









Prologue
	In a world where magic powers exist, many precautions must be taken to ensure they are used properly. This responsibility falls into the hands of heroes. All citizens of the world revere the most famous faction of heroes ever known, The Great League of Heroes. This elite group is made up of the top ten most powerful and strongest wielders in the world. These heroes are trained at one of the many Hero Schools scattered across the globe. The sole purpose of these schools is to train future heroes and get them ready to fight for the good of all humanity. As it has always been, with good comes evil and with heroes, come the villains who abuse their power.
	One school holds the prestigious honor of being the best, Almighty Academy. This school mentored many great heroes but one in particular led them to acquire the reputation they have today, Mr. Mythic, the Captain of the League of Heroes. He wields the mysterious power known as Mythical magic. It hasn’t been around long enough for serious study, but all the world knows it is more powerful than any other. He studied at the school in his early years and credits his success directly to the academy's director. He fights evil in stride, stopping criminals, thwarting robbers and locking up murderers. This man is a symbol of justice in this world. The population looks up to him for being the strongest, but is he really?




























Chapter 1
In 2050 the world would be changed forever. Mysterious powers had started to materialize in people without explanation. These powers were gained among the population and only grew more powerful over the decades. Five types of magic were introduced to the world. When you were born, there was a slim chance you were born with the power to wield one of them while the majority were born without any power at all.
	The elemental powers, Fire, Earth, Water and Air ran within every family and children inherited their brand of power from one of their parents. Some bloodlines carried power more successfully than others. There were many ways to use magic, the most powerful being the vocal spell. It harnesses all of your mana; or magical energy, into a single attack, causing mass carnage if used to its fullest extent. Revered by many, these powers ruled the lands, but over time, something started to change. Out of nowhere, a strange power appeared. Like nothing ever seen before. The government tracked down this mysterious power, and gave it a name. Mythical. 
	Mythical magic was found in only 2% of the population and had frightening capabilities. For years, the World Government captured these wielders and experimented on them. Their powers far surpassed those with elemental capabilities, and so, the newest and most powerful ability was introduced, and the world was never the same. 
The hunt for these powerful wielders was widespread and everyone wanted a piece of their power.

          ****	
	        
Two of the most influential people in the League of Heroes, and the strongest fire wielders of their time, were Christina Adler and Gabriel Adler. Their romance sparked long ago while they were still performing their hero duties. Chirstina Adler was voted the most beautiful woman of the year for five years running, throughout her whole career as a hero, and Gabriel was the strongest hero, being ranked number one in the league. After a decade of fame and fortune, the couple retired to have their one and only child, whom they named Faya Alexandria Adler. She was an exceptionally beautiful girl, raised in a high tea and ballgown world. She had a perfect slender frame and a giddy essence that radiated off of her like the scent of the expensive perfume her mother wore. Her jewel-like emerald eyes captured audiences. Before every ball her parents threw, Christina would brush the little girl's silky brown hair that matched her own. Their life was wonderful and full of love, though behind the scenes, Fayas parents waited impatiently for her powers to manifest. They had seen no sign of fire in her blood. Her powers had not been revealed, yet Faya always assumed she would be a fire wielder, as her Fiery bloodline was strong.
This belief lasted until her tenth birthday. The young girl held in her breath and blew out all ten of her glittering candles, the shimmering light on her cake flickering and wisping away. 
The couple looked at Faya with open eyes. Their jaws clenched. Faya looked down and saw it. A beam of light, a blade of gold forming in her empty hand, her powers had manifested. That day, Faya was named. She was named a Mythical wielder.
As Faya got older, she realized something about her rare power. She couldn’t master it.  No matter how hard she tried, she just couldn’t control it. It seemed all her efforts were in vain, her parents didn’t help the situation either. Thankfully, she wasn’t alone. There were others like her that had powers they could not control or master. So those people were grouped into a category, the category of the “Unmastered.” Even though she was unmastered, her sought after power and family prestige had landed her in the most famous school for aspiring heroes in the world, Almighty Academy. 

Mr. Mythic is the only known hero who has mastered Mythical powers. His skill far surpasses all others and he is revered by every citizen. 
Even so, the best of the best has enemies. Most villains are petty thieves, but some go beyond such trivial things.... 









Chapter 2
Faya sighed and opened her eyes to yet another awful day in her hero school. She had been picked on by one of her classmates for a while now and life wasn’t getting much easier for her. Faya noticed as she got out of bed that her roommate had already left the room in shambles. She slapped her hand across her forehead, dressed for the day and quickly left the room, trying to ignore the mess. School was just as boring as it always was but to Faya, normal was better. As soon as she got out of her last class, she heard a voice that made her jump..
“Well, if it isn’t little Adler.” The voice chuckled. Faya stopped in her tracks, it was the headmaster's golden child, Mason Ledger.
“What- what do you want Mason?” Faya said as sternly as
possible.
“Oh well, aren't you gutsy today." he mocked, leaning closer 
To her. He flicked his finger across her head, making her take a step back.
	“Hey, why would you do that?” Faya yelped, holding her head.
“Oh don’t worry Adler, I can do much worse." he chuckled. 
Kids stood behind him with nasty smirks on their faces. Faya swallowed and prepared for impact. Mason then pushed her to the ground, taking a styrofoam lunch tray from one of his goons hands. He then swiped off the leftover food right onto Faya’s head. Her eyes filled with tears as they all laughed at her. 
	“Oh and by the way, my dad wants you in his office, so make sure to clean up, will you." he laughed, throwing the tray onto her head.
	Faya choked down her tears and threw out the tray. She walked to the bathroom and picked out the beans and corn from her hair. She splashed water on her face and sighed, trying to force a smile in the mirror but watching it fall. She felt her pocket and took out her phone, it was completely busted. She must’ve fallen on it. Faya shook her head but looked up again.
	Alright, let’s go. If I get lucky, maybe I'll finally get a mission and the opportunity to help out heroes. Faya thought. She put on her best smile and walked over to the headmaster's office. It was in the very middle of the grand school, somewhere she never hoped to go to for a bad reason, but she still remained hopeful that she might just get herself a mission
	“Hello, Headmaster Ledger?” Faya said, knocking on the large oak door. 
	“Come on in, Ms. Adler," he replied.  His chilling voice made the hair on her neck stand up straight. Faya walked in and sat across from him. The walls of his room were filled with books, collecting dust from their neglect. It felt as if Faya had stepped into a library. The floor to ceiling dark wooden bookcases were filled to the brim and the oaken floors matched perfectly. One window in the back of the room reflected the ever-glowing sunlight onto the headmaster's desk, leaving a golden shine on a stack of papers. There was only one section of wall that stood bare, standing out amongst the bookshelves. Faya didn’t have time to pay any mind to the decor of the room so she just kept her eyes forward and listened to what he had to say. 
	“What do you need sir?" she asked, getting herself ready for his answer.
“Ms. Adler, can you take patrol today in the Syoshi Shopping
Ward? I heard there has been some suspicious activity there recently." he ordered. 
	“Aye aye Headmaster Ledger” Faya said, saluting him with a childish grin. 
	The headmaster of the prestigious Almighty Academy sighed at her ignorant bliss and waved her out of his office eagerly so he could get back to his work.
	Yes! Finally a mission, well a patrol, but still! I will prove I can do it, and who knows, maybe I'll get an actual mission next time! She thought, pumping  her fist.
	Faya ran out of the office, giddy with excitement, and flew through the streets of Lockwood City. A hustling, bustling city full of villains for the catching. Its population is in the millions because of the placement of Almighty Academy.
	“Alright villains come and get me!” Faya yelled, spreading her arms out in the air.
	She looked around expectantly waiting… but sadly no villains came to take her life today. She sighed and circled the ward a few times looking for any thieves or maybe villains. 
	 Just then Faya saw a man carrying something under his jacket jogging through the ward.
“Stop right there thief!” Faya yelled at the man.
The man turned around and instead of a bag with jewelry, there was only a convenience store shopping bag in his hand.
Faya gritted her teeth and let out an “oooh”.
	“Um… False alarm sir sorry for the inconvenience." she yelled at him, waving him away. She was red from the embarrassment of her screw-up.
	He grumbled and walked away angrily.
	“Dumb heroes stupid stupid..”
	Faya looked around for any witnesses, afraid she'd get in trouble for “harassing innocent pedestrians” again. She turned back with an exasperated sigh and did a few more laps around before calling it quits.
	The sun is setting… I should head back now… Faya sighed.
She started to walk home, sad at the uneventful evening and the lack of villanny. 
She stopped at Lockwood square to admire the lights. They were always so bright and beautiful at night with their gentle yellow glow. Crowds flocked around the stores like moths to a flame and gathered around the huge billboards and screens with the latest news plastered on their faces 24/7. She stopped when she heard something alarming blaring on the news screen.
	“Notorious villain, Surge has been spotted. Police will be surrounding Lockwood square and Syoshi Shopping Ward, all other connecting roads will be barricaded so if you are on any roads listed, please hurry to one of these locations.”
	The noise of the reporter listing street names was drowned out by Faya’s thoughts. She stood in shock at the news, though a grin crawled on her face. 
Surge was said to be the only match for Mr. Mythic. As does Mr. Mythic, Surge also lives in the city of Lockwood. He is the wielder of the mysterious Mythical magic. But his is different.
	His power is like no other. While every other wielder has a golden beam of light as part of their power, his is a deep black. This black beam of light, later named Dark Mythical, is what struck fear into the hearts of every citizen of Lockwood and beyond. His capabilities are far superior to the average human. His strength and agility far surpass those of the League of Heroes. 
	He is known to stand on par with the top seat of the league, but out of fear, the people of the world say that Mr. Mythic is superior. 
	Surge sits atop his throne of villains. Though every villain worships the ground he walks on, he remains hidden. 
	Surge has only appeared in a hood and a dark black plague doctor mask, its outstretched beak like that of a crows, or at least that is what the only ever sighting of him says.
	His victims are gone without a trace and he stays hidden in the shadows for the most part. But the one time his true power had shown, was the moment he became the biggest threat in the world. 
	His black blade was gleaming above Lockwood square after an incident atop one of the skyscrapers. He had fallen off of the roof of one of these tall buildings, but the real problem was that he landed on his feet.
	Whoever witnessed it said that it was the most terrifying sight they had ever seen. A man who was not injured even though he had just fallen off a skyscraper. This supernatural strength is what scared the world into submission, his glare and his blade left the world in a panic.
	After that day, it is said he had never been spotted again, but his victims piled up more and more.
	The only way they could tell he was behind it was the lingering presence of him in all of his victims' lifeless bodies. The dark brooding aura that shadowed over every single one.
	He was a threat to the world, but even still, Faya wanted to meet him head on.
	 If I can capture one of the most notorious villains in the whole world, I'll be sure to get a ton of recognition and praise! She thought.
	Faya ran out of the crowds past the police and onto the empty streets of the night. The roads were so clear and silent you could hear a pin drop. This was very unusual for the most populated town in the country, but Faya knew why. Because of Surge.
	But she knew the risk…
	I don't get what's so cool about him. Well I have Mythical powers too so he has another thing coming if he underestimates me. She puffed out her chest in pride. Faya continued down the empty street, trying to look past the thick fog that enveloped the night sky. But just as she was about to turn back, a dark shadow loomed over Fayas figure. A cold air filled her body.
	“What a catch.” A deep, cold voice spoke, sending chills down Fayas spine.
Though before she could catch her breath, a hand wrapped around her mouth. A cloth smothering her lips. Before she knew it everything was black and she dropped right into Surge’s arms. 






























		    	Chapter 3
Faya awoke in pain.
 “Ouch, my back. Have I been sleeping on concrete or something?" she said looking down. Ironically, she was met with an eye full of concrete.
 “Okay I guess I was," she mumbled. She looked around at her surroundings. She seemed to be in an old, dingy cell of a room. The metal walls were rusting and it contained only a small toilet, sink and a metal bed frame. There was only one door but it was made of thick metal, the rest of the room was closed off. 
Perfect, now I've been kidnapped! she sighed. Faya sat on the bed frame, careful not to fall through the cracks in the metal frame. No mattress! Oh come on. She sat there looking around, unsure of what to do in the boring cell. Does this guy just want me to bore myself to death! Geez! I can’t believe I let that Surge guy beat me so easily. It was Surge who kidnapped me, right? She pondered. Faya shook her head to rid of all the bad thoughts, attempting to trick her brain into being brave enough to face him.
“Hey! Surge guy, where are you? I'm bored, come kill me or something!” Faya screamed through the huge metal door holding her in. Just then the door handle started to turn and Faya stepped back in shock and slight panic.
A man appeared with jet black hair that was slicked to the side, some strands falling onto his face, piercing gray eyes and a black cloth mask covering the lower half of his face.  He stepped into the room making the concrete floors shake a bit. His figure was strong and lean, especially intimidating if they are your kidnapper.
“I'm not going to kill you, or at least, not yet,”  Surge said, stepping into the cell. Faya perked up as she recognized his voice as the same deep one she heard the night before. 
“Oh! Hey Mr. Killer dude, so how are you!” Faya said, looking around nervously. Faya realized she tended to act like an idiot in serious situations.
Surge picked her up off of the ground by the collar of her shirt.
“I’m not looking for small talk, pretty girl, you got that?" he said throwing her to the side
Faya hit her head against the wall and squeaked in pain.
“Got it, sir." she mumbled out, rubbing her head.
“Listen you will stay here until your little hero friends come to save you then I'll capture them and who knows, maybe for fun I'll kill you too" he said slowly, a grin spreading across his pale face, noticeable even hidden under the cloth.
Faya's eyes widened and she felt a lump in her throat as she looked to the cold ground she sat on. But then in a wobbly voice she spoke to him, “Don't waste your breath, they're not going to come.” 
“Don't try that with me. I know your hero's little tricks, any second now they'll be storming through my front door." he chuckled, pointing towards the exit of my room.
“If you say so, I guess.” Faya sighed, feeling helpless. She tried her best not to let her emotions get the best of her.
“See you in a bit, pretty girl, and maybe I'll bring your dear friends to join you here." he said, chuckling and slamming the door behind him.
Faya got up to sit on the bed frame again, a single tear rolling down her cheek
“They're not going to come, are they.." she muttered to herself. 
They don't want me. In fact I bet they’re relieved I'm gone and they don't have to deal with my weak, helpless self anymore. I’d be better off here! Faya thought, hanging her head, and so she lay down on the metal bed frame trying her best to get comfy but settling for what she could get. She closed her eyes, praying it was just a dream.
Faya awoke again in her rusty holding cell. She groaned in pain, her aching back making her feel incapacitated. Looking to the floor, Faya noticed a small plate. She inched towards it to see it was a pile of cold rice and a small plastic fork. Her eyes gleamed with hunger and she quickly started to eat but when she took her first bite, she realized just how starved she had really been after all of this time. She shoveled the food down her throat like an animal at the zoo. Seconds later, she sat there staring at the empty plate. She sighed and stood back up to sit on the bed frame again, her stomach still empty.

			          ****
Where are they! What's taking them so long to get here! It's already been a day since I took this girl. Surge impatiently thought, walking down the hallway of the building he was holding Faya in. As he was about to knock on her door, he stopped himself. 
            You idiot she's your captive. this is probably all a ruse, she's trying to gain my trust is all. I'll show that idiot who she's messing with. He finished his range of thought. Yet even after all of the encouragement he gave himself, he found himself walking away without picking a fight. He realized it was because he didn't want to bother her. Even though he was sure it was a ruse, there was a part of him who thought, who knew it wasn't…
	And like that, a week had passed with no sign of anyone coming for Faya.
	He walked up to Faya’s cell to give her a plate of rice when he heard a faint sobbing coming from the other side. His chest tightened a little as he heard the sobs getting louder. 
           Where are these idiot heroes? Don't they care about her at all? He thought, walking away, sliding the food under her door. 
	Another week passed with no sign of heroes and his pent up anger exploded . 
	How could they just abandon her like that! This is why I despise heroes. They don't care about anyone but themselves.
	He slammed the door open and Faya jumped as he walked into her cell.
	“Where are they!" he barked.
	“I don’t know!” Faya yelled back, tears welled up in her eyes. “I don't know…”
	He sighed and sat on the bed frame next to her which surprised Faya to an extent she couldn’t describe. He somewhat reluctantly held out a firm hand for her. 
	“Listen, I'm sorry about this, I'm Percy by the way. Percy Stoll." he said, tugging down his mask.
	Now that Faya could see his full face she saw he was quite attractive. His gray eyes gleamed and his black hair was wavy and healthy. His pale face wore a fox-like grin. Light freckles adorned his features. She blushed a bit before speaking again.
	“Thanks, and I'm Faya Adler." she said smiling.
	“Hey, I'm sorry about your friends,” Percy said, a frown appearing on his features. 
	“It's ok, they weren't really my friends to start with." she said with morose, giggling to nullify her sadness. “But I need to know why, why are you doing this…” 
	Percy lowered his head, she could tell his mind was racing with the right words to say. Faya jumped a bit when he spoke up, “In all honesty I never expected you to make it this far. I had assumed you would break out of here, I thought you would lead the heroes right to me…” His voice got quieter as he trailed off. Faya looked at him with understanding. 
	“I suppose I’m not what you expected for a hero right. I’m unmastered, you see. I question how I got into that dumb school everyday." she said, her voice cracking, “I knew they would never come for me, I assumed I would die here." she let out a laugh to hide her fear.
	Faya hid her face from his deathly glare, though when she looked up, she was met with eyes full of remorse.
	“I never meant for any of this to happen. I am deeply sorry for putting you through this. None of this was supposed to happen you see…" he turned away before finishing his sentence.
	“I suppose I forgive you, though I can’t pretend what you did to me was okay, I can understand where you are coming from.” Faya said, the smallest glint of a smile stringing along her face.
	Percy stood up, extending a hand for Faya.
	“Here come with me," he said, nodding her way.
	She allowed him to take her hand and he led her out of the cell and down the hallway to another room. Faya smiled wide when she saw a furnished room with a mattress on the bed and all.
	“I haven't seen a mattress in so long!" she said running and jumping onto the mattress. 
			          ****
            What am I thinking, being so nice! But why do I feel like I can trust this girl? Something about her is different, as if somehow she’s important… Maybe I can afford to let her stay a while. Percy thought, coming to an agreement with himself.
“You may stay here as long as you like, and I'm sorry for the inconvenience. The bathroom is down the hall to the right.” Percy said.
“Hmm! I guess Mr. Surge has a heart after all.” Faya teased.
“Listen Faya we are one in the same, being neglected in hero society and all, so we should stick together.” Percy said, his lips slowly upturning. “We can talk about this tomorrow, in the meantime get some rest on a real bed." he shut the lights off and closed the door behind him.
Faya settled into the bed and closed her eyes, content with her new found friend. Even if he was a notorious killer.






















	Chapter 4
Faya woke feeling well rested for the first time in a week and decided to wash up. She followed the directions she was given to find the bathroom. The rooms in the house were nicer than expected considering the person who was living there. The bathroom had a white tile floor and bare black walls. A combination shower-bath, a simple toilet, and finally a shining, silver rimmed mirror just above the wooden sink, and so, Faya took a nice and long shower and freshened up. When she opened the door of her room again she saw a pile of clothes on the bed with a note next to it.
 Here’s some fresh clothes. When you’re done changing, come over to the living room. - Percy
 Faya smiled and set the note aside as she got dressed. She noticed the clothes were another woman’s clothes and she raised an eyebrow in curiosity as she slipped it on. Okay, I know he said to go to the living room but, where is it? Faya thought, picking herself up off of the bed and opening the door to her room. She searched a few rooms until she came across a corridor.
 Hm, this must be the way! She thought. She followed the corridor and it led to a big room. It had a couch and TV, a small dining table, and a bar near the front. Faya looked around the room until she heard a voice in her ear. 
“Ah! There you are” Percy whispered, causing Faya to leap back in surprise. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you, you know.”
“You’re the one who told me to come here!” Faya said crossing her arms
“Yes well this isn’t exactly the living room.” Percy started to explain, “It’s more of a...”
Before he could finish his sentence the door swung open and the two of them stood back as two other figures walked in. As their figures got more clear you could see it was a girl around Faya's age with blonde hair tied up into two braids that curled into a quite fancy looking bun, and curiously orange eyes. She wore a smile plastered face even when met with an unfamiliar person. Next to her, a tall boy who might’ve been a year older than Faya with black modern glasses, dark brown hair and a lean figure. He seemed to be more concerned with Faya than his friend.
Percy sighed and Faya stepped back, remaining cautious of her surroundings as they came closer to her.
“Percy, do you know these guys by any chance?” Faya said, nudging his shoulder, worried they were intruders.
“Unfortunately, yes I do.” Percy said, annoyed.
“Hey Percy!” The girl said, wrapping her arm around his bicep. 
“Faya, this is Adora. Adora, Faya” Percy said, gesturing his hands towards the two. 
“Woah, Percy isn’t this the girl you kidnapped! Geez I mean I know she’s cute and everything but still! Cold heartless Percy letting a girl into his life! I had to push my way through your thick walls.” Adora said, nudging Faya’s shoulder and causing her to blush.
“Quiet, Adora” Percy said sternly, making her stop mid sentence.
“You two and your bickering, can’t you give our guest some space” The other man said walking towards Faya. He grabbed her by the arm and pulled her out of the middle of the argument the two were in. Percy whipped his head around and looked at the man coldly until he let go of her arm suddenly. 
“Faya this is Soren” Percy said pointing to him.
“Soren Blackwell" he said, holding out a hand. Faya shook it happily.
“So, are you guys friends with Percy?” Faya said to the two.
“If you call your friends, employees, then yes we’re great friends” Soren said sarcastically.
“Yeah tell me about it, Percys the worst, I mean he makes me do all the dirty work while he basks in the glory” Adora added.
“I don’t think being a feared killer is exactly glory.” Faya said, unsure of her explanation.
“She’s right, having the police on your tail 24/7 isn’t exactly my idea of glory.” Percy said, crossing his arms.
“Good for you hotshot, well it's mine” Adora said waving a knife she took from the holster by her hip in the air.
“Woah woah woah!” Faya yelled, “You have a knife!” 
“Uh yeah, didn’t this dimwit tell you anything about us!” Adora said pointing to Percy who looked like he was about to kill someone.
“No and I didn’t plan to.” Percy said, crossing his arms.
“Okay, fine I guess I’ll have to do it myself then” Adora said, “So basically when Mr. Surge over here doesn't like someone, Soren gets their information, Percy captures him, and I finish the job. We’re like a trio except no one knows about the two of us..  He’s the only one people clear the streets for” Adora said, glaring at Percy.
“Oh interesting, I always thought he worked alone.” Faya said, trying to act as if their trio act didn’t make her want to throw up in terror.
“Yeah, like he could do all of that by himself, and, by the way, I was the one cooking your food-“ Percy covered Adora's mouth with his hand as she clawed at him like a cat.
“Come on Adora it seems we’ve overstayed our welcome” Soren said glaring at Percy and taking Adora’s hand.
“ Soren, wait! I want to talk to my new best friend Faya!” Adora said, trying to free her hands from Soren’s grip. But it was no use.
“See you guys later!” Faya said, smiling and waving at them.
“Goodbye Faya.” Soren said, shutting the door behind them.
“So…Percy I didn’t know you had, erm- workers.” Faya said, trying to spark up a conversation.
“Yes, well more like I rescued them.” Percy said, rolling his eyes.
“What do you mean you “rescued” them?” Faya said, raising an eyebrow.
“Well you see, Adora used to be a circus performer until she got kicked out and for a while she lived on the streets” Percy said.
“But why did she get kicked out of the circus?” Faya asked.
“Because she is powerless,” Percy said, Faya nodded in silence. Fayas parents always made powerless people out to be lesser, though for most of her life, Faya had felt just as powerless as any other normal person.
“Soren also happens to be one of them” Percy explained, “You see, Adora used to perform in the circus to get by, but when it closed down, she was on the streets. I asked her to come with me with the promise of a better life, charity if you will, and she did. From there I gave her a new life and let her stay here for a while. But for that she had to agree to help me kill people. Though reluctant at first, she ended up being a natural so she stuck to that job and she still does it with indifference to this day.” Percy ended.
“It sounds like becoming a criminal was like some great dream she pursued.” Faya laughed.
“To her it was somewhat like that I guess?” Percy said, shrugging.
“So what about Soren, he may be powerless but he seems smart enough to get by,” Faya said curiously.
“Yes, well he is.” Percy started, “ Soren was a child prodigy and was in high school by the time he was 9. But you see, he and I were childhood friends and were very close. We were neighbors so we hung out almost every day. When he was 17, his parents died. I offered to take him with me and live beside me once again, and to repay me, he insisted on helping me with my work” Percy explained. 
“Why don’t they live with you?” Faya asked, engaging fully in the conversation.
“Soren's parents were very wealthy. When they died he got a large inheritance, though most was taken by the government. With his money he is able to live in an apartment not far from here, Adora lives in the same building. He also pays for her apartment. I’ve always told him he was far too kind for his own good but he insists he’s a cold blooded monster…”
“Wow, I had no clue his life was so tragic,” Faya said. “I wasn’t expecting these kinds of stories. I thought they just liked killing people.”
“Well that’s dead wrong!” Percy said, raising his tone, quickly lowering it right after. “None of us do. You know first hand what the heroes have done. So many people have been left out to dry by the Almighty Academy. I started killing their executives to send a message, but they simply don’t care. They don’t care about you, about me. I don’t want to kill them, but I see no other way.” 
“Oh I had no idea…” Faya said, looking at the floor. “I’m sorry I asked." she started to walk away.
Just then Percy grabbed her arm and she turned around to look at him.
“I’m sorry Faya.  I didn’t mean your life was perfect and that was insensitive of me.” Percy apologized.
“You're right it wasn’t. But at least I didn’t have to perform in a circus to survive, and at least I didn’t lose my parents...” Faya trailed off,  “My parents!” 
“What about them?” Percy questioned, “Oh, oh no.”
“They must think I’m dead or something! I bet they're worried!”
Faya said, panicking.
Percy waited for her to calm down and asked her a serious question,
“Faya. Do you want to go back home to them? Though you must promise not to tell me about me." he asked, looking her deep into her eyes.
“I- Well,” Faya stuttered, rambling through her thoughts. “No, no I don’t. I can’t go back to that life again. I can’t go back to that school, back to my home. I just hope one day they’ll understand where I’m coming from, you know. Not like I really see them enough for them to care about what I do..." she sighed, she couldn't go back to them anymore, not after all they’ve done…
“Well I’m glad to hear you’re staying at least.” Percy said, smiling slightly.
“Yeah, I guess I am.” Faya nodded. Faya couldn’t help but worry she would become a burden to Percy and wondered if staying was the right choice.
She paused for a moment, collecting her thoughts and came to a final conclusion. Just then, a thought had sparked in her mind, a way to use her power as a former student against them. Faya looked Percy in the eyes and took his hand in hers. He looked surprised by her sudden movement, his hand almost jerked back but he decided to let her hold him. Faya then closed her eyes and spoke loudly.
“Percy, I want to get revenge on Almighty Academy.” 
His eyes widened and a grin crawled slowly across his face.

















		Chapter 5		
“I’ve been waiting for you to say that,” Percy said, an evil grin creeping over his features.
“I just don’t want to sit by while people are neglected and bullied because of the power they were born with” Faya exclaimed, thinking back to her time back at Almighty Academy. She remembered Mason and her roommate and every other bully in that school who took time out of their days to torment her, day in and day out. Rage bubbled up in her..
“Now you’re starting to see the bigger picture.” Percy grinned devilishly.
“But that makes no sense. I mean, if that’s how villains think then, then- the villains are right!” Faya spoke, realizing something she had never even thought about before. She had always thought the villains were evil and horrible, but maybe she was wrong this whole time.
“That’s it, Faya. So now do you understand where all of us are coming from. We want liberation against those who have wronged us, and the only way to bring it to light is to take down Almighty Academy once and for all.” Percy explained, squeezing her hands, still holding on to them..
“Yes, but how can we manage  that!” Faya flung her arms out of Percy's grip.
“Before we even entertain the idea, we need to get you to your full potential.” Percy said, standing up from the couch.
“What do you mean by that?” Faya asked, watching him from her seat.
“What I mean is, we need to master your magic,” Percy stated, scratching his chin and looking to the sky.
“M-Master my magic! Are you insane? I've tried to do that my whole life but kept failing! How do you think you can help with that!” Faya snapped at Percy.
He looked back down, slightly shocked by her lashing out.
“Whoa, sorry about that!” Faya said sheepishly.
“Faya, have you ever considered the reason you could never master mythical magic is because, well, no one who shared your same type of magic taught you…?” Percy asked.
“Well now that I think about it…” Faya wondered, “But how can you help, don’t you have ”Dark Mythical” or something?” 
She waited for an answer but just heard a wave of laughs coming from Percy.
“What! You actually believe that! No, of course I don’t have “Dark Mythical”. It doesn't exist. I have regular old Mythical just like you." he exclaimed.
“I know, I just wanted to make sure that's all.” Fayas face reddened in embarrassment. She had, in fact, believed it wholeheartedly, without question. She had to look away from him to hide her surprised expression.
“ I guess I never thought that kind of power could come out of me.” Faya whispered, changing the subject as quickly as possible.
“That’s exactly why I’m going to train you until you are on par with me, and when that day comes… you will be ready to infiltrate Almighty Academy” Percy explained.
“Really! You’d do that! Thank you so much Percy!” Faya said with excitement, pulling him into a suffocating embrace.
Percy's face got gradually more red, his inner thoughts boiling over like a tea kettle each passing second she held onto him. Faya didn’t stop until she fully realized how long she had been holding on.
“Sorry! That was really embarrassing huh.” Faya said, covering her mouth with the palm of her hand.
“Don’t worry about it Faya. For now you have to focus on your future.” Percy said, trying to get to the point as quickly as possible, “Do you really want to wield the kind of powers I have? Enough to clear the streets around you and sink fear into all the hearts of the citizens of Lockwood City." he looked Faya in the eyes, awaiting her answer.
“I-well… I don’t want to strike fear. I want to protect the people the “heroes” neglected, people like me…” Faya said solemnly. 
“I see. So if that’s the path you want to take then so be it. I can already tell you’re going to be something great. We can start training whenever you want, just say the word. In the meantime, you should get some rest. Tomorrow will be a grueling day of training and hard work for you alright?” Percy asked.
“Got it boss!” Faya said, smiling and running away. 
As soon as she was out of sight Percy smiled thinking about her. 
She’s special… I can feel that one day she may even be close to my level. But I guess I don’t really mind that.
The rest of the day, Faya sleuthed about, wandering the cold halls of her new home, laying on her bed and blankly staring at the ceiling, patiently awaiting her training.
Faya took a quick shower and brushed her teeth before rushing back to her room and putting on pajamas as quickly as she could, she scurried as if she was in a race. Faya knew she had to get all the sleep she could get before her big day of training. So she quickly yelled a goodnight out the door to Percy, shut the lights off and closed the door before she finally hopped into her bed and closed her eyes, hopeful for a new dawn and new power.
But those sweet dreams were interrupted when she heard a voice boom in her ear.
“Get up, sleepy head, it's time for your training.” Percy yelled to get her to awake.
“Huh, Percy it's only… 5:30 A.M! Are you insane?! It's too early for this. I'm going back to bed.” Faya said, burying her face under the covers”.
“Do you want to be strong or not? Now come on, you can rest when you're done with your training.” Percy said, dragging her out of bed by the leg.
“Ow! Stop that hurts. I think you just pulled a muscle, '' Faya said, holding her leg as soon as they got to the front door.
“You’re fine, now get up and out that door!” Percy said, looking down at her on the floor holding her leg.
“Really? Nothing! Alright, fine, fine I’ll do your stupid training or whatever.” Faya said, getting up and dramatically limping out the door, Percy not too far behind.
“Okay now show me what you already know,” Percy said, keeping a close eye on her in case she did any quick attacks, but instead was met with a small puff of air coming from her hands led by a few sparkles.
“Really?!” Percy said, palming his face..
“Hey, you said show me what I got! So I did. I never said it was good.” Faya shrugged.
“Looks like I have my work cut out for me.” Percy said under his breath. “Okay now, shall we get started." he said swiftly.
“Follow my lead," he instructed.
He outstretched both his hands and widened his stance a bit. Faya followed what he did.
“Now try that… whatever it was you did again.” Percy said, looking her up and down.
Faya rolled her eyes and said, “Well. here goes nothing!”
Faya tried to puff out the smoke again but this time it was much bigger than before.
“Oh my gosh I did it!” Faya said in between coughs from the smoke cloud surrounding her and Percy.
“Oh great, so you’re an explosive type. Perfect” Percy hacked out through the thick smoke.
Faya waved the smoke away so she could see him and said confused,
“What do you mean “Explosive Type`` '' Faya questioned.
“Well you see Mythical powers can be very diverse. So it is split into types. The types are completely customized to fit the wielder” Percy explained.
“Oh really! So what’s your type?” Faya asked.
 “My type is manipulation. I can move the things around me and make them my own. I can also do everything else added on to the mythical power” Percy said.
“Wait there’s more!” Faya said excited
“Yes, well like any good wielder of Mythical magic you can cast numerous spells of your choosing on top of the one you have already been given.”
“Wow I can’t believe I’ve never been taught any of this!” Faya said surprised.
“Yes, well that’s because no one knows except the people who possess Mythical magic” Percy said, willing a small trinket out of the front door with his power. 
“Wow, well thank you for sharing this secret with me!” Faya said, bowing her head.
“Stop that. There’s no need. After all, you do wield the power. You deserve to know its secrets.” Percy said, throwing his head slightly back. The rest of her day consisted of hard labor. Learning to harness this newfound power. Fsya found it difficult at first but it soon began to feel almost natural. If she focused hard enough, with the squeeze of her fist, she could make close by objects spark and pop like a firecracker. By holding her hands out, she could create small explosions, that while look like they would hurt, felt like nothing but a small tap on her palm. Fayas confidence grew as the day went on and before she knew it hours had gone by.
  “Alright, how about we call it a day. Tomorrow we will actually start your true training” 
“What! There’s more. I thought I was basically a master!” Faya joked.
“Faya we’ve only scratched the surface of your true ability. For now, rest up tonight okay?” Percy said.
“Geez Percy! Look at you going all wise master on me” Faya said laughing.
“Ugh I’m just trying to help your training with- well a more level headed teacher approach, alright?!” Percy said. 
“Yeah, good thing you did,” Faya muttered.
“What did you just say?”
“Nothing. Goodnight!” Faya yelled, running away knowing full well that it was 3:00 pm.
She got to her room, exhausted and fell on the bed. She spread out her limbs and began to think. 
You know maybe living with a villain isn’t so bad!

