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Prologue





Dawn
of a New Age





The word “hero”
is defined as someone who is admired for his or her distinguished
courage, brave deeds and noble qualities. There comes a moment in
everyone’s life that defines the person he or she is going to
be. While the environment and the people in it usually have an impact
and influence, ultimately each person must choose his or her own
path.

The day of
September 11, 2001 was a day that no one will forget. It was a day of
fear and panic. It was a day of sadness and mourning. It was day of
anger and fury, but it was also a day of heroes. To this day everyone
remembers the firemen, emergency workers and anyone else that put in
an effort at ground zero and the days that followed.

Their contributions
will never be forgotten, but it was the act of another that would
forever change the world. At the time, Jason Shaw was 17 years old.
He's the son of a billionaire and a genius in many categories, a
quality in which Jason shares with his father. Everyone was certain
that Jason would follow in his father’s steps and join the
company, but Jason had different plans.

It came as a major
shock the day that Jason announced his plans to join the military. He
wanted to be a Marine. Initially his parents were against the idea.
It wasn’t the life they carved out for him. It wasn’t the
plan they had. Jason was like his father, highly superior in the
field of technology. Everyone was certain that Jason would take his
father's company to new heights.

Their plans and
their ideas didn’t matter to Jason. He cared about their
opinions, but he needed to do something for himself. He wanted to
make a contribution. Jason wanted to be somewhere where he could make
a change and save lives. Jason wanted to be a hero. After months of
pleading his case Jason convinced his parents to give him permission
to enlist in the military. The day of 9-11, Jason was in New York to
visit his then girlfriend. She was a freshman in college and Jason
wanted to spend as much time with her as possible before he left for
basic training. The two of them were sitting down eating breakfast
when news broke of the first plane hitting the tower.

They watched as the
rest of the world did initially unaware of how serious the situation
was. As soon as he saw the first plane hit the tower, Jason's initial
reaction was to do something to help, but he remained on the couch.
Then, out of the corner of Jason’s eye he saw the second plane
hit. His girlfriend screamed in absolute horror as the tower began to
crumble. Tears flowed from her face as she watched the devastating
situation unfold.

Everything seemed
to be in slow motion. It was hard to process exactly what was going
on. The two of them sat there watching the disturbing incident play
out. Jason watched as people began jumping out of the windows. He
initially thought it was debris from the buildings, but later
realized the startling truth.

He listened as the
reporters and bystanders gave their account of what they witnessed.
It was then at that moment Jason had his moment of clarity. It was at
that moment that Jason would begin defining the man he was going to
become. It was at that moment that the new age of hero would be born.
What Jason would do next and the chain of events that would follow
because of his actions, no one could have possibly realized.

Jason grabbed his
girlfriend and stared her in the eye. He gave her a passionate kiss
before running out of the dorm room. His girlfriend called out for
him to come back, but Jason’s mind was already made up. New
York needed help. The fine officers and firemen weren't going to be
enough. New York needed a hero, a different sort of hero than the
ones they already had. New York needed Jason Shaw.

Jason didn’t
need a car or any other form of transportation to get to the World
Trade Center. He was faster than any vehicle in existence. Using
unimaginable speed, Jason sped over to the sight with extraordinary
quickness. Catastrophic damage had already been done. There was no
way Jason could save the building, it was too late for that. There
were however, still people alive and trapped inside. Jason would do
whatever he could to save as many lives as possible.

The sight was even
worse than he imagined. No video, regardless of how graphic it was
could ever capture just how truly devastating the scene was. Jason
stood still, slightly in shock from the horrid images that plagued
his vision. From the scattered body parts on the ground, to the
people jumping out of the building, ground zero was horrendous.

Taking a deep
breath, Jason got over his shock and sprung into action. Cameras and
recorders were all around as anyone with access to one was recording
the unfolding events. Jason sped pass the barricades meant to keep
the public out of harm’s way. One of the firemen, a man of
stocky size tried to stop him, but Jason sped right pass the man.

He was way too fast
to be caught. The fireman got nothing but an air full of dust as
Jason zoomed passed him. Jason propelled himself off the ground,
defying all the laws of gravity known to man and navigated through
the sky. He flew above towards the tower with the same incredible
velocity as he did when he ran on the ground. A woman desperately
trying to escape the burning building, jumped out of the window. In
mid air, Jason changed directions and navigated towards the falling
woman. She screamed in horror thinking her death was certain.

Jason would not let
that be though. Seconds before impact, the seventeen year old caught
the woman, saving her life.

A nearby civilian
captured the entire incident on camera. The video went viral minutes
later.

“That was
amazing!” the young man called out as Jason returned to the
skies. He kept his camera focused on Jason. The world was witnessing
history. A man was flying. A man was flying without the use of a
parachute or any other invention.

It wasn’t
long before the news feeds started picking up on Jason’s
heroics. Videos of Jason Shaw flying were captured by every news
outlet in America and around the world. Images of him catching large
debris easily with his hands and sustaining the heat of the fire were
printed in every newspaper.

In a day that would
bring forth many changes to America one could not overlook the impact
that Jason Shaw's heroics had on the world. His presence represented
something extraordinary. How could a man fly? How could a man sustain
blazing hot fire without any burn marks on him? These were questions
that everyone wanted answers to.

The United States
government began investigating Jason and his extraordinary abilities.
At first many believed his talents to be some new form of technology
that Shaw Enterprises was working on. It didn’t seem too far
fetched considering the type of high tech inventions Shaw Enterprises
were creating. Many assumed Jason was showing off one of the latest
inventions of his dad's company.

Most of their best
technologies weren’t even known to the public yet. When it was
confirmed that Shaw Enterprises had nothing to do with Jason’s
current condition, speculation began to grow. There were several
theories as to how Jason was able to do the things he could, but it
was the written work of Mr. Connors that caught the government’s
eye.

Mr. Connors, a
Professor at Harvard University wrote a very detailed letter
explaining Jason’s abilities to the president. One of the
President’s staffers read it and thought the President should
take a look. In his letter, Mr. Connors explained that Jason’s
abilities were derived from mental superiority. He explained that the
human brain is very large and only a small portion of that brain is
ever used by the majority of people.

For someone to have
the sort of abilities that Jason displayed, would take a greater use
of the human brain. He theorized that certain humans are naturally
prone to utilizing larger portions of their brains. He suspected that
some humans for whatever reason were further along the evolutionary
line of development. His theories would’ve been rebutted
harshly had Jason’s extraordinary acts not been captured live
for the entire world to see. 






With no other
conceivable theory around, the President was inclined to support Mr.
Connors’ theories. It became a daily thing to see Jason out and
about using his abilities. It seemed there wasn’t a day that
passed that Jason’s name wasn’t mentioned in the news or
his image plastered inside the newspaper. His popularity grew even
more when the public found out of his intent to join the military.
When the day came for him to leave for basic training, every media
outlet had a story about it.

In addition to
getting an understanding of what being a soldier was all about, basic
training did wonders for Jason’s physique. By the time he
reached the age of 21, Jason was over six feet tall and had the frame
of a professional wrestler. Well groomed dark black hair, smooth
handsome facial features and a solid physique made Jason's presence
quite alluring. Without question, Jason was quite the impressive
sight for eyes. In addition to his muscular physique, Jason was also
a very humble and kind man. He was what many women referred to as the
“total package.”

While Jason was off
in the military climbing the ranks, the world back home was changing
rapidly. A wise man once said,“With great power comes great
responsibility.” Jason tried to live his life by this quote,
but unfortunately, not everyone thought as Jason did. In the years
that followed more and more people began “coming out of the
closet” so to speak and showing off their extraordinary
abilities as well.

Some people believe
that evil is necessary for good to exist. That it is a natural
reaction to good. Perhaps the two forces are necessary to complete
and counterbalance one another. This belief certainly gained momentum
when extraordinary people began abusing their abilities on the
public.

In 2005 a man
capable of literally turning himself into a bomb exploded outside a
plaza in Baltimore, killing hundreds.

When the news broke
that this man was someone with extraordinary abilities, the public
demanded action be taken. A “witch hunt” of sorts was
called upon. There were many that wanted anyone with extraordinary
abilities to be locked up. Others called for them to be registered
and monitored at all times. The growing tension was eerily
reminiscent of horrible events of the pass.

Shortly after the
exploding man incident, a college student working to become a
geneticists wrote a theory on extraordinary humans. He called them
Post Humans as their abilities surpassed the standards that define
humans. The word caught on and the President of the time officially
labeled extraordinary humans as Post Humans.

With the escalating
distrust and general disdain of the Post Human population, the
President authorized the formation of a response division to deal
with any Post Human related threats. Government Units Against Radical
Danger was the official name of this division.

The acronym
G.U.A.R.D was the name most commonly used. Their purpose was to
monitor and police the Post Human community. With the help of Mr.
Connors, who had become the foremost expert on Post Humans, G.U.A.R.D
members were trained properly on how to handle potential Post Human
problems.

Around the same
time as the formation of G.U.A.R.D, Mr. Connors devised a bold plan
to spin a positive light on the Post Human community. He reached out
to the Post Humans he felt would be a shinning image to the world;
individuals with extraordinary abilities that were responsible and
had high values. He thought back to the popularity that Jason
received for his actions and came to a controversial conclusion. 


In order to
showcase Post Humans in a positive light, a team of Post Humans
needed to be created. A team whose job it was to be the standard of
what being a Post Human is all about.

The goal of this
team was to protect the world from any danger, be it internally or
internationally that required extraordinary help.

In 2007, six years
after leaving for the Marines, Jason returned from the military and
reentered the civilian world. He fulfilled his father’s vision
and joined Shaw Enterprises. Having served his country, Jason wanted
to use his superior knowledge to make the defenses of America top
notch. So he began working on defensive technology that would better
assist the soldiers in the field.

Shortly after
becoming Vice President of Shaw Enterprises, Jason joined up with Mr.
Connors and became the first member of the Professor's Post Human
team. Upon careful evaluation, Mr. Connors concluded that Jason was
one of the most powerful Post Humans in the world. Due to Jason's
talents, steady personality and military experience, Mr. Connors
named Jason the leader of his team.

In 2008, shortly
after the election of the new President, Mr. Connors established
friendly relations with the new administration. The previous
administration was very much against Post Humans. Mr. Connors feared
that if that administration won re-election, the lives of Post Humans
today would be vastly different, and not for the better. Although
there was still a lot of tension towards Post Humans, the new
administration worked side by side with the team when the situation
called for it. 


In 2009 a
controversial prison was built. The prison was designed by Joseph
Stockton, the C.E.O of Stockton Incorporated. This jail was created
on Stone Ridge Island and was to be used specifically for Post
Humans. Surprisingly, there were many humans that voiced their
objections over the Post Human jail. Many complained that it was too
much of a reminder of the Holocaust and that it was just a matter of
time before all Post Humans were treated similarly. 


The loudest protest
of course came from the Post Human community. Many riots and acts of
rebellion were created due to the prison's creation. Many within the
Post Human community began questioning Jason and the rest of the
team's motives when the team chose not to voice objection with the
prison.
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The
Incident in Vallejo





The formation of
this team of Post Humans was initially for publicity. It was a way to
temper the mounting tension the public had towards Post Humans.
Individually, the members of this team engaged in battle from time to
time, but for the most part it was the G.U.A.R.D agents that dealt
with the Post Humans that abused their abilities.

Officially, Mr.
Connors' team was the only group of Post Humans with any sort of
government clearance. They were also the only Post Human entity with
permission to combat enemy threats in the name of the United States.
Much to the chagrin of several government officials and the general
public, the President authorized Mr. Connors' team to be trained by
the military.

Many feared that
with the abilities these Post Humans had and the training they
received, they would eventually use their skills against the country.
The President was confident the group Mr. Connors selected were the
“right sort of people.” The increasing presence of Post
Humans and the devastating destruction those that abused their
abilities caused, was a constant reminder to the public to just how
dangerous Post Humans are.

For every positive
accomplishment Mr. Connors' team achieved, there was always someone
outside his team that undermined all they had accomplished and were
trying to accomplish. There was always some Post Human bringing
negative attention to their kind.

The G.U.A.R.D
issued stealth jet, developed by Shaw Enterprises, touched down in
Vallejo, California. There was strong intel suggesting a Post Human
by the name of Olden Mars was somewhere in the vicinity.

Olden, a six foot
five inch powerhouse was on the top of G.U.A.R.D's most wanted list.
He was the type of Post Human that reinforced the fear the public had
in Post Humans. In the past month alone, Olden's actions have led to
the deaths of thirty civilians and three agents. Without question,
everyone involved were looking to quickly capture the criminal and
bring him to justice. According to reports G.U.A.R.D had on Olden,
his abilities included extraordinary strength, flight, durability,
telekinesis and the ability to absorb solar energy and use it as a
projectile weapon. For Olden’s solar abilities to be most
effective, it’s important that he remains in proximity to the
sun.

Agent Hardine was
the first field agent to touch the ground. He gave a quick survey of
the area and then silently motioned for his men to follow. Six well
trained G.U.A.R.D agents followed Special Agent Hardine out of the
stealth jet. The agents positioned themselves around the designated
area Agent Hardine directed them to.

“Target in
sight,” one of the agents whispered over his earpiece. The
agents aimed their weapons at Olden and prepared to fire on command.

“Negative, we
got about ten minutes before the sun goes down. Hold position until
the sun drops,” Special Agent Hardine ordered.

The agents
immediately stood down and followed Agent Hardine's order. Agent
Hardine was the command leader for the Alpha field team. Over the
years his list of accomplishments have included the successful
capture of several top priority Post Human criminals. Of all his
accomplishments, capturing Olden Mars this day would by far be his
greatest achievement to date.

Olden was lying
around, casually embracing the beautiful setting the Vallejo beach
offered. Agent Hardine watched as the large man seemed oblivious to
their presence. The calm of the water and the shoreline was
beautiful. It was great spot for anyone looking to relax.

Agent Hardine hoped
Olden’s relaxed nature would assist them in taking him out. As
soon as the sun went down they would have to move quickly. It was of
the utmost importance that the mission went flawless. Agent Hardine
knew they had one chance at this, and he didn't want to blow it.

“What’s
he doing?” an agent asked.

“I want radio
silence. I don’t want to take any chances of tipping this guy
off. We only got one shot at this and I want to make it a good one,”
Agent Hardine said.

The agents waited
patiently for the sun to go down. If Olden Mars was aware of their
presence he certainly wasn’t letting on. The beach was quite
packed as it usually was. This added extra pressure to the agents to
get the job down on the first try. 


“Let’s
get ready to move,” Agent Hardine said.

The agents were
posing as civilians. Normally they were dressed in all black, but not
today. Today they didn't want anyone to know they were there. Olden
would spot G.U.A.R.D agents in a heartbeat if they approached his
location in uniform. Not to mention the public would inadvertently
alert him if they saw the agents as well.

Agent Henderson’s
unit found that out the hard way. Their presence caused a mass panic
with the civilians which helped the criminal they were after to evade
capture. Their failure that day was a major learning lesson for the
rest of the agents. Agent Hardine would not allow his unit to make
the same mistake.

“Go time
gentlemen get in position,” Agent Hardine ordered. The agents
subtly walked about the beach separately positioning themselves for a
coordinated attack. Olden, who was concentrating on the half naked
women passing by, was not aware of the agent’s presence. Agent
Hardine took up position last. He had to make sure his agents were
exactly where he wanted them to be before he proceeded with the
mission. “Remember, goal is to apprehend. We want Olden Mars
alive.” The agents clicked their radios twice confirming they
understood their orders.

“Now!”
Agent Hardine shouted. The six agents fired their inhibitor laced
darts at Olden Mars. The first two shots connected. One hit the man
in the neck and the other caught him in the leg. Those first two
shots were the only ones the agents were able to connect with. Olden
was able to impressively fight off the effects of the inhibitor
darts.

“What's the
point of shooting inhibitor darts if they aren't going to inhibit
this freak's abilities?” an agent shouted in frustration.

Olden used his
telekinesis to deflect the rest of the inhibitor darts shooting his
way.

“Crap!”
Agent Hardine shouted realizing the potency of the inhibitor darts
wasn’t enough. “Take him down! Take him down now!”
he ordered.

Olden staggered to
his feet and looked around at the agents. They had formed a circle, a
defensive measure to surround and trap the dangerous man. “You
think a little dart is enough to take me out? You fools should have
brought those traitors in to come deal with me. At least they
would've made things interesting.”

Sand began
levitating in the air. The sand twirled about like a dangerous
hurricane. Olden’s hands begin to spread and he used his
telekinesis to attack the agents. One of the agents cursed loudly as
the sand got in his eye. Every one of them, with the exception of
Agent Hardine, found themselves temporarily blinded by the effects of
the sand.

“I’m
the wrong one to mess with,” Olden warned as Agent Hardine
quickly ran closer to confront Olden. The agent fired off three shots
which Olden was able to easily redirected. He then used his
telekinesis to lift the agent off the ground.“Have you ever
wondered what it was like to fly Agent Hardine?” Olden asked.
“Well let’s find out.” Olden added.

Olden concentrated
and exerted a massive buildup of strength. Agent Hardine’s
heart began to race as Olden’s telekinesis lifted him higher
and higher. The Post Human flew straight up in the air and forced
Agent Hardine up in the sky along with him. The Agent was getting
dangerously close to suffocating due to lack of oxygen. If Olden
raised him up much higher, Agent Hardine would have been as good as
dead.

“How much
higher do you think we can go?”Agent Hardine was fading, he
could barely answer Olden even if he wanted to. “I wonder if
you can survive a drop from this far above?” 


Olden knew Agent
Hardine could not survive such a drop, but he didn't care. With no
regard for the agent's life, Olden released the hold he had on him
and watched as the agent fell towards the ground.

With a rapid gush
of wind, Jason flew onto the scene. He flew at such a speed and
velocity, that the agents couldn’t see his arrival. The agents
watched with rather surprised looks as Jason flew into action. Jason
ascended to the sky while Agent Hardine descended to the ground. 


“Got ya!”
Jason said to the agent, catching him with ease. The agent fell
gracefully in Jason’s arms. Jason slowly landed on the ground
and the agent climbed out of his arms. With a bit of embarrassment
and resentment, Agent Hardine thanked Jason for the assist.

Without warning,
Jason sped over to Olden and hit him with a right uppercut to the
face. The impact of the punch lifted Olden several feet into the air.
He landed with a loud thump. Jason rushed forward and delivered
several crushing blows to Olden’s ribs. Olden grimaced with
each punch.

“Your time of
terrorizing these people is over I’m bringing you in!”
Jason exclaimed.

“Not likely!”
Olden replied confidently. Olden looked down towards the end of the
block where several panicking civilians were running. He smiled with
sinister intent. He pushed his hands forward and forced several
frightened individuals to move towards him.

“I wonder how
fast you really are Jason!”

Jason looked at him
suspiciously. Olden used his telekinesis and flicked his wrist. The
motion sent several bystanders flying in different directions.
Jason’s eyes grew big with concern. No one was going to die
today, not on his watch, he wouldn't allow it! Jason sped off moving
in several directions with a sense of urgency. He got to each
individual before any harm could be done to them. Olden didn’t
care, his actions were simply to keep Jason occupied. It was nothing
more than a distraction. 


Olden needed time
to concentrate. His intentions required a great deal of mental
strength and he couldn't have Jason interfering. Olden looked out
into the sea and closed his eyes. 


“What’s
that noise?” an agent asked.

“It’s
coming from out that way,” another replied.

Sweat began rolling
down Olden’s face. The agents desperately fired at Olden, but
he was still able to multitask enough to stop the darts from
connecting. With the civilians safely rescued, Jason turned his
attention back to Olden. He flew towards the criminal like a missile
just as the water began to rise.

“Oh my god!”
a bystander shouted. “He's raising the water to the sky!”

Agent Hardine
ordered his men to get the civilians back as far as possible.

“We’re
all going to drown!” a civilian shouted. 


The civilian's
words did nothing but trigger panic to an already escalating
situation. Jason collided with Olden causing the man to lose his
connection with the sea.

“Stand down
Olden, I’m warning you,” Jason threatened.

Olden had no
intentions on complying with Jason's warning.

The two men stared
across from each other, both of them levitated high above the water.
Jason flew aggressively and threw a hard haymaker punch at Olden. 


Olden somehow
created an invisible barrier that prevented Jason from attacking.
With the simplest of ease, Olden flung his hand forward and sent
Jason flying in the opposite direction. The force sent Jason
backwards, but he quickly reestablished control of his body.

“Surrender
now, Olden.”

“I’ve
already won. There is no reason for me to surrender.”

Jason clenched his
fist into a ball and built up energy from around him. He unleashed a
massive amount of energy in the shape of a ball that traveled with
great velocity towards his opponent. Olden stood there showing no
signs of concern. To his surprise, the energy blast was much more
potent than he expected. The blast sent Olden downward into the
bottom of the sea.

“Status
report,” Commander Sullivan, the leader of the entire G.U.A.R.D
organization said to Agent Hardine over the earpiece. Agent Hardine
watched the battle from a distance.

“Sir, Olden
Mars has been knocked down to the bottom of the sea.” 


There was a moment
of silence before the Commander responded. “How'd you pull that
one off?” the Commander asked.

“We didn't
sir, it was Jason Shaw sir.”

“Shaw? What's
he doing there?”Commander Sullivan was surprised. All major
missions were handled by G.U.A.R.D. Commander Sullivan had not
authorized Jason's involvement on this particular mission. 


Jason’s eyes
went wide. He didn’t think his energy blast would affect Olden
as much as it did. He contemplated diving to the bottom of the sea to
retrieve Olden, but Olden proved that wasn’t necessary. Olden
shot up from the bottom, flew into Jason and delivered a devastating
knee to Jason's face. Jason stumbled back. Olden followed up with a
massive punch to the face that knocked Jason unconscious. He then
flicked his hand and sent Jason in the direction of the sandy part of
the beach.

“You all
still standing here? Jason Shaw couldn't stop me, so what makes you
think any of you can? Let me show you all what happens when you mess
with Olden Mars!” Olden concentrated and again attempted to
make the bottom of the sea rise.

“Sir, we’ve
gotta get out of here!” one of the agents proclaimed.

Agent Hardine was
not about to abandon the people. He had Olden in his sights and he
wasn't about to let an opportunity like that pass him by.

“Look Sir,”
another agent said. 


In the sky, the
agents could see another stealth jet emerging into visibility. Agent
Hardine recognized the jet immediately. It was the same sort of
stealth jet that G.U.A.R.D used, but it wasn't one of theirs. The jet
made its descent to the ground and Noah Winters, a controversial part
time member of the group, quickly hopped out. 


“What’s
the situation?” Noah asked Agent Hardine. 


The agent sized
Noah up and down.

“Never mind,
get all these people back, I’ll hold him off,” Noah said
as he saw the water rising from the ground. The water was so massive
that it covered the sky, it came hurling towards the civilians. Noah
closed his eyes and began concentrating.

“What’s
he doing?” an agent asked.

“I’m
really not sure,” Agent Hardine replied.

Noah enabled his
ability to create force fields and concentrated so that the field
would expand. Slowly, the force field began expanding. It expanded
wide enough to the point that it looked like a dome had covered the
entire area. The force field prevented any of the water from breaking
through.

“How long can
you hold that?” Agent Hardine asked.

“As long as
it takes,” Noah replied. 


Noah looked towards
Jason and saw that Jason was still unconscious. He instructed Agent
Hardine to bring Jason back to consciousness. By the time Agent
Hardine arrived at Jason's location, the hero was already slowly
coming to. Jason shook off the pain he was feeling and flew back to
confront Olden once more.

“You ready
for another round?” Olden asked.

Jason looked around
the area, he wanted to take the fight away from nearby civilians.
There was an empty baseball field a couple miles away. If he could
get Olden there, he’d have a chance to beat him. Both men
charged forward. Olden swung, but Jason caught Olden’s fist
with his hand. He grabbed the man and drove him forward towards the
baseball field. Once Jason got him there and saw no one around, he
aggressively drove Olden to the ground, leaving a massive hole in the
center of the field.

“Seriously,
the baseball field? That's where you decide to take him down!”
one of the civilians shouted from a safe distance.

“Yeah, that's
my bad.” Jason mumbled. He realized the baseball field wasn't
one of the more popular choices he could've made at that moment.

Olden clenched his
fists. He tried to attack Jason, but to his surprise, a low intensity
fireball splattered across his back.

“What the
hell?” he said out loud in obvious pain. 


Luckily for him his
body could absorb such an attack, a fact his attacker knew. Olden
turned around and saw two more members of Mr. Connors' team, Jackson
Prescott and Shayne Tucker standing behind him and smiling. Jackson
and Shayne were the youngest members of the group. Both of them were
in their first year of college and are loaded with potential.
Potential, that if harnessed and used properly, could make them two
of the most powerful Post Humans.

“Are we late?
Did we miss the party?” Jackson asked. He was forever using
humor in a conversation, regardless of the situation.

“Little boys
should not get themselves involved in grown men affairs,” Olden
said angrily.

Jackson and Shayne
sized each other up as if to see if they were actually little.

“Did he just
call us little boys? Jackson asked mockingly. “I'm about six
feet Shayne, how about you?”

Shayne nodded his
head, “Yeah, me too.”

Jackson smirked.
“Don't lie bro, you know you're like 5'9, maybe 5'10 depending
on what shoes you have on.”

Shayne rolled his
eyes but did not offer a reply.

While Jackson often
times tended to be too laid back and not serious enough, Shayne was
the complete opposite. If there was anyone that could bring out that
silly side of Shayne, it was Jackson.

“Enough
talking!” Olden shouted. He drove his hands downward causing
the ground to shake. He levitated himself off the ground while
Jackson, Shayne and Jason tumbled down to the ground.

“Am I the
only one that thinks we should have seen that coming?” Jackson
asked.

“Shut up
Jackson,” Shayne replied.

“Make me,”
Jackson countered, doing his best to imitate the voice of a seven
year old.

Jackson ran forward
and created a skateboard like structure made out of ice. He used this
to propel himself off the ground and towards Olden. He tried to punch
Olden, but Olden caught him with ease and threw him to the ground.

“OK, that
sucked!” Jackson said as he looked up towards Shayne.

“You don’t
say,” Shayne replied dryly. He was used to Jackson's half
thought out plans failing.

“You know, a
little compassion wouldn’t hurt,” Jackson said with a
grin on his face.

The distraction
bought Jason enough time to mount another attack. He ran forward and
tackled Olden to the ground. He unloaded a barrage of punches to
Olden’s face, chest and ribs. Jackson raised an eyebrow as he
watched Jason hammer Olden with powerful closed fists. 


“Now do you
see why I never spar with him?” Jackson asked Shayne. Shayne
couldn’t help but chuckle.

Olden desperately
tried to get Jason off of him. Jason seemed to be using an awful lot
of strength. It was miraculous to see that the sheer impact of
Jason’s punches didn’t kill the man. Olden finally got a
brief opening and used it to get Jason off of him. He used his
telekinesis to send Jason flying high into the sky. He lifted Jason
with such velocity that it would’ve killed any human and most
Post Humans, but luckily for Jason, he could sustain the altitude. 


“I’m
going to end this, you two get back,” Jason ordered into his
earpiece to Jackson and Shayne.

“When will
you people learn I can’t be defeated?” Olden exclaimed
angrily.

Jackson and Shayne
put their hands up pretending as if they surrendered. “You’re
right, what were we thinking. We’ve only ever defeated every
situation that’s come our way,” Jackson said smiling.
Jackson held his hand out gesturing for Olden to be still. “Wait
for it!” Jackson said dramatically like his favorite character
from “How I Met Your Mother,” would have said.

“Wait for
what?” Olden asked angrily.

From above him, a
massive force of energy lit the sky. The magnitude of the energy
force was incredible. In the blink of an eye, the blast shot down
like a laser and punished Olden greatly. Just like that, Olden was
out.

“Ho-ly
craaaaap!” Jackson said, enunciating the words slowly.

Jason rejoined the
group back on the ground. His face was serious, all business. For
him, he was just doing his job, there was nothing remarkable about
what he had just done.

“Now that's
how superheroes are suppose to act. Dude, that was incredible!”
Jackson exclaimed.

Jason smiled
modestly. He touched his earpiece and adjusted the frequency so that
it matched that of the G.U.A.R.D agents. He radioed Agent Hardine and
confirmed that Olden Mars had been neutralized. 


Back at the beach,
Noah successfully prevented any of the water from breaking through.
It took great effort, but Noah was able to return the water to its
normal location. 


Jason, Jackson and
Shayne returned to the beach to join Noah. To their surprise, the
four men received a standing ovation from the crowd. Jason, and
Shayne smiled modestly while Jackson embraced the attention, waving
energetically to the crowd. Jackson loved these kind of moments. Ever
since he was a little boy, he wanted to be the center of attention
and at that moment he was. Jackson was going to soak in all the
attention he could get.

“They want us
as long as they need us. The moment they no longer need us is the
moment they'll betray us,” Noah stated. He wasn't interested in
pandering to the crowd. Noah headed back towards the jet. The way he
saw it, Olden was neutralized, therefore the job was done.

“Thanks for
protecting us!” a little boy in the crowd shouted. “You're
our heroes! You're our protectors!”a second little boy added.

“Protectors?
That has a nice little ring to it,” Jackson said with a smile
on his face. His eyes suddenly got big as an idea formed.

“Jackson,
you've got that look in your eye. I don't like it when you have that
look in your eye!” Shayne said nervously.

“It's all
good bro, because I've got it!” Jackson replied.

“Got what?”
Jason asked curiously.

“From here on
out, we shall be called The League of Protectors!” Jackson
stood before the crowd with his hands on his hips. He was purposely
posing as if he was some sort of iconic comic book hero.

“Ladies and
gentleman, we are The League of Protectors and we are glad to do our
part in protecting this country. The League of Protectors are here to
protect all of you as best as we can. Enjoy the rest of your day!”

Jackson stood for
another few seconds posing for the crowd. Jason and Shayne looked at
each, smiled slightly and shook their heads. They should've known
that it would be Jackson to name the group. Jackson and the rest of
the group strapped themselves in, preparing for takeoff. 
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Unofficial
Interrogation





Mr. Connors sat
behind his desk screening five different computer monitors. When he
and Jason Shaw joined together to build the foundation of a Post
Human team, the two developed a close bond. Mr. Connors has earned
the respect of each member of the League of Protectors. For whatever
reason, he could relate to the League in a way that most humans
couldn't.

A man of his early
50's, Mr. Connors has worked as a professor in sociology at Harvard
University for the past twenty years. He's one of the few people that
doesn't prefer to be addressed as Dr. Connors. He stood slightly
under six feet and has just a touch of gray running through the top
of his hair. 


When Jason made his
debut to the world as a Post Human, Mr. Connors was immediately
intrigued by what he saw. Four years before Jason displayed his
abilities to the public, Mr. Connors knew his secret. He kept a
detailed file on him and monitored Jason's progress. Jason wasn't the
only Post Human Mr. Connors monitored. He had thousands of files on
Post Humans in his possession long before the term “Post
Humans” was ever coined.

Mr. Connors had a
plan. He was ready in case the world ever needed someone with his
knowledge. He knew it was only a matter of time before the world
learned of the existence of these extraordinary humans. 


A sudden beep from
his room phone broke his concentration. The professor ignored the
call and kept his attention focused on the monitors. The first
unanswered beep prompted the secretary in the other room to phone up
to him again. This time Mr. Connors answered.

“What is it
Ms. Hollins?”

“Sir,
Commander Sullivan is on the other line. He's requesting a video
conference immediately.”

“Understood,”
Mr. Connors replied. 


The professor
exited out all the tabs he had opened and clicked on his telecoms
link. The telecoms he had linked to his computer was another
invention of Shaw Enterprises. This invention allowed communication
with a live holographic image of the other person. So regardless of
how many miles away the other person was, it was as if they were
sitting or standing in the room with them. The link, located on the
left side of his screen popped up and the live hologram image of
Commander Sullivan emerged.

“Commander
Sullivan,” Mr. Connors said respectfully.

“Mr.
Connors,” the Commander replied with a slightly dry tone.

“How can I
help you today?” the professor asked.

Commander Sullivan
did not hesitate voicing his disapproval of seeing Jason Shaw, Noah
Winters, Shayne Tucker and Jackson Prescott at his capture sight. The
Harvard professor sat quietly behind his desk patiently waiting for
the commander to finish his verbal attack.

“Commander
Sullivan, if it wasn't for my team, Olden Mars would have escaped. He
would have also injured many in the process.”

The Commander
gritted his teeth, knowing what Mr. Connors said was true. “The
fact remains that your team, was not authorized to be there. That
mission was a confidential mission for G.U.A.R.D personnel only. How
did your team know about the mission in the first place?” 


“As I am sure
you are aware, I am notified whenever a Post Human activates his or
her abilities. The moment I identified Olden Mars power signature, I
sent members of my team to handle the situation.”

Commander Sullivan
did not like the term “Handle the situation.” That was
what his team was suppose to do, that was what G.U.A.R.D was
responsible for. Sure, the President authorized and acknowledged Mr.
Connors' team. But, that didn’t mean the commander was thrilled
about it or even agreed with the President's decision.

“Handle the
situation? Your team could've killed innocent civilians.

Also, how do you
explain the stealth jet your team used. Our sensors didn't detect the
ship's signature at all.” Commander Sullivan said in a accusing
tone.

“Well
Commander, not being detected is the purpose of a stealth jet.”

Commander Sullivan
shot Mr. Connors a nasty look. “Why is your team using
technology that G.U.A.R.D doesn't have access to? More importantly,
what reasons could you possibly have for having access to a stealth
fighter jet?”

It was clear to Mr.
Connors that the commander did not trust Post Humans or him for that
matter. The commander took serious issue with The League having a
stealth jet. He had reservations with any Post Human having any sort
of advanced technology at their disposal. In the back of the
commander's mind he was thinking just like the other paranoid
individuals thought when it came to Post Humans. He was thinking that
it was just a matter of time before the Post Human race declared war
on the Human race.

“This stealth
jet is a prototype, first of its kind and today was it's inaugural
flight. The jet incorporates the latest technology on stealth
capabilities and those at Shaw Enterprises are thrilled with its
success. The President is well aware that the jet is in our
possession. He was quite pleased with the results.”

Commander Sullivan
wanted to say more on the subject but there wasn't really much else
he could say. Once Mr. Connors threw out the word “President”
Commander Sullivan had to take a step back. Regardless of his rank as
Commander of the entire G.U.A.R.D organization, it was not his place
to question the President's decision. The President gave Mr. Connors
permission to use the jet without G.U.A.R.D's knowledge. He wanted to
see if the jet could slip in undetected and if so, how long it could
remain undetected. 


“How did the
jet get there so fast?” I don't care how fast Jason Shaw flies
or how fast Shayne Tucker can run, no jet can travel that fast. From
the time Olden began attacking us to the arrival of that jet, there
is no way possible the jet could've gotten here that fast!”

“The jet was
already in the city. Jason was giving Jackson and Shayne flying
lessons. There's really no point of having a jet if you can't fly
it.”

Commander Sullivan
rolled his eyes. The professor seemed to have an answer for
everything. Either he was truly telling the truth, or he was an
expert at covering his tracks. The commander couldn't tell which to
be the case. On one hand, Mr. Connors didn't come across as a liar
and he had been very helpful and cooperative with G.U.A.R.D. On the
other hand, the commander simply didn't trust Post Humans. While Mr.
Connors wasn't a Post Human, as far as the Commander knew, Mr.
Connor's loyalties were in question. 


Commander Sullivan
prepared to continue his unofficial interrogating of Mr. Connors, but
before he could ask any more questions, his attention was taken away
as was Mr. Connors.

A red bleeping
message appeared on his computer monitor. The bleeping message was a
warning of sorts. It was a warning letting Mr. Connors know that
there was trouble. Something was going down. Something serious enough
to catch both Commander Sullivan and Mr. Connors attention. 


The two men turned
their attention back to one another and agreed to revisit the
conversation at another time. Commander Sullivan and Mr. Connors
ended their communication and turned their attention to the problem
at hand.
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Boston
Thrill Fest





Amusement parks are
always a great attraction. From the little children, to the teens,
and even the adults, amusement parks offer something for everyone.
Including those with malevolent intentions.

The Boston Thrill
Fest was one of the biggest attractions in all of Massachusetts. It
offered over fifty rides. They had eight roller coaster rides, all of
which had at least a four star rating. Ten thrill rides, all of which
had five star ratings. Ten family rides, and twelve children's rides.
In addition, Boston Thrill Fest also boasted five water rides, the
most by any amusement park in the United States. The entire amusement
park is over three hundred acres and ranks as one of the largest
amusement parks around the world. 


Jeremy Foster, his
wife Melinda, and little son Joey were just one of thousands visiting
the amusement park. They had been there for about an hour and were
settling down for lunch. Melinda reached inside the backpack on her
husband’s shoulders and pulled out three sack lunches.

“I love
peanut butter and jelly!” Joey exclaimed. This was Joey’s
third trip to Boston Thrill Fest, and he loved it more and more each
time. “Me too son!” Jeremy replied.

Melinda laid the
sack lunches on the bench tables and smiled. The small family settled
themselves on the East side of the amusement park at one of the
designated eating areas. A can of pop, a bag of chips, and a napkin,
completed the lunch for the family of three. Jeremy and Joey had
their favorite sodas and Melinda had some diet drink. It didn't even
matter to her what sort of drink it was, she just liked the fact that
it had the word diet in it.

“I wanna go
on the Devil’s Lair next,” Joey said to his mom. Melinda
rolled her eyes, she didn’t like the word Devil and she didn’t
like Joey getting on some of the more heart pounding rides.

“Wouldn’t
you rather go on that jungle ride over there?”

Joey scrunched up
his small face and shook his head left and right. 


“That ride is
for little kids and I’m not a little kid!”

It was always funny
when a little kid claimed not to be a little kid. Often times parents
went along with it as to not burst the child’s bubble, but
Melinda wanted badly to burst his. 


Joey looked towards
his dad as if hoping his dad would be the voice of reason. To Joey,
his dad was the boss and had all the power, but Jeremy knew better.
In reality, Melinda was the boss and there was just no other way
around that fact. Jeremy hesitated to respond. He didn’t mind
if Joey went on the ride, but he didn’t want to get into an
argument later with his wife.

“Come on dad
can I go?” Joey asked in a pleading voice. 


Jeremy stuffed a
large portion of the sandwich in his mouth and pretended as if he
couldn’t answer. Melinda rolled her eyes knowing exactly what
her husband was doing.

“Can I mom?
Can I go on Devil’s Lair next?”

Melinda took a deep
breath and against her better judgment agreed to let Joey go on the
ride. The only condition being that Jeremy went with him.

“Yes!”
Joey shouted and did a little dance. Melinda gave Jeremy a hard look
as he had a little sly smile on his face. If he was close enough to
her, she would’ve kicked him in the shin for “hanging her
out to dry that.”

“Finish
eating honey,” Melinda said.

Joey sat back down
and quickly finished the remainder of his sandwich. He had to wait
rather impatiently for his mom and dad to finish their sandwiches.
Jeremy used the napkin and wiped the jelly that was stuck in the
corner of his mouth. Melinda handed both her husband and son a small
bottle of hand sanitizer and instructed them to clean their hands.

“Are you
ready for the Devil’s Lair?” Joey asked. He tried to
emulate the deep sinister sound he had heard on the Boston Thrill
Fest commercials. His voice however, wasn’t strong enough to
mimic that sound. 


The family finished
eating and threw their garbage out. They hadn’t taken but a
couple of steps when the mood inside the amusement park suddenly
changed. It was typical to hear a lot of screaming resonating off of
thrilled and positively terrified riders, but this was a different
scream. This wasn’t the scream of passengers being thrilled;
this was the scream of many people being genuinely afraid.

“What’s
going on over there?” Melinda whispered to her husband. The
screams seemed to be coming from the opposite side of the amusement
park.

“I don’t
know,” Jeremy replied. He slyly inched his way closer to Joey
preparing himself for a possible situation.

Melinda’s
head turned right. Suddenly loud terrifying screams could be heard
coming from that direction as well. Joey was oblivious to the
screams. He had heard them so many times because of the rides, that
it didn’t register in his mind, that something might be wrong.
Melinda took Joey by the hand and held him tightly. 


“Mom!”

“Hush up
now!” Melinda replied.

The terrified
customers started heading in the Foster's direction. It wasn't until
numerous people passed by that the Fosters saw what all the commotion
was about.

“Is that a…?”

“Yes,”
Jeremy replied, preventing Melinda from finishing her question.

“Oh cool,
it’s a robot!” Joey shouted. He didn't understand that
the robot wasn't a part of the attraction.

“Joey, we
gotta go!” Jeremy exclaimed. He lifted his son off the ground
and heaved him over his shoulders.

“What are you
doing dad? Put me down!”

There was no time
to save face; Jeremy wasn’t interested that moment in treating
Joey as a young adult. Joey was his son, his young son, too young to
even realize what was going on. The only thing that was on Jeremy’s
mind was making sure his family got out of there safe. 


A combination of
lasers and fire plagued the ground. The rides were on fire and
falling apart. The entire amusement park was filled with terrifying
screams as the robots wreaked deadly havoc.

“It’s
getting closer!” Melinda cried out. Shock set in, and Melina
found herself unable to move as the robots approached her direction.

“Melinda!”
Jeremy cried out after realizing that Melinda was several feet behind
him. 


She couldn’t
move, she couldn’t hear anything around her. All she could do
was stare at the giant robot. The robot, which was decked out in
battle armor and stood easily over nine feet tall, seemed to focus in
on Melinda. To its left was an empty wooden coaster ride. The robot
ripped a portion of the coaster off and heaved it at Melinda. Jeremy
saw the entire exchange and pleaded for his wife to move as he
desperately ran back after her. Tears rushed down his cheek as he
realized that he wasn't going to be able to reach her in time.

A sudden gush of
wind zipped passed Jeremy and when Jeremy’s focus was back, he
saw Jason Shaw standing over Melinda. 


The roller coaster
tumbled down violently towards them. Jason turned his head and used
himself as a shield to save Melinda from the falling ride. Jason
caught the roller coaster before it could harm anyone and gently
placed it on the ground away from the scattering crowd.

“Melinda!”
Jeremy screamed. He ran over and grabbed his wife lovingly. He kissed
her and held her tightly.

“Get your
family out of here,” Jason ordered. He was in the process of
flying away when Jeremy called out to him. He thanked Jason
repeatedly and asked how he could repay Jason for saving his wife's
life.

“Your
gratitude is payment enough.” 


Jason paused for a
moment and gave a gracious smile towards the thankful family. He then
propelled himself off the ground and continued his battle with the
two converging robots. He had to admit the structure of the robots
were top notched. Jason had an idea as to who was responsible for
constructing the robots.

Jeremy, his family
and everyone else still inside the amusement park watched as Jason
heroically battled the destructive robots.
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Down
By the Docks





Disposing of the
robots wasn’t a problem at all for Jason. He had dealt with
things far more dangerous than the threat those robots could offer. A
simple uppercut and smash was all that was required for them to go
down. The same couldn’t be said about the amusement park. They
had received extensive damage and would be closed until extensive
repairs could be made.

Garrett Blake, head
of the R&D department of Shaw Enterprises and fellow member of
the League of Protectors sat at his desk watching the video of the
attack. The video was on MyTube and had already received over one
million hits. Having lots of hits on MyTube was apparently a big
thing. Sort of like reaching a certain number of followers on popular
social media sites.

It was validation
of sorts. The hits, the followers, the likes, they’re all
important things in the digital online world. 


“Are you
seeing this?” Garrett asked.

Jason took his eyes
off the file he was reading, lifted his head and gave Garrett the
eyebrow.

“I don't need
to see it Garrett, I was there.”

Garrett closed the
video and exited out of the internet. He clicked on an icon located
in the third row on his screen saver and opened it. The Icon simply
read Second Place. The file contained everything Jason and Garrett
had compiled on Joseph Stockton and Stockton Incorporated. The two
had been keeping tabs on the businessman for awhile.

“So am I
right to assume that Joseph Stockton is behind today’s
charade?” Garrett asked.

Jason finished
looking over the last paragraph of the file in his hand, closed it,
and placed it inside his briefcase.

“You aren’t
right to assume anything Garrett. Post Humans are popping up everyday
now. Some are even banding together and forming teams of their own.
Some with the intent on doing good and others with the intent on
doing harm. There's just no telling who's behind today's attack.”

Garrett disagreed
completely. He ran his fingers through his short, slightly messy
brown hair and stared at Jason in admiration. Garrett was modestly
handsome, but in that dorky sort of way. Looking at Jason sometimes
made him jealous. There was no bitterness in his thoughts, just a
poignant observation.

“Joseph
Stockton is the only one with the resources and technology to build
killer robots. This has his name written all over it!” Garrett
said.

Jason agreed that
it was likely that Joseph Stockton was behind the attack. But, he
didn't want to rule out any other possibilities. There were just too
many other factions out there in the world. There were too many
unknowns for Jason to focus all of his attention on Joseph Stockton.

Stockton
Incorporated was considered the biggest competition to Shaw
Enterprises. Joseph Stockton was the head of the company and every
bit as intelligent as Jason Shaw. The ruthless billionaire had the
money, means and desire to carry out any project he felt like. Jason
and Garrett feared that Joseph's greed would eventually lead to
further problems in the world. They kept a close eye on him, but he
covered his tracks well. 


Garrett had his
tablet out and was staring at the screen. He swiped at it every few
seconds leading Jason to believe he was reading a message.

“What is it?”
Jason asked curiously.

“G.U.A.R.D’s
preliminary reports on the bots are inconclusive,” Garrett
replied nonchalantly. 


“How do you
possibly know what G.U.A.R.D's files say? 


“Never mind,”
Jason said as he realized he already had the answer to his own
question.

Garrett's
extraordinary ability allowed him to communicate with electronics. He
used this ability often to gain access to secure networks.

Garrett rolled his
eyes. While G.U.A.R.D was certainly high tech and employed really
smart people, there was no one that possessed the sort of skill that
he and Jason possessed.

“You know
that stuff should’ve been sent to our labs. G.U.A.R.D has no
business trying to decipher the mechanics on those machines,”
Garrett said bitterly. 


“I know with
what we do, it’s sometimes hard to forget the fact that we are
civilians. G.U.A.R.D has the highest clearance next to the President;
they have that clearance for a reason,” Jason replied.

“I have no
doubt of the things G.U.A.R.D accomplishes on a regular basis, that's
not my problem. My problem is that technology like we saw today,
should be looked at by the experts. We are the experts!”
Garrett said.

“We will.”
Jason said.

There was no point
in Garrett voicing his disapproval on the matter; there was nothing
he or Jason could do about it. So as frustrated as Garrett was, he
had no choice but to sit back and wait.

“I’m
getting hungry, how about we go grab something to eat and discuss the
shielding on the new fighter jets being constructed,” Garrett
suggested.

Jason didn’t
get a chance to reply to Garrett’s suggestion as Maggie,
Jason's personal aide walked through the door.

“Hello Mr.
Shaw, hello Mr. Blake,” Maggie said sweetly.

“Please, call
me Garrett,” he said in his best “I’m seductive”
voice.

Jason rolled his
eyes and chuckled. He wondered if Garrett realized just how
ridiculous he sounded when he tried to be smooth.

“Good
afternoon Ms. Lawler. What can I do for you?” Jason asked
politely.

Maggie smiled. She
had been with Shaw Enterprises for two years and genuinely enjoyed
her job. She especially enjoyed working with Jason. Besides the easy
on the eyes part, Jason was genuinely a good guy. He was down to
earth, easy to work for and respectful of others. There was never a
time that Jason made anyone feel unwelcome or inferior. Regardless of
his power, money and influence, Jason treated everyone the same. That
was just one of the many things Maggie found so attractive in Jason.

“Sir, there
is a crisis down by the docks.”

Jason looked at her
curiously. “What kind of crisis?”

“The kind of
crisis that requires you to do your superhero thing.”

“Understood.
Thank you Ms. Lawler.” Jason gave Ms. Lawler a polite nod and
then headed for the door.

“You want me
to come with you?” Garrett asked. 


Jason could barely
believe his ears. Garrett Blake was loaded with talent, but being on
the field battling others wasn’t one of them. He was more than
satisfied staying behind the scenes helping out any other way.

“Did I hear
that correct? Are you volunteering to tag along?” Jason asked
smirking. 


Garrett immediately
rethought volunteering as soon as he said it. “Umm yeah, never
mind, I'd probably just get in the way.” Garrett said doing his
best to get himself out of field work. Jason chuckled.

“I don't
think you give yourself enough credit Garrett. I'll handle this but
contact headquarters and let them know what's going on,” Jason
instructed.

“You want me
to send backup?”

“No, I’ll
be fine,” Jason replied.

Garrett disagreed.
Every member of the League had targets on their backs, and there were
those just itching at the chance to scratch.

“I really
think I should call in for backup,” Garrett insisted. 


Jason remained
resolved in his decision. He sped out of the office and outside the
building. He propelled himself off the ground and headed for the
docks with a hastened pace.

“Stephanie,
this is Jason, do you copy?” Jason said over his earpiece. 


“I hear you
Jason, what’s the situation?” Stephanie Morgan replied.

Stephanie Morgan
was another member of the League. Like Garrett, Stephanie didn't work
in the field, but she was still a vital member of the team. She spent
the majority of her time working closely with Mr. Connors. 


Jason was about a
minute out from the confrontation and the scene did not look
promising. On one side there was a squad of cops trying to subdue the
criminals. On the other side were ten men dressed in masks with fully
automatic weapons in hand.

“Do you read
any Post Human activity in my location?” Jason asked. 


Stephanie used her
Post Human abilities to scan the area surrounding Jason. Her
abilities allowed her to locate any Post Human anywhere in the world
that was using their abilities. In addition, she could identify their
abilities and determine how powerful that Post Human was.

“No Post
Human abilities on sight. Do you want support anyway?”
Stephanie asked.

Jason approached
the sight of the battle and descended down in front of the policemen.

“Nothing I
can’t handle,” Jason touched his earpiece effectively
ending the call.

“It's Jason
Shaw,” one of the officers said. None of them would say it, but
they were quite happy to see him.

“I got here
as fast as I could. You gentlemen fall back and I’ll take it
from here.”

The officers looked
at one another and nodded. The ten masked men opened fire on Jason.
He stood there unfazed by the onslaught of bullets while the police
officers ran for cover.

“Please put
down your weapons and end this foolish attack.” Jason said.

The masked men
looked around at each other and began laughing. Apparently they
weren’t aware of how powerful Jason was.

“We've got a
job to do, so why don't you stay out of our way and let us do it?”
one of the masked men said.

“I'm afraid I
can't do that,” Jason replied.

“Then I'm
afraid you're going to die here today,” the masked man replied.
The man stood at close range and emptied his entire clip on Jason. 


To show his might,
Jason stood still and allowed the bullets to hit him. The masked men
looked at each other with concern as the bullets bounced off of
Jason, having no affect.

“Those boxes
are property of Shaw Enterprises. I do not appreciate you all coming
down here and trying to steal them,” Jason said.

“Take him out
boys!” one of the masked men shouted.

One of the masked
man stepped forward with a rocket launcher in hand. He knelt down to
one knee and pointed the weapon at Jason. The masked man shot the
rocket launcher which caused Jason to shake his head in disgust. He
stood still as the rocket approached. He took one step forward and
caught the rocket in his left hand. He then dropped to the ground and
cradled it into a ball to prevent the rocket from endangering anyone
else. The rocket exploded with massive impact.

“That’ll
teach him,” one of the masked men shouted. They were getting
ready to turn their attentions back to the police officers when they
noticed movement on the ground.

“You’ve
got to be kidding me!” the masked man said. He and the rest of
the masked man watched as Jason stood to his feet without a scratch
on him.

“Let's get
out of here!” one of the masked man shouted. The ten men
realized there was nothing they could do to harm Jason. So instead,
they tried to escape, but Jason would have no part of that. He flew
low to the ground taking several of the masked men off their feet.
One of the masked men was able to land a punch in, but Jason shrugged
it off as nothing more than a tickle. One by one he took out the
masked men until there was no fight left in them. He disarmed their
weapons and then took a step back to allow the police to move in.

“Thanks,”one
of the officers said. 


“Just doing
my job,” Jason replied humbly. 


“I wish all
these Post Humans were more like you, we wouldn’t be having
these sort of problems if they were.” the officer said. 


“Officer,
there are plenty of hardworking, dependable Post Humans out there.
The media just tends to focus on those that are abusing their
abilities.”

Jason looked down
at the boxes the masked men were trying to steal and realized what
they were after. He picked up his cell phone and dialed Garrett’s
number. “Inspect every ship in production immediately!”
Jason said.

He ascended to the
sky and made his way back to Shaw Enterprises. If there was any
tampering with Shaw technology he was going to find it. Perhaps it
would even give him a clue as to who’s behind the creation of
these destructive robots.
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Medium
Level Threat





Noah Winters was
more than just a hot tempered, part time member of the League of
Protectors. He was also an established author. “The Assassin
Vigilante: Darkness Untold” was his third consecutive novel to
reach the New York Times best sellers list. Very few people knew that
Noah Winters was also the vigilante that patrolled the streets of
Chicago with ruthless aggression.

It was a pretty
good cover. Noah wrote about his own experiences as an assassin and
presented it to the public as just another classic novel. In an
interview, he stated that he drew inspiration from the acts of the
vigilante and that is how he created the themes for his novels.

It wasn’t far
fetched to believe that one of his millions of followers brought the
persona to life and began dealing out punishment to the criminals of
Chicago. As a member of the League, Noah presented himself as a
slightly volatile but controllable member. As the Black Vigilante
though, Noah was as ruthless as one could be. He tended to take on
the role of Judge, Jury and almost always Executioner.

