “Take it down!” He righted his gun and 
fired off the .75 caliber machine gun. Parts of the road exploded 
into the air under and around the figure. Chunks of asphalt came 
raining back down, creating a cloud of dirt and debris.   

When the dust settled, the figure had disappeared. Gone like 
a ninja in the middle of night. I jumped in the air and fluttered my 



wings lightly, keeping me suspended twenty feet in the air. The 
person was no where in sight.



Act XV
October 14, 2010
1352 Hours
Los Angeles, California

“Subject 8, you have performed exceptionally well.” Doctor 
Maxis stared down at his prodigy. “But that's not good enough.” 
She stood in the center of a cell that had sheltered many before her.
Blood from her wounds stained the white carpet. “We need you to 
be harder, faster, better, stronger!” He seemingly chanted. “You 
can't run away from a fight like that!” 

His adviser leaned over his shoulder. “From my 
understanding, there was a Mech present. It fired upon her multiple
times.” 

“Jacob, It wasn't her fault!” Said the doctor. “It was ours.” He
sighed, putting his head down on the railing which overlooked 
Subject 8's cell. “We didn't prepare her well enough... Wait!” He 
straightened up quickly. “You said she encountered a Mech?” 

“Yes, sir, I did.” Jacob clarified. 
“They have one of our Mechs?!” The doctor screamed. “How

did this happen?!” 
Jacob pulled a touch-screen hand held device from his 

pocket. He flicked and tapped on it until he squinted at the screen 
and finally said, “Unit K12 has been reported missing. We had no 
clue what happened until Subject 8 encountered his Mech.” He 
tapped on his device a few more times. “He will be presumed dead 
until scouts report come back otherwise.” 

The doctor was furious. Not only had Subject 8 failed her 
original mission, but now one of his personal Mech squad had now
been presumed dead. “Jacob!” He shouted. “Get the K-Squad up 
here and have tracking units installed on each and every Mech they
have to offer.” Jacob tapped the device a few more times and 
dialed a number. He walked away with the device at his ear.

The damage caused by this event was immeasurable! The K-
Unit was his private force! The Mechs were prototypes! If the 



rebels got a hold of K12, they might be able to reverse engineer it! 
And Subject 8 was afraid of it! Maxis had thought that training had
been completely finished, but Jacob let a half-finished, billion-
dollar weapon out to fight it's inferior. 

“Shepard, it's Jacob, get the K-Squad on the line.” Jacob said 
into the phone. 

Maxis shook his head. There was now much to do. He pulled 
a device similar to Jacob's out of his coat pocket. “Get the hazmat 
unit to Cell 115. We have work to do.”



Act XVI
October 14, 2010
0922 Hours
Highland, California

“So that's what we're doing?” Naomi asked, puzzled.
“I'm still loving that fact that you were in space!” Phoenix 

exclaimed with excitement. “Did you see Mars, or Jupiter, or 
Saturn...”. We were sitting down in the living room. I was telling 
them were I had been these past two days. 

“I don't think you can see any of those without a telescope.” I
interrupted.

“But, still,” He said. “You were in space, how did you 
breathe?” 

Ignoring the question, I explained, “Well, I finally found our 
rebels. They will take care of us, and, Aaron...” I looked in his 
direction. “They have a huge supply of weapons and armor. It 
seems like your thing.” 

“That sounds awesome! I can't wait!” He yelled with glee. 
“Well, good.” I stood up. “We're leaving as soon as possible. 

Once we have all our stuff together, we head for their camp.” I 
didn't have to get my guns, they were still on my back. So I headed
upstairs for my backpack. By the time I came back down, 
everybody already had their stuff.

“Aww, do we have to go?” Naomi protested before I got to 
the door. “This place is nice and warm with beds and food.” 

“Naomi, whatever the rebels have will last us a lot longer, 
and be a lot better than here.” I said, not turning around. I gripped 
the knob and swung the door open. We walked out into the cold, 
windy morning. “Aaron, get in the Mech.” His expression 
brightened up immediately. “I know you love it too much to leave 
it behind.” 

We waited for him to climb into it. He was in the backyard, 
so I could only hear his machine moving. The wooden fence was 



smashed into the street by the goliath. “Let's roll!” He called over 
the speaker system. 

After five minutes of silent walking, I heard Aaron speak. 
“Hey,” I turned around, but kept walking backwards. “What was 
that thing earlier today?” 

It was one of many questions which I did not have the answer
to. “I don't know.” I confessed. “Whatever it was, it dodged my 
bullets.” I dramatically pointed at myself. “I can't even dodge the 
ground, let alone bullets.” I turned back around. “Maybe it was a 
new prototype.” I suggested. “That Mech sure scared the crap out 
of it.” 

Naomi finally picked up on the conversation. “So that's what 
all that gunfire was earlier today. I was wondering what that was.” 

“Could have been a ninja or something.” Phoenix offered. 
“They still exist, at least I’m pretty sure. I loved those thing as a 
kid.” 

As he reminisced, Aaron sighed, “I hope not.”
“Hope not what?” I asked.
“I hope it's not a prototype.” He clarified, though his voice 

carried melancholy. “It's just one more set of whatever that's going 
to try and kill us.” 

“Hey,” I backed up to him. “You took care of that one and 
saved my life. I think I owe you one.” I softly punched the Mech's 
arm. 

“Thanks, and no problem.” He was quiet for a moment. 
“Hey, I see a few tents.” He pointed towards the encampment. 
Many people we milling about, reminding me of New York.

“That's them, guys.” I ran ahead of the group so the rebels 
wouldn't freak out when they saw the Mech. Lucky for me, I saw 
Jason right outside talking with the Doctor and Horace. “Hey, 
Jason!” I shouted. He looked away from his conversation. 

“Whoa, what is that?” He pointed at the Mech, eyes wide. 
“It's ours.” I said. “We killed the pilot, and now it's my friend 

Aaron's.” I paused. “We all escaped from the labs.”



By then, Aaron, Naomi, and Phoenix had all grouped behind 
me. “This is Naomi,” I gave a thumb gesture to her. I swear I could
see her fluttering eyes at Horace. I brushed the thought off, “This is
Phoenix,” He half-heartedly waved. “...And Aaron is in the Mech.”
The Mech's left arm held it's hand out over my head as if to shake 
hands with Jason. Jason's entire hand only fit around a finger, but 
he took it and shook. 

“So,” Jason clapped his hands together and rubbed them. “, I 
bet you guys want a nice room to yourselves.” 

“Oh, very much so.” Aaron spoke up over the Mech's 
speakers. “And somewhere I can put this.” 

“Well, that's fine and dandy, but we are going to be headed 
for the safehouse soon.” Jason explained. “Follow me, I'll led you 
to an available tent.” He started walking down the rows of tents. 
“Each one of these tents houses one of our own.” He said. “Since 
there are four of you, I'd be willing to bet that you all want the 
same tent. We have a nice big one you guys can settle into. And 
Aaron, don't be afraid to leave your Mech outside of the tent. 
There's no one that's going to be touching it without your 
permission.” He stopped in front of a large red tent. “This one is all
yours.” He pointed at it. “It should fit all of your needs, it even has 
beds set up already.” He turned to me. “I'll be seeing you soon.” He
turned back and started walking away, leaving us to settle in.

“Well, let's get our stuff inside.” I suggested. Aaron opened 
the hatch of his Mech and climbed down its ladder, his backpack 
slung around his shoulder. When I walked inside, I noticed that it 
was completely bare. Like moving into a new home. I picked the 
bed farthest from the door, with Naomi bunking directly to the left 
of me. Then Aaron picked the bed closest to the door, probably to 
keep an eye on his Mech, and Phoenix directly to the right of him.

I decided to leave my Remington, M16, and katana 
underneath my bed. No point in brandishing them. The others just 
held on to theirs as we explored the vast camp. “You guys want to 
stop by the armory?” I asked. 



“Yea, I'm anxious to get there.” Aaron said. “I need more 
guns.” 

I shrugged. “Okay.” After wandering for a few minutes, I 
finally found it. We walked inside, and I greeted Horace with a 
“Hello.” 

“Alright guys, this is it.” I said. “Hundreds and hundreds of 
assorted firearms.” 

“Oh, wow!” Aaron exclaimed. “Look at this!” He picked up a
hefty rocket launcher. 

“You can keep it, if you want. Just don't take more than you 
can carry.” I warned. Naomi and Phoenix also dove right into the 
piles of boxes, searching for the ultimate weapon. 

“Hey,” Phoenix said. “Eleanor, I think this is for you.” He 
held up a small pine box, and handed it to me. My name was 
inscribed with beautiful cursive handwriting, with another red satin
bow to top it off. 

“Horace?” I said, confused. “Do you know who's putting 
these little 'presents' together?” 

He shook his head. “Can't say I do.” 
Hmm. That was a little strange. Someone, whom I didn't 

know, was giving me random boxes of armament. Except for the 
first one, those were already my guns. 

But that left the question, what was in this one?
All of a sudden, I got a Christmas-like feeling. I took the bow

off and lifted to wooden lid up and off. I cocked my head to one 
side when I realized I had no clue what this thing was. There was a
metal bracelet with a glowing red square in the middle, and there 
was also what appeared to be a sawed-off musket. 