	            	










			Chapter 6
Faya awoke to the smell of frying eggs. She shot straight out of bed and walked to the kitchen drooling. What's that smell! I haven’t had any good food since I got here. Faya thought, walking sleepily through the halls with only the morning light shining through the windows of the abandoned building. 
“What smells so good Percy!” Faya murmured half asleep, finally opening her eyes and walking into the kitchen. 
“Is this a reward for my training performance?” Faya smiled, raising an eyebrow.
She was surprised to see it was not Percy at all, but Adora.
“Adora! Why are you here” Faya exclaimed, perking up slightly from her drowsiness.
“Hey Faya!” Adora waved, flipping an omelet in the air out of a skillet.
“Sorry I didn’t warn you, I usually come here on Wednesdays to cook breakfast for everyone.” 
“Everyone?” Faya questioned. 
Her question was answered when she heard a deep voice from behind her.
“Adora, do you need any help? I don’t want you ruining my breakfast again, you know I hate salt.” Soren sighed, walking into the kitchen.
Faya turned sharply at hearing a voice.
“Oh! Hey Soren.” Faya said, waving. “Wait, you don’t like salt?”
“Goodmorning Faya.” Soren said, walking past her and up to Adora. “And yes, salt is a vile seasoning, it’s too- erm, salty.” Faya laughed at his explanation.
“Oh great. You two are here.” Percy groaned, stretching from his morning drowsiness.
“Yes we’re here. Like we don't come over every week” Adora remarked sarcastically.
Percy rolled his eyes and sat down at an island seat in the middle of the dimly lit kitchen. Faya accompanied him.
“So… What's on the menu!” Faya asked excitedly. 
“Well how about an omelet, toast and fruit. With no salt!” Adora smiled, handing Faya and Percy a plate of what she had just described. 
“Where did you manage to get all these fresh ingredients?!” Faya asked, taking her first bite of the meal presented before her.
“Um, I borrowed it from our local supermarket!” Adora said laughing.
Percy smirked at the comment and Faya looked horrified.
“What! You stole, why would you do such a thing!” Faya paused and looked around. Percy was crossing his arms giving her the “How dumb can you be” look and Adora looked like she was on the verge of a laughing fit..
“Oh right, nevermind” Faya said sheepishly.
Faya you idiot! They are villains, that’s what they do! Faya thought, slapping her forehead in embarrassment. 
“Oh Faya. You need to get used to it if you want to fit in,” Adora said, winking at Faya and giving her a sly smile.
Faya looked at Adora shocked and getting her message, said angrily “You-you want ME to steal! Are you kidding me!" she waved her arms around, emphasizing her point. “I’ve never done anything bad before and I won't start now! Even if I am technically bad now.” Faya humphed, crossing her arms. Adora burst out laughing and Percy raised an eyebrow, ready to laugh like she was if Adora kept talking.
“Oh Faya Faya Faya,” Adora started, “All you need is practice! And you won’t think twice before stealing something ever again” 
“But I WANT to be able to think twice!” Faya yelled, “I WANT the common sense not to steal!”
“Whoa! Geez sorry” Adora said putting her hands in the air, “I didn’t know being a prissy pants was what you wanted in life.” Adora teased, “Maybe you shouldn’t have stayed if you refuse to help.” 
“Adora stop!” Percy said, slashing a hand in front of her, blocking Fayas view.
“Prissy pants!” Faya barked, storming over to Adora, angrily mumbling on her way over.
“Stop that. Apologize Adora.” Soren said, using his arms to split Faya and Adora up before Faya could make her way over to her.
“Ugh. So sorry Faya, for calling you prissy pants” Adora said, crossing her arms in disagreement.
“It's OK Adora,” Faya smiled sarcastically. She walked away, anger still bubbling up in her body from the rude comments Adora had thrown her way.
"She’s gonna steal” Adora smiled, “I’ll make sure of that”
“Adora, just don’t push her too hard. She can be stubborn” Percy grinned, looking Fayas way as she left the room, and so all four went their separate ways.
I can’t believe the audacity that Adora has! Faya thought still fuming about the fight. Faya slouched on her bed and looked up at the ceiling, limbs now sprawled across the dark gray bed sheets that lay on the mattress. Faya replayed the scene over and over in her head, thinking of every possible way she could’ve kept her composure better. She sighed and got up.  She couldn’t replay that scene anymore without going insane. So Faya opened the front door and found her way to the side of the patchwork type building she resided in. 
I wonder how long this place has been abandoned? Faya thought, scanning the building's rusty exterior. But as soon as she started to analyze she snapped herself out of it to focus on her goal. To get stronger. Without Percy's help. 
Faya grunted as she tried her hardest to force an explosion out of her hands just like the other day, but it was no use. She replayed her memories of his training, followed his instructions and maneuvered  herself into the perfect stance. She tried again and this time she felt a puff of smoke and before she could process what had happened she was on the ground. When the smoke cleared after the waves of her hand, she was met with a small divot in the ground.
I did it! I really did it. I made an explosion! Faya thought, jumping in the air excitedly at her progress. But not far away Percy leaned against the side of the old building peeking his head over the wall to watch Faya training. When he saw her jump for joy he grinned to himself.
She did it huh. She really is a fast learner, Percy thought, still smiling to himself as he snuck back into the house. 
After an hour or two Faya walked in, tired and worn out after a long day but with multiple holes in the yard to show for it.. She was about to open the door to her room when she heard a faint voice getting louder and saw Adora waving and running towards her..
“Faya! Hey Faya!” Adora yelled, making her way over to her.
“I’m glad I caught you. I actually wanted to ask you for something. Help if you will.” 
“Yes of course what’s up?” Faya questioned.
“I need help shopping for us and I was wondering if you could help me by coming to the store with me?” Adora asked, putting her hands behind her back.
“Nuh uh, no way am I going to help you steal Adora. Only in your wildest dreams.” Faya answered by opening the door to her bedroom and taking her first step in.
“Wait Faya no!” Adora said, grabbing her by the arm, getting Faya's attention again, “I actually want to um, shop for real. With my own money, and you see, I’m asking you to go, to keep me in check you know?” 
“Wait really! That’s great news Adora! Of course I would love to go shopping with you. Come on now, I will show you the proper way to get groceries!” Faya said, excitedly pulling Adora’s arm and leading her out of the house.
Adora grinned as she got pulled by Faya. Perfect. 
The girls made their way to the closest supermarket they could find that Adora had not stolen from and their journey took them all around town until they found a small market on the outskirts of town.
“Well, are you ready to be good for once?” Faya asked excitedly, gripping Adoras hand. The two walked into the small store and when they walked in there was a ding of the bell that announced their arrival. In the front of the store, there was a cash register with a tired teen behind the counter, and to the right of it there were three racks and four coolers all lined up and stocked with all kinds of food.
“Okay Adora, how much money did you bring?” Faya asked, leading her to the frozen foods section. 
“Um, enough,” Adora said nervously.
Just got to keep up this ruse and I swear she'll realize how important stealing can be to people like us. I just hope she understands. She is already mad enough at me, 
Adora thought, rubbing her temple to try to give herself the encouragement she needed to get herself out of this situation unscathed. 
“Okay Adora, follow me. I almost have everything on the list. We just need some milk and frozen TV dinners and we should be good to go!” Faya said heading to the other side of the store, “You know I haven’t been shopping like this since I lived with my parents and they made me run their errands.” Faya picked up four TV dinners and a gallon of milk. After all of her shopping, the small basket she had been carrying around had grown heavy and full.
“Hello, how may I help you today.” a slightly annoyed voice spoke from behind the counter.
“Hi! just this” Faya said about to place the shopping basket onto the counter when Adora suddenly took it from her hands.
“Adora, what do you think you’re doin-“ Faya’s voice was cut off by Adora’s hand grasping hers. Adora flew out of the store with the kid behind the counter yelling for the two to come back but of course Adora would never let that happen.
“Adora, I swear I’m going to kill you!” Faya said, the wind pressing against her body as they ran through the busy streets of Lockwood City, trying to make it back home before the cops caught up with them. When they finally stopped in front of the most unappealing building on the street they both panted for air and Adora dropped the basket on the front lawn. Faya dropped to the ground, leaning against the building and tried to regain her breath.
“Adora. As much as I would like to kill you right now, please get the basket inside so the cops don’t find us.” Faya said, swinging her arm to point at the blue shopping basket brimming with stolen items.
“Don’t worry. No one ever comes down this street.” Adora said, crossing her arms and looking down the street. The street looked like a charming trailer park, but it was completely uninhabited. For a hideout it had luscious green grass and lots of room for Faya’s training.
“Really! I figured at least some people would come down this street for its sunsets.” Faya said, looking at the sky as the sun lowered behind the clouds. It glowed with the most vibrant of colors that shined as brightly as the night sky. The sun glowed a beautiful yellow that could make anyone stare for hours.
“Yes. You’re right, but for now it is our beautiful secret.” Adora said, smiling and looking ahead. Faya got up and put her hand on Adoras shoulder, taking the basket into her hands.
“You know. I may not agree with you, but I will always respect what you're doing for the sake of your friends.” Faya said, exchanging smiles with Adora. She then opened the door to a house filled with the chatter of the TV and the conversation between the two boys that sat in the living room, “We’re home!”
























Chapter 7
“Welcome back. Where have you been?” Soren interrogated as soon as the two stepped foot through the door. Adora lifted the basket into his view and his eyes widened ever so slightly as he averted his gaze to Faya. 
“I see. I would’ve never expected that if I’m being honest. Not from you at least.” Soren said, retaining eye contact with Faya.
“I wouldn’t have if she didn’t trick me.” Faya rolled her eyes to look at Adora who grinned like a fox. A veiny hand gripped onto the pillar across from the door and out swung Percy, who took a bite out of a green apple.
“Hey guys, Where were you?” Percy questioned as he looked deep into Fayas eyes and was met with a slight flush of guilt behind them.
“I told you not to push her too hard.” Percy glared at Adora and she darted her head away to avoid eye contact.
“It’s fine Percy. You’ve gotta do what you’ve gotta do, right?” Faya grinned and Percy's expression softened.
“On that note, hand me the basket and I’ll put everything away.” Soren held out his hand for the basket, “Assuming I’m the only one who knows where everything goes, that is?” Percy and Adora looked away from Soren’s daggers staring through them.
“I can help!” Faya said walking over with Soren and giving him a reassuring smile.
“How kind Faya. But I’m afraid I don’t need your help right now” Soren said, still staring at Adora and Percy. After 30 long seconds he sighed, and walked off leaving the three in the main entrance.
“Why didn’t you help him!” Faya said, crossing her arms in disapproval.
“Soren can get real scary when you let him boss you around.” Adora spoke, shivering for dramatic effect.
“That’s my job.” Percy whispered to himself angrily, shaking his head slightly at his own thoughts. Faya sighed, giggling to herself and walked off to her bedroom. She opened the door and her feet hit th4e hardwood floor, she walked until she was met with her bed. She fell onto it and found herself throwing a yellow bouncy ball in the air and catching it continuously until she got bored.
I guess even a villain's life can get boring sometimes. Faya thought to herself, still lying on her bed. She looked around her room and got to her feet. The door to her room creaked open as she stepped out. She was determined now. Determined to train until her knees collapsed. So she went to the only person who could help her achieve that, Percy. 
She opened the door to his room and stepped in. All of the lights were off except for a small lamp that resided on a wooden desk. Percy sat in the chair in front of it. In the silent room all you could hear was the quiet tapping of a pen on wood. 
“Um Percy?” Faya said, trying to snap him out of his deep thoughts.
“Faya, perfect timing” Percy said, turning around. Now that he turned his features were illuminated by the lamplight and Faya noticed his hair was done in a messy fashion and he had glasses on. Glasses that just rested on the bridge of his nose.
“What are you doing? Why is it so dark?” Faya questioned glancing around at the black abyss of a room. 
“Come here, I've been working on something recently,” Percy said, waving her over, and so Faya walked over cautiously.  She looked down on the desk he was sitting at and saw a piece of paper with some scribbled writing on it.
“Once you have gained your full potential we will start our attack on the school” Percy spoke, determination emanating from his voice.
“But how will we manage to get in? You are a world renowned villain, you know.” Faya teased, slightly poking at his shoulder.
“To take Almighty Academy down we have to do it from the inside.” Percy looked up at Faya, a wicked grin crawling upon his skin.
“I see. Good thinking.” Faya said, matching his sinful energy with a smile and a nod. She walked out the door with a sensation of purpose. She knew what she was going to do next.
The rusted metal door creaked loudly as it was flung open by Faya. She walked outside, adrenaline coursing through her veins.
 If I'm going to train, I must get my body into shape, Faya thought, determined. In my current state, I can’t handle the kind of power I want to achieve. 
She pulled up the sleeves of her long-sleeved shirt and got down on one knee, putting her hand in front of her. She counted down in her head. 3…2…1…GO! She took off like a bullet towards the other part of the cul-de-sac, and ran 5 laps, timing every lap.
3:25. Not good enough. 2:14 I need to do better. 2:03 Come on. 1:49 Come on Faya don’t give up just 60 seconds. Do it in 60 seconds. 1:09: I came so close.
All these thoughts whirled in her head as she ran and after her fifth lap she fell to the ground in front of the house, gasping for breath. She got up and after fiddling with her hair she pulled out her rubber band and her brown hair flowed out like a waterfall. She moved on to the next part of her training regiment. Her skin glowing from the pearls of sweat that dropped across her face. 
45 46 47 48 49 50! Faya thought, pulling her body up from her push up stance. She strolled to the other side of the backyard and sighed. She sat down on the ground, feeling defeated. 
It’s not enough, not yet. Faya thought, hanging her head in agony and disappointment. 
“What are you doing sitting on the grass Faya?” A hand reached out for her.
“Oh Adora, it’s just you.” Faya said, grabbing onto her hand and letting it pull her up.
“Have you been training all alone?" she said, looking pitifully at Faya.
“Well yeah I guess I have.” Faya said, waiting for a reason why she shouldn't be.
“Come on, in this house we don’t do anything alone!” Adora pumped her fist in the air.
Fayas face shone a large childish grin, her friend's display of kindness comforting her.
“Come on! Let’s go, I'll get you some equipment, running won’t do you any good.” Adora said, skipping off into the house. 
The sunlight started to fade, as a beautiful sunset began. Maroons and oranges filled the color stained sky and Faya couldn’t help but stand and stare for a while. She heard the click of the doorknob and rotated her head around to see Adora carrying a heavy looking box. 
“Here, let me help you with that.” Faya said, grabbing the other end of the cardboard box. She peeked inside and  saw workout equipment; weights and jump ropes filled every corner of the box. When the box was laid down a small dust cloud followed it, signifying it hadn’t been used in a while. Faya grabbed two dumbbells labeled “15 lbs” and started to curl them. 
“I’ll be inside with the others if you need me!” Adora said, opening the door again and disappearing into the dim light of the home. 
Outside, Faya kept curling the same weight until the sun left the sky and only the darkness of night remained. She piled all of the weights she used into the same cardboard box and set it beside the front door. She then walked inside, ignoring her friends' calls, exhaustion overriding her senses. WIthout a glance back, she walked into her bedroom and right before she collapsed, she looked at herself in the mirror.  She looked overworked, and tired. Right before falling into a slumber, she smiled, knowing she would do it again tomorrow, and she did. For the next month she fell into the same routine, and before long, she had become stronger than she imagined, and closer to her friends than ever. Throughout the month, Soren and Adora slowly moved in with them to avoid the police. The government's suspicions about the whereabouts of Surge had been coming into focus, Faya and the others couldn’t sit idly by and watch the chaos unfold. If they could find where Percy was, the world would be flipped on its head. Though Faya had managed to settle in, after all that, she was just starting her magic training.
		




















Chapter 8
A small ray of sun snuck through the window  of Faya’s room, its yellow and orange hues illuminating the formerly dark room. Her eyelids ached for rest as she pulled her body heavily off the  bed. A small shudder went through her body when she touched the floor. She groaned and padded out of her room into the narrow hallway.  Her grogginess turned into soreness  the more she walked.  The exercise had officially gotten to her. . She suddenly rammed into the wall, parallel from the kitchen. Her eyes flung open and she came to her senses. Pain ached through her body from head to toe. She held her head as she kneeled to the ground, restabilizing herself. 
Ugh oww! Dang it, why am I so out of focus. Faya thought, pulling herself back up. She stumbled into the kitchen and collapsed into a chair at the kitchen island.  She glanced ahead and met the eyes of Adora, who seemed quite amused. 
“Faya, um ,are you alright?" she said between silent giggles. 
“I don’t want to talk about it.” Faya pouted and looked the other way.
“Your body is exhausted, you need some food in your system.” Adora said, sliding a plate of eggs and bacon into her view. 
“Thanks Adora, I don’t know what’s wrong with me this morning." she laid her head on the cold granite countertop, her body relaxing once again.
As she lay there a cough escaped her mouth, it was dry and crackly.  Adora looked at her, concerned for her health. Then another more nasally cough crackled through her lips, then another, and another,  She bolted out of the kitchen and Adora ran after her as she kneeled over the toilet and threw up into it.  Adora held her hair as she did so. The gruesome sight lasted a few minutes and when it was over Faya held her stomach and rolled onto the tiled floor of the bathroom, groaning in pain. 
“Oh crap! Faya!” Adora said, looming over her, shocked and scared.
“Percy! Soren! Anyone!” Adora yelled out the door of the bathroom, hoping to catch the attention of one of her friends. 
“Adora I swear what is it now-” Soren said, stopping in his tracks when he reached the bathroom.
A silent dread filled his face as he looked down at Faya, and before Adora could explain what was happening, he jumped into action. He knelt down by Faya’s side and scooped her up, bridal style. Adora followed him worriedly into Faya’s bedroom. He placed her down on the bed and snapped around to Adora.
“Go get her two pain killers and a cup of hot tea with honey.” 
Adora nodded and ran out of her room, heading for the kitchen. Soren pulled over a chair to sit in as he waited for Adora’s return. He made sure to constantly check her condition every few minutes. Not long after, Adora rushed back into the room, having completed Soren’s request.
“So what’s wrong?” Adora asked, setting a tray onto the end of the bed and picking up the pills. 
“Her body was exhausted and  it collapsed. She is running a high fever.” Soren explained, handing Faya the cup of tea and pain killers. 
“Will she be alright?” Adora asked looking at her paper white complexion.
“I’m sure she’ll be fine, just give her a couple of days .Though, if we don’t treat this right it could be bad.” 
Adora nodded, despite being worried. She sighed and walked out of Faya’s room, taking one last look behind her before leaving.
“Well I’ll leave you here for a bit.  I’ll go fetch someone who I’m sure will be most concerned for you.” Soren snickered, walking out of the room.
Faya turned her back to the wall, miserable. Her head was pounding. Her body felt paralyzed every time she tried to move. Just as she was falling asleep she heard a concerned yell.
“Faya!” Percy said, practically shattering the wooden door while flinging it wide open.
Faya’s body jumped when she heard her door crash open and she managed to turn her head around to look at the concerned man that stood in her doorway. Percy ran to her side and knelt down on the carpet to look at her.
“Faya! Are you alright! Soren told me you were sick so I came immediately.” Percy said, placing a hand on the edge of the bed.
In a croaky voice, Faya forced out, “Just worn out, that's all”
“Oh Faya, you sound awful, I should’ve stopped you from working your body so hard but I just couldn’t…” Percy explained, turning his head away from Faya’s eyes. 
“Percy I just need some sleep is all, seriously, don’t worry about me, please.” Faya said, managing to crack a smile with her dry lips. 
“Right! I’ll leave you alone now.” Percy said standing up.
He walked out of the door and muttered a quiet“Goodnight” before he left and shut the door behind him. Faya relaxed her muscles again to try and fall asleep. Before she drifted off, she heard Adora’s giggle from the other side of the door. 
Faya was awoken by the sound of her bedroom door opening, and the sight of a dark figure stepping in. A metal tray clanked against the wooden bedframe and a warm cup of tea was brought up to her face. 
“Here you are,” They said, signaling for her to lift her head up.
As she did so, they placed two pills on her tongue and signaled for her to swallow. Hot tea seeped down her throat, warming her whole body and the tension in her bones relaxed. She looked up at the now forming face, courtesy of the hall light filling the room, and smiled. As they left, she muttered “Thank you, Soren.” 
Through the hours of the night, she slept deeply, and when the sunlight was too much to ignore, she attempted to pull herself off of the bed. Her body was disagreeing with her but she managed to pull herself up. She stood on wobbly legs, close to collapse, and walked to her dresser. She slammed her hands on the wooden surface and pulled her head up to look in the mirror. Her eyes were dark and baggy and her hair looked messy and knotty. She gritted her teeth and walked herself down the hall to the bathroom. She opened the door quietly, hoping not to catch the attention of her friends, and walked in. She turned the nozzle of the shower and the sound of the water hitting the acrylic floor filled the air. After the mirrors were fully steamed, she stepped in the shower and sighed as the warm water beat down on her cold body. She made sure to use extra conditioner to get the knots out, but her stomach disagreed with the amount of time she would have to spend in the shower. After a while, she stepped out fresh and clean, and without most of the knots that used to reside in her hair. Stray water trickled down her body as she wrapped a warm towel around her. She rubbed her eyes as she walked back to her room to get changed. She picked out the comfiest clothes. Afterwards, she slipped into them and she walked out to the kitchen, hoping for some food she could digest easily. She slipped through the door as the creak of the floorboards echoed in the room and three heads looked up in her direction. 
“Ah, Faya, how have you been holding up?” Soren said, arising from his seat at the counter. 
“Oh, I’m holding up, I guess.” Faya sighed, walking over to sit down beside the others.
“Well, that’s good to hear, sit down and I’ll make you some hot tea.” Soren said, waving her to the seat next to Percy.
She accepted the offer and sat down. Percy turned his head in her direction and gave her a comforting smile.
“I’m glad you’re doing alright," he smiled, “You had me worried for a bit there.”
Faya gave him a reassuring smile and turned her head back in the direction of the kitchen. Not long after, Soren placed a cup of steaming tea in front of her, and Adora fixed up a light breakfast of toast and fresh fruit from the market. Faya hesitated before taking a bite, worried it wouldn’t sit well, but to her surprise, it seemed like just what she needed at the moment. She then went for the tea and finished it quickly. After she had managed to scarf down the whole meal, she quickly stood up and announced,
“I’m going outside to train some more, see you guys later.” 
But Percy grabbed her hand and spun her around.
“Not yet you won’t," he said harshly, “I will allow it once you can show me you are fully recovered. 
Faya grounded herself and protested, “But I am! I promise." she whipped her head around and stuck her nose to the air.
“Soren, tell me, is she ready yet?” Percy said grinning.
Faya gulped and Soren went to the fridge, he pulled out something that made Faya gag in her mouth. A tub of ice cream. She knew that the sweetness would cause her to throw up, so she worriedly took a step back.
“Come on, have a taste,” Soren gestured to Faya, “If you can eat this, you can train.” 
Faya swallowed hard and took a step forward. She turned her head away in guilt and sat down once again. 
“What’s wrong, do you not want it?” Percy teased, tilting his head. 
“No, no it, um, looks great!” Faya lied, looking down at the lump of chocolate ice cream.
She reached for the spoon and lifted it off the table. 
Just one little bite is all, just one. Faya thought. She stuck the spoon into the piling heap and took a large spoonful. Her stomach growled in agony and she gritted her teeth. Oh who am I kidding! I can’t do this! Faya sighed. 
She dropped the spoon and yelled, running away,
“You’re right! I can’t do it. Spare me!” 
Percy laughed and Soren snicked. Adora let out a giggle as well. 
“I can’t let her push herself this far, not ever again.” Percy said suddenly, standing up from the table, and before the two could say anything, he walked off to his study. 
For hours every day, Percy would sit in his study and read everything he could find about Almighty Academy. He hoped he could find some dirt to expose to the world, but he could find nothing more than what he already knew.  Though what he knew was enough and they had abandoned Faya Adler. Daughter of two esteemed figures in the wielding world, a less gifted student but she had a special power that allowed her to climb up the ranks. Although she was less magically gifted than the others, she was one of the top in her grade when it came to academics. Percy wondered about her life, but only knew what she shared with him. He didn’t know what lay beneath her sweet smile. Or anything about her home life either. Every time he would come close to asking her about her family, he chickened out for fear of her anger. So,  he remained curious. For now. 