Mr. Connors was
more than aware of Noah’s double life. He didn’t always
agree with Noah’s tactics, but he kept Noah’s secret
nonetheless. In some ways he respected what Noah was doing. Noah's
intentions were pure. He wanted to reclaim the city for the people
and not the mobsters, drug dealers and the rest of the crooked people
around town. It was Noah's methods that Mr. Connors sometimes had
difficulty stomaching. Noah was quick to kill a criminal that got in
his way. He didn't care about the law and the protection in which the
law gives to everyone, including the criminals.

As far as Noah was
concerned, if you were a criminal and got in his way, you were as
good as dead. Although Mr. Connors was the only one associated with
the League that knew about Noah's double life, Jason Shaw had
concluded that Noah and the Black Vigilante were one in the same.
That was part of the reason there was so much tension between the two
men.

Noah was still the
odd man out in the group. He had no interest in building
relationships with the group. He was there to protect the defenseless
and nothing else mattered.

His relationship
with Jason Shaw, leader of the League was pretty much nonexistent.
The two had a weird respect for the others' abilities, but other than
that, the two men didn't get along. Jason realized Noah's ability in
the field but thought of Noah as a bad influence on the rest of the
group. 


Noah had a fairly
decent relationship with Mr. Connors. Well decent enough for Noah
that is. While others were quite cautious around him, Mr. Connors was
the only one that was truly never worried about Noah's intent. He
understood Noah’s background and his struggles fitting in with
society. Mr. Connors acceptance and understanding was one of the main
reasons Noah remained with the League.

Jackson and Shayne
both got along with Noah fairly well, but the two college students
didn't spend much time with him and when they did, they were always
apprehensive. They often had to play peacemakers when Noah and Jason
got into it. Both of them would do their best to intervene and
breakup the confrontation. Jackson once joked that breaking up a
Jason Shaw and Noah Winters confrontation was the best sort of field
training they could receive.

Jason and Noah were
the stronger duo compared to Jackson and Shayne. Breaking the
powerful men up often required a considerable amount of effort and
teamwork on Jackson and Shayne's part.

Noah’s
relationship with Stephanie Morgan was very bland. The two hardly
ever spoke and when they did, it was always concerning business. As
sad as it was, Noah hardly knew anything about Stephanie. The only
thing he knew about her was that she could sense others abilities and
that Mr. Connors was very protective of her. Noah sometimes wondered
if there was more to their relationship than meets the eye. He didn’t
care enough though to dig a little deeper beyond the surface. 


There was Garrett
Blake, who came in a close second for members Noah disliked greatly.
He appreciated and respected Garrett’s knowledge of technology.
There was no denying that Garrett was a genius in several areas. It
was Garrett’s lack of progress in the field that infuriated
Noah. 


To Noah, Garrett
was nothing more than a coward who hid behind a desk. Sure, Garrett
created devices that Noah found to be useful, but Garrett wasn’t
the least bit interested in improving his skills in the field. Noah
found that to be unacceptable. During training sessions, Garrett was
like a prima donna. He didn’t want to work, he didn’t
want to get sweaty, and he didn’t want to get dirty. Garrett
didn’t want to do anything that required him to exert himself
physically.

Noah got the
impression that Garrett felt that he didn’t need to participate
in training due to the technology he developed. That bothered Noah
tremendously. Even Stephanie was out there training and improving. If
she could do it, then Garrett should as well.

Then there was the
little firecracker by the name of Bianca Ramirez. Bianca is perhaps
Noah’s conscience in the group. She’s always there to
confront him whenever he needed to be. In a weird way, her
relationship with Noah has grown because of her determination to call
him out. She never cared how upset or dangerous Noah was. If Noah was
wrong, she made sure he knew about it. 


Perhaps the
individual Noah had the strongest relationship in the group was with
Jessica Prescott, older sister of Jackson. There was no denying the
chemistry the two had with one another. Others in the group often
speculated of a romance behind closed doors, but that was purely
speculation.

Mr. Connors kept a
close eye on things. It was fairly obvious that Noah and Jessica had
some sort of relationship. It was also apparent that Jessica and
Jason had some sort of relationship as well. That was likely another
reason for the animosity between the two men.

With Noah living in
Chicago, Jason in Boston and Jessica in New York, that kept the
potential soap opera at bay for the most part. But Mr. Connors feared
it was only a matter of time before things escalated.

Noah stared out
into the city from on top of one of the rooftops of one of the big
buildings. He often liked to look out into the city and imagine the
wonderful place it could be if he could only eliminate the crime. It
was a task that he knew would likely take him the rest of his life to
accomplish, but he was more than willing to try.

He arrived on the
scene of a Post Human situation he overheard on the police scanner.
From above the rooftops he surveyed the scene. There were two men
battling the police. With the growing number of high level Post
Humans popping up, it had become standard protocol to get a report on
the Post Humans before attacking. Noah wasn’t too fond of the
having to wait idea, but he learned his lesson.

About a month or
two ago, Noah confronted a Post Human as he always did. Unfortunately
for him, this Post Human was far more powerful than Noah realized. If
it wasn't for Noah's superior skill, he likely would've died that
day. After that incident it became standard protocol to get intel
reports before engaging in combat.

Noah tapped his
earpiece and waited while the phone rang.

“This is
Stephanie.”

“You got a
fix on my location?” Noah asked. Stephanie confirmed that she
did. “Do you need backup?” 


“I should be
find, what am I dealing with?”

Stephanie searched
her mind trying to identify and evaluate the Post Humans Noah was
about to confront.

“You are
dealing with two Post Humans of medium level threat. The first Post
Human is Lowry Holston. He’s capable of producing fire from his
mouth and creating personal force fields.”

Noah interrupted
Stephanie. “Did you just say fire from his mouth?”

“Yes,”
Stephanie replied. The scope of abilities she’s identified over
the years made her immune to being surprised by what some Post Humans
could do.

Fire from hands was
one thing but fire from the mouth was something totally different. As
much as Noah had seen, fire from the mouth was a new one for him.

“What about
the other?” Noah asked.

“The second
Post Human is Gary Jenkins. Gary can electrocute you by touch, so
make sure you keep your distance.”

“Copy that,”
Noah replied.

Noah ended the
phone call and looked down at the two men he needed to take down.
Lowry had pale skin and stood at about six feet tall. He was
relatively the same height and build as Noah.

Gary’s skin
was dark. It’s much darker than Noah’s and Agent
Hardine’s. Unlike Noah and Lowry, Gary was less than six feet.
He was much closer to five feet nine inches and had a little extra
padding in the mid section.

Noah leaped from
the top of the roof and landed gracefully to the ground. A jump like
that would’ve killed any human, but for Noah, he made it look
as easy as jumping a foot off the ground. He caught the two men by
surprise and used that to his advantage. Remembering what Stephanie
said, he went after Gary first to keep him at bay.

With a straight
kick to the face, Gary went staggering back. Noah could tell by the
way Gary acted that he had little training as a fighter. The only
thing that made Gary dangerous was his ability to electrocute. Lowry
on the other hand provided a bit more of a challenge. Noah contorted
his body in the air and hit Lowry with a spinning kick to the face.
Lowry staggered back, but remained on his feet.

“You're that
guy from that group,” Lowry said.

“Noah Winters
from the League of Protectors,” Gary added. 


Noah pushed his
right hand forward and sent Lowry flying backwards using telekinesis.
He wasn’t in any mood to converse with the enemy. He wouldn’t
allow Lowry to get him off his game. The loud footsteps approaching
from behind alerted Noah to Gary’s presence. He wasn’t
about to allow Gary to catch him off guard.

Noah quickly turned
around and hit Gary with a dropkick. The kick sent Noah to the ground
as well, which was intentional. 


Unfortunately,
Lowry recovered faster than Noah would’ve liked. Noah jumped
off the ground and grabbed his hand in pain. He looked down at the
ground and saw that it was burning. He looked over to Lowry and saw
fire coming out of Lowry's mouth. Lowry smiled delightfully at Noah’s
pain.

“How did that
feel?” Lowry asked rhetorically. Lowry clenched both of his
fists and released a medium size ball of fire in Noah’s
direction.

Noah ducked, as the
flame zipped passed him and instead hit Gary. Screaming with pain,
Gary dropped to the ground and rolled around. The police took Gary’s
misfortune as their chance to cuff him. They swarmed upon him and
injected him with a inhibitor needle. Inhibitors were becoming a
standard item for all police departments to carry on them. That was
the only known way to keep a Post Human down until the proper
authorities could come in and completely neutralize them.

Lowry cursed
angrily upon realizing his blunder. In a rage of anger, Lowry
unleashed a plethora of fireballs in Noah’s direction. Twisting
and turning, diving, and jumping, Noah evaded the deadly flames.

“When is the
League going to realize they can’t stop us all? When is the
League going to realize they are betraying their own kind?”
Lowry shouted to Noah. He was simply stalling until he regained
energy to try and attack Noah again.

Lowry clenched his
fist and let the burning rage inside him build up. Noah stood still
allowing Lowry to muster all the strength he had left. In what seemed
like slow motion for Noah, Lowry released a massive ball of fire. It
was a fire strong enough to kill upon impact. Noah stood still
allowing the flame to approach him.

“I will
collect a fortune for your death!” Lowry shouted confident that
Noah wouldn't be able to stop the approaching flame.

Noah closed his
eyes and concentrated. He could feel the flame; he could feel how
close it was. Right before the flame could claim him as a victim,
Noah used his telekinesis to catch the flame and sent it back in
Lowry’s direction. 


Lowry’s smile
was suddenly wiped off his face. “Oh that's not good!” he
murmured. Lowry screamed in agony as his own abilities were used
against him. Noah walked over to Lowry like a predator that had just
delivered a paralyzing assault. “Don’t just stand there
do something you piece of crap!” Lowry shouted.

“Ok.”
Noah said with a sly smile on his face. With a giant leap, Noah
ascended in the air, catching the edge of the rooftop and used it to
prop himself over it.

“I’ll
kill you!” I swear it!' Lowry shouted as Noah disappeared into
the darkness.

The emergency units
arrived on the scene and put the fire out before it could claim
Lowry’s life. Lowry was placed carefully on a Gurney, lifted
up, and placed inside the ambulance. His injuries were severe and he
had lots of permanent scaring. One of the police officers came over
and stopped the medic from closing the door.

“What are you
doing? We need to get him to the hospital right away,” the
medic said.

The police officer
pulled out an inhibitor needle and injected Lowry with it. 


“Better to be
safe than sorry,” the officer said and walked away. The medic
nodded and closed the door behind him. 


Noah watched from
the rooftops as the two Post Humans were driven away.

“Gary Jenkins
and Lowry Holston have been neutralized,” Noah said over his
earpiece to Stephanie Morgan.

“Copy that,”
she replied. “Noah, are you still there?” 


Noah acknowledged.

“I'm getting
a reading on another Post Human in your area. Reading is on a Post
Human named Kyle Stanton,” Stephanie said.

The name sent a
chill up Noah's spine. Stephanie sent Noah the coordinates of the
location where Kyle's presence was felt. Unfortunately, by the time
Noah arrived, there was no trace of Kyle. Noah searched for hours
hoping for some clue as to Kyle's whereabouts, but his searched
turned up nothing.
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New
Kid on the Block





Rain poured down on
the remote destination of Stone Ridge Island, home of Post Humans who
abused their abilities in criminal manners. At first, regular prisons
were used to hold the Post Human criminals but it quickly became
apparent that these prisons were not capable of holding these
prisoners.

Back in 2007, a few
months before the new President was sworn in a Post Human
demonstrated his superiority over humans. His name was Silas Baker
and he had the remarkable ability to melt things by simply touching
them.

At the time,
G.U.A.R.D did not know that Silas was a Post Human. He was arrested
for robbing a convenient store. Little did they know that their
ignorance would have massive repercussions. Silas waited until very
late that night to make his move. With the changing of the shift
guards completed, Silas placed his hand on the metal bars and melted
them with ease.

Silas’
cellmate could not let an opportunity to escape pass him by. He
followed Silas and the two made an ill advised attempt to escape.
Both prisoners were captured, but in the midst of their escape, three
officers were killed and another was severely wounded. The situation
was quickly contained and the public was never made aware of the
attempted escape.

G.U.A.R.D, however
was. The dean immediately expressed his disapproval of having a Post
Human locked up in his prison. The attempted escape was evidence that
his facility was not equipped to handle these people. Commander
Sullivan sent a detailed report to the President and recommended a
new prison be constructed specifically for Post Humans.

The President met
with Commander Sullivan, Mr. Connors, Joseph Stockton and David Shaw
the President of Shaw Enterprises and father of Jason Shaw to brain
storm. With the extensive knowledge Mr. Connors had in all things
Post Human related and the technological genius of Shaw Enterprises
and Stockton Incorporated, the five men were able to construct a
prison capable of holding these criminals captive.

Mr. Shaw created a
drug that was able to suppress Post Humans abilities temporarily. 


His formula was
then used by Shaw Enterprises to create an inhibitor field that was
massive enough to suppress any Post Human inside the facility. With
the successful creation of the inhibitor drug, the President ordered
the creation of the first Post Human prison.

There was a bidding
war between Shaw Enterprises and Stockton Incorporated. In the end,
Stockton Incorporated won out. There were whispers that the
government didn't want Shaw Enterprises working on the prison because
of Jason Shaw's association with Post Humans. Those rumors were never
confirmed though. As insurance in case the inhibitor field
malfunctioned, the jail was built on an island.

On March 10, 2009
the jail was completed and ever since that day, Post Humans that
abuse their abilities in a criminal way were sent there. For three
years the prison on Stone Rock Island successfully contained its
prisoners, but as the saying goes… “Good things never
last.”

The day was March
13 almost exactly three years after the jail was built. It started
out just like any other day. Like clockwork the G.U.A.R.D agents
worked their shifts while the field agents went on their missions.
The prisoners as always berated the agents, threatening to kill them
and their families when they escaped. Their words didn’t bother
the agents though; G.U.A.R.D was filled with professionals, the best
of the best. All of them had special opts training and other training
techniques that were non discussable. In addition to that training
they also were trained in dealing with Post Humans.

Agent Mallory and
Agent Malone stood by the front gate of the facility awaiting Agent
Hardine’s field team’s arrival. A helicopter could be
heard in the distance alerting the two agents of Agent Hardine’s
arrival. The two men stood emotionless as the helicopter descended on
the island and came to a complete stop.

Agent Hardine and
his men exited the helicopter with a prisoner shackled and
blindfolded. Agent Hardine removed the blindfold and pushed the
prisoner forward. The prisoner looked young; he had to be about
college age, 21 at the oldest.

Agent Malone walked
over to Agent Hardine and the young prisoner to check him out. It was
clear from Agent Malone’s tone that he thought very little of
the shackled criminal. Agent Hardine pushed the prisoner forward
towards Agent Malone.

“What’s
your name kid?” Agent Malone asked.

The prisoner did
not respond. He had no intentions on cooperating with any of the
G.U.A.R.D agents. Agent Malone wasn’t the least bit surprised
that the prisoner did not respond. All the prisoners acted tough when
they first arrived. As weird as it sounds, Agent Malone would’ve
thought less of the prisoner had he responded right away.

“Are you
deaf? Are you unable to speak? I asked you a question… What’s
your name?”

The prisoner stared
at Agent Malone with glaring eyes. The agent waited, but again the
prisoner did not respond.

“It looks
like this young man needs a lesson in respect. You know anything
about respect punk? You know anything about right or wrong?” 


Not for one second
did Agent Malone believe that the prisoner would engage him in
conversation, but he didn’t care. Every Agent had their own
style, their own personality that they displayed when in the presence
of these criminals. Agent Malone’s style was that of an
instigator. He loved riling the convicts up. It was his source of
entertainment. The young prisoner gritted his teeth and contemplated
engaging the agent in conversation, but he thought better of it.
Satisfied for the moment, Agent Malone turned his attention back to
Agent Hardine.

“So what’s
the story on this guy? What’s he capable of?” Agent
Malone asked.

Agent Hardine
looked through a list of files on his tablet. He kept swiping at it
until he found the information he was looking for. “His name is
Erik Masters. 19 years old out of Bardstown, Kentucky. It says here
that he has the ability to manipulate fire. We caught him trying to
flee the scene after burning half his town down.”

“Is that
right? You like to play with fire huh? Did you care at all that there
were people inside those homes you destroyed? Did you care that there
were lives you ruined simply because you’re a Post Human
degenerate?”

Agent Malone was
right up in Erik’s face. He was determined to make Erik his
personal project. If things went his way, he’d have Erik
mentally broken within a week. It’s so much easier to deal with
the Post Humans once they've been broken and Agent Malone was quite
skilled in breaking the spirits of most people. 


He waited for some
sort of reaction from the young man, but he didn’t get one.
Conceding that he would get nowhere with Erik that day, he ordered
another agent to take the prisoner for processing. The agent ran over
and grabbed Erik by the arm. Agent Hardine followed behind. Even
though Erik was injected with the inhibitor drug, he didn’t
want to take any chances.

“Hope you
don’t have any plans because you are going to be here a really
long time you freak!” Agent Malone shouted as the agents took
Erik Masters away.

No one noticed the
sly smile Erik displayed. It was something that Agent Malone said
that he found quite funny. Erik knew something that Agent Malone
didn’t. He knew something that made Agent Malone sound like an
idiot, but that would have to wait. It wasn’t time, not yet.

There was another
checkpoint Agent Hardine had to clear before being admitted to the
processing station. It might’ve seemed a bit much, but dealing
with the sort of things they were dealing with, it was absolutely
necessary. The gate opened and the prisoner was greeted by several
guards, each pointing some sort of high tech weapon at him. Each
guard looked rather fit. Erik noticed the men staring at him. They
looked at Erik as if he was scum.

What Erik noticed
more than anything else was the confidence the men displayed. Every
one of them presented themselves like they knew what was going on.
Erik chuckled slightly. The ignorance of these men would be their
undoing.

Agent Hardine
walked over to Agent Mallory and introduced him to their newest
prisoner. He gave the young criminal a slight glance and then ushered
him through the gate.

There was a team of
security guards surrounding the gate as Erik was brought in. Even
though he was shackled and his abilities were being suppressed, it
was standard protocol.

Agent Mallory gave
another glance towards Erik. What he found the most disturbing about
Erik was Erik’s disconnect. Erik didn’t seem remorseful
at all. He didn’t seem nervous or scared or anything really.
His face looked completely blank. Agent Mallory motioned for the
security guards to stand down. The guards followed instructions
immediately and returned to their post. Agent Mallory and Agent
Hardine escorted the prisoner to the processing station.

There was a man
standing by the station that did a thorough examination of Erik. They
didn’t want to take any chances that the young man was
concealing anything that would lead to his escape. While the two
agents waited, Agent Mallory skimmed over Erik’s file.

“So you're a
pyro freak?” he suddenly said. As Erik did with Agent Malone,
he ignored the question, but this time gave a slight smile.

“He’s
all clear,” The man doing the examination announced.

Agent Mallory
nodded. He motioned to two of the guards standing nearby. They rushed
over to Agent Mallory and grabbed Erik roughly by the arms. The two
guards escorted Erik Masters to his cell. Agent Hardine and Agent
Mallory watched from outside as Erik was led away.

Agent Hardine
looked towards his watch checking to see what time it was. Agent
Mallory assumed there was another mission Agent Hardine had to attend
to. 


From the distance,
another helicopter could be heard making its approach. Agent Mallory
raised his eyebrow and then checked his phone for messages.

“I don’t
recall any other prisoners being scheduled to arrive,” he said
irritated.

He looked at the
helicopter suspiciously. It didn’t look like a helicopter he
was used to seeing. It wasn’t the sort of helicopters G.U.A.R.D
used for transportation. This particular helicopter looked civilian.

“I don't have
anyone scheduled to come in,” Agent Mallory said.

Agent Hardine
pulled out his binoculars and looked in the direction of the
helicopter. “It's not a G.U.A.R.D chopper. That chopper belongs
to Jason Shaw.”

Agent Mallory and
Agent Hardine gave each other a look and then watched as the
helicopter descended to the ground.
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Mandatory
Inspection





Agent Hardine
walked over to greet Jason Shaw and Garrett Blake. The two League
members standing side by side made their physical differences quite
noticeable. Regardless of their association with The League of
Protectors, the two men were considered vital to the success of Shaw
Enterprises. Jason served as the vice president of the company and
was always coming up with new technology. Garrett specialized in
electronics and security. He was responsible for making sure every
system was completely secure. He was also responsible for fixing any
piece of technology that malfunctioned.

As evident by their
arrival, the League still had an image problem to deal with. No
matter how many lives they saved; no matter how much good they did,
there was always a large group that despised them. Regardless of
reluctance, the animosity and the hostility shown towards them, The
League of Protectors continued to protect as best they could.

This was only the
third time Agent Hardine and Jason Shaw ran into each other. The most
recent being at the beach when Olden Mars was captured. The first
meeting however was back when both men served in the military. Both
of them were Marines, but they were in different units. By the time
Jason finished basic training and joined his unit, Agent Hardine was
already promoted to special opts. 


Agent Hardine shook
the two men’s hands and escorted them inside the facility.

“Good to see
you again Mr. Shaw.”

Both Jason and
Garrett seemed a bit surprised by the kind words. Usually G.U.A.R.D
agents showed them the same amount of distrust that the public did.

“Although
your assistance the other day wasn't necessary, what you did for us
certainly saved many lives.”

Agent Hardine's
attitude towards Jason was much different than their previous
meeting. Jason smiled humbly at the compliment. 


“I hear
G.U.A.R.D is interested in some of the latest weapons technology we
have available,” Garrett said trying to be a part of the
conversation.

Shaw Enterprises
was currently ranked number one in defense, but second in weapons.
Stockton Incorporated currently held the top spot for weapons. Shaw
Enterprises was hoping that their latest batch of weapons would put
them ahead of the competition. Jason was certain that Garrett's
assistance in the development process would prove to be the deciding
factor.

Shaw Enterprises,
specifically, David Shaw, Jason's father, was initially leery of
Garrett working for the company. Unlike Jason, Garrett did not come
from wealth. While Jason made his first million dollars by signing a
contract, Garrett made his by stealing that contract. 


Known as the best
in his field, Garrett lived the life of a professional hacker. He was
so good that he got to the point that he would hack confidential
government files just for fun. He was eventually caught and faced
many years in jail for his crimes. Luckily for him, someone high up
on the chain saw fit to use Garrett's talents. Instead of serving
more prison time, he was contracted, to test the safety of government
files.

The government’s
top tech members would create non vital programs and code it with
their best security defenses possible. His job was to try and bypass
the security defenses and download it to another server without
giving away his location. For each task he was assigned with, he
passed with ease. 


He was then asked
to create security measures that would be impossible for anyone else
to hack. After successfully making the government’s security
systems virtually impossible to break, his services were no longer
required. For awhile he lived his life without hacking, but the urge
to hack was too strong. 


One day while
having the TV on, he happened to catch news of Jason Shaw. He
listened as the reporter talked about Jason’s return home and
joining his father’s company. He watched as cameras showed
footage of Jason signing the contract on his first big sell. It made
him sick. For fun, Garrett decided to hack Jason’s account and
steal just the money Jason made from his first big sell. He hacked
the account with ease and celebrated his successful conquer. His
celebration was short lived as Jason tracked him down and confronted
him.

Somehow, as weird
as it may seem, the two men had respect for one another. Jason was
impressed with Garrett’s ability to steal from him. He assumed
his account was as secured as an account could be. Garrett was
equally impressed with Jason’s ability to track him down. At
some point during the confrontation that resulted in Jason breaking
Garrett's nose, a job at Shaw Enterprises was offered to the troubled
hacker.

Much like his work
with the government, he was asked to make their security systems the
best they could be. Reluctantly Jason’s dad allowed Garrett to
work for the company; it was a decision that proved to be beneficial.

“I was aware
that you gentlemen would be visiting soon, but I wasn't told it would
be today or what the purpose of your visit was,” Agent Hardine
said.

Usually, any visit
to a G.U.A.R.D facility was accompanied by Mr. Connors with
supervision from Commander Sullivan. That wasn’t the case on
this day. Neither of them were anywhere in sight and he found that a
bit odd.

“We’re
here to check the security of this facility. After the near breach
last week, the President has authorized us to run some tests,”
Garrett said.

Agent Hardine had
an interesting look on his face. He was a suspicious man by nature.
It was his job not to trust anyone; it was one of the things that
made him so good.

“Seems to me
that would be a job for Stockton Incorporated, considering they're
the ones that constructed this prison,” Agent Hardine replied.

Garrett chuckled,
“That was then, this is now. Stockton Incorporated didn't have
me working on their systems. I'm the best there is at computer
defense and the President wants me to make sure that everything is
secure in light of last week.”

“I’m
going to need conformation on that.” the agent said. 


Agent Hardine
pulled out his cell phone and began dialing someone. Jason placed his
left hand on the phone and stopped him from doing so. The Agent had
an intense look on his face and if Jason didn’t remove his
hand, he was going to do it for him. Jason took his hand off of the
agent’s phone and pulled out a piece of paper signed by the
President. Agent Hardine looked over the paper carefully and scanned
it for authenticity. Satisfied, he slid the phone back into his
pocket and led the two men inside the facility.

“Agent
Mallory, this is Jason Shaw and Garrett Blake, members of The League
of Protectors. They have been authorized by the President to test the
security of our systems.”

Agent Mallory had a
suspicious look on his face. It wasn’t that he or G.U.A.R.D had
anything to hide; the problem was the fact that the men checking the
systems were both Post Humans. Agent Mallory’s mistrust was
very easy to see and Garrett did not appreciate the suspicious looks
he and his co worker were receiving.

The two agents and
the two Post Humans reached the door that led to an elevator. Once
there, Agent Hardine and Agent Mallory had to be scanned for facial
and hand recognition. In addition to that, the two agents had to
input their personal code for entry. Those responsible for the safety
of the facility weren’t taking any chances. Jason and Garrett
took notes while the two agents waited for entry confirmation.

“What are you
guys writing down?” Agent Mallory asked abruptly. He suspected
they were copying the access codes.

Jason walked closer
to the Agent and showed him his notes. On the paper Jason simply
noted that the two agents followed protocol and that the security
system responded correctly.

“We're just
here to follow orders like the President wants,” Garrett said
annoyed by the distrust.

Agent Mallory
shifted his attention to Garrett and demanded to know what he wrote
down. Garrett raised his eyebrow and refused to show the agent.

The door opened and
the Agents were granted access to the elevator. Agent Mallory was not
satisfied; he pulled out his sidearm and directed it towards Garrett.

“Agent
Mallory what are you doing?” Agent Hardine shouted.

Agent Mallory kept
his attention directed at Garrett. Jason rushed over and placed
himself in front of Garrett.

“I’m
sure you’ve read the report on me, a simple bullet will have
absolutely no effect on me,” Jason reminded the Agent
confidently.

“He’s
right, he’s got a dense body structure that shields him from
almost any physical harm,” Agent Hardine added.

Agent Mallory had
no interest in the list of extraordinary attributes Jason possessed.

“What does
your friend behind you have to hide? Why won’t he show me what
he wrote down?” Agent Mallory asked.

Garrett stepped in
front of Jason to confront the agent. “If Jason wants to show
you what he wrote down that’s fine, it’s his prerogative.
I on the other hand don’t feel the need to show you anything.
I’m not obligated to do so and I find it quite disrespectful
that you feel you have the right to question me.”

Agent Mallory did
not budge and he kept his gun pointed at Garrett.

“Agent
Mallory, holster your weapon. These two men are our guests and they
have a job to do. We will not be responsible for preventing them from
doing their job.” Agent Hardine said.

Agent Mallory gave
Agent Hardine a hard look and then acquiesced to the agent's command.
He slid the gun back into its holster and then begrudgingly led the
Post Humans inside the elevator.

“How many
prisoners does this facility hold now?” Jason asked changing
the subject. Agent Mallory did not respond.

“We have over
two hundred prisoners here now Mr. Shaw. I would have to check the
system to give you the exact number,” Agent Hardine replied. 


Garrett raised his
eyebrow. “Isn’t that something you should know
automatically?”

Agent Hardine gave
Garrett an annoyed look. “It is if I was a guard here at this
facility. My job is to track them down and bring them here. Knowing
the exact number of inmates is something I leave for the fine crew
here to know.”

“214 inmates
are here. Does that satisfy your curiosity?” Agent Mallory
asked smugly.

Garrett smiled; he
ignored the agent and began walking around the room. 214 prisoners
was a rather large number. Jason was a bit surprised with the amount
of prisoners the facility had. Jason made a mental note to get
Garrett to pull the files of each inmate inside the facility. He
wanted to be absolutely certain that only those that deserved to be
there were. The last thing he wanted to do was help aide the wrongful
imprisonment of anyone.

Garrett took notes
on the efficiency of the elevator. They were heading to the very
bottom of the facility, so the ride down was a bit longer than most
elevator rides. There were a lot of floors to the facility. The
elevator came to a stop and Agent Hardine was the first man out.
Garrett was the next man to exit the elevator followed by Agent
Mallory. Jason Shaw remained inside.

“Mr. Shaw?
Are you coming?” Agent Hardine asked.

Jason shook his
head. He decided to check out some of the inmates for himself. Agent
Mallory was visibly upset by Jason’s request. He was even more
upset when Agent Hardine gave Jason the go ahead and instructed Agent
Mallory to go with Jason. 


Agent Mallory got
back into the elevator cursing silently to himself. The elevator went
back up and opened when it reached the corresponding level. Agent
Mallory and Jason Shaw got out of the elevator and began walking
around. Jason took out a device and began scanning the prisoners.

“Hey, what’s
that?” Agent Mallory asked. He placed his hand on Jason’s
chest in an attempt to stop him from walking.

“This little
device will confirm the identity of the prisoners you have here,”
Jason replied.

Agent Mallory stood
in front of Jason preventing him from moving forward. Well, not
really, because truthfully, Jason could easily move the agent out of
his way if he so desired. Luckily for Agent Mallory, that wasn’t
Jason’s desire.

“How dare you
come here and accuse us of putting people here illegally?”
Agent Mallory asked angrily.

“The same way
you can stand there and accuse me and Mr. Blake of trying to sabotage
the facility. Let’s face it, neither side trusts the other and
I’m okay with that. My job is not to get you to like me. My job
is to look after the security of this facility and the safety of its
occupants,” Jason replied.

Agent Mallory
huffed. “I don’t believe checking on the identity of
these inmates are any of your concern!”

Jason chuckled and
pushed his way past Agent Mallory with the extreme ease. “What
you believe and what is fact are two different things. The fact is, I
have authority to take any measures I deem necessary in keeping this
facility secure. Right now, I deem it necessary to check the identity
of every prisoner here.” 


Agent Mallory
begrudgingly followed behind Jason cursing silently to himself. Cell
by cell Jason stopped to confirm each inmate’s identity.
Profanity, derogatory comments and obscene gestures were hurled at
Agent Mallory as he passed by the prisoner’s cells. 


There was no love
for the agent. Several of the inmates recognized Jason Shaw as well.
G.U.A.R.D had more captures under their belt than the League, but The
League had their share as well. 


The inmates viewed
both Jason and Agent Mallory as the enemy and desperately wished the
inhibitor field that kept their abilities suppressed would fail.
Jason continued checking each cell while the prisoners continued with
their onslaught of verbal attacks. Jason reached the last cell on the
right hand side and noticed something didn’t quite seem right.
His eyes locked with Erik Masters.
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Distress
Signal





“Did you ever
think when you signed up for the military that one day you would be
doing this for a living?” Garrett asked.

Agent Hardine
thought about the question and chuckled. In all his years of living,
defending the country from another evolution of humans was not
something he had in mind.

“I always
thought our greatest enemy would be the Chinese or Russians, not a
group of humans with extraordinary powers.”

Garrett laughed,“I
always thought it would be some hostile alien race!”

Three other
technicians inside the room looked at Agent Hardine and Garrett Blake
with surprised expressions.

“So what do
you think of us?” Garrett asked as he sat down and began going
over the systems.

“Excuse me?”

Garrett chuckled to
himself realizing the last thing they were talking about were aliens.
He rephrased his question. “Post Humans, what do you think of
Post Humans?”

Agent Hardine
thought about the question for a moment. It was a tough question for
him to answer and he didn't want to say something that was offensive.
“I think Post Humans are a great threat to this world. For
example, you have the ability to communicate with electronics
correct?”

Garrett confirmed.

“So at any
given time you can walk up to an ATM and tell the machine to give you
money. Do you see what I mean? That type of power is dangerous.”

Garrett understood
where Agent Hardine was coming from. Thanks in part to his time
working with the League, Garrett had encountered some pretty
dangerous Post Humans. These were the type of Post Humans that had
the ability to wreck havoc whenever they saw fit.

Seeing how Garrett
possessed no offensive abilities and had very little training in
combat, he often felt worried when The League went on missions. If
they couldn’t stop these criminals and G.U.A.R.D couldn’t
either, then who was left to protect the world? Thoughts like these
often plagued Garrett’s mind.

“To be fair,
your team has done the best job possible for the public image of Post
Humans. There’s no denying the contributions The League of
Protectors have made. The problem isn’t what you guys have
done; the problem is what you guys are capable of doing. Regardless
of how much good you do, you’re always going to be looked at as
Post Humans and that's always going to concern a big group of the
population.”

Sadly Agent Hardine
was correct. Garrett knew deep down being labeled a Post Human would
always have its drawbacks. Being of Caucasian descent, Garrett never
truly understood the struggles minorities had. Now, however, he
understood it well. He was a minority now. He and anyone like him was
the new object of persecution. It sucked.

“Is that what
you see when you look at me Agent? Do you see a Post Human?”

Agent Hardine
smiled. It wasn’t too often he got a chance to converse with a
Post Human in this manner. Usually he was interrogating them or being
insulted by them. Having a regular conversation with one of them, he
found refreshing.

“When you and
I talk, you look at me and sure, you see a person. You see a man, but
somewhere inside of you, you distinguish me as a black man. Correct?”

Garrett raised his
eyebrow; he wasn’t exactly sure where Agent Hardine was going
with this.

“No matter
what I do, no matter what my intentions are, no matter how much we
have in common, you still recognize me as different. You still
recognize me as black.” Garrett nodded hesitantly.

“That’s
not to say that you have an issue with me because of my skin tone,
but you recognize that there is a difference between us. You have no
choice but to recognize it, it’s human nature. It can be
something as simple as one man being short and another being tall. It
can be one man being big and another being small. No matter what we
do, we recognize the differences.”

While continuing to
listen to Agent Hardine's explanation, Garrett jotted down notes
concerning his readings from the computer system.

“So, to
answer your question, yes, I see you as a Post Human, because that’s
what you are. Do I despise you for it? No. Do I recognize it and
become leery of it? Yes. I will always be more guarded when it comes
to Post Humans. It’s of my nature and it’s my job. It's
no different than when a Black person looks at a White person or vice
versa. There's a difference between us and that's something that's
always going to be on our mind. ”

Garrett appreciated
Agent Hardine’s truthfulness. He found himself liking the agent
even though the agent basically admitted he was guarded around him.
Agent Hardine’s explanation planted a picture into the minds of
how humans think. Garrett had a better understanding now than he did
before.

“Agent
Hardine, come here and check this out!” Garrett shouted. His
urgency caught the agent by surprise. Agent Hardine rushed over to
the screen to see what Garrett was concerned about.

“Do you see
this?” Garrett asked pointing to a specific area on the screen.

“Yeah, what
about it?” 


Agent Hardine
wasn’t too familiar with the computer systems at the facility.
Garrett Blake would have to be more descriptive and explain the
problem for Agent Hardine to comprehend what the issue was. Garrett
tried to explain the problem again.

“This reading
is for the Inhibitor Field. Do you get it now? The levels are
fluctuating and dropping rapidly!”

Agent Hardine’s
face dropped. His mouth was slightly opened and the color of his skin
began to drain.

“Agent
Hardine?” Garrett shouted. The agent snapped out of it and got
back into focus. “We need to get someone down there
immediately!” Garrett shouted.

Agent Hardine got
on his radio to inform the others, but just as he was getting ready
to do so, the power went out, shutting off all communication on that
floor.

“Well that
can’t be good,” Garrett said doing his best to try and
remain calm. “I knew I should've stayed at the office!”

Jason stared at his
readings thoroughly to make sure he was seeing things correctly. “Who
is this man here?” Jason pointed to the man in the last cell on
the right hand side.

Agent Mallory
walked over to Jason to take a look. He eyed the prison and gave him
a dirty look. “This here is our newest prisoner. His name is
Erik Masters. He was brought in just a little while ago by Agent
Hardine's unit.”

Jason studied Erik
carefully. Erik sat in his cell with a mischievous look on his face.
Agent Mallory shoved it off as Erik trying to play mind games with
them. Jason however, suspected it was something more than that. Jason
pulled Agent Mallory to the side so that the prisoners could not here
them talk.

“Don’t
touch me!” Agent Mallory said firmly, forcibly removing Jason’s
hand off him.

“Your files
on this man are incorrect,” Jason said.

Agent Mallory gave
Jason a hard look. “So first you come here and accuse us of
capturing Post Humans without just cause and now you insult us by
saying our files are incorrect.” Agent Mallory turned his back
on Jason Shaw and began walking away. 


“I’m
not insulting you I’m simply stating a fact.” 


Agent Mallory
turned back to Jason and got in his face. “I think you are
forgetting something. As long as you are in here, your abilities
don’t work either. I assure you, without those abilities of
yours, you ain't nothing. Right now me and you are even.”

Jason ignored Agent
Mallory’s confrontational remark. Even without his abilities
Jason was quite the skilled fighter.

“Please Agent
Mallory; just take a look at these files. Your files contradict the
reports The League has. Our files are quite accurate and I assure you
our files on this man is different than the ones I'm looking at
here.”

Agent Mallory
huffed. He took the device from Jason and looked it over. The report
G.U.A.R.D had on Erik Masters stated he had the ability to manipulate
fire. That report was on The League’s files as well. However,
in addition to manipulating fire, The League’s report’s
also stated that Erik also could communicate and manipulate
electricity. 


That wasn’t
such a big deal, because of the inhibitor field prevented Erik from
using those abilities. The problem was, in the League’s report,
it also stated that Erik was highly resistant to any suppressing
manipulator. Meaning it would require a much higher dosage from the
inhibitor in order to suppress Erik's abilities.

“Why isn’t
this report on our database?” Agent Mallory asked with
suspicious intent. Jason didn’t have an answer for him. “Are
you sure your report is correct?” Agent Mallory asked. He
studied and compared the reports again searching for answers.

“Have you
ever known our reports to be incorrect?” Jason asked.

Agent Mallory shook
his head angrily. Every report the League had on Post Human criminals
had been correct thus far so there was no reason to assume this
report was incorrect. Agent Mallory looked over towards Erik Masters
who was sitting comfortably on his bed.

“You think
it's possible someone intentionally erased part of Erik's file from
our system?” Agent Mallory asked.

Jason nodded, “It
would make sense. We know someone hacked into this system last week,
that's why we are here, to assess any possible breaches. It makes
sense.”

Agent Mallory did
not want to hear that. He wanted answers. Who was responsible for
this and why. Those were questions that Jason did not have answers
to.

“So what do
we do now?” the agent asked respectfully. Jason found it
interesting how when his or The League’s expertise was needed,
the agents suddenly showed them a little more respect. Before Jason
could answer Agent Mallory’s question, Erik began whistling for
their attention.

“I take it
you guys are talking about me? Perhaps noticing some sort of
problem?” 


Agent Mallory began
walking towards Erik. Jason took a step back behind the agent which
shielded Erik's view. He inconspicuously rolled up his sleeve and
pressed a button on his watch. He rolled the sleeve back down and
walked over to confront Erik.

Stephanie Morgan
was sitting at the her desk back at headquarters when her attention
was grabbed by the sound of an urgent distress signal. She picked up
her phone and called Mr. Connors immediately.

“Yes?”
Mr. Connors replied slightly irritated. He was en route for an
important meeting that would likely have major impact on the League.

“Sir, one of
the distress signals just activated.”

Mr. Connors
irritated tone vanished and was replaced with a concerned tone.

“Who’s
signal is it Stephanie?”

Stephanie looked at
her screen for confirmation.

“It’s
Jason’s signal Sir.”

This was the first
time Jason's signal had ever been activated. It was usually Jason
responding to someone's else signal.

“Have you
been able to make contact with him?”

“No sir, I've
called three times but it went straight to voice mail.”

“Where is the
signal coming from?” Mr. Connors asked.

“It's coming
from the island sir.” 


Mr. Connors did not
like the sound of that. “Where is Jessica?”

Stephanie searched
Jessica’s itinerary to see if she had anything important listed
for the day. Stephanie grimaced as she checked.

“Sir, Jessica
is currently overseas assisting with the hurricane recovery efforts.
Do you want me to make contact with her?”

Mr. Connors thought
for a moment but decided against it. He didn't want to bring her in
unless he absolutely had to. “Inform Jackson and Shayne and
have them investigate the situation. Also, keep calling Jason and see
if you can get through.”

“What about
Noah and Bianca sir?”

“Neither one
of them have the capabilities required to make it to the island.”
Mr. Connors replied.

“Understood,”
Stephanie said.

Stephanie ended the
call with Mr. Connors and informed Jackson and Shayne of the
situation. She sat back in her chair monitoring the situation. She
felt useless being stuck at the office and hoped whatever the
situation was, that everything would be alright.
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The
Great Escape





“You guys
look a little nervous,” Erik said smugly to Agent Mallory and
Jason Shaw. “What’s the problem? What’s got you two
military men so rattled?”

Agent Mallory took
out his gun and aimed it at the young prisoner, completely
disregarding protocol. “Say another word! Come on, I'm begging
you. A freak like you, no one would ever miss!”

Although Erik
deserved some of the harshness he was receiving, Agent Mallory's
threats were taking things just a little too far. Jason stepped in
front of the agent preventing him from getting a good view of the
prisoner.

“Get out of
the way Shaw!”

Jason ignored Agent
Mallory’s demand.

“This is not
helping. If you kill this prisoner while he’s in his cell, I
will have no choice but to report what I saw.”

“You
threatening me?”

Jason shook his
head left and right. “No, not threatening, just telling you how
it is. I will report you if you shoot this man. Post Human criminal
or not, he has certain rights.”

The agent looked at
Jason as if he was a suspect. Why was Jason so interested in the life
of a criminal? Agent Mallory suspected Jason was working with Erik
Masters and it was his intention all along to get Erik released from
his cell. 


With his suspicions
floating around his head, Agent Mallory was even more determined to
end Erik’s life. Sensing the only way he would get to Erik was
through Jason, Agent Mallory prepared himself to kill Jason first.

Jason could sense
the agent was about to make a move. Jason reacted quickly, and
twisted the agent's hand. With Agent Mallory's hand twisted, Jason
easily removed the gun from his hand. The prisoners cheered Jason on.
It wasn’t that they liked him or thought he was going to help
them escape, they cheered him because it was about time someone put
Agent Mallory in his place.

Agent Mallory
grabbed his arm and cursed out of anger and pain. Jason emptied the
clip and slid the magazine into his pocket. He walked over to the
agent to check for any spare weapons he might’ve had on him.
Agent Mallory swung at Jason as he approached, but Jason dodged the
left hand punch and countered with a punch to Agent Mallory’s
ribs. The agent toppled over much to the chagrin of the prisoners.

“Agent
Mallory please stop. I’m not here to hurt you. I'm not here to
help anyone escape. I am here to do my best to make sure this
facility is completely secure and right now it's not.”

As if on cue, Jason
heard the sound of something powering down and his fears quickly
became a reality. Jason knew what was about to happen next and it
wasn't good. He helped Agent Mallory back up to a standing position
and warned him that the prisoner's cells were about to open.

“Which ones?”


“All of
them!” Jason replied.

Agent Mallory
grimaced as he reached for his radio.

“Code Red, I
repeat we have a code red.”

He repeated the
warning three times but no one heard him. Radio communications had
been completely knocked out.

“I’m
afraid it’s too late to call for backup and it’s too late
to stop what’s about to happen,” Erik said from his cell.
“You should've put more trust in Jason instead of worrying
about him protecting us.” Erik looked over at Jason and shook
his head in disgust.

“These are
the type of people you want to protect? This man just tried to kill
you for trying to stop him from killing me. Don't you see that to
them you're still the enemy regardless of what you do?”Erik
stepped out of the cell smiling emphatically.

Seconds later the
other cells began to open as well.

“I'm curious
to know if you're really as powerful as everyone says you are. I bet
you're more hype than anything else.” Erik said.

Jason could feel
his abilities returning to him. He was thankful for that, but it also
meant all the prisoners abilities were returning as well. Jason
reached back in his pocket and handed Agent Mallory the clip he took
from him moments earlier. Agent Mallory looked at Jason with a
confused expression.

“There's 214
of them down here and it's just me and you. Looks like you're going
to get your wish after all.” 


Agent Mallory
nodded and took the clip back from Jason. He loaded it into his gun
and aimed it at Erik. The prisoners began surrounding Jason and Agent
Mallory. Several of the prisoners positioned themselves in front of
the elevator to prevent Jason and Agent Mallory from leaving.

“It seems you
two are at a real disadvantage here. Tell me agent, what kind of
contingency plan does your organization have for odds like these? I
mean really, you two aren't so tough without your teams to back you
up are you?”

Jason took a step
forward. “Why don’t you stop talking and come find out
yourself just how tough I am?” Erik laughed sadistically. He
wasn’t stupid, he knew good and well that he couldn’t
take Jason Shaw by himself. That wasn’t a fight he wanted to
have. Those weren’t his orders.

“As much as I
would like to take you out myself, I have others things to do.
However, I’m sure there are a few guys here more than willing
to do it for me!”

Erik called out to
the prisoners looking for volunteers to take on Jason Shaw. He had
done his research. He knew there were prisoners in the facility that
had personal grievances to air out with Jason. He played up to their
desires for revenge.

A burly looking man
stepped forward and cracked his knuckles ready to take on the
challenge.

“That freak a
friend of yours?” Agent Mallory asked sarcastically.

“His name is
Christopher Hagan,” Jason said.

“He was one
of the first Post Humans I battled and turned over to G.U.A.R.D. He
was foolish enough to try and break into Shaw Enterprises while I was
there.”

Jason stepped
forward to confront Christopher Hagan.

“You remember
me?” Christopher shouted.

“How could I
forget?” Jason replied.

“Good!”
Christopher smiled and then charged forward.

Jason showed no
fear as Christopher charged towards him. In fact, Jason stood
perfectly still awaiting Christopher’s attack.

Agent Mallory had
his sights locked on Christopher. For his own personal well being,
Agent Mallory wanted nothing more than to see Jason take Christopher
Hagan out. Agent Mallory didn’t like the idea of being left
alone with the prisoners one bit. He stood there praying that Jason
would be able to defeat Christopher.

Christopher got
within striking distance and hurled a heavy punch towards Jason’s
face. Jason stood still and caught Christopher’s fist with
relative ease. He twisted Christopher’s arm, similar to how he
did Agent Mallory's. Jason’s strength and forcefulness brought
Christopher to his knees. He gave the troubled prisoner an elbow to
the face and watched as Christopher fell flat to the ground.

“Seriously?
Is that all you got?” Erik called out, doing his best to
antagonize Christopher and get him angrier. “I mean seriously,
I go through all this trouble to get you guys out of here and you let
this traitor take you down?”

Christopher stood
up, turned and faced Erik. “You're next boy!” Christopher
shouted.

Erik did not seem
the least bit concerned. Jason couldn't tell if it was just sheer
arrogance or if the young man actually had reason to be so confident
in himself. Christopher turned his attention back to Jason and threw
another strong punch at him. This time Jason allowed the punch to
make contact. The heavy handed Christopher’s punch made contact
with Jason’s ribs, but did very little damage. Jason’s
dense body structure strongly decreased the possibilities of him
getting hurt.

Frustrated,
Christopher took a wild an undisciplined approach in his conquest to
defeating Jason. This was a strategy that had very little effect. In
the corner of Jason’s eyes he saw the fear on Agent Mallory’s
face. Jason reminded himself that there were many other prisoners
left to deal with and he would need to conserve all the energy he
had.

Jason took the
offensive and nailed Christopher with a strong punch to the ribs.
Christopher left himself wide open for Jason to easily counter his
attacks. He was big and strong but lacked discipline and skill. 


Jason was big and
strong but had both supreme discipline and skill. Although the two
men had muscular builds, the match was very lopsided. 


Jason had
Christopher wheeling. Jason shifted his position and placed himself
in a boxing stance. He delivered a series of closed fist punches to
the face. Each punch felt like Christopher was being hit by heavy
dumbbells. Blood poured from Christopher’s face with each
crushing blow. Erik shook his head disgustedly as he watched Jason
work Christopher over with ease. Erik thought for certain that the
incarcerated prisoner would've posed more of a challenger, but Jason
was instead living up to his reputation. 


Luckily for Erik,
seeing Jason beating wasn't vital to his plans. This was more so
entertainment. A distraction until the next part of his plan was
ready to be executed. Jason delivered one final punch that ended the
fight. Actually it was a combo punch. He hit Christopher with a
closed fist straight arm jab to the face and followed it with an
elbow punch that rendered Christopher unconscious. The prisoners
looked down at the unconscious man and began to have second thoughts
of whether challenging Jason was a good idea or not.

“Get the
machine back online now!” Agent Hardine shouted to Garrett and
the other technicians. He knew by now that the inhibitor fields had
fail and that the prisoners would be regaining their abilities at any
time now.

Garrett and the
others furiously pressed on the keys trying to get the system back up
and running. He was sweating heavily as the pressure was building.

“What is it?
What’s the problem?” Agent Hardine asked. 


Garrett looked at
the technicians and then at the computer with confusion. “I
can’t, I can’t get the system online. My commands are
being overwritten and ignored.”

Agent Hardine gave
him a suspicious look. The other technicians confirmed that they too
couldn’t get the systems back online. “I thought you had
the ability to communicate and control electronics?”

Garrett stared at
the screen.

“Well?”
Agent Hardine said.

“I do, but
something else is influencing the system. Something else is
controlling them, preventing me from talking to it.”

Agent Hardine took
the safety off his gun and headed for the door.

“Wait! Where
are you going?” Garrett shouted.

Agent Hardine
turned back around. “I don’t have time to wait for you to
get the system back online. Those cells are going to open and some
pretty pissed off Post Humans are going to come out. I’ve got
to get down there and help out!” Agent Hardine left the room.

“What about
me?!” Garrett shouted.

“What about
you? You're the tech genius. You're the one that talks to
electronics. So figure something out and get this system back
online!”

The agent ran to
the elevator and pressed the button to activate the doors. He cursed
to himself remembering that the power was down and he would have to
manually make his way to the prison quarters. 


Garrett checked his
cell phone for a signal. It didn’t come to a surprise to him
that he wasn’t able to get a signal. He turned his attention
back to the screen and cracked his knuckles. Someone or something was
engaging in a cyber war with him. This was his world and he refused
to let someone best him in his own field.

Several security
teams were already en route. Agent Hardine quickly assembled an
escort team to guard the technicians who were manually trying to
power back up the Inhibitor field. 


It was his belief
that if they were unable to get it back online through means of
technology, then doing it manually was their next best option. The
escort team quickly took off to complete their task. Agent Hardine
and the rest of the security teams continued up the stairs towards
the prison quarters.

“There is no
way we’re going to be able to contain 214 prisoners if they’ve
got their abilities back!” one of the security guards said.

Agent Hardine
forgot these weren’t his men. These men weren’t out in
the field battling Post Humans. Sure, they had training, but they
hadn’t been out there in the field. They hadn’t
experienced battling a Post Human before he or she was under the
influence of the Inhibitor.

“We’ll
be fine. We’ve got bullets and inhibitor darts. Both of those
will work well.”Agent Hardine replied confidently.

“Some of
these guys aren’t effected by bullets!” one of the
security guards said.

“That’s
what the inhibitor darts are for. Now no more talking, we’ve
got a job to do. We’ve have to contain this facility!”

It took seven Post
Humans to pin Jason Shaw down. Even with the seven of them it took
all of their strength to keep him down. Agent Mallory was already
bogged down by the prisoners and was in bad shape. He did
successfully kill two of them before the prisoners overpowered him.

Their immediate
reaction was to kill Agent Mallory, but Erik ordered them not to.
Even though he had no authority over any of them, no one questioned
his request. For now, Erik was the one that had somehow gotten their
cells to open. He was the one that seemed to have a plan, and for
that reason, the prisoners were going to listen to him. Erik assured
them he had a plan for getting off the island, so until they were
off, they were all going to follow his lead. 


Agent Mallory
watched nervously as Jason struggled to free himself. Jason fought
and fought, and finally freed his hands. With a massive push, the
prisoners pinning him down went flying through the air. Jason jumped
back to his feet while the next wave of prisoners went after him.
While he had his back turned fighting the group of prisoners, another
prisoner shot off some form of energy in his direction. Jason was too
busy battling what seemed like a never ending group of Post Humans to
notice the energy being hurled at him.

“Look out!”
Agent Mallory shouted noticing the energy rapidly approaching Jason.

When Jason turned
around there was no energy coming towards him. Instead all he saw was
a ball of ice hitting the ground.

“Looked like
you could use some help,” Jackson Prescott shouted playfully.
Jason was certainly glad to see him. 


Shayne Tucker
intercepted an energy projectile heading Jackson's way with a ball of
fire.

“Looks like
you need to pay more attention.” Shayne said to Jackson. 


Jason smiled. He
felt much better now seeing Shayne and Jackson. The prisoners
consolidated their numbers and moved to one side of the room. Even
with Shayne and Jackson around Jason and Agent Mallory were still
severely outnumbered.

“Is Jessica
here with you?” Jason asked curiously. 


“No,”
Jackson replied.

“She's still
overseas,” Shayne added.

“Oh, so you
guys got here by ship?” Jason asked.

Shayne looked at
Jackson with an annoyed look on his face. “Jackson here parked
the jet while it was still in stealth mode and somehow misplaced the
keys.”