“Do you know what these are?” I looked at Horace, waving 
the two items in the air. 

“That,” He pointed and the musket-thing, “Is a gun.” 
“No, really?” I said. “I thought it was a car.” 
“I don't know.” He gave up. “I'm not an expert on guns, I just

sleep here.” He tilted his head backward and closed his eyes. “You 
should ask Jason, he runs things around here, he might now.” 



“Alright, fine.” I said, replacing the items in the box. “Hey, 
did you guys find what you were looking for?” I looked at the 
others. 

“Oh, yeah!” Aaron replied loudly, one-handing his rocket 
launcher.   

“Good here.” Naomi said, holding a twelve inch barrel 
revolver. 

“Got just what I need.” Phoenix said, brandishing an AK-47.
“Okay, I have to find something out. Let's go!” I walked out 

of the tent, Naomi, Aaron, and Phoenix following. 
Jason saw us just as we walked out of the tent, though. “I see 

you guys got some guns.” He commented, then seeing Aaron, he 
said, “Big guns.” 

“Look, Jason,” I said. “Someone has been leaving me these 
strange gifts.” 

“And?” He said, unimpressed. 
“I don't know what they are.” I handed him the box and 

looked inside. Upon seeing inside, he shut it immediately. 
“We need to go somewhere else for this.” He said, face 

whitened. 
“What? Why?” I asked, puzzled. 
“I'll tell you when we get somewhere else. Uh, how about 

your tent, can we go there?” He stumbled over his own words.
“Yea sure, but...” 
“Come on, let's go!” He interrupted.
We took the most direct route back to the tent. Whatever he 

saw couldn't have been good. 
He went inside and put the box down on Phoenix's bed while 

the others set their guns down. Jason opened the box. “This,” He 
said as he extracted the bracelet. “Is a Hakasho Prototype. 
Probably no more than twenty of these exist.” 

I stared at it, not with confusion, but with awe. “What does it 
do? Do you know?” 

“My guess is a good as yours. It's not a weapon. I would 
know if it was.” He evaluated. 



“So what is it?” I pressed on. 
“Put it on and find out.” He tossed it at me, and I caught it. 

The bracelet was about five pounds. A little heavy, but I could deal 
with it. I opened the locks on the bottom and slipped it onto my 
wrist. I closed the locks and stared at it. 

“So what am I supposed to...” A whirring sound became 
clearly audible, stopping my speech. Then, a large metallic shield 
sprang to life before my eyes. In less than a second it had 
withdrawn and built itself. The weight remained the same. 

“Whoa,” Jason was captured by its reddish glow. “That must 
be bulletproof.” He tilted my wrist so he could get a better look at 
the material. “I can tell, it's an inch thick, most likely laced with 
Kevlar inside.” He looked at me. “I used to work with bulletproof 
stuff.” 

“So how do we know?” I asked.
“How do you think?” He pulled an M1911 out of my holster 

and I winced, shielding my eyes. He fired right at the shield. 
“Not even a dent.” He replaced the M1911 in my holster. 

“Should be battle-ready.” 
“Now this,” He pulled the musket-thing out of the box. “Is a 

shotgun.” 
“What kind of shotgun is that?” I questioned the nature of it, 

shrinking my shield back down to a bracelet. Quite pretty, I 
thought.

“It is an exotic, not to mention rare, kind of shotgun called a 
Blunderbuss.” I raised an eyebrow as he talked. “You can put 
whatever you want into this, and it will fire just like any other 
shotgun. Except you can fire glass, forks, rocks, plastic, sticks... 
whatever you can fit into the barrel.” My smile grew the more he 
talked. 

“Let me see that.” I said. I took it out of his hands and looked
down the barrel. It was big enough to hold a two-liter bottle. “Is 
there anywhere that we could test this?” 

“We shouldn't test it here. Too many people.” He thought for 
a moment. “Maybe at the safehouse later?” He suggested. 



“Yeah, that would be fine.” I said. “When are we leaving?” 
“Soon.” Jason replied. “Most likely before dark. It's a twenty 

minute walk.” 
“Let me know when we go.” I said. “We need to be armed 

and ready.” 
He nodded. “I'll let you know.”
“Alright,” I nodded. “I'm gonna go catch some rest.” 
“Okay. See you later.” Jason waved behind his back.
I walked to my tent, and fell into bed.



Act XVII
October 14, 2010
1756 Hours
Highland, California

I was walking through an immense forest. The full moon 
shining a dim light through the trees, and a long skirt trailing at my
knees. I felt a light mist wash over my face with each inch I 
moved. I breathed in the divine pine smell. Touching the trees as I 
passed, I walked down a peaceful valley. 

Then, out of the darkness, something dashed right In front of 
me. I took a step back and gasped with fear. Then I was pushed to 
the ground from behind. I got to my feet and started running. 
Running from whatever that thing was. A light wind tugged at my 
clothes as I ran deeper into the forest. Beads of sweat rolled down 
my forehead as I turned around. I could see the thing running after 
me at an immense speed. I looked forward and ran as fast as I 
possibly could. My lungs bursting with pain, I tripped over a rock. 
I fell to the ground, and without missing a beat the thing had 
picked me up.

It took off from the ground, and now we were flying. I fought
it and struggled as much as I could to no avail. The thing dropped 
me off a cliff. I tried to flap my wings, but they weren't there. I fell 
in an endless abyss. “Eleanor!” I heard a voice call from below. 
“Eleanor!!” The voice got louder.

 
 

 



Act XVIII
October 15, 2010
0007 Hours
Highland, California

“Eleanor!!!” I woke up. Naomi was straddling me in my bed. 
I sat up. 

“What?! What is it?” I said, half-annoyed and rubbing my 
face.

“It's hell out there, we're being attacked by someone!” She 
said, out of breath. I pushed her off of me and looked around the 
tent.

“Where are Aaron and Phoenix?” I put my shoes on and 
grabbed my guns. 

“They are already out there. Aaron is in his Mech, and 
Phoenix is with Jason.” She stood up and grabbed her M16. 

“Let's go, then!” I said and ran out of the tent. 
Naomi was right, it was total chaos. Hakasho made an 

attempt on the rebels. There were more Mechs out, along with a 
huge crowd of agents. 

I flew up into the air. “Naomi! Go find Jason!” I pointed in 
the direction of the battle. “I'm going to go find Aaron!” 

I pulled my M1911's out of their holsters and flew for the 
cluster of Mechs. As I neared, I could see that they were focusing 
fire on one of them. Aaron must have been in there. I got behind 
one of the Mechs that was firing at Aaron, and dropped on top of it.

Grabbing hold, I holstered the M1911 that was in my left 
hand and climbed around to the cockpit. I lifted the hatch and shot 
the pilot in the head. I pulled the body out and climbed in. 

I pulled the straps across my chest, and locked myself in the 
Mech. I closed the hatch, locked my arms and legs into it, and 
aimed it's gun at the other Mechs. I opened fire, taking some of the
heat off of Aaron. The other Mechs were caught off guard, 
completely unaware that I hijacked one of their own. Two of the 
Mechs fell before they started shooting back. 



A round went straight through the windshield, missing me by 
an inch. Unfortunately, the round had hit the mechanism for the 
Mech's gun. I could still move it's arms, though. As soon as I 
learned that, I ran toward one of the Mechs that was still shooting 
at Aaron. I tore it's gun arm off and kicked it's windshield in. The 
sound of the fight receeded enough so that I finally noticed the 
radio chatter. 

The radio had apparently been linked to the other Mechs, so I
could hear the other pilots yell wildly about the fight. I could also 
hear Aaron's forced breathing. 

I turned around just in time to get punched by another Mech. 
I centered it in my view and opened the hatch. I pulled my M1911 
out of it's holster, lined up the shot, and nailed the pilot. The Mech 
stopped moving. 

I jumped out of my Mech and sprinted for Aaron's, dodging 
conflict. I jumped up to the hatch of Aaron's Mech, which ceased 
to move, and pulled it up. Aaron was hurt, badly. He had a piece of
the windshield stuck in his chest. He looked up, showing that there 
was one more in his shoulder. I took the straps off and pulled the 
glass out of his body. He cried out in pain.

“You have to relax.” I hoisted him over my shoulder, jumped 
off of the Mech and sprinted for the Doctor. 

Outside, people were waiting for his attention as the battle 
raged on around them. I walked right into the safe-house and laid 
Aaron down onto a gurney. “Doctor, take care of this one. I gotta 
go.” The doctor turned around.

“I got him.” He said. “Go.” I eagerly ran out of the tent and 
tried to locate Jason. Distracted, I looked up into the sky, noticing a
few blinking lights. It was a helicopter. Not just a helicopter 
though, a helicopter with two gunners on it. Their machine guns 
revved up and started spewing bullets at the ground. If somebody 
didn't take that thing down, it would tear everything to shreds. 

Unfortunately, I didn't see anyone in my immediate area who 
was focused on the chopper. I thought about what I was about to 
do, and then did it. Disregarding finding Jason for a moment to 



focus on a bigger threat, I sprinted for the armory. I dodged some 
of the shrapnel from Mech fire, grenades, and the terrifying 
chopper. 