			Chapter 9
A little over a week had passed since Fayas illness.  She has made a full recovery and is able to start training again. But this time, she would not be training alone.  Today she would be starting her training with Percy to learn how to properly use her mythical-type magic. As soon as Faya woke up, Percy pushed a sheet of paper onto her stomach, it seemed to have a schedule on it. It showed a detailed schedule of her training, including when she would eat, and even when she would go to bed and wake up. 
“Geez, don’t you think this is a little harsh Percy?” Faya said, looking up at him from her bed. 
“If you don’t follow this schedule I made, you may hurt yourself, and I will not allow that to happen,” Percy sighed, rubbing his temple, “Now stop wasting time, you’re on a schedule, remember! You have exactly three minutes to get out the door, got that?” 
“Yeah yeah, now hurry up and get out, and don’t forget to shut my door on your way out.” Faya exclaimed, shooing him off. 
He did as he was asked and Faya reciprocated by being out the door on time, excited for everything she hoped to learn from him. She had dressed in her sports attire and tied her hair into a ponytail. She walked out to meet him and noted he was also in some form of sports attire, his jet black hair was mussed and his gray eyes seemed to glisten in the sunlight. He wore a short sleeved light gray shirt, with black cargo pants and some running sneakers. He grinned when he saw her and pointed to a spot of grass in the front yard. He then pulled his hands in front of his face and balled them into fists, bending his legs into the stance he had taught her. She followed his direction and did the same. But before she could shoot out her first attack, metal fell from the sky in all directions. She dove out of the way and loud bangs could be heard throughout the street. As the dust cleared, she got up again.
“What was that for! You could’ve killed me!” Faya yelled.
“But you wouldn’t have died, because you have quick reflexes, and I know that for a fact.” Percy smiled, getting back into position, “But this time, don’t avoid my attacks, Strike back, try to hurt me, like I did you.” 
Faya grinned and got back into position as well, and immediately she lunged forward. Smoke and fire burst through her outstretched hand.. Percy swiftly jumped out of the way, wiping the black soot off his forehead. 
“Not bad already, I can already tell this is going to be fun.” Percy exclaimed, his eyes burning with fiery passion. 
Faya felt intimidated but tried not to let it get the best of her. She quickly dodged all of his incoming attacks, getting slower every time. But Percy hadn’t lost an ounce of the fire burning in his heart, and the attacks just kept coming no matter what. Yet another piece of sharp, scrap metal came barreling down towards her, Faya’s legs wobbled as she tried to move, and she couldn’t dodge it in time. She closed her eyes and felt a strong burst of wind, she looked up to see Peccy, his arms wrapped around her as he laid her down on the soft grass 
“It seems your stamina is quite low, we have to work on that." he held his hand for Faya and she gladly took it.
“Yes, you’re right, but what can I do to work on my stamina?" she questioned.
“All I can tell you is to just keep practicing.” Percy said, shrugging his shoulders. 
Faya nodded and got back to work. Percy fired more shots at her and she kept dodging. She took more risks every time, getting closer to the attacker.  She shot every ounce of energy out of her but it seemed Percy wasn’t going to back down anytime soon. The front yard had turned into a battlefield. The grass had withered to ash, and the explosions just kept coming. 
Faya made her final move and ran as quickly as she could towards Percy and jumped above him. She landed her feet behind him, placed a hand on his back and spoke,
“Checkmate.” 
Percy grinned, knowing that she had fallen into his trap. What seemed like a beam of light shot out of his back and Faya went flying. She landed on her butt across the lawn and looked up to Percy. He was walking towards her with a grin on his face. 
“What was that!” Faya said, shooting up from the scathed grass. 
“That Faya, was real mythical magic.” 
Fayas eyes darted open and looked down to her hands, which were tattered from the dust and black smoke of her attacks. 
“So that was real mythical magic huh?" she spoke, looking up at Percy once again.
“Yes, and I have every intention of having you master it." he said winking.
“Right!” Faya said, nodding her head. 
For the next hour or so, Faya trained with Percy, She would work her way up until she could control the magic. She was eager to learn more about real mythical magic but Percy refused until she could control her explosions. So she did. She trained with him until her legs failed her, and she wouldn’t stop until she had reached her goal. Her explosions took no toll on her, as she had trained her stamina where she could perpetually shoot explosions for ten minutes. Her shots came out like bullets and even Percy couldn’t dodge some of them. Her training was going smoothly, and she was starting to finish her special training. Percy dragged her inside, as part of his long schedule. He led her to the kitchen.
“Let's see… From 7:30 to 7:50 is your eating window" he said tapping the sheet of paper.
“I feel 20 minutes isn’t enough.” Faya said, disappointed.
“Here, I had Adora make something for you..” Percy said, sliding me a plate.
The ceramic plate was stacked with rice, meat and vegetables. Fayas mouth watered as she took her first bite.
“Yum!" she squealed.
She shoved the food into her face and standing behind was Percy, who looked humored. She scooped the last bite off her plate and happily chomped on it. 
“Ok well hurry up and finish chewing, we have more to do.” Percy said, pointing to the clock behind her.
She looked and sighed. The clock read 7:49. 
“If I must.” Faya dramatically exclaimed, getting up from her island seat. 
Percy led her back outside and pointed to the only non-charred part of the lawn. 
“Go there and start stretching, if you don’t you’ll be unbelievably sore tomorrow." he said, raising his eyebrows. 
She started some basic stretches, she touched her toes and stretched her legs. She did so until Percy told her to stop, then got into position, expecting to fight.
“No, you’re not fighting. Just testing your agility.” Percy said signaling for her to get up from her stance. 
“Agility?" she asked.
“Yes, Faya. I plan to test how swiftly you move, and with your stamina, I think you will do alright.” Percy said, giving her a slight smile.
She nodded and waited for instruction from him. 
“OK, so first is gymnastics.” Percy murmured, looking at his list again.
“Gymnastics? What does that have to do with fighting?” Faya asked, a little annoyed.
“Oh Lord, please don’t tell me you don’t know how important this is.” Percy said, putting a palm to his forehead.
“I guess I don’t so please, explain it to me.” Faya said, putting her hands on her hips.
“Agility is the key to good fighting, and if you can master gymnastics, that flexibility will allow you to move from enemies quickly and swiftly." he explained. “Being able to do a flip or a backbend will be extremely useful for dodging attacks.” 
“I get it” Faya said, scratching her chin, “Like the fight scenes in a movie!”
“You seem to be quite agile, but do you know any proper gymnastics?” Percy questioned, a little worried for the answer.
“I don’t know, shall we find out?” Faya said enthusiastically.
She tried to reach back for a backbend but it ended up being just a back, as she fell to the ground, straight on her back.
“Ouch!” Faya said, jumping back up, holding her aching back.
“Yes, this is kind of what I expected.” Percy said. 
“So, what do you want me to do now,” Faya said, defeated, “I mean I thought that flexibility was something you were born with”
“Well yes I guess you’re right,” Percy started, “But it can be taught too.” 
“Well I sure hope you can Mr. Know-it-all.” rolled her eyes, glancing away from Percy in an angered boredom.
“I'm going to try and ignore what you just said,” Percy said, wiping off the dirt and dust off his clothes using his hand. “Now follow me." he said,stomping off through the door.
“Adora! Come here.” Percy shouted, cupping his hands over his mouth for a louder effect. He waited a few seconds before hearing the thumping of Adora’s feet.
“Yeah, what's up Percy!” Adora said in her usual bubbly way.. 
“I need you to help Faya with her flexibility.” Percy asked.
“Oh! Well you came to the right girl! Come on Faya, I was born for this.” Adora said, waving her outside again.
Faya followed and Adora surprised her by doing a perfect cartwheel on the grass.
“Woah! That was awesome!” Faya exclaimed, clapping her hands in excitement.
“Thanks!” Adora said, patting down her pants and walking over to Faya.
“You must be a natural at this kind of stuff.” Faya smiled, waiting for Adora to confirm her suspicions.
“That's not completely true,” Adora said, surprising Faya, “ I’ve trained my whole life in the art of Judo, this has made me very agile and flexible, and I want to teach you the same." she said, bowing her head down and folding her hands closed in front of her.
Faya stared at her in awe, She had never seen this side of Adora before, and she didn’t mind her calm attitude.
“I am a skilled acrobat, I’ve been walking a tightrope since before I could talk. I've been doing it since I was a baby and have practiced every single day since." she was assured of her strength.
Fayas mouth dropped wide open as she stared at the girl she thought was just a bubbly kid with a sad past. 
“Wow, I had no clue you could do stuff like that. It seems I underestimated you!" she said grinning, glad to be able to get to know this new side of Adora. 
Adora smiled and then waved Faya closer. She, confused, walked over to her. But just then Adora whispered something in Faya’s ear,
“Never let your guard down.” 
Adora had placed both of her hands on either side of Fayas back and windmilled her to the ground with a loud Crash and Faya landed on her back in a haze, her vision blurred. 
“Ouch! What was that Adora!” Faya said, still laying on the ground, her arms sprawled across the grass.
“That was one of my favorite moves. I made it up myself!” Adora said, placing out a hand for Faya; who let her pull her up slowly.
“Geez Adora, that really hurt, can’t you go at least a little bit easy on me?!” Faya muttered to herself.
“Well for someone who had been training for months  at that dumb school and has ‘perfect speed and accuracy’ I figured I could take you on with my full ability.” Adora teased, which spun Faya in to a less than pleasant mood,
“Okay, I didn’t say they were perfect alright, I was just caught off guard!” Faya argued, trying to divert the conversation from her embarrassment.
“Did I not just say to always keep your guard up?” Adora exclaimed, her voice growing louder with each word.
“Ugh! I'm too tired to argue right now! I’m going to call it a day, alright.” Faya said heading for the house.
“Fine, do whatever you want, but don’t get mad at me if you aren’t strong enough,” Adora yelled at her from outside as the door slammed shut.
Faya groaned and walked like a zombie to the kitchen,
I’ve changed my mind, I hate this new Adora. Faya thought, crumpling on one of the island chairs and resting her head on her arms.
Just then she heard the tapping of a familiar pair of shoes,
“So, you couldn’t handle her training huh?” Percy said, sitting beside Faya on another of the chairs.
“I didn’t realize how much stronger she is than me!” Faya said in defeat, “Even after all of my hard work and practice, I still couldn’t beat her!” 
“Are you sure Faya?” Percy said, making eye contact with her, “You can’t say that when you didn’t even fight back.” 
Faya looked down to the cold granite and thought to herself, That's right, I didn’t even fight back against her, but even so, I still didn’t have my guard up… 
Just then, Faya banged her hands on the counter and took a stand, she had been inspired by Percy’s words.
“Alright! From now on, I will never let my guard down!" she pledged to herself.






			Chapter 10
	The next day, Faya was inspired more than ever to work hard and beat her friend/acrobatic  master in a brawl. She triumphantly walked off to her room and sat on her desk chair, swiveling around in it and pulling herself to her desk. 
	Ok! How can I beat a master of acrobatics in a fight… Faya thought, taking out a sheet of paper and a pencil to jot down ideas, I could, uhh… Beat her at her own game, yeah that's an option. She scribbled it down onto her paper and thought again.
	She wrote down a total of five failing ideas, all of which were either highly illegal, immoral, or just wouldn’t work. She slammed her head on the wood desk in defeat, creating a bruise the size of a golf ball in the middle of her forehead. She pouted while resting her hands on the desk. 
	Why can’t I just be stronger already, Percy won’t even let me start mythical training yet! She thought, her good mood evaporating. She stared at the wall with negative thoughts clouding her brain. She averted her gaze to her bedroom door when she heard a slow knock. 
	“Come in!" she exclaimed, staring bullets at the door to see who would come in. She soon saw that it was only Percy.
	“What happened to that happy go-lucky attitude of yours?” Percy teased, noticing her discouragement the moment he walked in.
	“Do you need something?” Faya coldly spoke, annoyed at the constant teasing that always seemed to come out of his mouth. 
“Yes, actually I do,” Percy said in a matter-of-fact tone, looking down at her, “ I need to go into town to get a few things and I was wondering if you wanted to go with me.”
“Nah, I’m good, I’ll just stare at this wall the rest of the night.” Faya said robotically, resting her head on her palm. 
“I shouldn’t have made it a question,” Percy said sighing at her lack of personality, “Come with me shopping”
“But I don't wanna" she slurred, rolling her head around on the desk, trying to act like she was in the worst pain of her life.
Percy grabbed her arm and because of his strength, pulled her up like a ragdoll letting her hang in mid-air by the arm.
“Woaahh let me dooown!” Faya screamed, fighting his arm in an attempt to make him let go. He snickered and put her back down. As soon as he did, Faya ran out the bedroom door.
“Faya! Get back here!” Percy said, chasing after her, feeling as though they were getting nowhere with this conversation. He ran into the kitchen to find her talking to Adora while jogging in place like a marathon runner.
“Faya…” shouted Percy angrily, which startled her into running again. Adora laughed and held a scared Faya by her arms, keeping her jogging in place.
“Ahh!” Faya said, trying to run out of Adoras grip, “I don’t wanna go to the market!” 
“You’ll be fine, come on now, and stop being so stubborn about it.” Percy said, taking Faya out of Adoras grasp and dragging her to the front door. 
“Fine,  whatever.” Faya said reluctantly, walking behind him down the street. 
“Ok so once we get there we need to hit up a ton of stores, mostly non-perishable foods, got that?” Percy said, staring down at his grocery list, occasionally looking up to see if Faya was listening. 
“Yeah, got it,” Faya sighed, hanging her head as she listened to Percy ramble on and on about the best discounted food stands..
“Ok! We're here. Now Faya, look around, isn't it wonderful" he said, turning his head in a full 360 to look at all of the stands.
Stands were crowded together down the long street and the loud chatter of people filled the air, the stands were draped with colorful slogans, signs and banners. The hot sun beamed on the metal rods that made up the various food stalls. Faya looked at the smile of each vendor as they helped customers and she couldn’t help but smile herself.
“This place reminds me of my old life, my home." she quietly spoke to herself, balling a fist on her chest. 
“What was that?” Percy asked, tapping her shoulder to awaken her from her thoughts. 
“What? Oh nothing” Faya said, shooting her head up again, “Lets go buy some food!”. She marched forward as Percy laughed and followed close behind. 
To her surprise, the market was better than she had anticipated. She loved looking for the best produce and ingredients, and loved being back on the hustling streets of Lockwood City. 
“Thank you so much sir." she said smiling at a guy with her hands full of fresh apples. She turned to walk away when she bumped into a brick wall, she looked up and saw it was no brick wall, but Percy.
“Oh sorry, don’t make me drop my apples." she said holding a hand underneath the brown woven basket. 
“ I’ve been looking for you everywhere." he said looking down at her basket of produce with a shocked face.
“Faya! We’ll never eat this before it goes bad,” Percy said, looking behind her, only to find ten more pounds of fruits and vegetables in a wooden wagon, “What the hell is all of this!” 
“Oh yeah, here's your wallet back." she said, handing the leather wallet back to him.
“It’s empty!" he yelled, searching every pocket for at least a penny.
“Sorry,” Faya said, looking away from his fuming face.
“Ok we're done here, let's go back.” Percy said, dragging her by the shoulder since all of her other limbs were occupied holding fruit. 
“But we haven’t even seen the non-perishable foods yet!” Faya yelled behind him, dragging him in the opposite direction. 
“Do I look like I have any money after you spent it all?!” Percy spoke bitterly. 
In his rage, he wasn’t looking where he was going and ran them both into an alleyway. It looked like a place where a horror movie character would get killed, it had tons of graffiti and dust settled loose bricks as far as the eye could see. The dark gray bricks were crumbling under them and only the whistle of the wind could be heard. 
“Umm… Percy, where are we?” Faya said, spooked from the drastic change in atmosphere. 
“I'm sure this is some sort of shortcut, just follow me." he said, creeped out himself, but he kept trudging on.
The loud and lively chatter of the city folk was gone,replaced by pin-drop silence. Faya shuttered as a cold chill rushed past her.
“Ok we're going to die here." she said, hugging herself to defrost her frozen limbs.
“We're not going to die, don’t worry.” Percy said in a carefree tone.
           ****
 Crap we're gonna die! Percy thought. Unbeknownst to Faya, Percy was terrified of alleyways and dark places. I’d honestly rather have to kill someone than be in this hell hole! His mind scurried as the two walked deeper and deeper into the alleyway.
“It’s a little cold here huh?” Faya said, trying to make light talk to tamp down her worries. 
“Yep, super cold-” Percy started but they both froze when they heard a soft deep voice. 
“Why, hello there” 
They both jumped into each others arms like a bad reboot of Scooby Doo as they heard the voice approaching
“OK, now we're definitely going to die!” Faya screamed as she saw a male shadow loom in the distance, the figure was slowly walking towards them, Percy looked ahead, letting go of Faya.
“Aww don’t be scared I won’t hurt you..” The voice loomed, “That badly!” Now the man was out of the shadows.  He held a chainsaw and had a black ski mask over his face. He had the body of a forty year old dad with a twisted smile showing through his mask.. 
	Faya opened her mouth to scream, but stopped when she saw Percy. He had a blank stare, a bored stare, as if disillusioned. He watched the man stumble towards them with a very disapproving look as if he was judging him.
	“Now come here and give me everything you have in your wallet!” The man hesitated, slightly intimidated by Percy's expression. But nonetheless, he lunged forward with his chainsaw wailing and pointed it in his direction. Percy prepared to move, but at the last second, the chainsaw's path changed course. Heading right for Faya. 
	“Look out!” Percy yelled. Faya looked up and her eyes widened, but her feet wouldn’t move. After all of this training and all of her hard work, her feet wouldn’t, couldn’t move. She stood there frozen like a statue and braced for impact. But it never came. Confused, she looked up to see only Percy standing there with a stupid grin. His hand had gripped the chainsaw and stopped it mid-motion. Faya stared in stunned silence as he bent it in a 90 degree angle with his bare hand. 
	“I hoped I wouldn’t have to use this, but here we are.” Percy sighed. He reached into a satchel by his side and dug for a second before whipping out a mask. Fayas eyes widened as he put it on. It was not only his mask, but Surge’s mask. It had dark sockets for eyes and a leather pointed beak, used by doctors long ago when the bubonic plague broke out. People usually associated that mask with pending death and in Percy's hands, it still held true. Faya watched the villain's eyes twist into a deep panic as he watched Percy flick up the black hood on his shirt. 
	“Oh! Mr. Surge, an honor really, you inspire my work!” The man said scrambling to avoid eye contact, glad he couldn't see the mortified face he hid behind his mask.
	“Then you can say your last goodbye to your hero.” Percy growled, lunging forward. He threw a punch that landed right in the man's gut. Blood burst out of his mouth and he looked up in horror. Percy's eyes widened and the man could make out a devilish grin. But he didn’t see more than that as Percy reached towards his other hip. Faya knew what was about to happen. She looked on in horror and awe as he whipped out his black blade. She watched the black smoke curl from it. She had never seen it used in real combat before so she watched closely. Dark energy radiated from the sword like a bad omen and he lifted it with both hands.
	“Don’t mess with me, or my friends." he said through bared teeth. He lifted up the blade and sliced downwards. What Faya saw next was too gruesome for any explanation.
 And as soon as it started, it ended, and his black blade disintegrated into the air once again. Faya watched as Percy walked past her and took off his mask. The whole mask  was spattered with blood and his stare was as blank as when they met. There was no remorse behind those eyes, no emotion or sympathy. 
Fayas heart dropped. Seeing something so gory and disgusting made her want to throw up. Watching Percy’s face empty of remorse made her stomach twist. She couldn’t help but feel a little scared by her friend. She tried to act normal and shook all the worried thoughts out of her head.
“Percy you’re hurt…” Faya said, rushing over to his side and looking at his face, a small drop of blood made its way through the mask. She reached a hand up to wipe it off but Percy softly grabbed her arm and set it down. 
“Don’t worry it’s, well." he started, his face softening back into his usual expression. 
“Oh- oh! Right yeah ok.” Faya said, taking a sharp breath and looking ahead of her, trying to avoid an awkward conversation.
“Umm, shall we head back?” Percy blurted quickly. Cautiously walking over the body as Faya uncomfortably followed. 
“Here I-” Faya started.
I'll call him an ambulance." he said, whipping out his phone and dialing the police’s number. He chatted for a minute and added a few gasps so the operator wouldn’t notice his lack of emotion. 
“Do you really think an ambulance will help the guy?” Faya asked, stunned at the stupidity of the call. She looked back at the body and cringed. “I have a feeling it won’t.”
“It’s more so no one would stumble upon the body, and don’t worry, I left no fingerprints so it should be fine.” Percy sighed, ensuring Faya that he wasn’t just an idiot. 
“Your call, will it be traced?” Faya asked.
“Don’t worry, It’s a burner phone.” Percy explained
“Oh, okay cool." she said. The two of them walked through the alleyway in complete silence. They both glanced around feeling an awkward tension. But before long, the bright sunlight beamed down on them once again.
“I never thought I’d see the daylight again!” Faya yelled, holding out her arms and running around in circles, embracing the light. 
“It seems it got quite late, huh.” Percy said, staring at the setting sky. The golden hues of the sun bounced off every building. Percy cracked a smile and walked ahead.
“So, where's home?” Faya asked, bracing for the answer. She looked around and the area felt unfamiliar.“About that.” Percy sighed, “We're lost.” 
Faya banged her head against her palm, and Percy slouched against a building. They both let out a tired sigh. Faya whipped out her phone and handed it to him. Percy looked down and closed his eyes for a moment, as if pretending he didn’t see what he just did.
“What?” What asked, noticing his expression
“No service.” He handed her phone back to her in defeat
“So how do we get home then?" she asked, too tired to add emotion to her sentences.
“We do what we’ve been doing for the past, however long we’ve been here." he said letting out a loud deep sigh. Faya let out a groan and they both stumbled up as they started to walk.  They only saw buildings for what seemed like miles, they didn’t find any landmarks like Lockwood Square or the market, everything felt the same.
“Hey, do you think it’s possible we’re stuck in a time loop?” Faya questioned as they ran into the building they had just been in.
“I would say no, but I'm seriously considering it.” Percy murmured.
Just then Faya felt a buzz in her pocket and lifted her phone to see the one thing she wanted most to see..

         Adora Simmons is calling

	Faya scrambled to answer the call and yelled into the phone,
	“ADORA!” 
	“Woah! Whats up Faya, where are you guys”
	“I wish I knew! We're lost in the city.” 
	Percy signaled to Faya, asking if it was Adora, and  when she nodded, he practically jumped with joy.
	“Hey Adora I'm going to send you my location, can you come pick us up?”
	“Yeah of course! Just give me a second.” 
	“Thank you so much, oh my gosh I thought we were going to die!” 
	“Okay well don’t worry I’ll be there in a few.” 
	“Bye Adora!”
	“Bye Bye”
	Click
			           ****
	“Ok she’s coming soon” Faya said, sinking to the ground in relief.
	“Oh good, I’m exhausted.” Percy said, wiping his forehead. He leaned against a building and they both waited for Adora like puppies waiting for their owners. 
	When they saw a car screech towards them they both jumped up in excitement. They rushed over and jumped in the back seats. The car looked old but in good condition. It was a seaweed green with a tan interior. 
	“I didn’t know you could drive Adora!” Faya said, scooting into the far right seat and settling in. 
	“I can’t." she said without even looking back at Faya.
	“Wait, what.” Faya said as the car started and they drove off. 
	“You know you could’ve called me if you were in this much trouble” Adora said, surprised by how excited they seemed to be just for her picking them up. 
	“We didn’t have service, that's why we were so excited when your call went through.” Percy explained, sighing in relief.
	Faya couldn’t respond because she was still hooked up on the “can’t drive” part. 
	“Also, Percy I didn’t want to ask, but the blood…” Adora said, motioning her finger around where the blood was on his neck. 
	“Oh crap I forgot that was still there." he said, smudging it with his hand. 
	“It's pretty noticeable," she said, scrunching her nose, “And please, spare me the details.” 
	Faya cringed and Percy quickly looked out the window. 
	“Okay we're home now, so get out of this car and I’ll give it back.” Adora said, rushing the two out of the car.
	“Wait, it's not your car either!” Faya said as the door slammed in her face. Adora drove off and left her with a worried look on her face. Percy just walked inside without a second thought. 
	As soon as the door opened the two were met with Soren’s ice cold stare. 
	“Where have you been all day, you morons? We were worried about you." he interrogated as the two stood there with guilty expressions. 
	“We were just out getting groceries!” Faya snapped back, “Speaking of which, where are those groceries?”
	Soren whipped his head to stare at her.
	“Percy and Faya, where the hell are groceries”

