Jason looked at
Jackson in complete bafflement. “Do you have any idea how much
that ship cost? How does something like that even happen?”
Jason didn't even bother waiting for a reply because he knew nothing
Jackson could say would be able to justify losing a ship.

“It's cool,
we'll just pick up a spare pair of keys and uncloak the jet once were
done here,” Jackson replied. Jason looked over towards Shayne
who tried his best at that moment to disassociate himself from his
best friend. “If Jessica didn’t fly you guys here and you
didn’t have the jet, how did you get here?” Jason asked.

Jackson looked over
at Shayne and smiled proudly.

“Apparently,
Shayne can run so fast now, that he can run on water!”

Agent Mallory
looked at Shayne nervously. It seemed like every day the abilities of
Post Humans were becoming even more unbelievable.

“How in the
world can you do that?” Jason asked, but didn't really expect
an answer. Shayne however had one for him.

“Water has
surface tension that makes water droplets round. I can move at such a
fast rate that I don’t have enough time to sink.”

For a second, Jason
was surprised Shayne had an answer, then he remembered how incredibly
smart Shayne was.

“You guys can
talk about all this science crap later. Right now we need to figure
out how we’re going to survive this,” Agent Mallory said
sharply.

One of the Post
Humans with superior hearing heard the sounds of footsteps
approaching; he informed Erik the security guards were on their way.
Erik took a few steps towards Jason and company. Jason stood tall
ready to deal with whatever Erik had for him.

“Well, this
has been fun. We’ll do it again real soon, of that you can be
sure! Today was just the beginning. Soon our kind will claim this
world as our own. The time will come when you League members must
choose a side. War is upon us and it's a war the human race can't
win. Choose your side wisely!”

Seconds later Agent
Hardine and the assembled security teams busted through the doors and
aimed their weapons at the prisoners. “Don't move!” the
agent shouted.

Erik Masters looked
at the agent and smiled. “Now!” he shouted.

The room was
suddenly filled with a light that shined brighter than the sun.
Everyone inside immediately closed their eyes to prevent themselves
from being blinded by the brightness. When the members of the League
of Protectors and the agents of G.U.A.R.D opened their eyes, to their
surprise, every prisoner inside that room had vanished.
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Holding
Cell





Agent Baker
escorted Lowry Holston and Gary Jenkins out of the G.UA.R.D armored
truck. They were still in Chicago and it would be a day or two before
the prisoners would be transferred to the island. Since the breakout
that saw over two hundred Post Humans escape imprisonment, prisons
around the world had to make special accommodations for any Post
Human captured.

Shaw Enterprises
were rapidly producing large quantities of inhibitors to accommodate
these human prisons that Post Humans were once again finding
themselves locked up in. Meanwhile, Jason Shaw, Garrett Blake and
Commander Sullivan were working vigorously to figure out exactly how
the breach into G.U.A.R.D systems occurred and who was responsible
for it.

The three men
worked together and oversaw every upgrade that was being made to the
facility. The prison outbreak left the public fearing for their
safety. To make matters worse, there was no trace of the prisoners.
It was as if they just vanished off the face of Earth. The Chicago
prison was nothing like the one on the island though. It was
basically a holding cell until the appropriate accommodations could
be made for new prisoners on the island.

The staff consisted
of a dozen officers working twelve hour shifts each day. There were
three individuals at this particular prison that had abilities. There
wasn't an inhibitor field to keep the Post Humans at bay, so the
officers had to rely on daily injections to do the trick. 


There was enough
inhibitors lying around to keep the Post Humans suppressed for
another day or possibly two, but that would really be pushing it.
There was a weapons and armor room, a kitchen, a control center and
cells that allowed for no more than ten prisoners at any given time.

With the addition
of Lowry Holmes and Gary Jenkins, that brought the total up to nine.
Luckily, six of the prisoners were ready for transport the following
day. Arriving a day before the capture of Lowry Holmes and Gary
Jenkins was a Post Human by the name of Charles Ortega.

Jason Shaw, Jackson
Prescott and Shayne Tucker were responsible for bringing him in.
Surprisingly, Noah was nowhere to be found that day even though the
threat was coming for his city. Just looking at Charles made the
officers on duty nervous. Everyone had read the reports on him and
none of them wanted anything to do with him. Although none of the
officers said anything to one another, they all believed if Charles
didn't get transported soon, they were all going to die.

With the League
being scattered and the whereabouts of Noah Winters and his alter ego
unknown, if Charles regained his abilities, the officers knew they
would be no match for him. 


Charles stood at
about five feet ten inches. His face is handsome and he sports a well
groomed goatee. His skin is tan and his complexion is often described
by women as perfect. His hair is the color of midnight and he
fashions it with a spiky look. Charles doesn’t boast a large
muscular frame like Jason Shaw or a well defined frame like Noah
Winters, but he's in good shape.

The man has been
described by those that have seen him in action as the devil
reincarnated. As far as anyone could tell, there was no redeeming
qualities about Charles. He had no moral compass, no conscience. He's
the perfect sort of villain that only writers could think up. 


If his deadly
personality wasn't enough to frighten anyone who crossed his path,
his abilities certainly were. Charles can absorb the life force from
others. He uses this ability as a way to kill others and in the
process heal himself. In addition, the absorbing process granted him
youth. No one knows for certain how old Charles Ortega is or even if
Charles Ortega is his real name. As long as he continues to absorb
life from others, there is no telling exactly how long he can live.
That ability alone is enough to give pause to anyone confronting him.
Unfortunately, that wasn’t all he had in his bag of tricks.

Charles Ortega
could phase through an individual similar to how Bianca Ramirez does.
The difference being Bianca uses it to move through walls and other
solid objects while Charles uses it to stop other people’s
hearts from beating. On some occasions, Charles likes to rip the
heart out just because he can.

Charles uses his
absorbing and phasing abilities in a variety of unique and creative
ways, all of which are deadly to anyone he uses them on. If that
wasn't enough, Charles also has extraordinary strength, speed and
durability. His strength is significantly less than Jason’s,
but its greater than any human's. His speed is significantly slower
than Shayne’s, who is perhaps the fastest man in the world, but
Charles can outrun a car moving at full speed. Charles’
durability is in correlation with the amount of time passed by since
his last absorbing. The more recent he absorbs a life, the more
durable he becomes.

He is largely
considered one of the most dangerous known Post Human. Before his
capture, he was listed on the G.U.A.R.D's top ten most wanted list. 


When captured by
the League of Protectors, Jason was overheard saying that he never
wanted to face that man again. Hearing that from Jason, the man that
is considered to be the most powerful Post Human, gave many cause for
concern.

“Who do we
have here?” one of the officers asked as Agent Baker escorted
the two men inside.

“To my left
is Lowry Holston. He’s capable of projecting fire from his
mouth.” The agent looked Lowry over and shook his head in
disgust.

“These freaks
just seem to get freakier and freakier by the day,” the agent
said.

Agent Baker smiled,
agreeing wholeheartedly.

“What about
this guy here?” the agent asked looking towards Gary.

“This one’s
name is Gary Jenkins. No projectile ability or anything like that,
but he can electrocute you if you are within touching range.”

The agent chuckled
amusingly and shook his head.

“I thought
electrocution was something that God delivered.”

Agent Baker
shrugged his shoulders. Neither he nor Agent Kelley was very
religious and they had no way to explain the Post Human phenomenon.

“Did you ever
think that perhaps this is God’s doing?” Charles asked
from behind his cell. All of the agents in the room turned to face
Charles. This was the first time since he was captured that he spoke.

“What are you
over there talking about?” Agent Kelley asked. His tone was
forceful and sounded in charge, but Charles could see pass it. He
could see the fear in Agent Kelley’s eyes and could hear it
through the cracks of his voice.

“Have you
ever considered the fact that this is God’s will? Have you ever
considered the fact that God gave his chosen ones the powers of the
angels? Perhaps we Post Humans as you call us are actually angels
reincarnated or descendants of the angels. Have you ever taken a
moment to consider that?”

The room was silent
and the rest of the agents looked towards Agent Kelley to see how he
would respond.

“Will of the
Gods? Descendants of the angels? You think God sent you here to
absorb human life? You think God sent you here to phase through a
person’s body and kill them? That’s what you think God
sent you here for?” Agent Kelley asked.

His voice was
determined to sound strong. The agent was clearly annoyed by Charles
and wanted nothing more than to put a bullet through Charles’
skull.

“Then you
tell me Agent Kelley, why do you think that some of us have these
special abilities and others do not?”

Agent Kelley did
not have an answer for Charles and instead he blurted out the first
thing that came to his mind. “Abominations! That’s what
you are, all of you. Abominations that were created so wrong that God
himself couldn’t fix.”

Agent Baker tried
not to make eye contact with Agent Kelley. He didn’t know much
about religion, but he was fairly certain what Agent Kelley said
wasn’t true. Besides that, he didn't want Charles to get riled
up. Charles looked on at Agent Kelley very amused. It was like
something that was locked in his head suddenly became unlocked and he
understood everything he needed to know.

“It is people
like you that have doomed this planet. It is people like you that
will suffer the most when the new world order is complete. I will
take great pleasure in seeing people like you suffer,” Charles
said calmly.

One of the other
agents pulled his sidearm out of the holster and pointed it at
Charles. “Is that a threat you abomination?” the agent
said echoing words spoken by Agent Kelley just moments earlier.

“Agent
Bartowski, holster your weapon immediately!”Agent Baker
ordered. Agent Kelley was Bartowski’s superior officer, so he
ignored Agent Baker’s demand.

“Agent
Bartowski is it? I do not make threats, I make promises, and I
promise you this…Before this day is over I will take your life
and I'll enjoy watching you shrivel up into nothing but bones and
dust.” Charles folded his hands together and closed his eyes as
if he was praying.

“Open his
cell, let me end this freak!” Agent Bartowski pleaded. 


Charles kept his
eyes closed and ignored the agent. He had said all that he wanted to
say and found no need to speak any further.

“Let it go
Randy,” Agent Kelley said to Agent Bartowski. “Put your
weapon away, I don’t feel like filling out all the paperwork
required if you killed this guy.” Begrudgingly, Randy did as
commanded.

Agent Kelley turned
his attention to Agent Baker and instructed him to place Lowry Holmes
and Gary Jenkins in their cells. He had some paperwork to fill out
and he needed to complete it before Agent Hardine arrived for the
prisoners' transport.

The next day a
G.U.A.R.D helicopter developed by Shaw Enterprises landed at the
jail. Agent Hardine and two other G.U.A.R.D agents exited the
helicopter and walked inside the building.

“Welcome
Agent Hardine,” Agent Kelley said respectfully. He was more
than happy to see an agent accustomed to dealing with Post Humans
arrive.

“We weren’t
expecting you for another couple hours,” Agent Kelley said.

“Are the
prisoners ready for transport?” Agent Hardine asked. 


Agent Kelley
frowned slightly. He could tell Agent Hardine was in no mood for
small talk and not having Charles ready for transport reflected
poorly on him.

“In just one
minute Sir, he’s currently being examined by the doctor for
final inspection.”

Agent Hardine
nodded but was less than thrilled to have to wait. He walked over to
the cells and looked at the other prisoners.

“Confirm
them,” he said to one of his other agents.

The agent took out
a device that was resting comfortably in his pocket and scanned the
other prisoners. Once the scanner recognized the prisoner, it pulled
up the prisoner’s file and confirmed their status.

“Prisoner’s
status confirmed Sir,” The agent replied 


Agent Hardine
acknowledged the confirmation with a slight nod of the head.

“What’s
the holdup with the last prisoner?” Agent Hardine asked. He
seemed visibly annoyed with the tardiness.

“I’ll
check on it right now,” Agent Kelley replied. In his head he
was cursing furiously. It was just his luck that he would make a bad
impression on one of the most established agents in the world. “Agent
Bartowski, what’s the holdup?” he asked over the radio
dispatch. No answer.

“Agent
Bartowski, do you copy?” There was still no reply.

Agent Kelley looked
back at Agent Hardine with a confused look on his face. Agent Hardine
gave Agent Kelley a hard glare and then pulled out his gun. “You
two, come with me,” Agent Hardine said to the two other agents
standing beside him.

“You, radio
in the League of Protectors and see if you can get a hold of Noah
Winters. Heck, while you're at it, see if you can get a hold of that
Black Vigilante guy as well. I'm pretty sure we're going to need all
the help we can get,” Agent Hardine said.

“Sir?”
Agent Kelley said slightly confused.

Agent Hardine shook
his head in disbelief. “We can’t take any chances with
this guy,” Agent Hardine whispered as he and the two agents
headed towards the weapons and armory room. Agent Hardine looked at
the two agents and stopped them.“Won't be any need for
inhibitors. Shoot to kill.”

The two other
agents looked at each other nervously. Anytime Agent Hardine gave an
order like that, things were about to get serious. Agent Hardine held
his left hand up in the air and closed it in a ball. The two agents
immediately stopped moving and hugged the wall to their left tightly.

“What is it?”
one of the agents asked.

Agent Hardine did a
gesture with his head signaling for the men to look forward. 


“Oh crap!”
one of the agents replied. The other agent peered over his shoulder
and had a similar reply. Agent Bartowski, who was in his early
thirties, was lying dead on the ground. His body was shriveled and
decomposing. His remains looked elderly, like someone in their
eighties or nineties would look, just like Charles Ortega promised.
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The
Phasing of Men





“Agent
Hardine, so we meet again,” Charles Ortega said as Agent
Hardine, Agent Thomas and Agent Curry entered the weapons and armory
room. “The last time I saw you, I nearly killed you. I'm glad
that you survived, round two should be even more interesting.”

Agent Hardine did a
quick glance around the room. He spotted Agent Pearson and Agent
Summers lifeless bodies on the ground near that of Agent Bartowski.
Like Bartowski, the life had been sucked out of them.

He noticed that
Charles helped himself to the riot gear that was kept inside the
armory in case of an emergency. With the three agents being dead,
Charles figured they wouldn’t be needing it.

“We’re
taking you in Charles,” Agent Hardine said aiming his weapon at
the dangerous man.

Charles stared
intensely at the three agents. Agent Thomas was slightly shorter than
Charles. He stood at about five feet eight inches. His skin was pale
and his build was average at best. Agent Thomas had blue eyes and
golden brown hair. 


The third Agent,
Agent Curry is of Scottish descent. He was about the same height as
Charles and had a slim build. His hair was brown and his eyes green.
Out of the three agents, Agent Curry seemed the most apprehensive in
confronting Charles. 


“Do you
remember the last time you said that to me Agent? Do you recall what
happened the last time you tried to bring me in?” Charles
asked.

It was about three
months ago in a small hotel in Baltimore that Agent Hardine’s
unit encountered Charles Ortega. The day resulted in the death of two
agents and one civilian.

“That was
then, this is now. Stand down and drop the shield,” Agent
Hardine ordered.

Charles smiled
politely. “Why would I do that? Why would I willingly give up
my defense against you?” 


Agent Hardine
hesitated in answering Charles. He wasn’t sure if the question
was rhetorical or not. One of the things that Agent Hardine found
most troubling in regards to Charles was his intelligence. Charles
wasn't some mindless criminal that was just out causing trouble.
There was a reason to Charles's destruction. Everything he said and
did was part of something larger. Something Agent Hardine didn't
quite understand, but he knew it was something of significance. 


Charles often used
mind games to get into his opponents head. Agent Hardine knew in his
heart if it wasn't for Jason, Jackson and Shayne, Charles would've
never been apprehended in the first place.

“I’m
not going to tell you again, stand down and drop the shield!”
Agent Hardine shouted. He was in no mood for Charles’ games.
Charles found the confrontation amusing.

“I believe
you did just tell me again Agent Hardine.” Charles stepped a
little closer to the agents still holding the riot shield in his
hand. “You know what I mean. I never understood why people say
I’m not going to tell you or ask you again and then they do
just that. It makes the whole I’m not going to do it bit seem
foolish.”

Agent Curry had
heard enough. It could’ve been fear setting in or taking a
defensive stance, but Agent Curry fired at Charles. 


Charles cocked his
head to the side and stared curiously at the agent. Charles rushed
forward slamming the shield into Agent Curry. The agent fell back,
hitting the ground hard. There was a big gash across his chest from
the impact of the shield. Agent Thomas fired at Charles, but Charles
adjusted his stance and used the riot shield for cover. He ran
forward towards Agent Thomas and hit him hard across the face with
the shield; he proceeded into a low three sixty spin and took the
agent off his feet.

Agent Hardine lined
himself up for a shot. His heart was racing and he knew he had to
make his shot count. With his left eye closed, Agent Hardine squared
his feet and fired six continuous shots. Charles barely deflected the
shots with the shield. Annoyed, Charles dropped the defensive stance
and heaved the riot shield at Agent Hardine’s head.

The shield traveled
with great velocity towards Agent Hardine. At the last possible
second, he ducked, and avoided being decapitated. He wasn’t
able to fully avoid impact though. There was a trace of blood
dripping from his neck where the shield nicked him. Agent Hardine
could feel the blood dripping. He couldn't feel any pain though, he
was filled with too much adrenaline to worry about the injury. The
agent reached up to his neck and wiped the blood on his pants.
Against his better judgment, he slid his gun back into the holster,
rushed forward and tackled Charles.

Between Agent
Hardine and Charles Ortega, Agent Hardine was the better skilled
fighter. However, Charles abilities made him better equipped for a
brawl. Nevertheless, Agent Hardine hopped on top of Charles and
delivered several punches to the face. Charles reversed positions and
landed his own series of punches.

“Stop right
now!” Agent Curry shouted.

Blood poured down
from his face due to the impact of the shield. Without even looking,
Charles released a forceful amount of energy that sent Agent Curry
into a wall on the right side. Agent Hardine used the distraction to
kick Charles off of him. Charles rolled backwards retrieving the riot
shield just in time to defend himself from the bullets Agent Hardine
and Agent Thomas fired on him.

Charles pushed
forward with the shield in hand and slammed Agent Hardine into the
wall. Agent Hardine fell to the ground next to a bloodied Agent
Curry. Agent Thomas stopped firing as he didn’t want to hit his
fellow agents by mistake. Charles used this to his advantage. He
threw the shield as a distraction. While Agent Thomas was adjusting
his position to avoid impact, Charles ran up on him and grabbed him
by the throat. He bum rushed the agent into the wall on the left side
of the room using only his left hand. With his right hand, he
concentrated heavily and used his phasing ability to penetrate Agent
Thomas’ body.

“No!”
Agent Hardine shouted weakly, he tried to prevent the phasing but it
was too late. Charles grabbed the heart of Agent Thomas and stopped
it from beating.

Agent Thomas' face
went completely pale and a look of horror came across him as he
realized what was about to happen. His lifeless body dropped to the
ground and Charles stood there momentarily with a satisfied look upon
his face. From the distance, he could hear Agent Baker and Agent
Kelley approaching. He was certain backup would be on the way soon
and he needed to get out as fast as possible.

Agent Hardine
slowly made his way back to his feet. He was in pain and was
concussed from the impact of being slammed into a wall. But he wasn't
about to let Charles leave without giving everything he had. Charles
looked over to check on Agent Curry’s status. He was in worse
shape than Agent Hardine. He was barely moving.

“You are
going to pay for that,” Agent Hardine shouted in reference to
Agent Thomas’ death.

“Unlikely,”
Charles replied smugly and without warning, he let off a concussive
blast of energy. Agent Hardine was unable to avoid the blast and it
hit him squarely in the chest. He wouldn’t be an issue for
Charles anymore.

“I didn't
know he had energy projectile abilities,” Agent Curry mumbled.

“Neither did
I,” A weakened Agent Hardine replied.

Charles looked
around between the two men thinking of whose life he would take
first. If logic played a factor, than Charles would’ve chose
Agent Hardine to drain the life from. Agent Hardine was younger and
would require less draining than Agent Curry would, but Charles chose
to drain the life of Agent Curry instead. 


Charles enjoyed his
confrontations with Agent Hardine and wanted the agent to have
another shot at him in the future. He didn't view Agent Hardine as a
challenge, but he appreciated the man's bravery. He walked over to
Agent Curry and ripped his shirt open. He searched for the agent’s
knife and found it concealed under the agent's left pant leg.

Charles used the
knife to cut open the agent. He then placed his hand on the open
wound and began draining the life from him.

“Freeze!”
Agent Kelley shouted. He fired two shots that connected and lodged
themselves into Charles’ shoulder.

The draining
process provided Charles with instantaneous healing and Agent Kelley
watched as Charles’ body quickly healed itself and pushed the
bullets out. Charles removed his hand from Agent Curry and rushed
towards Agent Kelley. Without hesitation, Charles ran forward and
drove the knife through the agent's chest.

Agent Kelley fell
over, slumping to the ground. Charles sat down beside him and began
the draining process on him instead. Once Charles was satisfied with
the draining, he stood up, walked over and grabbed Agent Curry's
knife holster. He slid it around his left leg, grabbed the riot
shield and walked out of the armory. Charles readied himself for the
next wave of attack. With Agent Hardine neutralized, and Agents
Bartowski, Pearson, Summers, Kelley, Thomas and Curry dead, there
wasn't much of a threat left for him to worry about.

Charles Ortega ran
through the G.UA.R.D kitchen and unloaded a devastating concussive
blast that immediately killed two of the agents. He looked over to
his right side and released another blast of energy. The agents were
able to avoid the blast, but it bought Charles more time. He released
a third blast with his left hand moving left and his right hand
moving right that sent every remaining agent flying off their feet.

Charles smiled with
delight. The rest of the prisoners were cheering Charles on gleefully
as he made his way towards the exit door.

“Hey! What
about us?” one of the prisoners shouted from behind the
cell.“You aren’t going to leave us here are you?” 


Charles turned
around to face the questioning prisoner. “You might be
prisoners but you're human prisoners. You serve no purpose for me.”

“What about
us? We're just like you!” Gary said.

Charles looked the
two men over. He was unimpressed with their presence. “You two
might be Post Humans, but you're nothing like me. You can rot here
with the rest of these pathetic people.” 


With a wide grin on
his face, Charles turned back around and placed his hand on the
doorknob. He had done it; he had escaped the holding cell and was in
the clear! With a slight turn, Charles opened the door and took a
step towards the exit.

BANG! One step was
all that Charles got.

The room went
completely silent as they watched Charles' body go limp. The man that
had taken the lives of several agents just moments earlier laid
motionless on the ground. The prisoners looked out by the door trying
to figure out who was on the other side. 


It was the Black
Vigilante. Luckily for Charles, the increased life and healing factor
would protect him. No sooner than the bullet plunged itself into his
body, Charles’ body rejected it and spit it back out. Charles
stood back to his feet. The prisoners were all engaged in the
confrontation brewing between Charles and The Black Vigilante.

Dressed in an all
black Kevlar ninja body suit, Noah slid his gun back into his holster
and readied himself for a fight.

“The
Vigilante. I'm surprised to see you here. Figured your agenda was
with the gangsters, mobsters and politicians. How honored I am to see
that you took time out to come confront me.” 


Charles glanced
around the room to make sure the agents were still down.“I have
to admit though; I would’ve placed money on the League showing
up here. Never in my wildest imaginations did I think I would meet
the vigilante of Chicago. I wonder how much money I could make if I
revealed your true identity. How much do you think you're worth?”

Noah didn't reply.
He didn't want to take any chances on someone recognizing his voice.
He would need some sort of voice changer device if he was going to
continue to parade around in this ninja garb.

“Not one for
words huh? You know, I’ve seen your work, its impressive. I
think maybe if you and I teamed up, we could do some serious damage.
With our skill, there isn't anyone that could stop us. Not even Jason
Shaw, Noah Winters or those other League jag offs.”

Noah was more than
aware of the type of mind games Charles liked to play. He knew all
about psychology and there was nothing Charles could say that would
throw Noah off his game. Mental toughness Noah valued as much as
physical toughness. 


Charles extended
his hand, “What do you say, how about we work together?”
Charles didn't really think Noah would accept his offer but it was
worth a try. As expected, Noah had no interest in joining up with
Charles.

“Well then,
shall we get on with it?” Charles asked. 


The Vigilante
nodded. Charles smiled, pushed his hands forward and released one of
his concussive blasts. Unlike the agents, Noah was more than capable
of defending himself from Charles’ attacks. With ease, Noah
contorted his body to evade the energy blast. Charles frowned
slightly and threw a string of energy blasts in Noah’s
direction. Noah considered putting up a force field to stop Charles'
attacks, but he didn't want to do anything that would alert Charles
to his real identity. He had no choice but to flip, duck and dodge
the incoming attacks. He exerted more energy in doing so, but kept
his secret identity in tact.

“It’s
not often I come across someone with your level of skill. It's really
quite impressive,” Charles said. 


Noah charged
forward and connected with a knee to Charles' face. 


Charles didn’t
see that coming. He stumbled back as blood oozed from his nose. Noah
followed up his attack and rushed towards Charles. He grabbed the man
by the collar of his shirt and lifted him off the ground. Charles,
desperate to free himself from Noah's grasp, twisted his body and put
a hole in the wall with his energy blast. He went through the hole
and avoided Noah's attack. Noah could do nothing but appreciate
Charles' quick thinking.

“You know,
there’s a reason why I’m one of the most dangerous Post
Humans,” Charles boasted. Charles reemerged from the opening in
the wall and caught Noah off guard with a energy blast. The blast
sent Noah backwards. He was unable to brace himself and as a result,
he hit the ground with tremendous force.

“I'm not some
ignorant thug rolling up doing drive byes. I'm not some Spanish
speaking man sitting on the front porch. I'm not some fat Italian out
ordering hits. I'm Charles Ortega, I'm a Post Human with superior
skills and an intellect to rival any. You aren't on my level
Vigilante.” Charles hurried to Noah’s vicinity and
climbed on top of him. He reached down by his left leg and pulled out
the knife he took from Agent Curry a bit earlier.

“This is the
point where you die,” Charles said nonchalantly. He drove the
knife downward trying to penetrate Noah’s heart.

Charles positioned
himself on top of Noah. His strength was preventing Noah from getting
out from under. Charles continued driving the knife downward as Noah
desperately struggled for his life.

“You
should’ve joined me when you had the chance!” Charles
exclaimed.

With one final
effort, Noah quickly took his left hand off Charles and reached for a
blade concealed by his side. He grabbed the blade from its holster
and used it to stab Charles on the left side. Charles cursed
profusely. He stumbled backwards but quickly took to a defensive
stance. Noah did a kip flip, getting himself back into a defensive
stance as well.

“Kill him!
Kill him!” the prisoners shouted. They were watching the fight
intensely. Charles looked over to the prisoners and a plan quickly
formed. He looked back at Noah and smiled mischievously.

“I bet some
of this trash you helped clean up.” 


Noah looked at him
suspiciously, he had an idea as to what Charles was thinking but he
was hoping Charles wanted to finish the fight the right way. That
wasn't the case though. Charles looked back towards the prisoners and
unleashed consecutive energy blasts. The blasts were directed at the
locks that kept the prisoners behind bars. The prisoners pushed open
the gates and cheered excitedly. Almost all of them had a score to
settle with the Black Vigilante and that moment was as good a time as
any to try and exact revenge. Charles directed more energy blasts
towards Noah to give the freed prisoners an even better chance at
getting their revenge.

The G.U.A.R.D
agents were beginning to come to and Charles knew his window of
escape was closing. With Noah forced to concentrate on the other
prisoners, Charles now had his opening.

“Until next
time!” Charles called out as he made a run for the exit.

Noah desperately
fought the prisoner's off him and tried to make his way towards the
exit to go after Charles.

“Stay!”
Charles shouted. He delivered a massive blast of energy that caught
Noah square in the chest. The impact sent Noah flying backwards into
most of the prisoners. 


Charles ran out the
door and made his way towards the G.U.A.R.D helicopter. 


The pilot was
sitting there anticipating Charles arrival after witnessing the
blast, “Stop right there!” the pilot ordered.

Charles snickered
at the audacity of the pilot. He ran forward while the pilot squeezed
the trigger. Charles allowed the bullet to make contact, knowing his
body would recover in no time. The pilot tried to get off another
shot, but it was too late. Charles had reached him and was draining
the life from him. Charles took just enough energy to weaken him. He
wanted the pilot alive, he needed the pilot alive.

“Get inside,”
Charles ordered. The pilot did as instructed. Charles hopped into the
passenger seat and kept the gun pointed at the pilot. “Get us
out of here.” 


Reluctantly, the
pilot placed his hands on the small steering wheel and eased the
plane off the ground. A dazed Noah stumbled out of the building and
watched as Charles and the pilot took off.

“Until next
time!” Charles shouted as the helicopter ascended into the
skies.
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The
Enemy of My Enemy





Charles walked into
the abandoned warehouse slightly tired from his encounter with Noah
Winters. This particular location he had been occupying for the past
several months. It served as a base of operations for him. Had Noah
not been so concerned with the local criminals, he might've noticed
Charles setting up shop in his city.

Charles you could
describe as ambitious. He wasn't doing what he was doing for some
political agenda. He didn't care about the fate of the world. He was
out to make a name for himself. He wanted to use his abilities to
become the most famous Post Human around. Correction, he wanted to be
infamous. He wanted everyone in the world to fear him, to bow before
him. With his impressive display of abilities, he felt he could
accomplish such a challenging goal.

He wouldn't do it
alone though. How could he? It was common knowledge that for every
major criminal, there was usually a support staff. A group of lesser
men and women that did the bidding for the main criminal. Charles
wasn't the top gun though. As powerful as he was, he lacked the
resources required to truly make a run at infamy.

He had a boss, a
mysterious boss that funded all his criminal activities. There was no
love or respect for his benefactor though. The moment Charles had
everything he needed, he wouldn't hesitate to kill the one that was
bank rolling his operation. Truthfully, Charles Ortega couldn't stand
the man that supplied him with a plethora of resources. He thought of
the man as nothing more than a means to an end. 


Charles walked over
to the small wooden table inside the warehouse and grabbed the black
remote. He flipped on the television and turned to the news station.
As expected, coverage of his escape was being talked about on every
local news channel.

Charles sat down on
a chair and listened carefully to every word spoken about him. He was
the type that truly admired his own work. Each day he woke up he
thought to himself what could he do to raise the bar? What crimes
could he commit to become even more feared. He wasn't the least bit
concerned about being tracked down. He didn't think too highly of the
government's intelligence departments. He did after all avoid capture
for eight months. It wasn't until the League of Protectors got
involved that Charles felt any sort of pressure.

Once he was in
position, he would take the League out. He hated them and everything
they stood for. Individually, he was confident he could take any of
them alone. He knew taking them all head on wasn't a good idea, so he
would have to be calculating with his attack. He would have to take
them out one by one. Charles wasn't concerned about Bianca Ramirez,
Garrett Blake or Stephanie Morgan at all. Those three were not in his
league. Out of those three Bianca was the only one that did battle in
the field and her phasing abilities wasn't going to do anything
against him. Sure, she had the capabilities to phase just like he
did, but he knew she wasn't a murderer. He knew she didn't have it in
her to do the sort of things he did.

Then there was
Shayne and Jackson. Both young men were loaded with potential and
even more dangerous when together. He knew it was highly likely that
when he did face them, it would be a package deal. While taking them
both on at the same time did give Charles reservations, he was
confident they weren't ready for such a confrontation. After watching
the two in action, he knew it would be best to split them up. If he
did take them both on he knew he had to find a way to quickly
neutralize Shayne first. 


While both Shayne
and Jackson were quite evenly matched, Shayne was smarter and more
emotionally stable in the field, well in all aspects to be quite
honest. Taking Shayne out first would make Jackson irrational and
more likely to make a mistake. 


Nevertheless, be it
one on one or two on one, Charles was fairly confident he could take
those two out the next time he faced them. Then there were the three
heavyweights as Charles like to refer to them as. Jason Shaw, Noah
Winters and Jessica Prescott.

Each of them
individually presented Charles with a different set of challenges for
him to overcome. Quite arguably the most skilled fighter in the
League, Noah presented a challenge that would be difficult for
Charles to handle. Especially considering the fact that Charles faced
Noah without Noah using any of his abilities to counter Charles'
attacks.

The wild card in
Charles' opinion was Jessica Prescott. With the world's most powerful
Post Human in Jason Shaw, a skilled martial arts master like Noah
Winters and the intriguing fire and ice abilities of Shayne and
Jackson, Jessica was often overlooked. People truly didn't realize
that as far as strength was concerned, Jessica was the second
strongest member of the group. Not to mention her ability to fly and
keep a level head made her quite the force to deal with. She wasn't
nearly as proficient in the field as Jason or Noah, but her training
and her abilities made her quite formidable. Charles couldn't simply
overlook her. He had to be smart when battling her. Nevertheless, one
on one, Charles was confident he'd drain her life as well.

Then there was
Jason Shaw, the one individual in the League Charles wasn't sure he
could take one on one. After seeing the heroics Jason has pulled off
and being captured once largely in part to Jason's actions, Charles
was not looking forward to another altercation with him. He would
eliminate the rest of the League first and when the rest were all
taken care of, then he would come after Jason. He wouldn't come alone
though, no, he would use his gang of criminals to weaken Jason first
and once that was accomplished then he would attack the hero from
behind.

Charles didn't
believe in fights having to be fair. The whole point of a fight was
to win. To ensure that, Charles would do whatever necessary to
guarantee victory. That was the way in which he was brought up and it
was that mentality that added to his overall dangerousness.

As the news reports
on Charles continued to play, something from the shadows started
moving in his direction. Charles wasn't concerned though, he was
expecting company. He had business to discuss, and if for some
reason, it wasn't who he was expecting, he'd simply kill the unwanted
guest.

The thought brought
a sly smile to Charles' face. He suddenly had an urge to drain
another human life. Oh how he wished whoever had walked inside the
warehouse was someone he wasn't expecting. The guest walked in
dressed in black boots, dark blue jeans and a black hoodie. Even with
the ridiculous attempt to blend in, Charles recognized the man
immediately.

“Plan on
robbing a bank?” Charles asked sarcastically.

“Very funny,”
Joseph Stockton replied. 


The shrewd business
man with multiple connections to the underworld of crime took off his
hoodie and took a seat in the chair next to Charles.

“Heard of
your escape, it's about time. Was beginning to think I was going to
have to make plans without you.”

Charles badly
wanted to jump out of his chair and drain the life of Joseph, but he
refrained from doing so. He still needed Joseph, most importantly, he
still needed Joseph's money and resources.

“That
vigilante the city keeps talking about is quite the handful isn't
he?” Joseph asked, sounding as if he was in admiration.

Charles shrugged,
“Nothing I can't handle.”

Joseph looked at
Charles and snickered. He didn't quite believe that.

“I'm glad you
didn't kill him, I could certainly use someone like that on my side.”

Charles huffed.
“You need second best? I mean I did beat him. Why would you
need someone like him when you already have someone like me?”

Joseph seemed
surprised by Charles tone. Charles almost sounded jealous of Joseph's
admiration towards the vigilante. “Now now, no one is denying
your skills. I'm simply saying it would be nice to have more men like
you on the payroll. The more we have under are service, the easier it
will be to handle anyone that tries to get in our way.”

Joseph was doing
his best to make it sound like a team effort but in actuality, he
thought very little of Charles. While Charles was using him for his
money and resources, Joseph was using Charles for his abilities.
Neither men had any loyalty towards one another. They were both using
each other for personal gain and it was really just a matter of which
one would betray the other first.

“What about
that project you got going on?” Charles asked.

Joseph looked at
Charles and smiled. 


“The project
is going well. Very shortly events will unfold and this country will
be reformed.” 


Charles had no idea
what the full scope of Joseph's plans were and he really could care
less. He had his own plans. His own agenda for world domination.

“So what's
next?” Charles asked.

Joseph got up out
of the chair and began whistling.

“Nothing is
next, at least not for now. I need you to continue recruiting people
like yourself to the cause and lay low while I reveal my plans for
the world. Once my plan is in play, you will hold very high position
in the new reality of the world.” Joseph replied.

It took everything
within Charles not to roll his eyes. He didn't believe a word of what
Joseph was saying. Joseph Stockton had no plans for Charles in his
future; and Charles had no plans for Joseph in his. Whatever Joseph
was planning, Charles knew it would draw the attention of the League.
That would give Charles a great opportunity to continue recruiting
and take the League out one by one. Being patient was his best chance
of eliminating the entire League of Protectors. 


“You know
what, that sounds like an excellent idea. I look forward to seeing
your plan come to fruition.” Charles said completely lying to
Joseph.

Joseph gave Charles
a smile back. “We will change the world Mr. Ortega.”

“And the
League of Protectors won't know what hit them!” Charles added.

“Indeed.”
Joseph replied.

With that, the two
men shook hands and Joseph headed out of the warehouse. Charles
plopped back down on the couch and continued listening to the
coverage of his escape. Things were about to change!
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Intrusion
at the White House





Shortly
after the prison escape on Stone Ridge Island





He sat behind his
desk inside his oval office. He was hoping this was all some sort of
joke. Some sick rib his staff was playing on him just for giggles. He
would reprimand every single one of them for the sick joke, but he
prayed to God, a joke was all it was. Page after page he read
completely baffled by the reading. There would be without question a
detailed investigation into the situation. Someone knew something of
that he was sure. Trying his best to remain calm, he closed the
report and picked up his office phone. He took the phone, pressed one
of the numbers and waited for his secretary to pick up.

“Gather all
essential personnel and meet me in the situation room. We have a code
red PH event on our hands. Do it now.”

He hung up the
phone, adjusted his tie and proceeded out the door. Around twenty
five men and women all dressed in fine pressed suits stood
immediately when he walked in.

“Mr.
President,” the Vice President said. The two men shook hands
and gave each other a look that spoke volumes. Everyone inside the
room knew this was a bad situation. They understood this was a
situation that could potentially have lasting affects.

“Please, be
seated,” the President said warmly.

There wasn’t
a sound in the room. Everyone sat down quietly and waited to hear
what the President had to say. 


“Approximately
one hour ago there was a massive blackout on Stone Rock Island.”


The room was
immediately filled with gasps and concerned faces.

“The backup
generators were unable to kick on and as a result the Ironium shields
and the inhibitor fields failed. This led to every prisoner on the
island escaping their cells. A battle between the prisoners,
G.U.A.R.D personnel and members of the League of Protectors
followed.”

The members in the
room were preparing themselves for an early number death total.

“Luckily, no
one was killed during the battle. One of the agents was banged up
pretty bad, but I’m being told he’ll be back to work in
no time.”

There was a
momentary feeling of relief coming from the room. Considering the
death toll that could’ve been, this news was quite pleasant. 


“Boots on the
ground have confirmed that all two hundred fourteen prisoners have
escaped the island.”

And there it was,
the other shoe dropping. That was the bad news the President had to
report. The news that after all the hard work the government put into
tracking and containing criminals was down the drain. The President
paused for a moment to let the information sink in. One two hundred
fourteen dangerous criminals back on the loose. He dreaded thinking
about the chaos these criminals would be able to cause.

“Mr.
President I don’t understand, how did this happen? Was the
blackout a natural cause of some sort or was this deliberate?”one
of his cabinet members asked.

The president
looked around at his frightened cabinet. “I don’t believe
in coincidences Ron, this blackout was created by one of the inmates.
Somehow one of the inmates was able to resist the effects of the
inhibitor field.”

The vice president
raised his eyebrow. He was certain the sedatives pumping through the
inmates' bodies should have been enough to repress them from using
their abilities. He wasn’t so sure that it was an inmate that
caused the breakout.

“How were
they able to shut down the power and the backup generator?” the
vice president asked. The president shook his head in disgust; he had
very few answers to offer.

“What about
the island? How were they able to escape the island? This prison was
built on the island specifically to prevent such escapes from
happening.” one of the President's cabinet members said. 


“There were
only a few of them that could fly or had abilities capable of
escaping the island. So how did that many prisoners escape?”
another cabinet member asked.

“Jason Shaw
was on sight and has stated that Erik Masters called out to someone
and then the room was filled with a blinding light. When the light
disappeared, so too did the inmates. Mr. Shaw believes that someone
teleported inside the facility and used the ability of massive
teleportation to get all the prisoners out in one attempt.”

The Vice President
murmured something under his breath. 


“Do you have
something to say Hal?” the President asked. 


Vice President Hal
Martin stood up to address the President. “Sir, I don’t
believe in coincidences either. Don’t you find it rather odd
that these prisoners escape the same day Jason Shaw and that
electronic communicating Post Human arrive? If you ask me, I believe
they are responsible for this breakout.”

All eyes were on
the President. Vice President Martin brought up a very valid point.
Logically thinking, evidence pointed towards The League being
responsible. “Both Agent Hardine and Agent Mallory were present
at all times. In separate reports they both confirmed that neither
Mr. Shaw nor Mr. Blake had anything to do with the breakout. As a
matter of fact, Mr. Shaw fought alongside Agent Mallory and Mr. Blake
is responsible for getting the power back on.”

The Vice President
sat back down. He still wasn’t convinced The League was
innocent, but for now he let it go. “Sir, there is no report
anywhere in our files that show a Post Human with the capabilities to
teleport such a massive amount of people.”

“I agree, but
that doesn't mean that we have reports on every Post Human in
existence. Nor does it mean that the reports we do have are one
hundred percent accurate.” The President and the Vice President
were on completely different ends of the spectrum when it came to
Post Humans. The President was a bit more trusting where as the Vice
President had absolutely no trust in Post Humans at all. If he had it
his way, he'd have all the Post Humans locked up. The League
constantly worried what would happen if the Vice President, God
forbid, became the President someday.

The President felt
friendly relations with Post Humans were necessary. He was of the
belief that working with them was better than working against them.
The President was a firm believer that the majority of Post Humans
were not a threat. It didn’t mean he didn’t recognize the
potential threat they posed. He understood very well how dangerous
they were. His stance on the issue was that they deserved the same
rights that any human received.

Vice President Hal
Martin’s beliefs were totally different. He believed so
passionately that the Post Human presence was part of a conspiracy.
He believed that all Post Humans were working together to take
control of the world. In his mind, The League of Protectors was
nothing more than a foot in the door. They were a way in which to
gain the public's trust. A Trojan horse of sorts. There was nothing
anyone else could say or do that would change his opinion on the
subject. 


The president
skimmed over some of the files and acquiesced to the possibilities
that the information given to them on Post Humans was incorrect. He
still didn’t believe that The League was responsible for this,
but he was beginning to believe false information was coming from
someone. 


The President and
the rest of the members inside the situation room continued
discussing the situation. They engaged in conversation for another
fifteen minutes or so when the chief of staff noticed a slight
rumble.

“What was
that?” he asked. No one inside knew what he was talking about.
They were too busy engaging in conversation to hear what he heard.
Suddenly, from outside the situation room, several panicked voices
could be heard. 


“Code red, we
have an intruder approaching the west wing. I repeat code red,”
a voice over the loudspeaker said. Startled and panicked looks filled
the room. The committee could hear shots being fired and orders being
barked, but they had no idea what was going on. 


Three of the
President’s bodyguards hurried into the room and placed
themselves right in front of the President. They didn’t have
time to find out what was going on, but that wasn’t their
concern at the moment. All they cared about was making sure the
President was safe. The men aimed their weapons at the door and
stared at it with great intensity. They wouldn’t hesitate, not
for one split second. If the President’s life was in danger,
they would do whatever was necessary to protect it.

“What’s
going on Lucas?” the President asked.

He was forced by
his guards to curl up behind them. Everyone else in the room formed a
defensive circle, shielding the president from whatever threat seemed
imminent. 


Lucas, one of the
President’s bodyguards listened as one of the servicemen
informed him of the situation via headpiece.

“Sir, reports
indicate that two Post Humans have breached the perimeter. Whoever
they are, they seem determine to make their way towards you.” 


Loud gasps
resonated from the room. This was one of the worst case scenarios the
government had been worried about ever since the existence of Post
Humans was discovered.

“How did they
bypass security, Mr. Jones?” the Vice President asked. 


Without taking his
eyes off the door, Lucas Jones answered the Vice President. “Sir,
from the little bit of chatter I was able to pick up over the radio,
it appears they simply ran through the walls.” 


The President met
Vice President Martin’s gaze. The President wondered if Vice
President Martin was right along. Was The League of Protectors
responsible for the attempted security breech last week? Were they
somehow responsible for the escape on the island? Thinking about
everything that was going on was a lot for the President to take in.

“There they
are! Shoot them, shoot them!” one of the secret service men
shouted over the radio. The President and everyone else in the room
could hear the echoing sounds of gunshots being fired.

“Hostiles are
approaching the situation room. I repeat hostiles are approaching the
situation room!” 


The President
swallowed spit. Whoever was coming for him was closing in on his
location quickly. It would be mere moments before the intruders got
in.

“Target in
sight,” the serviceman standing guard over the situation door
shouted.

“Take the
shot, take it now!” another serviceman shouted back. 


A small tanned
woman approaching the door to the situation room swiftly kicked the
guard, knocking the gun out of his hand. The men and women inside the
situation room watched as the locked door slowly became distorted.
The door looked as if it became liquefied.

“What’s
happening to the door?” a frightened cabinet member asked. The
servicemen inside the room pointed their weapons at the door and
stared at it without blinking. This was it; they were the last line
of defense. 


The
small tanned woman and the man with her materialized inside the room.
They looked around it, searching for the President. Several of the
President’s cabinet members screamed for dear life. His
servicemen eyes were locked on their target. The small woman and the
man immediately put their hands in the air and asked not to be shot.

“Hold
your fire!” the President shouted. With their fingers itching
closer to the trigger, the servicemen kept their eyes locked on the
two Post Humans but did not fire upon them. Cautiously the President
stood up and approached the two intruders. Several of the servicemen
outside the room busted in and took position. The President
positioned himself between the servicemen and the intruders.

“Everyone
relax, let's just take a moment and settle down!” The President
said. 


Both
the servicemen coming from outside the room and the servicemen inside
the room stared the intruders down with an intense glare. 
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We Come
in Peace





There
was so much tension in the air. The secret servicemen were sweating,
the intruders were sweating. The cabinet members were sweating. There
wasn't a single soul in that room that wasn't nervous. Not
a single man or woman wanted to be known as being present the day the
President was assassinated. The ramifications would be detrimental.

Would the country
be able to bounce back if its beloved president was murdered? Would
an all out war between Humans and Post Humans break out? This could
not happen. The President’s life had to be protected at all
cost! These questions and more swirled through the minds of everyone
inside the situation room. The President continued walking towards
the intruders. He refused to cower in the corner like a coward. If
this was to be his end, he would meet it with dignity, the way a
President should always be.

“Mr.
President, stay back!” one of the servicemen shouted jamming
his gun forward just a little bit more. The servicemen in the room
got a little antsy with the President being so close. Something was
going to go down.

“I’m
fine Bruce; I highly doubt these fine people are here to hurt me. I’m
sure whatever this is, can be handled in a civilized manner.”
The President said with a smile on his face. He was doing his best to
reassure everyone, including himself that everything would be okay.

The guard ignored
the President’s reassurance and positioned himself in front of
him. The other servicemen followed suit and formed a human wall to
shield the President from harm. These men were prepared to lay their
lives down for the President if need be. 


The President
thanked his men for their loyalty and heroic nature, but ordered them
to holster their weapons. The servicemen didn’t budge. The
President gave Bruce a stern look. He would not repeat himself again.


“Stand down
men,” Bruce ordered hesitantly. The servicemen reluctantly put
their weapons away.

“Thank you,”
The President said. He walked calmly and confidently up to the two
intruders and sized them up.

“Well
now Mr. Connors, you certainly have a way of making an appearance. To
what do we owe the pleasure of your unscheduled and might I add very
disruptive visit?”

The
President’s calming nature and subtle voice began to ease the
nerves of his cabinet members. They were still uneasy about the
presence of the two intruders, but his voice slightly reassured them
that he would be okay. 


Mr. Connors
apologized tremendously for the intrusion. He realized the risk he
was taking for his shenanigans but the situation was so dire he saw
no other option.

The President’s
eyes shifted from Mr. Connors to the young woman that was standing
next to him. He recognized her face. She was a member of the League
of Protectors. He had read in
his files that one of the members had the ability to phase through
any solid object, but until he saw it with his own eyes, he didn’t
believe it. Hearing about it and seeing it were totally different. He
was absolutely amazed by what he had just witnessed.

“Bianca
Ramirez, correct? I don’t believe we’ve had the
opportunity to meet.” 


The
President extended his hand. Bianca looked towards Mr. Connors with a
pleasantly surprised look. She didn’t expect to be treated with
such hospitality, especially after she had just broken inside the
White House. Mr. Connors gave Bianca a stern look. He didn’t
want Bianca to look rude in front of the President. Bianca turned
back to face the President and shook his hand. She apologized for the
intrusion and then took a step back so that Mr. Connors could explain
the reasons for their actions.

The
first thing the President noticed about Bianca was her very small
stature. She couldn't have been any taller than five feet and looked
as if she weighed less than one hundred pounds. She was healthy
though; she didn't have the thin physique someone battling anorexia
might have, or the physique of someone who was terminally ill. No,
Bianca Ramirez was simply a fiery fit little woman with a very small
frame.

“Mr.
Connors, why are you here? I have a very busy day ahead of me and
this whatever it is you call yourself doing has just made my day
longer. My men could've killed you. Do you realize how foolish it was
of you to come in here like this?”

Mr.
Connors understood. To speed things along, he got right to it and
reached inside his pocket. The next thing he heard was the clicking
sound of several guns. He looked up and saw the servicemen aiming
their weapons at his head.

“Sir,
maybe you want to move a little slower,” Bianca suggested.

“Noted,”
Mr. Connors replied. 


Slowly
Mr. Connors reached inside his pocket and pulled out a flash drive.
He held the flash drive in front of him so the men could see it. He
then extended his hand for the President to take the drive from him.
One of the President’s men moved closer and
pulled out a device. The device was able to detect if there was any
sort of radiation or anything that could bring harm to the president
upon touch. 


There was a small
light on the inside of the device. The light bounced around from side
to side before stopping and holding green. The green light indicated
that the flash drive Mr. Connors had in his possession was clean. Mr.
Connors noticed there was a symbol on the right side of the device
the servicemen had in his possession. On the side of device was the
symbol of Shaw Enterprises. Mr. Connors couldn’t help but to
find the humor in that. He
adjusted the professional looking glasses sitting on the brim of his
nose and held the flash drive out for the president to take. The
president hesitantly took the drive.

“What
is this?”

“This Mr.
President is a file containing a much more accurate description of
all the Post Humans you and G.U.A.R.D have on record. It also
contains a list of thousands more Post Humans your agency have yet to
discover.”

The president
suspiciously looked Mr. Connors over. “Tell me Mr. Connors, why
am I just now receiving this? I thought there was a level of
cooperation between our two sides.” 


Mr. Connors looked
around the room. He could see the uneasy looks on everyone’s
faces. Whatever little trust the government had in Post Humans, it
would be hard pressed to get it back now.

“Mr.
Connors?”

“After Mr.
Blake got the power back up at the facility he sent me G.U.A.R.D's
database. It quickly became apparent that someone has been misleading
you for months. Someone has been monitoring your systems. There has
been plenty of occasions where new data from our systems have been
erased from yours.” Mr. Connors said.

“That someone
is you! You have been purposely sending us information and then
having your tech freak erase it on our end before we can see it.
Makes perfect sense!” Vice President Martin shouted pointing
his finger at Mr. Connors.

The President gave
the Vice President a stern look and instructed him to sit back down.

“Why should I
believe you?” the President asked.

“I
suspected you wouldn’t, I also suspected Bianca and I would be
denied access here that is why we came to you in such a drastic
manner. What I have to show you, you need to see.” Mr. Connors
pointed to the flash drive in the President’s hand. “Please
take a look.”

The President
rubbed his face. He was clearly stressed. The unfolding events would
have lasting effects regardless of who was to blame. The President
looked over to one of his aides and instructed her to bring in a tech
expert. He didn’t want to take any chances. Even though the
flash drive was cleared of radiation or any other harmful substances
that still didn’t mean the flash drive was safe. For all he
knew, the flash drive could upload some virus that would cripple the
entire network. Or perhaps the flash drives would stealthily copy
secure data.

The
way technology worked nowadays, anything was possible. The President
wanted to make sure he had every aspect of the flash drive checked
before uploading it to the system.

Chris Koft, the
White House Chief Security manager returned minutes later after being
summoned by the President. He had that stereotypical nerdy look about
him. His hair was shaggy; he wore glasses, and had a signature
awkward walk. 


The technician set
up his laptop on the desk and began running diagnostics of the
program embedded on the disc. If there was a virus or something like
that on the file, Chris would certainly catch it.

Vice President
Martin continued looking at Mr. Connors suspiciously. As far as
anyone knew, Mr. Connors could be a Post Human himself masquerading
as a human to earn the humans' trust. The Vice President just
couldn’t understand why a human had such trust in Post Humans.
Several times the Vice President had background checks run on Mr.
Connors. He was never able to find any evidence that indicated that
Mr. Connors shared the Post Human gene. That wouldn’t stop the
Vice President though. He was determined to find out all he could
about Mr. Connors. He was determined to prove that Mr. Connors
himself was a Post Human.

“How do we
know that you aren’t a Post Human yourself?” The Vice
President suddenly blurted out.

Chris Koft stopped
what he was doing and looked up at the Vice President. All eyes
shifted between the Vice President and Mr. Connors. 


Mr. Connors
understood that nothing he said was going to gain the Vice
President's trust. He knew that fear and lack of understanding was
driving the mistrust that the Vice President had. In fact, fear and
lack of understanding was driving the mistrust that all the humans
had.

“Well? What
do you have to say for yourself?” the Vice President asked.

Mr. Connors didn’t
respond right away as he assumed the President would shut Vice
President Martin up, but that wasn’t the case. It seemed that
the President didn’t mind the question at all. It was as if he
wanted an answer himself.

“You see
that? He won’t even answer me. He’s guilty!” the
Vice President shouted. Mr. Connors was taken aback by the
accusations.