I slid under a hunk of metal that was blocking the entrance 
and was in the armory. I got up and started frantically searching 
through the crates of weapons. Despite each of the rebels having a 
weapon, the crates still seemed full of guns. I had finally found 
what I was looking for. I pushed aside a SCAR and took the RPG 
that lay there. This should handle it, I thought. 

I cut a hole in the tent with my sword and walked outside to 
find the chopper. I flew up into the air, trying to see above the 
fight. There it was, whirring along the star-studded sky just above 
me. I aimed at the helicopter, hearing a beeping sound. When the 
beeping became a drone, I fired. The missile arced straight for the 
chopper. 

A direct hit sent the now-flaming heap of steel spiraling 
towards me. Sadly I couldn't move fast enough.



Act XIX
October 15, 2010
0416 Hours
Highland, California

I woke up dazed and confused, barely remembering where I 
was. I looked around, and saw only red and brown. Where ever I 
was trapped was small and hot. I put my hands out in front of me 
and pushed against whatever was on top of me. I was burned, and 
recoiled immediately away from the intense heat. In the air I only 
smelled oil and ash. 

Realizing I was under the burning chopper, I crawled out 
from under it. I turned over onto my back and breathed in the 
smoke. Coughing, I stood up. I quickly patted out the small fires 
that had nearly disintegrated my clothing. 

I stumbled through the camp. I saw only dead bodies and 
destroyed machinery. I heard only yelling and gunshots every few 
seconds from somewhere in the camp. Too exausted to fly, I 
walked to the doctor's tent. It was abandoned. I hoped that 
everyone got away in time. 

I saw an agent about a hundred feet in front of me, talking on 
his phone. He hadn't seen me yet, so I ducked behind a piece of a 
Mech. I started thinking clearly. Okay, I needed to get out of here. I
looked over the Mech piece and observed that beyond the agent, 
about another fifty feet, was an exit. 

I wouldn't be able to take him down in my condition. I willed
myself to become invisible, and sneaked past him. I came out of 
invisibility immediately upon reaching my exit. And immediately 
upon reaching my exit, fifteen lasers showed up on my body.



Act XX
October 15, 2010
0931 Hours
Lake Arrowhead, California

Here I was again. The one place I would want to be looking 
into, not out of. When I was thrown into my cell, I sat down in a 
dark corner and had already started to think of a way to escape. 
Although it was clear that I wasn't going to. They had extra 
security keeping an eye on my cell. Armed guards and armored 
guards were right outside of my door. And when food came around
they slipped it in through a tiny slot in the door.

The cell itself was huge, about the size of a small house, but 
without the walls and completely white.

My first few nights there I thought I was alone, but I soon 
met my bunk-mate. There were literally two bunk beds set up on a 
wall, bolted into it. I didn't notice that, instead of sleeping on the 
actual beds, my cell-mate had crawled underneath the beds and had
been sleeping under them.

 I woke up face down on the bare mattress that Hakasho so 
generously provided. I turned around and found myself looking 
into the purplish-red eyes of my cell-mate. Of course, then I didn't 
know it was my cell-mate, so I tossed her off of me and jumped out
of the bunk bed. I got up to face whoever was in the room with me.
Looking around, there was nothing. 

Which was pretty strange to me. I thought I was going 
insane. Then I was tackled to the ground and was pinned down by 
sharp claws. “If you calm down, I'll get off.” She said, her tone a 
cross between happiness and sadness. 

I didn't say anything, I just stopped moving because I could 
feel her claws slowly digging into my arms, which she had held 
down in such a way that whatever I did, it had really no effect. 
After I was still for a few seconds she got up. “Sorry about that.” 
She said pointing to the four cuts on my left arm. 



“I'll be fine.” I said, extending my wings. I let them out 
loosely because I wasn't under constant threat anymore. “So where 
am I? This is a different cell than last time.”

“This is the only maximum security cell ever built in any 
facility like this.” She said.

“How do you know that?” I asked, rubbing the cuts on my 
arm.

“That's the reason I'm in maximum security. I escaped my 
cell and killed about a dozen guards. I got to the security booth and
looked at all of their files and plans for this building.”

“Why?” I asked. “That's seems pointless if you're just going 
to be thrown back in.”

“So I would know how to get out when they put me in 
maximum security.” She winked at me. 

I thought about it for a second and sat down on the bed. “So 
why are you still here?” 

She looked at me with optimism and said, “Because the 
guards are doing their jobs now.” 

“Well that's new.” I admitted. We both laughed. “What's the 
schedule like around here?” I said after the laughter died down.

“We pretty much-” She was interrupted by a team of armed 
guards with riot shields bursting through the thick metal door. 

“What was all that noise?” One of them barked. 
“Nothing, sir.” My cell-mate was quick to speak up. 
“Get up against the wall!” He ordered. “Jackson! Have your 

men search the room!” 
We waited five minutes for them to scour the room and the 

two beds. Looking at the wall, I only heard, “Nothing suspicious, 
Colonel.” 

Clearly frustrated, the “Colonel” shouted back, “Search 
them!” 

I looked over at my cell-mate and saw a soldier start 
searching her pockets. Then I felt someone patting me down. It 
was what I had expected, except for the part when he got a little 



too friendly. He touched my butt, so I turned around and punched 
him in the face. Seemed like a fair trade to me. 

He fell over backwards, yelling in pain. Then every soldier in
the squad aimed their guns at me. “God dammit!” I heard the 
soldier yell. He got up and stumbled over to the back of his team. 

“She's clean.” The soldier who had finished searching my 
cell-mate reported. 

“Good.” The Colonel replied in satisfaction. 
“Shall I search her?” He asked.
“No.” The Colonel said. “She's fine.” 
With that the soldiers left as quickly as they had come. “Hope

It was worth it!” I shouted after them.
My cell-mate stepped away from the wall. “You're going to 

do just fine.” She said. “Name's Megan.” 
I turned around .“I'm Eleanor.” I said. 
Her eyes widened. “THE Eleanor?” 
“In the flesh.” I confirmed. 
“My god, I've heard so much about you.” Megan said 

cheerfully. 
“Yea, no kidding. So,” I continued. “What is the schedule 

like around here?” 
“Absolutely nothing.” She said, still in awe at me. “We are 

kept in here 24/7. Bathrooms are over there in that room.” She 
pointed to a small door on the other side of the cell. “And food 
comes around every day. If they hear too much noise, they come in
here and look at every little thing. Occasionally they do tests in 
here, but that's it.” 

“I must ask, what are you?” I said, staring at her huge dog-
like ears and tail. 

“I am a wolf hybrid.” Megan said proudly. “I already can tell 
what you are, a bird, right?”

“Yea, but I can't tell what bird.” I said, acknowledging my 
black and purple-streaked wings. 

I could already tell, we were going to do great things.



Act XXI
February 8, 2011
0609 Hours
Lake Arrowhead, California

I wasn't expecting anything unusual to happen today, and I'm 
not usually wrong. But, today, we were let out of our room. For the
first time in what seemed like forever, I saw the outside. The 
reason being, we were still highly regarded to be very dangerous. 
We were shoved through a long hallway by twenty soldiers. Ten 
for each of us, in case we tried to pull anything. We couldn't even 
if we tried, we had no clue where (in relation to the building) we 
were. 

I could see light up ahead. When we got a bit closer, I 
realized that we were going outside. I tugged at my bindings, 
which they had put on us before we were let out of our cell. The 
bindings themselves were steel cables with combination locks. 
They weighed me down a bit, but I wasn't about to start 
complaining, we were going outside! 

“Why are we going out here?” I questioned, trying not to trip 
over myself as I said the words. 

“There are new admittances whom are classified as 
maximum security. There are taking your room.” A guard said.

We stepped outside and ordered to stop. While waiting for 
them to say something else, I stared out at the bright green grass 
that swayed in the brisk wind. The sun was beginning to peak 
through the pine tree forest at the edge of the yard. 

The yard was the size of two football fields, making a small 
field. The edges of it were secured by sniper towers and electrified 
and barbed wire fences with moats on either side. I looked to the 
skies and saw that the field was also domed by a reinforced aviary 
mesh. No surprise, I expected them to think of everything. 

In the very center of the yard was a two-story, concrete 
building. “This is your new home.” The Colonel began. “Inside of 
the house are two beds, a bathroom, and a television.” He crossed 



his arms. “You get full control over what you do, but be warned, 
we have over thirty snipers keeping you on surveillance at all 
times. If you try to escape, you die. Now go, and remember, we are
watching.” A guard unlocked my restraints and pushed me a few 
feet away from them. Megan and I looked at each other, and then I 
looked back at the soldiers. They backed behind the door, closed it,
and then locked it. 

Megan looked at me, and then I said, “Let's go check it out.” 
She eagerly dropped down to all fours and started sprinting down 
the yard at over thirty miles per hour. I had never seen her do that. 
I decided that I would stretch out too. My wings sprang back to life
for the first time in six months. I had to admit, it felt really good. 