Chapter 11
“Damn it! Faya we forgot the groceries back in the alley” Percy put his hands on either side of his temples. Faya cringed
“Guys!” Soren yelled. They both jumped at Sorens angry tone. “That was our budget for the month, so unless you want to get a job I suggest you go back and find them.” he lectured  and just like that, the very next day, Faya found herself walking back to the market. Percy recited one of Sorens lectures about the importance of keeping an eye on your produce. 
“Okay, we're here now, so where did you leave it?" he frantically looked around for the huge wheelbarrow from the other day. Faya followed his lead, trying to retrace her steps. 
Geez, I didn’t know how important this was to him, I should apologize. Faya pondered. She walked over to Percy who was talking to a merchant about a missing barrel of fruit somewhere around here. 
“Umm, Percy?” Faya tapped his shoulder to get his attention, he turned to look at her with hope in his eyes, “I’m sorry about losing the groceries, I didn’t know how important it was…” His eyes shrugged back to their usual dull gaze and he turned back to the merchant. 
“It’s fine Faya, but instead of apologizing, I’d rather you find the fruit." he said, his back still turned to her. Faya sulked as she continued her search.. 
She went around asking, but so far, no luck. The strong sun kept her moving. The heat moved down her back as she trudged along. She looked around frantically, starting to slowly jog. She knew she would get in big trouble by Percy if she failed to find it. The sun started to hide from view, and she felt a cool breeze brush past her. She found herself standing in front of the alleyway. Her arms were loosely hanging by her side and her feet were strongly grounded to the concrete. 
It’s gotta be here. I’ll be ok, just a quick in and out. Nothing too scary right? Faya thought to herself, taking her first step into the cold slit of brick buildings. She cautiously stepped forward, one foot at a time, making not even the slightest of sounds. As she progressed, she caught a whiff of decay.. She had to cover her nose to block the awful smell. She fanned  the air around her, but kept walking. As she walked, the smell only got stronger, she had to hold back a gag as she moved forward.  Her eyes lit up as she saw the silhouette of a wheelbarrow in the distance. She started to pick up the pace from a walk to a jog. As she approached it, the smell had hit its peak. She had to turn her head around to try and escape it. She walked backwards to retrieve the wheelbarrow and run away. Thick smoke coated the air in the alleyway. She covered her mouth with her hand and slowly turned her head back around. As she was about to grab the handle of the wheelbarrow, she stumbled to the ground in shock. She swallowed hard as she looked forward. She couldn’t help but stare. A rotting corpse lay in front of her. Flies gnawed away at the skin, chunks of the body had gone missing, she looked up to where the head was supposed to be, only to see it was gone. She let out a muffled gasp. She breathed heavily and heaved herself back up once again. 
“But the ambulance?" she whimpered out quietly. She set her hands back onto the wheelbarrow and slowly wheeled it away. She held her breath as she walked, her shaking body the only sound in the alleyway. She wiped her eyes with the sleeve of her t-shirt, leaving them red and puffy. 
Oh my god, what did I just see… She thought, clenching her jaw. I didn’t think it would be so gruesome, and where is the ambulance, where are the paramedics. Why is he still here! She gasped as her mind raced. The light of day lurked through the cracks of the buildings and a warm feeling rushed over her. She sighed as she quickly made her way out of the alley. She shook the thoughts out of her head and squinted at the overbearing light. She raced away. She and the apples reeked. The fruit looked edible, but not good. She leaned against a wall and melted into the sidewalk. Her eyes got heavy and her breathing slowed. She closed her eyes for a second trying to regroup.
		            ****
“FAYA” 
“FAYA!”
Faya fluttered open her eyes and looked straight at Percy, who had just collapsed down to his knees in front of her.
“Percy? What's wrong” Faya sleepily muttered, fully opening her eyes now. Percy looked so relieved, but also worried. 
“Where were you Faya!” Percy yelled, letting out a large sigh and rubbing his temple in annoyance.
“What do you mean? What time is it?” Faya sat upright against the wall rubbing the back of her head, irritated by laying on it for so long. 
“Faya, it’s 8:30…” Percy looked up to the sky. Faya looked up as well. Pink and orange hues lit up the sky as the sun went into hiding. 
“Oh my god, how long have I been asleep?" she set her hand on her forehead, trying to recollect what happened.. 
“You were sleeping!” Percy barked, Faya noticed bags under his eyes as he angrily slapped the cold hard ground with his palm. Faya shuttered at the hostility but pointed beside her. 
“I’ve found the fruit!, see.” Percy looked where she was pointing and his eyes softened. 
“Well at least you found 'em’ right?" he joked, picking himself up again. He held out a hand for Faya and she gladly took it. 
“Listen Percy, I really am sorry, I didn’t mean to lose all of the produce, and I am extra sorry I spent all of your money" her embarrassment surfaced through every word. 
“It’s alright Faya, I’m just glad you're okay” Percy said in a sweet tone, and together they went home, where more chaos was awaiting them. 
		         ****
 An odd aura engulfed their house as they walked up to it. Percy twisted the doorknob and they cautiously stepped in. Faya looked to her right into the living room/bar and her eyes widened. Her grip loosened and she dropped the handle to the wheelbarrow, making a loud clanking sound as it hit the hardwood floor. Percy looked equally as surprised as they exchanged a worried glance. There in the living room was Adora, Soren, and another man, a cop. 
Soren sat on the couch with his head in between his hands like a disappointed father. He didn’t even spare them a glance. Adora struggled in chains, A police man had tied her up and handcuffed her.  She thrusted and squirmed as they held her. Faya glanced next to the policeman, and there sat a pile of jewelry. Gold, emerald necklaces, diamond rings, and sapphire and ruby bracelets lined the floor. Percy immediately rushed onto the scene. 
“Officer, what happened?" he tried to avoid eye contact with the young officer. 
“You know this girl?” The man said, his voice sounded Italian,- no maybe New Jersey? Faya pondered. He had a deep voice and thick accent like a rattlesnake. 
“Yes she is- erm, my sister in-law.” Percy stammered out, glancing back and forth.
“Ah, well your sister in-law here robbed a jewelry store.”
Faya nearly choked on her spit, and Percy cringed but cleared his throat and spoke in his calmest voice.
“Officer, I’m sure this is just a mix up, she would never do something like that, I know her and I can vouch for her, she is a good person.” Percy stated, holding his hands behind his back. 
“Yeah everyone says that, I know it’s hard to believe sir and I’m sorry, but we found this on her person,” the man stated, shrugging his shoulders and pointing down at the jewelry., “I am afraid I am going to have to detain her sir.” Adora looked at them and made an “oopsie” face. Faya face-palmed herself. She looked to Percy and saw by his hands, a black smoke wisping through his fingertips and a blade started to materialize. She ran behind him and cupped her hands over his, stopping the sword from coming out. Faya looked up and noticed a pale stare on the single officer's face. Percy looked over his shoulder and she shook her head at him whispering, “don’t you dare.” 
The officer looked nervous. He turned to his right to see Soren, he was standing now, fists clenched. Adora stared up at him, her once nervous expression turning rock solid. He seemed weary, after all he was the only officer.
“Tell your sister in law to get up, she's going to the jailhouse before her trial, so I suggest you assess properly” He stated. Faya let a chuckle escape her mouth. “Is something funny?’ He asked angrily.
Faya shook her head and approached the young police officer, staring him up and down. He swallowed, the magic energy that emanated from the four was no secret.
“Run along little boy.” She shooed her hand as if giving a command. The officer reached for the gun in his belt but hesitated before pulling his hand away.
“I’ll let you off with a warning this time, make another mistake and all of you will be in jail come morning.” He threatened, his voice seemingly shaking.
“Bye~” Faya waved with a cheshire-cat-like smile.
	The door slammed behind him and Faya turned back, her voice breaking into laughter
“What was all that miss actor!” Adora said, slapping her leg. 
“I mean, I did go to acting school for that one week.” Faya showed off. 
“Good going Faya.” Soren spoke, his eyes filled with contentment, “And for once I mean that in a good way.” Faya laughed, covering her mouth with her hand. 
“Oh my god you are all idiotic.” Percy said, surprised by their seeming stupidity. Soren rolled his eyes but Adora looked like she was getting a kick out of this. 
“Okay! Well now that that’s over.” Faya jumped up, trying to calm the tense mood. 
“Now that that's over, we have to leave.” Percy coldly spoke. Soren let out a heavy sigh, looking away and Adora looked like she had just been shot in the stomach. 
“Wait, what!” Faya yelled, a cold sinking feeling arising in her chest, clouding her thoughts.
The playful mood had vanished and a feeling of dread washed over the four.
“The police will be back for Adora,” Percy looked to the ground, “He said it would be left as a warning? What a joke, now come on and pack your things, we're leaving tonight.” Percy spoke with pain in his voice, the house had been his for much longer than it has the others. Faya slowly nodded and ran off to her room.
I’m going to miss this place… she thought, turning around to start grabbing clothes out of the bottom drawer of her dresser. She looked at each item and smiled. I got these when Adora took me to the mall, and this when Percy got me a housewarming gift, the idiot. She sighed, throwing the clothes in a circle around her. 
“Hey Faya..” Percy said, opening the door. He looked guilty, like he just yelled at his mom, “Here's a suitcase, I assume you’ll need it." he tossed a dark blue fabric bag onto the floor. The inside had a blue, black, and white argyle pattern, it looked tattered and worn. 
“Thanks.” Faya said, forcing a sad smile. Percy swiftly left the room, closing the door slowly behind him. Faya folded and shoved all of her clothes into the suitcase. 
Wow, I really don’t have a lot of things do , I. Faya thought. Though she had packed everything, the case was only half full. Her room looked as lifeless as she had first found it. There were no more clothes on the floor, no messy bed, no little knick-knacks on her desk. She found herself feeling almost nostalgic. She had only lived there for 2 months, yet it had felt like a lifetime. She thought back to her childhood bedroom. The pearl white walls and stained carpet from her child-like carelessness. She thought about her huge, regal white bed she adored and her toys sprawled across the floor 24/7. She thought about her mom coming in to wake her up every morning with a kiss on the forehead. A lump formed in Fayas throat as she reminisced. 
No Faya, don’t be sad, these are happy memories, she thought to herself, staring at the suitcase. She got up from the carpet and zipped up her suitcase. The wheels clanked on the hardwood floor as it moved. She made her way to the front door and dropped off the bag there. But suddenly a thought occurred to her, a place she wanted to visit before she left, just out of curiosity. Faya walked past her room and took a left into a narrow hallway. As she walked, the light of the home faded from sight. She stopped in front of a thick steel door. She swallowed hard and the old door creaked open. The walls were just as rusty as she remembered. The bed frame that lay on the floor, and the cracked porcelain toilet at the far end of the room. Just being there made Faya feel sick to her stomach. 
“Faya! Where are you.” Adora’s voice yelled from across the house. Faya quickly ran out of there and shut the door behind her. I won’t miss you. She snarkily thought, racing to the front door. 
“Well there you are! We’ve been looking all over for you.” Adora said, shaking Faya by the shoulders, making her head go back and forth like a bobble head. 
“We’ve gotta move now,” Percy swung the door open, “I’m sure police reinforcements will be here any time, we can’t risk being here anymore.” Everyone rushed out of the house. Percy turned around to give it one last glance. The rusted metal exterior held quite the homey interior, despite its looks. The front grass was still charred from countless hours of training. But if anything, it was well lived in. Percy built the home from scratch, taking in furniture from the abandoned trailers that sprinkled the street. Percy had worked tirelessly to make this abandoned scrap building into a home that could harbor his friends. All of that hard work, wasted. Percy gave it one last smile and turned around to flee. 
And so, the group left their former house behind, like dust in the wind. 
“We’ve gotta crash at a hotel tonight. Right?” Adora said sleepily, rubbing her eyes from exhaustion. 
“Are you insane? If I do that, I’d have to hand over my ID, which can be used against me in the future.” Percy said as if it was common knowledge.
“Where do we go then?” Faya asked, looking down the dark streets of the city.
“For tonight, we’ll have to stay on the road.” Percy huffed. 
“What! Nuh uh, no can do mister.” Adora said, wagging her finger at him. 
“You’ve done it for so long I figured you could show us the ropes.” Soren muttered. Adora looked like someone had just insulted her dog. 
“Shut up Soren! How dare you use that against me.” Adora lunged at Soren who was looking down without a care in the world. Faya held Adora by the arms, locking her in a strong grip. 
“Will you all shut up for a second and let me think.” Percy barked. Adora's resistance ceased and Soren looked back up again. Faya let go and stared at Percy as he came up with a plan. 
“Got it!" he yelled, slamming his fist into his palm.
“Yeah! What is it.” Faya questioned eagerly.
“We’ll do what others have been doing for ages," he said like he had just invented gravity, “We’ll hitchhike!” 
The streets seemed to get even more quiet as the three stared at Percy in disbelief. 
“I’m sorry what?” Adora said, holding a hand up to her ear.
“It’s a good way to get somewhere to crash for the night." he said, shocked the others didn’t agree with his thought process.
“Yes, and it’s also a great way to get us all killed.” Soren said, raising an eyebrow. 
“What are you talking about! I’m Surge, the strongest villain in Lockwood, and possibly the world!" he boasted, puffing out his chest.
“Alright, get off your high horse.” Faya rolled her eyes. Percy glared at her and she couldn’t help but chuckle.
A drop of water hit Fayas nose and rolled down it, making its way onto the pavement. Then another, and another. A light drizzle filled the sky, but soon after, the drizzle got worse, and worse, until a heavy rain sloshed onto the streets. 
“Ughhh!” Adora loudly groaned, crouching down and cupping her hands over her ears. Soren dragged her by the elbow under a small store awning. Faya and Percy joined them. The air around them turned cold from the rain and the night sky got even darker. They all watched as cars zoomed by. They waited for what seemed like an hour before a car started to slow down. They all rushed forward, even Adora, to see who it was. Hitchhiking became their only option at this point. But as they approached, the car sped up, hitting a large puddle and splashing the dirty water all over their clothes. Water dripped off of Fayas hair, clothes and face. The bone chilling water made her shiver. They all jogged back to the awning, defeated. Soren looked down at his wrist and tsked. 
“What’s wrong now?” Percy moaned. 
“Nothing, just that it’s already 11:30.” Soren said, shaking his head. 
“Oh come on!” Adora said, kicking a puddle which splashed back at her, “Can this night get any worse!” 
They all ended up sitting down on the wet concrete, which seeped through their clothes. Faya let out a large sigh and decided to close her eyes, hoping to get a little rest. 
“Why hello there…” An old crackly voice spoke. Faya opened her eyes, gazing over her friends who had all fallen asleep as well. Faya stared at the woman. She seemed to be maybe 80 or 90, she wore a floral handkerchief around her head and was carrying a crimson leather purse. Her old face wrinkled into a smile as she watched Faya open her eyes. Her hair was marshmallow white and she wore an ankle length skirt, decorated with roses. Her shirt was as bright as her hair and was so long it almost covered her whole dress. 
“Are you folks alright?" she said, sharing a sweet smile. Faya looked over at her companions who were all half asleep, “Do you need a ride home?” 
Percy rubbed his eyes and stepped up to talk,
“I’m sorry ma’am but we don’t exactly have a house right now.” His voice sounded almost elegant the way he spoke. 
“Oh my, that's awful.” The woman said, covering her mouth with her hand. 
The others stood up next to Percy and watched their exchange. 
“It’s so late, why don’t you four come home with me.” 
“Oh I couldn’t accept such a generous offer madam.” Percy said, acting surprised.
“Oh please, it’s my pleasure, it’s far too late for kids to be out on a night like this!" she said, waving her hand towards her car door, “Please, get in.” 
“You are too kind!" he said, getting in the car and signaling for the others to follow. They all scooched awkwardly into the car. It was old and red like her purse. Percy sat in the front and Faya got stuck in between Soren and Adora. The old woman started to drive. She reached over Percy and opened the glove compartment. She whipped out four hard candies and handed one to each of them. Faya popped it into her mouth, it tasted like milky caramel. Faya let out a happy sigh and she sucked on the candy. 
“Yum!” Adora said, jumping in her seat.
 For an old woman, she drove well. She wasn’t snail slow, instead she was quite fast. Her driving was quick and efficient. During the ride, she made some small talk with them until they all felt comfortable around her, and before they knew it, she had pulled into her house. It was small and quaint, vines covered the brick house and moss grew over the stone pathway to the wooden door. Everyone hopped out and followed the lady inside. The inside was just as small, the wooden floors creaked as they stepped on it. The walls were covered with a beige floral wallpaper, all the furniture looked old and worn except for a brown leather recliner. 
“I almost forgot!” The woman said sitting down on the recliner, “My name is Rose, but please, call me gran gran!”
“How fitting.” Soren muttered, glancing over the house. Indeed everything was covered in floral prints. On the kitchen island, at least eight flower pots lined the chipped porcelain, and on the walls, were even more shelves with at least three flower pots a pop. 
“Please kids, take a seat." she said, patting the couch next to her. They all squeezed onto the couch, looking at the vintage box television. 
“Oh that's right, the television broke a month ago.” Rose said with a cheerful grin. Percy raised an eyebrow and Faya rubbed her forehead. 
“Anywho," she said clasping the arms of her chair, “All of you should take turns with my shower, I have enough hot water to go around.” 
“You are too kind!” Faya said standing up. She was still dripping from the rain. Looking down, Faya realized she had left a large water stain on the couch. Embarrassed, she rushed out of the room and down a hallway. She opened a door to reveal a quaint bedroom. It had a queen sized bed with pure white sheets and flower throw pillows. Faya closed the door and moved onto the next. She swung the door open and stared at all of the knick-knacks that lined the shelves of the closet. She quickly closed the door and moved onto the last door on the other side of the hallway. Inside was a small bathroom with yellow-ish tile and a shower with, of course, a floral shower curtain. She ripped it open and cranked up the hot water. Steam quickly filled the small room and Faya stepped in and showered quickly.  Outside of the bathroom, Grandma Rose, or “Gran Gran” as she was being called  and the others were laughing at the coffee table. A game of Monopoly sat on the table. Adora was giggling with Rose while Soren and Percy were all fired up and playing very competitively.
“Gran Gran! It’s your turn!” Adora said, calling to the old woman. 
“Oh my! Already!" she said, Adora laughed as they all played together. 
The bathroom door opened and Faya stepped out with a towel wrapped around her body and head. She ducked into a nearby bedroom and quickly changed into the, now more dry, clothes she was wearing before. Walking down the hallway she heard the echo of laughter.. As she stepped into the living room she couldn’t help but smile. Seeing all of her friends laughing and having a good time warmed her heart.
Even after this crazy day, I'm glad we can still laugh like this. Faya thought, approaching the coffee table. 
“Faya! There you are, this is just getting good!” Adora said pointing to the game board, “I’m gonna shower so you can take my place." she forced Faya down onto the floor in her spot and skipped away. On the other end of the table, Percy and Soren were loudly bickering about their “Railroad Properties”. 
“Oh there you are dear!” Rose smiled, placing a hand on Faya’s shoulder. 
“Thank you very much for your hospitality, Ma’am ” Faya smiled sweetly. 
“Of course dear!” The old woman said, “And please, do call me Gran Gran!” 
“Alright! Thanks, Gran Gran.” Faya grinned, turning back to the game board. The house seemed to be filled with a grandmother's love, the best kind. Everyone looked so at home here, like they were meant to live there. 
I wish I could stay here forever, Rose really seems like a genuinely nice person, and you don’t come across that very frequently. Faya laughed to herself. Soren was up next to take a shower after Adora was done. Then after that, Percy.
“Oh come on! I bet Adora used all of the hot water.” Percy groaned. 
“Oh don’t worry, there is enough hot water for everyone!” Gran Gran said with a smile. Percy just sighed and walked away. After he was done, everyone sat around the coffee table with permanent grins on their faces. 
“Oh my! It’s far too late for teens like yourselves to be up. You must get some rest.” Rose said standing up. The digital  clock on her TV stand said, 12:30 AM. Adora immediately yawned and got up.
“I hope you don’t mind, but I can set up some beds in here if you’d like.” Gran Gran said pulling out her recliner and placing a pillow and a blanket on it. Adora thanked her for her kindness and quickly jumped on the recliner. 
“Oh, right!” The lady said fidgeting with her fingers, “Here, you must have another candy before you sleep!" she pulled out another four candies from the pocket of her skirt, and handed them out to the four.
“Ooh! Thanks Gran Gran.” Adora said, popping it into her mouth. Soren reluctantly ate it as well and Faya and Percy both popped it into their mouths. 
“Woah, I’m getting really sleep-'' Adora said before quickly closing her eyes and falling into a deep slumber. Soren yawned as well and set his head on the pillow laid out on the couch. Faya stood watching as she felt a tug on her shoulder. 
“Come on Faya, I have to talk to you.” Percy said coldly. Faya was put off by the change in expression but followed him into the kitchen. 
“What's going on Percy?” Faya asked, looking at his distressed face. Just then Percy lifted the garbage bin, and spit into it, and out plopped the caramel candy. 
“What’s that for!" she said, surprised. 
“You noticed it too, didn’t you?” Percy said looking at her with slight worry in his eyes. Faya let out a sigh and looked away.
“Yeah, I thought it was just me though…" she said, Percy handed her the garbage can and she spat out her candy as well. 
“When I saw her encouraging us to eat the candy, I knew something was off.” Faya explained with a depressed look on her face. 
“There was a high dose of melatonin in the candy…” Percy murmured. Faya’s eyes widened and her whole body tensed. 
“What!" she whisper-yelled.
“Not only that, there was a high dose of melatonin in that. I used to take them when I was a kid. Even still, I’ve never tasted one so strong…”  Percy started, staring at the floor.
“But why, what does she even plan to do!” Faya said, looking confused.
“I’m not sure…” Percy started, looking a little embarrassed, “All I know is that whatever she wants, has to do with Adora.”
“What gives you that idea?” Faya said looking back at Adora, who was passed out on the couch.
“The woman was most attentive to Adora, and she looked more than relieved when she ate the candy.” Percy explained.
“So what do we do!” Faya said with fear in her eyes. 
“We have to pretend to go along with it, but keep your guard up.” Percy said, leading Faya back to the living room. She nodded and grabbed a pillow and threw it on the floor. She then drifted off to sleep. 

			****
“I used the melatonin infused candies just like you suggested.” An old crackly voice chirped. Faya opened her eyes to find herself sitting upright, She tried to get up but looked down, only to see she was coiled in rope, and above her view she saw them, Cops.












Chapter 12
Percy and Faya made eye contact and gave each other the same look, I fell asleep. Faya thought of how that could happen, after all, she hadn’t taken the second caramel. But then she realized, even if she hadn’t swallowed it, she had it in her mouth for a long time. She had no idea how the melatonin was distributed, but it was clear both her and Percy had ingested it somehow. They watched as Adoras face crinkled into despair, looking at the woman who she considered her friend. Soren looked disappointed in himself for letting himself be fooled by the woman. The cops then stepped forward.
“We have reason to believe you are Adora Simmons and her friends, yes?” the cop said coldly. He had salt and pepper hair and looked like he hadn’t slept in days. Next to him was a younger cop with auburn hair and dotty freckles. 
So in this scenario, I'm assuming he’s the good cop. Faya said, staring at the young cop. 
“Yes,  officer,” Rose said, pointing right at Adora, “I saw your wanted poster earlier and I saw the woman on the streets. You see I’ve been having trouble sleeping these past few months so I had some melatonin candies in my glove box. I was so scared they were gonna kill me before I called you guys so I gave them a few to knock them out. I do believe it was per your instruction as well.” Percy groaned and Soren rolled his eyes.
“We are going to, um- have to detain you now!” The young cop blurted. His nervousness was visible to the naked eye and it was hard not to stare at his intense  shaking and jittering. 
“All right Rodney, let me handle this.” The older cop said, patting him on the shoulder and stepping forward. 
“Alright, you're coming with us, miss, and if any of your friends try anything, we will take them into custody as well.” The man growled,  giving Percy and Soren the evil eye. Percy sneered and Soren had a face that said, Yeah right. 
“Um sir?” Rodney squeaked. 
“Yeah, what is it kid.” The old man groaned. The kid cop leaned to his ear and whispered into it, the man sighed and rubbed his temple.
“Rodney not now. We can get some fast food later.” 
All the captives glanced at each other with amused looks, as if they were all saying, Are you kidding me!  The old woman just sat in her recliner, looking at the blank TV, and occasionally glancing back nervously at the group. 
“Okay, no more shenanigans!” The old cop said, stepping forward, “It’s time we take you down to the police station.” 
Rodney nodded nervously and stepped beside the other cop. 
“Uh, sir?" he started.
“What is it now Rodney?” The other cop groaned. By the annoyed tone of his voice, Faya assumed this had happened frequently. 
“Do I have to untie them?" he said timidly looking thoroughly terrified. 
“Rodney please, just help me get the girl alright.” The man said going behind Adora and starting to untie the ropes.
“Alright time to have some fun.” Percy whispered. The cop looked at him carefully, and Rodney, who heard it, was shaking in his sneakers. He quickly started stepping back from Percy. 
The brown ropes that were wrapped around Percy's arms suddenly snapped in half, and the ones on his legs uncoiled and just fell to the ground. 
“Next time you try to tie someone up,” Percy said, standing up and stretching his arms, “Don’t have an old lady do it.”  
The whole room broke into chaos. Percy lunged forward at the old cop and wrestled him to the ground, Soren broke free as well and jumped towards Rodney, whose face was ghostly pale.  Faya jumped up to grab Adora. Soren wound up for a punch but the young cop passed out before he had a chance. 
Percy pinned the old cop down and slammed a punch in his face, knocking him out. The old woman sprang up from her chair and ran to her kitchen, looking for her telephone. 
“I thought we were friends.” Adora sighed, looming behind Rose.
“Oh dear, we are!” The woman said frantically, stumbling over her feet and falling to the floor. 
“I hate to hurt the elderly, but don’t worry, after this you won’t remember a thing.” Adora lifted her leg up to her chest  and slammed it down on the woman's shoulder, making her eyes roll back and her body slump onto the floor. The sound was so frighteningly loud, it made the rest turn their heads to see the damage.
“Woah Adora, that was a lot.” Faya said, staring at the passed out woman. Adora shrugged her shoulders and walked down to the young cop, standing over him. 
“He’s cute.” Adora said, using her hand to chop his left shoulder, making his body relax even more than it was before. Faya stared in awe as she walked over to the old man and did the same on the right shoulder.
“What are you doing?" she said looking at all of the unconscious bodies and the floor. 
“Inducing amnesia.” Adora said nonchalantly. 
“Wait, what!” Faya said, amused. 
“It’s part of her freakish karate power.” Percy humored, looking at Adora.
“Wrong, it's Judo and no, inducing amnesia is not part of it." she groaned, saying it like they had that talk before. 
“Let’s not wait around.” Soren mumbled, opening the front door. Warm wind gusted through the open door and bright sunlight glowed outside. 
“Yeah, outside seems nice.” Faya muttered. Stumbling out the door. The others followed and stepped on the front yard. Miles of grass covered rolling hills and fields. Houses dotted the street, the only form of civilization in sight. The city was nowhere to be seen, wheat and corn was spread as far as the eye could see. The air felt heavy and wet, almost sticky. The sun beamed down like solar flares, burning their skin as they walked 
“Where are we?” Percy spoke up. Using his hand to shield his eyes so he could search for urban areas. 
“I’ve lived in Lockwood my whole life, yet I feel like there are so many more places to get lost than you’d think.” Faya said, maintaining eye contact with Percy. Just last week they had been lost in Lockwood for hours.
“Wait!” Adora perked up, “I know where this is.” 
“Where!” Faya nagged. 
“We're at the Alfalfa Farms!" she yelled, looking around in a 360 spin. 
“Like the plant?” Percy snickered. 
“Oh yeah, Alfalfa Farms! I know this place, my mom took me here once when I was little.” Faya reminisced. 
“Great, so how do we leave?” Soren motioned his hand to the rural emptiness. 
“Good question!” Faya said, letting out a sigh. She stared forward, following the roads with her eyes. “I'm assuming if we just follow the roads, we’ll get there.” Faya pointed forward. 
“Then forward it is.” Percy groaned. The group wearily trudged on the path with dry mouths and sweating bodies. They walked for hours, not finding any sign of a city or even of buildings. The hot sun felt like needles poking into their bodies with every ray that hit them. The walk felt like an incredible journey through a desert with a lack of camels and cactuses. Three hours in, they were wet with sweat. “Oh my gosh, I think I'm dying.” Adora exaggerated, tripping over her feet. Sweat dribbled down her forehead as she groaned. 
“Maybe we’ll get lucky and find some-” Percy started, but suddenly he stopped in his tracks and stared. “Water.” 
There in front of them sat a small pond, it had a shady tree just to the side of it and the water swayed back and forth with the warm breeze. It looked like paradise to them and Adora had to take a double take to make sure she wasn’t hallucinating from dehydration. But to all of their surprise, it was in fact a cool pond.. Faya almost drooled at the sight. 
“Swim break?” Faya suggested.
“Swim break!” Adora squealed. 
The water was clean and the pond was only around five feet deep. The mood suddenly became more playful as the group rushed forward. Adora kicked off her shoes and jumped right in fully clothed. She made sure to splash Percy in the face, as he dove right after her. Faya dipped her feet in and happily sighed as her whole body cooled down. 
“Come on in Faya! It’s so refreshing.” Adora yelled from the other side of the pond splashing Percy in the face once again.
“I’ll pass, I’d rather just sit here for a while.” Faya said, waving her off. Adora nodded and her and Percy crept out of the pond slowly, calmly walking Faya’s way. 
“Oh no no no! Get away from me.” Faya yelled, jumping up. But it was too late for her. The two toppled her over into the pond and jumped right in after her. She arose from under the water with a competitive fire lit in her eyes. 
“Oh you little-" she yelled, lunging at Adora and play wrestling with her in the water. 
The hot sun blazed down on the water and the silence was only broken by the sound of birds chirping and the laughs of the friends. 
It’s so nice that even after getting captured by cops twice and performing a hit and run, this group of idiots can still  let it all go and have some fun. Faya thought, looking around at her friends, who were in the pond splashing each other. Faya looked at Soren under the tree. He seemed to be reading a book of sorts, so Faya paddled over to him, curious.
“What book is that?" she asked, pointing to the cover.
“It’s a book on this area, I took it from the old woman's bookshelf before we left." he said, pushing up his glasses to look down once again.
“Is there a map in there by any chance,” Faya said trying to get a peek inside. “Because we could really use one right about now.” 
“That's precisely what I’m looking for.” Soren said, quickly flipping through the pages. “If not, I’ll try asking someone, if we ever see anyone around here.” 
“Right, well good luck soldier!” Faya joked, saluting him and falling back into the water once again. 
Every page in the book was filled with Lockwood’s history and how it came to be. Soren kept flipping through, getting more aggressive by the second. No pages showed any illustrations of the Lockwood area or even of the farms. Soren flipped to the last page in impatience, and when he saw there was no map, he slammed it shut. Looking around, he saw nothing but his friends and the endless fields. So he decided to sit and wait under the tree, hoping someone would come riding their way. 
In the pond, their position stood the same as before, Percy was suffocating Adora underwater while having a calm conversation with Faya. Adora kicked at his stomach in protest but he just pushed down harder. Faya couldn’t help but laugh at the two, they were like brother and sister, always bickering and fighting. 
“Hah!” Adora said, jumping up from the water. Percy, confused, lifted up a rock the size of a small child and she sneered at him. “My special evasion tactic!" she yelled, throwing her hands into the air. Percy looked ahead of them and his face twisted into confusion. The two looked his way and saw Soren talking to an elderly man on a horse. Soren kept motioning to his saddle pocket on the left side of the horse, the man nodded as he talked and started pointing ahead. Soren happily nodded back as the man talked and bowed his head down before he walked quickly over to the rest, waving goodbye to the man. “What was all of that about?” Percy quarried, looking at the man riding in the opposite direction. 
“Luckily, he knew where Lockwood was, so that’s where we were all going.” Soren explained, showing everyone a rolled up map with pen markings. “Now get out of that pond and follow me.”
Faya hopped out of the pond with Percy and Adora right behind her, looking like baby ducks following their mother. Soren started to walk and pointed  where they were going to be heading. The water on the three’s soaking wet clothes dripped as they walked, and Percy had to ring his shirt out before they continued. 
“Is it still summer?” Adora asked, looking ahead at the dirt path.
“Last time I checked, it was already autumn.” Soren said, studying the sun move along the blue, cloudless sky.
“Yeah, the other day I saw some kids in school uniforms so it must be fall.” Percy spoke, wiping sweat off his forehead. “I mean, if it wasn’t, I couldn’t put my plan into motion." he turned, winking at Faya.
“What plan?” Adora said eagerly, moving in closer. 
“I’ll tell you when the time is right.” Percy said, ignoring Adora’s constant protests afterwards. 
“Okay, now we turn left.” Soren mumbled, trailing off as he led the group into a turn. 
“Faya, will you tell me?” Adora said, grasping her arm tightly.
“No, I don’t think I’m allowed to?” Faya said, glancing at Percy confused. 
“Aw boo!” Adora said letting go and racing forward, her sopping wet clothes weighing her down.
“Alright, according to the map, in two more turns and one intersection, we should reach the city.” Soren studied. 
“How did I not notice how far we were driving?!” Adora pouted, angry that she had overestimated her capabilities. 
“To be fair, I didn’t notice either.” Soren said, “I too am ashamed of my negligence.” 
“Stop talking like that, you walking dictionary.” Adora teased, coming up next to him. 
“At least I don’t talk and look like a five year old." he snapped, looking down on her. Their height difference was almost comical. While Soren stood at 6’3, Adora landed at a measly 5’2. Her face grew cherry red and she ran away, yelling gibberish the whole way. 
“Every time.” Percy said, shaking his head in disagreement. Faya giggled and turned to Percy,
“You guys are like a big family!" she said with a smile. 
“I guess you could say that…” Percy trailed off, looking forward at Soren angrily chasing Adora, who was running the wrong way, according to him. “But of course Faya… You’re part of our family too.” Faya’s heart skipped a beat as she stared at Percy and her eyes lit up as she replayed his message in her head.
You’re part of our family too. You’re part of our family too.
Does he really mean that! Faya though smiling, I guess now that I think about it, We have gone through so much together the past few months, they take care of me like a family should. She let out a happy sigh, but as she thought, her mind shifted to something else, someone else. 
Mom, you were so kind, you took care of me too, well, until my tenth birthday.
“Faya are you alright?” 
Faya snapped out of her daze and looked up at Percy whose face was filled with concern.
“Yeah I'm alright!" she said with an upbeat attitude. 
“We’re almost there.  After this turn we should be at the entrance to the town.” Soren said, pointing his finger to his left.
The last road felt the longest to the group, the final stretch.
“I wish I hadn’t run so much.” Adora huffed, wiping her forehead. The hot sun was unbearable at that point. Faya felt like her skin was melting off and Percy, though acting like he was okay, was actually suffering in the heat. 
“Oh thank the lords.” Soren said. Standing before them was a large building, and through the thick fog encompassing the air around them was a large wooden sign which said,

Welcome to Alfalfa Farms
Best crops in Lockwood
Stay awhile
	
The wooden sign clanked back and forth in the wind. The sound of cars and chatter was prominent.  It was a shock to their ears, considering how quiet it had been just minutes before. 
“We're back baby!” Adora yelled running forward. 
“Yay, I’m back, let me just run into traffic.” Soren mocked, pulled Adora out of the street by the collar of her tattered white polo. 
“We need somewhere to stay for now, we should look around for any abandoned buildings, or a vacant home.” Percy said crossing the street and walking down the sidewalk.
As they walked, all they saw were crowded buildings and loud tourists, but no homes. 
“Hey look!” Adora yelled, pointing ahead. Up ahead was a striped awning, and under it, 3 suitcases were sitting there, abandoned. 
“Our luggage!” Faya yelled, running forward to retrieve the bags.

          ****

“How could I have managed to forget our stuff?” Percy said walking down the street, suitcase in hand, “I must’ve just been tired from the day, and it slipped my mind.” 
“Maybe it was for the best.” Adora said, “I’m sure the police would’ve looked through our bags, and probs would’ve taken everything.”
“What does “probs” mean?” Soren interrogated, a little embarrassed he was unfamiliar with the term.
“Duh, it means, “Probably” numb skull." she shrugged, flicking Soren’s forehead.
“Don’t touch me!" he yelled furiously, holding a hand to his chest. 
In the distance, sirens wailed and the group could hear the click and buzz of police transmissions on their radios. Soren and Adora stopped bickering to look ahead. Curiosity pulled the four and they couldn’t help but check it out. The area they approached seemed oddly familiar. When they made it there, Percy seemed to freeze mid-step. There, in front of them was a large swat team infiltrating their former home. Pieces of furniture were strewn across the charred yard, and things like appliances and books flew out of the door every few seconds.
“My babies!” Adora gasped as they threw a blender out the front door. 
Faya cringed when they brought out books from her room and threw them in a pile. A police officer clicked on his radio and spoke in a gruff voice,
“Yes, yes that’s right, no, all of the suspects have left the house, almost everything is still there so it was done quickly. Yes that's right we estimate it was sometime last night they fled.” The police officer explained. 
The four looked at eachother with worry in their eyes. It had finally hit them, They were… 
Fugitives. 