“Guilty?
Of what crime am I guilty of? I did not know it was a crime to be a
Post Human. Is that the case Mr. President? Is that the next step
here? Being a Post Human makes you guilty of some crime?”

The
President gave Vice President Martin a stern look. He was ok with the
questioning the Vice President had until the word “guilty”
was thrown in the mix.

“Of course
not Mr. Connors, Vice President Martin used a poor choice of words
there. However he does have a valid question that you have neglected
to answer. Are you indeed a Post Human?”

Mr. Connors looked
around the room. All eyes were staring at him intensely. He wondered
what their reaction would be if he said that he was.

“No Mr.
President, I am not a Post Human. I’ve simply dedicated my life
to understand them and the way in which their abilities work. My goal
is to bring about a peace between the two sides. I have no favorites
or ulterior motives. I simply want to play my part in ensuring
peace.”

The President
nodded, he seemed satisfied with Mr. Connors' answer. The Vice
President, however, was not.

“The flash
drive is clean Mr. President and ready to be viewed whenever you are
ready.” Chris Koft said.
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Our
Files Are Better Than Yours 






The
President’s men remained standing keeping a close eye on the
two intruders. Some of his men repositioned themselves so that they
were closer to their targets. The President didn’t like how
close they were but he understood they were just doing their job.

“I certainly
hope you aren’t wasting my time Mr. Connors. This would be a
very unfortunate situation if what's on this flash drive isn't of
great importance,” the President said.

With everything
that had transpired at the island prison, the last thing the
President needed was any sort of distraction. Mr. Connors assured him
that he wouldn’t be disappointed. “May I?” Mr.
Connors asked pointing towards the laptop in front of him. The
President nodded giving Mr. Connors the go ahead.

Mr. Connors began
crunching numbers on the laptop bypassing several files in search of
a specific title.

Chris Koft kept a
close eye on Mr. Connors movements. Chris would throw up the red flag
if Mr. Connors gave any indication he was doing something shady.

“Ah yes here
we go,” Mr. Connors said flashing a bright smile. The middle
age man adjusted his glasses and pressed enter on the laptop. He slid
the laptop over to the President and waited for his reaction.

“Unbelievable!”
the President was genuinely surprised. In front of him for his
viewing pleasure were thousands of files of Post Humans. Those
numbers far exceeded what G.U.A.R.D had in their database.

The
President slid the laptop towards Chris Koft.

“How
is it possible this many entries could've been deleted from our
system without our knowledge?” The President asked.

Chris
Koft did not have an answer. The Vice President wanted
to take a look at the files but he knew better than to just walk over
there and take a look. He knew he needed to wait until the President
gave him permission.

“How accurate
are these files Mr. Connors?” the President asked.

Mr. Connors had an
amusing look on his face. His files were very accurate. Vice
President Martin was on the edge of his seat chomping at the bits
trying to get a view. He did not like being left out of the loop. He
wanted to know what was going on, when it was going on, how it was
going on, and he wanted to know right away.

“Let me take
a look at those files!” Vice President Martin said as he was no
longer able to resist the urge to stay put. The Vice President got
out of his chair and walked towards the President to see what it was
that the President was looking at.

“Sit down
Hal!” the President ordered emphatically as Vice President
Martin neared him. Begrudgingly, the Vice President did as he was
told.

He sat there stone
faced, extremely embarrassed to be put in his place in front of all
those people. It was as if he was just scolded by his mother in front
of all of his friends. That was how he felt.

“Mr. Koft, if
you would be so kind as to check the transfer file dates.”

Chris Koft looked
towards the President. President Mitchell nodded. He read the
transfer dates out loud. All the transfers were sent to G.U.A.R.D's
and the white house's database just as Mr. Connors said.

Chris then checked
to see if the original documents had been edited or changed. There
was no sign of any tampering done by anyone on the League's side.

“Mr.
President, I believe this man is telling the truth. These files have
constantly been updated and uploaded to our databases. If tampering
occurred, it didn't occur from their end.

The President was
glad to hear that The League was not responsible for the breakout or
the tampered-with files.

Now his concern was
about the breach on G.U.A.R.D’s end. They’re suppose to
be the number one defense against Post Humans. If they were
compromised there was no telling what intel their enemies had.

“Contact
G.U.A.R.D headquarters and get me in contact with Commander Sullivan
right away. Also, make sure Mr. Blake and Mr. Shaw remain at the
facility until they find the source of the breach,” The
President said.

Chris nodded, stood
up and left the room.

Mr. Connors had
more information to share. He looked towards the projector and asked
if he could have it turned on. The President approved Mr. Connor’s
request and had the screen turned on for everyone to see. Mr. Connors
flipped through several files looking for a particular name.

“Here we go,”
he said. The file came into view for everyone in the room to see.

“Who is
that?” the President asked.

“Mr.
President, this man here is named Kyle Stanton,” Mr. Connors
replied respectfully. He spent the next several minutes giving the
room a quick review as to who exactly Kyle Stanton was.

“Mr. Stanton
here is a very dangerous man skilled in many forms of combat. He is a
Post Human who seems to be operating as a mercenary these days. From
the intel I've gathered on him, he'll pretty much do any job as long
as the money is right. His ability allows him to take on the
appearance of anyone he comes into contact with.”

The cabinet did not
like the sound of that.

“Take on the
appearance of others? You mean like a shape shifter?” Bruce
asked.

Mr. Connors turned
around to acknowledge Bruce, “That’s correct.” It
wasn't lost on Mr. Connors that the servicemen still had their
weapons drawn on him and Bianca.

“Mr. Stanton
here can also mimic the voice of anyone he comes into contact with.
These abilities make him the perfect spy. He could be anyone at
anytime and it would be almost impossible to tell the difference.”

Vice President
Martin had a concerned look on his face. He suggested making Kyle
Stanton one of G.U.A.R.D’s top priorities. The President
insisted on letting Mr. Connors finish his report.

“Kyle has
been linked to an ancient group of assassins whose services are
highly requested by shady individuals and organizations. He could
have easily been contracted by one of your many enemies sir. This
group of assassins have no allegiance.” 


The President had a
feeling where Mr. Connors was going with this report. Mr. Connors was
certain that Kyle used his shape shifting and mimicking abilities to
infiltrate the prison.

Even with all the
information Mr. Connors provided, the Vice President was still
apprehensive. “How can you be certain of this?” he asked.

“I cannot be
certain, but my associate distinctly pointed out that she felt his
presence right before the prisoners escaped. What reason would he,
someone who hadn't been captured be doing at that prison? I suspect
that he was already there, breaking down the facility one piece at a
time.”

The President
nodded his head in understanding.

“I assume you
are speaking of Stephanie Morgan?” the President asked. “She’s
the one that helps you put the files on Post Humans together,
correct?”

“That is
correct Sir,” Mr. Connors replied.

Stephanie Morgan
was twenty three years of age. She was a Post Human from Oklahoma and
had been a member of the League of Protectors from the very
beginning.

The cute, innocent
looking woman with strawberry blonde hair had no offensive abilities.
She couldn’t lift cars, run fast, or project energy blasts, but
she was still very vital to the team. Stephanie’s abilities
allowed her to sense whenever a Post Human activated their abilities.
With plenty of concentration, Stephanie could focus in and locate the
exact location the surge of power came from. 


She could also
sense just how powerful anyone’s abilities were. Her
understanding of each Post Human’s abilities helped Mr. Connors
create a ranking system. Mr. Connors kept track of the Post Humans
whose abilities posed a greater threat than the others. Her ability
was one of the main ways Mr. Connor’s team was able to track
Post Humans that abused their abilities. It was because of Stephanie
that the majority of the databases on Post Humans even existed.

As soon as these
individuals activated their abilities she was able to sense their
presence and pinpoint it on the map for The League. Without Stephanie
the files the League had on Post Humans would have been much thinner.

“Mr. Connors
what you’re saying makes no sense. This facility has been
operational for a while now. If this Kyle Stanton was there, we’d
know about it,” the Vice President said sternly.

Bianca shook her
head. She was visibly annoyed with the Vice President. It didn’t
matter what Mr. Connors said, the Vice President was determined to
contradict him.

“With all due
respect Mr. Vice President, no you wouldn’t. Kyle Stanton is an
assassin and a spy. This was a well thought out plan used to learn
about G.U.A.R.D and how they operate. Kyle’s job was to gain
intel on G.U.A.R.D's operations and Erik’s job was to free the
prisoners when the time came. It was a calculated and organized
plan.”

“Impossible,
we have the best agencies in the world. If this spy you speak of
existed we would have been on to him,” the Vice President said
confidently.

“In most
cases Mr. Vice President I would agree with you about the United
States having the best agencies around. However in regards to this, I
am afraid I must disagree. There is still so much we have to learn
about Post Humans. People as dedicated and trained as Kyle Stanton
can do an awful lot of damage.”

Mr. Connors
understood all too well how spies thought. They were patient if the
situation called for it. Sometimes it would be years before an
operative made his or her move. It was all a matter of accomplishing
the big goal. In this case intel was the main goal.

There was no
telling how long Kyle had infiltrated G.U.A.R.D's operations, but Mr.
Connors was sure that Kyle got a better understanding of how they
worked.

The President sat
in his chair quietly. Hours earlier, Agent Hardine sent in a report
on Erik Master’s capture. He expressed concern over the
relative ease they had in capturing him.

During
the middle of the day this guy comes out and starts burning his
neighborhood. There didn’t seem to be any motive behind his
actions. Agent Hardine mentioned how Erik had a sinister smile on his
face when his agents approached. It was as if he wanted to get
caught. 


The President
thought about it some more. Kyle, a shape shifter, infiltrates
G.U.A.R.D and deletes key information from the system. He learns what
he needs to and then reports back to his boss. Given the green light,
Erik is sent in to free the prisoners. He purposely gets himself
captured by G.U.A.R.D agents so that he’s in position to shut
down the facility with his abilities. With the true files on Erik
deleted, no one would be aware that he could easily shut down the
power.

Then Seth Maddox,
who Jason suspected was the one capable of massive teleportation
teleports into the facility just at the right time to get everyone
out.

It made sense. It
was an organized plan which once all the pieces were put together
made perfect sense. The President was inclined to believe what Mr.
Connors was saying.

The room was
silent. No one said a word. Everyone seemed to be waiting for the
President to make a move.

Things were bad and
he was certain in the days to come things were going to get worse.
The President couldn't help but worry about the ramifications of this
elaborate plan. How vulnerable was their security he wondered. With
someone like Kyle Stanton targeting the government's number one
defense against Post Humans, the President worried nothing was
secure.

Then there was the
public. The public would certainly begin to panic when news broke of
the escape. They would demand swift action, action in which the
President wasn't ready to take. The President was fairly sure a civil
war of sorts was about to begin. He rubbed his face and sighed
heavily.

“Mr.
President?” one of the cabinet members said.

The President kept
his face in his hands contemplating his course of action. Finally he
stood up. He looked around the room. Everyone seemed to have the same
concerned look on their face.

Vice President
Martin eagerly awaited the President’s words. He assumed the
President would have no choice but to declare war on Post Humans. He
yearned for that decision.

“Mr. Connors,
get the rest of your team here now.” the President said.

The President
walked to the door and left without giving any further details or
orders to the cabinet. Mr. Connors looked around the room unsure of
what the President's intentions were. Slowly he pulled out his cell
and contacted his team. With tensions as high as they were and
politics playing a major role in anything the president did, Mr.
Connors just didn't know what to expect next.
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“Mr.
President, the League of Protectors are here to see you sir.”

“Thanks
Cindy, go ahead and send them in.” 


The President hung
up the phone in his oval office and waited for his visitors to come
in. He sat up straight in his big red swivel chair. On his desk were
several manilla folders marked confidential. He grabbed three of the
folders and looked over them carefully. There was a polite rap at his
door. The person on the other side waited for permission to enter.

“Come in,”
the President said in tranquil voice.

Jason Shaw, Jackson
Prescott, Shayne Tucker, Garrett Blake and Bianca Ramirez all entered
the room.

There was
definitely a bit of confusion and concern written on their faces. It
wasn’t everyday someone gets summoned by the President of the
United States. Numerous thoughts floated around inside their heads as
they nervously entered the room. The President stood up and watched
as members of the League walked in.

“Thank you
for arriving in such a timely fashion. I’m sure as you can
imagine, time is of the essence.”

The President
walked over and grabbed a seat; he motioned for The League of
Protectors to sit as well.

“Where are
Ms. Prescott, Ms. Morgan and Mr. Winters?” 


The President knew
that there were eight members in the League as opposed to the five
that were in the room.

“Ms. Prescott
is currently helping with the hurricane recovery effort, Ms. Morgan
is at base monitoring Post Human activity and Mr. Winters'
whereabouts are currently unknown,” Jason replied speaking on
behalf of the group.

“I see,”
the President replied. 


The President
didn't read too much into Noah's absence. It was well documented Noah
wasn't much of a team player. It was also pretty well known that some
only considered him a part time member anyway. He showed up when he
was needed and then left once the situation was resolved. Nothing
more, nothing less. As far as he was concerned once the battle was
over, so too was his involvement. Not even an invitation from the
President could persuade Noah to make an appearance.

“Well, the
next time you see Mr. Winters please inform him that when the
President of the United States requests an audience, it's in his best
interest to show up.”

The President's
remarks were said with a chuckle, but Jason understood that
underneath the calm reply, the President took offense to Noah not
showing up. Furthermore, Jason knew that Noah's decision not to show
up looked bad on the League. It looked as if they did not know how to
properly “handle” their members.

In some ways, they
didn't. No one knew how to “handle” Noah Winters, nor did
anyone want to make the sort of effort required to “handle”
him.

The President
looked at each League member that was in attendance. He was always
taught that if you really want to know a person, you needed to look
that person in the eye. Although it wasn’t a very scientific
lesson or anything, it was a message that the President took to
heart.

“First off
let me say that you all have represented your kind very well.”

Shayne bit his lip.
He didn’t like the phrase “your kind” to him; the
word put too much emphasis on being different. He was fairly certain
the President didn’t mean it in a bad way, but still, it rubbed
him wrong. 


The President threw
his hands up signaling that he himself didn't like the way he worded
things. “Let me start again. You have represented this nation
quite well. Every time your name has been called, you answered. You
risk your lives and are willing and able to do whatever is needed. I
appreciate that and your country appreciates that. Even though it
seems that you have a whole nation against you, that isn't true. I
believe in you.”

Shayne nodded. That
sounded much better.

“The League
of Protectors has done nothing but positive things and yet you are
scrutinized by the public every day. You guys are in a position that
I happen to understand a little bit about.”

Jackson’s
eyes got big. It made sense to him now. He now understood why the
President was a supporter of the League. He understood why the
President had so much business sent to Shaw Enterprises. He now
understood why the President called them in today. Jackson was
certain that the President of the United States was a Post Human as
well!

“Unbelievable,
this has got to be the coolest news ever!” Jackson blurted out.
All attention was directed Jackson’s way. Everyone in the room
had a perplexed look on their faces.

“Be quiet,”
Shayne hissed softly.

Jason and Bianca
had a disapproving look on their faces while Garrett raised his
eyebrow anticipating Jackson's typical off the wall remarks.

“I beg your
pardon?” the President asked. He didn’t know if he should
feel confused or disrespected by Jackson’s sudden outburst.

“I get it
now! At first, I had a hard time trying to figure out why you seemed
to support us as much as you have. Even the majority of your cabinet
is against us. It makes so much sense now!” The President and
the rest of the League members looked at Jackson curiously.

“You’re
one of us, you're a Post Human!” Jackson stood up and walked
over towards the President to shake his hand. The President sat
still, completely baffled and slightly amused by Jackson’s
behavior.

“Jackson,
have a seat… Now!” Jason demanded in a tone Jackson
didn't hear too often from him.

Jackson looked
around and saw the upset faces of his fellow teammates. Embarrassed
by his actions and their reactions, Jackson sat back down.

“I assure
you, I am not a Post Human,” The President replied adamantly.
“If I was, I’d figure out a way to get better numbers in
the polls. That’s for sure.”

The League members
laughed uncomfortably. They were still a bit taken by Jackson’s
actions.

“You just
said you understood the position we’re in,” Jackson said,
trying to explain the reasons for his assumption.

The President
laughed. 


“Yes, I
understand the position you guys are in because I fight a battle
every day.” The League waited to see where the President was
going with this.

“No matter
what I do, no matter what decision I make, there are always people
out there criticizing me. There are always people out there who
question my judgment. There are always people who think I have an
ulterior motive. Every day that I support you guys there are people
concocting conspiracy theories. So yes, I understand what you all are
going through.”

“Mr.
President, if we are such a risk to your political career, then why
do you support us?” Bianca asked meekly.

The President
smiled warmly.

“I do it,
because I truly believe it’s the right thing to do, and so far,
you guys haven’t let me down. It is idiotic to think that all
of you have intentions on causing us harm. It's idiotic to think that
there is a big global conspiracy your race is developing. With the
bad there is always good and with the good there is always bad.
That's life.” The President's words resonated with the group.
He did understand them, he did believe in them and that brought some
comfort to the team.

“Mr.
President I just wanted to let you know, I had absolutely nothing to
do with the breakout earlier,” Garrett stated. He had been
exonerated of all potential charges but he wanted to let the
President know himself. It wasn't everyday one got to speak to the
President. Garrett seemed ready to defend himself more but the
President stopped him.

“I do not
believe you had anything to do with the prison escape.” He then
turned his attention to the rest of the group. “Or any of you
for that matter.”

He got up, walked
back over to his desk and grabbed the three manilla folders. He
handed two of the folders to Jason and the other one to Garrett.

Garrett looked
surprised to receive one of the folders. He understood why Jason was
handed the folders, but himself? He was unsure of.

“Well this is
a bit awkward,” Jackson said. Jackson had a way of saying
whatever came to his mind. He certainly had a filter; he just
neglected to ever use it. Jackson was the type of guy that said the
things others wouldn’t say. He was the guy that said things
that others couldn’t say.

“Well Mr.
Prescott, I only had three folders to give out. The folders pertain
to all of you though.”

Jackson looked over
in Garrett's direction.

“You know
he’s not second in command right?”

“Neither are
you.” Shayne said doing his best to shut his best friend up.
Shayne was often frustrated with Jackson’s unwillingness to not
say whatever came to his mind. This was a perfect example.

“My apologies
Mr. Prescott if I offended you.” The President looked out to
the rest of the group. “Or any of you for that matter, that was
not my attention.”Jason threw up his hands to get the
President’s attention. 


“Mr.
President there is no need to apologize. Jackson here sometimes just
doesn’t know when to be quiet.”

Jason gave Jackson
a hard stare. If one was to interpret the stare, it was likely that
Jason was warning Jackson not to say another word. Jackson got the
point. He sat back on the couch and waited for the file to pass his
way. Inside the folder were files on Kyle Stanton, Erik Masters and
Seth Maddox. Jason was quick to spot the mistakes on the files.

“Mr.
President, these files are incorrect.”

The President
nodded and confirmed Jason’s observation. “I am very
intrigued on how so many files could've been deleted without any
trace. Mr. Connors has concocted a theory in how all three of these
individuals worked together to free the prisoners. A theory in which
makes sense. What I am interested in is how the system breach was
able to go completely undetected.”

The President
looked directly at Garrett, “I want you to figure this out. I
want you to do whatever you have to do to get me the person
responsible for this crime. If this Kyle Stanton is the one
responsible for this breach, I want you to find him. I want you to
figure out exactly what he did and I want you to make sure this NEVER
happens again!”

Garrett looked over
to Jason who nodded back to him. “Yes Mr. President I will do
my best.”

The President
nodded in appreciation. “Just make sure your best is better
than his best.”

“Or hers!”
Bianca added. Everyone looked over towards the small Latina.

“You know
something we don't know?” Jackson asked teasingly.

“I’m
just saying; don’t rule out the possibility that whoever did
this was a woman. Who's to say that whoever was doing the shape
shifting didn't shape shift as Kyle Stanton to throw anyone off their
real identity.” The room was quiet as they tried to process
what Bianca had just said.

“That
literally just hurt my head Bianca,” Jackson said ending the
silence..

“You make a
good point Ms. Ramirez. Mr. Blake, be sure not to rule out anyone!”
The President said.

The telephone
inside the office began to ring. The President excused himself and
went to answer it. The group sat there silently as the President took
an unscheduled call.

“These files
were hacked bad. I mean seriously, they're missing like half the
stuff sent to them,” Jackson said looking directly at Garrett.

Garrett couldn’t
wait to get back to his office and figure out exactly how the hacking
was done. To hack was easy but to do so without leaving a trace, that
took skill.

“I will
figure this out. That’s a guarantee.”

The conversation
the President was having ended quickly. No sooner than he got on the
phone he ended the call. He looked at the group and smiled politely.
The group smiled back, unsure of what the nature of the call was.

“Man I wish
we had someone in the group with super hearing. Jason, you sure you
don't have that ability? You seem to hit the jackpot with all the
other cool stuff!” Jackson said. Jason and the rest of the
group ignored him. The President kept the phone in his hand and
dialed his secretary.

“Cindy,
please have everyone meet me in the situation room immediately. Thank
you.”

The President hung
up the phone and returned back to the League of Protectors. He took
the folders back into his possession.

“There is a
briefing I need to apprise my staff on.”

Jason stood and
understood that meant it was time for them to leave. “We thank
you for taking the time to meet with us and for believing in us sir.”
He extended his hand but the President did not shake it. The refusal
caused a quick moment of awkwardness between the individuals inside
the room.

“You
misunderstand, this meeting that I must apprise my staff on includes
all of you as well. Your presence for this meeting is required.”

The President
walked past the League of Protectors and headed for the door. The
group looked towards Jason to see what he would do. They were all
wondering why their presence would be needed at a Presidential
briefing. Jason gave the group a reassuring smile and then followed
behind the President. The President opened his door and immediately
armed guards were standing tall. The guards handed the League of
Protectors five bags.

“Again?”
Jackson asked in an annoyed voice.

“Put it on.
You all do not have the proper clearance to walk around certain areas
of the White House.” one of the secret servicemen replied with
a sharp tone. Begrudgingly Jackson placed the bag over his head. The
rest of the League placed the bags over their heads as well and
waited to be directed out.

“X ray vision
would be nice right about now,” Jackson said as the servicemen
led the group to the situation room.

The League of
Protectors arrived at the designated room and the servicemen removed
the bags from their heads. The servicemen stood there as still as
stone. It was clear they weren’t interested in making friends
or being cordial. There job was to protect the President and it was a
job they did not take lightly.

“Thank you
gentlemen, I’ll take it from here,” The President said
quietly as he exited a separate elevator on the opposite side of
where the League was.

“Follow me,”
he said politely.

The President led
the way inside the room. The League stood inside the doorway in awe.
Even Bianca, who had already been inside the room still found it
fascinating. Jason thought of all the life changing decisions that
took place inside the room. He thought of how many wars and invasions
were planned out where he stood. He was speechless. At that moment he
felt so proud to be who he was. 


With the
President’s arrival, everyone immediately jumped to their feet.
He acknowledged their respect and then had everyone take a seat.

“Ladies and
gentlemen the past twenty four hours have been very active to say the
least. We’ve seen the escape of over two hundred criminals.
We’ve seen a weakness in the defense of the white house, and
our operating bases. We’ve even learned that there are far more
Post Humans than we ever could have imagine.”

Everyone inside the
room listened intently as the President spoke. There was a lot of
cause for concern. For the first time in a very long time people
feared there was a war coming that the United States could not win.

With all that had
transpired, many agreed with the Vice President that war was
inevitable. For a country that so forcefully flexed its power, for
once, there was a feeling of vulnerability. There was a feeling of
weakness.

“These are
troubling times. These are times that I don’t take lightly.
Even though our enemy is strong, I fully believe that we are
stronger. I will not go as far as to say that a war is coming, but if
one is to occur, we will be ready.”

The President
scanned the room gauging the people’s reactions.

“There are
criminals roaming around somewhere. A lot of them, and its very
likely they have a plan to weaken this great nation. Their actions
have proven that they are not to be underestimated. They have proven
to be patient and calculating. We must be ready. We must have a plan
to counter whatever it is they have intended for us.”

There were a lot of
people in the room that were nodding their heads in agreement with
the President. Vice President Martin was not one of them. The
presence of the League of Protectors rubbed him the wrong way and
that's all he could focus on. His pure hatred for them, for all of
them was hindering his ability to do his job.

“I’ve
spoken with Mr. Connors and Commander Sullivan to formulate a
workable plan of attack. After much deliberation I have decided that
the best course of action is cooperation. I am ordering G.U.A.R.D and
the League of Protectors to work together to recapture these
criminals.”

Vice President
Martin’s face turned red. He had a feeling the President would
make that announcement. The idea of the League having even more
access made him sick. For all he knew, this was their plan all along.
Put the government’s back to the wall where they have no choice
but to reach out. 


Vice President
Martin stood up in protest.

“Mr.
President I…”

The President gave
him the hardest of looks. The Vice President immediately closed his
mouth and sat back down. He gritted his teeth as the President
continued talking. “After a long conversation with Commander
Sullivan and Mr. Connors, we all agree that cooperation and pulling
our resources together is the best option. We feel this will give us
the best chance of recapturing these criminals in a timely fashion.”

Several people were
surprised to hear that Commander Sullivan was in agreement with the
President's directive. On many occasions he voiced his displeasure of
working closely with a group of Post Humans. To hear that he was
agreeing to work even closer with them now highlighted just how
serious this threat was.

Commander Sullivan
is highly respected by both the military and the government for his
accomplishments in combat. He always used superior tactics to defeat
the enemy. 


The man had a
distinguished look about him. He was tall with broad shoulders and
softball size biceps. His hair was short and buzzed with strips of
Gray running through. Commander Sullivan had defined sideburns and
bushy brows. He had the kind of intimidating look that immediately
garnered him respect regardless of who he was in the presence of.

“Do you see
the size of that guy? I think he’s even bigger than you!”
Jackson whispered to Jason. Jackson couldn't keep his eye off the
Commander who he was looking at via teleconference. Jason warned
Jackson to be quiet.

“That’s
what you’ll look like in thirty years, minus the bushy brows,
mustache and sideburns,” Jackson said.

The President
looked over towards Jason and Jackson's direction and then returned
his focus towards the center of the room.

“Whoops,”
Jackson whispered.

“Not another
word!” Jason whispered back sternly.

“Mr. Connors'
team has demonstrated in the past a successful ability in protecting
the people from harmful threats. I think the collaboration of
G.U.A.R.D and The League is exactly what is needed to combat this
threat.”

The reaction to the
President’s decision was mixed. There was no denying the League
of Protectors could help combat this threat. However, the idea of how
closely the President wanted them to work with G.U.A.R.D concerned a
lot of the President's cabinet. 


The President stood
there soaking in the looks and the questions. He knew his decision
wouldn’t be popular, but he would stand by his decision anyway.
He believed it to be the right play under the circumstances.

“With the
guidance of Commander Sullivan, his agents and the heroics of the
League of Protectors, I am confident they will recapture these
criminals quickly.”

The Vice President
was fuming. He was completely against the idea and wanted to give the
President a piece of his mind.

The President
turned his attention to the League of Protectors. “I expect you
all to continue representing this country as you have in the past.”

Jason Shaw took a
step forward and saluted the President. “You can count on us
sir.”

The President
walked over to Jason and extended his hand. Jason extended his as
well and the two men shook hands.

“Now, if you
all will excuse me, I have many things to attend to,” the
President said.

Everyone inside the
room stood up and watched as the President walked out the door.

“So what’s
next?” Garrett asked Jason.

“Next, we get
to work!”
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The
Black Vigilante





Chicago, Illinois,
home of some of the finest attractions the country has to offer. Be
it the theaters, sports stadiums, great restaurants, or gigantic
buildings, Chicago is certainly a tourists' place to visit. In the
midst of all that beauty and attraction, however lies something very
dark. A sinister city filled with some of the worse that evil has to
offer.

Chicago, Illinois,
home of some of the most violent criminals. This is a city filled
with dangerous gangsters and ruthless mobsters. This is a violent
city, a city so violent, that it has been nicknamed Chiraq. In this
diverse city one thing remains true; Chicago is in need of heroes.
Sure, the boys in blue protect and serve, but when half of the force
is corrupt, you question just who exactly they are protecting and
serving.

It’s the
thugs that make the news; the senseless killings that occur everyday
on these streets. People think that the thugs and drug dealers are
the worst of what Chicago has to offer, but it's the mobsters that
are the real danger in this town. The five essential families as they
are called. You've got the Gambinos, the Romanos, the Morettis, the
De Lucas and last but not least, the Bianchis that make up the city’s
power. The five families rule Chicago with a ruthlessness that rivals
the golden days of mobsters.

To make matters
worse, Chicago is also home to one of the most powerful vampires in
existence. Although the vampires keep a much lower profile than the
gangsters and mobsters, they’ve subtly infiltrated the highest
ranking positions the city has to offer. 


Indeed, Chicago is
certainly filled with its share of darkness. Who do the people turn
to when they can’t trust the police? How can a city overcome
corruptness when its politicians work for the other side? Who
regulates the regulators?

Perhaps the hero
that’s needed isn’t the hero that’s wanted. Perhaps
the hero required to combat this threat isn’t really a hero at
all. To each individual the word hero is defined differently. Perhaps
Chicago doesn’t need a hero but instead a vigilante.

“The Black
Vigilante,” is what they called him. The moniker was first used
by an internet blogger who had an interest in reporting the unknown
or better yet, the unusual.

The story of some
black man patrolling the streets at night and dealing out punishment
to the local criminals was too intriguing not to become the talk of
the town. It was right after a woman reported nearly being raped by
three scumbags that people started taking notice. The woman was in
her mid 30’s. She described her protector as a tall, well
built, dark man with a smooth seductive voice. A voice that she
hasn't been able to get out of her head.

The description
alone was buzz worthy. The woman went on in detail explaining how the
protector battled the three men that assaulted her with ruthless
aggression. Had that been the end of it the story would’ve lost
steam fast. However, that wasn't the case. The protector killed all
three men with no compassion. Although snapping their necks, she
found rather gruesome, she couldn't help but feel those men got what
they deserved.

Newspapers and
local news stations went wild over the story. None of them liked the
word protector. They felt it was too heroic. So reporters started
referring to him as the vigilante. The internet blogger added the
“black” part and the name just sort of stuck. 


The deaths of the
three men opened up a murder investigation. The police were pursuing
the case intensely, with pressure from the mayor to bring the
murderer in. While the mayor and his constitutes labeled the woman’s
protector as a murderer the media and the residents of the city were
calling the vigilante a hero.

With the weeks and
months that followed, the body count of Chicago’s criminals
began to add up. The police were desperate to find the man
responsible for all the murders. It was one thing to protect the
public like the League of Protectors did, but it was something
totally different to take on the role of executioner as the Black
Vigilante was doing.

Some complained
about the word “Black” citing it as a reference to the
man’s skin tone. Others argued that the word “Black”
actually represented the nature of the man’s actions.
Regardless of what the “Black” stood for, the fact
remained that the Vigilante was the right person to combat the
darkness that plagued the city.

His actions were a
moral debate. Several college classes started discussing the
vigilante's actions. Some argued that he needed to be brought to
justice; that regardless of why he was doing what he did, he was
still a murderer and needed to answer for his crimes. Others argued
that for the first time in years, there was hope for the city. They
argued knowing that the Black Vigilante was patrolling the streets
brought comfort to their lives.

Chicago, it’s
the home of the Willis Tower, Wrigley Field and Navy Pier. Chicago,
is the home of the Vice Lords, Latin Kings and the Five Families.
Chicago, it’s the home of Noah Winters… The Black
Vigilante!

The getaway car
spun off. Tires screeched as the last masked man jumped desperately
into the car. They had made off with a good sum of money and the
police were as usual suspiciously late to respond. Unfortunately for
the bank robbers, Noah Winters was quick to respond. The Star Foxx
Jet zoomed across the naked sky concealed by its cloak. Noah landed
the jet on the roof of one of the buildings and waited patiently for
the getaway car to catch up.

The four men
rambled amongst themselves confident in what they perceived to be a
clean getaway. Little did they know that the Black Vigilante was
watching them. As the car neared Noah’s location, Noah leapt
from the building, landing feet first squarely on the hood of the
getaway car. The startled men did exactly what they knew to do...
Shoot first ask questions later!

The car swerved
left and right as bullets sprayed forward at Noah. Backwards and
forwards, left and right, up and down Noah moved dodging the
onslaught of bullets.

“Who the hell
is that guy?” one of the men shouted angrily.

“The
Vigilante!” another replied.

“Boss will be
thrilled if we can bring his corpse back to the mansion!” the
driver shouted. He yelled at the three men in the car to continue
firing at Noah.

Noah leaped to his
left, nearly falling off the car. He gathered himself, pushed up and
landed a right fist to the driver’s jaw. The driver jerked the
car and skidded into the left lane.

A driver, unable to
push on the brakes fast enough slammed right into the getaway car.
Noah barely avoided being smashed by the other car. He rolled over to
the other car and waited to regain his balance. The getaway car was
still moving and the passengers were still shooting. 


Fearing for the
safety of the other driver, Noah used his telekinesis to redirect the
bullets. The action happened so fast that no one noticed the
telekinesis that was being used. Noah then leaped to his right and
jumped back onto the getaway car.

“Why won’t
you just die?” one of the passengers shouted as he continued
firing at Noah.

“Because your
ability to hit your target is horrendous,” Noah replied
sharply. 


Noah positioned
himself and swooped more to the right. He kicked the man riding in
the passenger seat square in the face. The impact of the kick sent
the passenger into the driver causing the driver to lose control of
the car.

The car spun around
crashing right into the curve. It flipped over leaving the passengers
unable to get away by means of driving. Noah rolled to the ground
landing hard. He might've had a high tolerance for pain, but he was
certainly going to feel that one in the morning. Two of the men lay
on the ground motionlessly. Noah was unsure if they were still alive.
He approached the car cautiously and dodged as the other two men
continued firing at him. One of the men grabbed the briefcase of
stolen money while the other provided cover by shooting at Noah.
Bullet after bullet Noah dodged as the two men desperately tried to
kill him.

“Oh man, we
can’t get caught. If Johnny Gambino finds out we’re
responsible for taking his money Mr. Moretti is going to kill us!”
one of the men said nervously.

“Yeah, that’s
only if Johnny doesn’t kill us first,” the other man
added.

The two men put all
other thoughts out of their mind and concentrated on how they were
going to escape this vigilante. They were moving pretty fast on foot.
It was quite an impressive sight seeing them running considering the
fact they had no abilities that would increase their speed. Guess the
old saying applies, “Desperate men do desperate things.”

The men made it to
one of their hangout spots. Never had they been so happy to see the
bodyguards standing watch over the shop. Two Italian men stood watch
outside while several more hung out inside. The two bodyguards
standing watch outside the door immediately reached for their
firearms as the two running men approached them. The bodyguards
rested their weapons upon realizing the men worked for Mr. Moretti.
The men ran straight inside not realizing the repercussions their
actions had triggered.

“What’s
the meaning of this?” Frankie Moretti, head of the Moretti
organization shouted.

The two men were
trying hard to catch their breath.

Weapons were drawn
as the mobsters inside the restaurant had no idea what was going on.
Frankie cursed the guards outside for just letting the men storm in.

“He’s
chasing us boss. Carl and Joey didn't make it.”

Frankie’s
face was red. He was livid. “Who’s chasing you? What
happened to Carl and Joey?”

“The Black
Vigilante,” one of the men replied.

Chatter broke out
inside the restaurant. That name was not one that anyone inside
wanted to hear.

“The Black
Vigilante is chasing you and you two morons brought him here?”
Frankie shouted. The mobster was beyond upset. He was filled with
rage and fear knowing the vigilante was coming to his establishment.
For their lack of intelligence, Frankie cocked his piece and shot
both men ruthlessly five times each.

“Frickin
babbos!” Frankie shouted. He spit on both men and then grabbed
the briefcase. The other men dare not say anything but they were
quite shocked by Frankie's actions. Frankie opened the briefcase and
cursed loudly. He knew who the money belonged to and knew how bad
things would get for the family if its whereabouts were discovered.

Before Frankie
could deal with the problem of the briefcase, he had an even bigger
problem to deal with. The echoing sounds of gunfire outside could
only mean one thing… The Vigilante was there. Frankie watched
as the two bodyguards standing outside dropped to the ground.

“Kill that
frickin moolie!” Frankie shouted as the Vigilante entered the
restaurant. The soldiers inside the restaurant took position and
opened fire.

The Vigilante put
up a protective force field shielding him from the bullets. The
soldiers inside the restaurant continued shooting until their clips
were empty. The Vigilante wasn't concerned about being outed as Noah
Winters, for he had no intentions on allowing any of them to survive
the ordeal.

“My turn!”
Noah said smiling as the last soldier fired his last shot before
having to reload. Noah reached to his holster and pulled out his
firearm. Noah's accuracy with firearms was so efficient, that he only
needed one bullet for each soldier. 


With Frankie's
soldiers neutralized, Noah made his way towards Frankie, who he saved
for last. Frankie spat near Noah's direction and hurled several
derogatory words to him. Frankie's words nor his hatred rattled Noah
at all. He didn't care what Frankie thought of him. He grabbed the
briefcase from Frankie and inspected the money inside.

“I don’t
think this money belongs to you now does it?” Noah asked
rhetorically.

Frankie was less
than amused by Noah’s antagonistic behavior. Frankie tried to
reach for his gun but Noah quickly kicked it out of his hand. 


Noah walked right
passed Frankie and grabbed the suitcase. “I’ll be taking
this if you don’t mind. I’m sure I can find someone much
worthier of this money then low life pieces of trash like you and the
rest of your criminal organization. I’ll be sure to let Mr.
Gambino know that the Moretti family is responsible for his loss.”

Noah closed the
briefcase and sat it down on one of the tables. He cocked his 9mm and
placed it to Frankie’s temple.

“You have
been sentence to death,” Noah said. Without remorse, Noah
squeezed the trigger. Noah turned his attention back to the table and
grabbed the briefcase full of money. At that instance footsteps crept
in and a gun was cocked.

“Turn around
and face me you bastard!” A male voice standing by the door
demanded. Noah slowly turned around to face the man standing by the
door. By the tone in which the voice spoke, Noah assumed it belonged
to a member of the Moretti family.

The young man
standing by the door looked around the restaurant at all the lifeless
bodies. His face was filled with anger as he looked passed Noah and
saw Frankie's lifeless body laying on the ground.

“Dad!”
the man shouted.

Noah wasn’t
the least bit apologetic. “Rough day for the Moretti family,”
Noah said unsympathetically.

The man standing by
the door scrunched his face and jerked his gun forward as if he was
going to pull the trigger. 


“Do you have
any idea who that man was? Do you have any idea the heat you just
brought on yourself and your family? Who sent you?”

Noah inched a
little closer to the man and sized him up. He knew the major players
of the Moretti family and the relatives within the organization. He
had done his research on them all. The man pointing the gun at him
was far too young to be the eldest son, so Noah concluded that it was
Frankie's youngest son Michael Moretti that was standing before him.
As far as Noah knew, Michael was not affiliated with his father's
organization.

“You are
Michael Moretti I presume.”

Michael aimed his
gun at Noah and demanded that he stop moving. Noah calmly gestured
for Michael not to shoot. He took a step back allowing the dialogue
between the two to continue.

“Which family
sent you? Tell me now!” Michael shouted. 


Noah wasn't the
least bit intimidated by Michael's threat. Noah took a good look at
Michael's gun and wondered what someone who wasn't involved with the
mob was doing with such a high impact pistol. He wondered if Michael
was carrying for protection or if he was really part of the
organization. Noah wanted to learn more before deciding Michael's
fate.

“Your father
was a bad man,” Noah said calmly. He wanted to provoke Michael
to see how he would react. Michael didn’t display reactions of
a typical mobster. His reactions were more about sadness and revenge
than it was business. 


“Do you see
this briefcase here? Your father had his goons steal it from Johnny
Gambino’s bank. Now I don’t care too much about Johnny
Gambino or his money being stolen, that isn’t my concern. What
I do care about is the innocent teller who lost her life simply for
being at the wrong bank on the wrong day. That blood is on your
father's hands. Your father ordered those men to take that money and
do what they had to do to get that money. A woman's life was taken
because of your father's thirst for money and power.”

Noah paused to let
his words sink in. He could tell that Michael was conflicted. On the
one hand he wanted to kill Noah for killing his father; on the other
hand he was saddened to learn that a woman lost her life because of
his father. 


Michael struggled
to keep his emotions under control. He was only partially paying
attention to Noah. If Noah wanted to, he could’ve taken Michael
out by now, but Noah could sense that Michael wasn't a threat to the
city.

Noah inched a bit
closer to Michael, the creaking sound his shoe made as he stepped
forward snapped Michael back into focus. In what was likely a
defensive reaction to being caught off guard, Michael fired a shot at
Noah. The bullet grazed an unsuspecting Noah in the shoulder. Noah
was clearly surprised that Michael fired at him, and even more
surprised that he wasn’t able to dodge the bullet in time.

Noah bit his lip
and moved closer to Michael with a hastened pace. Michael, fearing
for his life fired several shots at Noah. This time, fully focused
and ready for attack, Noah evaded the bullets spiraling towards him.
Michael tried to squeeze off another shot, but his clip was empty.
Noah used both of his hands and grabbed Michael by the throat. He
checked Michael into the wall and hit him with blows to the abdomen.

Michael embraced
the punches and finally countered with a punch of his own. The force
of Michael’s punch sent Noah staggering back a bit. Not much,
but enough to put some separation between the two.

“The way you
move, the way you dodged those bullets that isn’t normal. That
isn’t human.”

Noah cracked his
knuckles and proceeded forward towards Michael.

“You’re
one of those Post Humans aren’t you?” Michael asked.

“Yeah, that's
very bad news for you,” Noah said.

Michael smiled
back, “Actually, that’s very bad news for you.”

Michael closed his
eyes and concentrated. He absorbed the energy around him and embraced
it into a ball of energy. Michael harnessed the energy and used it as
an offensive projectile. He sent the ball of energy flying at Noah
with great speed. The ball of energy hit Noah with devastating power.

Noah's eyes were
huge realizing he was in confrontation with another Post Human and
one of significant skill. He slowly lifted himself off the table and
grimaced.

“Not so tough
in a fair fight now are you?” Michael said feeling confident
that this vigilante wasn't on his level. Noah cracked his neck and
knuckles. He gave the young man a sly smile and readied himself for a
fight.

“I’ve
dealt with much worse,” Noah replied.

Noah used his
telekinesis abilities to lift one of the tables off the ground. He
stretched his hands forward and the table went flying towards
Michael. 


Michael stood still
as the table approached him and at the very last second easily side
stepped the table. Michael smiled at Noah’s failed attempt.
Noah raised his eyebrow in suspicion. 


Wasting no time, he
heaved two more tables at Michael, both of which Michael easily
evaded. Noah tried once again to take Michael out by means of the
table, but this time, Michael caught the table with his own
telekinetic ability. He countered, and heaved the table back at Noah.
Noah aggressively flipped over the tossed table and charged hard
towards Michael. 


He caught Michael
by the legs and slammed him to the ground. The two jockeyed for
position with Noah eventually getting the upper hand. He straddled on
top of Michael and delivered closed fist punches to Michael’s
face and ribs.

Desperately,
Michael curled himself into a ball trying to cushion the blows.
Michael lifted his knees to his chest hoping to accomplish a
defensive block and an offensive counter. The tactic proved to be
effective. With his knees to his chest, Michael’s knees caught
Noah’s fist and he quickly propelled his feet forward to get
Noah off of him. Noah smoothly rolled over his head and back to his
feet while Michael staggered to his side before making his way back
up. Noah could hear the sirens approaching and he knew he needed to
end this battle as quickly as possible.

“Do you hear
that? They’re coming for you. Don’t try to run, I’ll
stop you!” Michael shouted. 


Noah cracked his
knuckles once more and disregarded Michael’s threats. He
charged hard and threw a heavy punch. Michael caught the punch and
countered with a punch of his own. Michael’s attempted punch
was blocked and Noah countered with a straight leg to the face.
Michael stumbled backwards but remained on his feet. His hand touched
his lip and felt the wet blood that dripped from it.

Fueled by anger,
Michael sent Noah flying with a concentrated force of telekinesis. He
then quickly added a devastating blast of energy that rocked Noah
into the wall leaving a sizable dent. Noah hit his head hard and his
eyes began to daze. His vision was blurry, but his extraordinary
hearing allowed him to remain aware of his surroundings. The sirens
from the police were extremely close now and if Noah didn’t
hurry up, the police were going to capture him. 


Believe it or not,
evading the police was the least of his worries. Although unable to
see fully, Noah could hear Michael reload his clip. He heard the pop
as the bullet exited the chamber and made its way towards him. At the
last possible second, Noah evaded the bullet and jumped out of the
restaurant just as the police were arriving. Michael fired three more
shots at Noah, but Noah had escaped.

“Get back
here you coward!” Michael shouted angrily.

Noah turned around
and ran back inside the restaurant. Michael was a bit taken that Noah
had actually run back inside. Michael tried to position himself, but
Noah moved quickly. To the left Noah moved, forcing Michael to shift
on the balls of his feet. As soon as Michael shifted, Noah glided
back to his right side. He jumped up and hit Michael with a closed
fist punch to the head. Michael slumped to the ground unconscious by
the impact and preciseness of Noah's attack.

“Freeze!”
The first two officers on the scene shouted.

Noah looked the two
officers over and ran straight for them. The officers fired, fearing
for their lives as Noah quickly approached them. Not wanting to hurt
them or reveal his abilities, Noah twisted, turned and slid about
evading the onslaught of bullets without once using his telekinesis
or force field. 


Noah dove out the
window of the restaurant. Another officer just arriving on the scene
aimed his weapon at Noah, but Noah rolled up to his feet and disarmed
the officer before the officer could do any harm. With several more
officers quickly approaching, Noah knew he needed to get out of there
right now. 


With a giant leap,
Noah ascended to the rooftop of the restaurant and vanished out of
sight.
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Yin
and Yang





Ice zipped from
Jackson’s hand and made its way towards Shayne. A stroke of
quick reflexes and tremendous speed allowed Shayne to dodge the
rapidly approaching blast of ice.

“Seriously
Jackson, don’t you have anything better to do?” Shayne
asked in an irritated tone.

“Nope, no
class today!” Jackson hurled another blast of ice Shayne’s
way.

“No class, or
no class you're attending?” Shayne asked as he matched
Jackson’s ice with a ball of fire that melted the ice on
arrival.

“Haha you
know me too well,” Jackson stated.

On some occasions,
that wasn't always a good thing.

Jackson watched as
Shayne gathered his stuff for class. Jackson loved Shayne like a
brother but he often wondered how he became such good friends with
someone that was his exact opposite. They say in relationships
opposites attract, but in friendships that usually isn't the case.
The two roommates were as different as night and day, yin and yang
and yet somehow the two were closer than any two friends could be.

When Shayne wasn’t
out protecting the world he was in his dorm room studying. When
Jackson wasn’t out protecting the world, he was out partying.
It was a pattern in which the two had come to accept from one
another. Sure, Jackson desperately wished Shayne would come out and
party more, but he knew that wasn't going to happen. Just like Shayne
wished Jackson would study more, well study period, but he accepted a
long time ago that wasn't going to happen either.

Since the two were
old enough to understand the concept of a social life, they’ve
been in opposite directions.

It was a task to
get Shayne to go to any of the parties Jackson wanted to go to. He
often had to coax Shayne into coming. He would remind him that plenty
of single women would be attending and it was necessary for him to
get out and meet some women. Shayne felt he was too busy to have a
love life but Jackson felt it was absolutely mandatory.

Jackson looked to
his left and noticed the bladed swords stacked neatly on a table.
While most college students practice shooting a basketball, throwing
a football or hitting a baseball, Shayne and Jackson practiced
dueling with real swords.

“Don’t
even think about it!” Shayne ordered catching Jackson eying the
swords. He knew Jackson well enough to know he wasn’t going to
listen to him though. Shayne had a trigonometry class soon and the
last thing he wanted to do was get sweaty before class.

Jackson flashed his
million dollar smile. He put a finger to his temple and thought about
it. Knowing this was a losing battle, Shayne sighed and prepared
himself. He unbuttoned his nicely pressed shirt and laid it carefully
on the bed.

“One round
Jack, one round, that's it!”

Jackson walked over
to the swords and picked them up. He threw one to Shayne and readied
himself for battle.

“I have no
idea why you want to do this Jack. You know good and well you can't
beat me.”

Jackson huffed,
“Practice makes perfect!”

Shayne rolled his
eyes as Jackson drew his sword and charged forward. Shayne easily
evaded Jackson’s attempt and used Jackson’s momentum to
get him off balance. With the butt of the sword, he hit Jackson in
the center of his back. Jackson stumbled past Shayne and nearly fell.
He regained his balance and positioned himself for another attack.

“Hey, how
quickly does that regenerative power thingy of yours work?”
Jackson asked.

Shayne raised his
eyebrow,“Why?”

“I have a
feeling you’re going to need it!” Jackson said smiling.
Jackson swung the sword again and made contact with Shayne’s
sword. The two jockeyed for position. Neither of them wanting to
relinquish control.

When it came to
fighting, the two were pretty evenly matched. They both trained with
the same martial arts instructors and both had a good grasp of their
abilities.

Shayne possessed a
regenerative healing ability that repaired any damage tissue to his
entire body. He also possessed what Mr. Connors called Sonic Speed
and was considered the fastest man on the planet. In addition to his
healing factor and Sonic Speed, Shayne also possessed a vast psionic
ability for fire manipulation.

Jackson too had
abilities that made him rather unique. Jackson could generate liquid
from his hands that he turned into solid ice. He could use the ice in
a variety of ways. The official title of his ability is cyrokinesis.
Mr. Connors stated while both men were highly skilled with their
abilities, both of them still had a lot of growing up to do. 


Jackson stood
slightly over six feet tall. He had Shayne beat by about two inches.
Jackson had spiky blonde hair which he admitted he spent several
minutes grooming each morning. 


Shayne was a well
groomed young man as well. He kept his hair short in a low fade, and
wore a very thin mustache that framed his face perfectly.

When it came to
their field performances, individually the two of them were good,
together they were great. Realizing the jockeying was getting them
nowhere, Shayne kicked Jackson in the chest, forcing him to back up.
Using his speed, Shayne rushed towards Jackson and drove his sword
downward towards the ground. Jackson’s eyes lit up with
surprise. He was barely able to avoid the attack.

“Whoa,
cutting it a little close there!”Jackson shouted less than
amused. 


Shayne shrugged his
shoulders,“You said you wanted to spar.”

He smirked as
Jackson got back to his feet. The glaring look in Jackson’s eye
made it clear he wasn’t happy with the direction the fight was
going. Jackson needed to get the battle back on his side. He stood
tall and summoned his ice projectiles. The blue liquid shot up from
his arms and sprung out from his hand. It hurled itself straight for
Shayne with excelled speed.

“Oh crap!”
Shayne shouted.

He resourcefully
used his sword to block the first ice projectile. The ice wrapped
itself around the sword freezing it instantaneously.

“You’ve
got to be kidding me!” Shayne said looking at his frozen sword.
“I hope you know you’re buying me a new sword if this one
breaks!”

Jackson ignored his
roommate and continued hurling shards of freezing ice at him. Shayne
found himself using his speed to evade the onslaught of ice being
chucked at him.

“Had enough?”
Jackson asked confidently.

“Nope, I’m
just getting started!”

Shayne used his
speed and rushed forward towards Jackson. He punched him in the gut,
causing Jackson to lose his balance. Now with an opening, Shayne
kicked the sword out of Jackson’s hand, thus evening the
playing field.

“Fumble!”
Shayne shouted sarcastically showing off the sense of humor he often
kept so reserved.

Jackson rolled his
eyes, “All tied up now, bottom of the ninth.”

Shayne laughed at
Jackson’s metaphor. He felt as if score was to have been kept,
he was definitely winning.

“Hand to
hand?”

Jackson nodded his
approval. Shayne gave Jackson an amusing look. Although quite
skilled, Jackson was not as effective with hand to hand as Shayne
was. Shayne was confident he now had the upper hand.

The two men bounced
around, each displaying their preferred form of martial arts. Shayne
and Jackson both had an extensive knowledge in many forms of martial
arts. A list of some of their martial arts forms included karate, tai
chi, taekwondo, kung fu and jujitsu. 


Jackson’s
feet left the ground as he attempted a twirling kick. Shayne caught
Jackson’s leg and performed a sweep kick to knock Jackson to
the ground.

“You gotta be
quicker than that if you want to take me down!”

Shayne loved
antagonizing his roommate. He didn’t feel any sympathy when he
took Jackson down, because Jackson did the same when the roles were
reversed.

Jackson flipped
back up and caught Shayne with a straight kick to the face. Shayne
stumbled back. He felt his face to see if there was any blood. He was
quite pissed when he felt the moistness of fresh blood dripping from
his lip. 


“Hey bro, you
want like a timeout or something?” Jackson asked insincerely.
Shayne raised one finger at Jackson for his actions and
consequentially the sarcasm that followed.

Shayne charged
forward and threw a barrage of punches at Jackson, each punch Jackson
countered, but the relentless attack was draining Jackson's energy.

“Had enough?”
Shayne asked. Jackson again blocked the punch, but this time
connected with a counter punch.

“Nope, have
you?” Jackson asked with a snicker.

Shayne checked his
watched and noticed he was going to be late if he didn’t end
this fight soon.“Actually yeah, I have, I’m about to be
late for class!”

For good measure,
Shayne jumped high off the ground and connected with a roundhouse
kick that sent Jackson backwards. Jackson landed halfway on his bed
and groaned. Shayne used his sonic force speed to apply deodorant,
put his shirt back on and rush out the door with extraordinary
quickness.