I flew up to the top of the dome. Since I hadn't been around 
electricity for a while, I grabbed tight and held on. It was shock 
with over fifty-thousand volts, enough to kill more than an 
elephant. It didn't even phase me, though. I simply fried my 
already partially-disintegrated clothing. 

Yes, you read that right. I hadn't been able to change my 
clothes since October. They were still together, just that many parts
of them were filled with burns and holes. Whenever I requested for
different clothing, they gave me two sizes too big. 

I hovered back down to the ground, letting my wings stick 
out of my back. I opened the iron door to our new home and 
walked inside. There were two beds next to each other, a couch, 
and a T.V. on one wall. 

I walked upstairs and found an open room. The entire upper 
part of the walls were windows, made of bullet-proof glass. Megan
stood at the far wall, looking outside. The sun streaked across her 
face and cast orange shadows behind her. “That was one of the best
runs I ever had. Mostly because I haven't been able to do it in 
seven months.” 

“We should turn on the T.V. I haven't been up to speed on the 
outside for a while. I think it'd be interesting to see what the area 
has turned into.” I gestured for her to follow me downstairs. 



I found the switch on the T.V. and turned it on. There was 
only one channel on it. News. It wasn't all that bad, it's not like I 
was interested in cartoons. An Asian woman appeared on the 
screen, “Reports have come from people inside of San Bernardino 
that an all-out civil war has broken out onto the streets.” She 
shuffled some papers as a blurry cell-phone picture appeared 
beside her. It was four figures with one unmistakable detail. They 
had wings. “This photograph was taken by a man whom does not 
want his name said on the air. He said he was witnessing a 
shootout when four people emerged from one side. He described 
them as having wings, and were very adept at using them.” The 
picture disappeared and was replaced with a still from a video. 
“This video,” The woman explained. “Was taken from one of our 
news choppers as it flew over a shopping plaza. We warn that 
younger viewers look away due to the graphic nature.” 

The screen then switched to a better-quality video of the 
plaza. There were cars tipped over and smoke streaming out of 
buildings. Rebels were seen storming a platoon of agents, with one
Mech. I guessed it was Aaron. The video then switched back to the 
Asian woman. “We are told that the large object seen moving there
is an experimental land vehicle. That's it for the Morning News at 
6, this has been Diane Nguyen.” 

The video faded out. “So that's Highland now.” I said to 
myself, turning the T.V. off.

“Are we going to go there soon?” Megan said eagerly. “I 
haven't been there in three years.” 

I looked at her with sympathy. “I know the feeling.” 
“Are we going there? Meaning, are we going to escape 

soon?” She was practically jumping up and down. 
“I sure hope so.” I said, walking outside. “I sure hope so.”



Act XXII
February 14, 2011
0156 Hours
Lake Arrowhead, California

Megan couldn't sleep. It wasn't different from any other 
night, though. It had been only lately that she had been able to go 
outside, so she exercised during the night. Careful not to wake 
Eleanor up, she silently crept out of the room. Running on all fours
felt slightly awkward after not being able to for years. She was 
getting used to it again. She found that she could use her claws to 
climb up the side of the house. As agile as a cat. 

There she would sit, watching the night stars roll and the city 
lights twinkle far off in the distance. But this night was about to get
violent. As Megan watched the sky, a helicopter began circling 
overhead. It could have been a news chopper, a private one from 
L.A., or a police chopper performing routine patrol. This particular
helicopter, which Megan thought very little of, was on a mission. 

 The beautiful night was interrupted by the sound of silenced 
gunshots and the clanging of boots on metal. Megan looked up, 
and with her powerful eyes, saw a group of men in stealth 
camouflage attempting to cut through the aviary dome. Somehow, 
avoiding being fried by electricity, they cut a large square out of it. 
They lifted it up gently and tossed ropes down for them to slide on.

Megan quickly jumped off of the house and landed softly. 
She opened the door as quietly as possible and went inside. 
Shaking Eleanor hard, she tried to wake her up.



Act XXIII
February 14, 2011
0217 Hours
Lake Arrowhead, California

“Eleanor,” Megan whispered, waking me up. “Eleanor, wake 
up!” She commanded. 

“What?” I groaned loudly. 
“Shhhh!” She hushed me. “There are a group of men outside 

that just broke into the aviary.”
Hearing a helicopter, I quieted instantly. “Stay low, get to the 

window.” I whispered now. I crouched down and put my back 
against the wall, peering over the edge. Sure enough, there were 
five people, lightly armed, who were now walking around in the 
grass. 

“Search the house.” I barely heard one of them command. I 
wasn't worrying, these people were here to help us. 

“Megan,” I said calmly.
“Yea?” She replied, scared. 
“I'm going to need you to trust me.” I said, still looking out at

the nearing men. “When they come in, I want you to stand up and 
put your hands above your head, like we're surrendering. I'll do the
same.” 

“Are you insane?” She whisper-yelled. “How do you know 
we won't be shot?”

“Because if they went to all this effort to get here they would 
want to kill people who want to kill us.” I explained. 

Two men armed with pistols and night vision goggles 
appeared at the top of the stairs. “You two!” One of them 
commanded quietly. We both stood up and put our hands up. 
“Come with us!” They led us outside to a couple of ropes that were
hanging from the top of the aviary. “Climb up there, get in the 
chopper, and don't say a word.” 

I wasn't about to protest. We climbed up the ropes unassisted.
Once we reached the actual helicopter, they tried to restrain us. 



“We need to put these on you.” A nervous man was gesturing 
to the wrist wraps in his other hand. “For your safety.”

I took a look at the man, the bonds, and then back at him. “I 
think, for your safety,” I sat down. “You shouldn't try.”

The man simply nodded, and went into the cockpit. Once we 
were moving, I looked at Megan. “Do you think they knew about 
the AA guns.” I got up, opened the cockpit door, and yelled over 
the rotors, “You guys knew about the AA right?” 

The pilot shouted back. “Alcoholics Anonymous?” 
“No!” I yelled impatiently. “Anti-Aircraft!” 
His face darkened. 
“Eleanor!” I heard Megan call. I looked back at her. “We 

have a missile already headed this way!”
I turned back to the pilot. “I hope you guys heard that.”
“A hundred yards away!” Megan screamed.
“Adios!” I yelled. “Megan! Grab onto me!” 
“What? Why?” She said.
“If you touch that dome, you are done.” She then did as I 

instructed. “I,” I added. “Can fly!” Then I jumped out, as the 
missile arced pass. I flapped as hard as I could. “I don't have 
enough energy to fly us back to Highland.” I realized. “Prepare for 
landing!” I notified Megan. I landed on the ground, back-first as to 
not hurt Megan. 

She got up. “Eleanor! Are you hurt?” She started inspecting 
me.

“No, no, I'm fine.” I said, standing. “Follow me!” I said. I 
turned and started running. 

“Where are we going?” She asked. Running on all fours.
“Lake Arrowhead. I know a place.” We ran far off into the 

night. Hoping that we would never see that place again.



Act XXVI
February 14, 2011
0724 Hours
Lake Arrowhead, California

We were at a lookout point. Not one of those ones on the side
of the road, mind you. One that I had found a long time ago. It was
a boulder, jutting out of the side of a cliff. Up here, we would have 
been able to see Highland, and every other city for fifty miles. But 
the storm clouds hadn't let up, and we were in a bit of fog.

Megan was sitting behind me, eating some stolen Denney's 
food. “How long do you think It would take for us to get down 
there?”

I turned around. “What? You don't think I can carry you.” 
“Well, after last night,” 
“I was extremely tired last night.” I interrupted. “You have no

idea what I can do.”
“Okay, then.” She shrugged. 
A few minutes passed. “So, when are you going to be ready?”

I asked. 
“Right now.” She said, kicking the empty container off of the

mountain. 
“Alright, grab on.” I said, and we hugged close. After making

sure she was secured, I whispered, “Here we go.” 
We plunged into the fog. I let my wings go, and accelerated 

quickly. Megan started yelling, “This is like a really fast roller-
coaster!” She tightened her grip. 

The clouds broke, and I could the the sprawl of Highland far 
away. “Almost there!” I assured. When she didn't say anything, I 
looked at her. Her eyes were closed. 

“Oh, come on,” I ushered. “This isn't that scary!” 
“Oh, sure. You're the one that can fly!” She said back. 
I laughed a little.



Highland grew closer and closer, until I had to slow down. I 
stopped, and hovered over a street. “Go ahead.” I told Megan. She 
opened her eyes and looked down.

“Land!” She yelled, and jumped off of me. She landed 
perfectly, and I tucked my wings in so I could do the same. 

“So, where are we going?” She asked. “You seem to really 
like it here.” 

“I know a place.” I said. “Come on, follow me.” I ran down 
the street, not knowing what I would find. 



Act XXV
February 16, 2011
1321 Hours
Highland, California

Still nothing. After searching for two days, we hadn't found 
any rebels, or anything relating to the rebels. That is, until we came
upon the battlefield. Craters and dead bodies were still ever-
present. Twisted chunks of metal were spread about. Guns and 
bullets lay untouched. Dust and debris still floated through the air. 