	
Chapter 13
	They all slowly crept away from the scene and quickly walked the opposite way. 
	“Where do we go now?” Adora asked wearily, sulking on the side of the road. “That was a good blender.” 
	“There, there.” Faya said, patting her back. 
	“We should find somewhere now, and fast. We don’t have a lot of time before the police try to get wanted posters published.” Percy said.
	“They already have my photo.” Adora cried. Faya continued to rub her back and comfort her..
	“There's no time to be sulking Adora, besides you got us into this mess in the first place.” Soren yelled, making Adora even more sad, “I know you, and robbing a jewelry store! You’ve gone too far this time, and you will be the one to get us out of this mess." he lectured.
	“You’re right, I’m sorry everyone.” Adora’s guilt flowed out of her, everyone could feel it. “And don’t worry, I’ll do my part to get us out of this, I promise you that.” 
	“Thank you Adora.” Soren said.
	“Okay now that that's over, we have to get going,” Percy gestured into the distance.
	The group walked for what felt like hours until they came across a rural area with tents lining the dirt and small one room log cabins scattered on the field. 
	“I guess this’ll do.” Percy said, approaching the camp. In a small log hut sat a tired looking teen with dusty brown hair and eyes that said end me now. 
	“Hello, do you have any vacant spaces we can rent?” Percy asked, setting his hands on the counter.
	“We have one opening, it’s that cabin over there.” The kid said, he pointed to a cabin. It was easy to see why no one had rented it. Moss grew over the side of the building and spider webs creeped over every opening, the door looked like it was on its last hinge and the windows were cracked and chipped. Adora cringed and looked back at Percy.
	I guess we’re sleeping on the streets tonight. Faya thought, looking to the streets of Lockwood behind them.
	“We’ll take it.”
	Everyone looked at Percy like he was a moron. He slapped a few loose dollars on the counter and the kid took it and gave us a rusted metal key. 
	“You’re joking, right?” Adora said, walking up to him.
	“Of course not, this is the only shelter we can get right now." he said, continuing to walk to the cabin. 
	“The streets are better than this." she said, “And I should know”
	“Percy are you going mad?” Soren said, staring at the cabin. “I’m sure we could find something, anything better than this dump.” 
	“We’re staying here, end of discussion.” Percy said, walking up to the front door. 
	He opened the lock and twisted the knob. Inside, ase expected, was horrifying. They all stared in disbelief at the room. It was the size of a shoebox and had cold drafts from the night air blowing in through the window and the small cracks in the logs. Inside, there were two bunk beds that could fit a five year old at most. The wooden beams were creaking and it seemed that just a little pressure could topple the structure.. The floor was filled with dust and dirt. To the right, there was a small microwave that seemed to be on its last leg. It was old and aged, yellowed with  time, and the handle was missing. But the most frightening part to Faya was the bugs. You couldn’t see them, but you could hear them scurrying around on the floor. If you listened you could hear the constant tapping of little legs. Shivers flowed down her spine as she took a shaky breath. 
	“No, absolutely not.” Adora said walking out the front door. 
	“Get back here, I paid for this, so we're staying.” Percy said, pulling her back in, much to her dismay. 
	The three looked at Soren and almost had to hold in a laugh. He slapped on some gloves and a mask, covering his whole face. He then put on what looked like a hazmat suit that he pulled out of his suitcase. He struggled to put it on and sprayed himself with bug repellent. 
	“Did I forget to mention that Soren's majorly scared of insects.” Percy said to Faya, whose face was red from holding her laughter in. 
	“You will not get me today, you wretched beasts," he declared. At that moment Adora broke, she started hysterically laughing and almost fell to the floor. Faya let a small giggle escape and swallowed the rest. 
	“You may be laughing now, but later you will wish you were me.” Soren yelled, pointing at Adora and Faya. 
	“I’ve never seen this side of you before.” Faya said in between small laughs, “You’re always so calm and collected.” 
	“How could you not be terrified by these rejects of nature." he said, cautiously looking around. 
	“Hey, can I get some of that?” Percy asked. Soren threw him the bottle and he sprayed it around the whole cabin. They all coughed as the bug-killer filled the room. When the mist cleared and the tapping stopped, they all felt more at ease. 
	“Let’s hope none of them survive…” Percy said quietly.
	“None of what survives?” Faya curiously asked. Adora began to giggle again as she leaned over to Faya and whispered in her ear.
	“Percy is deathly afraid of spiders, more than Soren is scared of bugs in general.” Adora quietly whispered. Faya snickered and looked at Percy.
	“Oh look, a spider!” Faya yelled, pointing to the far corner of the room. It took two seconds before Percy was nervously cowering in the opposite corner, all of his bags packed and ready to go. “Percy, stop! I was only joking.” Faya said with a half suppressed laugh. As soon as Percy realized, he awkwardly straightened himself out before clearing his throat..
	“Good, I would’ve burned this place down if you hadn’t told me sooner rather than later." he said with an aggravated laugh.
	“He would’ve” Adora said under her breath, causing Faya to snicker as they poked fun at the two boys acting like little girls.
	“Alright now that that’s taken care of, we should get some rest. I have a feeling we won’t be able to anytime soon.” Percy nodded in a manly manner, approaching one of the beds. His hand shook as he pulled back the sheets, to reveal a fairly clean mattress. They all sighed and walked up to a bed. 
	“Um, how are we going to sleep there?” Adora said pointing at the top bunks.
	“Well, I actually have an idea.” Percy said, grinning at Faya. He walked her to the other side of the small cabin and explained his idea to her.
	“Okay so here’s my plan, it worked for me and I think it’s good training.” Percy started. 
	“Alright, take out your mythical blade.” 
	“Wait, what?” 
	“I said take out your mythical blade, Faya you do know how, don’t you?” Percy said, surprised.
	“You haven’t even started my mythical training yet, the only time it’s ever happened was by accident.” Faya explained. 
	“Oh, I see. I forgot I was supposed to teach you that. I must've gotten so caught up in recent events, that I forgot your training altogether.” Percy said, stroking an invisible goatee. “Well, I guess it’s never too late to try.” 
	“Alright, so then how am I going to do it?” Faya asked, waiting for his response. 
	“All you have to do is picture a sword in a scabbard, then just pull it out with everything you got, if you can’t imagine it, you can’t get to it.” Percy stated.
	“Okay, use my imagination, I see now.” Faya said excitedly. She reached to her right hip and grasped into the air. Little golden specks shone through the gaps of her fist. The light grew brighter and brighter, and a small hilt started to form.
	“Now it’s okay if you don’t get it on your first try,” Percy started. The hilt then grew into a blade, then a sword. Golden mist wisped all around it and the sword hilt glowed and turned into a beautiful gold handle with small etched engravings and patterns. “Oh you did it.” Percy said, embarrassed.
	Faya swung around the sword, “Wow it’s so light!” 
	“Don’t swing it around like that or you’ll cut right through the wood. This isn’t a regular sword Faya, this is made out of pure magic it can slice almost anything.” Percy explained, holding his hands out to stop the blade. 
	“Woah." she said, flipping it back and forth in her hands, “So what did you even need my sword for?”
	“Oh that's right.” Percy said, grabbing at his waist and pulling out a sword of black whirling smoke, “Here go to that bed and I’ll go to the other.” Percy walked over to one of the bunkbeds and kneeled down on the floor.
	“Okay… what now." she said, tilting her head. Faya kneeled down at the opposing bed and waited for instructions.
	“Okay, now hold your sword upwards, and slide it under the bed." he said, doing it himself. Faya followed, “Now, this is the most important part.” Confused, Faya listened, “Your sword is an extension of you, if you think it, it will come true." he started, “You have to imagine your sword being dulled, having a flat top.” In that moment, his sword’s tip went from so sharp it could cut a rock in half, to a stick that couldn't cut a stick of butter.
	“Wow! How’d you do that.” Faya wondered.
	“Just like I’d said, I imagined it." he said, looking to see if Faya can do it.
	“Where are you going with this?” Adora said from the other side of the cabin.
	“You’ll see,” Percy said, watching Faya’s sword intently. 
	Faya swallowed hard and thought deeply, Dull sword, an extremely dull sword. The smoke of her sword started to move and rearrange. Dull flat sword, come on, come on! The strong tip started to deteriorate as the smoke grew larger and larger. Faya popped open her eyes and looked at the sword, the smoke had cleared for the most part and all that was left was a dull sword with golden mist circling the sword like a halo. Faya’s smile grew as she stared at her work
	“I did it!” Faya jumped, showing Percy her finished sword. Percy kindly smiled at her.
	“Good job, Faya." he said, looking back at his blade, “Now what I need you to do is just lodge it under there." he fiddled with the sword, upstanding it under the bed. “So now we won’t fall through.” 
	“Huh?” Faya said. Her mind pulled a blank as she realized that she had just gone through all that for something so trivial. 
	“All that development for some beams.” Adora tsked. 
	“What were you expecting?” Percy asked, confused why they were so underwhelmed.
	“I don’t know, I just figured I would do something cool with it.” Faya mumbled. 
	“Well at least now we won’t get crushed.” Percy said, like it was something really heroic. 
	“Right.” 
	“Well now that we’ve done that, let's hit the hay.” Percy said scooching into the bed.
	“Who still says that?” Adora grumbled, mid-yawn. 
	The small flickering light was shut off as the four uncomfortably crawled into bed, trying not to breathe in the air of the disgusting cabin. It ended up being a lot easier than they thought, because they all passed right out. After getting kidnapped by an elderly woman, killing someone just the day before, walking more than twenty miles, and your only chance for rest being occupied by being tied to a chair by said old lady, would make you more tired than you think. Soon enough, the night sky crawled out of view and was replaced with a beautiful morning. 
	“How is it morning already?” Adora said, rubbing her eyes. 
	“I wanna go back to sleep.” Faya grumbled, curling up on her mattress. 
	“I guess I’ll make eggs this morning then.” Soren said, walking into the kitchen and microwave on the floor. “Wait”
	“I don’t want to be here.” Percy said getting up and walking next to Soren, who was blankly staring at the microwave, and lack of eggs. 
	“None of us do.” Faya said, finally getting up from her deep slumber. 
	“Maybe we can go out to eat.” Soren suggested, making Adora laugh.
	“Like we have the money." she said, 
	The sunlight heavily filled every crack in the cabin, Faya opened the door wide to reveal a beautiful looking campsite. Kids and their parents laughed as they cooked pancakes outside and couples snuggled up on the benches in front of each cabin. The warm sunshine forced everyone into summer wear, making the day seem even nicer. 
	“What a nice day.” Faya said, stepping outside into the sun. She let out a happy sigh and leaned against the creaky wood cabin. She watched as kids scrambled along the grass and parents chatted with each other.
	“We should go now.” Percy said, joining Faya outside, handing her the handle of her suitcase. 
	“Right.” Faya said, a little disappointed that she would have to leave such a welcoming place. From behind her, Soren and Adora stepped out of the cabin with one more suitcase. 
	“We should go to a convenience store first.” Soren said, walking away from the cabin. Faya looked back one more time and let out a little grin. I might’ve stayed there one more night.
	Percy signed out of the cabin and the rest started their walk back to the city. They were, yet again, homeless. After some miles, the streets were filled with quick moving cars, angry businessmen on phone calls stomping down the sidewalk, and worried people running into buildings. In Lockwood, it was the start of the work day.
	“Alright, do you guys have any idea where the closest convenience store is? I don’t walk the streets much.” Soren said, searching every store name to rule them out.
	“Oh yeah, there’s one just down the street, it’s called Bob’s, I used to go there all the time.” Faya said, pointing to the store on the corner. The bright neon sign blared
				
BOBS CONVENIENCE STORE:
 EVERYTHING YOU NEED AT THE RIGHT PRICE
	
	Faya swung the door open and stepped inside, followed by Adora, Soren and Percy. The inside of the store was small but charming. There were shelves lining every square inch and a rundown wooden cashier register at the back of the store. Faya’s eyes seemed to light up as she ran to the back. Confused, her friends followed her. 
	“Gabe! How have you been” Faya said to the cashier. 
	“Hey squirt, I haven't seen you in a bit.” An old gruff man spoke, he had a long white beard, a thick southern accent and a plaid red and black button-up. He had denim jeans and his long white hair was tied up into a ponytail. “Who're your friend's kiddo?" he said.
	“Oh this is Percy, Adora, and Soren.” Faya pointed. They all waved at him.
	“Are these your first friends?” Gabe teased. 
	“Shhh” Faya said, covering his mouth, “Shut up Gabe, you're embarrassing me.” 
	“Aw it’s nice to see you again kiddo." he said, giving her a rough smile.
	“It’s nice to see you too, Gabe.” 
	“So, what’d ya’ need folks." he said to Fayas friends. 
	“Anything you have to eat would be nice.” Percy said, holding his stomach. 
	“Alrighty, how bout’ a noodle cup?” Gabe said, pointing to the rack at the far left of the store. It was filled with all kinds of instant foods, like microwave popcorn, dinners and noodles. Faya greedily grabbed eight, two for each, and brought them up to the front counter. 
	“Alrighty, that’ll be six dollars." he said bagging up the noodles. Percy tried to cough up some money, but he soon realized that he had spent all he had, which wasn’t very much, on the cabin. Faya nervously looked around to see the rest of her friends shrugging, but Adoras face of mischief made her stomach knot.
	“I’m just pullin’ your leg. It’s on me today, since you’re back an’ all.” Gabe said.
	“Want me to heat em’ up for ya?” 
	“That would be great, thanks Gabe!” Faya said cheerfully.
	“No problem, I’ve got a microwave and plenty of water to go around," he joked. He took the cups into the back and came out minutes later with eight steaming cups of hot noodles. Fayas mouth watered at the sight. He handed them out, giving them two each. They took them and sat themselves down at a few bar stools right in front of a big window.
	“This is my first meal in a while!” Adora said, slurping the noodles down.
	“You said it.” Percy said, drinking the broth from the bottom of the paper cup. 
	They all sat in a comfortable silence as they ate. Percy and Soren both slammed down their second cup at the same time, glaring at each other as if it was a competition. 
	“Thanks for the food!” Faya said to Gabe, clapping her hands together. 
	“Thanks!” Adora yelled, waving as she walked out.
	“What a kind guy.” Soren said, putting his hand to his full stomach. 
	“I’ve known Gabe since I was a little girl, I would go there all the time since I lived close. I’m honestly surprised he still works here.” Faya said, looking back at the convenience store with a smile plastered on her face.
	“This should keep us going for a bit.” Percy said, looking down at the ground. 
	“Alright, let’s get a move on!” Adora cheered, “I’m all fired up.”
	“Shall we,” Soren said walking down the road. They walked for three blocks, looking for anything that could be renovated into a permanent home. They would take anything they could get. After their camping experience, they could live in any condition. The streets were only filled with apartment buildings and offices. 
	“How did we even manage to find so many rural areas around here?” Faya wondered, looking at the endless urban setting. The houses seemed to abruptly stop. There was the first grass they had seen in hours. In the middle of the patch of land was a house with chipped white paint and a cracked wooden staircase leading to the front door. There seemed to be a broken, hanging sign above the door. For Sale.
	“Hey this'll do!” Adora said, running up to it.
	“But whoever’s selling it will notice if we just moved in.” Percy said, looking at Adora like she was clueless. 
	“Oh look!” Faya pointed to a fine print under the sign, “It’s a phone number.” 
	“I’ll call it.” Soren said, whipping out his phone from his pocket and dialing the number. They all listened to it ring, and ring, until the timid voice of a young woman answered the call.
	“Y-yes hello there.” The woman said.
	“Hello ma’am, I am calling you to talk about your house that is for sale.” Soren spoke, his voice being put into professional mode.
	“I’m sorry, I’m not selling any house?” The lady said. Soren studied the front of the house until he came across the address, he then spoke it into the phone. The woman’s voice seemed to crack as she listened to the address.
	“No, I don’t recognize that address, maybe you have the wrong number.” The woman laughed shyly. 
	“Alright then, I guess I’ll check again…” Soren mumbled.
	“Good bye now!”
	“Is it possible the old realtors business shut down and now she has the number?” Percy asked. 
	“I suppose, I wonder how old this house is then.” Faya grimaced, gross ideas of the inside flashing in her mind.
	“Woohoo new house!” Adora yelled, running up the steps and flinging the front door open. The inside of the house was nicely sized and to their surprise, furnished. It looked abandoned as though the previous owners just quickly left without taking most of their belongings. To their left, was a kitchen with tile floors and a skylight on the roof, filling the room with shimmering sunlight. Over to the right, there was the living room.  It had a white couch, which, surprisingly, was not stained and a working retro TV on a stand in front of it. There was a coffee table in the middle, and everything was cleared out except for the furniture. There was a long hallway in between the two rooms, it had three doors on each side. 
	“Woah” Adora said, whipping her head around to look at the place.
	“Nice.” Soren said, starting to walk down the hallway. He opened the first door to reveal a quaint bedroom, it had a queen sized bed and a dresser on the far end. 
	“Mine!” Adora yelled, jumping onto the bed, which, for some reason, had a mattress still on it. The next door was a large bathroom, it had two sinks and a separate shower and bath.
	“Ooo” Faya marveled.
	Through the next door was yet another bedroom, which Soren claimed as his. Adora met back as they kept exploring. The next door held a small office with bookshelves on each side and a desk in the middle. Percy smiled and claimed it as his “Study”. The last two doors were more bedrooms, which Faya and Percy chose. The first thing they did was frantically unpack everything. Percy had the most since he had lived there the longest, so by the time the rest were all sitting on the couch laughing and talking, he was still unpacking. 
	“This is perfect!” Percy yelled, appearing from the hallway making Faya and the rest jump. 
	“What’s perfect?” Faya asked.
	“We’re only one block away from Almighty Academy.” Percy explained. Faya nodded, excited for the convenience.
“Isn't that a bad thing though?” Adora said, confused by their lack of communication on the subject.
“I guess I'll tell you our plan.” Percy said, sitting down on the coffee table so he was facing the rest. “So you see, once Faya has mastered her magic, we will send her to Almighty Academy, this will be our first step to infiltration of the school.” Percy started.
“Since when?!” Adora yelled, looking at Faya, who just nodded nonchalantly.
“We will have her find their weak points, get the lay of the land and gain their trust.  Once she does, our plan will be set into action. That’s where you come in.” Percy said, pointing at Soren and Adora, “Your super-human strength will be a key factor. You will fight with Faya and I on the day we infiltrate, “The Day of Destruction”
“Sounds fun.” Adora said, her cheeks coloring a deep blood red. 
“If that’s what you need.” Soren sighed, flicking his glasses into place. 
“Why don’t we send Faya in now, I’m sure she’s ready.” Adora said, looking happier than ever, “Let’s get this ball rolling.” 
“This is why Adora is the one who finished the job for me.” Percy said, shivering as he looked at her pleasure stained face.
“So she’s insane.” Faya muttered, a little scared that her friend had such a dark side. 
“You could say that, but after all,” Percy started, his head lowering and his hair covering his eyes, “She is my greatest asset.” All Faya could see at that moment was the terrifying grin that crawled upon his face.
“As far as I know, you and I are the most sane ones here.” Soren said, glaring at the other two.
“I’m starting to see that.” Faya nodded, scooching away from Adora and Percy.
“Faya, you will be going back soon.” Percy said, looking back up. “I will train you until that day and you will leave in one week.” 
“One week!” Faya yelled. “That's not nearly enough time to master my mythical magic.” 
“You’ve already mastered your explosions, and you’ve pushed your strength to the limit. All you need is to learn how to cast spells.” Percy said, making Faya shiver.
“Spells…" she murmured.
“I don’t cast them very often but when you do- well, you’ll see.” Percy said, looking down at his palm. Faya followed his eyes to his hand. In the center, was a large scar, tracing from his fingertip, to his wrist. It looked red and agitated as if the wound had just been opened. Faya gulped and turned her head away.
“It’s dark out, you two should get some rest.” Soren said, scratching his head and standing up. 
“Yeah, I’m all worn out.” Adora sighed, skipping down the hallway. 
“One week huh?” Faya quietly spoke, looking down.
“I checked, the school year will be out for winter break in one month, you have to get there as soon as possible.” Percy stated, looking Faya in the eye. “I know it sounds impossible, but I will make sure you are ready to defeat any kid at Almighty Academy.” 
“Fine, but why now?” Faya nodded, prying the answer out of him.
“Well, you see, I just got notice from the school boards website that multiple heroes will be supervising the school in the future. As of now, this month is our blind spot.” Percy explained. “You’ve been gone for months, yes, but because of breaks, you havent been gone for a concerning amount of time. For them, it seems you’ve only been gone for one month. 
“Right, because of the extended break.” Faya said.
At Almighty Academy, at the start of fall, children are taken out of school to practice their magic, the school holds many camps and training regimens. The break is three months long, fall itself being two, allowing future heroes to train themselves without worrying about other grades. The extended break is not used leisurely though. All future heroes worry about falling behind, so the extended break is made to test their students' willpower to train. At the moment, the extended break had just ended one month ago, making Fayas whereabouts, non-questionable. 
“You should have no problem coming back, I'm sure no one would question you.” Percy said. “After all, even though the teachers are supposed to watch over all heroes-in-training, they don’t seem to care enough.” Percy angrily grumbled.
“Okay, anyways…” Faya trailed off, trying not to provoke his angry side.
“Try to rest up Faya, because this next week will be hell on earth.”










Chapter 14
	Faya couldn’t sleep that night. Percy's words haunted her dreams. “Hell on Earth '' She shivered at the thought of another schedule. Just as she felt her eyes get heavy she heard a yell coming from her doorway.
	“Rise and shine, today will be the worst, so I hope you’re energized.” Percy yelled, stepping into her room. 
	“What!” Faya yelled looking at the clock, the time said 6:30 am. She soon made a horrifying discovery, she had been awake all night long. 
	“Come on, I’ve condensed months of training into this schedule, follow it well.” Percy said, slamming a bunch of papers onto the foot of her bed. She wearily picked them up and almost had a heart attack. 
	“Where's the sleeping time?!" she yelled, scanning the pages.
	“Right there." he said, pointing to the very bottom of the paper, there it said 
	Sleeping: 12:30-4:30
	“Four hours! How am I supposed to do all of this on four hours of sleep!” Faya yelled, flipping intensely through the pages, looking at all of the assignments. 
	“Well I made today the hardest, considering I gave you a full night's rest.” Percy said, tracing the day's schedule with his finger. Faya cringed, she had dug her own grave. 
	“Alright, I made sure this time was include into the schedule so now…" he trailed off. “We start here, a hearty breakfast.” 
	Faya looked down to read the schedule, and her face twisted into mild despair. 

Explaining training regimen 6:30-6:50 
Breakfast 6:55-7:10
Warm-ups 7:15-8:15
Explosion lesson 8:20-9:35
Stamina and core workout: 9:40-11:40
Mythical sword handling: 11:45-1:20
Lunch: 1:25-1:45
Mythical spells: 1:50-5:50
Dinner: 5:55-6:15
Stretching: 6:20-6:40
     Acrobatics and Flexibility with Adora: 6:45- 8:45 
    Strength training with Soren: 8:50-10:50.       
Break: 10:50-11:10
1 vs 1: 11:10-11:45
Intelligence training: 11:45- 12:25
Sleep: 12:30-4:30
	“Oh my gosh, I don’t think I’m gonna make it,” Faya said in shock. Staring down at the paper as her eyes practically bulged out of her skull. 
	“Your training has come a long way. By the weeks end, you will be stronger than any kid in Almighty Academy, trust me on that.” Percy grinned. Fayas mind raced as she pictured it in her head.
	The strongest in the school… She thought. The strongest. Faya started to think back to her time at Almighty Academy before she was kidnapped. She was always neglected or bullied. She was last place in everything, always picked on and made fun of for being weak. But Faya always took it as constructive criticism, she always thought they meant no harm by it. But now, she was more determined than ever to get back at them, and to show them just how far she had come. 
	“Let's do this." she smirked. Percy raised an eyebrow at her sudden change of attitude. 
	“Whatever you say then." he said, walking out the door with Faya right behind. 
	“Good Morning you two.” Adora said, placing two plates next to them. It was piled high with proteins. Eggs, sausage, bacon, and ham.
	“Where did you manage to get all of this stuff!” Faya said, staring at the heaps of food. 
	“Oh you know." she muttered. Faya sighed in disapproval, but munched on the stolen food nonetheless. 
	“Alright, time’s up.” Percy said, staring down at an expensive looking watch on his left arm. 
	“Ugh, already.” Faya groaned, looking at the large amount of food that was still left on her plate. 
	“Yes, now come on, we don’t want to fall behind schedule." he said, pulling her away from the kitchen. 
	“We’ve now got a huge backyard, so our training can be more versatile.” Percy said, leading her into the back of the house.
	The field was very large, with multiple plots of land on either side. The grass was a bright green and overgrown. The blaring sun was hidden behind clouds, which cast shadows all over the field. 
	“It’s so pretty.” Faya marveled. 
	“Too bad we’re going to ruin it.” Percy responded.
	“Oh right…” Faya said, getting flashbacks to their old house's charred yard. Percy jumped into warm-ups. He got on the ground and rapid fired sit-ups. Faya followed his lead. Quickly moving on to push-ups jumping jacks, and then switching to jogging around the field. Faya kept up to speed right beside him. Percy looked at her with a grin as he started to speed up. He raced across the field, Faya not far behind. 
     “Oh you can’t get rid of me that easily!” Faya chuckled, keeping pace right beside him.
	“Not bad.” Percy said, getting even quicker. 
	“Alright, fine, I see what you're doing.” Faya grinned, racing ahead of him. 
	The two fiercely raced as quickly as they could, looping all the way back to where they started their race. Faya rushed forward, Percy gaining speed quickly as they approached a little line in the grass that marked the start of their race. Faya decided to win by any means necessary. She held up her right hand and blasted a large flame of smoke and embers into Percy’s face. But he quickly retaliated, large pieces of wood and scrap metal arising from a small shed at the far side of the field. It all suddenly went flying Fayas' way, going more than 100 miles per hour. Faya had to duck to dodge it as it all went crashing into the mud. But before she could regroup, Percy had run across the line, triumphantly holding his arms up into the sky, like he had just won a championship. Faya sighed, slowing her pace.
	“Fine, you win this time." she groaned, crossing the line finally. Just then a beeping sound rang from Percy's watch and he pressed a small button on the side to make it stop.
	“Alright, time to move on." he said, walking over to a part of the field that wasn’t destroyed by mud and explosions. Faya followed him. “Okay, now hit me with your best explosions.”
	“Yeah, sure I can do that.” Faya said, holding firm to the grass. Tilting in her feet to lock them in, she lifted up her arms and large puffs of smoke arose from her palms. Percy ran her way, dodging her every attack. He tried to land a punch but she bent backwards, holding her position. They went on for a long while, Faya ended up dodging most of his attacks, deflecting them with her explosions. Percy started to teach her how to use her powers not only for offense, but also for defense. 
	“If you can cross your arms across your face, you can deflect explosions off of them to create a sort of barrier.” Percy explained, demonstrating with his arms. Faya tried it out, and when Percy lunged forward again, he got flung back by her powerful shield.. 
	He got back up with a large grin. He started to clap for her. 
	“Great job, Faya." he said, smiling at her. The alarm went off on his watch and he quickly shut it off. “Time for a core workout." he said, leading her over to a large grass patch. He raced a sharp piece of metal over the grass, cutting it short. Faya marveled at him using his power like it was nothing. 
	“Alright! What should I do?" she asked, looking down at the grass.
	“We’re going to do core workouts, so that includes planks, sit-ups, and I’ll show you some of my own inventions.” Percy said, pointing to the grass. “Alright, start with 100 sit ups.” 
	“100! Ugh, that's so many.” Faya complained. 
	“You’ve been doing things like this for a month straight, have you not?” Percy questioned.
	“Yeah, fine I’ll do it.” Faya said, embarrassed by the fact it seemed like she was slacking. 
	Faya quickly got down and started to lift her upper body to her knees, muttering the count under her breath.
	After what seemed like hours, Faya got up after doing multiple different exercises.
	“As long as you follow this regimen, you will look like me.” Percy proposed. He then lifted up the bottom off his shirt to reveal a rock hard stomach of abs. Faya’s mouth hung wide open as she couldn’t help but stare. The clock started to loudly ring and he held out a hand for Faya.

			           ****
	Sweat rolled down Faya’s face as she slashed her sword back and forth, jabbing and rushing forward, avoiding Percy, who rushed into her way every chance he got. She let go of her sword and it evaporated into golden dust, she sighed and knelt on the ground. The alarm on Percy's watch went off and Faya stood back up. She walked over to Percy and gave him a hard high-five as she walked by.
	“Time for lunch.” Percy said, walking over to her. They both walked over to the front of the house and entered it. Adora was already in the kitchen, grinning as she stared the two down.
	“Someone had a productive morning." she said, laughing at Faya, who was breathing heavily, sweat rolling down her cheek. “Here, dig in.” 
	Adora slid a plate forward containing similar properties as her breakfast. Faya ran forward to wolf it down. Yet again, she failed to finish in time, as Percy tapped his watch and pointed out the door. She groaned and walked back out. 
	“Faya, now the real training will begin.” Percy said, nodding slightly at her as they stood across from each other on the field. She nodded back, grinning at him.
	“I’m ready." she said,
	He started by holding his hands in front of his face, crossing them over each other. What seemed like a dark shimmering smoke appeared sending a gust of wind straight at Faya knocking her off her feet.
	“What was that!?” Faya said, crawling back up. 
	“That was,” Percy started, “an Elemental spell.”
	Fayas eyes widened as she stood frozen in place. The only thing moving was her jittering hand. 
	“You don’t mean…” Faya started. 
	“Yes, that’s right Faya.” Percy grinned, “We can use any type of power we want.” 
	“Oh, wow." she said, her whole body shaking. Everything she had believed was thrown out the window at that moment. 
	What could this mean? We can control any element. What are the extents of this power? Faya marveled.
	“Now, let's get going, shall we?” Percy suggested, walking over next to Faya and holding his hands out. Faya nodded and mirrored his motions. “This one is for air.” Percy explained. He crossed his right hand over his left and thrust it forward. Faya followed and a white smoke formed as a spiral of air shot out of her hands. 
	Percy demonstrated another one and she followed, as she did, blue smoke swirled around her arms and a gust of water sprayed out of her hand like a wave. She grinned as she kept repeating her movements, air and water spraying across the field. 
	“Not bad, Adler.” Percy snickered.
	“Adler?” Faya smiled. 
	Percy turned away and motioned again, touching only his two thumbs together. Now an electric green whirled and chunks of the earth flew up from the ground. Faya attempted but struggled as she tried to lift it up.
	“This one might take some practice.” Percy explained, “and Faya, may I remind you that this is nowhere near close to what a master weilder can produce. These spells are mere imitations of the wielding power, but I’m sure it will turn out to be useful.” 
	Faya nodded and swallowed tightly.
	There’s only one element left now… She thought. Her mind raced back to when she was a kid. Her family and how they looked at her. Their looks of disgust when not fire, but a sword appeared from her hand that day. She felt her throat swell up as her mind scurried around her childhood. How her parents would look at her every time she would fail at making her magic work. Every time they saw how she wielded something that was not their fire. Her eyesight got fuzzy as she stared at the ground. 
	“Faya?” Percy said, glancing back at her distraught face.
	“I think we should stop with the elemental powers." she said, looking away. 
	“Sure but there is still one left.” Percy said, looking at Faya’s face. “We’ll start with the easier spells for today then.”
	Faya followed Percy as he showed her how to control electricity, and how to shut off power in buildings. 
	“Okay, so I just do this?” Faya asked, throwing her hands together and quickly parting them. When she did, the light from their house faded and was replaced with a black void.. She heard angry chattering from inside. “Oops." she quickly undid the spell by releasing her hands down by her side. 
	After even more practice, she found herself shoving even more food into her face. The sunlight started to fade into an orange sky. She ran out with Percy after the alarm had sounded. She stretched her legs out and let Percy show her ways to release tension from her arms and legs. 
	“Is it my turn yet?” Adora said, running out of the house.
	“Yeah I guess we can start you now.” Percy muttered, walking back to the house. 
	“Alright, are you ready for some acrobatics!” Adora said, jumping into a handstand. 
	“Yep!” Faya said enthusiastically. Adora explained every kind of move that could be used for attack, explaining them in thorough detail. She taught Faya the form of a back bend and how to execute a cartwheel. Her first attempts were complete failures, as she kept falling to the ground anytime she tried to lift up her feet. Once their time was almost up, Adora had managed to get Faya to produce a backbend and execute a cartwheel. She celebrated her new skill.
	“Good job Faya!” Adora congratulated. “Well, looks like it’s Soren’s turn now, good luck!” Adora rushed back inside and out stepped Soren, who looked like he was hungry for blood.
	“Now I see why she said good luck.” Faya shivered, watching as his icy glare approached her. 
	“I‘ll be strength training you. Got that." he said, staring at her intensely. Faya nodded, nervously taking a step back from him. The next two hours were some of her worst. She pushed herself harder than she had ever pushed before. Not only her physical strength, but her witts were tested as she sparred with Soren. He taught her multiple evasion techniques and offensive moves to make her a more skilled fighter. By the end of her time, she was sweating buckets and her legs collapsed on her. 
	“Thank gosh it’s finally break time.” Faya sighed, laying down on the grass. She was able to regain her stamina in time for her sparring. Adora, Percy, and Soren stepped out onto the field. Percy singled himself out and stood in front of Faya. Wickedly grinning as he waited for her move. She lunged forward at him, shooting out smoke and fire from her palm. He quickly evaded and countered her with a blast of air. She got thrown back but kept moving forward as they intensely battled each other, deflecting each other's attacks with great speed. The two on the sidelines stood, trying to keep up. But just as Faya started to get the upper hand, Percy flipped her over his shoulder by the arm onto the ground. She hit the dirt with a loud thud.
	“Maybe next time." he gloated, holding out a hand for her. 
	“Don’t worry, I’ll beat you one day.” Faya reassured herself by taking his hand. 
	“I’ll be waiting.”
	“Nice match you two!” Adora said, springing on the two from behind. “That was so exciting!” 
	Percy led Faya into the house, where they sat at the kitchen island. He spread out sheets of paper in front of her.
	“This is the current curriculum for Almighty Academy. I got the papers from an old friend. I’ll give you a new set of papers every day, I need you to finish them, got that?” Percy said, tapping the papers. 
	“Alright, you know I may not seem very bright, but I was actually one of the top in my class.” Faya bragged. 
	“I’m sure.” Percy said sarcastically.
	“I was!” Faya argued. 
	“Sure, just finish these, the sooner you do ,the more sleep you get.” Percy said, walking into the living room with the others. Faya sighed and picked up a pencil and started to scribble on the paper. She finished all the sheets in under 40 minutes and handed them over to Percy who quickly scanned them over. He took Fayas pencil and checked two of them.
	“Two wrong." he announced, handing back the paper. Faya looked back at the papers and tried to see what she got wrong. But her brain felt like mush and her limbs felt like a rag doll. She ignored the papers and stumbled over to her bed. She was, sadly, awakened by Percy before she was fully rested though. He gave her another schedule sheet. Everything seemed to be the same but extended. 
	“Oh good grief.” Faya said, stumbling up from her bed. 
	“Alright, just like yesterday.” Percy said, leading her back outside to train for the day.