“Round two
when you get back!” Jackson called out as Shayne left the room.
Jackson grimaced slightly as he sat down on his bed. Sparring with
Shayne was never easy.

Thanks to Shayne’s
sonic speed, he was able to make it to the other side of the school
within the blink of an eye. Students felt the breeze hurl by them as
Shayne zoomed in, but Shayne was so fast, the human eye was not able
to process what passed by. 


For the past few
months, the students at the university had become aware of Shayne's
and Jackson's abilities. The two had become sort of pop icons at the
school. Jackson relished in the opportunity to display his abilities,
while Shayne tried to stay as low key as possible. This proved to be
a difficult task when you have someone like Jackson Prescott as a
roommate and best friend! Shayne and Jackson attended one of the big
colleges, a division one college. The university was one of the most
popular colleges in the state of California.

Shayne greeted a
few acquaintances in passing as he headed for his classroom. There
were three floors inside the math and science building and his class
was on the second. He wondered what would be on the agenda that day.
His normal professor had just gone into labor the day before, so
there would most certainly be a substitute the rest of the semester.

“Hey, we
should just skip this class and go grab some lunch!” one of
Shayne’s classmates suggested.

The student was
nothing more than an acquaintance. With Shayne’s responsibility
to the League of Protectors and his strong work ethic, he didn’t
have much of a social life. It wasn’t that Shayne was socially
awkward or struggled in social situations, he simply didn’t put
forth much of an effort to get to know his peers better.

“Thanks for
the offer Bobby, but I think I’ll stick around and see what the
new teacher has for us,” Shayne replied.

Bobby rolled his
eyes and walked away. He fully expected Shayne to turn him down.
Shayne Tucker wasn’t about to ditch class to socialize. The day
he did that was the day the world ended. 


“I hear she’s
a total babe man!” a fellow student whispered.

“Yeah, a
straight cougar I heard!” another guy said.

Shayne smiled at
the two hormonal teens and proceeded inside the classroom. 


A sultry woman sat
behind the desk, legs crossed, her long brunette hair tied in a bun,
and stereotypical glasses worn attractively on her face. Shayne was
in awe of the attractiveness of the substitute. This woman was hot
and she knew it. This woman was purposely trying to look hot. Shayne
thought to himself this woman had scandal written all over her.

As Shayne entered
his seat which was stationed on the left side of the room, he noticed
many new faces. Apparently word had spread of this woman’s
attractiveness, and those that usually didn’t attend class…
Attended!

“Good morning
class, my name is Donna Lauren, but Ms. Lauren will do just fine.”

“I’ll
do you just fine!” one of the male students shouted. An
explosion of laughter rang out. Ms. Lauren kept her cool. Her face
barely reacted to the inappropriate comment. Shayne was fairly
certain this wasn’t the first time Ms. Lauren received a
comment like that before.

“OK class
let's get serious here. While I appreciate the fact that people have
freedom of speech, I do ask that everyone here shows not just me, but
each other the proper respect.”

Ms. Lauren walked
up the aisle; everyone kept their eye glued to where she was walking.
“Alright Mr.…” 


Ms. Lauren flipped
through the seating arrangement chart she held in her hand…
“Mr. Lawrence.”

“She caught
you!” the student sitting next to the inappropriate student
blurted out. Ms. Lauren smiled and walked back down towards the aisle
and stood behind the Professor’s podium.

“Today we
will be covering identities of trigonometry. We will explore the
fundamental identities along with verifying these identities and we
will close with figuring out the sum and differences of these
identities.”

There was an echo
of groans resonating in the room. Reality had sunk back in. Even
though they had a really hot professor, there was still work to be
done.

“Please turn
your books to page 217.”

It would appear
that Ms. Lauren would make sure the work got done. The two hour class
seemed like an eternity for the majority of the classroom. 


Shayne was one of
the few students that found the lecture to be quite entertaining. He
wrote down several notes during the course of the lecture. 


Shayne was someone
who broke the general stereotype for jocks. He was in excellent shape
and excelled at pretty much any physical activity. It was his brain
though that was his strongest muscle. He was the person that would
pick schoolwork over sports any day of the week. Shayne was a
brainiac trapped in a jock’s body! The bell rung, and almost
instantaneously, the majority of the class rushed for the doors.
Shayne however was not in a rush. 


He slowly placed
his book, his folder, and his notebook in his bag. He took a sip of
his bottled water and heaved his bag over his shoulder.

“Nice
responses Mr. Tucker, you certainly know your stuff.” Ms.
Lauren smiled sweetly as she extended her hand and shook Shayne's.

Shayne immediately
recognized the intoxicating scent she gave off. He found it odd. Yes,
she was attractive, but the scent she gave off wasn’t normal.
He found himself overwhelmed with attraction towards this woman and
that wasn't like him. 


“Is something
wrong?” she asked sweetly.

Shayne was unsure.
He didn’t know what to think. All he knew was that he was
suddenly seething with lust for his new professor. Ms. Lauren walked
closer to Shayne. The young man stumbled back, not wanting to get too
close to her. 


“Mr. Tucker,
what’s wrong?”

Shayne shook his
head, trying to shake off the intoxicating effect the woman had over
him. “Everything is fine Ms. Lauren; I was just surprisingly
pleased with the lecture today. I didn’t think a substitute
would be able to pick up where the professor left off.”

Shayne was starting
to sweat. The thoughts racing through his mind were certainly of an
erotic nature. He felt himself being swept into a sensational ecstasy
of lust and he was unable to fight the feeling off. 


Ms. Lauren smiled
amusingly. She loved it when young men fell victim to her scent. Her
intoxicating appeal was a powerful weapon. It got her pretty much
anything she wanted, when she wanted it. She walked closer to Shayne
and took him by the hand. The huntress had caught her prey. Ms.
Lauren tilted her glasses and watched the young man struggle to fight
the effects.

“Don’t
try to resist Mr. Tucker, it’ll be a far more pleasurable
experience for you if you just give in.”

Ms. Lauren took
Shayne by the arm and sat him down in the professor’s chair.
She sat down on top of him and slowly straddled him. 


“Doesn’t
this feel good Mr. Tucker?” Ms. Lauren leaned her face closer
to Shayne’s and then pulled his face closer to hers and
explored the inside of his mouth. He found himself unable to resist
her seductive nature. 


“Ms. Lauren,
we shouldn't.”

His willpower was
gone. He could feel it being drained from him, but there was nothing
he could do. His brain was trying to fight the effects, but it was as
if it was poisoned.

“Well who
would’ve ever thought it would be Shayne that was involved in a
scandalous affair with a teacher!” a voice called out from the
top of the room. Startled, Ms. Lauren whipped her head around to see
who else was in the room with them. Unfortunately for her, she didn't
have fast reflexes and she was unable to avoid the inhibitor dart
that pierced the side of her neck. Within seconds the seductive woman
went limp and passed out. 


Groggily Shayne
looked up and saw Jackson sitting at the top of the room with a gun
in his hand.

“Took you
long enough!” Shayne called out. He gently lifted Ms. Lauren
off of him and sat her down in the chair.

“I was
enjoying the show!” Jackson replied.

“You know
with your lack of a social life, I was tempted to let her have her
way with you!” Jackson said.

Shayne rolled his
eyes, he knew Jackson meant what he said. “Hooking up with
escaped prisoners from the island I’m sure is frowned upon.”


He walked over to
get a closer look at the unconscious woman. Shayne pulled out the
inhibitor dart and lifted the woman into his arms.

“What potency
did you give her?” Shayne asked, surprised to see the woman
unconscious.

“Yeah, I
think I grabbed one of the more potent darts,” Jackson replied.
Shayne could do nothing but shake his head at his friend. Jackson
tended to always get the job done but it was usually mixed with a
screw up or two.

“What are you
doing?” Jackson asked. He had a perplexed look on his face. 


“We can’t
leave her here like this. We have to get her to the nearest holding
cell.” Shayne replied.

“Hey, I did
my part, you're the one with the sonic speed.” Jackson walked
over to the door and opened it for Shayne. 


Shayne used his
sonic speed and took Ms. Lauren out of the classroom and to the
nearest prison.

“Nice work
Mr. Tucker,” the guard that Shayne handed Ms. Lauren over to
said. 


Shayne thanked the
guard for his kind words. He reached into his pocket and pulled out
his vibrating phone. It was Jackson calling.

“Yeah?”

“Everything
go okay?” Jackson asked.

“Yup”
Shayne replied.

“Cool, One
down and WAY too many more to go!” Jackson said. 


Shayne chuckled
slightly. He pulled Ms. Lauren's name up and crossed her name off the
list. Satisfied, he sped back to his dorm and the two young men began
preparing for their next target.

Shayne pulled up
another file and began studying it. Jackson took a look and
recognized the next target immediately. Low level, but a threat that
needed to be taken care of nonetheless. 


With Shayne's
attention distracted, Jackson slyly distanced himself from his friend
and crept up behind him. He clenched his fist together and unleashed
a block of ice that went zipping Shayne's way. Shayne shook his head,
realizing what Jackson was up to and sped out of the way before the
ice could hit him.

“Round two?”
Jackson asked with a wide grin on his face.

Both men released
their respective abilities upon one another at the same time. 


“Round two,”
Shayne said with an equally wide grin.
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Operation
Downfall





Shaw Enterprises,
the billion dollar empire that has helped pave the way for the next
generation stood as the standard for all businessmen looking to
dominate the business world globally. It seems as if Shaw Enterprises
has its claws on pretty much everything.

The field of
technology has been theirs to dominate for many years now. Stockton
Incorporated was their only real competition. Without question, Shaw
Enterprises is at the peak of its dominance.

Surprisingly, the
addition of Post Humans Jason Shaw and Garrett Blake has helped
increased the value of the company. There is no denying how much of
an asset the two Post Humans were to the company, but many on the
board feared that they being Post Humans would “stain”
the company image.

A big media frenzy
broke out when Jason returned home and it was announced that he would
serve as the new Vice President of Shaw Enterprises.

For many decades
now Shaw Enterprises and Stockton Incorporated have gone to war so to
speak. They were fierce rivals who brought out the best and often
times the worse in each other.

While both Jason
and Garrett Blake suspected that Joseph was shady, neither of them
could deny his success. His business savvy and willingness to make
bold decisions had often paid off for him in a big way. He made
millions upon millions of dollars from his legal activities, but he's
also made millions more from underhanded and illegal deals as well. 


Yet somehow, Joseph
was always able to keep his name clear. He was always able to
convince key companies to invest in him, he was always able to
counter anything Shaw Enterprises did.

Joseph Harvey
Stockton sat behind his desk reading the newspaper. He was reading an
article written by one of his reporters. Yes that's correct, Joseph
Stockton owns one of the biggest newspaper companies in Boston. He
found the article extremely satisfying and he hoped it would be a
catalyst to what he had in store for Shaw Enterprises.

The writer, Sheila
Myers, wrote about the prison escape from the island. In the article
she suggested that Jason Shaw, known leader of the League of
Protectors was behind the escape. She retracted that statement a bit
and suggested at the very least, he didn't do enough to stop the
prisoners from escaping. Her article made sure it painted a picture
of Jason Shaw as sympathetic to the Post Humans.

In her article, she
expressed great concern over the breakout and the security the
government had in place. She proceeded to question the wisdom of the
government contracting Shaw Enterprises on anything, considering who
Jason Shaw was.

While her article
was an opinion article and lacked sufficient evidence to convict
Jason of anything, her article did what it was supposed to do. It
placed fear and cast a shadow of doubt for most readers. That's what
this whole Post Human thing was about anyway... Fear. 


Fear of the
unknown, fear of the possibilities. Sheila knew the best way to
increase her sales and promote her agenda was to incite fear.

Joseph sat there
reading the article with complete delight. He owned the newspaper
company, but he had never really taken the time to read anything in
it. Sheila's article was exactly what he needed in his war against
Shaw Enterprises. Sheila's ability to incite fear was just another
piece to a large and complex puzzle he was creating.

He searched through
his phone for Sheila’s number and congratulated her on what he
viewed as a very impressive article. Her article was no more
impressive than the ones she’s written in the past, but this
one, the one that attacked Jason Shaw's character was the one that he
noticed. It was the only one that mattered. As Joseph continued
buttering up his opinionated reporter, he decided to make her an
offer. 


He would increase
her salary substantially if she agreed to focus her articles on Jason
Shaw, The League of Protectors and Shaw Enterprises. With her massive
following, Joseph realized that something as simple as an article
could really help his agenda. Joseph's offer was one that Sheila
Myers couldn’t refuse.

Now, with his media
puppet situated, he could continue focusing on other ways to destroy
Shaw Enterprises. Joseph, ever the paranoid man looked around his
room as if someone else was in there. Satisfied that he was alone,
Joseph reached to the middle drawer on his left hand side. There was
a hidden compartment that housed an untraceable phone. Joseph pulled
out the phone and dialed one of his contacts.

“Operation
downfall is a go. I repeat operation downfall is a go.” 


He didn’t
even wait for his contact to respond; he hung up the phone and walked
over to the window. He looked outside, down upon the city and smiled.
Joseph Stockton was in a good mood. With any luck, things were going
to get a lot better for him, and better soon!

“Shaw to
G.U.A.R.D base, I have successfully recaptured another escaped
prisoner. I repeat, I have successfully recaptured another escaped
prisoner. Requesting a recover team immediately.” Jason waited
for someone on the other end to respond.

“Roger that
Mr. Shaw, recovery team en route. ETA is ten minutes,” One of
the operators at the base said.

Jason acknowledged
the operator and then turned his attention back to the recaptured
prisoner.

“You think
you capturing me means anything? The end is coming, and it's coming
soon. You have no idea what’s ahead, but I assure you our time
of being afraid is coming to an end. Our time of being below these
people is done. Soon, we shall take our place as leaders of this
nation!” the captured prisoner shouted.

Jason was about
ready to respond when a heated blast in his direction caught his
attention. Two more blasts caught him in the chest followed by three
more blasts.

“We need him
alive!” a man in uniform shouted.

Jason was slightly
dazed due to the heavy blasts he took. To his surprise he recognized
the uniforms. The faces of the men were concealed by helmets, but the
uniforms were just as clear as day. The men attacking him were
wearing G.U.A.R.D Uniforms!

The captured
prisoner rolled to his side evading the laser blasts meant for Jason.
He had a grin upon his face as Jason dodged the attacks.

“What’s
the meaning of this?” Jason shouted.

The men ignored him
and continued firing on him. Jason sped and dodged blast after blast.
He was confused and unsure of what to do. “Stephanie, this is
Shaw, do you copy?!”

“This is
Stephanie, I copy. I’m detecting a large buildup of energy
coming from you. Is something wrong?”

Jason sped over to
one of the attackers and delivered an uppercut. He made sure he
didn’t exert too much strength. Doing so would've shattered the
man's face or even worse killed him. Even though these men seemed to
want him dead, he did not share the same sentiments.

“I’m
under attack!”

Stephanie could
hear the anger and frustration in his voice. She was confused as
Jason's voice clearly indicated distress but she detected no energy
buildup but his own.

“Jason, who's
attacking you?”

There was no reply.

“Jason?”

“I'm under
attack by G.U.A.R.D. Their men are shooting at me.” 


“What?”
Stephanie shouted in utter disbelief. She immediately called over Mr.
Connors who was in the other room.

By now camera crews
were capturing the battle. Reporters live were claiming that
G.U.A.R.D was in the process of apprehending Jason Shaw. Jason
continued fighting the agents but did his best not to hurt them. He
was simply trying to defend himself until he figured out what was
going on.

Meanwhile, Mr.
Connors was on the phone with Commander Sullivan. Mr. Connors was
livid and demanded an explanation. Commander Sullivan watched as the
fight played out. He too was confused by what was going on. He knew
that whoever those G.U.A.R.D men were they weren't acting on his
authority.

“Jason do you
copy?” Mr. Connors asked over Jason’s earpiece. “Jason,
I have Commander Sullivan on the phone here with me.”

Another blast
caught Jason in the shoulder. He was getting sick of being blasted by
whatever sort of energy weapon was being fired on him.

“Commander
Sullivan! What's going on?”

Commander Sullivan
was unaware, but he reiterated to Jason that the men attacking him
were not his.

“How shall I
proceed?” Jason asked.

Commander Sullivan
thought for a moment. He wasn't sure if perhaps someone over him had
given the order. He really didn't know what to think of the
situation.

“Commander?”
Jason shouted as he grew restless of the attack.

“Try getting
their helmets off. G.U.A.R.D doesn't usually wear helmets. Get them
off and let's get a look at who were dealing with.” Commander
Sullivan replied hoping he wasn't messing up a capture order from
someone above him.

Jason put Commander
Sullivan on hold and proceeded towards the agents firing on him.

“We need to
get out of here!” one of the men said nervously.

“Not yet!”
another one demanded.

“Our work
here is done! Let's get out of here before he starts attacking back!”
the first man replied.

Jason propelled
himself off the ground out of the agent's view. The agents looked
around desperately searching for Jason.

“Where is
he?” One of the men shouted.

“Look there
he is, fire, fire!” the first man shouted.

Jason descended to
the ground like a missile and drove his right fist straight through
one of the agent’s helmets. Blood dripped from Jason’s
hand due to a cut he received from the broken glass. He barely felt
the pain though. Savagely Jason ripped the helmet off one of the
agent. 


He grabbed the man
by the neck and flew him into close proximity of one of the cameras.
Both the cameraman and the anchor were startled that the fight was
brought so closely to them. Jason held the man in front of the camera
so Commander Sullivan could get a good look at the agent.

“Run facial
recognition,” Commander Sullivan ordered one of his operators.
Rapidly, the operator pounded away at the keyboard trying to get a
hit as quickly as possible.

“Sir, this
man is named Clarence Perkins.”

Commander Sullivan
ran the name through G.U.A.R.D database. The database confirmed that
Clarence Perkins was not a G.U.A.R.D agent.

“Jason do you
copy?” Commander Sullivan asked upon getting confirmation of
the agent's identity.

“Yes.”
Jason replied waiting impatiently.

“Their
imposters, take them down!” Commander Sullivan ordered.

Jason nodded into
the camera. Just then, the recovery unit Jason called for arrived on
the scene. Their uniforms were the same as the other agents. They had
already been apprised of the situation and immediately began lending
their support to Jason. 


For the viewers
watching at home they were unaware that the agents attacking Jason
were impostors. What they saw was G.U.A.R.D personnel attacking Jason
Shaw, Jason Shaw attacking G.U.A.R.D personnel and then more
G.U.A.R.D personnel attacking G.U.A.R.D personnel! The scene was
quite confusing and that was evident by the tone in which the
reporters used to describe the battle.

“Get me the
President,” Commander Sullivan said to the operator closest to
him. “And someone put out a statement letting these reporters
know what's going on!”

Mr. Connors and
Stephanie continued watching the fight with growing concern. This was
a mess! They were going to have to do some serious explaining once
this was over. He knew that not everyone was going to believe that
these agents were impostors.

Having the recovery
unit fighting by Jason’s side brought obvious creditability to
their story. Even still, he knew there would be some that would twist
the situation around and make Jason Shaw and the League of Protectors
look like the bad guys.

Mr. Connors rubbed
his head. He was extremely irritated thinking about how far back this
little rouse just cost the League in public’s opinion. 


Watching the live
news, Joseph was beaming with excitement. What had just transpired
was his doing. It was his genius that hired idiots to perpetrate
G.U.A.R.D agents and attack Jason Shaw. All of which was done without
any link to him.

“Lori, get in
here!” Joseph said over the intercom. He was so pleased with
himself that he called in his secretary to bask in his glory with
him. Lori entered the office and stood there with her eyebrow raised.
She congratulated him even though she had no idea what for. She had
learned to pretty much stroke the man's ego whenever he seemed to
want it. It kept him happy and it kept her employed.

“This is
beautiful Lori, absolutely beautiful! That couldn’t have played
out better if I scripted it!” Joseph said. His eyes were glued
to the television, following the news.

“I don’t
understand Mr. Stockton. What’s got you so excited?” 


Joseph ushered Lori
over towards the television. He instructed her to watch and listen to
what was going on. After listening to the reporter, Lori was still
confused.

“I still
don’t get it Mr. Stockton. From everything I heard and saw,
Jason Shaw defeated those agents and has been cleared of any wrong
doing.”

Joseph shook his
head in frustration. Lori was missing the big picture. He looked at
her and forgave her for her ignorance. How could he expect her to
understand what happened? She was nothing more than a secretary and
to him that meant she was next to nothing.

“That will be
all,” he said dismissing the confused secretary. She was
killing his buzz and he would not allow that. This was his time, his
moment. He had planted a seed of doubt over the League and they had
no idea that it was him behind the attack.

Joseph felt
accomplished. In his mind today was the start of Jason Shaw and Shaw
Enterprises' downfall. By the time he got done with them, he'd be
sure that the Shaw name was worthless. 


Joseph picked up
his cell and scrolled through his contacts list. He found the name he
was looking for and smiled. It took four rings before the person on
the other end picked up.

“Prepare
phase two,” Joseph said.

He hung up the
phone and walked back towards the window looking down once again at
all the people below him.
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Giant
Menace





The sight of
Hoffman Blvd looked like something straight from an action movie.
Cars were flipped over, fire was blazing out of control and people
were running for their lives. The scariest part about what was
witnessed was that this was done by just one man; one incredibly
powerful man. The thunderous thump-thump sound of several military
issued helicopters filled the night sky. Mobile units were already in
play but Commander Sullivan didn’t want to take any chances.

“What’s
the statistics so far agent?” Commander Sullivan asked. The
commander was already suited up and looked prepared to drop down from
the helicopter and join the battle himself.

“Sources on
the ground confirm ten dead and several more injured. In addition,
sources speculate property damages are going to be astronomical.”

“I'm not
concerned at all about the property damage agent. Property damages
won't mean a thing if we don't take this guy out. Do we have any
ideas as to what this guy wants?”

“Yeah, you’re
looking at it, complete destruction.” The agent said.

“Well let’s
rain on his parade,” Commander Sullivan said.

Agent Hardine
motioned towards his men to get into position. The man causing all
the damage looked to be close to seven feet tall. His hair was dark
brown and he was sporting a full beard that he appeared to be letting
grow. He was extremely large, he looked to weigh easily over three
hundred pounds but he was quite fit. He looked jacked up on steroids
as his massive arms did not look proportionally accurate with the
rest of his body.

“What's the
story on this guy?” Commander Sullivan asked looking in Mr.
Connors' direction. 


Mr. Connors flipped
through his files searching for a positive match on the imposing
criminal wreaking havoc down below.

“His name is
Joe Dorgan. Mr. Dorgan has unimaginable strength and is highly
resistant to any form of attack. It appears in sheer strength his
level surpasses Jason's.”

Commander Sullivan
shook his head in disgust. He had seen what Jason could do. He had
seen Jason catch a plane with his bare hands. He had seen Jason lift
a truck over his head with the simplest of ease. He had seen Jason do
the unimaginable. So to suggest there was someone that could do all
that and more was not something the commander looked forward to
witnessing. 


There seemed to be
no reason for Joe's madness. Actually madness wasn't a good word to
use as Joe looked the opposite of mad. He seemed to be thoroughly
enjoying himself and all the trouble he was causing. 


Joe Dorgan walked
down the street calmly. He lifted cars with ease and hurled them in
any which direction he pleased. Agent Hardine and his unit opened
fire on the massive man as he approached their vicinity. The bullets
bounced off Joe with no effect at all. He laughed profusely, looking
quite amused by the “little men” trying to stop him.

“You shoot
those little guns at me? You little men really think your weapons are
going to stop me? Don't you get it? No one can stop me, nothing can
stop me! I am indestructible you fools!” 


Joe reached over to
his right side and grabbed a car with one hand. He threw the car
forward in the direction of the agents.

“Look out!”
one of the agents shouted.

The agents
scattered about to avoid the incoming car. With all the scattering
agents, Agent Roy tripped over a fellow agent and injured his leg. He
found himself stuck and unable to get out of the way.

“Roy!”one
of the agents shouted realizing that Agent Roy was seconds away from
being flattened by the car. 


Luckily, Noah
Winters wasn't too far out when all the commotion started.
Disregarding the speed limit, Noah drove as fast as he could to the
location where Joe Dorgan was. He arrived just in the nick of time.
Noah concentrated heavily and changed the direction of the incoming
car that Joe had launched at the agents. This allowed two of the
other agents to rush over to Agent Roy and help him to his feet and
away from the battle. Noah navigated the car safely away from all the
agents, much to the chagrin of Joe Dorgan.

“You
shouldn't have done that!” Joe shouted. Joe looked around him
and grabbed whatever cars he saw in sight. He launched several of
them in Noah's direction. Noah switched between dodging the cars and
using telekinesis to shift the cars out of harm’s way.

Commander
Sullivan’s men continued firing upon Joe, hoping at the very
least to slow him down but their efforts were in vain. “This is
getting ridiculous, we need more reinforcements!” Commander
Sullivan exclaimed. He looked towards Mr. Connors and Mr. Connors
nodded in understanding.

Mr. Connors took a
deep breath and then took out a device that was resting in the right
pocket of his finely pressed dress pants. He activated the on screen
of the device and proceeded to press a series of buttons.

“League of
Protectors your presence is requested immediately. My signal is
transmitting, get to this location immediately!”

“It looks
like a war zone down there!” the Commander said. “Mike
get us down to base camp,” he said to the pilot.

“Yes sir.”

The helicopter
churned as the pilot changed directions and landed safely at the
designated location. Shayne and Jackson were the first two members of
the team to arrive on the scene. After quickly bringing Jackson on
the scene, Shayne sped off and returned just as quickly with Bianca
Ramirez. Shortly after Bianca and Shayne returned, Jessica Prescott
flew in.

“This is
crazy!” Jessica said in shock, witnessing Joe's destruction for
the first time.

“Welcome back
sis,” Jackson said. “Since you've been gone for so long,
figured we'd get you warmed up with some man of mass destruction
action down here!” 


Jessica couldn't
believe the destruction this one man was causing. She thought the
destruction of the hurricane overseas was bad. Joe was quickly making
the entire block his personal hurricane disaster site. 


Shayne, Jackson,
Jessica, and Bianca made their way to the base camp to be apprised of
the situation. Jason had yet to arrive but the group knew if he was
absent, there was a good reason for it.

“So what's
the plan?” Shayne asked looking in the commander's direction. 


“The plan is
to go out there and stop that giant menace from destroying anymore
crap!” Jackson replied. Shayne didn't even bother replying to
Jackson's latest comments. 


Commander Sullivan
shrugged his shoulders. In a nutshell, Jackson was pretty much spot
on. The Commander didn't know how to stop Joe Dorgan, but stopping
him was a must.

The team watched on
a screen as the G.U.A.R.D ground troops did their best to contain the
massive man. “Let's get a move on people!” Jessica
Prescott demanded noticing Noah was left out there without any of
their help.

“Ms.
Prescott, your command until Mr. Shaw arrives,” Mr. Connors
said. The group looked at Mr. Connors a bit surprised. As far as they
knew, there was no second in command after Jason, but everyone just
sort of assumed that if Jason wasn't around it would be Noah or
Shayne giving out the orders.

“Let’s
move out!” Jessica ordered sounding cool and calm just like a
leader needed to sound.

Shayne charged
forward towards Hoffman Blvd to join the fight. Jessica flew above
him while the rest of the team followed behind them on foot.

“Agent
Hardine, get your men out of there. We're going to let the League
take a crack at him!” Commander Sullivan said.

“Copy that
Sir.”

Jackson ran towards
the left as Shayne ran towards the right. Jessica flew above them,
while Bianca hung back. Bianca’s contribution would be healing
if any member needed it and also phasing in a defensive manner. 


Noah was about to
pull out his semi-automatic weapon but then he thought better of it.
He had to remember to do things differently as Noah Winters. Even
though the G.U.A.R.D agents were firing upon Joe Dorgan, guns weren't
something that Noah had previously displayed as Noah Winters.

Shayne used his
Sonic Speed to distract Joe. As Shayne ran laps around the massive
man, Joe tried unsuccessfully to catch him with his bare hands. The
giant man grew angry as his attempts to catch Shayne were
unsuccessful. While his attention was on Shayne, Jackson got close
enough to him to deliver a bolt of freezing ice. The ice connected
with Joe and covered his entire body causing Joe to become frozen.
Jackson stood there admiring his work.

“Am I the man
or what?” Jackson said smiling. He walked up towards Joe and
rested his arm around the block of ice.

“Dude, you
got your phone on you? Take a pic, I gotta put this up on Pictagram.
That Kristi chick from class is going to love this!” 


Shayne shook his
head. “Kristi transferred last semester. If you attended class
once in awhile, you'd know that!” Jackson made a face, that
little revelation certainly killed his happy buzz. 


“Don’t
get too cocky!” Jessica said as she flew down near her brother
and Shayne. She knew never to underestimate an enemy.

“I’m
just saying in less than a minute I took out this dude that’s
been raising all kinds of hell out here. I think I should get an
award or something!” 


Jessica’s
eyes grew wide, but before she could give any warning, Joe broke free
from the solid ice that held him captive. “Jackson move!”
Jessica shouted but shouted too late. 


Joe nailed Jackson
with a backhand that literally sent Jackson off his feet. He came
crashing down towards Bianca, but fortunately for him, Noah used his
telekinesis to guide the cocky teen safely to the ground. 


“Make sure
the job is finished before you start celebrating,” Noah said
sternly. 


“Yes dad,”
Jackson replied sarcastically.

“Do not
mistake me for Jason, Shayne or the rest of the group that put up
with your shenanigans. When we are out here in the field your mind
better stay focused on the task at hand. Leave that childish BS
elsewhere. You understand?” Noah asked.

Jackson didn't dare
say something in reply, he simply nodded his head and then turned his
attention back to Joe. 


Noah charged
forward and used his superb reflexes to evade the wild punches Joe
threw at him. He got in close enough to attack him. Noah unloaded a
barrage of punches to the body and face of Dorgan. The attack seemed
to have a slight bit of success. 


Commander Sullivan
looked on impressed. “That Noah guy is pretty impressive!”

Commander Sullivan
was convinced Noah had to of had some sort of advance military
training. That was the only way to explain Noah's effectiveness. Mr.
Connors could just see the ideas forming in the Commander's head.

“Yes
Commander Sullivan, he certainly is,” Mr. Connors replied,
hoping the Commander wouldn't dig too deep into Noah's file.

“You sure he
never served? His proficiency is quite impressive. I know we've been
training your members but he's as soundly trained as any of my top
men.”

“I'm
positive,” Mr. Connors replied hoping the commander would drop
the subject matter. 


Noah continued his
onslaught of offensive attacks while Joe tried to regain the upper
hand. Commander Sullivan gave Mr. Connors a sideways glance and then
whispered something to one of the agents standing nearby. In the
corner of Mr. Connors' eye, he caught the Commander giving out
instructions. He was fairly certain the order had something to do
with Noah.

“Mind if I
join in?” Shayne asked. Shayne used his sonic force speed to
hit Joe with close counter attacks and avoided getting hit. “Now
Jessica!” Shayne shouted. Jessica flew down and threw an
electric net to trap the giant sized man. She wore protective gloves
to ensure her safety. Shayne pushed Noah out of the way so he
wouldn’t be affected by the electric shock. Joe screamed in
pain. Shayne, Jessica, Noah, Jackson and Bianca gathered around the
captured criminal. They all looked on to make sure the big man was
actually defeated. The electric shock sent waves through Joe’s
body, but Joe fought through the pain and started making his way back
towards his feet.

“What
happened to the bigger they are the harder they fall?” Jackson
asked. 


“He's right,
everyone get back!” Jessica shouted. The massive Joe Dorgan
struggled to free himself. The anger boiling inside of him made him
grow taller and bigger, and consequently stronger. Joe ripped through
the electric net and hurled it at Jackson. The young man was unable
to get out of the way in time and the electric shock left Jackson
trembling in severe pain. 


“Everyone
fall back!” Shayne demanded echoing Jessica's orders. He
scooped Jackson up off the ground and then sped out of the way before
Joe could grab them. 


Jessica grabbed
Bianca and flew away before Dorgan was able to grab her as well. Noah
took a few steps back to reevaluate the situation. 


“Bianca, help
Jackson!” Shayne shouted.

Bianca and Jessica
stayed back to look after Jackson while Shayne and Noah charged
forward once more to confront the massive man. 


“Any ideas?”
Shayne asked humbly.

“We keep
fighting until he falls down or we’re unable to get back up,”
Noah replied. Noah ran out ahead of Shayne and let loose with his
precise attacks.

Joe was too much
for the two men. No matter what they threw at him it had little
effect on him. He seemed to be enjoying the battle immensely. The
more the League fought, the more aggressive Joe decided to be. 


Noah and Shayne
approached Joe from different directions, hoping to get close enough
to do damage. Joe grabbed both men, one in each hand by the throat
and slammed them into one another knocking both men out and leaving
them crippled. There was a loud gasp coming from base camp as they
watched what Joe had done to the two men. Joe Dorgan was too much for
an entire team of specialists and it appeared as if he was too much
for a team of Post Humans as well. 


“Is this it?
This is the best you all have to offer? I almost feel bad for you. If
this is the best you got, what's coming next is going to annihilate
you all!” 


Commander Sullivan
looked over towards Mr. Connors to see if he had any idea as to what
Joe was talking about. Mr. Connors did not. 


“Let me do
you a favor and put you out of your misery then! At least that way
you won't have to witness as to what happens next!” 


Joe scooted Shayne
a little closer to him and then proceeded to punt kick Shayne. The
punt sent Shayne flying several feet in the air and the defenseless
young man landed on a car. Shayne's body was broken. He was
completely crippled by Joe's attack. The only reason Shayne was still
alive was thanks to his ability to self repair. 


Tears swelled up in
Bianca's face as she witnessed what happened to Shayne. She had to
remind herself that he would recover though. Noah however would not
survive such a brutal attack. Regardless of Noah’s increased
durability, an attack that devastating would kill him instantly. 


Joe looked down at
the unconscious man. He had no idea who Noah was, and he didn’t
care one bit. All Joe cared about was causing chaos. Joe simply
wanted to raise some hell because he could. Noah just happened to be
in his way. He picked Noah up and heaved him as far as he could. The
unconscious man had no way to defend himself. He had no way to
prevent the impact of the fall. 


Jessica watched
Noah fly pass her, she quickly left Jackson’s side and flew
after Noah; she caught him just before impact. She flew back towards
Bianca and looked at her team. Jackson was still out cold from being
electrocuted. Shayne was badly crippled and Noah was unconscious.
Never had Jessica seen so much destruction. She knew her team weren't
indestructible, but never did she imagine them receiving a beating
this bad.

“God help
us!” Commander Sullivan mumbled. Things did not look good for
the League of Protectors and there was still no sign of Jason Shaw.

To Joe’s left
he could hear the sounds of a foolish news reporter and camera man
capturing the live action. Joe looked at the camera and smiled and
sinister thought plagued his mind. Joe walked over to the news truck
and lifted it off the ground.

“Report
this!” Joe shouted as he heaved the truck in the direction of
the news crew.
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A Test
of Strength





The
truck descended towards the news reporter with alarming speed. Both
the reporter and the cameraman stood still, frozen with fear for what
was about to happen. The cameraman tried to move but he found himself
in shock. The woman tried to scream, but no words came out.

With unbelievable
quickness, speed so fast it looked like nothing more than a blur,
Jason Shaw arrived on the scene. Flying low, Jason embraced the
truck, stopping it from colliding with anyone. Of course by now
everyone had heard the stories of Jason's impressive strength, but
Joe did not believe the hype. He didn't believe there was anyone else
out there capable of matching or even coming close to his strength. 


Jason looked to his
left and safely placed the truck down on the ground out of harm's
way. The two men stood on opposite sides of the street staring one
another down.

“Just because
you caught a truck doesn't mean nothing!” Joe shouted.

In what looked like
a classic showdown, Jason stood on one side of the street positioning
himself while Joe stood on the other side. For both men, this would
be the first time they battled each other one on one.

“Glad to see
him here!” Commander Sullivan stated with a slight grimace.
Being grateful to see Post Humans wasn't something the Commander
wanted to make a habit of, but he was genuinely thankful for their
presence that evening.

“Jason, you
got him?” Bianca asked. Her Spanish accent was really
noticeable right now. She tended to switch between English and
Spanish a lot whenever she was nervous.

“I've got
it.” Jason knew battling the massive man was not going to be
easy, but it was a challenge he was ready for. It was a challenge he
had to be ready for! The two men charged towards one another. Both
were running at full speed, both wanting to see exactly how strong
the other was.

Joe swung wildly at
Jason, but Jason ducked low. He caught Joe by the legs and drove him
straight down to the ground. The street shook on the impact. If Joe
was any other man, the impact of the collision would've killed him.
For Joe however, the street suffered more damage than he did.

“Now that’s
what I’m talking about!” Jackson said groggily.

Thanks to Bianca's
healing ability, Jackson was recovering quite well from the high
dosage of electrocution he was exposed to. Joe quickly stood back up
and lifted Jason off his feet. Joe placed Jason in a bear hug and
emphatically tried to squeeze the life out of him. The massive arms
of Joe prevented Jason from freeing his hands. Jason could not power
himself out of Joe’s hold.

“Looks like
Jason could use a little help!” Jackson noticed.

Jackson grimaced
slightly as he opened his hands allowing his freezing ability to
work. He placed his hands downward so that the ice would hit the
ground. Jackson was able to guide the ice pass Jason and direct it to
only come in contact with Joe. The massive man was concentrating so
much on hurting Jason, that he was unaware of the approaching ice.
The ice shot up Joe’s body before he had a chance to react.
This bought Jason enough time to free himself from Joe’s grasp.

“That ice
isn’t going to hold him for long Jason!” Jessica called
out. She was hovering over him positioning herself to help in any way
she could. No sooner than the ice froze him, Joe broke through it.

“Haven't we
been over this before boy? I'm indestructible. That little ice blasts
isn't going to do anything to hurt me!”

“Maybe not,
but this will!” Jason collected his strength and punched Joe
square in the face with tremendous force. Joe fell backwards onto a
car. The impact was so severe, the car was destroyed beyond repair.

Jessica swooped
down and shot forward like a missile heading straight for Joe.
Shayne’s healing factor was complete and now he was ready to
rejoin the fight. He sped his way towards Joe and continued attacking
the dazed giant.

Even with all the
offense the team seemed to be mounting, the impact it had on Joe
seemed minimal at best.

“Mr. Connors,
does the man have any weakness at all?” Commander Sullivan
asked completely baffled by Joe's resiliency.

Mr. Connors looked
towards Stephanie who was with them via telecom. Stephanie’s
eyes rolled to the back of her head and flickered as she concentrated
on the genetic makeup of Joe Dorgan. This was the first time that
Commander Sullivan got a chance to see the young woman put her
talents to use. He couldn’t help but be slightly uncomfortable
by what he saw. The way her eyes turned black and rolled around
towards the back of her head was not an easy sight to take in.

In his reports
later that day, he noted that it looked like the young woman was
having a seizure. The commander had seen many things in his time, but
what he was seeing that day surpassed them all.

“I cannot
find any weakness in Joe Dorgan at all sir. His strength is
impossible to accurately determine and his ability to resist pain is
equally as impressive. I'm afraid I have nothing to offer in regards
on how to stop him.”

Commander Sullivan
looked over to Mr. Connors, “I've seen this man in action
before. Why does he seem harder to stop now?”

“Because it
is harder. Joe Dorgan's strength seems to have increased greatly
since the last time we encountered him. I don't know what it is, but
something has made this man even stronger than before.” 


Commander Sullivan
didn’t like the sound of that. Four agents lost their life the
last time G.U.A.R.D tried to take Joe Dorgan down. 


Jason lifted Joe
over his head and threw him into a wall. He used a combination of
strength and speed to mount a devastating attack on Joe. There was a
life size hole in a wall thanks to the beating Joe took from Jason. 


Jason was just as
bit as strong and fought with a passion that was inspiring. Joe’s
face was covered in blood, his nose broken, and his ribs were
cracked,“Had enough big man?” Jason asked. Jessica
floated above Joe, while Jackson and Shayne guarded the left and
right side respectively.

Joe slowly made it
to his feet, “Enough? I’m just getting started.” He
jumped up with surprising quickness and caught Jessica by the legs.
He slammed her hard into the wall and left her there with no regard.

Jason sped over
towards her and helped her back on her feet,“Are you okay?”
The way she hit her head against the wall, Jason was concerned she
had a possible concussion.

“Yeah, I'm
alright.”

Jason did not want
her involved anymore in the conflict with Joe Dorgan. Jason scooped
the slender woman up into his arms and ascended to the sky out of
Joe's reach. The flight did not take long, he descended back down to
the ground and set her down near Bianca and the still unconscious
Noah Winters.

“You two,
fall back right now!” Jason ordered to Jackson and Shayne. The
two young college men did not like the sound of that. They looked at
each other wishing they had telepathic abilities so that they could
reach each others mind.

“We can
help,” Shayne said.

“I know, but
I’ve got this one gentleman. Joe Dorgan has done enough damage
here today. I will take it from him, now fall back!” 


The two young men
reluctantly did as they were instructed. Joe mocked them as they left
the battlefield. “That’s right little guys run back to
mommy and let the big boys play!” Jackson stopped. He turned
back to face Joe again.

“Let it go
Jack, we were given an order!” Shayne said placing a hand on
Jackson's chest.

“Screw the
order. We can take this guy!” Jackson said.

“No we can't,
at least not yet. He's too powerful for us and we don't have the
mental training yet to counter his strength. Besides, we were given
an order and we need to follow.” 


Again Jason and Joe
found themselves staring each other down. Both men were in pain. It
wasn’t often that they received the sort of punishment they
were inflicting on each other. This was new territory for both of
them.

“We have
received word that the two amazingly strong men are Joe Dorgan and
Jason Shaw. That’s right Jason Shaw as in the Vice President of
Shaw Enterprises and member of The League of Protectors. It has
become clear by what we have seen here that this Post Human infection
is nothing but destructive!” a nearby news reporter stated.

Jessica Prescott
couldn't believe her ears. Clearly the League of Protectors were
doing everything in their powers to stop this giant menace, but even
still, that wasn't good enough. That wasn't enough to gain the
support of everyone out there. 


Jessica flew into
view of the camera, “First of all I just wanted to say that
Post Humans do not have a virus. It’s a gift, an extra gene
that for whatever reason was given to certain individuals.”

The news reporter
interrupted Jessica, “Yes, I’ve heard that before, but
the fact remains that all you Post Humans are a threat to national
security. After the events of tonight, you can be sure that the
public is going to call for all of you to be locked up!”

If looks could
kill, the look Jessica was giving the news reporter would've done the
job.

“A threat to
national security, are you serious?” Jessica walked over to the
cameraman and pointed him towards the fight, “Do you see Jason
over there? Do you see the beating he’s taking, the physical
punishment he’s enduring? Do you think he's taking that beating
because he wants to? No, he does what he needs to do to protect
national security. He does it to protect people like me and you. Look
at what's going on over there. We should be wishing Jason nothing but
the best. He's out there risking his life trying to stop a man that
no one else can!”

The cameraman kept
the camera on the fight. Jason and Joe exchange punch after punch.
Block after block, slam after slam. This brutal battle lasted several
minutes longer with neither man able to hold the advantage for long.

Suddenly, a
flashing light appeared. A light similar to the one that Jason and
Agent Mallory witnessed on the island. The light easily covered a
radius of several miles. Everyone nearby had to squeeze their eyes
tightly to make sure they weren't blinded by the light. Even with
their eyes closed they could still see how bright it was. Finally,
the bright light vanished and when it did, so too did Joe Dorgan.
Jason Shaw and everyone else looked on wondering where Joe Dorgan had
disappeared to.
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Cohesiveness



Noah’s
eyes slowly began to open. He struggled getting his eyes to focus. He
didn’t recognize his surroundings at all, and worst of all, his
weapons were gone.

“Glad to see
you’re alright,” a distinguished voice said. Noah
turned his attention in the direction of the voice, “Good
morning Noah, you took quite a beating last night,” Mr. Connors
said.

Noah
groaned, a combination of pain and angered at Mr. Connors' words.
“Where am I?” Noah shot up to his feet quickly looking
around his surroundings. He did not like the feeling of unfamiliarity
or being vulnerable. A trait he learned to despise growing up an
assassin.

“It's
ok, we're at headquarters. Turned one of the offices into a makeshift
hospital room. Figured you'd prefer that over an actual hospital
room.”

Noah
groaned again he was still in a considerable amount of pain. Noah
got out of the bed and reached for his shirt that was laying nicely
across a leather sofa. He slid the shirt over his head and then
proceeded to grab his pants, “Where's my belt?”

“To the
left,” Mr. Connors replied intrigued by the way in which Noah
carried himself.

“And my
weapons?”

Mr. Connors smiled,
“Locked in my office. Can't have anyone noticing the
similarities between your weapons and that of the Black Vigilante.”

Noah's eyes locked
with Mr. Connors. He knew some sort of lecture was coming, “Look,
I did what you asked. I've been concealing my identity.” 


“I know, and
I appreciate that, but we can't take any chances.”

“Did we catch
the guy?” Noah asked changing the subject.

“No, it
appears Mr. Dorgan has friends. He vanished right before our eyes,
just like the inmates at the prison did.”

Noah sighed.

“Yes Mr.
Winters, similar to the incident that occurred during the prison
break. One minute Jason was battling a hostile Post Human the next
minute the hostile was gone. I am fairly confident that Seth Maddox
is responsible for the disappearing act. What I can't figure out is
why. Why end the confrontation when the opponent had the upper hand?”

“Because
they're planning something bigger. Something they want the whole
world to witness. Taking Jason out now would cheapen their planned
glory. They want everyone to witness their plan. They want everyone
to see the most powerful Post Human fall. That's why,” Noah
said.

Mr. Connors thought
for a moment and nodded his head in agreement. It made sense. It
wasn't the most rational way of thinking but it was a way of thinking
that made some sort of sense.

“So what are
they planning Mr. Winters?”

Noah shrugged his
shoulders. “That's the million dollar question.”

Mr. Connors nodded
and smiled. “Take a walk with me.”

Mr.
Connors led Noah down a long hall and stopped at the elevator. Inside
the elevator was a secret compartment that led to a hidden keypad.
Mr. Connors pressed a series of numbers which led the elevator well
below where the elevator led regular employees.

“This
way Mr. Winters,” Mr. Connors said leading the way out of the
elevator and down another long spiraling hall. He opened the door and
saw the rest of the League sitting at a long square business table
waiting for Noah's arrival.

Noah
surveyed the room. The first person he saw was Bianca Ramirez. She
was always one to point out when something was ineffective. It was a
characteristic Noah found annoying but yet slightly endearing at the
same time. She was probably the only one in the room that could get
away with telling Noah what was effective and what wasn't time and
time again.

Across,
on the other side of the table was Shayne and sitting next to him was
Jackson. From the first day he met the two he could tell they were
best of friends. Anyone looking on could tell that the two young men
had a special friendship. They had a bond that he had never known. In
some ways he was envious of their friendship. He grew up being told
that emotions made him weak. It was drilled in him that having
personal relationships would get him and others killed. Noah had gone
through life never experiencing the benefits of having a friend. He
continued looking around the room. He saw Jessica sitting there
smiling widely at him. She was quite happy to see his recovery was
complete and that he was fine. Jessica was sitting a few seats down
from Bianca.

Sitting
next to her was Jason Shaw. He didn't have a smile on his face at the
sight of Noah's presence, but he was happy to see that Noah was ok.
Sitting directly across from the door was Garrett Blake. Anyone that
took one good look at him could tell right away that he wasn’t
a field member. He was too busy pressing buttons on his
laptop to even acknowledge Noah’s presence. The
last person inside the room was Stephanie Morgan. Out of all the
members in the room, Stephanie was the one he knew the least about.
The young woman hardly interacted with the rest of the group. Not
that she was anti-social or anything, it was just that her job didn't
allow for much social interactions.

Noah
shook his head in disappointment, “This group is lacking. We
don't work well as a team and because of that we were exposed. We
looked like a group of amateurs out there.” Noah wasn't one to
sugar coat things. He said whatever came to mind whenever he saw fit.

“Well
hello to you too. Glad to see your recovery is going well,”
Jackson said slightly sarcastic. He was glad to know that Noah was
going to make a full recovery but didn't appreciate the negative
words Noah was spewing.

“Umm
if i recall, that big giant guy we met last night tossed you around
like a rag doll too. If it wasn't for my sister, you wouldn't even be
around to insult us,” Jackson said.

Bianca
and Stephanie looked at Jackson with a surprised expression. Everyone
in the room knew of Noah's temper and they all made a conscious
effort not to cause him to lose it. 


Jackson's
eyes went big the moment he finished the sentence. No one in the room
could believe what he had just said to Noah, in fact, Jackson
couldn't believe it himself. Noah gave Jackson an interested glance
and a slight nod but said nothing in reply. Jackson let out a breath
of relief. He envisioned Noah jumping across the table and wailing on
him.

Mr.
Connors chuckled slightly. He found Noah’s directness to be
rather refreshing, “I agree with you Noah, this
team is rather inexperienced. Missions like the ones you and Mr. Shaw
have engaged in is something the others have not.” 


Noah
looked around the room. It was as if he was sizing everyone up,
gauging everyone’s potential. Mr. Connors looked around the
room and noticed Jason was rolling his eyes. From day one, Jason felt
that Noah's presence was bad for the team. He felt as if Noah would
eventually leave them anyway, so it was pointless to invest in the
man. 


Mr. Connors thought
differently however. The rest of the room sat quiet. After seeing
Noah in action, none could argue that he was a tremendous asset in
the field, but it was his personality that made them hesitant.

“Noah,
perhaps you could tone down the criticism just a bit. We're all still
pretty new to this protectors thing and it takes practice. We have
great potential we just have to work harder to become a more cohesive
group,” Jessica said.

Noah’s
left eyebrow raised as he studied Jessica. It must’ve
seemed like an eternity before Noah spoke again.

“That man
could have been handled effectively if you all took your training
more seriously. For months now I have been telling all of you that
you lack discipline and are relying too much on your abilities to
aide you. Dorgan is a mindless brute, the six of us together
should've been more than enough to stop him. So forgive me if I'm not
so inclined to curb my criticism. Yesterday was perhaps the best
lesson learned.”

“What lesson
was that?” Jackson asked.

“That if one
man can do this much damage to us, imagine what an organized group
with an agenda can do,” Shayne said answering for Noah.

He looked towards
Noah to see if his reply was correct and it was.

“There are
threats out there that wouldn't hesitate to kill any one of you
without giving it a second thought. There are Post Humans out there
with abilities that they will use to hurt you. If you want to be
Protectors, you need to start training more diligently. The only way
the League works is by being a more cohesive unit, and that only
works by training,” Noah said. 


“Does anyone
know what that man wanted?” Noah asked changing the subject.

“That idiot
was just out to raise hell!” Bianca blurted out. 


Noah found the
little Hispanic woman cute, but also found her naivete' unacceptable,
“Do you all really think that man’s actions were simply
to raise hell? Do you really think he had no other motive? If you
believe that, then you are more ignorant in such matters than I
thought.”

Bianca’s face
was red. She was fuming, “Now wait just a minute!” Bianca
shouted. 


“No, you wait
a minute. That man that attacked last night did that because he was
instructed to do so. Someone more powerful or manipulative than him
instructed him to attack the city.” Noah said cutting Bianca
off.

“But why
would someone instruct him to do that?” Jackson asked
curiously. 


“That makes
no sense at all!” Bianca added.

“To see what
would happen,” Jason replied somberly. 


Noah shot around
and looked Jason in the eye. Noah was impressed to see that someone
understood how the game was played. Noah and Mr. Connors were the
only ones that understood what Jason meant. 


“Consider the
fight last night as a game of chess. We were the players and we went
up against a computer. Joe Dorgan was simply a pawn in the game of
chess,” Mr. Connors said.

“Basically,
whoever was behind this attack wanted to see how the government would
respond. They wanted to see how we would respond. How quickly would
we all arrive. How would we all arrive. Whoever was behind this
attack wanted to learn what we had to offer,” Jason added. Noah
clapped his hands in approval. “I see there are some among you
that understand this game.”

“This isn’t
a game!” Bianca shouted still fuming from the insult Noah gave
her moments earlier. Noah walked over to Bianca. She was on the
defensive and ready to phase herself out of harm. Noah gently placed
his hand on Bianca’s shoulder.

“Perhaps my
choices of words were a bit harsh and I imagine I have offended you,
for that I am sorry. I am not a subtle man, and you need to
understand the war you find yourself in. This is real and this is
dangerous. Whoever you're dealing with is calm and calculating. He’s
playing with you guys right now to see how you will respond.”

Bianca
had no words to reply with. She simply sat there taking in what Noah
had to say. Noah headed for the door. 


“We
need a plan Noah!” Jason said adamantly.

“Then
come up with one, and while you all are busy formulating that plan,
I'll be out getting revenge,” Noah replied.

“Why
do you fight?” Mr. Connors asked as Noah wrapped his hand
around the doorknob. Noah stopped in his tracks, “Why
do you fight Mr. Winters? Why do you defend people that have no idea
that you are defending them? People who look at you with fear simply
because you're different than them.”

Noah turned around
to face Mr. Connors. All eyes were on Noah as they waited to hear how
Noah would respond.

“I fight for
those that are worth fighting for. I fight for those that are unable
to defend themselves against the evil and cruelty that plague this
world. I have a gift and I have a choice. I can use my gifts for
personal gain, I can use my gifts to harm others, or I can use my
gifts to protect those that need protecting. This is my job and I
will do it until the day I’m no longer able to.”

Noah’s words
spoke volumes. His words defined what a hero was. The selflessness in
his reasons was inspiring. Noah’s brand of justice would likely
never go over well with the group, but he was fighting for all the
right reasons.