I made my way through the tents, with Megan. Having long-
forgotten were my tent had been. Megan had already found a 
weapon that she liked. A machine pistol, Glock 18, specifically. I 
wasn't about to pick up anything. 

After searching tent after tent, I was inside of one. It didn't 
look especially familiar. I turned around to walk out, but something
caught my eye. A pine box with a bow on top, and my name carved
into it, was sticking out of the bottom of a bed. 

I scrambled over to it, ecstatic. I grabbed onto it, and heaved 
it out. I set it on top of the bed, and stared at it. This one was new. 

“What is it?” Megan wondered. 
“I have no idea.” I admitted. “But it's for me.” 
I opened up the box, to find some familiar weapons. The 

blunderbuss and the bracelet. I locked the bracelet onto my right 
wrist, and slung the blunderbuss over my shoulder. 

“Let's go.” I said. “We don't want to attract too much 
attention.” I walked out of the tent. 

“From what?” She questioned. We both stopped, hearing 
something. 

“Get in the tent.” I whispered. I knew that sound. It was only 
a good sound when I knew it was there. It was a Mech. It was 
probably on a routine patrol, and I didn't want it to see us. 

“What is it?” Megan whispered. Holding her Glock tightly. 
“It's a Mech.” I answered. 



Her eyes widened a bit. “One of those things from the 
news?” 

“Yep.” I said. “They're a whole lot worse in person.” I looked
at Megan, who was white knuckled. “Just keep quiet, and it will 
pass.” I thought for a moment, then got an idea. “Or,” I started. 
“We can take it.” 

“Fight it? No way, we can't take that thing.” She shook her 
head. 

“That's not what I meant, but we could if we wanted to.” I 
said. “I mean, literally, take it. Kill the pilot, and you can use it.” 

“Oh thank god.” She sighed with relief. “I wasn't ready to go 
head to head.” 

“Okay,” I said, the mechanical noises getting louder and 
closer. “I'll take him.” Going invisible, I walked out of the tent. 

I could see it about a hundred feet away, but there was 
something wrong. There was another one. They looked like they 
were patrolling together. 

They stopped, looked towards each other as if in a 
conversation, and then one of them walked in its own direction. 
The other one continued patrolling. I breathed slowly, pacing 
myself. As I walked out into the open, I saw the Mech look 
through a few tents. 

Invisible, I walked right up to it. Having no idea I was there, 
the Mech mulled about its business. I climbed up the railings that 
led to the cockpit, making as little noise as possible. I swung the 
door open and pulled the pilot out. I tossed him out, and onto the 
ground. 

Now that he was out of his Mech, I revealed myself, and 
jumped after him. I landed right on him, punched him in the face a 
few times, and then he was unconscious. I moved him into a tent, 
so no one would see him. 

I left the idle Mech for a moment to get Megan. I went into 
the tent, where she lay on the ground, gun aimed at the entrance. I 
put my hands up, and she lowered the Glock. “So, did you get it?” 
She asked. 



“What you didn't hear that?” I asked. She shook her head. 
“Huh. Well, I got you a Mech, but there's a problem.” 

“What kind of problem?” She asked.
“The one where there's two Mechs.” I said.
She holstered her Glock. “Don't tell me I'm gonna have to 

fight this one.”
“Nope,” I said. “I'm just gonna need you to give me a ride.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“I'm going to hop onto the back of the Mech, and you're 

going to pilot it.” I explained. “You are going to try and find the 
other Mech, when we do, I'll jump onto it and take out that pilot.”

“The way you say it, it seems easy.” She said. 
“It will be.” I assured. “Now let's go.”  
She followed me outside. Upon seeing it, she exclaimed, 

“That thing is huge!” 
“Yea, I know.” I agreed. “Now, when you get inside, it may 

feel a little awkward to use it, but once you get the hang of it, you 
never forget.” 

“Funny,” She said. 
“What,” I asked. 
“You're comparing a bike to a death machine.” She clarified.
I rolled my eyes. “Alright, come on.” 
She got into the cockpit, fastened herself in, and took control 

of it. I went invisible and climbed up top. “Walk around a bit, get 
used to it.” I said. “Then let's look for this other Mech.” 

“Got it.” She acknowledged over the speakers. 
She started moving through the rebel camp. Moving aside 

bits of other Mechs and destroyed choppers. 
She finally spotted the other Mech after what seemed like 

forever. We started closing the gap. After we were about a hundred 
feet away, I hopped off and ran to the other Mech. 

I climbed onto it, and opened the door. The pilot was able to 
say, “What the hell...” Before I punched him in the mouth and 
tossed him into the concrete. The impact alone knocked him out. I 



climbed in, and gave Megan a thumbs up. “Now,” I said. “Switch 
to frequency 140.45.” 

I switched frequencies, and I soon heard Megan's voice in my
ear. “Alright, where are we going?” 

“Well,” I began. “There should be a safe-house somewhere 
near here. I haven't actually seen it before, so just look for the 
place that looks most abandoned.”

“What if we get attacked?” She asked, obvious concern in her
distorted voice. 

“Don't worry, these things have massive guns. Enough 
firepower to punch through another Mech.” 

We trudged on. Everywhere had either been abandoned, or 
fought over recently. Cars parked on the side of the road were 
pock-marked with bullet holes. Burn marks were obvious on the 
ground. The usual stray cat or dog would poke its head around a 
corner and then run across the street. 

At one point, I looked up, and a figure appeared. The one 
from six months ago. “Hey, uh, Megan?” I said over the radio.

“Yea?” She acknowledged.
“We have trouble ahead.” I pointed my Mech's arm at the 

figure. 
“What do you want me to do?” She asked. 
The figure started running towards us. “Shoot it!” I yelled. 

The Mechs' guns pounded the ground in front of the figure, 
showering it with chunks of street. Shot after shot echoed through 
the city, but the figure was still advancing. It wasn't afraid of 
Mechs anymore. 

Just as the thought crossed my mind, It leaped onto my 
Mech. It obscured my view, so I kicked the cockpit door and 
slammed it into my gun. It reappeared, and grabbed me. It tossed 
me like a football, spiraling through the air. 

I unfurled my wings and slowed myself down. I landed, and 
ran for Megan's Mech, which was engaged at the moment. I 
reached for my blunderbuss and slung it around. I grabbed some 



chunks of concrete from the ground, and tossed it into the barrel. I 
loaded, aimed for the figure, and fired. 

The concrete cannoned out of the gun, smashing into itself 
mid-flight before shredding the figure. Six big rocks smacked the 
figure squarely, but it was unphased. Still running, I scooped up 
some more concrete, and pushed it into the barrel. I aimed and 
fired a second time, doing nothing. 

“Megan!” I called. “Shoot it!” She did so, distracting it long 
enough for me to move in. I came up behind it and punched it in 
the back, the shoulder, and then the face. As it wheeled back, I 
charged myself. 

I jumped onto it, holding tightly, and channeled as much 
electricity as possible into it. After a few seconds, it stopped 
struggling, and fell onto the ground, limp. I got up and dusted 
myself off. 

“Thank you.” I said, and looked at Megan. “You did well.”
She opened up the cockpit, and I could now see her smiling. 

“Thanks, I've never used one of these before.” 
“Good job,” I said, and looked back to the figure. It was 

gone. 
 

 



Act XXV
February 16, 2011
1121 Hours
Lake Arrowhead, California

Maxis was standing in his office, having a cup of coffee, 
when the news got to him. “Are you kidding me? What the hell is 
going on?!” He yelled at Jacob. “What kind of god damn training 
are you giving that thing? I hope you know exactly what 
happened.” 

Jacob, stone cold, said, “Well, we do know that there were 
two Mechs involved...” 

Maxis's jaw dropped. “They stole two of my Mechs!?” He 
put his hands on his head and looked out of the window behind 
him.

“And,” Continued Jacob. “Subject 6 demonstrated flawless 
use of the EPFM47E.” 

“What?” Maxis turned around. “You actually dosed her with 
that stuff?” He was furious.

“Well,” Jacob started, but was interrupted.
“You dosed her with it?!” Jacob nodded.
“Do you have any idea, any idea at all what, exactly, 

EPFM47E does?” The doctor was now using hand motions to 
convey his message. “It wasn't even finished yet! It could mutate 
Subject 6 even further! We've already got a god damn supersoldier 
walking out there! And we also have that supersoldier's exact DNA
configuration.” He thought for a moment, and then smiled at the 
idea. “Jacob, have Subject 8 scheduled to be injected with 
EPFM47E. Immediately.”



Act XXVI
February 16, 2011
1435
Highland, California

At about two o'clock, I saw something familiar. The garage. 
The best part was, I could hear engines revving, and drills 
spinning. “Hey, Megan,” I punched the side of the Mech twice. 

She opened the hatch. “Yea?”
“I see something up ahead,” I, without my Mech, pointed 

towards the garage. “You stay back, I don't want them opening fire 
on what they think is an enemy.”

“How do you know that they won't shoot you?” She asked. 
“I know them.” I said. “Just wait here.” I turned and ran for 

the garage. When I got there, It seemed to get a little bit hotter. 
There were dozens of extremely expensive and fast cars parked 
against the wall, and a few men walking around or working. Most 
of them were staring at me. 