			            ****
	It was the day before her first day back at Almighty Academy. Her training had progressed beyond her imagination. She felt like a whole different person than she was just a week ago. Her progression was evident. She had gotten used to her schedule. She was able to eat everything on her plate before time had expired and she was now able to hold her stamina for the whole day. Sometimes she was able to skip her break. Faya had finally become strong enough to take Percy head on. She stood outside as Percy waltzed out, followed by her other friends. They stood in front of each other with the fire in their eyes. They both nodded and rushed forward, running past each other. Faya pulled out her blade and attempted to run it through Percy, but he skillfully dodged. They both used power and brute strength to overcome each other’s strengths. Faya jumped to evade the edge of his blade and returned it with a blast of water. She grinned devilishly at him and he laughed at her effort. But just as Faya was about to dodge a move, he spread his hands and a large flame erupted from his palms causing the color to drain out of Faya’s face. A million thoughts ran through her head as she stared at the glowing fire. Her palms got sweaty and her body refused to move from its current position. Her limbs felt like they were frozen in place. Her eyes were opened wide and her whole body grew still. As Percy lunged forward, all she saw was her parents' fire, she saw her parents disappointment, their eyes of full of disgust. She watched as her loving parents stopped caring for her. 
She watched as the fire got closer to her face. Just as the fire was about to graze her face, it ceased. The flame flickered away and Percy stood behind it, his eyes filled with confusion. Faya looked over at her friends and they watched her, Adora was covering her eyes, waiting for impact. Soren looked nervous as his eyes shifted back and forth between the two. 	
	“Sorry, I don’t know what got into me.” Faya apologized. 
	“Are you alright? Why didn’t you dodge?” Percy asked, looking at Faya with concern filled eyes. 
	“I guess I just got a little caught up in the fight. I guess you win this one.” Faya laughed, trying to lighten the mood. 
	“I think we should skip the Academics today, you need your sleep for tomorrow.” Percy said, dismissing Faya and the others. She nodded and walked inside, straight to her room. She jittered as she shook the thought of fire out of her head.
	Faya, calm down, there’s no need to think about the past. You have a job to do, and you need to execute it perfectly. she thought, tightly closing her eyes. Almighty Academy, where Fayas life would change forever. Tomorrow would be the start of a new era for her, and unbeknownst to her, the start of a revolution.




























Chapter 15
	Faya awoke with a start as Percy barged through her door. He was holding a uniform in his hand. Faya groaned and sat up. Percy walked over and threw the clothes on the bed.
	“Change into these, quick." he persisted. Faya agreed and he swiftly left the room.
	On her bed was a white polo with an embroidered AA for Almighty Academy, and a dark blue plaid skirt. Just below were white knee high socks with two blue stripes and matching shoes. Faya immediately put them on, the familiar uncomfortable feeling of the itchy fabric reminding her of her past. She looked at herself in the hanging mirror behind her door. She seemed surprised by how she looked. Just a few months ago she had looked like a whole different person. Her hair had grown longer and wavier, her body had not only grown, but she had bulked up too. She had changed not only physically but mentally as well. Her usual gloomy expression that she had tried to hide at school had become glowing. Her features had lifted, as did her spirits. She felt like a whole new person. She had become the better version of herself, the version she wanted to be. She smiled and walked out the door. Faya made her way into the kitchen to see all of her friends at the island while Adora cooked up a storm. The air was filled with the aroma of eggs and sausage. Faya went to sit down beside Percy and Soren at the island.
	“Morning Faya.” Adora said, glancing back at her while she flipped a pancake in the air. “Looking good girl!” 
	Faya smiled at Adoras compliment
	“Percy, tell her she looks good.” Adora encouraged.
	“Yeah, you look nice.” Percy whispered, avoiding eye contact . He stared at her in her uniform. She hadn’t had the opportunity to wear anything that was so fancy or nice around them since they met. 
	“Thanks!” Faya grinned. Adora set down three plates. Fayas had an overwhelming amount compared to the boys.
	“Sadly, this might be the last meal I make for you in a while.” Adora fake cried. “I’ll miss you girl.” 
	“I’ll miss you too Adora.” Faya laughed. She gobbled up her meal in record time. She had trained her body to eat quickly over the week so she had no trouble finishing before she had to leave.
	“Alright, it’s almost time.” Percy announced, getting up from his seat. “Here take this." He threw something at Faya and she caught it. It was a white phone. It was programmed with Percy’s number. Faya had forgotten about her broken phone, it was probably still sitting with a cracked screen in her old bedroom.
	“If you ever need anything from us, just call me. I’ll also be giving you updates on the invasion." he explained, Faya nodding along.
	“Thanks, Perce" she smiled.
	“Perce?”
	“Yep, that's going to be my new nickname for you!” Faya exclaimed. 
	“Perfect.” Percy grumbled. 
	“Alright, do you know how to get to the Academy?” Soren asked, walking over to the two.
	“I think so, I used to walk there every day so I’m familiar with the route.” Faya said, glancing out the window. 
	“Okay that's good to hear." he said. 
	“Oh Faya!” Adora pounced on Faya’s back, making her fall to the ground. “I’ll miss you~” 
	“I’ll miss you too, all of you." she gestured to all of her friends. Just then they all leaned forward into one last bear hug, before she went undercover. Adora squeezed them all tight until they felt like their ribs were going to snap. 
	“Goodbye Faya, and  good luck.” Soren said, bowing his head.
	“Bye, Faya.” Percy smiled. Faya smiled back and gave him one last hug before she opened the door.
	“Bye guys! I’ll keep in touch, and I’ll make sure to call you once I get into my dorm room.” Faya yelled, blowing kisses and walking out the door. Adora reciprocated right before the door clicked shut, and Faya started a new chapter in her life. 

			           ****

Faya scurried across the sidewalk, her heart racing and her whole body shaking. 
Why am I so nervous? I feel like it’s suddenly my first day at a new school. Snap out of it Faya, be strong, be confident. Faya thought, amping herself up for her first day back. She suddenly stopped in her tracks. Right before her was a large marble archway. Kids rushed under it, talking excitedly in groups. There stood a large white building with a massive, golden bell at the very top and golden embroidery on the edges of the building. Right above the entrance was a large shining sign

   Almighty Academy		

Faya swallowed as she made her way through the archway, and toward the school entrance. Just being there brought back a lot of bad memories. She let out a shaky sigh as she took her first step into the school. It looked just as she’d remembered it. It had the same large entry way and the nostalgic front desk that stood guard at the entrance. She felt awkward being at the place she left behind. After her change of heart, her former school didn’t seem as magical as she had remembered. As she walked through the halls she heard the laughs of students as they poked at weaker kids. Her mood sank as she made her way through the school. She had never noticed how often kids had been bullied. 
In this school, the strong eat the weak. After all, that is what we were taught to do. Faya thought, glancing around at all of the kids, but she had set her eyes on one girl in particular. A red headed girl with frizzy curls. Her eyes were a deep brown and her tanned skin seemed to reflect the morning light. In front of her was a boy.  A boy with blonde hair and blue eyes, a boy Faya knew very well. Mason Ledger… Faya thought back to her time in school. Mason Ledger was the most well-known kid in the whole school, mostly because his father is the chairman of Almighty Academy, but also because of his power. He was a fire wielder and he used his powers to torment others. He was the biggest bully in the school and because of his family, he never got in trouble and no one could do anything about it. He was the strongest kid in the school and his academic grades were top of his class. Most of all, everyone just wanted to be around him, making him popular and making every girl want to be with him.
Watching him made Faya grit her teeth. He was cornering the girl against a wall and Faya listened in. 
“Hey! What do you think you’re doing freak show.” Mason spat.
“What do you mean sir?” The girl said, her face showing no sign of worry or fear. 
“You and your stupid acrobatic crap was blocking me, and blocking me comes at a price.” Mason sneered, inching closer to the girl. 
“Oh, I have $1 if you want it." she said, digging around in the pocket of her skirt.
“Oh lord, you idiot.” Mason sighed. “Oh well, it makes it all the more fun to hurt you until you cry.”
Faya shuttered at his words, just a few months ago that was her. She watched the girl, her expression was completely unfazed and she was smiling at the boy.
“I don’t really feel like crying though." she said, scratching her chin. Mason looked at her in shock as the girl transitioned into a handstand and walked away on her palms. Faya watched, amused as Mason’s eyes filled with fury and he stormed off. Faya couldn’t help but giggle as she walked in the opposite direction, navigating to her first period classroom. She finally made it into the hallway of her class and just as she opened the door, the tardy bell rang. She hurriedly made her way to her seat, ignoring the stares from shocked and confused peers. Her memory reformed as she started to piece together her schedule. Her first period class was math. Her least favorite of all.
“Alright class, let's start off  with attendance shall we?” Faya’s teacher; Ms. Klynowski stated. She rummaged through her papers as she started to call off names. “And Faya Adler is not her-" she started, looking up. “Or is here!” 
Kids glanced back at Faya, who crumpled under the eyes of her classmates. Her teacher finished taking attendance and started to move on to the lesson. Faya had to prop her head up to keep from falling asleep during  Ms. Klynowkski’s lesson. 
Why do I have to go to classes? It's not like I’m here to learn, I’m here to spy around the school and destroy it. Why must this mission include algebra?, Faya reasoned, quietly groaning. Just as she was about to focus back on the class, the bell suddenly rang. She rushed out of the classroom and hurried on to her next one. Alright, time for some magic. Faya laughed. 
She hurried into classroom 2B and took a seat at the very front. This would be her most useful class because it covers the history of the school. Kids flew in to take their seats, eager to get in and get out. Finally the bell rang and a teacher walked in. He was large and had scraggly fawn colored hair. He had a warm smile for the class as he rushed into the classroom clutching a pile of books. Faya smiled at the man. He had been her favorite teacher when she first started at the school. Even if he was a substitute. He had never treated her as if she was lesser for her lack of power and he had always helped her in any way he could. 
“Hello class, I am Mr. Gold and I will be subbing for Mrs. Sanders today." he waved to all of his students. He quickly started a roll call.
“Ah, Faya Adler, I had missed you." he said, smiling sweetly her way. Faya smiled back, her heart melting from his pure kindness. He quickly started the lesson. 
“Okay, so today we will be talking about the interesting history of our school and how it came to be." he said, pulling up an image on the whiteboard. The photo showed two men in front of the school, they were both holding large shears as they stood in front of a red ribbon.
“This here is our very own Mr. Caffery and Mr. Kathallon. The two founders of Almighty Academy." he pointed to the two men. The picture was blurry and seemed to be low quality. The two were both grinning at the camera and they were about to cut the ribbon. 
“That day was a glorious day and now, look how far we have come.” Mr. Gold said. In the silence, a kid raised his hand. “Yes Richard?” 
“Are we going to talk about Mr. Cafferys' tunnels?” The boy asked.
“Oh that's not true and even if it was, why would our own Mr. Caffery hide a plethora of secret passages around the school?” Mr Gold explained. “He had no reason to after all.”
Fayas eyes lit up. Secret passages huh, that opens some options. For the rest of the lesson, all she could think about was the tunnels and how it could prove useful. 

****
After the day had ended, Faya rushed over to the front desk for her dorm room assignment. At the start of the new term, every student gets a new roommate for the rest of the year. When she was at school, her roommate would always trash their room and never wanted to do any of the work. Just thinking about it made Faya groan. 
“Hello ma’am I’m here to get my dorm assignment." she said to the front desk clerk. 
“Name?” The lady said in a raspy voice.
“Faya Adler.”
“Faya Adler huh? Welcome back, you’re in room 3AB.” The lady said, throwing her a golden key. Faya happily walked off, hurrying to her room. The dorms were at the three top floors of the large school, each floor representing another grade level, every floor having dozens of rooms to accommodate the overflowing amount of students. Faya walked down the crowded hallways of the dorm rooms. She took a deep breath as she finally made her way to her room. She slid the key in and turned it. 
Please don’t be weird, please don’t be weird. Faya prayed slowly, opening the door. Inside was a small room with two elevated beds and a small microwave-oven on top of a mini fridge, and in the very middle of the room was a girl doing a handstand, staring at Faya, who stared right back.
“Hi nice to meet ya!" she said, running up to Faya. 
“Hey, you!” Faya said, awkwardly shaking her hand back.
Great not this girl! Faya said, calming the urge to facepalm herself. 
“My name is Trixie Huxley! And you?" she said quickly.
“Hi I’m Faya, Faya Adler.” Faya said, taken aback by her abundance of energy.
“Oh,  I heard about you, people haven't seen you in months, right.” Trixie said, staring Faya down.
“Yeah, I guess that's me." she spoke, taking a step back from Trixie's intrusive gaze. 
“I’m so excited for us to be roommates!" she perked up, running back into the middle of the room. “I want this bed, cool?” 
“Sure, I’ll take this one.” Faya said, walking over to the bed on the right side of the room. She was about to sit down when she realized something. She didn’t bring anything with her. She had only packed a small bag of clothes and school supplies the day before, but nothing that would get her through dorm life. 
“Hey, where's your blankets?” Trixie questioned, looking at Faya’s empty bed.
“Yeah, I forgot them for some reason.” Faya quietly laughed, embarrassed at her lack of preparation.
“You can have one of mine, I packed extra.” Trixie said, throwing a pillow and small blanket over onto Fayas bed.
Is this girl a saint? Faya thought, looking as Trixie threw dorm necessities over to Faya’s side of the room. 
“Thanks so much roommate!” Faya said, smiling at Trixie as she straightened up the things she had given her. 
“Oh yeah of course! No one has ever said thank you to me before." she said, fiddling with a strand of her hair. 
“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.” Faya said, concerned for her roommate's well being. 
Faya quickly settled in, laying down on her bed as she completed assignments and school work. 
“I must go now, I have something to attend to.” Trixie suddenly said, shooting up from her bed.
“Alright then, see you later.” Faya waved goodbye. Just as the door closed, she pounced up and grabbed her phone. She dialed Percy’s number and waited for an answer.
“Faya?" he answered.
“Hey Perce, I just got to my room”
“That’s good, how are you liking your new, er- old school.”
“Ugh, don’t even get me started!”
“I see you’re taking it well… Anyways, any news to share?”
“Oh right! Okay so one, Algebra sucks.”
“Not that kind of news.”
“Two, there seems to be some sort of labyrinth of tunnels hidden in this school…”
“Ah, Mr. Caffery’s tunnels. I’ve heard many things about it. Faya we might be able to use the secret areas for something very important…”
“What do you mean?”
“I’ve been meaning to tell you but, when we infiltrate the school there will be a lot of weapons inside of the building, I need a way to take the building down before we take the rest.”
“You don’t mean…”
“Yes Faya, we're going to blow it up. This network of tunnels could be just what we need. You could do it in the middle of the night, set up some timed charges with a detonator that you would give to me, and when we rush in, everything will crumble to pieces.”
“Wow, um okay sounds good. I’ll get on that right away.”
“Listen Faya, in order for this to work I need you to find those tunnels.”
“We don’t even know if it’s real!”
“But it might be, and we have to take that chance if we want to do this.”
“But I don’t even know where they might be!”
“Find someone who does, someone who knows this school like the back of their hand, someone who basically grew up there.”
“I think I might know someone.”
“Great, I’ll call you later, alright?”
	Suddenly, Faya heard her name being shouted in the background.
	“Faya!”
	“Hi Faya, I miss you so so much!”
	“Hi Adora.”
	“When will you visit us, we all miss you!”
	“I just left like seven hours ago.”
	“I know, but I can’t live without you~”
	“I’m gonna hang up now.” 
	“Wait no! Faya-”
	Click
	Faya set her phone down on her bed thinking about what Percy had said. 
	I do know someone who might know something about the school layout, but I don’t see why he would ever help me. Faya thought, letting out a large sigh. Just then, the door flew open, making Faya jump. Trixie skipped in, leaping onto her bed.
	“Hey Trixie, do you know where I can find Mason Ledger?” 

****
	
	Faya swallowed her pride as she rushed down to the dorm's common room. Each grade had their own lounge and in the very center was none other than Mason. He deliberately took up half the couch by spreading his arms and legs out which made Faya roll her eyes. She stepped forward, presenting herself in front of him.
	“Well well well, if it isn’t little Faya Adler. Back so soon?" he said standing up, his coy smirk making Faya want to punch him in the face. 
	“Hi Mason." she said, looking to the ground.
	“Don’t be so down, little girl." he mocked, lifting up her chin with his finger. Faya angrily slapped it away. Mason pulled back in shock, it was the first time Faya had the guts to stand up to him. As he looked at her again, he noticed how different she looked. “Look who's all grown up.” 
	“Listen Mason, I need your help.” Faya mumbled.
	“What was that?" he teased.
	“I need your help.” 
	“You need to speak up." he grinned.
“Mason, I need your help.” Faya said angrily, looking boldly into his eyes”.
“You need my help! Like I would ever help someone as pathetic as you!” Mason said, looking down on her as if she was some parasite.
“What do you want?” Faya negotiated.
“I’m sorry?”
“I’ll do anything, I need your help Mason, so what do you want?” Faya choked out, staring at him with a fiery passion burning in her eyes.
“Fine, if you can beat my friend in a fight, I will grant you one favor from me." he stated. 
“Deal.” 
“Are you sure!” Mason chuckled. “I don’t want you to get killed out there.” 
	“When and where Mason.” Faya growled.
	“Um, after school tomorrow in the courtyard." he said. “See you there.” 
	He waved and walked away. Faya swallowed hard as she spun on her feet. I hope that this time, I will be strong enough…











Chapter 16
	Faya rushed back to her dorm room. Her stomach dropped to her feet.
	Oh no… Why would I do this, why would I agree to Mason's stupid challenge. Am I strong enough yet? I don’t know if Percy was right and what if his friend is super strong. Her heart raced as her mind panicked. She whipped open the door to see Trixie, mid-air landing a flip onto her bed. Faya’s mind felt more at ease seeing her roommate. She smiled as she clapped for her trick. 
	“Heyo Faya! Welcome back.” Trixie greeted, tumbling off of her bed.
	“Hi Trixie.” Faya said, her smile sagging.
	“Why the long face girl?” Trixie tugged at her cheek, forcing her to smile.
	“Sorry I just have a lot on my mind right now.” Faya sighed, walking over to her side of the room.
	“Boy troubles?” Trixie asked.
	“No- well yes, wait no. Kind of?” Faya stuttered, trying to make up her mind.
	“Is it about Mason Ledger?” 
	“Wait- how did you know?” Faya asked, looking at her like she was a psychic.
	“Oh I saw you talking to him out in the hallway. Let me guess, he talked you into fighting his “friend” right?” Trixie said, making Faya even more surprised. 
	“Yeah…”
	“Oh no, well I hope you can keep your limbs!” Trixie winked.
	“What do you mean! Who is this guy?!” Faya yelled, her voice thick with fear.
	“The guy's name is Ace Windsor, and he is seriously a maniac. He loves to fight and is crazy powerful! Once he almost killed a kid in one of Mason's fights but because he wanted to be a hero he backed off.” Trixie explained.
	“Oh no.” Faya murmured. 
	“Oh yeah!” Trixie yelled.
	“Has anyone ever beaten him?” Faya asked.
	“Only Mason, that's why he fights for him. But other than that, no." she shook her head. 
	“Oh good, this will be just delightful. I love school!” Faya said sarcastically, flopping face first onto her bed. 
	“I’ll be there watching you okay?” Trixie said, grinning at Faya.
	“Thanks, that makes me feel a whole lot better." she grumbled, glaring over at Trixie who looked very offended.
	Faya looked down at her phone and stared at the glowing numbers blaring at her.
			        7:30 PM
	“Alright I’m gonna get ready to throw in the towel.” Faya said, waving to Trixie as she shut the door behind her. Faya hustled over to the girls showers. She stepped in as the mirrors started to fog up and let the steam roll off her body.
What a mess. First day and I already have to fight a kid. But as long as I win, our plan can move forward. I know Mason will know about the tunnels if they exist or at least have some good ideas on where to find a the map of them. That's right Faya, get the justice you deserve. She thought, grinning once again. After her shower she brushed her teeth and ran back to her room in fresh pajamas. She wore a white tank top and long blue plaid pants, her long hair was tied up into a low bun, but her eye bags were bruised and puffy looking. Her annoyed expression could make anyone cower and her slouched walk made her look like a serial killer. She rubbed the kink in her neck as she opened the door to an empty room. 
She must’ve gone off to shower. Faya concluded, propping herself up on her bed. The clock on Trixie’s side of the room glowed 8:25 PM. Faya yawned and slouched back onto the bed, rubbing her eyes to prevent her from dozing off. She whipped out a pad of paper and started scribbling down notes about the building. 

· Hollow wall on 2nd floor bathroom
· Locked room in 3rd year hallway. 	
· Mysterious Janitors closet next to 1st floor lavitories

	She continued to write down every out of the ordinary feature in the school. She considered every one as a possible hiding spot for the map. But the more she wrote the lower her eyes hung, and before long she decided to give into the temptation. She slowly leaned over and pulled on a chain, shutting off the lamp next to her bed and re-adjusted herself in her covers, quickly dozing off.

****
	Faya awoke to a hurried tapping on her shoulder.  Her eyes shot open to see Trixie continually tapping her shoulder.
	“I'm awake. Geez.” Faya said, sitting up.
	“Oh good, I was afraid you were gonna sleep through school.” Trixie said, dragging her by the arm, tugging her off the bed. 
	“Why so eager…” Faya said, finally getting up.
	“Today's your big fight! By the way, what did you even need from him anyway.” Trixie asked, making Faya feel like a bucket of ice water was splashed onto her face. 
	“Oh um, nothing really, don't worry about it." she said, dismissing Trixie as she got ready to change into her uniform. Trixie grabbed her bag and rushed out of the door. Faya quickly got changed and made her way to her first class. 
	Throughout every class, all Faya could think about was her fight. She barely listened to any of her lessons. She mindlessly moved from class to class, her terror growing as the minutes ticked by.  Too soon school was dismissed and all eyes were glued to Faya as she made her way to the courtyard. The courtyard was in the back of the school and was littered with wildlife and beautiful crisp leaves, due to the fall season. You could see the city streets beyond with cars racing down the road. She gulped as she made her way over to the ring of students, and in the middle of them was a tough looking guy. He had dark flowing hair and deep chocolate brown eyes. His grin made Faya shiver as she stepped closer. His bulging muscles were visible from a mile away, as well as his fiery stare. Faya made her way into the center, her stomach doing somersaults as she looked at the guy in front of her. She realized he was extremely tall. His height reminded her of Soren. 
	“Welcome Adler.” A snarky voice billowed from across the field. Mason was sitting on a bench chair, laughing like an idiot. 
	“Whatever, let's get this over with.” Faya said in the toughest voice she could muster. 
	“Welcome little girl.” A loud voice yelled. Faya looked over to see Ace towering over her. She swallowed her fears and got into her fight position. He grinned and did the same. The kids all around them started to cheer loudly as Ace cracked his neck and knuckles. 
	“Alright!” Mason yelled. “Ready, and… Fight!” 
	The earth under Fayas feet rumbled, but she dodged just before it went flying into the air.
	“An earth wielder huh?” Faya mumbled. 
	The dirt all around her rose and pellets of stone and rock flew at lightning speed but thanks to Soren’s training she was able to maneuver out of the path of each and every one. Ace gritted his teeth but kept firing. Faya slid quickly as a large boulder came crashing onto the ground behind her. Dirt splattered her uniform as Ace kept firing with no time for her to regroup. Even so, she still managed to skillfully dodge all of his attacks. 
	“Come on Adler, you can’t play defense forever!” Ace yelled, throwing another boulder her way. 
	Faya laughed as she moved into a backbend, allowing the boulder to zoom right past her and crash into a nearby tree. As dirt started to rise, Faya positioned herself and let a tornado of wind gather up all of the dirt, redirecting it Aces' way. He grimaced and cut it off with a flick of his wrist. Faya smirked, adrenaline pumping through her veins as she advanced to him in a flash. His eyes widened for a second as he saw her standing in front of him, but he quickly retaliated. A wave of dirt knocked Faya off her feet, sending her spiraling into the dirt. The cheers around her got louder as she fell to the ground. She looked over to Trixie, who, even through her encouraging smile, showed a glimpse of doubt. Faya’s heart pounded loud, her face felt hot and her stomach was knotted in anticipation. She got up once again, staring right into Ace's face. Her icy cold gaze made Aces' cockiness falter for the briefest of moments. What started as a magic fight turned into a fist fight in the matter of seconds. He threw the first punch, landing his fist square in Faya’s face. Blood trickled out of her nose as she stabilized herself, a permanent grin now plastered onto her face. She whipped a punch to Ace's gut which made him skid back on the grass. He ran back over and tried to kick Faya but she ducked just in time. They threw endless punches at each other. Every punch to Faya would make Mason smirk even more. But Ace's stamina failed him as his movements started to slow.  Faya felt like she could go on forever, fighting him felt like a cakewalk compared to Percy. Just as Faya felt she was getting the upper hand, Ace started to speed up again. His attacks got more powerful and quick. This development made Faya even more amped up. She decided that she needed to blow this fight up. Just as Ace got close, Faya shot a large explosion out of her hand, making smoke surround the courtyard. Mason looked around in shock, wondering where the burst had come from. As the smoke started to clear, and the battleground came into view, his stomach sank and his eyes widened. On the field, Faya was on the ground, her golden blade stabbed into the dirt. But right under her was Ace, who looked mortally terrified as he stared at Fayas expression, hidden from the rest by her flowing hair. The courtyard fell silent as everyone stared at the scene before their eyes. But the most surprised was Mason. He ran forward, mumbling angrily as he made his way over to the two. He hoisted Ace off the ground and jittered as he looked down at Faya. Her blade glimmered away as she stood up, she turned to face the crowd. Her nose was bleeding and she was banged up and bruised. But even as sweat rolled down her face, she held onto a cocky smirk, making the crowd go wild. Everyone cheered as she thrust her fist into the air. Her heart was beating like a hummingbird and the bulk of her injuries hadn’t hit her because of the overwhelming  amount of adrenaline coursing through her. Mason scurried off with Ace under his arm as the kids yelled and cheered for Faya. She glanced over to the highway just beyond the courtyard, and what she saw made her heart almost stop. There in a banged up black car, was a man who gave her a smile and a wink before driving away. Her smile only grew wider as she realized that the black haired, steel eyed man was Percy. Her train of thought was disrupted by a loud cry from the audience. 
	“Faya!” Trixie yelled, latching onto her like a leech. “I thought you were going to die out there!” 
	“I’m fine I promise.” Faya said, brushing her off. 
	“Come on, let's go to the infirmary!" she yelled happily, her signature smile still on her face. Faya nodded and let her pull her into the school once more. The nurse at the counter looked distressed as she jumped up from her chair to check Faya’s wounds. After she was done, Faya looked like a mummy from all of the patchings she had slapped on her face. After the two got back to their dorm rooms, Trixie couldn’t stop talking about how cool Faya looked during their fight.
	“And then you pounded him to the ground all cool like! And then-” 
	“Alright Trixie, I got it, I looked awesome. I’m just glad that it’s over. Though I’m still worried that Mason isn’t going to honor our agreement.” Faya said, worried.
	“If there's anything I know about Mason, it’s that he always stays true to his word.” Trixie said her voice fading into a more serious tone.
	“Really! He doesn’t seem the type.” Faya said, shocked that there could be something good about him. 
	“Trust me, if he has anything left, it’s his word.” Trixie said. Suddenly a ding went off from her phone and she quickly picked it up. “Oh sorry Faya I have to go! See you later.” 
	“Bye Trixie.” Faya said, waving her off. Just as she left, Faya’s own phone buzzed. 

	“Oh hey Percy!” 
	“Listen Faya, I don’t know what that fight was about but all I’ve gotta say is you looked badass.” 
	“You know it!”
	“But seriously, why were you even fighting that guy in the first place.”
	“Oh right, I forgot to tell you.”
	“Tell me what?” 
	“Listen, you know Mason Ledger right. The son of Chairman Ledger?”
	“Yeah, why?”
	“Well, I figured he would know about any hidden tunnels around the school, so I asked him if he could help, but being the snotty rich brat he is, he told me that if I beat his friend in a one on one battle he would allow me one favor from him.” 
	“Did he expect you to win?”
	“Not in the slightest. Last he saw me, I couldn’t lift a 20 pound weight if my life depended on it.”
	“So how’d he take it?”
	“Not very well as you can imagine.”
	“Are you even sure he’ll keep his word about this whole thing?” 
	“I'm pretty sure. Trixie; my roommate, said that he always keeps his word. So I’m just hoping that’s true.” 
	“Though I’m sure he sucks, I assume someone with his standing knows to always keep his word, for it is the most important thing you can have in the business world.”
	“Since when do you know about business?”
	“I get around.”
	“Right…”
	“Oh yeah, Adora wanted to talk to you.” 
	“Oh sure!” 
	“Faya! Are you there?” 
	“Adora?”
	“Hi Faya! I saw the whole fight, you looked so cool at the end when you totally pummeled that guy!” 
	“So I’ve heard.”
	“I was so happy to see you do that backbend to dodge! I told you it would be useful.”
	“Yeah, you were right. It actually came in super handy!”
	“And even though he would never say it to your face, Soren was also really impressed with how you used his dodging tactics.”
	“Yeah I know! Most of my fist fighting was from the moves he taught me.”
	“I’ll make sure to tell him then!” 
	“Of course.” 
	“Alright I’ve gotta go now! Bye Faya, love you.”
	“Love you too?” 

	Click

	“You love them?” A voice said from the edge of the dorm door.
	“Trixie! How much of that did you hear.” Faya yelled, slamming down her phone.
	“Just that you apparently love someone." she laughed, walking in. 
	“I don’t actually, it was a friend calling.”  Faya said, trying to sound nonchalant.
	“Well anywho, I saw Mason out in the common room, so if there was a good time to cash in your favor, it would be now.” Trixie suggested, laying down on her bed.
	“Right! I should do that.” Faya said, jumping up.
	“Have fun!” Trixie yelled, waving as Faya closed the door.
Faya trudged down the corridor, nodding to herself and stepping into the common room. Alright here we go, off to a treasure hunt with the person I hate most in this world, I’m sure this’ll be fun.



























Chapter 17
	Faya slammed the door behind her as she made her way to the dorm's common area. There, she would meet Mason to cash in the favor she was promised. Just as Trixie said, Mason was in the common room. Though instead of his cocky grin he wore an aggravated face. Ignoring his displeasure, Faya sauntered over to his side. He groaned as he turned her way.
	“Here to collect your winnings I assume?” Mason asked, standing up and brushing off his uniform. 
	“Why else would I be here?” Faya snickered.
	“Well, what do you want, huh!" he yelled, letting out a disgusted sigh.
	“Listen, have you ever heard of Caffery Tunnels?” Faya started.
	“You mean that idiotic myth?” Mason said.
	“Yes.” Faya replied. “I want to find it, and you’re the only person who knows the school better than the chairman himself.”
	“Faya, that's a story! A myth. It’s. not. real.” Mason lectured.
	“But it might be. I’m willing to take that chance." she said, her voice imitating Percys as he spoke those words to her.
	“Fine, I’ll help you look but I have no guarantee that we’ll find anything” Mason proposed.
	“I’ll take whatever I can get!” Faya jumped up, leading Mason down to a couch.
	“What’s this?” Mason asked.
	“It’s a list of every nook and cranny of this school that might be hiding a secret.” Faya explained. 
	“I see. Hey, right here.” Mason said, pointing to bulleted number 3 on her list. “I have the key to the janitor's closet on the 1st floor. Should we check it out” 
	“Hell yeah we should!” Faya yelled. 
	Looking at their interaction from a different perspective makes Faya almost laugh. Knowing the chairman's son was singlehandedly leading the school to Its own destruction without even knowing was comedic. 
	“Why do you even want to find the tunnels?” Mason asked. Hearing that, Faya had to stop and think of a reasonable explanation, but she only came up with one.
	“Uh, to brag to my friends who thought it was fake?” 
	“Is that a question?” Mason teased, making Faya have to turn away from embarrassment. 
	They walked the rest of the way in silence but before long they stood in front of the door. Faya was fizzing from nervousness and excitement and Mason jammed the key into the doorknob. It clicked, indicating they could walk in. The room had obviously been locked up for some time because dust whirled around the room like a sandstorm. They both coughed and let the room air out before stepping in again. The room was filled with old documents and tattered cleaning equipment. Faya rummaged through the shelves but came up with nothing. Mason groaned as they left the room, defeated. 
	“Well, are we done yet?” Mason asked, impatiently.
	“No, no we are not. Since that didn't work we’ll just make our way from the top of the list to the bottom.” Faya proposed. Mason's groans grew louder as she went on.
	“Fine I get it. We’ll pick it up tomorrow alright. Goodnight." he angrily yelled, stomping up the stairs into the dorms. Faya rolled her eyes and followed his path to her room. As she walked through the dorm halls, she noticed something was different. It took her a moment to realize what the issue was. As Faya walked, every single student avoided her like the plague. At one point a boy bumped into her and immediately started to apologize profusely before running off as quick as he came. Faya soon came to the conclusion that because of her victory, she had earned some street cred in her school. Before she would be the one apologizing but now she was the scary one. She didn’t mind people being scared of her. 
	Faya stepped into her dorm not long after and laid down on her bed thinking about every place in school where they may find a lead but she pulled a blank. 
	“Hey Faya! Whatcha doing?” Trixie said, rushing into the dorm room. Faya sat up, startled by her presence.
	“Oh I was just thinking…" she said trailing off.
	“Oh right! How did your talk go with Mason?” Trixie asked, sitting on the floor beside her. 
	“We started what I wanted but couldn't finish it today so we were going to start again tomorrow.” Faya explained. 
	“Oh that sucks. Too much time with Mason and the urge to punch him will get so bad you might just do it!” Trixie joked. Faya burst out into laughter, smiling down at her roommate. 
	“Well, anyway good luck! I'm gonna get ready for bed." she said, popping out of the door. Faya did the same. She tucked herself into bed tightly and hoped for a successful day tomorrow.
	But sadly Faya’s day did not go as planned. She and Mason were met with defeat at every location Faya suggested and every time, Mason got more aggravated. They made their way down the list landing at #12 by the end of the day. 
	“I swear Faya I can’t do this anymore.” Mason complained, stumbling down the halls beside her. “I have more important things to do than hang out with a loser like you!”
	“Well too bad, you made a bet and I will hold you to it till the end.” Faya shrugged, making Mason fume. 
	“I’m leaving," he said, quickly rushing away before Faya could respond. That night, she gave a report to Percy on her progress and his hatred for Mason grew with every word. She also told Adora what happened and she just giggled along as Faya complained. Though in the morning, everything she thought she knew would be turned around. The calmness would turn to calamity.