“Then fight
with us Mr. Winters. You come here and criticize all of us but offer
no solutions. You fight our opponents but then leave as soon as it's
over. Fight with us Noah, truly be with us. None of this lone warrior
crap you've been doing in the past. You think we need more
training... I agree, but help us train then instead of just telling
us everything we did wrong.”

All eyes were
flickering back and forth between Noah and Jason. The two men were
easily two of the more intimidating men you were going to meet.
Jason, for his sheer power and Noah for his sheer skill. Both men
offered two different styles of fighting and yet both were equally as
dangerous.

Jason stood up and
walked towards Noah. Jason was a bit taller, but both men stood at
distinguished sizes. Noah shifted his feet, he was pretty certain
Jason wasn’t about to attack him, but he readied himself just
in case. Jason extended his hand forward. 


“Your
assistance would greatly be appreciated. This team needs you, this
world needs you, but what we don't need is someone that's half in
half out. You're either with us or you're not.”

Noah stood there,
his eyes going from person to person in the room. Noah
was used to working on his own. Well more specifically, Noah was used
to working with individuals like himself. His eyes finally bounced
back to Jason and locked with his. There was an uncomfortable tension
in the air. Jackson sat there envisioning a scenario where Noah used
his telekinesis to flip the table over and knock Jason to the ground.
From there a battle just as deadly as the one with Joe Dorgan would
erupt and he'd be force to have to try and neutralize Noah.
Fortunately, that wasn't
something he was going to have to do. At least not on this day.
“Well, what do you say Mr. Winters?” Mr. Connors asked.

Noah
kept his eyes locked on Jason. He didn't like Jason and he probably
never would. There was a good chance that he would probably never
like anyone in the group. It wasn't about that though. Making friends
and being liked was never something Noah cared about. The only thing
that mattered was the mission. The battle with Joe Dorgan showed Noah
there was still a mission with the League to complete. For that
reason, Noah needed to stick around. He took a step forward and shook
Jason's hand.

“I'm
in.”
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The One
Behind the Hooded Robe





“That
was quite the impressive display of might you showed out there,”
Seth Maddox said.

Joe Dorgan was
resting on an examination table inside an office at an unknown
destination. Sitting on a chair next to him was Seth Maddox. Seth was
the man responsible for teleporting all the prisoners off the island
and Joe out of the city of Chicago.

“You
should've let me finished them off. I had those little punks right
where I wanted them!” Joe retorted.

“There is no
doubt about that and that is exactly why I pulled you out of that
fight. It's not time yet, the boss doesn't want them taken out just
yet. Then and only then will you be allowed to finish them off for
good.”

Joe grabbed his
side and grimaced slightly. He had forgotten what pain felt like. It
had been so long since he felt physical pain. While Joe still
believed himself superior to Jason Shaw, silently he admitted that
the man was stronger than he imagined.

“Well the
boss better hurry up, I grow tired of waiting. I'm ready to put this
plan of his into action. I'm ready to wreck some stuff up!”

Joe replayed the
fight in his head. Never had he felt so alive. Jason brought out a
side of him that he wanted to tap into more. Jason made him even more
animalistic and Joe was beyond thrilled.

“The day is
nearing, soon the League of Protectors and every human will learn
that we are the superior race on this planet. Soon the government
will have no choice but to surrender itself to us! That's a day I
very much look forward to,” Seth said.

Joe huffed, “Me
too, I can't wait to meet all those that resist us in battle. I'm
going to mess them all up good!” Seth chuckled slightly at
Joe's lack of vocabulary. Clearly Joe wasn't the brains of the
operation, of any operation.

“Not gonna
lie though, I thought those traitors would present more of a
challenge than they did. I mean other than Shaw, the rest of them
weren't nothing to get excited about!” Joe said.

“Well, the
League of Protectors are glorified Post Humans. They aren't
disciplined. They aren't trained like you and me. They'd be much
tougher to face if they were.”

Seth's words echoed
that of Noah Winters. Seth stood up out of the chair; he walked over,
opened the blinds and looked out the window.

“You see
those people down there Joe?”

Joe got himself off
the table and walked over to the window.

“Those people
down there are nobodies. They are simply common humans that live
insignificant lives. Although we are anything but common, we too at
one point lived insignificant lives. Our lives changed forever the
day the boss came to us. He has made us experts at our craft and
given us a purpose. He's enhanced everything about us.”

Seth touched one of
Joe’s massive biceps, “We have abilities like a God. We
are better than humans and soon we will show the world that we are
the top of the food chain. So don’t screw this up by getting
too anxious for battle.”

Seth looked at the
visible bruises on Joe’s body. He saw the grimaces on Joe’s
face with each move he made. “That Shaw guy really did a number
on you man.”

Joe slammed his
fist through the wall in a violent tantrum. Seth looked on at the
rage Joe was displaying. It was moments like those that he was more
than happy to have Joe on his side.

“That Shaw
guy is dead the next time I see him. He got some lucky shots in, but
then again I was battling about four or five other people.”

Seth snickered,
“From what I saw, it was one on one by the time Shaw got there.
Face it; Shaw can match your strength. You’re going to have to
be smarter the next time you face him. He’s got a background in
hand to hand combat, military training and clearly knows how to
defend himself against a bigger opponent.”

Joe let Seth’s
words sink in. He didn’t like hearing what Seth had to say, but
he knew Seth was right. Deep down Joe knew his strength and
resilience was the only things he had on Jason. 


Jason was smarter
than him and had a higher skill set. If Jason was able to make a more
strategic plan of attack, Seth worried that Jason might actually
defeat Joe. That was something he kept to himself though. He wasn't
about to share that thought with Joe.

Joe was a man that
was obsessed with being the biggest and the strongest. The
possibility that Jason was better than him was driving Joe crazy. If
Joe wasn’t the strongest, then he was nothing. If he could be
defeated, then he was nothing. That was Joe’s way of thinking.

“The next
time I see that punk, I’m going to drive my fist through his
skull. By the time the fight is over, there won’t be any
question as to who the superior man is.”

Seth chuckled,
humoring his friend and partner in crime. He wasn't about to get into
another debate over who was the strongest with Joe. Doing so would
only upset the big man further. 


The doctor of the
facility the criminals were staying at walked in. He was an older
gentleman somewhere between the age of 55 and 60. He had slick gray
hair and a thick mustache. He wore thick glasses and spoke with an
Italian accent. He wasn’t a Post Human, but he was an adamant
Post Human sympathizer. He relished the opportunity to work with them
and wanted nothing more than to see the government put in their
place.

“So I walked
in a few minutes ago checking my patient charts and I must say I was
rather surprised to see your name on here Joe. Tell me, what
happened?”

Joe grunted.“That’s
none of your business old man. Just do your job and keep your mouth
closed!”

“No need to
be rude Joe,” Seth said smiling. 


“Joe found
himself in battle with someone that could actually match strength
with him.” Seth added.

“He did not
match my strength!” Joe insisted, his face turning red.

Seth, the 5’9
early 30’s something man was not an intimidating looking man,
but his abilities were. In addition to being able to create portals,
Seth was also able to absorb other Post Humans abilities. This
ability allowed him to collect and use the abilities of other Post
Humans in a variety of ways. For example, if Joe was to attack Seth,
Seth would be able to absorb Joe’s strength factor and use it
for his own. Joe wouldn’t lose his ability, but the much
smarter Seth, would likely use Joe’s ability to defeat him.
Once the war with the humans was over, Seth had every intentions on
provoking Joe so that he could absorb his abilities. Joe was so
simple minded that he would never know what hit him until it was too
late.

“This Post
Human, it must've been Jason Shaw. Am I correct?” the doctor
asked.

“Bingo,”
Seth replied.

The doctor looked
at Joe and frowned. He had heard about Jason’s involvement in
the League, but he’d never really thought of him as a threat to
Joe.

“You better
believe, the next time I see that man, I’m going to kill him!”
Joe shouted angrily.

“That’s
only if the boss let’s you!” Seth said. “For all we
know, the boss might want to recruit Jason. A man like that partnered
with you would make for an impressive team.”

Joe snarled, “I
don’t do teams!”

Seth was getting
ready to reply to Joe with some witty response, but a voice over the
loud speaker interrupted him.

“Attention
everyone the Boss requests your presence in the meeting room
immediately. I repeat the Boss requests your presence in the meeting
room immediately.”

The doctor finished
patching Joe up and gave him the go ahead. Joe and Seth gave the old
doctor parting words and then proceeded towards the meeting room. To
their left they saw Erik Masters and Kyle Stanton passing them by.
Seth gave Kyle and Erik a respectful nod. Both of them had been so
instrumental with the successful breakout. While Kyle served as a
mercenary for hire, there was no denying his services were much
needed. Without him, the plan would've likely been altered.

The inside of the
meeting room was massive. It was called the meeting room but it
looked more like a high school auditorium. The room was silent as
they waited to be addressed. Everyone inside the room had some
ability that made them extraordinary. None of their abilities though
compared to that of their boss. No one inside the room had ever seen
his face or knew much about him. All that was known was that his
power far exceeded theirs and that he was a genius on many levels.

Whoever was in
charge had orchestrated everything with careful planning and astute
attention to details. The plan was going exactly as expected and
final preparations appeared to be going into effect. 


A short man made
his way towards the podium. The man served as a messenger of sorts.
Anytime the Boss wanted a message delivered, it was through this man
that the message was sent. No one had actually seen the Boss. All
their orders came from this particular little man. Once or maybe
twice a video message of the Boss was put on display for everyone to
see, but even with the video, they couldn't get a good look at him.
The short man reached inside his pocket and pulled out a wipe. He
used the wipe to clean off the microphone in the center of the podium
and then threw it away.

“Ladies and
Gentlemen once again our leader has proven himself to be wise. His
brilliance exposed the League of Protectors for the weak traitors
that they are. Mr. Dorgan himself battled the entire League and here
he stands. Once our final attack begins, there is nothing that can
stop us. Our ranks grow each day and no government, no League, no
human can stop us!

The room erupted in
cheers! Joe's battle against the League was highly talked about, an
inspiration of sorts. Everyone concluded that if Joe Dorgan could
take on the entire League by himself, then the world stood no chance
against an army of Post Humans.

“Today is a
monumental day! For today is the day that our leader has chosen to
speak to you in person. He has been so impressed with your commitment
to this cause that he felt it was time he addressed each and every
one of you. Ladies and gentlemen I give to you the one that will lead
us to a new era of existence, I give to you our leader!”

Everyone in the
room began looking around. Chatter broke out. Everyone was anxious to
see the one they called their leader and their boss. There were loud
cheers filling the room even though no one knew who they were
cheering for exactly. There was a moment’s pause when finally
someone of significant stature levitated towards the podium. All eyes
and ears fell silent as the leader stepped forward. This leader kept
the mystery up remaining cloaked in a hooded robe. There were
whispers inside the room as the former prisoners tried to speculate
who the hooded man was. Even more so they tried to speculate why this
man was concealing his identity. No one dared ask him that though.

“My brothers,
my sisters, listen to me. I thank you all for your patience. I know
many of you have been wondering just what my plan is and why you are
here. Tonight I will answer those questions.” The mysterious
individual spoke very slowly but quite elegantly, almost seductively.

“In 2001 a
Post Human by the name of Jason Shaw revealed himself to the world.
He showed his impressive power and his superiority over humans.”

Joe rolled his
eyes. He didn’t like hearing Jason get credit for his strength.


“I sat and I
watched as the media fussed over him. Every day people seemed to fall
more and more in love with him. It was a feel good moment, but I knew
it wouldn’t last.”

The mysterious
leader looked over to the short man. He had given the short man his
cue. The short man nodded and turned on a projector. Images of
newspaper articles with the public turning against Post Humans were
shown.

“As I
predicted, the public turned on Jason and Post Humans everywhere. It
didn’t matter what they had done, if they were a Post Human,
the world was against them. This made me very sad to see.” The
short man pressed the space bar on the computer and an image of the
President was shown.

“Then this
man here took office and authorized the creation of a prison built
specifically for capturing Post Humans. I was shocked and outraged by
this. That is when I decided to no longer sit by and allow this to
continue,” the leader paused momentarily and looked out into
the audience.

“I knew I had
to make a stand, but I couldn’t do it alone. So I began
recruiting people. I began recruiting people with extraordinary
abilities. Anyone that joined was under my protection. I was able to
shield them from being sensed by the one they call Stephanie Morgan.
I was able to shield them from being on G.U.A.R.D's radar. Everything
I have done has been to protect us from these humans and traitors.
Everything I have done has been to prepare us for the new dawn. The
dawn of a new era. The dawn of the Post Humans.”

The mysterious
leader looked around. There were lots of people in the audience
visibly showing their appreciation for his actions.

“I was very
patient. I learned what I needed to learn. I acquired what I needed
to acquire. I waited as long as I needed to wait, and now I can tell
you that the wait is nearly over.”

There were cheers
breaking out into the crowd.

“We now have
an army large enough to execute a plan that has been many years in
the making. If that isn't enough to get you excited, soon, I will
make every single one of you even more powerful than you already are.
The world will have no answer for our might!”

The Post Humans
broke out into conversation creating theories on what the mysterious
leader meant by making them even more powerful. “Very soon this
war will begin and very soon this war will end! Very soon we will
reign over the humans and have them bow down before us!” 


The room erupted
with cheers and praise. The mysterious leader smiled sadistically
behind his hooded robe and walked off the stage. The
Post Humans had an army and soon they would be ready for war!
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Letting
Go of the Past





One
week had passed since the attack on Hoffman Blvd. Noah Winters or
more appropriately The Black Vigilante was out once again patrolling
the streets. It was another grueling day. There was just so much bad
intentions out there that Noah wondered if his mission was hopeless.
He had to put that thought out of his mind though. There were good
people there and he had to do whatever it took to help them. He had
to reclaim his city and make it a place that was the envy of the
world. He had a long way to go, but he was determined to do whatever
it took.

Noah seemed to be
pushed in several directions this particular night. Every time he
would put down one criminal another one would pop up. He suspected
his ride covered easily over 100 miles back and forth transporting
him to the necessary locations. There was no denying he was drained.
Although outnumbered in every situation he found himself in, Noah was
able to defeat his opponents. For seven hours Noah battled the
criminals roaming the streets. Although being a Post Human gave him
an advantage over most his opponents, Noah wasn’t invincible.

He grimaced as he
stepped out of his vehicle. Noah held his side likely indicating at
least one broken rib. While Noah wasn’t able to determine if
his rib was broke, he did know for a fact that his shoulder was
dislocated. Luckily for him, he knew how to fix it himself. These are
the times that he wished Bianca Ramirez was around more. Having
someone to heal you was certainly someone to treasure in his line of
work.

The door inside the
garage leading to the inside of the house was locked. Cursing, Noah
reached inside his pocket for his keys. He fumbled to locate them but
eventually did and pulled them out. He slid the key inside the lock
and turned the doorknob. All of the lights were out. Cautiously, Noah
walked through the house. His feet were as light as a feather; he
could sense that something was wrong. Normally, Noah would’ve
turned on the lights in the house by now but he had an eerie feeling
that someone who didn’t belong was inside his home. 


Noah slid his right
hand to his side and took off the safety on his 9mm. His enhanced
ability to smell alerted him to a distinct odor. What concerned him
was that the odor wasn’t his. This pretty much confirmed to him
that someone else was inside or had been inside.

As Noah rounded the
corner leading to a set of stairs that would take him to the second
floor, he could smell the fragrance of blood polluting the hallway.
He couldn’t place a name to the scent but it smelled oddly
familiar. The soft carpet prevented any squeaks or other alarming
sounds from giving his position away. 


There were five
rooms on the second floor. There was Noah’s bedroom, the guest
room, which was typically reserved for his younger brother whenever
he came in town to visit. There was Noah’s work room, the
bathroom and last was Noah’s personal weight room. With his gun
drawn Noah slowly opened the first door on his left. The room was
empty. ‘It couldn’t have been that easy.’ He said
to himself. He walked a few more steps and then approached the
workout room on his right. There was a half drunken bottle of water
sitting lonely by the bench where Noah left it.

Three rooms
remained. At the end of the hall straight ahead was the guest room.
Noah slowly turned the doorknob and walked in. He flashed his gun in
every direction as he inspected the room. There was no sign of an
intruder.

From the guest room
door, Noah had to turn left in order to reach the last two rooms. He
could smell someone’s blood the closer he walked. It was a
strong smell, a fresh smell. He was curious as to why he would be
smelling blood. No one else lived there and it had been months since
his younger brother last visited. Noah was even more alert, even more
on his guard. The bathroom door was already open. He gave a quick
peek inside and confirmed to himself that no one was in there.

The only room that
remained was his bedroom. Noah placed the heel of his feet down and
rolled his feet slowly and gently towards his toes onto the ground.
This strategic style of walking he hoped would help keep his
immediate position concealed. He only wished that he was wearing
softer shoes. He approached the last door; the scent of blood was
stronger the closer to the door he got. A part of Noah did not want
to walk through the door for fear of what he might find.

Any number of his
enemies could’ve been out to send him a message. What really
concerned him though was why he couldn't place the scent. He knew it
was a familiar scent but for some reason, he couldn't quite determine
who it belonged to. 


At last Noah worked
up the nerve to open the door. He took a deep breath fearing what he
would discover on the other side. With his gun firmly in his hand,
Noah opened the door and readied himself for whatever he would
encounter. To his surprise, there was still no sign of an intruder.
Cautiously, Noah walked around the room. He checked the closet and
out the window but there was no one in sight.

Noah reached into
his left pocket and pulled out his cell phone. He punched in
Stephanie’s number and then put his ear to the phone. Ring
after ring sounded off but there was no answer.

Noah exited his
room and walked back to the hallway. He knelt down to examine the
splatters of blood. He could smell the freshness of the fragrance so
he was fairly certain that whatever caused this person to bleed had
to of happened not too long ago. Noah’s senses began kicking
into overdrive. The male fragrance he sensed earlier he could smell
once more. Noah stood up and began sniffing around the room. He knew
someone else was still inside his home. 


Debris fell from
the ceiling as a masked man descended to the ground. He caught Noah
off guard and kicked him with a hellacious kick to the face. The
masked man in a uniform very similar to the one Noah wore as the
Black Vigilante charged forward and drove Noah into the wall. Noah
let out a loud grunt from the impact.

Noah slowly made
his way to his feet. He was bleeding eternally. If his ribs weren’t
broken before they were undoubtedly broken now. The masked man
reached behind his back and pulled out a long sword. Noah cursed
loudly. The masked man charged forward with the sharp end of the
sword taking the lead. Noah sidestepped to the left avoiding the
slash. The masked man twirled the sword over his head and drove it
down. Noah flipped backwards again evading a crucial strike. Noah
flipped backwards into his room and shut the door. The masked man
drove the sword through the closed door breaking a portion of it.
Noah quickly dropped to his knees and pulled out a trunk. Inside the
trunk were things vital to the life Noah once lived. None more
importantly than the long silver sword he used so often on his
missions in the past. Noah grabbed the sword just in time. 


The clanging sound
of sword hitting sword resonated off the walls. The two men circled
around one another getting a fill for one another. The two exchanged
a series of attacks each blocked and countered by the other. As the
mask man viciously swung his sword in an attempt to decapitate his
opponent, Noah dropped his head back barely avoiding contact. Noah
drove his sword into the ground sharp side down. The momentum the
masked man used left him vulnerable defensively. Noah used the man’s
aggressive swing to his advantage, and delivered a well placed closed
fist punch to the sternum of the masked man. 


The masked man’s
head dropped slightly giving Noah an idea for his next move. Noah
grabbed the masked man’s head and drove his knee into the man’s
face. He followed that move by driving his right fist into the masked
man’s face. Noah quickly flipped backwards and grabbed his
sword. He twirled it around and posed as the masked man tried to
regain his composure. The masked man furiously removed his mask
revealing himself as Kyle Stanton.

“I should've
known!” Noah shouted. “You’ve come back to try and
finish what you started?” Noah asked angrily.

Kyle spit out blood
that was in his mouth. “Did you really think you had seen the
last of me? Did you really think our last encounter was yours to
claim victory? You should've known it would take more than what you
did to kill me. You should've killed me though. You know better than
anyone never to give a wounded dog a second chance. You wounded me
brother, but you certainly didn't kill me!” 


Noah gritted his
teeth. Memories of his time spent with Kyle flooded his head. There
were so many memories, so many that he would've liked to have
forgotten. “It was you that infiltrated the prison. Who are you
working for?” Noah asked.

Kyle smiled,
“You’ll find out soon.” Kyle thought about it and
then changed his reply. “Well, your new friends will find out
soon, but unfortunately for you, you’ll be dead by then.”


Noah let out a
thunderous yell and charged Kyle with reckless abandon. He swung the
sword with all the strength he had but Kyle blocked it. The momentum
sent Noah past Kyle with his back turned away from him. Kyle hit Noah
with a hard driven elbow to Noah’s spine. Noah screamed in
agony.

“Emotions are
for the weak. One cannot display emotions when in the midst of
battle. Our master always revered you. He always considered you the
greatest of us all, but I’ve always known you were the weakest.
I’ve always known that you were the one whose emotions would
eventually get you killed. Today is that day.”

Noah struggled to
his feet. Mentally and physically he was pretty beat up. Kyle was
just as much a warrior as he was perhaps even more so. Kyle knew
everything he needed to know about Noah. He knew Noah’s
weaknesses and how to best exploit them. He took great pleasure in
seeing Noah suffer. He considered Noah’s death to be the finest
kill of his career. Unfortunately for him, what is perceived and what
is actuality are two different things. 


Kyle approached a
battered Noah confidently. He was not on his guard as he normally
would have been. Noah could see that Kyle was overconfident and he
used that to his advantage. Although he was legitimately injured,
Noah played up his injuries more than they actually were. 


“Any last
words?” Kyle asked smugly. Noah waited until Kyle was close
enough to touch.

“Yes,”
Noah grabbed a hidden blade concealed under his pants leg and drove
the blade into Kyle’s foot. Kyle cursed profusely.

“Your
greatest weakness has always been your overconfidence.” Noah
used his telekinesis to float his sword to him. He caught the sword
with his right hand and placed it right over Kyle's shoulder. 


“Do it Noah,
kill me. Do it!” Kyle demanded. 


Noah was filled
with rage. The body count in which Noah had racked up over the years
was plentiful. He wasn't a stranger to blood and death. He wasn't a
stranger to ending another man's life. Yet for all the men that Noah
had killed, for some reason, killing Kyle was something he struggled
to do.

Noah fought with
his inner self debating on if he would end Kyle's life. Kyle gave a
smirk as Noah focused his attention back on the present. “Perhaps
my greatest weakness is being too confident, but yours has always
been and always will be letting go of the past.” Kyle stated.

“Then maybe
it's time we change that!” Noah replied. 


With a loud roar,
Noah lifted the sword over his head and drove it downward. The inner
dialogue Noah had with himself proved costly. Noah's contemplation
gave Kyle just the opportunity he needed to defend himself. Mirroring
Noah's actions moments earlier, Kyle reached to his hip and pulled
out a hidden blade. He quickly lunged forward and drove the blade
into Noah's side. Noah's sword dropped to the ground as did Kyle's
hidden blade. Both men toppled over one another with neither
one of them able to inflict anymore damage.
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Separate
Ways





Another two weeks
had passed since Noah's bloody confrontation with Kyle Stanton. Kyle
limped his way out of Noah's house leaving a bloody trail that
stopped at the end of an alley. He wondered why Seth Maddox wasn't
there to teleport Seth out. Were the two not working together? Was
Seth unaware of Kyle's attacks? These were thoughts that flooded
Noah's mind as he tried to prepare himself for his next encounter
with his past.

The attack on Noah
was just the first of a string of attacks on League members. Over
those two weeks, separately each member of the League of Protectors
found themselves combating some Post Human threat. While Noah's
encounter was certainly the bloodiest, each member had to rely on
their own training to fend off their attackers.

Fortunately for
Garrett, Jason was around the day someone tried to take him out.
Stephanie too found herself catching a bit of good luck. Mr. Connors
used an inhibitor dart to subdue her attacker. It became clear that
the League was under attack and had targets on their backs. Keeping a
closer eye on each other was mandatory. The group became more focused
with their training and began taking defensive precautions.

Until the threat
could be neutralized, Mr. Connors ordered the group to operate in
pairs. Garrett moved in with Jason, Stephanie moved in with Jessica
and Bianca moved in with Noah. Mr. Connors recognized the
inconvenience of the living situation, but he saw no alternative.
This was the best way he could think of to keep his team safe. 


The bellowing
sounds of gunfire filled the practice room as target training for the
novice heroes commenced. 


“No! No! No!
Stop right now!” Noah ordered, visibly upset. His eyes were
dead locked on Garrett Blake. 


“What was
that?” Noah asked loudly. His voice echoing through the room as
he stormed towards Garrett. 


Garrett wore a
confused look on his face. “What was what?” he asked
genuinely unsure as to what he had done to rile up the already
volatile man. 


“Do you think
this is a movie? Are you some sort of Hollywood actor?” Noah
asked.

Garrett assumed
Noah’s questioning was rhetorical and so he declined answering
him. That did nothing but infuriate Noah more. Noah aggressively
placed his hands on Garrett’s shoulders and demanded an answer.
Jason Shaw zipped over and placed himself between Noah and the
defenseless Garrett.

“Take it easy
Noah!” Jason placed his hand on Noah’s chest to prevent
Noah from moving any closer. Noah stared down at the hand that was on
his chest. His eyes flicked up to catch Jason's eyes and he made it
clear that Jason needed to move his hand immediately. Jason, not one
to be intimidated met Noah's glare and kept his hand placed firmly on
Noah's chest.

Noah quickly
grabbed Jason's hand and twisted it sideways. With Jason's back now
facing Noah, Noah pushed him causing the man to stumble forward.
Jason's impeccable coordination allowed him to quickly regain his
balance. He sped over towards Noah and grabbed him by the shirt.
Jason lifted Noah three feet off the ground and held him still.
Shayne and Jackson quickly ran over to separate the two fuming men
while Jessica and Bianca watched from a distance.

“Put him down
Jason,” Shayne demanded calmly. Jason eyed Noah aggressively
before placing him back on the ground. 


“Shouldn’t
we do something?” Bianca asked.

“Sometimes
you gotta just let the men work things out for themselves,”
Jessica replied having experienced the results of too many alpha
males in the room at the same time before. Bianca rolled her eyes.
She found the male testosterone in the room to be rather unattractive
and more importantly unproductive.

“What's going
on?” Shayne asked. Out of the men in the League, Shayne was
probably the most even tempered one of them all. He never seemed to
lose his cool and had a delightfully reserved and mature demeanor
about him. 


Noah and Jason
continued their stare down, neither men wanted to break eye contact,
“Ask him!” Jason shouted, his eyes remained fiercely
locked on Noah.

“Well? What’s
the problem?”

Noah broke the
glaring stare he had on Jason and took a step back. He constantly had
to remind himself that things were different now. That he was part of
a team. He was part of an inexperienced group of heroes that needed
guidance. 


Noah pointed to
Garrett with extreme disapproval over the way in which Garrett
handled the gun he was practicing with. Garrett had the gun cocked
sideways like some low class thug polluting the streets. His aim was
way off as was his balance. While the way in which Garrett Blake held
the gun irked Noah tremendously, that wasn’t what was really
bothering him. It was the fact that Garrett showed no interest in
improving his field skills.

“This isn’t
TV, this isn't some action movie. This right here is real. This is
the real deal. Real situations. Right now you look incredibly stupid
with your gun cocked to the side like that. You look like these
idiots I see every night trying to be down. They rather look good
missing their target than to do it the right way. When you're out
here with me, you do it the right way. Real shooters, professionals,
they don't cock their guns to the side. Do it the right way! Tell him
Jason!”

Jason took a deep
breath and spoke calmly to Garrett echoing Noah's words. He spoke in
a much calmer and respectful way. Noah began to storm off. He
couldn’t deal with what he felt was total incompetence and
ignorance on Garrett’s part. 


Jessica, who was
still watching from the side elevated herself off the ground and flew
out the door after him. Jason had a perplexed look on his face as he
watched her leave off after Noah. He would never understand what she
saw in him. He couldn't comprehend why she made such an effort to be
around him and relate to him.

“What’s
that about?” Jason asked looking towards Shayne and Jackson.

“What’s
what about?” Jackson replied playing dumb. “Guess
opposites really do attract.” Jackson said grinning. He gave
his buddy a punch in the shoulder and then returned to training.

“Team, meet
me in the conference room immediately.” Mr. Connors voice
boomed over the loud speakers. Jason, Shayne, Jackson, Bianca and
Garrett stopped what they were doing and headed towards the meeting
room. It was the “immediately” part that made them move
with a hastened pace.

By the time they
arrived, Mr. Connors, Stephanie, Noah and Jessica were already
sitting down waiting patiently. Jason spotted Noah and Jessica
engaged in what seemed to be a rather friendly conversation. Jessica
looked towards Jason as he entered, but Jason quickly turned his head
so she wouldn’t see him staring.

“It looks
like we got ourselves a situation not too far from here,” Mr.
Connors said. He pulled up a map of the downtown Boston area and
placed a red dot on one of the streets.

“Stephanie
has detected a substantial power surge in this area here,” Mr.
Connors pointed to the red dotted spot on the map.

“Who are we
dealing with?” Jason asked.

Mr. Connors
minimized the Boston map visual and pulled up two files. One file was
on Erik Masters and the other on Seth Maddox.

“Erik Masters
and Seth Maddox are downtown and using their abilities. These two are
consider highly dangerous and are top priorities for G.U.A.R.D. Since
we are already in the area, Commander Sullivan has asked us to
apprehend the two individuals and bring them to G.U.A.R.D's custody.”

Mr. Connors used
the touch enable screen to enlarge the files on the two men. In the
files it indicated a detailed report on both men’s strengths
and weaknesses. He stressed the fact that Seth was able to absorb any
energy directed towards him. “As you can see, both men are high
level Post Humans whose apprehension must be a priority. Erik Masters
played a major role in the escape of the prisoners on the island. His
capture could give us clues on who’s behind these organized
attacks.” 


The meeting ended
with Jason Shaw assigning each field member their role in the
confrontation. He knew the importance of being prepared and having a
well thought out plan. The group was on their way to the Star Foxx
Jet, the latest invention courtesy of Shaw Enterprises when Stephanie
recalled them all back to the room.

“Stephanie,
what is it?” Jason asked. He seemed a bit impatient. He knew
all too well what capturing Seth Maddox and Erik Masters could do.
Bringing them in would be their biggest victory to date.

“I’m
detecting another power surge in Atlanta.”

Jason didn’t
understand why they were being called in for that bit of info.“Why
are you telling us that? Let G.U.A.R.D handle that situation.”

Mr. Connors walked
back into the room and pulled up Joe Dorgan’s file on the big
screen. “G.U.A.R.D. can’t handle this situation. We are
the only ones capable of dealing with this.”

Jason looked at the
screen with an agitated face. “How do you want to handle this
Mr. Connors?” Everyone waited anxiously to see what Mr. Connors
had in mind.

“We’re
going to have to split the team up and deal with both situations,”
Mr. Connors replied.

Chatter amongst the
group broke out. Noah immediately voiced his objections to the plan.
“It seems very likely that this could be a trap.” Noah's
eyes focused on the map in the corner of the screen indicating the
two locations of power surges.

Jason walked closer
to the map and studied it. “I agree I highly doubt this is a
coincidence.”

Mr. Connors looked
at the League and sighed. He knew far too well that the chances of
this being a coincidence were unlikely. But what choice did he have?
This was the whole purpose of the League, to deal with the situations
others couldn’t. Even though the League was still very
inexperienced, he had confidence that they would get the job done.

“So what are
the teams Jason?” Bianca asked nervously. She had no desire at
all to face Joe again.

“You all deal
with Erik Masters and Seth Maddox. I’ll deal with Dorgan,”
Jason said. The group seemed a bit surprised that Jason wanted to
face Joe Dorgan alone considering all the damage the man could do. 


Mr. Connors
immediately overruled him. “While I understand your reasons for
wanting to battle Joe alone, I must object. There is strength in
numbers and I will not have any of you guys going at this alone.”

Noah stepped
forward and volunteered his services in aiding Jason in battle.
Seconds later Jessica volunteered as well.

“No way sis,
there is no way I’m letting you battle that monster. He’ll
kill you without a seconds thought!” Jackson said. 


Jessica gave her
little brother a sympathetic look. “I have to do this Jackson.
I’ll be fine. You guys take the jet. Jason, Noah and I have our
own transportation,”Jessica looked at Noah and smiled. 


The two of them
left the room and Jason followed closely behind with a very bothered
look. Shayne, Jackson, and Bianca would head downtown to deal with
Erik and Seth. 


“May God be
with you all,” Mr. Connors said. He knew the group was about to
embark on another dangerous confrontation. 
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The
Woman in White





The Star Foxx Jet
zipped through the sky and made its way towards the downtown area.
Its bright red and black paint job was certainly an attention getter,
but that was nothing compared to the bells and whistles inside. The
engine was the fastest of its kind. Not even the military possessed
an engine as fast as the latest line of Star Foxx Jets. The Star Foxx
was equipped with a force field generator, top of the line missile
system and a cloaking device that kept the jet invisible with the
simple press of a button.

There was a growing
concern within the government over the jet. Many did not believe that
a group of Post Humans should have such technology at their disposal.
There were many that believed the assembling of jets and weapons was
just part of a large and elaborate plan. The fear mongers insisted
that the Star Foxx Jet was proof of Post Humans being a threat to
national security. They claimed it was just a matter of time before
The League used their jet to attack innocent civilians. The League
constantly had to defend themselves from the large mass of people
calling for their arrest.

Being a Post Human
in a world of humans certainly wasn’t easy, but the League did
their best to be model examples of the positive side of being a Post
Human. The jet touched down near the source of the power surge.
Shayne exited the jet first. He cautiously surveyed the nearby area
before giving Jackson and Bianca the ‘okay’ to come out.

“Protectors,
it’s so nice of you to join us!” Seth exclaimed in a
sarcastic manner. Shayne knew the man wasn't standing where he was a
second ago. He knew he didn't miss that. 


“We were
beginning to fear you guys wouldn't show up,” Erik added.

Seth looked about
at the three Protectors and noticed that they were missing half of
their members. He immediately noticed the “heavy hitters”
hadn't accompanied them. He wore a slight smirk on his face making a
mental note that his leader was right once again. The leader was
confident the League would split into two groups the moment the alert
came on their radar.

“What do you
possibly hope to accomplish here today? Our skill level is greater
than the three of yours combined. You three don't have what it takes
to stop us,” Erik stated rather smugly. 


Shayne looked
towards Jackson and smiled amusingly, Jackson smiled back. Jackson
reached inside of himself and unloaded a freeze blast that went
hurling towards Erik. Erik easily deflected the blast of ice with a
scorching ball of electric energy. He quickly returned a strong blast
of electricity back in Jackson’s direction. Shayne was there to
speed Jackson out of harm's way. 


Shayne charged
forward and swung at Seth. Seth used his speed ability to evade
Shayne’s punch. He countered with his own punch to the chest of
Shayne. Shayne found himself tumbling backwards from the impact.

“Are you ok?”
Bianca asked.

“I'm good.”

Jackson placed his
hands downward and created freezing ice on the ground which he used
to slide over to Erik. Jackson slid towards the man and froze the
left side of Erik’s body.

“Stop messing
around!” Seth called back as he charged forward towards Shayne.
Seth trapped Shayne with a wall of fire. Shayne looked surprised by
Seth’s manipulation of fire, but then he remembered that Seth
was able to absorb and use the abilities of others. “I don’t
think anyone will be distracting us now!” Seth said.

He gave Shayne a
condescending smile and charged forward. Shayne shifted his body to
the side and waited for Seth to get closer. As Seth closed in on
Shayne, Shayne delivered a flawless kick straight to Seth’s
face. The man tumbled backwards. He got up with a confused
expression.

“You might be
able to absorb abilities, but you can't mimic natural skill,”
Shayne said with a huge smile on his face. Seth was less than amused.

Seth charged
forward but was tripped by Bianca who used her phasing ability to
bypass the wall of fire.

“Nice one B!”
Shayne called out. Bianca smiled and exited the fire to check on
Jackson and Erik. Jackson and Erik found themselves engaged in a duel
between fire and electricity. Which element would prevail? Jackson
was clearly exerting more energy than Erik was, but for the time
being, neither man could get the upper hand.

“You might as
well let go. There's no way you have enough skill to overpower me!”
Erik said.

Bianca ran towards
Erik, but Erik sent a bolt of electricity that caught her pretty
well. The distraction gave Jackson the opportunity he needed. Jackson
thrust both hands forward and unleashed a gigantic bolt of ice
freezing Erik completely. He quickly ran over to check on Bianca. She
was burned pretty badly, but her healing factor would help her
recover soon. Jackson kept an eye on Erik who was still frozen from
the powerful blast. Jackson then turned his attention over to his
best friend Shayne. He couldn’t see what was taking place due
to the wall of fire. The young man unleashed another blast of ice
that melted the burning wall of fire. When Jackson looked to check on
the progress of the battle, he saw Seth lying on his back defeated.

“Now that's
what I'm talking about bro, that's how it's done!” Jackson
exclaimed. Shayne noticed Bianca and quickly ran over to her.

“She’ll
be okay. Her healing factor will take care of those burns.”
Jackson said.

Shayne dropped to
one knee and lifted Bianca into his arms.“Let’s get her
back on the jet.”

“What about
Erik and Seth?” Jackson asked. Shayne instructed Jackson to
watch the two men while he got Bianca safely on the jet.

“Shayne, this
is Stephanie do you copy?” Stephanie’s voice sounded
panicked. 


“This is
Shayne go ahead.”

“Shayne, I’m
detecting another power surge heading in your direction. The readings
on this individual are off the chart. Make sure you guys stay alert.
Watch your back.”

“Shayne!”
Jackson yelled, his voice sounded extremely desperate. Shayne did not
get a chance to end communication with Stephanie. Someone else did
that as his com link went dead. 


A powerful bolt of
energy hurled itself towards Shayne. As quick as Shayne was, the bolt
caught him by surprised and connected with a devastating blow.
Jackson looked on angrily at the one responsible for attacking
Shayne. He pushed his hands forward and let loose a ball of ice. A
woman in white who stood on the opposite end of Jackson easily evaded
the attempt.

Frustrated, Jackson
let loose with a barrage of ice balls all directed at the woman. One
by one the woman evaded the attacks and with the simplest of ease
countered with a massive ball of energy. The energy blast knocked
Jackson backwards several feet rendering him unconscious. She slowly
levitated over towards Seth and undid the binds that Shayne had put
him in. She instructed Seth to unfreeze Erik. On command, Seth used
his recently acquired fire ability to melt the ice away. 


“Did we beat
them?” Erik asked as melted ice dripped from his body.

“No thanks to
you!” the woman hissed. 


“After such
success with the prison escape, I was expecting quite a bit more from
you. The Leader will not be pleased to hear of your short comings.”

The woman in white
looked around for something. She had a look of panic, like she had
lost something valuable to her. “Where’s the girl?”
Seth and Erik looked around the area but saw no sign of Bianca or the
jet.

“Get us out
of here. Make sure you grab those two, they're coming with us,”
she hissed. The woman gave another quick look around the area for
Bianca but Bianca was no were to be found. 


Bianca waited until
the woman in white, Erik, and Seth left before she uncloaked the Star
Foxx Jet. She quickly dialed Mr. Connors and apprised him of the
situation.
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The
Heavyweights





The local police
fired on Joe Dorgan ineffectively. Bullet after bullet plunged
forward and bounced right back off the massive man. Joe laughed
hysterically as he continued down the street of the small suburban
area fifteen miles outside of downtown Atlanta. Joe hurled cars
through house windows and garages for the hell of it. He smashed cars
into the shape of basketballs and chucked them at the police.
Overwhelmed, police officers did their best to evade the onslaught of
Joe's wrath.

“This is
getting out of control Lou!” one of the police officers said to
his fellow officer.

“Getting?
This was out of control the minute that freak stepped foot in our
direction. We need G.U.A.R.D immediately.”

“G.U.A.R.D
can't do anything against this guy. We need those freaks to combat
this freak. We need the League of Protectors!” the other
officer said.

As if on cue,
Jason, Jessica and Noah dropped down in front of the officers. The
heavyweights so to speak had arrived.

“Fall back
gentlemen, let us take it from here,” Jason said.

“I certainly
hope you guys can do something about this man. He's going to destroy
the whole city at this rate!” the first officer said.

“We’ve
got this Sir, grab your men and get out of here.”

The police officers
had no problem following that particular order. No one in their right
mind wanted to combat Joe Dorgan.

“You and I
have some unfinished business Shaw!”Joe shouted.

Joe charged towards
Jason completely disregarding Jessica and Noah's presence. Noah
noticed one of the damaged vehicles nearby and used his telekinesis
to lift the vehicle off the ground. Using heavy concentration, Noah
chucked the vehicle towards Joe. Joe swatted the vehicle away as if
it was a bug. Noah quickly concentrated on another vehicle and moved
his hands forward. The vehicle shook a bit before leaving the ground.
Noah motioned his hands forward and the vehicle hurled itself at Joe.
This time, Noah motioned the vehicle to make contact with the lower
part of Joe’s body. The flying vehicle cut low and tripped
Joe’s feet, causing Joe to fall.

He was more
embarrassed than hurt, but still found it necessary to turn his
attention to Noah.

“Guess you
should've paid more attention to us as well,” Jessica said.

Joe made a sound
that could be best described as that of a bear or maybe a lion. Noah,
Jason and Jessica looked at one another perplexed by the weird sound
the man had just made. 


“I think he's
taking this animalistic nature thing a bit too seriously,”
Jessica stated.

Severely pissed,
Joe grabbed the vehicle responsible for tripping him and angrily
threw it at Noah. Noah used a massive force of concentration to
create a force field. The car bounced off the force field and fell
hard to the ground. Joe was visibly angered.

“What’s
wrong? Not having much fun?” Jessica asked with the intentions
of keeping Dorgan off his game. The group had to remember that Joe
Dorgan was strong, very strong, but he wasn't the smartest one
around. Their intentions were to keep him unfocused and frustrated.

“I’m
just getting warmed up little lady, just you wait, you three will be
begging for me to spare your lives soon enough!”

The massive man
charged forward but was caught with a well concentrated energy blast
from Jason. Joe looked surprised.

“You didn’t
think you saw the extent of my abilities did you?” Jason asked.
His face was lit up with amusement as Joe looked at them with a
perplexing look. What you saw was me holding back. What you saw was
me trying to remind myself that your life has meaning, that it has
value. You seem intent on being destructive, so I have no choice but
to show you just how destructive I can be as well!”

Joe slapped himself
in the face, psyching himself up to unleash even more carnage. He
walked across the street and grabbed two cars that were parked in the
driveway. Joe used the two cars as shields and charged forward.

“Fall back!”
Jason ordered Jessica and Noah. With a car in each hand, Joe lifted
the cars over his head and drove it downward. Jessica dodged to her
left just in the nick of time. Joe swung the other car but Jason
punched a hole right through the center of the vehicle.

“Give it up
Joe; you aren’t going to win this fight.” Jason drove
Joe’s arm backwards forcing the massive man off balance. Joe
began to stumble. He threw the car in his right hand at Jason, but
Jason caught it with ease. Jason threw the car back at Joe, but Joe
used the car in his left hand as a baseball bat. The cars connected
with one another and found themselves heading towards Jessica.

“Look out!”
Noah pleaded as Jessica seemed unaware of the incoming danger. Noah
used his telekinesis to redirect the incoming vehicle. 


Jessica smiled and
Noah smiled back. Jason found himself distracted by the quick moment
Jessica and Noah shared. Before he knew it, Joe was lifting him off
the ground by the throat. Joe slammed Jason to the ground forcefully.
He proceeded to drive left and right fists into Jason's face and
sternum. The street shook and cracks formed all down the road. After
several brutal blows, Joe grabbed Jason with one hand and lifted him
off the ground. He gave Jason a wink right before driving him back
down to the ground again. Blood poured out of Jason’s mouth.

“This is a
good look for you soldier boy,” Joe said mockingly. Noah
charged forward with fluid motion and evaded the massive arm Joe
swung. Noah found himself on Joe’s left side. He twirled and
drove his left elbow into Joe's ribs. Noah quickly shifted his body
and delivered a straight closed fist punch to Joe's face using his
right hand. The punch had Joe wheeling. 


This was Noah's
moment. If he was in costume he would've taken out his sword and
ended Joe right then and there, but that wasn't an option. Instead,
Noah quickly followed the straight fist punch with a devastatingly
well placed kicked to Joe's kneecap. Chopping the big man down to his
level, Noah concluded his attack with an off the ground spinning kick
to the head.

Joe fell to the
ground lying flat on his back. Jessica and Jason both watched the
exchange thoroughly impressed by Noah's skill. At that moment Jason
thought to himself, Noah wasn't someone he wanted to fight to the
death. Noah pressed on. He moved forward and leaped off the ground
hoping to land a effective blow to Joe's head, but this time Joe was
ready for him. As Noah came back down, Joe caught him by his right
leg and flipped him up in the air. Joe quickly got off his back and
caught Noah mid air and slammed the former assassin hard to the
ground.

Jason grimaced,
knowing exactly how painful that was for Noah. Jessica lounged
forward. She lounged straight into Joe and drove him back into a stop
sign. She stood tall realizing this was the first time she landed an
offensive move on the massive man. Joe got back to his feet and
started swinging wildly. For Joe, there was nothing worse than having
a woman best him. That was something he had to correct immediately. 


Jessica flew above
Joe to avoid his wild swings. Joe was getting madder by the minute.
He swung and swung at her but he missed each time. As Joe got madder
his height and size began to increase. He again swung at Jessica and
this time caught her leg. He aggressively threw Jessica as far as he
could.

Jason was now back
to his feet. He readied himself and took flight ready to rejoin the
fight. He didn't get too far when he felt the breeze of Jessica
flying passed him. At first he thought she was falling back, but he
quickly realized that she was flying involuntarily. Jason rapidly
turned directions and flew with lightning speed after her. The young
woman was just out of his reach and she plunged downward into a small
lake several miles from where she was thrown.

“Jessica!”
Jason screamed. He dove into the lake after her. Many of the
neighbors were either outside watching or looking on from one of
their windows. Just about all of them were capturing footage of the
fight. “Jessica can you hear me?” Jason asked
frantically. There was no response. “Jessica, please answer me!
Are you okay?” 


Again there was no
response. Jason looked down towards Noah and noticed he was
struggling with Joe. He turned his attention back to Jessica and laid
her down on the ground. He began performing mouth to mouth on her and
desperately prayed for a response.

“Jessica!”
Jason shook the young woman hoping for some sort of response. Still
there was nothing. He again performed mouth to mouth on her, and this
time she started to cough. She coughed up a big gulp of water. She
looked around her surroundings and looked completely dazed and
confused.

“Jason?”

“You're okay,
I've got you.” 


“Thank you,
now go help Noah.” Jessica replied tiredly. Jason nodded and
flew back towards Noah and Joe. 


Joe had the upper
hand and his latest attack left Noah wheeling. Jason swooped low and
caught Joe's massive fist just before Joe could deliver another fist
to Noah's face. Joe broke Jason's hold and shoved him backwards.

“You seemed
awfully concerned over that woman back there,” Joe said. Joe
threw another punch and yet again Jason caught the attempt. Jason's
face was red with anger. He bent Joe’s arm and used his left
hand to deliver a crushing uppercut to Joe’s chin. Joe tumbled
backwards. 


Noah used a leg
sweep to get Joe off his feet. The massive man hit the ground hard.
The impact of his fall shook the ground. It caused an incoming
driver, that seemed oblivious to the battle taking place to lose
control. 


The car spiraled
wildly. Noah used his telekinesis to catch the car and safely bring
it to a stop. Noah concentrated and gently the car landed on the
ground. He gingerly walked over and checked on the driver and the
passenger. Besides a few bumps and bruises, the civilians were fine.
Noah instructed them to get as far away from the battle as they
could. 


When Noah turned
back around, he found himself hit with a massive energy blast that
caught him near the shoulder. His flesh burned and the pain caused
Noah to fall to the ground. He cursed through gritted teeth as the
pain from the blast felt unbearable. He had been hit with blasts
before but this particular blast was so much more devastating. Noah
looked around for Jason and Jessica. He discovered that they suffered
the same fate as him. Noah tried to force himself back to his feet,
but the pain was too unbearable. Noah noticed a woman in white
approaching him just before he succumbed to the pain and fell
unconscious.

The woman in white
looked down at Joe, who was still lying on the ground from the
beating he took. “Unbelievable. You too? Aren't you suppose to
be the most dangerous man in the world? The most powerful man and you
couldn't even take these amateurs out? Pathetic!” the woman
exclaimed. 


The woman in white
knew exactly who Joe Dorgan was but she wasn't the least bit
intimidated. Joe looked at her as if she was crazy. “Listen
here little lady, no one yells at me I’m…”

Before Joe Dorgan
could finish telling her his name, the woman opened her hand and by
sheer will power forced Joe to start choking.

“Silence!”
she demanded. Joe’s eyes grew angry as he tried to speak, but
nothing came out. “Do not speak unless spoken to animal. I am
not someone that will tolerate insubordination. Keep your mouth
closed. If you had done what you were supposed to do, I wouldn't have
to come here and clean up your mess.”

The woman looked
back to where Seth Maddox was standing. She instructed him to
teleport them all to the predetermined location. Seth nodded and in a
flash the entire group of Post Humans on scene disappeared.
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All
that Remains





“Where are
they?” Mr. Connors asked nervously, “Tell me you can
track their location!" The worried man sat at the desk inside
his office. Five of his members were currently captured by a group of
equally impressive Post Humans. All that remained of the group was
Bianca Ramirez, Garrett Blake and Stephanie Morgan. Bianca was the
only one remaining that had any sort of real life experience in the
field. That experience however, wasn't going to do much against the
likes of Erik Masters, Seth Maddox, Kyle Stanton or even worse, Joe
Dorgan.

Bianca's ability
was mainly used as a defensive and healing measure. With her phasing
ability, if she grabbed hold of another member, Bianca could phase
them out of dimension preventing them from being attacked. Her gifts
would allow her to heal herself and others. Combat however was not
part of Bianca's repertoire. Her skills were tremendously lacking in
that department.

“Sir, she
might not be able to detect anything but I can! I'm fairly confident
someone with similar abilities as her own are somehow blocking
Stephanie from detection.” Garrett exclaimed. The young tech
master came rushing in the room with a laptop in hand. “Sir,
one of the tracking locators came back online a few minutes ago.”


Mr. Connors had a
perplexed look on his face. When The League was captured, the
tracking locators went offline. This was an easy indicator that the
locators were destroyed.

“Shaw
Enterprises had been working on a more advanced tracking locator for
the military, but it was still in the early stage of development.”
Garrett looked at his laptop with excitement and continued talking.
“Jason and I were discussing implementing this upgrade into The
League’s bag of technology. The idea was that in the event of
the locating device being destroyed, it would send out a signal burst
that could be traced on our network! Jason must have been wearing the
prototype because sure enough a few minutes ago a faint signal showed
up on my system!”

Mr. Connors clapped
his hands. Garrett's news was the first bit of good news he had
received since learning the group was captured. There was still hope
in finding his team.

“Where are
they?”

“They are
approximately 15 miles from downtown Chicago.”

Mr. Connors had a
solemn look on his face. Now that he had the location of his members,
he needed to figure out how to rescue them. Without his regular field
members available, the likelihood of a successful rescue attempt
seemed unlikely. Was this a mission he should contact G.U.A.R.D
about? Would they even be willing to aide in such an attempt?

After passing all
League mandated mission return protocols, Bianca walked into the room
dressed in all black with a gun firmly placed in a side holster.

“That's a new
look for you Bianca. I guess staying with Noah has opened up your
rebel side,” Garrett said. He wasn't sure if he was afraid or
turned on by Bianca's new look. She definitely had the fiery attitude
to match the new look.

“I’m
just waiting for the assignment. I'm ready for whatever the mission
is,” she replied.

Mr. Connors was
impressed with her enthusiasm. Garrett raised his eyebrow. He knew as
well as Mr. Connors did that Bianca wasn’t going to be able to
do much against the likes of Seth and company.

“Orders for
what? I know you aren’t thinking about going back out in the
field to try and rescue the team!” Garrett's voice sounded very
condescending but he was really just concerned about her.

“And what if
I am?” she fired back.

Garrett huffed.
“You've got about as much chance saving them as I do hooking up
with Jessica!”

Bianca rolled her
eyes. She wasn't going to dignify that statement with a reply.
Instead, she turned her attentions to Mr. Connors and pleaded her
case. She knew she wouldn’t last in a fight against Seth and
the rest of his group. But if she could somehow manage to get in
undetected, she was confident she could free the League and mount an
escape.

Mr. Connors wasn’t
too keen on that idea of sending Bianca back out in the field by
herself, but he didn't see too many other options. After several
minutes of deliberating, Mr. Connors agreed that Bianca slipping in
undetected was their best course of action. Well, it was their only
course of action. Mr. Connors immediately felt sick to his stomach at
the decision he had made, but this was part of the responsibility of
being a leader. It meant you had to make the tough decisions. Bianca
smiled at the decision. She too was extremely worried, but she was
confident she could get the job done.

“Garrett you
will be going with her,” Mr. Connors said. 


Garrett Blake
quickly shook his head in protest. He wanted no part in the field and
he made that clear to Mr. Connors from the start.

“You are a
part of this team Mr. Blake and right now your team needs you more
than ever. Right now, Bianca needs you more than ever. She might be
able to phase inside the building undetected, but how will she get
pass the automated security settings? I need you there to shut it
down.”

Garrett did not
feel comfortable at all with the idea of being in the field. As much
as he wanted to help his team, he didn't think he was capable of
doing so from the field.