“Yo, Eleanor!” Alex yelled. He was sitting on top of a cooler.
“Come on ova!” I walked over to him, again hearing people 
whisper about me. “I thought you'd be runnin' with yo friends!” 

“You know where they are?” I asked, heart jumping at the 
thought of seeing my friends again.

“I know where Jason is, he's at a safehouse not far from 
here.” He pointed in the general direction. “He might know where 
yo friends are.”

“Good,” I said, extremely relieved. “Do you mind if we rest 
here for the day?”

“We?” He raised an eyebrow.
I turned and shouted, “Hey Megan!” Then her huge Mech 

jumped a hundred feet into the air and landed right behind me. She 
opened the hatch, and gave a sheepish, “Hi.” to Alex.

“Yea,” He said, eying the Mech. “Dat's alright with me.” 
“Thanks, uh, where can we park this?” I jerked a thumb 

toward the Mech. 



“Here, I'll take it. Follow meh.” Alex motioned for Megan to 
let him take control, and she complied. We followed him to a spot 
behind the Armory. “Hey, we might work on it a little bit!” He 
boomed over the speakers. “Dat alright wit cha?”

Megan looked at me. “Don't worry, this guy is an old pro.” I 
assured. 

She looked back at him. “Yea, but if you break it, you have to
find me another one.” 

“Thanks!” He fist pumped the Mech, accidentally taking out 
a car that was nearby. “So, uh, yea. I'll take care of it.”

Megan just laughed. We walked into the Armory, and I could 
hear Alex yell outside, “Hey guys! We got it!” and then a roar of 
approval. 

“So, we're staying here for the night?” Megan observed and 
sat down on a box of guns. I nodded. “Seems comfy.” She said, as 
she ironically adjusted her position on the hard wood crate. 

“Yea, don't worry though. We'll set out to find the other 
rebels at night.” I found a few sleeping bags in an open crate, and 
tossed Megan one. 

I rolled mine out on top of a few boxes of guns. “You should 
get some rest.” I suggested. 

“I will.” She replied. “I'm gonna go oversee things out there.”
“Alright, see you in a few hours.” I said, and took a quick 

nap.

* * *

Megan shut the door to the Armory, and walked outside to 
find Alex and a few other grease monkeys working on the Mech, 
which had been tilted 90 degrees. “What's going on?” She greeted 
them casually. 

“You'd not believe what we did ta this thing.” Alex rolled out 
from underneath it, streaks of grime and rust particles tinged his 
white t-shirt. “We upgraded the suspension, so you can jump 
higher and land more efficiently, we also plated da entire thing 



with a titanium steel alloy. And my favorite part, we replaced the 
glass of the hatch with a much more bullet-resistant type of 
polymer.” He was excited to work on a Mech for the first time in 
his life.

“You seem like you really enjoyed working on it.” Megan 
said, and folded her arms. 

“Oh, we are nowhere near done with it yet.” Alex started. “Ya
know, we've only ever had to fight these things, but it's awesome to
finally get to work on one of these pieces of art.” 

“It's yours for the rest of the day.” Megan said, a bit 
enthusiastic about what they were going to do. “Do you think you 
can paint it?”

“Yea, of course. What color?” Alex asked as he cranked 
something on the Mech. Grease spat out at him. He closed the 
valve and smacked it with his wrench. 

“I was thinking, black, with purple tiger stripes.” Megan said.
“Of course.” Alex answered.
They were both silent for a few minutes as Alex worked on a 

few things. 
“Hey, do you guys have any nitrous tanks around here?” 

Megan asked.
“Yea, we put them on our cars all the time.” Alex grunted, 

struggling with a stubborn screw.
“Here, move for a second, and get me some tools.” Megan 

said, and moved for the dolly. 
“Tools? Whatcha need?” Alex quit on the screw, and got up 

off of the dolly. 
Megan thought for a second, and listed the items on her 

fingers. “A drill, a welding torch, those nitrous tanks, a saw, a box 
of strong screws, a ball valve, spray paint, a few loose wires, and a 
game controller.” 

Alex stared at her, and then shook his head. “I think we have 
all that. I'll be right back.” 



After a minute, he brought out a small cardboard box, and 
everything she needed was inside. “Here ya go.” He said and set 
the heavy box on the ground beside the dolly. 

She simply said, “Thank you.” Lied down on the dolly, took 
a few tools with her, and got to work.



Act XXVII
February 16, 2011
1939 Hours
Highland, California

I woke up and stretched after a dreamless sleep. I got off of 
the weapon crates, and walked out into the cold night. I found 
Megan hanging out with Alex and a few of his friends. They were 
all standing around the Mech, which had a few dim spotlights 
focused on it. 

“Eleanor!” Megan called me. “Come check this out!” She 
grabbed my hand and pulled me closer to the hulking chunk of 
metal. “I've been working on it a little bit!” In the light, I could see 
her face streaked with grit and grime. 

“No kidding.” I said. I started walking around it, trying to 
find what was so different about it. The other guys broke away and
started conversing. Except Alex. He wanted to look upon this 
marvelous machine. I took a wild guess, eying the paint job. “Its 
been painted?”

“Yeah, but, look a little closer.” She gestured.
I didn't exactly see anything else extremely significant. “I 

give up.”
She climbed the ladder and got inside the Mech. The Mech 

made a high-pitched noise, and then soared into the air with 
amazing ease. In two minutes, she reappeared among the dark sky. 
She landed back on the ground, using thrusters to cushion the 
landing. She opened the hatch, and the Mech mimicked her 
questioning stance. “Well?”

It was a no brainer. “Its much more maneuverable.”
“Pretty sweet, huh?”
“Yea,” I said. She was probably a master of this thing 

already. “When do you want to take off?” 
“In a few minutes.” She said. “Alex and his friends are gonna

get ready.” 
“They're coming with us?” I asked, messing with my shield. 



“Yea, where do you think they go when the garage closes?” 
She asked.

“Huh,” I said. “I guess I never thought of that. I'm going to 
get something to drink, and then I'll be right out.”  

“Alright, we'll be waiting.” She said, and then closed the 
hatch. 

I turned and walked over to the group that Alex had dispersed
to. “Hey, Alex, you guys have anything to drink here?” 

“Hey, Eleanor, ya we got some Monsters in da cooler.” He 
said. “Right over there.” He pointed to a blue icebox that was 
sitting beside the door of the armory.

“Alright, thanks, but, uh, what's a Monster?” I had started to 
walk for the cooler. 

“It's an enagy drink.” He said. 
“Oh, alright then.” I continued walking. 
I reached the cooler, opened it up, and grabbed a Monster. I 

cracked the seal and drank a little bit of it. It had an odd taste, but it
was a good one. I downed the last of it, ruffled my feathers, and 
walked back to the Mech. 

“Hey, Alex!” I yelled when I got there. “Are you guys going 
to lead the way?” 

“Yea!” He called. “We gon' take a few cars up there!” 
“Alright, then! Get ready to go!” I climbed on top of the 

Mech. “Megan, can this thing run?” I pounded the top of it. 
“Yeah, its another one of the performance upgrades I added 

today.” Her voice was heard over the speaker, which was right 
behind me. 

“I thought it would be.” I explained. I saw Alex and his men 
get into their cars. “We better get going.” I said. 

“Alright, hands on.” She said, the Mech moving into a 
sprinting stance. “You might want to hang on, this thing was 
clocked going over forty miles per hour today.” That rattled me a 
little bit. That's the speed of a car on the street.
“Don't worry, me might be able to go faster.” That rattled me a bit 
more. 



The cars turned on and pulled out. The Mech started sprinting
close behind them. I held on as tightly as bird-kid possible, 
planting my feet in between the Mech's knee joints and hanging on
to its shoulder. Every step jarred me to the bone. “Are you alright 
up there Eleanor?” Megan checked on me. 

“Doing, as best as I can.” I said though gritted teeth.
“Sorry, I didn't have time to put in a passenger seat in here.” 

She said. “I'm working on it!” 
We took a left turn, and then continued for about half a mile. 

After being jumbled around like an epileptic ragdoll some more, I 
was elated to find that the convoy had stopped. We weren't near 
any buildings that stood out, but I could see something blocking 
the road ahead. 

Alex got out of his car, and walked to the back of the convoy,
where we were. “Hey, we got a checkpoint up ahead.” I looked 
again at the road block. “Don't worry, though, its pretty standard 
stuff. Should be easy to take them out.” 

I got an idea. “Let me handle this one.” I told Alex, and 
jumped off of the top of the Mech. When I touched ground again, 
my legs were a little wobbly. It took a minute for me to get my 
bearings. “I'm gonna go in, and take out anyone who's there.”

“Are you sure about this?” Megan was concerned. “Going 
alone?” 

I nodded. “Yeah, I've done this before.” I went invisible, and 
ran for the checkpoint.

It didn't stand out, I mean with all the equally bleak buildings
mixed in around it. It was the basic security tollbooth, with the bar 
that closed off the road. This bar was closed, and somebody was in 
the tollbooth. There was only one guy that I could see, but I took to
the skies to get a better view anyway. 