 			         ****


As the sun rose, Faya hopped out of bed. She rushed through her morning routine to be done by the time Trixie woke up. After classes that day Faya would continue her search with Mason and she was more than ready. She hurried down to the school's cafeteria to grab a quick breakfast that consisted of an energy drink and a protein bar. She shoveled it down and headed to her classes. Her school life had gone back to what it had always been, being alone and ignored, but this time people stayed away from her for a different reason. Now that her evolved powers were common knowledge around the school, the rumor mill grinded up a storm. She could hear the whispers of her classmates float around the room as they came up with awful stories.
“I heard she killed someone!” One girl whispered
“Well, I heard her parents disowned her because she almost killed them.” Another boy snickered.
Faya gritted her teeth at the negativity surrounding her name, but she knew that within the next month her name would be more feared than hated. The one thing that kept her from breaking down was her teacher, Mr. Gold. He always stood up for her in class and talked to her after hours about how everyone treated her. Knowing someone was there for her at the end of the day  made her feel better. Sadly, the other teachers weren’t as kind. They all turned a blind eye to the kids who would whisper about her and giggle during class which made Faya even more angry at her school. 
The day finally ended and she stomped down the hall, bubbling with rage. 
Why does everyone like to talk crap about me so much! Just cause I defended myself, suddenly I’m evil?! Faya thought, storming down the hall. She bumped into Mason on her way to their meeting spot, which just made everything easier for them as they were already where they needed to be. 	
“Well, this is number thirteen; The old secretary’s office.” Mason said, looming in front of the door. He pulled out a ring of keys and jammed one in, unlocking it on the first try. At first glance the room seemed normal. It was a small room with a desk in the middle and shelves lining both sides of the room. The shelves were mostly empty other than a few things here and there.
“This is a dud then?” Faya asked, ready to walk back out of the room. She held her breath as she waited for a response. Thirteen had always been unlucky for her. One reason was that she was born on the 13th. It reminded her of when she got her power, and when her whole life fell apart. She hated the number 13 and prayed to get out of the room as fast as she could. 
“Wait, I want to look through these boxes first.” Mason said, kneeling down to a dusty blue bin on the bottom shelf. He wiped it off with the bottom of his shirt and cracked it open. He looked at it, confused. He then took out a piece of paper and read it with a blank stare. Faya rushed over to his side and read it over his shoulder. It read. Name Plates of the Terminated 
“Wait, this doesn’t mean…”Faya said, stepping back in horror. 
“So inside this box, are the nameplates of all the kids who were kidnapped, or worse.” Mason said, holding up a second cardboard box.
At the start of every school year, every student is given a golden nameplate. They are to wear it on their uniform everywhere they go. A copy is placed on their locker and dorm door. Faya was given a new one when she came back. So with that, Faya rushed forward and knelt down beside Mason as he lifted the lid of another box off, and much to their dismay, it was tightly packed with nameplates. Faya let out a gasp at the abundance and Mason was frozen solid. Faya snatched the box away from him and scanned the names, she let out a whimper as she held hers to the light. 
“All of those kids, and the school did nothing.” Mason let out an exasperated sigh. “My Dad did nothing.” 
“Yeah. This school doesn’t care about anyone or anything but their reputation and power. So they just weed out the weak right?” Faya mumbled angrily, reading all of the names over and over. 
“It’s not like I have any say in it.” Mason complained.
“Well I think you do. But I think you just don’t care enough to do anything about it.” Faya yelled. 
“I would if I could!" he argued back.
“You can, so why don’t you!” Faya spat out.
“Well you know what! Maybe it's better if they don’t come back.” Mason screamed, causing the room to go silent.
“You’re just like your father.” Faya grumbled.
“Don’t compare me to him. I am nothing like him!” Mason screeched. 
Faya’s mouth suddenly shut and went dry and all of Mason's yells were drowned out by the humming of her racing heartbeat. She held up another name plate with shaky hands. She swallowed hard as she felt a lump forming in her throat. She scanned the plate slowly
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			Chapter 18
	Faya let out a shaky breath as she shoved the golden nameplate into her fist and shoved it in her pocket. Her heart raced and her stomach was doing hula-hoops. But just as she was standing up, Mason spoke again.
	“So this room had nothing to do with the tunnels after all." he said, getting ready to leave.
	“Yeah, I think we should end our search for today.” Faya whispered, speedily walking out of the room before Mason even started.
	She flew down the stairs to the first floor and ran past the secretary, who gave her an odd look, and just like that, Faya found herself on the Lockwood streets, heading back to her home. Her feet skimmed the pavement as she ran in the direction of her house. Her thoughts had overrun her as she raced down the street. She needed answers before she went insane, and just like that, she had found herself standing in front of the home she hadn’t been able to spend much time in. 
	She quickly noticed that the house had been renovated. The old windows had been fixed up and a new coat of paint was splashed along the exterior. The improvements made it look like it was worth a lot more than they had paid, which was nothing but even still. She slowly made her way over to the front door and slowly knocked. Not long after, the door was flung open by a tired Adora. As soon as she saw Faya her demeanor changed and she pounced on her, giving her a suffocating hug. 
	“Faya! I missed you so much!” Adora said, pulling out of the hug.
	“I missed you too!” Faya replied. She then got pulled onto the couch and listened to Adora mindlessly ramble on about how annoying the two boys were and how much she needed Faya. Her words had soothed Faya’s mind. She had almost forgotten all about why she was here until Percy came into the room. 
	“Oh! Faya you’re here. I missed you." he said, sitting across from the two. Faya’s mood instantly changed and Percy noticed it. He looked at her with fretful eyes and turned to Adora. “Hey, can you give us a minute?”
	Adora angrily whined “What! But we were just catching up-”
	“Adora!" he yelled again. Making her quickly stand up and hurry off. Soren started to exit his room but Adora nudged him back in. 
	The two sat in silence before Faya spoke up.
	“Percy. We need to talk." she said, looking to the floor.
	“I had a feeling that was the case." he replied, his voice slightly shaking.
“I think you have something to tell me." she said, staring back at him with knowing eyes. 
“I was just about to say the same thing.” Percy quietly spoke, humor poking at his tone. 
“Percy.” Faya softly spoke, staring intensely into his eyes. He looked at her with worry but the longer she looked at him, the wider his eyes grew. 
“How did you find out?" he spoke, his voice whisper quiet.
“Why didn’t you tell me!” Faya said loudly, causing Percy to freeze.
“Faya, I'm sorry." he said, remorse glistening in his eyes.
“Sorry won’t cut it." she said, leaning towards him. The room went silent with the only sounds the constant hum of the air conditioner and the quiet creaking of the hardwood floors.”Please Percy, tell me what happened.” 
“Faya, I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner. I just couldn’t. I was a student in my first year, just one before you came, that much is true. I was raised by my mother, a water wielder. She took advantage of my power and tried to train me. It never worked and I became just like you, powerless and forced into unknown territory. But I only lasted a couple of days there before I was kidnapped by a villain. The villans kidnapped so many like me in the hopes for ransom from a school as big as Almighty. Though the more radical ones did it to test their strength against the heroes. My powers were barely enough to fight him off. But after I escaped, I realized that I wasn’t going to be accepted back into the school. The more I thought about it, the angrier I got. I resented Almighty Academy for abandoning me. So I worked hard to strengthen my power to become the strongest. I thought that if I left a weak hero, I could always come back as an unbeatable villain. For years I trained and trained, going after every school official I could find.  I tried to corrupt Almighty Academy from the outside but it just didn’t work. When I met you, I saw that you and I were the same. I knew that with your help, I could take down the Academy like I had always planned. I left everything behind. I left my friends and family to start a new life, a new persona as Surge. After that, I never went back." he concluded. His voice was subdued.. 
“Percy, I had no clue.” Faya said, dumbfounded by his speech. 
“It’s not your fault, you didn’t know, I should've told you sooner. For that, I do apologize." he said, softly smiling her way.
“Thank you for telling me. It means a lot to know more about you.” Faya said, grinning back at him. 
And just like that, the tension faded between the two and they invited  Adora and Soren to their reunion. For the rest of the evening, Faya smiled and laughed  loudly in their small home. It was hard to go back to the Academy. It felt like they were saying goodbye all over again. But this time when she left, she made sure to give Percy an extra long hug. 

                         ****			
	
Faya’s mind was at ease as she walked back to the school. The warm billowing wind caressed her cheek as she slowly strolled across the city. She felt much better now that she knew about Percy’s past. She felt that she knew him better now. It was sad to leave her friends again but she was just happy to see their faces. Soon enough, she found herself back in front of Almighty Academy. She groaned as she strode back in, making her way up to the dorms. She whipped open the door and saw Trixie kicking her feet off her bed. She looked up and immediately smiled.
“Faya! There you are. I’ve been looking all over for you." she said, jumping up and pulling her into a tight hug. 
“I didn’t mean to worry you, I just had to go somewhere." she said, pulling out of Trixies bear hug.
“Alright well I’ve gotta go. I have to go meet Dawn." she said, skipping off.
Before Faya could question who Dawn was, the door had already slammed in her face. She sighed and swiped through her phone. She was sad that her old one had broken, but the new one Percy got her was amazing. It was easily many times better than her old one. She browsed the web for a bit when she stumbled upon an eye-catching poster. It read, 

Almighty Academy Annual Musical
	   Tickets go on sale Wednesday
		    Buy now!

Faya had almost forgotten. The Almighty Academy musical was a big deal in Lockwood. The whole school put on a large production usually focused on  old fairy tales and legends. She had always wanted to be in one since she was little. But she had never been a very good actor. She tried going to an acting camp, but she still didn’t get a part.. To Faya, going undercover was proof enough she could act. Though she had wanted to be in the play, she knew she had to stay low profile. Her beating Ace was a mistake on her part. Now, kids are watching her every move and were interested in her in a way they hadn’t been before. Being able to pull off her plan had just become a lot more difficult. 
Her thoughts were interrupted when she heard a knock on the door.
“Come in!" she chirped. But to her dismay, a blond haired idiot waltzed in.
“What an awful room, It reeks of poverty.” Mason said, cringing as he looked around the dorm.
“Excuse me?” Faya said, humored by his condescending tone.
“Oh Faya, just the person I was looking for.” Mason said, ignoring her statement. He walked over to her side and knelt on the floor beside her. “Come with me, I think your crazy intuition might be right.” 
Faya looked at him in confusion. Without thinking, she quickly stood up and blurted out. “Take me there.”
He nodded and pulled her off of her bed. Faya’s mind was scrambling to find answers to what Mason meant. But when she found where they were going, everything made sense. He pulled her to a stop right in front of two exhaustive doors, and on the very top was a large golden sign that read.

		Headmasters Office

	So the gateway is through the headmasters's office. she thought, waiting for Mason to unlock the door. 
	“Just now, I heard my dad talking to his co-worker about “sealing up the gateway”. I immediately knew they were talking about the Caffery Tunnels. As soon as I heard I knew I had to tell you.
	“Okay, so we just go in then?” Faya said, fidgeting in excitement. 
	“Yeah, I have the key to the office, there are only two of them, my dad has the other.” Mason explained, maneuvering the key into its slot. The door clicked open and they both walked in. The room was large, with bookshelves on either side and a grand desk in the middle with piles of paper stacked high. Two visitor’s chairs in front of the desk and some matching decorative plants residing in all four corners completed the room.
	“Do you have the key to get in?” Faya said, looking hopefully at Mason.
	“Assuming there is a key in the first place, the only one who would have it is my father." he said, with a disappointed sigh. 
	“Well first we need to find the gateway and then the key, right?" she said, walking around the room and stopping in front of his desk.
	“Yeah, but there aren't many places for a secret door in this room." he said, studying every bookshelf as they walked past them. 
	The two looked through every inch of the room until they found something suspicious. It was an empty wall with nothing on it inconspicuous to most, but considering the bookshelves that riddled the walls completely, it felt off, out of place. Mason knocked on the wall, they could both hear a faint echo sounding through whatever was behind.
“There it is.” Mason said, he leaned against the wall in shock. “I can’t believe it’s actually real.”
“Finally I found it.” Faya said, giddy with delight.
“Don’t get too excited, we still need to find a way to open it. Maybe a button or key, something of that nature.” Mason said, moving away from the door. He walked back over to the headmaster's desk and started to rummage through his drawers.
“But wouldn’t the headmaster keep the key with him at all times?" she asked.
“The tunnels are a passed on secret, he would never carry the key to it on his person, he’s smarter than that. Besides, I see no keyhole so my guess is the door must be electronic" he explained, removing piles of books and papers from a drawer and placing them on the hardwood floor.
“Alright, so there must be a button then, got it.” Faya nodded, continuing her search on the opposite side of the room.
 “Wait, this doesn’t look right.”
“What doesn’t?” Faya said, popping her head over by his side.
“This drawer is too short compared to the outside of it." he said, getting on his knees to study it.
“Wait what if I just-” Faya said, running her hand along the bottom of the drawer. She suddenly stopped her hand and pressed down on it. The wood flipped up to reveal the true bottom of the drawer. Inside was a white cloth lining the bottom and a small brass key engraved with circles and shapes. She held it up triumphantly as Mason stared at it with her. “A key, if it’s not for the door then what could it be for?!”
“I’m not one hundred percent on that." he said, staring back at the entry with no key slot.
“So I guess the search tirelessly continues .” Faya rolled her eyes, placing the key on the table, watching as it awaited its use.
For the next half hour, the two covered every square inch of the office, from every book on the bookshelf to every plant and decoration. But they had found no key slot, and Faya was getting aggravated.
“If we can’t find this keyhole in the next minute I’m leaving you to search for yourself.” Mason complained, staring at a cleared out bookshelf, with said books stacked high around him.
“Don’t give up yet, It’s gotta be around here somewhere.” Faya said, trying to spark some hope in the room. She slouched on the headmaster's desk chair and ran her hand under the desk when it suddenly came to a stop. She frantically lowered her head to look at what had stopped her hand, and saw a circular dome with a small opening in the middle. “Mason, come here!”
“What is it now?" he groaned slowly walking to her side. She grabbed his hand and placed it on what she felt. His eyes widened and he too looked under the desk. They both came to the same conclusion. It was the keyhole.
 Faya grinned as Mason looked back at her in anticipation. She lodged the key in and it fit perfectly. When she turned the key and heard the click, signifying it was open, the whole room started to rumble. The empty wall shifted and started to emerge, ripping away the dusty wallpaper that covered it. The long abandoned gears of the door turned a thick door popped out of the wall, as if by magic. The door was aged dark wood with patterns carved into it, it remained ajar, one tug and it would be open. Faya and Mason stared in awe as they quickly rushed to it. Her heart was beating out of her chest in anticipation, she turned the doorknob and it made a loud CREAK as she slowly cracked open. The inside was just as she suspected, dark concrete walls with dim, flickering lights overhead. The air and the floor were damp and cold and every little sound echoed through the tunnels. There was a long chipped concrete staircase leading below. 
“It’s real.” Mason said, staring ahead in shock. Faya nodded and they both took their first steps in. They walked around for what felt like hours. Internally, Faya was grinning from ear to ear at the discovery. Every once in a while they would find a hatch, but when it was opened, they were just met with walls of concrete. Almost every entrance had been covered up, soon they would loop back to where they began, the headmasters's office. 
“Another dead end.” Faya said, closing yet another door. 
“I still can’t believe this was underneath the school this whole time and I never knew it.” Mason said, looking around as he trailed his hand across the wall. The tunnels wound along every part of the school and left no area uncovered. They walked every inch of it, the clack of their heels echoing through the empty halls. By the time they made it full circle Faya felt like her legs were going to collapse, and soon enough, after one hour they made it back to the door where they had entered. 
“We have to get out of here soon. My dad will be back in ten minutes.” Mason said, making his way up the staircase that led them down.
“That's more than enough time to close the door.” Faya said, but her sentence was interrupted with pure shock. The whole room was in shambles, papers were on the floor and books were scattered across the hardwood. 
“We did that?!” Mason said, his voice vibrating with worry. 
“Crap, crap, this is bad!” Faya said, rushing to her knees as she collected piles of paper in her hand, placing them neatly back on the desk. Mason followed her lead.
Man, I wish I had Percy’s power right about now. Faya thought, throwing 20 books back onto their shelves. She felt the tick of every passing second. 
	“He’s on his way.” Mason yelled, looking out the door and quickly pulling his head back in. There were still at least five books on the floor and a few scattered papers on the desk. The two rushed to the bookshelf and desk to quickly fix the problem. As soon as they were finished, the two ran out of the door together. They both turned their back to the door. The headmaster looked at them suspiciously. Without warning, Mason grabbed Fayas hand gently and walked down the hall with her. The headmasters just sighed and headed into his office.
	“What was that for?” Faya said, immediately snatching her hand away from him. She could tell he was flustered by the rosey pigment in his cheeks.
	“Sorry, I didn’t know what else to do, my father is very intolerant to couples and tries to keep his distance. I guess I thought if we looked like a couple he wouldn’t suspect anything." he said, turning his face away from her. 
	Faya was stunned by his change of personality. From someone who thinks he’s better than everyone, to a guy who is flustered and embarrassed in her presence. She couldn’t help but smile. 
	“Alright, well we did it!" she said, changing the topic. “We finally found it.”
	“Oh, right. Well I guess this exhausting task is finally over. I hope I never have to talk to you again.” Mason declared, walking away with his head held high.
	Faya ignored his snide remark, instead she quickly rushed to the school's library. It was at the very end of the third year’s hallway and had large doors that were always open. Though it was a library, there was always loud chatter coming from inside. The majority of the student body liked to study here since it was so beautiful inside. It was three stories high with wooden bookshelves standing tall to surround the library. There were many desks and comfy reading nooks. To Faya, the lighting always seemed very warm and comforting. This was golden opportunity to go there to get her thinking done. 
	Okay, so now I know where it is, I just have to get in there with the bombs, unnoticed. But wait, I don’t even have the explosives! Crap I should’ve gotten them last time I was at the house. I’ll stop there tomorrow. But in the meantime, I need an opening to get in and get out unnoticed. Almost every day there is a guard or secretary guarding the headmasters's office, the only time its left unguarded is during administrative meetings or a school wide event. Wait! The musical. That's the perfect opening to get in there. No one will even be near it. I’ll sure I’ll be able to pull it off! Faya jumped up in excitement as she came to her conclusion. She ran to her dorm room and immediately  threw her head back on her bed to let out a heavy sigh. She smiled to herself as she whipped out her phone to look up the date of the play.  It would be on this Saturday, it was Tuesday. The tickets would go on sale tomorrow and according to a tip from Mason, his father would likely seal up the door soon, worrying it’s existence will get out. Most probable to happen next week. Faya nodded, worry creeping into her thoughts. She shook them off, confident she would be able to do it on the day of the play. She looked out her dorm window to see the sun setting. She had spent so much time in the tunnels she didn’t even see how late it gotten. She jumped out of bed to complete her nightly routine. She ran to the bathroom to get the first pick of the good showers without the cracked tiles or leaky faucets. The one thing she loved about the school is that the water was always hot, unlike her old house. When she left they had no running water or electricity, but considering they got the house for free, they couldn’t complain. Luckily Soren had a bank account with some money in it and was able to set up utilities and pay some bills.  While she was gone, the others had set up working electricity and water for the house but even so, the hot water tank was a little small. But here she could take unlimited hot showers. It was like heaven. After she finished with her shower she brushed her teeth at the community sinks and changed into a tank top and shorts before heading back to her room. She had a grin plastered on her face now that she wouldn’t have to see Mason every day. She just had to wait a little longer, and her revenge would be in full swing. When she went back into her room she saw Trxie on her bed with a blonde wig by her side.
	“Faya you’re back!” Trixie jumped up and pulled her into another one of her tight hugs. 
	“I should be saying the same to you, you were gone all day.” Faya said, staring at the wig on the bed.
	“Well that was because I was at rehearsal." she said,
	“Rehearsal for what?” Faya said, but before Trixie said it she already knew.
	“The play, silly!" she jumped up. “I’m playing a background character with Dawn, but that doesn’t matter. Are you coming?”
	“I think I’ll be busy, I’ll try alright?” Faya said, letting out a side smile. 
	“Ugh fine, you have to see my part though okay?” Trixie said, holding out her hand.
	“Alright then.” Faya replied, shaking her hand. “Oh yeah and who the heck is Dawn?!”
	Trixie just laughed and the two talked until the moon showed outside their window.






















Chapter 19
	Days seemed to pass quickly to Faya.  All she could think about was Saturday, and now it had finally come. The halls were crowded with kids laughing and giggling wearing sweatshirts embroidered with the play's name. She spotted Trixie from the far corner of her eye. She was a walking advertisement of the play from head to toe. She was walking with some girl that had reddish brown hair tied up into a ponytail and stunningly bright green eyes. She was smiling and laughing with Trixie as they walked through the halls.
	“Faya over here!” Trixie said, waving her over. She walked over to their side, smiling at the two girls' excitement.
	“Hi Trixie! Are you excited for the play?” Faya asked.
	“Oh you betcha! Dawn and I are going to shine." she said laughing.
	Ah so that’s Dawn. Faya thought, nodding in the girl's direction.
	“That's right! Hi I’m Dawn Marie Sanders. You can just call me Dawn, or Dawn Marie.” The girl said with a surprisingly thick southern accent. 
	“Is your mom Mrs. Sanders by chance?” Faya said. Despite her rude mom, Dawn seemed nice enough.
	“That's right!" she said, smiling widely. That was one thing her and Trixie seemed to have in common. “Oh boy tonight we’re going to be the belles of the ball!” 
	“Well it was nice to meet you Dawn. I’ve gotta go but I’ll be watching you later.” Faya said, rushing ahead.
	Faya ran out of the building, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible. The streets were a lot more lively today. People from all around Lockwood came to see the play. It was a big deal to see it and an even bigger deal to be in it. She passed tons of people sporting school apparel and kids dragging their parents towards the school. Faya had missed seeing everyone in such high spirits. Sadly she had to put that to an end. Once everyone knew what they had done, she was sure they wouldn’t be smiling anymore, and just like that, her thoughts had carried her to her home. She slowly opened the door and the house was surprisingly empty. She walked through the halls slowly and silently. She finally made it to the last room, Percy's study. She knocked quickly on the door. There was a shuffling sound from the other side and soon enough the door was opened. Percy stood there, his deep black hair touseled with his glasses tilted down his nose.
	“Faya! What are you doing here?” Percy said, a small smile forming on his face. 
	“I’m here to get the you-know-what’s.” Faya whispered.
	“You were able to find The Caffery Tunnels! They’re real?” Percy said, stunned.
	“Yeah, turns out Mason really did have an idea where it might be, it was in a secret room in the headmasters's office.” Faya explained.
	“I’m glad you could put that heathen to good use.” Percy grumbled.
	“You’ve never met him, I don’t think you have the right to call him that.” Faya laughed.
	“Oh trust me, what I’ve heard from you is more than enough.” Percy said, rolling his eyes. 
	He led her to his desk and pulled out a drawer while Faya told him all about how they found it. Inside of the drawer were 20 or more spheres with red dots sprinkled on them. They seemed to be made out of metal with the dots made of red glass. 
	“Are these the bombs?” Faya asked, picking one up and studying it.
	“Yes and they are fragile.” Percy scurried to take it out of her hand.” You need to place these in the tunnels. The concrete walls will be no match for the bombs. They may look small, but they pack quite a punch.” 
	“Alright, perfect.” Faya said, staring at them intently. 
	“Once you get them in there, you will wait for further instruction from me.” Percy explained. “I’ve got a guy who made these for me, he also gave me the detonator.”
	He then pulled out a small piece of plastic with a big black button in the middle, and started flipping it around in his hand.
	“Okay, I have the perfect opening tonight.” Faya said.
	“Oh right, the play. No one should be in the headmasters office then. Nice job, tell me how it goes as soon as possible.” Percy said, handing her a sturdy tan cloth bag and filling it with the bombs. He then placed a woven blanket on top and handed it to her. 
	“Thanks Percy, I’ll see you later alright?” Faya said, starting to walk away.
	Before she could, Percy pulled her in with one arm for a hug, and to Fayas shock, he rested his head on her shoulder and buried his face into her arm. He refused to move for about three minutes.
	“Good luck." he finally said, letting her go. Faya walked away, extremely flustered by his sudden show of affection.
	She had no time to think about it as she walked back though, she had to be very careful with the bag. They’re was 21 fragile bombs in her bag that could go off any moment. She was constantly lifting up the blanket to check on them and make sure they were safe. She slowly walked inside the school, and carefully went up the stairs and into her room. As soon as she got there she hid the bag in her built-in closet and shut it tight. The door suddenly opened and made Faya’s heart almost jump out of her chest. 
	“Faya hi!” Trixie said, walking in with Dawn, “I’m so nervous, there’s only three hours until the play!”
	“Oh that's right, I’m excited to see you guys act!” Faya said, smiling at the two. 
	“Oh yeah, It’s sure gonna be fun!” Dawn said, swinging her arm forward.
	“Oh crap! Dawn we’ve gotta go or we’ll miss final rehearsal, bye Faya!” Trixie said, dragging Dawn out of the room by her arm. 
	Faya smiled at the two as they left, but as soon as they were gone her face fell. She sighed and walked over to the mirror hanging on the dorm wall. She stared at herself up and down. She studied her wavy brown hair, and her emerald green eyes. She counted every freckle on her face, every dip and crease in her features. As she looked at herself she noticed a few scattered bruises on her arms and legs. But as she stared at herself, she began to see Percy’s silhouette form from her thoughts, he was hugging her as he buried his head in her shoulder. Now that the bombs were safe she had time to think about that, and as soon as she did her face turned beet red. She quickly averted her eyes from the mirror and jumped face first onto her bed. She put her hand on her heart as the memory replayed in her head over and over. 
	I’ve never seen Percy like that before. It was nice. Faya thought, grinning as she clutched the fabric of her shirt. She could hear her heartbeat thump as she laid there for a little bit longer, and before she knew it, she closed her eyes to doze off.
When she woke up she immediately checked the time and jumped up when she realized the play was starting soon. She only had one hour left to make up a plan of how she was going to pull this off. She flung open her closet door and looked down at the bag in the far corner. 
	Okay Faya get your game face on, It’s go time. Let’s see first I have to watch Trixie in the play or she’ll get mad. Before the play there is always a speech by the headmasters. He has to greet every family in the audience during the show. He’ll be there long enough for me to catch a bit of Trixie’s part, go to my dorm, get the bombs, and get into the headmasters's office. She did say her part is early on so it shouldn’t be too hard timewise. The security guards will be monitoring the play instead of the office so I have no one to worry about there. Okay! I think I can do this. Faya it’s time to pull off this mission, Faya concluded, deviously grinning as she shut the closet door once again.
	Time seemed to pass quicker than Faya liked, and before she knew it, she was pushing through lines of parents with their tickets rushing to the auditorium. She managed to make it through the doors only being squished twice and tried to find an empty seat. Their auditorium was huge with red curtains and drapes decorating the large marble stage. The room was set up almost like a stadium with seats lining every inch of it. Today every seat would be filled. All of the families who came to the show had to have a ticket with a seat number or they wouldn't get in. Students didn’t need tickets but the chances they would get a seat were low without one. 
	Faya decided that she wouldn’t need a seat as she would be leaving soon. Just as she found a nice wall to lean on, she heard a deep icy cold voice. It was the headmasters.
	“Welcome students, parents, and citizens of Lockwood, to our rendition of a very famous folktale…”
	Faya’s thoughts blocked out his voice as she stared at him with the eyes of an assassin. Her eye twitched as she looked down upon him. Rage filled her body as she listened to him talk. As she watched him spouting lies about how great the school was. But she knew she had to stay calm, she could be patient. 
	“So without further ado, I invite you to enjoy our fantastical play.” The headmaster said, signaling for the curtain to open and the lights to dim. 
	Faya watched as the headmaster made his way down the stage's stairs. He then started to go down the line, shaking peoples hands as he thanked them for being there. Her eyes swiveled back to the stage and were met with a farmstead scene. There was a red farmhouse with hay bales scattering the stage. In the middle of it all was a third year. Her hair was tied up into pigtails and her dress was red and checkered. She stood, mouth agape as words flowed out of it. Faya watched as Trixie and Dawn appeared onto the stage. They were both dressed as male farmers, their outfits complete with pitchforks and surprisingly well made fake mustaches. Faya giggled as they stomped around the set as the lead spoke. They were thumping the state with their pitchforks and whistling as they exited the scene.
 	“Alright then.” Faya said, about to turn tail and walk out. She scanned the area until she found a man shaking the hands of the guests. She nodded her head and walked out. She stealthily made her way to her dorm. Her heart was racing as she picked up the cloth bag. She slowly exited the room and walked down the stairs with extreme caution. Her breathing was heavy and the sound of her pounding heart filled her ears. The air seemed cold and crisp from the lack of people and their body heat. She clutched the bag tight in her arms until she made it to the office. Just as expected, there was no security guard. But just as he was about to crack open the door, she heard a voice from within. She quickly turned around and slid up against the wall to listen in.
	“I need you to pay extra attention to my office. I already have our stand-ins in place.” The man said. Fayas heart beated even faster when she realized it was the headmaster and his security guard.
	So, the man shaking hands when I left was only his stand in! The auditorium was so dark I didn’t even notice. Faya thought, her mouth clenching. 
	“I also have reason to believe someone broke into the tunnels.” The headmaster said.
	Faya’s heart stopped at those words, her expression went cold as she slowly peered into the room. The headmaster was in fact, there, accompanied by the guard that was usually seen standing in front of the door. He then spoke again.
	“Sadly, I have reason to believe my own son was the one who broke the seal. Everything seemed normal, but when I arrived the other day, the door had been opened. The only people in that hallway at that time were my son and one of his classmates, they seemed to be holding hands." he explained to the security guard.
	Faya stood in shock. Mason would be found out, and if the Headmaster ound out it was her, she woul be at risk too. Though she had to think about the real problem, she couldn’t get into the tunnels, and if she didn’t get in soon the plan would be done for.
	“Alex, please call the men and alert them of our plans, we shall speed up the process of closing these tunnels ten fold.” The headmaster spoke elegantly, pointing to the radio on the guards uniform.
	“Oh no.” Faya whispered. The office suddenly went silent. She swallowed nervously. 
	“Who's there?” The headmaster said, walking towards the door. Before they could reach it, Faya grasped her bag and sped off. She hid behind a corner pressing her head back against the wall. She let out a heavy sigh as she heard the door slam open. She then slowly walked off, acting as normal as possible. She decided to go back to her dorm instead of the theater. Though Faya was trying to keep her cool, she was devastated. Her plan had fallen through and the gateway would be sealed in a matter of days. She didn’t have a lot of time left and she needed to get in before it was too late. Faya picked up her phone and dialed the only person who she knew could help.
	