“Mr. Blake,
being in The League of Protectors means protecting others. It doesn’t
mean we protect only when the odds are in our favor, it means we
protect regardless of the odds. The odds are against us. Ms. Ramirez
can't do this alone. Are you going to help her or was I wrong about
you?”

Garrett Blake stood
there soaking in everything that Mr. Connors had just said. He
contemplated for a moment and then agreed to help as best he could.
“I’m going to need a gun,” Garrett held his hand
out and waited. Hesitantly, Mr. Connors pulled out a spare gun
resting inconspicuously inside a hidden compartment in his desk.
Garrett seemed to contemplate with himself on saying something else
but thought better of it.

“Good luck,”
Mr. Connors said.

“We’re
going to need it,” Garrett replied dreadfully as he followed
Bianca out of the office down to the lower levels, where the jet was
being stored.

He reluctantly slid
into the pilot’s seat. He had no fear of flying the jet as he
was arguably the team’s best pilot, but he did fear what would
happen after he landed it.

“So, you have
any idea how we’re going to do this? Bianca asked.

She was really
hoping he had a clue because she certainly didn’t.

“Yeah, I have
a few ideas,” Garrett said modestly. Garrett was a top rank
player on several war strategy games and he hoped some of that game
knowledge would work in a real life situation.

“Are any of
them good ideas?” Bianca asked.

Garrett chuckled
slightly, “Probably not, but here goes!” Garrett hit the
turbo accelerator on the jet and pushed forward to Chicago.
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Rescue
Attempt





The cloaked jet
touched down near where the League was being held captive. Garrett
began having second thoughts about the rescue operation and was
seriously considering abandoning the mission. Bianca was also feeling
a bit apprehensive about the situation she volunteered herself for.
She began playing different scenarios through her head, all of which
ended with her and Garrett being captured.

“What do you
say we head back to headquarters and wait for some of those G.U.A.R.D
agents to help us?” Garrett asked. He felt like a punk for
making the suggestion. Bianca immediately shot the idea down. She
knew by the time G.U.A.R.D agents arrived on the scene the likelihood
of a rescue opt would have been greatly diminished.

“So how do
you want to do this?” she asked.

Garrett shook his
head, “I don’t want to do this!” 


“Me either,
but we’re going to anyway!”

Garrett landed and
cloaked the jet as the two arrived at the location where the League
was being held. Bianca took the lead and approached the side of the
warehouse building.

“Wait! Don’t
phase in yet!” Garrett hissed seconds before Bianca phased
herself into the building.

“Garrett
we’re doing this so get over it!” The young woman turned
back around towards the wall and began phasing through it. Garrett
again stopped her.

“What’s
your problem?” Bianca was becoming very agitated with what she
perceived as Garrett’s cowardliness. 


“You're going
to be caught if you phase in at this location.”

Bianca looked at
him curiously. “Why do you say that?”

Garrett looked at
the hand held device he was holding and pointed to three red dots.

“What’s
that?”

“This little
device detects heat signatures. Each red dot indicates where a person
is inside the building.”

Bianca hit Garrett
in the arm and smiled. “Don't you think you should've mentioned
you had this fancy little device from the start?”

“So how do we
tell which ones are our guys?” Bianca asked.

Garrett thought for
a moment. There wasn’t any real way for them to detect which
red dots were League members and which ones weren’t.

“So we've
only got a slight advantage.”

“Yeah, I
guess so,” Garrett replied.

Garrett looked at
the device and walked towards a section that indicated no red dots.
He glanced up towards Bianca and nodded.

“Here we go,”
she said. Bianca took Garrett by the hand and phased them both
through the solid wall. Garrett nearly threw up when he reached the
other side.

“Oh come on,
it wasn't that bad!” Bianca said.

Garrett's face was
flush red. “That’s easy for you to say, you do this all
the time!” Bianca rolled her eyes as she listened to Garrett
complain. “Quiet, we don’t want to get caught,” she
whispered. 


Garrett and Bianca
continued walking around the warehouse, “So what do we do now?”
he asked.

“Check to see
if any of those red dots has a group of five. That’s most
likely where we’ll find them.” Garrett did as instructed
and smiled at his findings. On the east side of the building, the
device showed twelve red dots. Seven red dots spread out around the
room and five red dots that seemed to be lined up around each other.

“This room
has to be it!” he said louder than he should have as he pointed
to the room on the device. Bianca placed a finger over her mouth
motioning for him to be quiet. “Sorry,” he whispered.

Garrett led the way
to the room while Bianca followed closely behind him. The two
couldn’t have traveled more than a couple of feet when he
abruptly stopped walking. Moving quickly, he grabbed Bianca and hid
behind a stack of crates. Silently the two hid as loud vulgar men
neared the corner towards them. The hand held device Garrett was
holding indicated four men approaching. Garrett and Bianca looked at
each other, neither one of them were able to hide the fear that was
written all over their faces.

“What do we
do?” Bianca whispered.

“Nothing,
hopefully they’ll pass by without noticing us.”

The loud men
continued walking in Garrett and Bianca’s direction. The theme
of their conversation was on the appealing assets of certain women
they worked with. 


“Do all men
talk like that?” Bianca asked. She was very insulted by the way
in which these particular men objectified women. She had a burning
desire to reveal herself to these men and give them a piece of her
mind.

“No, not all
men talk like that. I most certainly do not.”

“Good, I’d
kick you where the sun don’t shine if you ever did!”

Garrett refrained
from laughing at Bianca’s semi serious threat.

“What about
that Jessica chick we got tied up back there? Man I’d love to…”

“They are not
to be touched! Any of them!” one of the men said cutting the
other one off.

“I know I’m
just saying…”

“Well get the
thought out of your head. The boss would kill us if anything happens
to them; he’s got big plans for them all.” The four men
continued walking. Their conversation was now about celebrities they
wanted to hook up with.

“That was
close!” Garrett said. He checked to make sure the coast was
clear and then proceeded out from behind the crates. “They
should be in the next room on the left.” Garrett checked the
device to make sure the red dots were still in the same spot. The two
of them approached the room each looking at the other to make the
first move.

“So how do we
get them out? Bianca asked. “There's still seven bad guys in
there.”

Garrett tried to
think of a brilliant tactical plan but nothing came to mind. Field
tactics was more Jason and Noah's thing, so instead he came up with
the best plan he could think of. He prayed his ridiculous plan
wouldn't backfire on them.

“Are you sure
about this?” Bianca asked hesitantly after Garrett explained
the plan to her. 


“Not at all,
but I don't have a better idea!”

“Okay.”
Bianca took a deep breath and then phased inside the room revealing
herself to the seven hostiles. Garrett hid behind the other side of
the wall waiting for Bianca to draw the men out. “Hey is this
the place where all the guys looking to overthrow the human race hang
out?” she asked sarcastically. The seven men looked around at
each other confused by her presence.

“Who are
you?” one of the men finally asked.

“Who are
you?” Bianca replied back.

The men did not
find Bianca’s smart aleck comments and replies amusing in the
least. The men were so engaged in their conversation with Bianca that
they didn’t notice the green light on the inhibitor chains
placed around the necks of the League members had turned off. Garrett
smiled with great satisfaction as he slid the hand device back into
his pocket. His connection with electronics aided him in shutting
down the inhibitor chains remotely.

“Good to go,
get out of there,” Garrett said to Bianca.

“Well
gentlemen I’ve got to go, been nice chatting with you.”
Bianca phased back outside the room while three of the men followed
after her.

Noah was the first
member of the group to recover from the effects of the inhibitor
collar around his neck. It took more strength than usual, but Noah
used his telekinesis to rip the hinges off the gate that was keeping
him captive.

“What the…?”
one of the men said after noticing Noah breaking himself out of the
gate.

“He’s
loose, shoot him!” another one shouted. The guards aimed their
weapons at Noah and readied themselves with the task of shooting
Noah.

“Don’t
shoot! The boss doesn’t want them harmed unless absolutely
necessary,” a third man said.

The men and Noah
were at a standstill. “Get back in that cage freak,” one
of the men ordered. Noah looked at the man and chuckled. The man's
words didn’t mean much to Noah.

“I said get
back in your cage!” the man said again, this time with a
slightly harder tone. Again though, Noah disregarded the guard.

Noah slowly made
his way towards Jessica’s cell to free her. The men looked
around at each other unsure exactly how to proceed. The man that was
doing most of the talking cocked his gun and gave Noah his last
warning. Growing tired of hearing the same thing, Noah used his
telekinesis and whipped the gun out of the man's hand.

They watched as the
gun fell to the ground. Fearing they too would suffer a similar fate,
they opened fire. Noah projected a protective force field around the
area of The League members to ensure their safety. Quickly, Noah made
his way towards the men knocking the guns out of their hand. They
were no match for Noah and submitted defeat relatively quickly.

By now the effects
of the inhibitor wore off Jason, and he used his amazing strength to
break free from his cell. One by one he ripped open the cells of his
other teammates as well.

“Let’s
get a move on; we need to take care of the rest of the men before
they get Bianca,” Garrett said. He had rushed in the room after
he was certain the threat was taken care of. Jason and company looked
genuinely surprised to see Garrett involving himself in a dangerous
mission.

“Of all the
rescue opts that could've been executed, never did I imagine you'd be
the one leading it,” Noah said. He slapped Garrett slightly
hard across the back as he passed Garrett by.

“You're
welcome,” Garrett mumbled as he winced a bit from the heavy
handed slap on the back. Garrett pulled out the device in his pocket
and frowned.

“What is it?”
Jason asked.

“Trouble!”
Garrett replied.

The group didn’t
need Garrett to clarify his words. Heavy footsteps of several men
frantically approaching could be heard a mile away.

“Garrett, how
many heat signatures are you detecting besides that of our own?”
Jason asked. Garrett stared at the device and counted the red dots.
He gave the device another look and counted again to be sure.

“I’m
counting twenty two red dots Jason.”

“Twenty two?
That's a lot of dots!” Jackson said stating the obvious.

The group looked
around at each other with a bit of concern. None of them were up to
100 percent strength yet and the last thing they wanted to do was
battle overwhelming numbers, even if their opponents weren’t
Post Humans.

“I’ll
take the lead on this one,” Jason said. He took a step forward
and then turned back to face Noah. “Stay back and use your
force field to provide protection for the group.” Noah nodded.
Jason then looked towards the rest of the group. “You guys
might have amazing abilities, but a bullet to the head will certainly
put an end to that, so all of you make sure you stay behind the force
field.”

The group agreed.
Jason stood tall in front of the group waiting patiently for the
guards to arrive. His broad shoulders looked mighty intimidating as
the guards approached. Jason was seconds away from unleashing an
offensive attack when he noticed Bianca shackled by one of the
guards. They had placed an inhibitor around her neck preventing her
from phasing away to safety.

“Stop right
there or the girl gets it!” a guard ordered. Jason begrudgingly
canceled his attack. “It seems we have a bit of a situation,”
the guard said calmly.

“How do you
suggest we solve it?” Jason asked equally calm.

The guard looked
around at the rest of the guards and contemplated what his reply
would be. After seeing the inhibitor collar around Bianca’s
neck, Jason figured the guards had more on them. Going back into the
cage was not an option for Jason and the rest of the team.

“I need you
and your men to understand that we are leaving out of here, all of
us. I would prefer to do so peacefully. You are no match for me and I
do not wish to harm you,” Jason said calmly.

The guards had no
intentions on surrendering. “How about you surrender and we’ll
refrain from putting a bullet in your head!”

Jason looked at his
team and they were all in agreement that negotiations on the matter
was done, it was time for action.

“Garrett,
you’re up,” Jason said.

“Huh?”

“The collar
Garrett, disable the collar!” Jason mumbled rather annoyed.
Garrett's eyes grew big and he quickly tapped the hand device and
began keying a series of numbers.

“What’s
that? What’s he doing?” one of the men asked.

The man in charge
of the holding facility wasn’t sure exactly what Garrett was
doing, but he knew it wasn’t anything good. The guard whipped
his weapon towards Garrett, but before he could fire, Jason hit him
with a precisely tamed energy blast. The energy blast knocked the
guard back. Jason made sure the blast wasn’t lethal.

“Got it!”
Garrett shouted. Jason looked towards Bianca, who nodded in
confirmation.

“Shayne go
get her, Noah and I will provide cover,” Jason instructed.
Shayne zipped pass Jason and headed Bianca’s way. Jason and
Noah used tamed energy blasts and telekinesis to push the guards
back. The well organized attack prevented the guards from focusing
their attention on Shayne. The diversion gave Shayne the opening he
needed to recover Bianca without being harmed.

“Bianca? Can
you hear me?” Shayne asked as he laid his woozy teammate down
to the ground. Bianca nodded to Shayne.

“How’s
she doing?” Jason asked.

“She’s
fine, just a bit woozy,” Shayne replied.

Jason was glad to
hear that she was okay. He turned his attention to Noah and
instructed him to concentrate only on the protective force field.
Noah reestablished the force field and fell back allowing Jason to
take over. Half of the guards concentrated on bringing Jason down
while the other half attempted to bring the force field down.

“Hey, will my
cyrokinesis or Shayne's pyrokinesis go through this force field?”

“I was
wondering why you two weren't firing on them. Yeah, blast those
fools!” Noah said.

Jackson looked at
Shayne and smiled, “It's blasting time!” He shouted
slightly changing one of his favorite comic book character's catch
phrases. 


Shayne looked at
him with disapproval,“That's by far the lamest thing you've
ever said!”

“Whatever
dude, that was awesome!”

“It most
certainly was not.” Shayne said.

“You two stop
talking and focus on the mission!” Noah shouted.

Jackson and Shayne
turned their attention back to the situation at hand. Jackson
concentrated carefully and began freezing the weapons the guards were
using. He wanted to make sure he didn’t freeze any body parts
of the guards; doing so would be fatal to them. They weren't Post
Humans so they didn't have the type of durability that most Post
Humans had.

“All done
here,” Jackson said. “Think we should help Jason?”

The group watched
as Jason easily defeated the guards one by one. His dense body
structure made it extremely difficult for the guards to do any damage
to him. Without the assistance of a Post Human or weapons strong of
enough to penetrate his thick skin, the guards were pretty much
powerless against him. As the guards succumbed to defeat, Noah
released the protective force field. The League walked forwards
towards Jason and looked around at his handy work.

“Nice job
guys, this is the best we’ve worked together as a team,”
Jason said. Even though none of their opponents had Post Human
abilities, the guards were still a threat.

“So, what do
we do with these guys?” Bianca asked.

“I was
wondering if anyone would come to your aide,” a voice
resonating from one of the higher levels of the warehouse said.
“These guards you defeated here today were nothing. There is
nothing special about any of them. This escape of yours you should
enjoy it while you can, because what's coming next you won't be able
to escape from. I suggest you go back to your little facility and
train some more, because we are many and we're better in every
conceivable way. I wish you the best of luck, you are most certainly
going to need it.”

Jason used his
tremendous sight to identify the identity of the man talking. It was
Seth Maddox.

“We will see
you again soon,” Seth said. With a bright blinding flash, Seth
and the guards vanished. 


“I’m
getting really sick of that!” Jackson shouted. 


“Bianca this
is Connors do you copy?”

“Yes sir, the
mission was a success, we're on our way back to the jet now.”

Mr. Connors was
glad to hear that. “Change of plans, I’ve uploaded a set
of coordinates on the Star Foxx computer system. We have a serious
situation on our hands. Meet me there immediately!”
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Blueranium





The room was
silent. Jason Shaw and the rest of the League of Protectors sat
quietly in the dark room inside one of the many G.U.A.R.D facilities
located around the world. Everyone in the group was curious as to why
they were being summoned. There was some concern that they were in
trouble, that for some reason they were the ones being rounded up and
thrown into the prison on the island.

No one from the
League knew why they were summoned to this particular location. Mr.
Connors was very brief with his transmission and the agents on site
offered up nothing but an occasional defensive glance. The agents in
the room with were dressed in field attire and had their hands on
their weapons. Jason and Noah gave each other a look. A non verbal
agreement of sorts to be ready for anything.

Garrett paced
around the room anxiously while the others did their best to remain
calm. Jason and Noah had their best poker face showing. With Jason’s
military background and Noah’s assassin training, the two men
knew how to remain calm in what they both feared was a bad situation.

Neither men shared
their suspicions with the rest of the group, but the thought was
clearly on both of their minds. Jessica and Bianca sat on wooden
chairs in the back of the room. Both women were running scenario
after scenario as to what they were doing in this room.

Jackson and Shayne
were both on their cell phones. Jackson angrily cursed as he tried to
beat the last level of some racing game, while Shayne logged on to
check his school email. Jackson teased his best friend for being so
concerned about school. Here they were in some secret government
facility and Shayne's focus was on school.

As the group
continued waiting impatiently for some sort of explanation, Mr.
Connors, Commander Sullivan and his senior agents engaged in intense
discussions. On the table inside Commander Sullivan’s briefing
room were several laptops and dozens of manilla folders spread out.

Agent Hardine
walked in side by side with the Commander. He gave Garrett a
respectful wave as he passed by. The time on the island together was
enough time spent for Garrett to earn the agent's respect. Agent
Hardine skimmed through important documents while Commander Sullivan
and Mr. Connors studied files on the laptops.

“How did this
happen?” I assumed your headquarters was one of the most secure
places in the world.” Mr. Connors said.

Commander Sullivan
had a very disturbed look on his face. He had thought the same thing,
but unfortunately he was wrong. Commander Sullivan stood up and began
pacing around the room. He was filled with much anger and looked as
if he was ready to explode.

“We're going
to figure that out now. Rewind the footage just moments before the
alarm sounded and play it back,” Commander Sullivan ordered one
of his many agents. Agent Mercedes Hilton nodded and did as
commanded.

Agent Hilton, a
woman in her late twenties and of Hispanic descent played back the
tape and watched the footage along with everyone else in the group
intensely.

“There, stop
the footage right there!” Commander Sullivan shouted pointing
emphatically at the screen.

“Mercedes,
who is that?” Agent Hilton studied the figure on the screen
carefully.

“That’s
Agent Houston Sir,” she replied.

Immediately all
eyes fell on Agent Houston who was in the room with them sitting next
to Agent Hardine. No sooner than everyone focused their attention on
him, the G.U.A.R.D agents in the room pointed their weapons on him.

“What’s
going on here?” Agent Houston asked. The man was very confused
and feared for his life.

“Fast forward
to the end of the footage,” Commander Sullivan ordered Agent
Hilton. Agent Hilton did as instructed, but just as the footage was
about to reveal what happened next, the feed cut. “Convenient!”
Commander Sullivan exclaimed with a disapproving tone.

“What’s
going on? Why are you pointing weapons at me?” Agent Houston
asked.

“The footage
clearly shows you breaking into the vault. Do you deny that being
you?” Commander Sullivan asked. His voice was hard and
unsympathetic.

“Yeah I deny
it! I was on the other end of the facility getting in some target
practice,” Agent Houston said, he was trying his best not to
sound afraid.

“Open up the
camera feed in the target room and play it side by side with the feed
of Agent Houston approaching the vault,” Commander Sullivan
instructed.

Agent Hilton
pressed the corresponding command codes to do what Commander Sullivan
ordered. Everyone watched the footage side by side and was surprised
by the results. The camera feed indeed showed Agent Houston getting
in target practice and at the same time it showed Agent Houston
breaking into the vault.

“Any
tampering with the time stamps?” the Commander asked.

“No sir, I
checked the stamps several times. There was no tampering done,”
Agent Hilton replied.

“So then
how's this situation to be explained?”

“The footage
of Agent Houston being at two locations at once along with the trail
of dead bodies suggest one explanation,” Noah said.

“What's
that?” the Commander asked.

“The shape
shifter, Kyle Stanton,” Jason replied catching on to where Noah
was going.

Commander Sullivan
looked over to Noah for confirmation. Noah nodded agreeing with
Jason's assumption. Commander Sullivan was visibly upset. Agent
Houston however was extremely relieved that the video proved his
innocence. “So can you please put your weapons down?”
Agent Houston asked.

“All this
video proves is that there is or was a shape shifter inside the
facility. For all we know, you could be the shape shifter,” the
Commander stated. All eyes remained glued on Agent Houston.

“Commander
Sullivan, if the man standing before us is a shape shifter then there
will be some residue on him that Ms. Morgan will be able to detect,”
Mr. Connors said.

Commander Sullivan
thought about it and nodded his head. He called for Stephanie Morgan
to come in and get a reading on Agent Houston. Stephanie entered the
room and studied Agent Houston intensely. Sweat poured from the man’s
face, he was extremely nervous.

“How long is
this going to take Mr. Connors?” Commander Sullivan asked.

“As long as
it takes Commander,” Mr. Connors replied sharply.

Commander Sullivan
gave Mr. Connors a hard look. He wasn't used to someone speaking to
him with that tone. The rest of the agents had Agent Houston
surrounded. If he was indeed Kyle Stanton, they weren't about to let
him get away.

“This man is
not the shape shifter,” Stephanie said after minutes of intense
sensing.

“Ms. Morgan,
are you sure?” Agent Hardine asked.

She was. The room
waited for Commander Sullivan’s approval. He gave Agent Houston
a hard look, as if he was trying to read the man’s thoughts and
then nodded to the rest of the room. Agent Hardine slid his weapon
back into his holster and everyone else followed suit.

“If this is
Agent Houston, then where is the shape shifter?” Agent Hardine
asked.

“Gone,”
Agent Hilton replied. Everyone inside the room turned their heads to
look at Agent Hilton. “I’ve studied that footage again
and I caught something I didn’t see before.”

“What did you
see Agent Hilton?” Agent Hardine asked.

Agent Hilton
replayed the video of the shape shifter breaking into the vault. For
a split second before the feed cut, a shadow other than the shape
shifter could be seen. In addition, a bright light flashed right
before the feed cut.

“Seth
Maddox,” Jason said recognizing the blinding flash.

“Man that
dude is everywhere!” Jackson said.

“Remind me
again, what all can this Seth Maddox do?” Commander Sullivan
asked Mr. Connors.

“Seth Maddox
is capable of creating massive portals that transports a vast number
of people and objects to a desired location instantaneously. In
addition, Seth is capable of absorbing kinetic energy.”

Commander Sullivan
frowned and gave that intimidating look that so many of his agents
had grown accustom to seeing. Even at 6 feet tall, Mr. Connors looked
small standing next to Commander Sullivan. Commander Sullivan was in
a sleeveless shirt flaunting off his massive biceps. Biceps that were
actually quite a bit bigger than Jason Shaw's. Mr. Connors couldn’t
help but feel slightly inadequate physically standing next to him.

“I thought he
looked big on that hologram image the other day, this Commander
Sullivan guy is a beast!” Jackson whispered to Shayne.

“Yeah he is.”
Shayne whispered back.

“Ladies and
Gentlemen, we are dealing with an enemy who has outsmarted us every
step of the way. With every encounter our enemy learns more and more
about us and the tactics we use and yet we learn very little about
them. Just like the altercation you had with Joe Dorgan, every battle
seems to be nothing more than a test or a distraction,”
Commander Sullivan said to everyone in the room.

“A
distraction for what?” Jackson asked. Jason gave Jackson a
look, a similar look the commander gave any of his agents when they
spoke out of turn.

“Do not
interrupt me young man when I’m speaking,” Commander
Sullivan said in a stern voice. Jackson apologized. His face turned a
shade of red from the embarrassment he felt for being reprimanded
like he was a small child.

“A few months
ago one of our science teams discovered a material unlike any we have
ever seen before. After countless tests the team concluded that the
material was some sort of power source.”

Jason had a
surprised look on his face but kept his mouth closed. He knew
Commander Sullivan wasn’t telling the whole truth. The power
source the commander spoke of was discovered by a group known as the
F.C.U and it wasn't found on Earth!

The F.C.U stood for
First Contact Unit. This unit’s purpose was to explore the
galaxy and bring back resources and technology vital to Earth's
technological growth.

“Our science
team has named this power source Blueranium and we have seen some
interesting results.” Commander Sullivan paused and looked
towards Bianca who had her hand raised.

“Seriously?
You're raising your hand? This isn't school you know,” Jackson
said in a teasing voice. 


“Its called
respect Jackson, maybe you should look it up,” Bianca replied.

“Stop
talking!” the Commander shouted, his anger directed at both
Jackson and Bianca. “We began experimenting a few weeks ago on
the Blueranium. We discovered that the material could enhance
humans.”

“Enhance?”
Mr. Connors echoed. The League looked around the room.

“What exactly
are you saying?” Noah asked with a bothered tone. He had a
feeling where the Commander was going with this but he wanted to be
sure.

“I’m
saying we discovered how to turn regular humans into Advanced
Humans,” Commander Sullivan revealed.

The members of the
League looked around each other. They all seemed genuinely surprised
by Commander Sullivan’s revelation. As if that wasn’t
enough of a bombshell, Commander Sullivan went on to tell them that
they experimented on Post Humans as well.

“Let me
guess, it made them stronger than they already were didn’t it?”
Noah asked.

Commander Sullivan
hesitated and then acknowledge Noah’s question as being
correct. 


“So anyone
looking to raise an army would have great reason to get their hands
on this material,” Jason said somberly.

“Easy Noah,”
Bianca whispered as she noticed the deadly stare he had focused on
the Commander. Agent Hardine noticed the stare as well. Swiftly and
quietly his left hand slowly inched its way towards his sidearm. 


“Why would
you create such a thing?” Shayne asked.

Commander Sullivan
sidestepped the question. 


“In case the
time came that G.U.A.R.D needed to battle us. G.U.A.R.D has never
fully trusted us and in the event they needed to apprehend us, they
wanted to make sure they had their own team of enhanced agents to get
the job done,” Noah stated.

Bianca placed her
hand on his shoulder quietly pleading for him to remain calm. By now,
the rest of the agents had their eyes set on Noah, preparing
themselves in case he made a move.

Commander Sullivan
was not apologetic, “Government Units Against Radical Danger,
you know that is our name. Our job is to protect against any and all
threats. So far you have all proven yourself to be trustworthy, but
we have to take every precaution. So yes, we were working on a way to
defend this nation in case any or all of you ever became a threat.
Deal with it.”

“These
attacks as of late were all an elaborate plan to steal the Blueranium
that was locked away in that vault,” Shayne said getting the
focus back on the immediate problem. He was sure the League would
have a meeting on the Commander's revelation but now wasn't the time.

“What was
Kyle able to get his hands on?” Jason asked. Knowing all the
weapons and technology Shaw Enterprises had developed for G.U.A.R.D,
there were a number of dangerous items Kyle could've gotten a hold
of.

“Kyle Stanton
was able to acquire a hefty portion of the Blueranium. Luckily for
us, we didn’t have all of it in one location,” Commander
Sullivan said.

It didn’t
take a genius to figure out what was going on. Whoever Kyle was
working for was creating an army to combat the human command. Now
with the Blueranium at their disposal, they could make dangerous Post
Humans even more dangerous. Not to mention they could turn any Post
Human sympathizers into Advanced Humans. Things were starting to add
up, the plan was becoming much clearer now.

Commander Sullivan
heavily expressed the importance of retrieving the Blueranium before
whoever controlled it could tap into its power.

“What are you
doing?” Bianca whispered to Garrett after noticing he was
staring very intensely at his laptop.

“Research,”
Garret replied. 


Bianca rolled her
eyes at Garrett's non descriptive reply, “What sort of
research?” she asked, basically forcing him to give her more of
a reply.

“I’m
doing research on the Blueranium. Now quiet down before you get me
caught.”

Curious as to what
was on his laptop, Bianca scooted over to get a closer look. Her
mouth dropped when she saw confidential files that Garrett shouldn’t
have access to on his screen.

“Seriously?
You’re hacking into their secure files?”

“I hacked in
rather easy; these files aren’t all that secure.” 


Bianca demanded
that Garrett close the files before they got caught, but he ignored
her demands. Jason raised his eyebrow at the two. They were trying to
be inconspicuous, but they were failing miserably at all.

“Mr. Blake,”
Commander Sullivan called out. Garrett shifted his eyes to meet
Commander Sullivan’s. “Did you get all the information
you were looking for on the Blueranium?”

Garrett froze, “I…”

Commander Sullivan
threw a hand up in the air signaling Garrett to be quiet. “Retrieving
the Blueranium that was stolen is our top priority. Agent Hardine and
his team will be working with you until it’s been retrieved.
Get to work people!”

Commander Sullivan
left the room leaving the fate of the world in the hands of his
agents and the League of Protectors. The League looked around at one
another still in disbelief over the revelations. If this Post Human
army successfully harness any of the power the Blueranium had, things
were going to be even more challenging.
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That
Defining Moment





One month passed
since the Blueranium was stolen from the vault. Since then things had
been relatively quiet. Which wasn't necessarily a good thing. The
League and G.U.A.R.D were slowly rounding up some of the escaped
criminals but so far Joe Dorgan and company had eluded them.

Agent Hardine and
his unit were becoming quite acquainted with The League of
Protectors. The two sides were beginning to have some trust and
familiarity with one another. Something that years ago seemed
impossible. Both Mr. Connors and Commander Sullivan believed that if
they were going to have any chance of defeating this inevitable
threat, they needed to work together. Vice President Martin and some
of the other high ranking officials were still adamantly against the
level of cooperation that was taking place, but the President would
not hear their complaints.

Since successfully
aiding in the rescue attempt that saw the League of Protectors freed,
Bianca slowly become more comfortable in the field. She was starting
to feel as if she belonged and that she could provide more than just
healing the wounded. It didn’t hurt having a good instructor
guiding her. Agent Hardine was extremely patient and put in a great
deal of effort working with her.

While some things
improved, other things stayed the same. The dislike between Jason and
Noah continued growing with each passing day. There was such a
philosophical difference between the two.

Shayne and Jackson
were becoming quite the formidable duo. Shayne's dedication to
excellence and Jackson's drive not to be out done drove the two men
to push each other harder than before. Garrett Blake still wanted
nothing to do with field missions. He was forced to train just like
the others, but he didn’t like it one bit.





There was a knock
on Commander Sullivan’s door. The Commander was on the phone so
he ignored it. Sitting up straight and tall at his desk, Commander
Sullivan listened intensely to the other person on the line. Again
someone knocked on his door. Commander Sullivan tried to ignore it
but the continuous noise forced him to answer.

“Come in!”
he shouted. The Commander’s nostrils flared and his face had
the meanest of looks on it. “What is it?”

“I'm... I'm
sorry sir,” a tiny woman replied in a faint voice. Commander
Sullivan waited impatiently for the woman to explain herself. “Well
get on with it, what is it?”

“Sir,
something big is going down and I think you better see it.” The
Commander apologized to the person on the other line for having to
end the call prematurely. Begrudgingly, the Commander followed the
small woman to the command center. “What is it?” The
agents inside, the tech crew and everyone else watched the screen in
sheer shock, “Turn it up.”

Sheryl Anders, one
of the top news reporters from Washington was reporting live a few
blocks away from Pennsylvania Ave.

“What in the
world is going on down there?” Commander Sullivan asked. 


There was a violent
battle taking place between an army of Post Humans and the National
Guard. The camera crew zoomed in to get a closer view on the violent
conflict that was taking place. 


“It's them!”
Commander Sullivan exclaimed as he

recognized Joe
Dorgan, Erik Masters, Seth Maddox and Kyle Stanton leading the attack
like generals in an army would do. Levitating above them was someone
in a long hooded robe, a short man and a woman in white.

Commander Sullivan
watched as the Post Human army cut through the police and National
Guard with alarming ease. He watched as they mercilessly killed
anyone that got in their way. The streets were filled with chaos.
Fire and smoke polluted the air while hundreds of civilians did their
best to get to safety. Commander Sullivan noticed the path the Post
Humans were heading and his eyes went big. The commander let out a
slew of curses directed at the screen.

“What is it
sir?” one of the agents asked.

Commander
Sullivan’s face was as white as a ghost, “They’re
heading straight for the White House!”

Everyone inside the
room looked around at each other. This was what so many people
feared. The emergence of Post Humans would eventually be a major
threat to national security. Whoever was leading this group of Post
Humans had an army of them and Commander Sullivan was fairly certain
a lot of them were enhanced with the stolen Blueranium from the
vault.

“What do we
do Sir?” an agent asked.

Everyone waited
around to see how Commander Sullivan would respond. He hesitated for
a moment as he watched the Post Humans bully their way down the
street. It was clear that these particular Post Humans didn’t
want to talk. They didn’t want to negotiate or find common
ground, they wanted to destroy. They wanted to conquer. They wanted
to rule.

“Commander,
what are our orders?”Agent Hardine asked. His entire unit were
fully dressed and awaiting their next assignment.

“We go to
war,” Commander Sullivan replied.

“Yes sir,”
Agent Hardine replied hiding any trace of concern that he rightfully
felt at that moment. He was ready to defend his country, but knew
good and well he would be facing a threat greater than anything he or
anyone in G.U.A.R.D had ever face. Not even anyone in the military
could've faced anything like what was taking place in Washington.

Agent Hardine and
all the head agents met with one another and began formulating a
coordinated attack. Commander Sullivan was on the phone with Mr.
Connors getting the League prepped for battle.

“This is what
we’ve been training for. Our country needs us; this is where we
make our stand. This is where we show the world what The League of
Protectors is all about. This is where we protect our people; this is
where we protect our country,” Mr. Connors said to his team.

The woman in white
used telekinesis to disarm the soldiers firing at the group. Her
mastery of telekinesis was well beyond that of Noah Winters. Joe
Dorgan and Seth Maddox enjoyed free reign of their abilities. Joe
heaved cars towards the police and soldiers while Seth Maddox lit the
cars on fire. This combination attack left the soldiers scrambling
about, desperately trying to avoid the attacks.

The short man was
in possession of a loud speaker and used it to make threats; Stating
a new dawn was approaching and that this country would no longer be
held captive by the human population. He expressed great frustration
with the public’s opinions on Post Humans and vowed to dispose
of the hatred and ignorance that polluted the world. There were many
more Post Humans that marched with them. More than Mr. Connors and
Commander Sullivan could've anticipated. 


Stephanie Morgan,
who was on the Star Foxx, was putting her abilities in overdrive
trying to identify the individuals in this army and their abilities.
“Mr. Connors, there are dozens of people out there that I can’t
identify. What does that mean?” Stephanie asked. The young
woman rested her head on the headrest. She needed to let her
abilities recharge before she attempted to identify anyone else. Mr.
Connors looked at her with a bland look. 


“It means one
of two things my dear. It means that this hooded man has successfully
powered regular humans with the Blueranium. That or this individual
has somehow developed a way to shield them from your abilities.”
Neither scenario was good for the League of Protectors. 


The Star Foxx
landed moments before a swarm of G.U.A.R.D jets touched down in the
designated meeting place, just a half a block away from where the
Post Human army was marching. Mr. Connors, along with Garrett Blake,
Stephanie Morgan and Bianca Ramirez exited the jet. Moments later
Shayne Tucker sped in with Jackson Prescott. 


Jackson wanted
possession of the automated jet Jason Shaw had recently finished
developing, but he was denied. The argument was that with Jackson
living on campus, there was nowhere to store the jet. In addition, he
and Shayne lived together so Jackson's transportation was covered.

The latest jet,
against Jason's blessings would remain with Noah Winters. Noah's
responsibilities to the streets of Chicago and his inability to fly
or run past the speed of light, made him the perfect candidate for
the newly built automated jet. Jason argued that Noah didn’t
deserve the jet because of his rash behavior and vigilante antics,
but Mr. Connors insisted Jason reconsider. His main reason was in
case Noah was needed somewhere and all fast transportation was
occupied. With the automated jet, Noah could get to the location in a
timely fashion. Begrudgingly, Jason agreed to give the jet to Noah.

Jason Shaw and
Jessica Prescott were the next ones to arrive on the scene. They were
joined shortly after by another wave of G.U.A.R.D jets. Noah was next
to arrive. As he walked off the jet and towards the team, everyone
could see the seriousness on his face. His dedication to protecting
the innocent was what Mr. Connors admired most about Noah. Jason and
Mr. Connors were standing side by side when Noah walked over and
interrupted the conversation the two men were having.

“What’s
the plan?” Noah asked taking no interest into whatever their
conversation was about. Before either man could answer Noah, another
flying vessel made its descent. This vessel was much bigger. It
looked more like a spaceship than a jet.

“What in the
world is that?” Jackson asked. His mouth dropped as he stared
at the massive vessel.

“That would
be a spaceship,” Shayne replied nonchalantly.

“I thought
those things only existed in movies and comic books!” Jackson
said.

“Yet, humans
that can fly seems normal to you?” Shayne retorted. Jackson
chuckled. He had to admit, a man that could fly or a man that could
produce ice from his hands was just as outrageous to imagine. The
doors on the spaceship opened up and several dozen men got out. It
looked to be a mixture of G.U.A.R.D agents and other military
personnel. Jason looked at the men with great curiosity. Some of the
outfits on the men he didn't recognize. They weren't regular military
personnel. They looked more like specialized units similar to that of
G.U.A.R.D.

“Garrett do
you copy?” Jason asked via League comm link. 


“Loud and
clear.”

“You see the
giant ship?” 


Garrett chuckled.
“Um yeah, everyone in the world is seeing this giant vessel. I
didn't think G.U.A.R.D would actually let this vessel be seen by the
public. The U.N is going to be in an uproar over this!”

“Never mind
that, I want you to run background check on these men in non military
uniforms. I don't recognize them at all.”

“Copy that,”
Garrett replied and ended transmission.

“Ladies and
gentleman we find ourselves in one tough situation,” Commander
Sullivan exclaimed. The tall burly man was the last one to exit the
ship. All attention was on him. “Today we face a threat unlike
any other that we have encountered. Walking the streets prepared to
destroy all that we are is an army of Post Humans. This army is
intent on making the human race submissive and they intend to do so
with deadly force. It is our job to stop this radical threat. It is
our job to protect the innocent.”

A few of the men
looked back towards The League of Protectors. They trusted the League
about as much as they trusted the army of Post Humans looking to
eradicate them.

“I stand
before you confident that we will meet this threat in battle and
defeat them,” Commander Sullivan looked towards his G.U.A.R.D
agents. “This is what we train for. Long before The League of
Protectors worked with us, we were out there stopping these
nuisances. While are military was out battling terrorists from around
the world, it was us that dealt with the terrorists here in our own
backyard.”

Commander Sullivan
turned his attention to the marines. “You guys are trained to
handle any threat regardless of the circumstances. You are trained in
all forms of combat and the word fear does not exist in your
vocabulary. You may not possess the abilities that these Post Humans
do, but you are every bit as dangerous as any of them.”

Commander Sullivan
then turned his attention to The League of Protectors, “The old
saying goes with great power comes great responsibility. You guys
have taken those words and applied it to your everyday lives. You
choose to use your abilities to help protect this country. You are
loved and respected by some feared and hated by others. Yet whenever
you are needed, we always have been able to count on you.”

Commander Sullivan
paused and looked towards the blackened sky. Smoke and fire filled
the air. 


“Today is a
defining moment. Today we battle our worse fears. Today we either
give in to our fears or we face it head on and overcome it. I’ve
been afraid of many things in my life, but never once have I been
afraid of confronting my fears. Our enemy is heading for the White
House. Our President, our country is in danger. Today we fight! Today
we stand! Today we protect!” 


The League of
Protectors, the marine unit, the non uniformed agents and every
member of G.U.A.R.D present let out a thunderous cheer. They were
ready to make their stand.
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Enemy
at the Front Gate





The League of
Protectors led the way down the street just a block away from
Pennsylvania Ave. If they, along with G.U.A.R.D and the other elite
soldiers couldn’t contain the area, many feared the Post Humans
would head straight for the White House. The President, along with
his secret service was locked in the panic room. Upgrades to the
White House security were put in place by Shaw Enterprises after
Bianca easily bypassed the previous settings. As Jason Shaw marched
down the street, he hoped his added security features would be enough
to keep the President safe.

“Dude that's
an army!” Jackson stated noticing the large number of Post
Humans battling the national guard.

“We'll be
fine, just stick to the training and everything will work out for
us,” Shayne stated truly believing his words even though the
odds looked completely against them.

“How epic
would it be if we all showed up for the fight in matching black
leather uniforms?” Jackson asked with a grin.

“Focus
Jackson,” Jason said sternly.

“Leather,
really?” Shayne echoed.

“Beats
spandex,” Jackson said grinning and then turning his attention
to the task at hand.

“Jason this
is Stephanie do you copy?” Jason touched his earpiece and
confirmed he could hear her. “Focus your attacks on Joe Dorgan,
Kyle Stanton, Seth Maddox, Erik Masters, the woman in white and
hooded man. They are the only ones in that entire army with power
levels comparable to yours. Let G.U.A.R.D and the other units contain
the rest.”

“Copy that.
Alright guys, you heard her.”

Stephanie was able
to complete her evaluation on the power set each Post Human
possessed. The six that she mentioned would be the most challenging
and require the most attention.

“Listen up,
each of you will have a specific target to take out. Bianca, it’s
your responsibility to heal as many people as you can without
bringing harm to yourself.”

“Jason, do
you copy?” Garrett asked from the control center where
Commander Sullivan and Mr. Connors were strategizing.

“What is it
Garrett?” Jason asked slightly annoyed that he was interrupted.

“Someone is
trying to hack into the White House security systems.” 


Jason frowned,
“Well stop them!” he shouted in frustration. 


“I’m on
it.” Garrett replied meekly. 


Everyone in the
League looked around for their targets. Noah was matched up against
Kyle Stanton. Shayne and Jackson would concentrate on Seth Maddox and
Erik Masters. Jessica would battle the woman in white and Jason would
go for a decisive third round with Joe Dorgan.

“What about
the guy in the hooded robe?” Shayne asked.

“Stephanie
said his power was off the charts,” Jackson added.

Jason huffed
angrily. “We’ll deal with him after we take out his
lieutenants.”

The lines were
drawn and the players were ready. There was no turning back now. For
months the mysterious man in the hooded robe had one up The League
and G.U.A.R.D. He orchestrated a massive breakout that freed many
dangerous criminals. Some of which were still free. He outwitted the
League and gained a comprehensive understanding of how they responded
in the heat of battle. He captured the League and created diversions
that enabled his associate to steal Blueranium from a G.U.A.R.D
vault. There was no denying that this hooded man was certainly a
mastermind.

Jason studied the
man carefully looking for any sign of weakness. The man’s face
was well hidden but Jason didn’t get any sense of fear coming
from him.

“League of
Protectors for many months we have studied you and have been
impressed with your skill and heart. You lack proper guidance
However, we, The Order, know many things and can help you reach your
maximum potential.” The short chubby man’s voice was very
annoying as he spoke over the loudspeaker.

“The Order?
What kind of super villain organization name is that?” Jackson
asked, unimpressed.

“Quiet,”
Jason growled. 


“You are
fighting for the wrong side. The human race will betray you. The
minute they no longer need your services they will begin rounding you
up and enslaving you. I have seen it many times; I know this to be
true! They fear you and recognize your potential. They have no choice
but to eliminate you.”

As he spoke the man
in the hooded robe stood up. Jason kept his eyes locked on him. No
one knew exactly what he was capable of.

“We will give
you one chance. Surrender yourselves to us and we will embrace you
into our organization. Resist and we will destroy you just as we will
these weak humans you stand with. What say you?” the short
chubby man asked. There was a deafening silence. “What say
you?” he shouted again as if he was unheard the first time.

“What say
you? Who talks like that? I think he's watched too many medieval
times movies!” Jackson teased.

Jason stretched his
hand forward and let out a massive blast of red energy that sent the
man flying. The man in the hooded robe elegantly side stepped to his
left as the short chubby man flew passed him. The man in the hooded
robe looked on as his messenger tried to get to his feet. 


“So be it,”
the hooded man shouted. He countered Jason’s blast with an
energy blast of his own. The blast was way more powerful than Jason’s
and sent the entire League backwards to the ground.

“Let it
begin!” the hooded man shouted.

That one word was
all it took for all hell to break loose. Thunderous shouts broke out
from both sides as the two engaged in deadly battle.

“Here we go!”
a pumped up Jackson shouted. The skillful college man charged forward
picking off enemies that got in his way. He rotated between hand to
hand combat and ice blasts as he approached Erik Masters. Shayne
stayed close by Jackson covering his blind side. Jackson seemed very
eager to confront Erik and Shayne quickly began to worry that Jackson
was going to do something reckless.

Noah and Kyle
circled around one another. The two men knew each other well. They
knew each others' fighting style. They knew everything they needed to
know about one another. “This is it, you should've taken the
leader's side. At least then you would've lived a little longer
before I killed you,” Kyle had a cocky smile on his face as he
spoke. The two men continued dancing around one another. Both men
knew how skilled the other was and neither wanted to risk being
caught off guard. “I always knew one day we’d be on
opposite sides. You always were weak minded,” Kyle said.

Noah narrowed his
eyes. From the time the two men met, Kyle always criticized Noah for
not being ruthless enough. Noah refused to react to Kyle’s
words. He knew far too well the mind games Kyle liked to play. 


Noah stuck his hand
forward and motioned for Kyle to ‘bring it on’. Noah’s
defiance wiped the smile right off of Kyle’s face. The shape
shifting assassin charged forward, jumped up and swung aggressively.

Noah blocked the
punch and drove Kyle’s hand backwards. He used both closed fist
and connected with blows to Kyle’s chest. Kyle staggered back,
a bit surprised by the impact in which Noah connected with.

“Aggression.
I like!” Kyle exclaimed. Kyle ran forward and swung; Noah
blocked the punch and countered with an attempted right hook to the
face. Kyle ducked and landed an uppercut that caught Noah by
surprise. “Still predictable though!” Kyle said.

Noah cracked his
neck to the left and then to the right. He got in his fighting stance
and moved forward towards Kyle.

Kyle cocked his
head to the side and laughed amusingly. The two men charged forward,
each of them with the same idea. Kyle and Noah both connected with
blows to the face that sent both men backwards. The two men regained
their balance and charged forward once again. Kyle swung wildly but
Noah ducked and tackled Kyle to the ground. Kyle’s head hit the
ground hard and he let out a painful yelp. 


Noah mounted on top
of Kyle and delivered devastating punches to the face. With each
blow, Kyle found himself getting weaker and weaker. He struggled to
free himself from the position he was in, but every attempt he made
resulted in another punch to the face. Desperate, Kyle reached to his
side and pulled out a hidden blade which he drove into Noah’s
abdomen. Noah screamed in pain as blood poured from his body. Jessica
looked back to see if he was ok, but she found herself rather
occupied with the woman in white. Kyle kicked Noah off of him and
smiled. He placed the blade back in its spot and watched as Noah
stumbled backwards. Noah grabbed his side and withered in pain.

“This is a
battle you can’t win Noah. You might as well give it up now and
I’ll spare your pathetic life.”

Noah slowly stood
up tall. Kyle seemed rather annoyed that Noah still had some fight
left in him. He charged forward and unloaded an onslaught of punches.
Some connected, but the majority of them missed. Noah tried to sweep
Kyle's legs but Kyle jumped up and flipped over Noah. Facing Noah’s
back, Kyle attempted a flying kick to the head. Noah quickly turned
around and caught Kyle’s leg. He twirled Kyle’s leg
sending the man flying to the ground.

Not wanting to let
up, Noah pressed forward and caught Kyle just as he was getting up.
He slammed Kyle back to the ground and then put him in a modified arm
bar hold.

“Who’s
your boss?” Noah asked.

Kyle spit blood
from his mouth, “That’s none of your concern.” 


Noah laughed. “You
don’t know the identity of your boss do you? Guess you aren’t
that high up the chain. You always did have trouble advancing in
rank. Is that why you left the organization that made you? Is that
why you're doing mercenary work now?”

Kyle cursed. He
used his free arm to deliver an elbow to Noah’s face. Noah
released the hold he had on Kyle and touched his face. The two men
got to their feet and circled around one another.

“Give it up
Noah.”

Noah ran full speed
and blocked several of Kyle’s punches. Kyle was growing
increasingly frustrated with Noah and began to get sloppy. Noah used
this to his advantage. Noah connected with a straight kick to Kyle's
face. Before his foot returned to the ground, he again kicked Kyle in
the face. He followed his attack up with a series of punches to the
face and body. Kyle was nearing his end.

“Is that all
you got?” Kyle shouted, not wanting to concede victory. Kyle
made one last attempt in turning the fight back in his favor. With
all the strength he had left, Kyle drove his right arm back and
thrusts it forward. Noah raised his left hand up open palm and caught
Kyle’s right hand in his left palm. He turned Kyle’s left
hand to his left and gave a power thrust to Kyle’s left under
arm dislocating Kyle’s shoulder immediately. Kyle screamed in
agony as he lay defeated. With victory in hand, Noah used a inhibitor
syringe to suppress Kyle’s abilities. Noah then turned his
attention to assisting others.

“Take that
guy out!” Agent Mallory shouted to one of his snipers
positioned around different rooftops of nearby buildings. The Post
Human catching Agent Mallory’s attention was cutting through
G.U.A.R.D agents with some sort of projectile ability. One by one
agents fell as the Post Human ruthlessly assaulted them.

Noah closed his
eyes and concentrated heavily on the area where Agent Mallory was. He
thrusts his hands forward and put up a force field to protect the
remaining agents in that vicinity. The man with the projectile
ability didn’t take too kindly to Noah's interference. The man
let out a projectile blast headed in Noah’s direction. Noah
dodged the projectile blast and quickly reestablished the force
field.

“Now!”
Agent Mallory shouted. 


The sniper stood at
the edge of the rooftop of one of the buildings and fired an
inhibitor dart at the Post Human. The dart connected and almost
instantaneously began to spread through the Post Human’s body.
His abilities were quickly being suppressed and for the time being,
he would no longer be a threat.

“Nice shot
Banks keep it going.” Agent Mallory said through his earpiece.
Agent Jordan Banks, one of the newest G.U.A.R.D agents continued
firing at the hoard of Post Humans charging towards the White House.

Shayne and Jackson
made their way towards Erik and Seth. The four Post Humans had been
anxiously awaiting another bout with one another. Seth and Erik
wasted no time firing their abilities on Shayne and Jackson. As a
bolt of electricity hurled towards Shayne, Jackson delivered a blast
of ice to counteract the attack. Shayne lit the ground on fire
forcing Erik to reposition himself. Jackson froze the ground around
him and used it as a skateboard of sorts. With Erik distracted,
Jackson slid towards Erik flipped forward, caught Erik by the head
and proceeded to throw him to the ground. Jackson’s inventive
offense was impressive, but he forgot Seth was nearby as well. With
an opportunity presented, Seth used the speed ability he acquired
from Shayne and sped over towards Jackson.

“Did you like
that move?” Jackson asked Erik who was slow to get off the
ground. Jackson was too busy taunting Erik to hear Shayne’s
pleads to look out. Shayne’s warnings were too late. Seth
tackled Jackson to the ground. He placed his hand on Jackson’s
chest and absorbed all of Jackson’s abilities.

“Thanks for
the assist,” Seth said smiling. Seth punched Jackson in the
face and turned his attention back to Shayne. “That friend of
yours certainly lacks discipline.”

Shayne was in no
mood for Seth’s banter. He charged towards Seth. Seth realized
hand to hand combat was not in his best interest, so he distracted
Shayne with an onslaught of fireballs. Shayne flipped and dipped and
did whatever else he could to avoid Seth’s attacks. He tried to
push forward, but with every attempt, Seth continued hurling
fireballs at him.

“I think it’s
time I try out my new abilities,” Seth said.

As Shayne charged
forward towards Seth, Seth unleashed a bolt of ice towards Shayne’s
feet. The ice connected, stopping Shayne dead in his tracks. Shayne
tried to break free, but before he could, Seth froze the rest of
Shayne.

“Quite
handy!” Seth said admiring his newly acquired ability.

A Post Human with a
baseball bat charged passed Seth. As soon as Seth noticed the bat an
idea came to mind. Frozen, Shayne's eyes grew wide with concern
realizing what Seth was thinking.

“Thanks, I’ll
be sure to give it back,” Seth said to the Post Human. The
confused Post Human nodded his head and continued forward after one
of the agents. Seth knew he could kill Shayne if he broke him into
pieces while frozen. Whistling, Seth made his way forward towards
Shayne. Suddenly as he closed in, he found himself unable to move.
Seth looked down and saw his feet were frozen. He looked around and
saw Jackson making his way back to his feet.

“You
should’ve stayed down!” Seth said smiling. He dropped the
bat and placed his hands downward and used the abilities he stole
from Shayne to melt the ice. While Seth was distracted, Shayne heated
up his body temperature allowing him to melt the ice that kept him
prisoner. With Shayne on one side and Jackson on the other, Seth
found himself at a disadvantage.

“You've
lost,” Shayne said. Seth turned around only to realize that
Shayne had freed himself. With the two extremely talented Post Humans
closing in on him, Seth did not like his chances.

“Screw this!”
Seth stated. With a blink of an eye, Seth opened up a portal and
disappeared before Shayne and Jackson could capture him.

“I really
hate that guy!” Jackson said frustrated by the constant
disappearing act Seth pulled. Erik was back up and caught Shayne by
surprise. He hit Shayne with a devastating shot of electricity that
would’ve easily killed anyone that didn't possess a healing
factor. 


“Shayne!”
Jackson shouted as he watched his friend fall to the ground. 


Jessica flew high
to avoid the barrage of bullets and offensive projectiles flying in
every which direction. When she was close enough, she swooped down
and grabbed Shayne. “I’ve got him,” she said as
Jackson looked on concerned.

Jackson was filled
with anger. An emotion that could cost him dearly if he didn't
effectively channel that anger into a productive counter response. He
knew Shayne’s healing ability would kick in, but seeing a
friend in that much pain was something no one wanted to witness.

“You're going
to pay for that,” Jackson said. Jackson’s normally
baritone voice was much deeper now. His words came out more like a
growl. 


Erik did his best
not to look intimidated by Jackson’s anger, but seeing this
particular side of Jackson was something he wasn't expecting.

Erik released a
weaker shot of electricity in Jackson’s direction. Jackson
rolled to his right avoiding the attack. He countered with a shot of
ice which Erik countered as well.