Thankfully, I decided to do that, because I found a little 
monkey wrench. A sniper was on a nearby rooftop, crouching and 
looking through his scope. He was aimed right at the convoy, most 
likely wondering what it was. I hovered about ten feet above him, 
and then dropped.



I covered his mouth, and electrocuted him. He let off nothing 
less than a muffled yelp, and then he slumped over. His rifle fell 
out of his hands, but I caught it before it could hit the roof. I 
moved his unconscious body farther down the roof and set his rifle 
next to him. I was about to turn away to handle the guy in the 
tollbooth, when I heard a voice. 

It was coming from the sniper. I listened closer, and I could 
barely make out conversations. I could recognize them. I couched 
down and moved his head to one side. He was wearing a headset. 
A Bluetooth, specifically.

I took it out of his ear, and put it in my own. I could hear 
Hakasho Communications once again. I listened for a moment, but 
there was was nothing except a few guys having a weird 
conversation about something called Skrillex. Odd. I turned it off 
and put it in my pocket.

I jumped off of the roof, landing with a roll. The guy in the 
tollbooth was looking right at me, but he didn't know that. I 
punched through the glass, sending shards at his face. Only one of 
them actually hit its mark, but that didn't matter. I was already 
following with my left hand. The second strike hit his throat, and 
he was out like a light.

I hit the switch on the tollbooth, and came back into view, 
giving a thumbs up to the grease monkeys. I opened the door, and 
the guard fell out of the tollbooth. He hit the ground with a thud, 
along with the sound of cracking glass.

The cars started racing by, and I followed by air. I decided 
that I'm going to wait for that Mech to get a passenger seat. I let the
cars get a bit further ahead, mostly because I didn't know where we
are going, but partly because I didn't want any cars following us. 
Last time I was near a car, things exploded.

I flew to the car that Alex was in and landed on top of it. 
“Hey, Alex, how far away is this safe-house?” 

“About ten minutes away.” He said from the passenger seat. 
“It shouldn't take longer than that.” 



“Good.” I said, jumping into the back seat, and a startled 
rebel made me some room. “I have a feeling we might be 
followed.” I notified him. “Just a feeling, though.” 

“It wouldn't surprise me. Its happened before.” He turned to 
look out of the window. “We fought 'em off. Seriously, these guys 
suck.” 

“Yea.” I laughed. “They really do.” Right as I said that, a 
missile hit the car behind us. I peered out of the back of the car. 
The car behind us was on fire, and it veered off the road and into a 
wall. Gunfire started clapping like thunder overhead, except that 
this thunder was extremely fast. I heard Megan and her Mech 
return fire. There were more than ten shooters following us. “Get 
down!” I yelled, just as a wave of bullets ripped through the 
windows. The last shot rang out, and they focused fire on Megan. 

“I'm going out there!” I yelled, opening the door. 
“Don't get yourself killed!” Alex responded. “Go!”
I jumped out and flew into the air. There were at least fifteen 

cars following us. Each was heavily armed. “I don't have a gun!” I 
yelled. 

“Here!” Said the rebel sitting next to me. “Take this!” He 
tossed me his M4.

“Thanks a bunch!” I exclaimed. I pulled the slide back and 
unloaded into the cars behind us. I could see that Megan and her 
Mech were flying high, shooting at everything behind the last car 
in our convoy. She did a lot, taking out most of the opposition. I 
reloaded, and blasted the driver of one of the remaining cars. He 
slumped over, and one of the other cars used it as a ramp, 
careening over it and landing next to the last car in our convoy. 

This air-to-ground combat was getting exhausting. I tossed 
the M4 aside, and braked until the enemy car that was in back 
caught up with me. I landed on the hood and jumped through the 
door. I landed in the passenger seat, and was quickly grabbed by 
the man in the back seat. The driver pulled out a pistol and tried to 
line up a shot on my head. He missed several times, then I 
headbutted the guy who had me, and I took the driver's gun from 



him. I kicked him out of the car, shot the guy in the back and drove
on.

Megan was still laying waste, to the street at least. Bits of 
ground were everywhere. I drove up next to another car, and rolled
down my window. I kept the wheel steady, and shot at it several 
times. The gun clicked, signifying an empty magazine. Crap. I 
tossed the gun at the other car and put my eyes on the road. It was 
too late.

Megan had wrecked another car, and that huge hunk of 
flaming car was right in my way. I recall going seventy miles an 
hour. And I wasn't wearing a seat belt.

I impacted, the force made me go through the windshield, 
and fly for about fifty feet. I hit the ground, and I slid for twenty 
more. I picked myself up, and only had about a second to assess 
the various parts of my body that had been torn open. 

Megan landed beside me. “Hop on.” She said. I wasn't happy 
about it, but I jumped onto the Mech, and she ran after the convoy. 
I hung on as she engaged the rest of the cars, finishing them off. 

“Yea ha! We did it!” She cheered. “That was awesome! 
Eleanor! We beat 'em!” I was getting extremely light-headed, and I
was bleeding all over the Mech's brand new paint-job. 

“Megan, I... I'm not gonna stay awake for very long.” I told 
her, and I rested myself on the Mech's right shoulder. 

“Uh-oh.” She realized. The Mech jolted ahead to Alex's car. 
Keeping pace, she opened the hatch. “Alex, Eleanor is hurt!” 

“Don't worry!” He yelled. “We're right around da corner!” 

* * *

“Eleanor is hurt!” I yelled, as Eleanor bled out. I was keeping
remarkable pace with the rest of the cars. 

“Don't worry!” Alex yelled in response. “We're right around 
da corner!” He pointed outside of the car to a nearby hotel. It stood
seventeen stories in the air. We booked it to the front door. Outside 
were a few easy-ups, and some scattered tables. Alex practically 



jumped out of his car and ran up the front steps. He spoke to a man
as soon as he opened the door. 

They both ran back over as I hopped out of my Mech, and 
struggled to get Eleanor's body off of it, which was stained with 
unusually bright-red blood. The two men got Eleanor with no 
trouble at all, once they took her backpack off. I picked it up and 
followed them into the Hotel. The man that Alex presumably knew
was shouting, “A V.I.P. Needs a Medic!” We ran past confused and 
interested rebels. 

A Medic, who was wearing basic battle fatigues, started 
running with them, asking the man, “What happened, Jason, where
are the others?” 

The man named Jason said, “The others have been anxiously 
awaiting her arrival. Get her to the top floor! Elevator, now!” 

“Why top?” The medic asked.
“She likes the view, plus she has company waiting.” Jason 

said. “Bandages, now, get her some fluids!” More people started 
running behind me, like the paparazzi. 

“Alex, what am I going to do with the Mech?” I asked, 
running beside him.

“Put it on the roof!” He yelled over the growing crowd. We 
neared the elevator. “Next to the other one!” 

“Take this!” I shouted, and handed him Eleanor's backpack. 
The elevator doors closed behind them, and they went up to the top
floor. 

There was a moment of quietness and I turned around. A 
huge mob of people of all ages, toting guns, wearing Kevlar and 
camouflage, were looking right at me. Well, my huge cat ears and 
my long tail. 

I pushed past them to get to the front door. They followed. I 
got into my Mech and made for the roof. They watched. 

I landed on the roof and jumped out, making my way for 
whatever room that Eleanor was in.



Act XXVIII
February 16, 2011
1231 Hours
Highland, California

I woke up in the afternoon, on an insanely comfortable bed. I 
quickly sat up and looked around. I was in a hotel room. Odd. All 
of the gear that I had been wearing the night before was neatly 
packed on the floor across the room. There was a T.V. As well as a 
balcony, and a bathroom. 

I tossed the covers off of me and got out of bed. I 
remembered what had happened last night, I was in a huge car 
crash. There were bandages around my ribs, my legs, waist, and all
across my left arm. I didn't feel any pain, but I carefully unwrapped
them. I was perfectly fine. No cuts, bruises, or broken bones. 
Exactly the opposite of twelve hours ago.

I rubbed my forehead, I still had a headache. I went into the 
bathroom and looked in the mirror. Once again, I had survived. But
why? What kept me from dying? Maybe I shouldn't worry about 
these things. Wondering why I wasn't dead yet simply wasn't 
healthy. I walked back out and sat down on the bed, and sighed. 

Then there was a knock at the door. I got up, walked over, 
and opened it. Naomi and Phoenix were both standing, Phoenix 
had on a white hooded jacket and some not-torn pants, Naomi was 
wearing shorts and a blue t-shirt that read, 'deadmau5'. When they 
saw my face, Naomi cried, “Eleanor!” A group hug was in order, 
“We've missed you so much!”. After that was over, they stepped 
into my room. 

“After you went missing, we went back to camp several 
times to look for you.” Phoenix said. He was as serious as ever. 
“Jason told us to come back here. We've been here aver since. This 
is the Rebel Stronghold.” 

“Where is Aaron?” I asked, really needing to catch up on 
current events. 



“I was getting to that.” He said, a bit annoyed. “We were 
attacked about a month ago while we were out looking for 
supplies. We were flying over the city, and a squad of Mechs 
noticed us in the sky. They flew up to combat us, firing missiles, 
and their main guns. They took out Aaron's Mech, and took him. 
We barely got out alive ourselves.” He lifted his jacket and shirt, 
showing me a huge number of scars on his arms and chest. He let it
drop back down after I got the point. 