“This
Blueranium has made me stronger than I was last time we met. You
don't have the skill to take me one on one,” Erik stated.

“We'll see
about that,” Jackson replied without his usual sarcastic
remark. 


Erik inched closer
towards Jackson. “I’m sorry about your friend, but I
needed to show you just how powerful this Blueranium is. You needed
to see how powerful you can be under the right leadership. The League
of Protectors has no chance of winning this battle. You cannot
comprehend the power in which my leader possesses. Oppose him and you
will regret it.” By now, Erik and Jackson were within striking
distance. 


“So what do
you say?” Erik asked. He stuck his hand out hoping to come to
terms with Jackson. Considering how close the two men were standing
to one another and no attack occurred, Erik was confident Jackson was
going to take him up on his offer.

Jackson smiled,
“The only thing I regret is not taking you out sooner.”
Jackson grabbed Erik’s arm and before Erik could react, Jackson
pulled out a inhibitor syringe and stabbed Erik in the arm with it.
Erik dropped to the ground.

Jackson pressed the
earpiece on his left ear and reported back to the G.U.A.R.D command
center. “Erik Masters has been contained.” 


As the battle
continued the momentum was drastically shifting. The Post Human army
found themselves over matched by the field experience of G.U.A.R.D
and the other units.

Jason Shaw’s
smart tactics and the determination of The League forced several Post
Humans to retreat from the battle. Jason remained cautious about the
battle. He didn’t want to become complacent. The man in the
hooded robe had yet to make his presence felt. He remained completely
calm even as his army started to fall apart.

Commander Sullivan
watched the battle unfold from a safe location. It was difficult for
him to watch the battle and not be in it, but as Commander, he had
other responsibilities to think of.

“Commander
we’ve got a problem!” one of the agents said urgently.

The Commander
walked briskly to where the agent was standing. He looked at the
monitor. Commander Sullivan immediately opened a channel to speak
with Jason and the rest of the League.

“Jason this
is Commander Sullivan do you copy?” Commander Sullivan had to
wait momentarily for Jason to reply. Jason was busy battling the
swarm of Post Humans surrounding him.

“I copy Sir.”

Commander
Sullivan’s eyes stayed glued to the monitor. “There’s
a group of Post Humans breaking off, they seem to be heading straight
to the White House. Intercept them before they get too close.”

“Yes Sir.”

Jason was holding
back on his opponents as he didn’t want to seriously harm any
of them. With a group of Post Humans making their way towards the
White House, Jason felt an urgency to neutralize his opponents
faster. Jason leaped up several feet in the air. The Post Humans
surrounding him looked up at him in amazement. They were astonished
by the height of his leap. Jason returned to the ground, landing on
his feet with a thunderous drop. The impact of his leap dropped
everyone in the nearby vicinity to the ground. Dazed, the Post Humans
and a few G.U.A.R.D agents as well struggled to regain their balance.
The space Jason created gave him a chance to intercept those moving
towards the White House. The ground beneath Jason’s feet began
to rumble. Jason looked around thinking perhaps someone had the
ability to create an earthquake. It wasn’t an earthquake that
was causing the rumble; it was the fast approaching Joe Dorgan.

Joe hit Jason with
a thunderous punch that sent Jason wheeling back.

“I’m on
my way to you Jason,” Jessica said in Jason’s earpiece.

“No, stay
back, I got this!” Jason barked. Jessica tried to argue with
Jason but it was no use. Jason insisted on taking Joe alone. “Stop
that group that’s heading towards the White House. Neutralizing
them is our top priority at the moment!”

Jessica was not
pleased with Jason’s orders. As strong as Jason was she worried
about his chances facing Joe alone. On two separate occasions now the
League went to battle with Joe Dorgan and on both occasions he proved
to be the most difficult challenger they had faced. Nevertheless, she
did as instructed. As much as she disagreed with him, she understood
that Jason had to battle Joe Dorgan alone. 


With a quickness
rivaling Jason’s, Jessica soared above the fight and headed
towards the White House. Jackson looked up towards the sky with
concern as his sister flew off.

“She’s
going to try and stop them!” the woman in white exclaimed. She,
the short man and the man in the hooded robe had levitated to the
roof of one of the buildings when the momentum of the battle started
to change. None of them seemed too eager to involve themselves in the
battle. They were just fine watching the two sides duke it out.
G.U.A.R.D agents attempted to penetrate the force field surrounding
them, but they were unable to do so.

“Brother, I
can take her!” the woman shouted. She was quite annoyed that
earlier the hooded man recalled her from the field while she was in
the middle of battle.

“No, you will
sit this out,” the hooded man ordered. The woman in white
looked at her brother with a fiery rebellion. She was determined to
intervene. 


Jessica swooped
down and contorted her body like a missile. Her advanced durability
allowed her to propel herself into others without injuring herself.
The Post Humans dropped to the ground while Jessica landed perfectly
on her feet.

“Let me end
her!” the woman in white shouted. The woman was filled with
anger as she watched the army she help create become decimated.

“Patience
sister,” the man in the hooded robe said.

The Post Humans
making their way towards the White House collected themselves.
Jessica stood tall ready to take them on. Noah came out of nowhere
and rejoined the battle. Using a massive amount of focus, Noah
activated his telekinesis and forced all those gathering at the white
house to collide with one another. The impact in which Noah's
telekinesis caused was gruesome. Broken bones, bloodied faces,
concussions and more were guaranteed as the individuals slammed hard
into one another. The look on Jessica’s face was perplexed. She
was thankful that Noah was there to assist her, but at the same time,
she didn't think it was necessary that Noah use such deadly force.

Noah looked at her
and shrugged. “If even one of them got passed this gate, the
repercussions...” He didn't have to say anything else, Jessica
understood. She didn't like it, but she understood.

The National Guard
made their way down the street. They took out what little of the Post
Human army remained. The man in the hooded robe looked on at the
destruction. Smoke filled the sky. There was blood and fire
everywhere. The streets looked comparable to a war zone.

The hooded man
turned his attention to Joe Dorgan and Jason Shaw. The battle between
the two had concluded and somehow Jason was the winner.

“How is this
possible? How did he defeat Joe alone like that?” the woman in
white asked. Her intentions were solely focused on Jessica Prescott
that she didn't notice Jason defeating Joe Dorgan. The hooded man
smiled. He saw the whole battle. He watched as Jason outsmarted Joe.
He watched as Jason out muscled Joe. He watched as Jason outclassed
Joe.

“Jason Shaw
defeated Joe Dorgan because Jason Shaw was the superior being. He
will be a great addition to our ranks sister, but first, I will show
these people who the superior of all beings is.”

The man in the
hooded robe levitated towards the ground. The National Guard, the
other specialized units, G.U.A.R.D and the League of Protectors
surrounded the man in the hooded robe.

“Your army
has been defeated. This battle is over. Surrender now!” Jason
Shaw demanded. Jason stood just feet away from the man in the hooded
robe. The woman in white and the short chubby man continued to watch
from the rooftop.

The man in the
hooded robe laughed hysterically. “You are correct Jason Shaw,
the battle is over, but now, the final confrontation begins.”
The man in the hooded robe clenched his fist together and a massive
build of energy formed from inside his body.
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The
Final Confrontation





Hundreds of lives
were lost instantaneously, the result of some form of disintegrating
energy from the man in the hooded robe. Noah dropped to the ground
releasing the force field he put up. If not for his fast reaction,
many more lives would have been lost. The amount of energy required
to put up such a wide force field nearly drained Noah of all the
energy he had.

“Noah, are
you okay?” Jessica asked using the com link. From her vantage
point in the sky, all she could see was Noah dropping to the ground.

“Yeah, I'm
alright.” Noah replied with conviction. 


Jessica screamed as
she noticed Jason wasn’t moving. She was fairly certain he
wasn’t inside the force field when the energy blast hit.
Jessica swooped down, dropped to her knees and went to check on
Jason. He laid motionlessly on his side, his eyes closed and there
appeared to be no sign of life. She tried to roll him over but she
had to let go before she could complete the task. Jason’s body
burned from the impact of the blast.

“He's dead!”
Jessica screamed. She looked up to meet the hooded man’s eyes
and found herself startled by what she saw. Noah and the rest of the
members stared at Jason's lifeless body in disbelief. From the
command center, live video was zooming in on Jason Shaw. Mr. Connors
and Stephanie looked on with fright.

“Stephanie?”
Mr. Connors asked. A tear fell from her eye. 


“I can't
detect any life signature radiating from Jason sir.”

Even Commander
Sullivan had a solemn look on his face. Jessica stared into the dark
eyes of the hooded man. She was up close enough to him to notice his
facial features did not resemble that of a human. She found herself
unable to move. The shock had set in and she could do nothing but
stare.

“Not what you
expected?” the individual in the hooded robe asked. He flashed
his pearly white teeth and laughed hysterically.

“Mr. Connors,
are you seeing this?” Commander Sullivan asked in disbelief. 


“The readings
on this man are off the chart. I’ve never encountered any Post
Human with marks like his,” Stephanie exclaimed.

The exhausting and
tedious responsibilities of sensing every Post Human on the field had
finally taken its toll on Stephanie. Her eyes rolled to the back of
her head and she lost control of her body. Commander Sullivan caught
her just before she hit the ground. He lifted Stephanie into his
giant arms and gently sat her down on a chair.

“Stephanie!”
Mr. Connors concern for the young woman was like that of a man's
concern for his daughter.

“I'm okay.”
She said faintly as she took a moment to regain her composure. 


“That man...”
Commander Sullivan shook his head and corrected himself. “That
individual down there isn't human, and it's not a Post Human either.”
Mr. Connors and Stephanie looked at the Commander with a confused
look on their faces. 


“What are you
talking about?” Mr. Connors asked.

“That thing
down there leading that just killed Jason Shaw, isn't human or Post
Human, he's an alien. An alien whose name is Azir.” Commander
Sullivan said.

Mr. Connors shook
his head, not out of disbelief but in the fact that he wasn't
surprised by the Commander's news at all. “How long has he been
living here?” Mr. Connors asked.

Commander Sullivan
sighed. “It's not just one, it's three. Three aliens have been
blending in and living on this planet we suspect for years.” 


Mr. Connors was
livid. “Why wasn't I made aware of this?”

Commander Sullivan
had an amused look on his face. The audacity of this man to think he
had a right to know about the aliens living on the planet. “Their
existence here is on a need to know basis and quite frankly... You
didn't need to know.”

“I guess it
was reasonable to assume the United States would make enemies no
matter where they go. Tell me, how many enemies out in the galaxy has
our space program made? How much danger is this planet in?” Mr.
Connors asked.

Commander Sullivan
did not answer Mr. Connors' question. The truth was Commander
Sullivan knew very little about the alien race that was living on the
planet. Now wasn't the time to worry about what enemies Earth had in
outer space, that wouldn't matter at all if they couldn't stop the
alien threat here on Earth. A threat that without Jason Shaw around,
Commander Sullivan did not know how they would neutralize. 


Mr. Connors turned
his attention back to the battle and pointed to the two individuals
on the rooftop protected by some sort of force field.

“The female's
name is Aza and the short one is called Axendal. The only intel I
have on them is that they belong to a race that possess superior
technology and they are known as conquerors of planets.”
Commander Sullivan said.

Mr. Connors looked
at the Commander with absolute shock,“You don't think that's
something we outta know?!”

Noah ran up to
Jessica and placed himself in front of her. Without hesitation or
warning, Noah picked up a gun that belonged to one of the national
guardsmen. All that remained of that guard was a pile of ash. Noah
aimed the weapon at the one called Azir, but the alien was easily
able to sidestep the bullets. Noah continued firing at the alien
until the clip was emptied but not a single shot came close to
hitting Azir.

“You would
fire human made weapons upon me? You insult me with your ignorance,”
Azir flicked his hand forward and without touching Noah, sent him
flying. Jessica grabbed Jason and lifted him over her shoulders. She
tried to fly away with him but Azir used some sort of gravitational
pull to wheel them in.

“You and your
team have defeated my experimental soldiers. I must admit, I thought
they would pose a tougher challenge than they did. Your group have
improved greatly since our last encounter. These lesser beings are of
no concern to me though. I will simply rebuild my army and I will
allow your team to serve as my top lieutenants,” Azir said.

Azir looked out at
the frightened crowd. They were staring at him with complete
disbelief. As if knowing people with extraordinary abilities existed
wasn't enough to worry about, now the revelation came that there was
life beyond this planet. “Surrender yourselves to me and I will
be merciful on you.” The crowd looked among one another. No one
knew exactly what to do.

“Commander
Sullivan what are our orders?” Agent Hardine asked.

“Fire
everything you got on that alien. I want that thing taken out!”


Agent Hardine gave
the “green light” to all those that remained to execute
the Commander's orders. The groups readied themselves and proceeded
forward towards Azir. 


The alien looked on
amusingly as they approached him, “You humans amuse me. Even in
the face of defeat you still find it necessary to push forward with a
pointless agenda!”

Azir stretched his
hands forward and with the simplest of ease knocked the guns out of
the approaching units' hands. “I am Azir, Supreme Intelligence
Officer of the Ashatarian Empire! I was sent here to learn about your
race and report back to my commanders. Soon my people will take this
planet as their own and there is nothing you can do about it. There
is no one left to oppose me. Surrender before me and I will be
merciful. Defy me and I will unleash my wrath.”

“I was
thinking about unleashing my wrath instead!” a voice from
behind Azir shouted. The alien quickly turned his head and was met
with a powerful uppercut to his jaw. Azir ascended straight into the
air from the impact. He quickly caught his balance and levitated a
few feet in the air.

“You live?”
The alien said sounding genuinely surprise to see Jason Shaw back on
his feet. His tone sounded as if he was happy to see Jason Shaw still
alive.

“It'll take
more than what you can do to keep me down,” Jason said
defiantly. Azir chuckled. Jason charged forward and threw a slew of
punches at Azir. Before Jason could land a punch, Azir activated a
personal force field that prevented Jason from connecting. Aza and
Axendal watched the confrontation with delight. The snipers that
previously concentrated on them were given new orders to aim their
weapons at Azir.

Azir used his
telekinesis power and flicked Jason as if he was a flea. Jason went
flying but impressively landed on his feet.

“Now Shayne
do it now!” Jackson shouted. Shayne and Jackson each unleashed
a heavily concentrated blast of their respected projectile ability.
Azir laughed profusely as the fire and ice bounced off his force
field.

“Well that
sucked,” Jackson stated pointing out the obvious.

Azir introduced
another devastating attack of his unleashing a ball of shock that was
so wide in radius that it was able to connect with each member of the
League. The League of Protectors fell to the ground clutching
themselves in excruciating pain. Aza and Axendal cheered with glee.
Azir calmly walked towards Jason and lifted him up off the ground
with one hand. He placed his free hand on Jason’s head and
attempted to control his mind. The mind control he was attempting
wasn't a natural ability. On his left hand was some sort of device
that made it possible to control others minds. The process appeared
to be going smoothly until Noah returned to the fight and pushed Azir
off of Jason.

“Fool!”
Azir hissed. Azir stood tall and calmly walked back towards Jason.
With the mind control process incomplete, Jason was able to maintain
control of his actions.

“Protectors,
let’s take him out!” Jason shouted.

“Would be my
pleasure!” Jackson replied smiling. Shayne seconded that.
Jason, Shayne and Jackson unloaded their projectile abilities on the
alien but their attacks had no effects on Azir’s force field.

All six of the
League's field members closed in on the alien and circled around him.
Azir stood still he wasn't the least bit intimidated by their
presence.

“You cannot
defeat me. None of you can. I am superior in every conceivable way.
Fighting me is futile.”

Jackson wasn't
trying to hear that nonsense. He shot off a ice ball directed at
Azir, but the alien easily caught the ice ball with the use of his
telekinesis. He proceeded to send the ice ball back spiraling towards
Jackson.

Thinking quickly,
Jackson created a wall of ice to shield him from his own ice ball.
The ice ball hit the wall of ice and dropped harmlessly to the
ground. Noah charged in on Azir but was caught by the force field.
Jessica attempted her missile dive but she too couldn’t
penetrate the force field. Bianca ran over to check on Jessica. The
young woman seemed a bit shaken up but she assured Bianca she’d
be fine. Jackson and Shayne continued using their projectile
abilities in hope of breaking through. Jason took a page from Joe’s
book and began heaving cars, debris and whatever else he could find
at the impenetrable force field. Nothing they did seemed to work.

“You are
embarrassing yourselves League of Protectors. Surrender now and I
will still allow you to serve as my lieutenants! “My force
field is impenetrable!” Azir boasted proudly.

Suddenly a smile
appeared on Jason’s face. He knew how to bypass the force
field. “Fall back!” Jason ordered. “Fall back now!”
With surprised looks on their faces, each member did as ordered and
met up with Jason away from Azir.

“What are
they doing?” Commander Sullivan asked Mr. Connors, fearing the
group were abandoning the battle. Mr. Connors knew that wasn't the
case. He knew that Jason somehow knew how to defeat Azir.

“Bianca, use
your phasing ability to penetrate his shield,” Jason said. 


“You want me
to do what?” she asked with a surprised tone.

Jason elaborated on
his orders. He was certain it would work. He gave out orders to the
rest of the group as well. Their job was to distract the alien long
enough for Bianca to phase in.

“With me,”
Noah said to Bianca. “Stay behind me, I’ll get you close
enough to do your job.” 


Bianca swallowed
spit and moved closely behind Noah. He wasn't thrilled about her
being so close to harm's way. The League members pressed forward to
confront the alien once more. Azir battled the League from different
directions. Jackson and Shayne were in front of Azir. Jason was
behind, Jessica approached from Azir’s left and Noah and Bianca
approached from his right.

Azir laughed
profusely as he blocked all their attempts. The League kept coming as
Azir countered their attacks. They’d get hit and then get right
back up. Azir couldn’t help but admire their perseverance no
matter how ineffective he found their attacks to be.

“Now!”
Noah shouted. Noah dropped to the ground. Bianca ran up and jumped
over Noah's back, phasing right through Azir’s force field. Her
hands fumbled about trying to find the switch to shut off the force
field. Finally she located it on his left arm and disabled it.

“No!”
Azir shouted realizing his advantage was now gone. Shayne quickly
sped to her location and scooped her out of harm’s way before
Azir could retaliate. Axendal and Aza looked on with worried
expressions. Azir levitated above The League still fully confident in
his ability to defeat them without his force field. Azir ignored the
electric malfunction resonating off of him as a result of Bianca’s
tampering.

“Surrender
now!” Jason demanded. Azir laughed profusely at Jason’s
demand. He found Jason's words to be ridiculous.

“Why should I
surrender? I am in control here.”

“We’ll
see about that,” Noah said chiming in.

Noah reached to his
side and grabbed the gun he took from the deceased guardsman. He
fired a single shot aimed at Azir’s head. Azir smiled as the
bullet approached him. He redirected the bullet with one finger and
sent it hurling towards Noah. The bullet caught Noah in the chest.

Blood rushed from
Noah’s body as the wounded man hit the ground. Jessica and
Bianca rushed towards him.

“You take my
force field away, I take yours away. Seems fair to me!” Azir
said smiling. Azir pushed his hands forward and let loose one of his
deadly energy blasts. 


From his back and
barely conscious, Noah stretched his hand forward providing cover for
the humans.

“Everyone get
back, clear the area!” Agent Hardine ordered. The agents and
remaining units retreated back to base camp leaving The League to
fend for themselves.

“Pathetic.
You are the best that this planet has to offer? Our takeover will be
accomplished with ease!” Azir said smugly.

Jason lounged
forward tackling the alien. He mounted on top of the alien and
unloaded with heavy fists. Azir laughed with each punch Jason threw.
It was as if Jason’s attacks had no effect at all on him. Azir
pushed his feet up to his chest and kicked Jason off of him. A flame
of fire approached Azir, but the alien sidestepped the attack. Azir
countered by diving directly into Shayne. His left uppercut sent
Shayne backwards.

Jessica momentarily
left Noah’s side. She flew towards Shayne and dove after him,
catching him before he hit the ground. “Thanks!” Shayne
replied respectfully before speeding back off after Azir.

Bianca was exerting
a large amount of energy healing Noah’s wound. Azir knew enough
about the human body to know exactly where to aim the bullet for
maximum result.

Azir used his
telekinesis to bring Jason to him. He viciously placed his hands
around Jason’s neck and demanded the surrender of the League
immediately. Jason’s eyes grew big due to the tight grip Azir
had on him. Jackson and Shayne fired upon Azir, but Azir used Jason
as a personal shield to deflect their projectile shots.

“Stop!”
Shayne shouted to Jackson realizing their attack was doing more harm
than good.

Azir dropped Jason
to the ground and stepped right over him like he was nothing more
than a doormat. Stretching his hands forward, Azir delivered a
concussive energy blast that sent anyone in range to the ground. “You
protectors amuse me. The Ashtarian Empire will find you humans quite
entertaining.” 


Jason slowly stood
to his feet. He cracked his neck and back and then turned his
attention on Azir. “You know, having the power I have has been
difficult. See, with plenty of training I’ve tapped into a good
amount of my potential. The problem is, the things I can do would
kill just about anyone I tried them on. Thus I’ve never used my
full potential. Not even Joe Dorgan has seen what I’m truly
capable of. You however, I think can take it. I think you’re
the perfect opponent to test my full strength on.”

Jason conjured up
all the energy around him. His eyes turned red as he exerted more
energy than he had ever used before. The ball of energy he was
conjuring up was massive. The rest of the League looked on in awe as
Jason ushered up all the energy he could. 


“I need an
empty building,” Jason said to Commander Sullivan over the
shared com link. Commander Sullivan signaled to one of his agents to
find him an empty building. The agent quickly scanned through the
local buildings until he found one that was completely empty.

“Thanks,”
Jason replied and then ended communications. Jason pushed his hands
backwards to his side and then forward releasing the ball of energy.

Azir seemed
surprise as the massive amount of energy rapidly approached him.
There was a loud explosion as the blast hit Azir straight into the
chest. The blast sent Azir through one of the nearby buildings.
Debris fell everywhere as the building started to collapse.

“Woah!”
Jackson said loudly clearly impressed by what he saw. Jason flew
straight through the door and headed inside the collapsing building.
He searched for the alien but saw no signs of him. Suddenly, Azir
levitated up from the debris that covered him. He lounged forward and
grabbed Jason by the neck. He lifted Jason over his head and slammed
him back down to the ground aggressively.

“No matter
what you do, no matter how much strength you use, you will never be
able to stop me!” Azir shouted.

On the alien's left
arm was a device, the alien pressed the device and his slightly
inhuman appearance started to change drastically. Jason stood
watching as the pale skinned alien suddenly transformed into a red
skin alien with tribal tattoos across his face.

“There is no
need to hide my true appearance anymore.” the red skin alien
said with a sinister smile.

“The
Ashtarian Empire will rule this planet just like we have done with so
many others. This is a dawn of a new era for this world. An Ashtarian
era, and my superiors will reward me greatly for my service!”

“Red faced
alien bent on planetary domination. Definitely didn't see that one
coming!” Jackson said.

“Should we go
in there?” Bianca asked. The League of Protectors couldn’t
see what was happening and Jason wasn’t responding to any of
their calls. 


Jason used all his
strength to grab the left wrist of Azir. He bent Azir’s wrist
backwards, at the same time, he freed his right leg and used it to
kick Azir off of him. He quickly kip flipped himself off the ground
and delivered another high concentrated energy blast. Jason climbed
on top of Azir and relentlessly unloaded on him with all he had. The
debris was continuing to fall and pretty soon the entire building was
going to collapse.

That didn't matter
to Jason though. He continued attacking the alien, disregarding his
own safety completely. Viciously he hammered Azir until the alien was
no longer able to fight back. Battered and bruised, Jason walked out
of the building, leaving just seconds before the entire building
collapsed.

“He's hurt,”
Jackson stated seeing a noticeable limp in Jason's movement.

“On it,”
Shayne replied. Shayne sped over to Jason and brought him back to the
rest of the group.

“Agent
Hardine this is Garrett do you copy?”

“Yes,”
Agent Hardine replied.

“Do you have
any snipers remaining on the roof? 


“Yes.”
Agent Hardine replied unsure as to why Garrett was asking.

“I’ve
hacked into the technology supporting the force field the two other
aliens are using. In a second I'm going to adjust the frequency of
the force field which will allow one of your shooters to take them
out. The shield will only be down for seconds so your shooter better
make it count.”

“Understood,”
Agent Hardine said over the radio.

“Banks, it's
on you,” Agent Hardine said much to the surprise of Agent
Banks.

Agent Banks was
still fairly new to G.U.A.R.D and he would've assumed Agent Hardine
would've went with one of the more experienced agents. Nevertheless,
Agent Banks was ready. He had to be, when your name was called, you
had to be trusted to do what was expected of you.

Agent Banks and
Garrett linked up so that the agent would know the exact moment to
shoot. Three snipers positioned from the adjacent building fired upon
the two remaining aliens as an distraction for Agent Banks. Garrett
punched away at his laptop quickly adjusting the alien frequency.
“Fire in three, two, one... Now!” Garrett shouted. 


Agent Banks fired
one shot and then another in rapid succession catching the two aliens
completely off guard. Both shots fired was done with perfect
precision. The two aliens fell from their rooftop and began
descending to the ground.

From back inside
the collapsed building, Azir aggressively punched his way out of the
debris. The angered alien struggled to get out of the building and
when he did, he became witness to Aza and Axendal's fall from the
roof. Frantically, Azir stretched his hands forward and used his
telekinesis to prevent his family from falling to the ground. He
screamed out in agony as he stared into the lifeless bodies of Aza
and Axendal. 


The League turned
their attention back to Azir expecting to have to go another round
with the alien. That was not the case though. Azir angrily pressed a
button on the device that was located on his left arm. Somehow with
all the damage that was done, the device still was functional. The
device activated the engine on his cloaked ship. The ship uncloaked
itself and hummed loudly. The doors opened and awaited Azir’s
arrival.

“Your actions
today has doomed your planet. I shall return and when I do, you will
feel the true wrath of the Ashtarian empire. We will turn this place
into ash. You will pray for mercy and none shall be given. Enjoy your
freedom, for your days are numbered!”

“You mad
bro?” Jackson called out to the distraught alien.

With his brother
and sister in his arm, Azir levitated himself to his ship. The ship
ascended into the sky and away from the Earth. 


In the days that
followed there was lots of cleaning up and explaining to do. The
realization that Earth wasn’t the only planet with life was now
no longer a secret to the public. MyTube videos and news feed played
footage of The League’s heroic actions time and time again.
What was once a rather negative public opinion of the League of
Protectors was no longer the case. 


With the growing
threat to the country and the planet itself, it was now clear that
the world needed a league. There were Post Humans everywhere that
were abusing their abilities. Not to mention there were war hungry
aliens bent on conquering the planet. It was clear that the world
needed a protector. Not just a protector, but an entire league of
protectors. It was clear that the world needed The League of
Protectors!





















Epilogue





In an undisclosed
location Joseph Stockton angrily watched as the League once again
saved the day. The news conference of the President publicly lending
his support to the League did nothing but infuriate Joseph more!

“It looks as
if the League is going to be more trouble than I imagined!”
Joseph said angrily out loud.

“Nothing we
can't handle,” a familiar voice said. 


From the shadows of
the room where Joseph Stockton was, Charles Ortega and several
individuals appeared before him. Joseph's frown turned into a slick
grin as Charles Ortega and his deadly group surrounded him.

“It seems
you've put together quite the formidable team,” Joseph said
admiring the deadly group Charles had assembled.

“I've got a
few more additions to make. The League of Protectors thought that
alien and his pathetic army was deadly, just wait until they have to
deal with us.”

Charles looked at
the television screen which was showing images of the League members.


“We will kill
every single one of them!” Charles exclaimed. Joseph and
Charles laughed sinisterly as the rest of the group looked on.
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Thank you for taking the time to read this novel. The
League of Protectors is the introductory novel to a series filled
with the extraordinary. In this world, superheroes, aliens, demons,
vampires, witches and so much more exist. In League of Protectors, a
group of Post Humans had to unite together to stop an alien threat.
At the end of the story,the alien Azir retreated back to space vowing
vengeance upon Earth. 


Azir's
actions sets up new adventures and expands the New
Age of Hero Series beyond
this galaxy. The novel “Space Conquest,” will introduce a
set of brand new characters aboard an American spaceship. Readers of
this novel will learn more about the Ashtarian Empire and why they
are so deadly.

What's
exciting about the New Age of Hero
Series is
that all these characters and novels are connected but each story can
be read as a stand alone. Early in The League of Protectors novel, a
reference was made about vampires in Chicago. This set the stage for
a stand alone story based on the adventures of the vampire Damian
Kaine. On the next page is a chapter from my vampire novel titled,
“The Damian Kaine Chronicles.” Enjoy! ~ C.G.





























The Damian Kaine Chronicles













When
is this shift going to end? Charisma
complained in her head, mopping up yet another careless spill in the
coffee house. The faux antique clock above the mantle showed it to be
around nine thirty at night. 


Why
her manager chose to leave a coffee house open this late was beyond
her… If they were lucky, they may have a single customer
stumble in, typically with some sort of angst filled sob story that
was unloaded on her. She’d listen with a mild, faintly amused
expression, and then usher them out the door, steaming mocha in hand.
It didn’t pay well, but the shop was like home to her. 


She
loved the scent of vanilla and coffee, the warm suede walls, and the
dark stained wooden floors. The view of the Park was lovely as
well... though she’d be damned before she walked through it at
night. At twenty three years old, walking unaccompanied through
Chicago was not something she did often. She’d seen the
newspapers the business men left in the mornings… read the
articles about incidents and accidents. She still had another year of
college and didn’t plan to end it lying bleeding in an alley
somewhere in the city. 
Another glance at the clock and she walked
to the door, locking it from the inside. Relieved that the shift was
finally over, she scampered to the bathroom, looking at her tired
reflection in the mirror. 


Golden
blonde hair was tied in a loose bun at the base of her neck, a few
frazzled strands escaping the scrunchie and falling across her face.
Her golden eyes, framed with ebony black lashes, looked dark in the
dim lighting, the ocher color matching the Apple and Eve Bakery polo
she was wearing. 


She
smoothed a chap stick over her full lips, the closest thing to makeup
that she wore. She grabbed her purse from under the counter, cursing
as her khakis caught on the edge of the wood and fraying a bit. One
last look through the shop and she flicked the lights off, stepping
out into the chilly night. 


Her
hand wrapped around the set of house keys in her purse, fingering the
tiny can of pepper spray attached to the key chain as she walked to
the bus station. The night buzzed with energy, the air crisp and
alive. 


Though
the stars couldn’t be seen because of the city lights, the
almost full moon gleamed like a silver dollar in the blue black sky.
Charisma smiled to herself, settling down on a bench and crossing her
legs patiently to wait. 


She
pulled out her phone, punching in a text to her friend Fiona.
‘Breakfast tomorrow? I’m off work!’ The smell of
gas hit her nose as the bus groaned to a stop in front of the pickup
station. Forking the driver a few dollars, she skirted past the few
fellow riders and settled into the back seat.

Always
cautious, Charisma surveyed her surroundings. There were several
shady looking characters on this bus that made her very uneasy. The
combination of gas and bad odors would make for a very unpleasant
ride, even if it was only for fifteen minutes. Reaching inside her
left pocket, Charisma took out her vibrating phone. She anticipated
it being Fiona replying to her text, but to
her surprise, it
wasn’t. 


“Hello?”
she said, picking up the hand-held. 


“Charisma?”
A somewhat familiar
voice said. Checking the caller ID, she saw that the caller was
private. 


“Who's
this?” she asked, frown creasing her forehead. She never gave
out her number to people she didn't know well. 


“It's
Max,” the voice replied. “You don't remember me, do you?
I come to your coffee shop
every now and then. We've chatted a bit.”
Shaking her head tiredly, Charisma decided it was better to just go
with the flow. Maybe she had given out her number, maybe work was
wearing on her. She took a deep breath, and then answered “Uh,
alright, what's up?”

There
was a slight pause on the other end. It had been a long day for
Charisma, and she really wasn’t in the mood for any games;
especially from another city guy trying to get in good with her. 


“Hello,
Max are you still there?” She could hear him breathing on the
other end, so she knew he was. 


“Yes,
yes, sorry love had to make sure no one else was around.”
“Around for what?” Charisma asked. She was growing
increasingly impatient. 


“See
here’s the thing Charisma, I’ve been watching you, and I
know what it is that you do.” 


Charisma
felt a lump in her throat. Beating down her fear viciously, Charisma
snapped into the phone “Oh really, and what, pray tell, is
that?”

“It's
a secret.” Max said.

The
bus lurched to a stop on the corner about a block away from her roomy
townhouse. She hurried out of the door, keys in hand. “I don't
deal well with stupidity, so I suggest you try creeping on someone
else!” She said curtly, ending the call. 


Unable
to shake the uncomfortable tingling shooting up and down her spine.
She hastily unlatched the brass door, flicking on the lights before
she even had time to shut it behind her. Nervously, she locked the
door securely behind her and darted to the kitchen, easing into a
chair and staring at the tile floor for a few seconds.

“You
know, didn’t your mom ever tell you it’s rude to hang up
on someone?” 


Charisma
fell out of her chair, completely startled by the slightly familiar
voice. A thousand thoughts raced through her head as she quickly got
herself off the ground. On the table was a kitchen knife, Charisma
grabbed the knife and warned the intruder not to come any closer. 


“Relax
Charisma, it’s me, Max. Now be a good girl and put that knife
away!”

Charisma's
temper flared. She didn't know who this guy was, but if he didn't get
out of her presence immediately she was going to, well, she didn't
know what exactly, but it would hurt! 


“Get
out of my house before I call the police on you!” she didn't
sound nearly as confident as she had hoped. She walked towards the
stairs, knife held out in front of her. The blade looked pathetic,
but it was sharp.

“Boo,
did I scare ya?” Max asked sarcastically as he glided over to
her and quickly grabbed the knife from Charisma and pinned her to the
ground. “Now, I have no intentions on hurting you, but if I let
you go, you have to promise you won’t scream, okay?” 


Anger
rushed through every fiber of Charisma’s body, how dare some
idiot break into her home and place hands on her? Realizing she was
over matched, she agreed not to scream. Slowly, Max got off of
Charisma and helped her to her feet. In one smooth stride, and
without any hesitation, Charisma cocked her hand back and punched Max
square in the face. A satisfied smile appeared on her face as the
surprised intruder fell back. 


“You
didn’t say anything about hitting you,” Charisma wittily
said. Charisma darted back into the kitchen, grabbing frantically for
her cell, only to find it missing. She kicked the table into the
doorway hoping to delay her attacker for long enough til she found
it. Eyes flaming, she whirled back around to face him, not
recognizing the dark eyed man in front of her. Heart pounding, she
backed towards the bathroom door behind her and scanned desperately
for her cell. It was no where to be seen. 


Max
hopped easily up on the table, moving like a cat across the room
towards her. “Now that wasn't very
nice,” he said offering a hand towards her.
In the other, he revealed her phone.

“Who
are you?” Charisma asked as she quickly snatched the phone from
Max. 


The
big beefy looking intruder looked at her and smiled. He rubbed his
whitish blonde hair and laughed, “I told you already, I’m
Max from the coffee shop.” 


He
extended his hand but he knew full well that she wouldn't accept it.
Charisma desperately searched her memories trying to recall just who
this Max guy was. She searched and searched, but came up empty. A
mischievous smile appeared across Max’s face. Charisma readied
herself, fearing an attack was near. 


“I’m
slightly insulted you don’t remember me. Fine, let me help you
out there, if you don’t remember me from the coffee shop, then
certainly you remember me from the downtown district.”

Charisma
eyed Max suspiciously, not quite sure what to make of him. She
thought hard, thinking back to the last time she had been out. It had
been months. Fight slowly draining from her, she responded. 


“No
offense, but I can't remember you at all. Why are you in my house?”
Her eyes narrowed as she grabbed her phone, ready to type in the
number for the police station. She continued to back up until she was
pressed against the bathroom door.

“What
did you mean, you know what I'm about?” she continued.

Max
smirked again, seeing her finger on the send button. 


“I
wouldn't do that if I were you. You're still alive, I gave you your
phone, so why call the police?”

“Because
you broke into my house and you’re stalking me!” 


Max
laughed profusely, “I didn’t break into your house, you
invited me in, and I’m not stalking you either!” Max
thought for a second and then added, “Well yeah, I am stalking
you, but not in any perverted way, unless that’s something you
would like?” 


Charisma
warned Max to stay back. A slight smile came across his face as he
took a step back. “Out!”Charisma ordered him, fed up with
the cryptic answers and exhausted from working all day,“Leave.
Now.”

She
leaned against the door, shutting the phone before she could send the
call. “Look, I'm tired, you're being creepy, and that's not a
good combination tonight of all nights.” 


Max's
smiled broadened, but he stayed put. “Nope. You invited me in,
and I'm going to sit here and relax til I see it fit to leave!”

He
pulled up a chair, sitting on it gracefully, as he folded his hands
in front of him politely.

“What
is it that you want? Why do you insist on bothering me?” Max
said nothing. He looked towards the empty chair and then back towards
Charisma. She realized if she wanted Max gone, she would have to play
by his rules, at least for the time being. Charisma slowly walked
over to the chair and sat herself down. “Okay, now what is it
that you want from me?”

“Oh
nothing much.” Max stretched his arms lazily and crossed his
legs. Charisma couldn’t help but eye up his garb. Dark stained
jeans, an expensive black shirt, polished shoes. A Rolex glittered on
his right wrist. 'This guy must be rolling it in!' she thought
irritably. 


“Nothing
much?” she asked, crossing her arms defiantly. “Then why
are you in my home?”

Max
smiled as he watched the impatient Charisma become increasingly
irritable. “Nope, not much at all my dear.” 


Max
reached into his pocket and took out a pack of gum. Slowly, he popped
out a piece and placed it into his mouth. “So how was work
today?” He did not care at all how her day was, he simply felt
the need to annoy her as much as possible. 


Charisma
smirked as the confident intruder relaxed, letting his guard down.
With a single fluid motion, Charisma’s hand reached underneath
the swivel rocker she was sitting in and grabbed her handgun. She
pointed it at Max and again asked him “What do you want?”

Max
was a bit taken by her resourcefulness. He had not expected to have
this little woman aim a gun at him. He wasn't sure if he was turned
on or upset, perhaps it was a bit of both! 


“Put
the gun down,” Max said, all playfulness gone from his eyes.
Charisma looked down the sight of the gun, aiming it directly at his
sternum. “No!” Charisma replied, not being able to help
being amused at the change of scenario. Max rose to his feet, arms
held loosely at his sides. 


His
dark eyes blazed in anger, lips curling away from his teeth in a
feral grimace. “You REALLY don't want to do that,” he
said, unmoving. 


Charisma
clicked the safety off and pulled the hammer back. 


“Watch
me.” Ocher eyes bright, Charisma stood up to confront him,
stance ready. “You know, a girl should never go unarmed in
Chicago.” She motioned with her head towards the door. Max
unwillingly backed towards the doorway, eyes boring into her own. 


“One
chance Charisma, put down the gun, and I'll play nice. I won't hurt
you. If you don't, the Master isn't going to be pleased!”

Enraged
and knowing he could not let any harm come to her or alert the area
of his presence, Max bolted out through the door, the oak frame
shaking as it slams behind him. Charisma latched it shut, then sunk
to her knees in exhaustion. 



She laid the gun down on the floor, opening the chamber
and checking the normal brass rounds. 'What had he been rambling
about?' she thought to herself, picking herself off of the floor and
dragging herself upstairs. “I hate Chicago,” she groaned,
flinging herself onto her double bed. The purple sheets were soft and
inviting, a welcome relief from the night. She was certainly calling
off of work tomorrow.

The
next morning Charisma phoned her manager
and
stated quite clearly that she wouldn't be able to make it in the next
day. Her head pounded with a massive headache, her body physically
exhausted as well. 


After
popping two Advil, she stripped down and curled up in her bed. The
soft, cashmere blankets did little to calm her racing thoughts and
fired nerves. All alone in her room, she let down her calm, tough
attitude and sobbed silently into her pillow. When she finally fell
asleep, her dreams were full of faceless shadowed men with glistening
fangs, and a pair of eyes as crimson as the blood running through her
veins.

Heart
beating fast as the woman raced through the alley. Blood dripped from
her elbow as she scrapped them from her struggle. Someone was
following her, she didn’t know who or why, but someone was
indeed after her. The woman ran as far as she could, but it appeared
that she had run into a dead end. Falling to the ground the woman
sobbed as she realized she was trapped. Her stalker neared. The fear
and blood did nothing but turn the stalker on even more. “Please,
please don’t hurt me!”the woman screamed. Her stalker
watched as the blood dripped. The feeling was exotic, watching the
blood pour was such ecstasy. The stalker licked the blood as the
woman screamed in fear. Grabbing the woman by the hair, the stalker
yanked her head back revealing the woman’s neck. The stalker
smiled as fangs flashed and buried themselves deep into the woman’s
neck. The stalker looked up, catching its reflection from a nearby
camera. 


Shivering
in a pool of sweat, Charisma woke up realizing the stalker was her!
Sitting up, Charisma cradled her head in her hands. Charisma rose to
her feet and hopped in the shower, letting the warm water wash away
the tension from the night before. As she toweled herself dry, she
stood at her meek closet, trying to decide if dressing up would be a
good idea. Settling middle of the road, she pulled on a frame fitting
sundress the color of robin eggs. 


No
sooner than she got dressed, her doorbell began ringing. The
continued ringing was quite annoying. Whoever was at the door was
determined to get her to answer. Charisma raced down the stairs to
confront whoever was at her door. 



Charisma jerked the door open and shouted “What?”




Two individuals looked at each other and then back to
Charisma. “Hello Charisma, my name is Damian Kaine and this is
my partner Sebastian Kane. We need to speak to you immediately; it’s
a matter of life and death!” Charisma looked at the two
suspiciously. 



Sebastian looked at his associate and rolled his eyes.
Damian wasn't one for subtlety. “What my not so subtle friend
here is trying to say is that if you don't mind, we'd like to discuss
a difficult situation with you.”


“Kaine?”
she said ignoring Damian's dire words. The two individuals looked at
each other and smiled.


“Yes,
perhaps you have heard of me,” Damian replied proudly.


Sebastian chuckled, “I think she means the fact
that we share the same last name. We're brothers, you can't see the
family resemblance?” Sebastian said to Charisma smirking.


Charisma immediately felt bad for looking at them
strangely upon hearing their last names. The two looked at each other
again and shared a laugh.


“Gets
them every time,” Sebastian said to Damian. The half blood
nodded in agreement.


“I
have an I in Kaine, Sebastian here does not. It is an absolute
coincidence that the two of us have the same last name, it's just not
spelled the same,” Damian said, clarifying things for the young
woman.


“Now
that we have solved that little issue, again I repeat, we must speak
with you immediately on this most urgent matter,” Damian said.


Interesting choice of words Charisma thought to herself,
“What do you mean a matter of life or death?” 


Sebastian
looked towards Damian to respond. “We know you had a visitor
last night. Trust us, that's not someone you want to get involved
with.”

Cautiously,
Charisma moved aside and let her two visitors inside. “This had
better give me some insight,” she mumbled to herself. A few
seconds of silence followed before Damian finally spoke. 


“I
know these past few days have been incredibly stressful for you, but
we need to make our case. We know Max wants you to visit his boss. He
probably made some statements that sounded intriguing.”

“But
it's really not,” Sebastian interrupted. 


Damian
cast him an agitated look as he continued. “We've been after
Max's boss for decades now.”

Charisma
narrowed her eyes, “Decades? What... what are you guys?
Vampires or something?” She said not truly believing that to be
the case.

“Well
correction, Damian has been after him for decades, well actually a
little over a century now, I’ve only been after them for the
past seven years!” Sebastian explained.

Charisma’s
eyes grew big, “Over a century, that would most certainly make
Damian a vampire.”

Damian
cast Sebastian a wicked look. His hazel eyes were normally
fascinating to stare at, but there were times his eyes seemed like
daggers piercing through a person’s soul.

“What
happened to easing her into it?” he mumbled. 


Sebastian
shrugged, “We don’t have time for that.”

Charisma
clapped her hands to get the visitors attention.

“Hello
guys? I’m right here! what’s going on?” 


Sebastian
invited himself to Charisma’s couch. Charisma looked to Damian
and the two followed suit. 


“Who
are you guys? she asked impatiently. 


“We
are the P.h.d, the paranormal unit of G.U.A.R.D.” Damian
answered.

Charisma
rolled her eyes. “The P.h.d of the G. U what? What in the world
are you talking about?” 


Sebastian
and Damian looked at one another and smiled. 


“The
P.h.d stands for Paranormal Hunters Defense and G.U.A.R.D stands for
Government Units Against Radical Danger. It is our job to stop any
and all threats to mankind. You might've seen on the news recently
that group known as The League of Protectors. Working with them was
G.U.A.R.D, we are a branch from that department. While G.U.A.R.D
mostly deals with Post Human threats, we deal with the paranormal and
supernatural ones.” Sebastian explained.

Charisma
rolled her eyes, knowing full well that she was in the middle of a
power struggle. “Oh, that's lovely... this whole thing is just
peachy. And what if I refuse, then what?”

Damian
looked at her seriously, “Then we exterminate you before you
become a threat as well.”

Sebastian's
eyes grew big, “Brother, can we not threaten to exterminate the
most valuable person we've been in contact with in years?”

“Yeah,
let's not exterminate the P.V.W!” Charisma added. Damian and
Sebastian looked at each other confused. They had never heard the
acronym P.V.W before.

“What
is a P.V.W?” Damian asked with genuine intrigue.

“Pretty
valuable woman!” Charisma replied.

Sebastian
chuckled loudly, Damian did not find her sense of humor nearly as
amusing. Charisma shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts. She
wondered how these members of the P.h.d. would react if she said yes
to them. Take her into protective custody?

“You
are special, and you don’t even realize, just how special you
truly are. You have a gift, and because of that gift, you cannot be
turned by a vampire unless you give your consent.” Damian said.

Charisma
looked towards Sebastian who examined her expression and body
language. “Gift, what do you mean gift? What am I able to do?”

“It
runs in your blood,” Damian said, walking
over to her. “Your mother had it as well, ever think that her
death may not have been an accident? She messed with the wrong crowd
Charisma. Said no to a vampire who didn't take kindly to being
refused.”

Sebastian
sighed heavily. This was one of those drawbacks to Damian's
personality. For all his positives, socializing with humans wasn't
one of them. He found it very difficult to interact acceptably with
humans if the human wasn't someone who knew about vampires and
demons.

Charisma
sank back against the sofa, the words striking home with her.
“Leave,” she said in a weak voice.

“But…”
Damian began to say but Sebastian interrupted him from finishing his
thought. 


“It’s
cool D, I’ll take it from here.” 


Damian
gave Charisma a pleading look as he headed towards the door. He began
to say something, but thought better of it. Damian exited the house
leaving Sebastian as the P.h.d’s best chance to convince
Charisma to help them.

“I
know this is all overwhelming, believe me I understand. When I first
learned vampires existed I was absolutely terrified,” Sebastian
said.

Charisma
listened to him carefully as he spoke. “Seven years ago I was a
regular nobody. I was living that middle class American life. Paying
bills, dating, working, you know the routine. Didn’t realize
there was another world out there until the day a Possessor demon
attacked me.” 


Charisma
raised her eyebrow “Possessor demon?”

Sebastian
smirked. “Yeah, it’s exactly how it sounds. A Possessor
demon is simply a demon that possesses the body and mind of a human.
Had it not been for the P.h.d, I wouldn’t be standing here
today.” 


“Was
the demon coming specifically for you?” Charisma asked.

Sebastian
nodded. 


“Why?”

There
was a pause, followed by a heavy sigh, “The demon wanted me
dead because of my last name. He mistakenly took me to be Damian
Kaine and wanted to get the drop on me.” 


Charisma
could not believe all she was hearing. “How could this demon
mistake you two? Damian's all dark and handsome and what not and
you're...”

Sebastian's
eyes got big, “Well gee thanks!” He said semi serious.

Charisma
gave a cute little smile, “I didn't mean it like that. I just
meant he's black and you're white. Can't get much more opposite than
that.”

Sebastian
nodded in understanding. “The demon didn't know much about
Damian. All he knew was that Damian was a major hunter that killed
vampires and other demons alike. So when he came to my town and heard
that Kaine hunted here, he assumed I was Damian.”

Charisma
was finding all this to be overwhelming. Two days ago she was just
this average girl trying to make it in the big city, and now she was
learning about Vampires, Demons, secret societies, the information
was a lot to handle! 


“Apparently
I come from a long line of hunters. Some would say being a hunter is
in my blood. Unfortunately that doesn't give me any super powers or
anything, but yeah I found some journals my dad and his dad before
him had about hunting. I don't think my dad wanted this life for me,
that's why he never told me about it. Damian saved me from that
Possessor demon. When I told him my name he asked me if Henry Kane
was my father, I told him yes. That is when Damian handed me my
father's journal and explained everything to me.”

Charisma
smiled, she liked what she was hearing. Sebastian spoke to her in a
way in which she could relate. She felt comforted knowing that he was
human. “Why is it so important that I don't join this other
side?” 


There
was a gulp in Sebastian’s voice as he spoke clearly and
carefully. “If you join Max's boss Michael, then u will shift
the balance between the Forces of Light and the Forces of Dark.”

“The
forces of Light and Dark?” Charisma asked, now thoroughly
confused.

“I
know, the whole idea is overwhelming, but hear me out... Someone with
your gift works as a balance between the two sides. Your will is
stronger than the pull of both of them.”

“Why
is this vampire such a threat to you?” Charisma asked, leaning
forwards. 


"He’s
extremely old and powerful.”

“Isn’t
Damian old and powerful too? Don’t your agents deal
specifically with hunting demons of all kind?” 


Sebastian
nodded. Charisma was correct with her assumptions on who the agents
hunted, but what she didn’t realize was just how powerful
immortal vampires were. 


“See,
here’s the thing, Michael is a full blooded vampire and the son
of the very first vampire. There is hardly any vampire, demon,
hunter, slayer, whatever that can defeat Michael.” Charisma
seemed even more confused now. If Michael was so tough, what could
she possibly do against him? “You're a smart girl,” he
continued. “You are incredibly important to him, like it or
not. And no, I don't mean romantically. You are the key to winning
this dispute with Damian once and for all. But here's the thing,”
he leaned forward, getting very excited. 


“You
can lure him in. Find his weaknesses. Play along, but whatever you
do, DON'T let him turn you.” 


Charisma
felt a thick lump of fear in her stomach. Trick a vampire? That
seemed impossible. Still, she was now thrown into the middle of a
civil war between people that could crush the life out of her in a
heartbeat. What choice did she have? 


“What
do you need me to do?” she asked eyes strong. 


Sebastian’s
eyes grew wide; another successful persuasion! “Go to Michael
and appear indecisive. This shouldn’t be too hard for you to
do. When he asked if you have made your decision, tell him you are
not quite ready to turn. He’ll be quite pissed, but he won’t
kill you. Tell him instead you would like to become a familiar.”

Charisma’s
eyebrow rose, “A familiar?” 


Sebastian
nodded. “Yes, a familiar.”

Charisma
rolled her eyes as she wasn’t hoping to hear more of the
paranormal terminology or mythology. “Okay Sebastian, what is a
familiar?”

“A
familiar is someone who serves a master vamp. You will gain strength,
agility, and other small advantages without becoming a vampire.”



Charisma
was quite intrigued; this seemed like a good idea for a bad
situation. “How does it work?”

“It's
pretty much the step before becoming a vampire... You let him bite
you, but don't exchange the blood, its fairly simple. Charisma
frowned, unsettled. 


“Was
Max a familiar as well? "How do I keep from becoming his little
lackey then, huh?" she asked, arching an eyebrow. 


Sebastian
grinned. “Well, that part is up to you.”

“I
can answer that!” Damian said busting through the door.
Charisma jumped, slightly startled. “Huh, you could hear us?”
Sebastian and Damian both let out a chuckle. “He’s a
vampire; he’s got that super hearing thing going for him!”
Sebastian responded in a teasing voice. 


Charisma
felt like a idiot for being so clueless. “So tell me, how can I
keep myself from becoming his lackey?” Charisma waited
impatiently for Damian to respond.

“Your
will,” Damian said simply. “Your gift. Remember who you
are, and that's who you'll be.” 


Charisma
looked down, mulling this new bit of information over. 


If
that was all... She glanced up, eyes darting between Damian and
Sebastian. "So when do you want this all to go down?" she
asked, fiddling with the hem of her dress. 'Please... Not too soon,'
she thought to herself.

“It
needs to happen tonight when he asks you for your decision. Tell him
you did research and you know about familiars. Tell him that you want
to be a familiar first, and then become a vampire. He will have no
choice but to accept it, because you are too important to just let
walk away, and he can’t kill you.” 


Sebastian
quickly jerked his head, he was surprised Damian revealed that bit of
information to her. He feared if Charisma knew too much, it could
cause more harm than good. Nonetheless, it was too late now, Damian
had revealed a huge bit of information, and Sebastian knew Charisma
would ask a thousands questions until she got an answer. 


“What
do you mean he can’t kill me? He told me he would!”

“Because...
killing you would mean his own downfall,” Damian said. The look
in his eyes showed that he wouldn't elaborate further. Charisma
sighed, rubbing her temples. 


“Are
you guys going to follow me there? Or am I going it alone?" They
shook their heads simultaneously. “Nope,” Sebastian said,
shrugging. “He'll pick up on our scent. I'll hail you a cab
though!”

Charisma
smacked her forehead. “Wow... thanks guys. Really.”


“No,
thank you,” Damian said, straight faced. Damian and Sebastian
escorted themselves out of Charisma’s house, giving the young
woman a lot to think about.
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