“They took him somewhere else.” Naomi said. “I mean they 
flew West, not North to the Lake Arrowhead labs.” She pointed 
West. 

“I've been tracking them for a while.” Phoenix said, sitting 
down in a chair next to the window. “There aren't as many agents 
or Mechs as there were three months ago.”

“Like they retreated.”, Naomi added. “To whatever is out 
there in the West.” 

Another knock at the door tore me away from the 
conversation. I opened it, and Megan was there. “Megan!” I 
hugged her.” 

“Hey, guys, this is Megan.” I gestured to her. She didn't say 
anything, but her tail flicked a little. 

“What are you?” Naomi asked, eying her huge cat ears.
“I'm a tribryd.” She said. “I'm part wolf, part cat, and, of 

course, part human. I also have a Mech parked on the roof.” When 
neither of them were impressed, she looked at me. “Eleanor, a guy 
named Jason told me to tell you that he wants to see you, when 
you're feeling alright.” 

“He is?” I asked excitedly. “Where is he?” 
“Bottom floor, Medic tent.” She said.
“I'll be right back.” I said, and took off out the door. I ran 

down the hallways, past open doors where rebels were doing 
rebelly things. I didn't go down the elevator, I took the stairs. I 
jumped flight after flight down, until I reached the lobby. I opened 
the heavy iron door, and ran into the huge lobby. 



Imagine a fancy hotel in Vegas. Now imagine the rebel camp.
Add the two together, and you get this. There were a huge amount 
of tents and easy-ups set up in a similar fashion as the camp a few 
months ago, set against dirty and tagged walls. Bullet casings on 
the ground, someone's blood trailing to the elevator, and about a 
hundred rebels doing their thing. 

“Hey, look!” Somebody shouted. “Its Eleanor!” Everyone 
went silent. 

“Uh... Hi.” I said. A hundred rebels cheered at the sight of 
me. People came up to me, telling me how awesome I am. I didn't 
know that was how widely known I was. Someone even asked me 
to sign their gun. 

“Wait, wait, wait!” I yelled, getting overwhelmed. As 
everyone quieted, I motioned them to be quieter. When it was 
completely silent, I asked everyone, “Does anybody know where 
Jason is?”

“Over there!” A taller man pointed in the direction of a white 
tent.

“Thanks!” I called out as everyone else got louder, talking 
about my arrival.

I pushed my way to the torn up and slightly-bloodstained 
white tent. Inside was the doctor from camp, and the battle-
hardened face of an old friend. The doctor was operating on a 
patient with someone who looked my age, and Jason was on the 
other side of the operating table, studying the procedure with one 
hand curling around his chin. 

“Surprised to find you here.” Jason said, not looking up. 
“I could say the same.” I leaned against one of the posts in 

the tent. “I figured you guys were long gone.”
“Too busy to leave.” He said patiently. “Too occupied with 

surviving, I guess.” He looked at me, looking almost embarrassed. 
His hand came down and he added, “We tried to get to you. Tried 
to free you again.” The doctor and the boy turned around to 
momentarily watch.



“Don't worry about it.” I calmed him. Jason looked as if he 
were holding back tears. “I'm just surprised you haven't asked who 
got me out.” I crossed my arms.

“Who, then?”
“Some well-funded idiots who weren't paying attention.” I 

laughed a little. 
“Aren't they all?” He joked. Somewhat-like old times. 

“Anyways, I wanted to show you...”
The doctor cut in. “Are you all done? Kinda breaking heart 

surgery-type concentration here.”
The boy spoke up. “Are you who I think you are?” His eyes 

scanned me like he could shoot lasers out of his eyes or something.
“Who do you think I am?” I prepared for the usual ogling. 
“Last year, you were on the news. In New York you were 

seen flying, is that true?”
“Indeed it is.” I said standing straight. My wings came a few 

inches out, I wouldn't be able to fit their entire wingspan in this 
tent. “Who's asking, then?” 

“A fourth-generation avian-hominid.” He said as calmly as I 
had. His own pale wings began to show. “The name's Hudson, after
my father.” 

The doctor spoke up again. “Hudson took the opportunity to 
escape a few months ago during your own little SWAT-style 
escape.” Hudson smiled, pleased with himself. “Him and about a 
hundred others are out there, but only a few made it here.” 

“Where are they?” I asked, a bit of excitement prickling my 
shaky hands. 

“Oh, you know,” Hudson said. “Around.” He shrugged and 
started to flick a scalpel like a skateboard. “Jason knows.” 

“That is what I was going to tell you before I was 
interrupted.” He shot a glare at the doctor.

The doctor retorted with, “Before I, was interrupted.” 
“Come on.” Jason said, and he pushed aside the tent flaps to 

let himself out. 
“I'm coming with you.” Hudson said. 



“Oh, fine, then!” The doctor threw his hands into the air, 
turning around to work on some poor sap's circulatory system. 

Jason led me and a silent Hudson out to the lobby. “They've 
been here longer than we have.” Jason explained as he walked. 
“They were staying on the seventeenth floor, room 17K, I believe.”
I gauged it out in my head, they had only been a few rooms down 
from us. 

“What, is the seventeenth floor for V.I.P.'s?” I mused. 
“In a way, if you consider being an avian-hominid as a V.I.P. 

status, then yea.” We walked past a group of guys who sat around a
fire in a circle. The elevator edged closer, until we were already 
inside of it, headed to the seventeenth floor.

On the way up, Hudson noticed a cut across my left arm. 
Before warning me, he pulled something out of his pocket, took a 
hold of my arm, and jammed it in. “Ow!” I yelled, startling Jason a
bit. “What the hell was that?” 

“A shot of highly amplified liquid pain-killers.” He looked as
if nothing happened. 

“Why would you...” I started, holding the bottom of my now-
numb arm.

“It looked injured, and I made it less painful.” 
I had to admit, that cut had annoyed me since the run-in with 

that thing that followed me. The numbness was replaced with 
normality, and my arm was no longer sore. It already looked like it 
was healing. “Whatever, just warn me next time you do that.” 

The elevator dinged the floors off, until we were at our stop. 
“Welcome to the V.I.P. Suites!” Jason announced. “17I is where we
will be stopping.”

“Must be my room.” I guessed. I opened the door, expecting 
everyone to be there, but found an empty room with a lot of 
random gear strewn around. “Where are they?” I asked, reaching 
for my bag.

“I took the liberty of having someone introduce them to our 
newer aviaries.” He gestured up. “They're on the roof.” 



I took no time jumping out the window, arcing upward, and 
finding a group of eight standing around the Mech. I landed right 
in front of them, with Hudson following. I immediately recognized 
Aaron, Phoenix, Naomi, and Megan. There were five others, not 
including Hudson. 

I looked over them as their conversations stopped, and they 
did the same to me. There was a boy with slightly burned clothing 
and a sparking leg. A sparking leg. I looked closer and saw screws 
and plating that was painted to look like skin. I landed carefully. 

Another guy who wore a white shirt was sitting down, rather 
than standing, carefully observing my glowing veins. “What's 
that?” he asked a British accent detectable. “Your veins, they are, 
glowing.” 

“They are reacting to a dose of 'amplified pain killers'.” I 
made quotations with my fingers. 

“That's not all they're reacting to.” He said tensely. Naomi, 
Phoenix, Aaron, and Megan all looked to see what I'd do. 

“That,” A girl to the left of him spoke up. “Is what an electric
circuit would look like in a human body.”

“I was trying to be cautious.” He said. 
“Name's Mechain.” She pointed a gloved hand at herself. She

was sweating, and was streaked with material that could be found 
at the garage.

“I'm Booker.” The boy who was sitting said, a bit annoyed.
Then an extremely muffled sentence caught my ear. I looked 

to the source and saw a person standing to the far left of everyone. 
He was wearing a gas mask, and was cradling a crowbar like it was
a stuffed animal. He looked me in the eye with a sort of emptiness. 
“That's Daniel.” The boy with half a leg said. “Somewhere along 
the way, we kinda lost him.” He looked insane. Another set of 
muffled words. “We can't really understand him, either. He's had 
that on since we've had him.” I looked back at the boy who was 
talking, and he was already looking at me. “I'm Alex. I make things
explode.” 



“We have another in our group,” Hudson said, from behind 
me. “Her name is Elizabeth.”

“And where is she?” I asked, analyzing the rest of the large 
roof.

“Probably prepared to kill you at a moment's notice.” He said
with a passive quietness. He checked the roof himself. “Elizabeth, 
knock it off.” 

“Fine.” A word that sounded more like a suppressed hiss. 
Right in front of my face, another set of eyes appeared like a 
shimmering mist. I barely felt the prod of a knife on the back of 
my neck and then it was released. The girl, Elizabeth, stepped back
so I could see her. She was dressed in neck to toe black, with a 
small keypad attached to her wrist and an absolutely gigantic gun 
slung around her back. She was folding the curved knife into a 
pocket below the keypad, when she said, “Welcome to the club.” 
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