       ****			

“Hello, Adora?”
	“Faya! Is that you?”
	“Yes and I have to tell you something.”
	“Yeah?”
	“I failed miserably, they’re sealing up the opening in just a few days and I have no plan.”	

	Faya then decided to fill her in and told Adora everything that had happened from the moment she had told Mason what she needed, to her current dilemma.

	“Faya, you said there was a mandatory teacher and staff meeting when you first got in right?” 
	“Yeah?”
	“Well when's the next one?”
	“Oh! I see what you're saying, I’d have to check but there might be one coming up. Mason did say once that the meetings sometimes are back to back.”
	“Perfect, you have your opening!”
	“That's great and all, but how do I get in? I don’t have the key to the office and Mason wouldn’t give it to me now.” 
	“Are you sure?” 
	“Yeah I’m pretty sure, after all he did bully me every second of every day I spent here.”
	“Well, the headmaster already has a suspicion of you two dating right?” 
	“Yeah, why?”
	“Ugh do I have to spell it out for you! Work it woman. Make this Mason kid fall for you!”
	“What! No no no, I hate Mason, I could never do that!”
	“You don’t need to like him, he just has to like you, can you not act like it just for a few days?”
	“I suppose so, but even still, there are so many other ways to get in. He has the key to the headmasters's office so I can just sneak into his dorm and take it.”
	“What if he only carries them on his person though. I suppose it’s all the more reason to listen to my advice.”
	“I hate to admit it, but there could be some truth to that.”
	“Just be cute, be yourself, well maybe not completely- you know what nevermind. Just make that boy fall for you.”
	“I hate you Adora.”
	“I love you too Faya.”

	Adora hung up the phone, leaving Faya sighing heavily. Is she being serious, I can’t do that, I would break his heart if he did fall for me. Faya thought. But as she imagined the idea of Mason getting heartbroken by her, she couldn't help but grin. Break Mason's heart huh? 
				
















Chapter 20
As Faya slept that night, she dreamt about her first years in Almighty Academy. In her thoughts, she saw Mason, shoving her aside in the hall as his friends giggled and laughed at her. She then saw him pointing to Faya as one of his goons poured milk on her head. So much for a mythical wielder, can’t even stand your own if your life depended on it. She heard Mason's voice echo through her head. Her unconscious body gritted their teeth as her dream went on. She saw him looking down on her and laughing maniacally everytime she failed. She then saw Mason’s face growing closer to her, speaking the words that made her break. This is why your parents don’t want you anymore, Adler. You’re just their weak, pathetic, excuse for a daughter. Faya then saw herself crying her eyes out in her old dorm room. Her roommate just looked at her and snickered as they walked away. Why does no one like me? She thought, sniffling her tears. I hate it here! She thought. The rest of the dream showed Fayas life then on. She always just brushed off the bullying and harassment, all she wanted was to be a strong hero. All she needed was to control her powers. The scene cut back to her collective tears, piling up as her dorm room was washed away in a tsunami of salty sadness.
Suddenly, Faya awoke in a cold sweat. She breathed heavily as she grasped her heart. She looked beside her to see Trixie snoring, unbothered. She sighed and layed back down again. She threw her head back, her frantic breathing slowed. She then shut her eyes again, trying her best to forget about the dream. But if she had gotten anything from it, it would be that she was ready to do some heartbreaking.
In the morning, Faya heard a crash on her window. She immediately looked up to see a bird chirping a happy tune as it fluttered away once more. She sighed, her nerves still on overdrive from last night. Faya noticed that Trixie was already up and she had a hard time believing she could wake up that early. Faya pulled herself up as well and continued with her day. When she was walking to her fifth period class, she noticed Mason in the hallway, as per usual he was surrounded with a mob of guys and girls. Faya decided to step into the ring.
“Mason hi!" she said with her sweetest smile. He immediately turned to her at the sound of her voice.
“Oh, it’s you. What do you want, Adler?” Mason replied, trying not to make eye contact with her. 
“I just wanted to thank you for the other day. I still can’t believe we found the-” Faya was cut off when Mason slapped a hand over her mouth.
“Don’t tell anyone you found it. That has to be our secret.” Mason whispered. 
“Okay, it’ll be our little secret then.” Faya said, winking as she held a finger up to her mouth. She noticed Mason's face getting a little red as he quickly looked away again. 
Faya decided to leave him alone for now, and as expected, as soon as she left, Mason was swept into another conversation with 10 or more other kids. She grinned at his reaction as she walked away. She was getting closer to him and she needed to keep that up if she wanted to get the key. Every passing class, she looked and searched for Mason in the hallways, and once classes were done, she finally found him leaning against a wall.
“Are you running away from your “friends” Mason Ledger?” Faya teased, leaning right beside him.
“Faya! I mean Adler. What do you want.” Mason said. His voice was screechy but he immediately tried to deepen it as he went on. “I can’t deal with you right now.”
“You don’t want to go on a date?” Faya said grinning.
“What! A date, I-uh.” Mason said, choking on the air he was breathing.
“What do you mean date? I said, "Do you want to study with me?” Faya said, furrowing her eyebrows. His reaction was hilarious to her. It took every bone in her body not to smile at the mind trick she had just pulled.
“Oh. Well I would never want to do anything for someone like you, but I suppose it can’t be helped.” Mason cockily said, turning away with a smile on his face.
“Nice rebound.” Faya snickered to herself.
“What?” Mason said, turning back to her, his eyes squinting.
“Nothing." she sheepishly replied, quickly avoiding the confrontation by pulling him to the library.
“Alright Adler, what do you need me to help you with? I assume everything considering how ignorant you are.” Mason sneered. Faya rolled her eyes and led him to an empty table.
“I think I need some help in science." she said, She was truthfully acing science but she didn’t want to tell him that.
“Alright, go grab some books, I’ll wait here.” Mason said, looking down at his hand.
“Oh come on, I might not be able to reach everything, won’t you come with me.” Faya said, giving him her best puppy-dog eyes. He eventually agreed and came with her. They traced every subject shelf until they found science.
“So what part in particular have you been struggling with?” Mason asked.
“I guess chemistry hasn’t really been my strong suit.” Faya said, searching for the chemistry section. Mason nodded and followed her over. He started to pluck some books from their shelves. Faya started to space out as she looked at the endless bookcases. But something caught her eye, on the hook of Mason’s pants, she saw a small ring filled with keys. She suddenly sparked an idea. She took a step ladder from the corner of a bookshelf and placed it in front of the chemistry section.
“I thought you wanted me to come because you’re too short. That kind of defeats the purpose.” Mason said, pointing to the wooden steps. 
Faya ignored his remark and instead stepped up to grab a book. As she did, she “accidentally” fell. Leaving it up to Mason to catch her. Luckily, right before she hit the ground, he swooped her into his arms. She laughed at him holding her for longer than anticipated, a flushed look across his cheeks. She took the opportunity to reach for the keys, but before she could snatch them, he pulled away in a huff. 
“Don’t expect me to catch you again if you fall.” Mason said, looking away from her. She reluctantly let go of him and went back to searching for the books she didn’t need. The whole time the two studied, she kept her eye on the keys. She tried to steal them every time they made contact with each other. She tried to hug him but he pushed away, flustered. Another time she tried to sneakily steal them as they were studying, but he got up to go to the bathroom right before she could get her hands on them. By the time they were wrapping up, Faya was defeated and Mason was flustered and annoyed from all of the physical contact they had made during their time there.
“I think I’ll be good now. Thanks Mason.” Faya said sweetly, getting up from her chair and heading out. 
“Don’t expect me to do this again, it was a one time deal Adler.” Mason said, holding up a one with his finger. 
“Alright fine, I’ll ask someone else next time.” Faya replied, grinning as she flung out the doors. 
	Before Mason could reply, she was already gone. Faya sped to her room. Her happy face dropped as soon as she opened the door.
	“Ugh that kid is so annoying.” Faya grumbled, sitting down on her bed. She flipped her hair to the side and started to scroll through the news. The Lockwood Daily was littered with photos of the Musical and, “Headmaster Ledger Gives his Speech to the World and Other Components." she groaned at his smug looking face and scrolled away. She then stumbled upon a few of her classmates' accounts. She cringes when she saw multiple photos of Mason. Most were probably taken without his consent. Every student's page she saw always had a photo of them lunging onto him. Even though Faya hated him, she couldn't help but feel bad for the guy. Being swarmed by people constantly must be exhausting, and not only was Mason popular in school, he was famous in Lockwood as well. The headmaster is like the king of Lockwood, making Mason the prince. He was spoiled his whole life, resulting in him becoming a complete jerk. No matter how much pity she had for him, she could never forgive him. 
	“Hey Faya, come with me.” Trixie popped her head into their room. Faya jumped out of her thoughts at her roommate's words.
	“Um, okay.” Faya said, getting up from her bed. She had grown to trust Trixie not to make her do anything stupid. She ended up being able to follow her blindly without a worry in the world. 
	“Alright now do as I do.” Trixie said, flipping her body into a handstand.
	“No, I think I’ll just walk.” Faya said, grinning hesitantly.
Trixie led Faya across the dorm hallways on two hands, trailing her down the stairs to the first floor, and eventually stopping at a room with a metal 304 plastered on it. 
“Here we are.” Trixie said, opening the door. Faya stood stunned at who was inside. 
“Mason.” Faya mumbled. Mason stood there with a plain white apron on, hunched over a counter. She had recognized the room as the home ec class. There were around four stations, each having its according utensils. Mason stood at the front. There was some sort of batter splattered on the floor and a broken egg on the counter. His blonde locks were tied back in a scarf.
“I thought you should see this.” Trixie said, smiling and giggling at Mason's stance. Faya held back her smile as she walked up to him. 
“Do you need some help?” Faya said, slowly approaching him like he was a wild beast and she was the tamer.
“What! Adler, what are you doing here.” Mason said, jumping back as he wiped some batter off his cheek. Faya choked down her smile and went on.
“Do you need any help?" she asked, reaching out for a small spoon and running it under cold water, letting the excess batter run off it.
“I don’t need help from the likes of you Adler.” Mason pouted, holding his head high above hers.
“Are you trying to bake a cake for someone?!” Faya said, coming to the realization of his possible endeavor. 
“What, no! Of course not.” Mason pursed his lips, a whistle escaping his mouth.
“Is it for your dad?” Faya asked, looking over to his phone on the counter. It had a recipe for a red velvet cake with cream cheese frosting.
“My dad! Why would I make a cake for a man who doesn’t even pay attention to me.” Mason growled, rushing to the sink to wash off his hands.
“Here let me help.” Faya hurried forward, studying the recipe before running over to the fridge.
“I don’t need your help, my dad won’t eat it anyway.” Mason mumbled.
“So it is for your dad.” Faya said in excitement.
“Shut up you freak. Help me already.” Mason gurgled, walking over to the bowl and cleaning it out. 
Faya smiled at him but quickly stopped. She looked back to see an unattended door closing, and a single coil of auburn hair flashing away. Faya sighed and turned back to the table. Mason was licking off a spoon as he simultaneously cracked an egg open into the now clean bowl. Faya resided by his side, passing him the milk and food dye he desired. They ended up with a pretty nice looking red velvet cake. Faya instinctively high-fived him in excitement as they put the pan in the oven. She realized that she was forgetting who he really is and ceased contact for a while. Mason moved on to the frosting and while they whipped it up, they talked about anything and everything they could. Before Faya could think about it, she was smiling and laughing at every joke he pulled. They were talking like old friends, playfully hitting each other and silently laughing at a joke as they banged their fists against the table to display their humorous intentions.
“Alright cakes done.” Faya said. She put on cooking gloves and was about to take it out when Mason pushed her aside.
“Don’t worry, I’ll handle it," he said, and to Fayas shock, he pulled out the pans with his bare hands. His face was monotone as if he didn’t even feel it. “Because of my fire, I’ve grown immune to the pain.”
“That's so cool.” Faya whispered. Mason smiled at her as he took out a knife to cut out the cake from its pan prison. Faya took out a frosting tool and pulled out a large scoop of their cream cheese frosting. She spread it carefully on the cakes. She stepped back to admire it. 
“It looks great.” Mason said, looking at it with a smile growing on his face. Faya nodded and walked back to admire it more.
“So, are you going to write happy birthday on it now?” Faya asked, motioning for him to go on ahead.
“I don’t think I need to, he knows what it’s for anyways.” Mason sighed.
“Well, good on us for making such a pretty cake.” Faya grinned, slapping her hands to her hips. 
“That's Adler, you were a big help.” Mason shyly said, turning away from her.
“Anytime Mason.” Faya replied. 
They both packed up the cake in a white cotton carrier and tied it off with a bow. Faya picked it up and handed it over to him. She then made her way to the door but before she could rest her palm on the handle, Mason pulled her into a hug. She was frozen in shock. He grasped the back of her shirt while Faya stood like an icicle. She looked down and her body thawed at the sight of his key ring. She smiled and quickly snatched it off the cuff of his pants. She stuffed it into her skirt pocket and grinned, pulling away from him.
“I’ll see you later okay?” Faya said, opening the door.
“See you Adler.” Mason said, smiling as she glided out of the room. She ran out of the room, grasping the keys in her clutch. She rushed to dial Adoras number, fumbling to hold it to her ear.
“Holy crap I did it!”
“You did it!” 
“I got them from him no problem, it was amazing, he has no clue!”
“Yes! Go Faya, I'm so proud of you.”
“I can’t believe it was so easy.”
“What do you mean?”
“I helped him bake a cake for his dad and when I was leaving he hugged me. His keys were in my grasp so I just grabbed them and left.”
“I told you my plan would work.”
“I’ll give you partial credit on this one since it actually worked.
“Are you in your dorm yet?”
“Not yet, I’m going to it right now.”
“Okay good, make sure to look when the next meeting is so you can get in.”
“I checked this morning, it’s in one day. I’m going to cut it really close but I can do it.”
“I’m so excited for you girl! This is it. I’ve gotta get ready to kick some Almighty Academy butt!”
“Yeah you better tell the others that the day is coming up. Whenever Percy gives me the signal I’ll press the detonator and the school will go up in flames.”
“Oh yeah!”
“I’ve gotta go, Trixies here.”
 Faya ended the call right when Trixie entered their dorm.
“So how was your time with Mason?" she teased.
“It was fine.” Faya hesitantly spoke.
“Aw, you two are cute together.” Trixie poked Fayas shoulder.
“Me and him! Absolutely not. Wait no, I mean that's not too far off I guess?” Faya blurted out. She had forgotten she was supposed to act as if the two were together, still the thought of it made her gag.
“Oh yes! You two are together aren’t you! Everyone is going to be so jealous.” Trixie jumped up grabbing her phone quickly.
“No! We are not. Trust me, I dislike him just as much as you do. If anything, he's a friend, that's all.” Faya quickly retaliated, staring at Trixies phone intently.
“Oh~ I see how it is, oh well just tell me when you’re official.” Trixie said, following a mischievous wink. 
Faya groaned and leaned back on her bed, hanging her head back. She sighed and smiled Trixies way. A few hours later she could hear the muffled voice of Trixie as she spoke into her phone.
“Oh my gosh Dawn, it was so cute. I think she's really made that idiot a better person. The two are totally the definition of opposites attract." she giggled at her screen.
Oh were opposites alright. Faya thought, raising her eyebrows. She turned away on her bed to block out her annoying suspicions about her and Mason. She wasn’t sure if he really did fall for her, but all of this publicity on their name set Faya’s expectations higher. She thought back to her hug with Mason. But the image of them faded into her and Percy. She shook him out of her thoughts and squinted her eyes shut. Falling asleep was hard when all you could think about was your love life while simultaneously thinking up a plan to blow up a school. But eventually, Faya gave into her thoughts and drifted off into a deep slumber. The two boys swirling in her minds as she dreamt.














Chapter 21
The teacher-staff meeting was just around the corner and Faya’s brain was on overdrive. She hyperventilated through the school day and stressed herself out in her dorm.
What if they seal up the entrance before the meeting. What if the meeting gets canceled. Faya thought, holding her hand to her forehead. She noticed it was warmer than usual. She sighed and paced around the room once more before letting out a cough and a sneeze. She rested her head on the mattress of her bed and sat on the floor.
“Hey Faya, what's going on today?” Trixie said, rushing in. She looked down to Faya with an amused smile. “Um, are you okay?”
“What, yeah just peachy.” Faya said, heaving herself off the floor. 
“Sure sure, anyways I have to take you somewhere tomorrow.” Trixie beamed.
“Tomorrow, I guess. When?” Faya cautiously asked. The meeting was tomorrow and she needed to go or the whole mission would be in jeopardy. 
“Uh let’s see, it should be around 5:00 ish. There's a teacher and staff meeting around that time so they won’t get mad." she explained. Faya looked at her in disappointment.
“I’m sorry but I don’t think I can make it." she slummed.
“What! But you need to come.” Trixie whined. “If you don’t there's no point.”
She slammed her hand to her mouth and backed up an inch.
“Trixie I would but I really have to do something.” Faya sighed. She then let out a loud cough.
“Oh no you’re not sick are you?” Trixie said, stepping forward once more.
“What no, I'm fine, just good.” Faya replied, her words slurred, nodding to herself. Trixie, though her smile never fading, looked at her with utmost worry. 
“Alright let’s get you to the infirmary.” Trixie said, hauling Faya onto her bed. She then folded her hand and stuck them together. A strong wind picked up and cradled Faya as Trixie led it out of the door. She led Fayas struggling body down the hall into the infirmary. The nurse took one look at her and picked her off of Trixies wind carriage. She lay her onto a bed tapping her forehead with the back of her hand and ran off into the other room. She came back with a hot towel and laid it on Fayas head. After this soothing exchange she was out cold. All her stress had caught up to her and she had become sick again. She dreamt about the last time she was sick and all her friends trying to comfort her as they took care of her sick body. Her sleeping body smiled as the nurse and Trixie tried to get her into a comfortable position. Because of the school's prestigious standards, the healthcare was expectedly excellent. Multiple nurses rushed around giving Faya things and placing water and pills by her side. She slept soundly as they removed a protesting Trixie to her afternoon classes. They informed Fayas teachers of her health and to not expect her for the next day or two. Though it didn’t really matter because the next day, all students would be let out early because of the meeting. 
Fayas dreams started to twist from good times with her friends, to the image of the cloth bag in her closet. The picture moved closer, revealing the bombs. The dream shifted to the headmasters's office and the white sheet softly draped over the seemingly empty wall. The camera-like imagery passed through the wall into the tunnel's concrete partition that seemed to glow green as bombs were placed at every passing hatch. She then saw the detonator sitting on one of the hallways in the school. She heard a bell and students rushed out, stepping on the marble floors. Suddenly a foot stepped onto the big black button and a shining light flashed into her thoughts. She suddenly woke up drenched in sweat. The nurses rushed to her side with fresh towels and cups of ice cold water. They made sure she was okay before leaving to attend to someone else. She gasped for air as she held a hand to her heart.
It was just a dream. Faya thought, wiping her forehead of all the perspiring she had done during her nightmare. She tried to stand up but a lady pushed her down.
“Miss Adler, we require you to stay on bedrest until you have taken your pills and waited for their effect to take over. You will remain in the infirmary until the teacher staff meeting is over. We will discard you then.” The woman spoke coldly.
“What! No, I need to go back to my room.” Faya squealed, her voice raspy from dehydration. Her throat was on fire and her intestines felt like they were shuffling throughout her body. 
“Ma’am please take the pills.” The nurse said, placing them in her clammy hands
She knew the nurse saw what looked like a young girl about to die from a heart attack, so she decided to bite the bullet and swallowed down the pills. The nurse let out a breath of relief and walked over to another patient. Faya sighed and looked down at her hands. They looked veiny and frail. She sighed and held a burning hand to her head. It felt like she was touching an electric stovetop. She breathed through her teeth and jolted her hand off her head. She laid back and let herself get lost in thought. She jumped up when she saw the door fling open. Her impaired vision only could make out a blurry figure. She imagined it to be Percy coming in to check on her. The man moved to her side in distress, moving closer to her face.
“Percy?” Faya grumbled in a tired daze. The man stepped back and looked her up and down. 
“Who’s Percy?” The man said. Her focus started to clear as she made out key details, he had platinum blonde hair, sea blue eyes, and a large frown adorning his features.
“Oh, hi Mason.” Faya said, sitting up. Now that her fuzzy vision cleared up she could tell he was obviously angry.
“I heard you weren't doing well so I came to check on you, though it seems someone beat me to the punch.” Mason growled.
“Oh yeah, Trixie brought me here a while ago.” Faya replied looking off into space to recollect how she got there.
“No, Percy did.” Mason’s eyebrows twisted like a wet towel being rung.
Faya’s jaw dropped as she stumbled to find the right words. “What. Who’s Percy?.” 
“Percy, the person who you've seen barge into rooms before.” Mason sneered. She could see the incoming anger fill his eyes. 
Faya looked around to divert the subject and suddenly had an idea. She let out a cough and fell back onto her bed. Mason stopped mid sentence to kneel by her bed.
“What's wrong, how sick are you Adler." he scrambled. He waved over a nurse by her side. She just realized that her way to divert the subject might have just reset her discharge date. 
A nurse approached her with a small cup of sloshing green liquid. Faya had to turn away to avoid gagging. She placed it by her side and left for her personal office. Mason had to practically shove the plastic cup down her throat to get her to swallow it. All Faya’s life she had hated taking medicine or swallowing pills. Her parents would have to do something very similar to what Mason was currently doing to get her to take it. 
“I don’t need it, I’m not even that sick.” Faya nagged, pushing back on Mason's chest as he lunged the cup towards her.
“Adler, you need to get better just swallow it!" he groaned, eventually pouring it into her mouth. “Swallow.” 
“No!” Faya gurgled, letting the medicine sit in her mouth. Her face twisted into one of disgust as it continued to marinate on her tongue. She eventually, and reluctantly, swallowed. Mason sighed and softened his grip. He rolled his eyes and got up from the ground.
“Try to get better. You have to go somewhere tomorrow with Trixie right?” Mason mumbled.
“What? How do you know about that.” Faya started. But as soon as she said it he ran out of the room. Leaving the door to slowly close by itself. She rubbed her eyes and looked at the clock. It had gotten late and the nurses had advised she get plenty of rest. All she knew is that in the morning if they wouldn't let her leave, she had to break out. She smiled to herself at the exhilarating idea of a jailbreak, but her thoughts didn’t remain long as the medicine kicked in and she fell back on her bed. 	

          ****
			
	Sun puddles splashed in on the infirmary floor like golden blossoms of light. Faya creaked her eyes open and immediately had a smile on her face from the idle scene. She noticed how empty and docile the room was. It must’ve been early. Faya hoisted herself off the hard bed. The only sound in the room being the rusty box springs contracting. She waddled through the room and sat down in a chair that was facing the morning light. She stayed there for a while. The sun's warmth moving throughout her body. She closed her eyes and imagined her friends standing before her. She saw Soren with a thermometer in hand, Adora giggling as Percy frantically ran around their old home, scrambling to get Faya some soup. She saw them all pamper her and make sure she was okay. She opened her eyes once again to the same scene. She heard a small rustling in the hallways and voices echoing off the walls. She took a sharp breath and walked back over to her bed. Her throat was still burning and her nose was red and irritated. She sat awkwardly on her bed, stretching her limp bones. A teacher walked into the room and looked surprised to see Faya there.
	“Faya Adler, is everything alright." he said. Faya smiled at her favorite teacher, Mr. Gold. 
	“I’m alright, just caught a little cold.” Faya waved him off. Allowing him to grin back at her. She layed back on the bed and watched as he walked into a nurses office.
	“Getting ready for the meeting?” Faya suggested. He turned back at her and smiled.
	“Yes I just need to get a few things.” Mr. Gold smiled the teddy bear smile that Faya had always loved. He was the kindest teacher at school and a gentle giant. He was popular with the quiet kids mostly and always made sure everyone felt safe in his class. Faya really loved being in his class during her first years.
	“Good luck with the meeting then.” Faya replied.
	“Thank you Miss Adler. I hope you have a speedy recovery." he said walking out of the door, and Faya was left alone yet again. She leaned against chalky white walls and rested her eyes. She decided she would just wait out the time before the meeting would occur. While she rested, nurses loaded into the room and the school day started. 
	I have somewhere to take you tomorrow afternoon. Faya snapped awake when she heard Trixie's voice bellow in her ears. She noticed that some time had passed and decided to wave a nurse over.
	“I think I'm okay and ready to go back to school.” Faya said, trying her best to pretend she had gotten better.
	“I’m sorry Miss. Adler but we cannot let you out yet.” A nurse frowned at her.
	“When will I be let out?” Faya said, bracing herself for the answer.
	“In about one to two days.” The nurse replied, leaving Faya frozen in shock. 
	“Are you sure, I really am alright.” Faya protested, swallowing a cough. 
	“It is protocall we must keep you quarantined here until you feel better.” The nurse said, patting out the end of Faya’s sheets.
	Faya waved the nurse off angrily and watched her walk back to her office. Guess I’ll have to break out. Faya thought. Sighing in disapproval and clicking her tongue. After that, she looked at the clock for two hours before she needed to figure out how to leave. The nurses were swarming her since no one else had entered the whole day. They were waiting on her hand and foot, giving her no room for an escape plan. She decided to pretend to fall asleep. She closed her eyes and waited until she heard their footsteps growing distant. She peeked open her eyes and saw no nurses were around her anymore. She smiled and placed herself against the wall, flinging her feet over the side of the bed. The sickness had left her weak and her mental health was not much better. She started to creep to the door when she heard a nurse's voice.
	“Miss Adler you have not been permitted to leave yet." she said, staring closely at her.
	“Oh yeah, actually I have. I should really get going.” Faya grinned. Sweat rolled down her neck as she watched the clock tick closer to the time of the meeting. Once the nurses left, she would be left locked in until they came back. She swallowed hard as the nurse responded.
	“Miss, please get back into your bed." she said, softly pushing her over to her bed.
	“I seriously have to go.” Faya sighed. “I have class.”
	“Miss I will not ask again, please get back to your bed and rest!" he nurse said, her voice getting audibly irritated. Faya looked at her but yet again shook her head and refused. She reached her hand on the door knob but was struck with a pain in her back. The looked over her shoulder and saw that the woman had frozen part of her back, leaving her feeling in an icy coma-like state 
	“What are you doing?” Faya mumbled, her voice lost from her sickness.
“Putting the protocol I was told into action.” The nurse said, keeping her icy cold hand on Faya’s back. She groaned in pain as the nurse tried to “help" her over to her bed. “No patient should leave until they are well. We will keep you here until the teacher staff meeting ends” 
Faya kept her head down and slowly looked over to the security camera in the far corner of the room. She clasped her hand into a ball, setting off her magic and exploding a small wire inside the camera. The red light signifying it was on flickered off and Faya looked back at the nurse. She once again grinned and asked her one more time.
“Let me bye or things won’t end well." she threatened. 
“If you will not comply with our rule Miss Adler, I’m afraid we will have to send you into special care.” The nurse retaliated.
Faya sighed and nodded her head, she didn’t want to be violent but this plan was worth more than her getting in “trouble” for hurting staff. She held her palm to the nurse's head and looked at her with cold eyes. The nurse's eyes widened as she felt the heat rise up in Faya’s hands. She closed her eyes and braced for impact. A large explosion shot the nurse into a desk, books and papers decorating the floor. The chain reaction sent a glass cabinet to the floor, shattering immediately. Three other nurses rushed onto the scene. They stood in shock as they saw one of their patients, still wrapped in a medicine green robe, standing over a nurse like she was her prey. A male nurse ran over to attend to their colleague whilst another tried to restrain Faya, this time with a ball of wind picking up her feet. Faya reached to her waist, pulling out a golden beam of light. The nurses stood in horror as she lunged forward. She swiped at one of the nurses, a single coil of hair falling to the ground. The nurse attending to their friend looked back, he switched his place with the other nurse and jumped forward to face their patient. 
“Please return to your bed and stop this." he whimpered. His shaky voice seemed to bring Faya more to her senses.
“Alright, I’ll stop if you just let me leave." she agreed. Her red anger started to calm seeing how scared this man was of a student.
“Ma’am I would, but I have to keep you here." he said, his body visibly shaking.
Faya sighed and clicked her tongue. She lunged forward once again. Her blade grasped onto his stomach, his scrubs the only thing protecting him from an early death. To Fayas luck, the man passed out before she could do anything rash. She sighed and let them rest in peace. She thought about what would happen when they wake up but then remembered a certain friend's way of getting people to “forget”. Faya looked down at them and lifted her leg up high. This has to be just right. She thought. Faya’s brain focused on her memory of Adora and followed her strides like a tutorial. She hit down with all her might. As soon as she was about to hit them, she lightened her touch. She moved onto the other two. She prayed that when they woke up they wouldn’t remember anything, Adora had taught her pretty well so Faya was pretty sure she could pull it off. After, she decided to use some weak wind magic to get them to their feet and hauled them over to beds. As far as they know, they took a little nurse nap. She snatched some keys off a bulletin board with multiple “brush your teeth” and “take care of your body” posters. She then walked outside the room, tightly locked it and slid the keys back under the crack of the door. She grinned and walked away. The way she was dressed and how she stumbled across the hallways, she looked like an escapee and felt like a psychiatric patient who had just fought her way to freedom. Her eyes glowed with a fiery passion. The halls she walked were empty and quiet. The only sound being Fayas feet clicking against the marble floor. Now that she was out, all that was left to do was pull it off.













Chapter 22
	She could hear the steps of rattling kids as they made their way to the dorms. Though on the floor she currently stood, she was all alone. She walked up the stairs to the first year's dormitory, and as expected, it was flooded with students talking and bickering about who gets what food, and who got the higher test score. She sighed and made it up to the third floor of the dorms. Her floor. All the dorms were in year order. Since there was three years, there were three floors of dorms. There were also two large floors of classes, ending in a whopping total of five stories. 
She saw that Trixie wasn’t in their dorm yet, so she snagged the chance to change into some normal clothes. Since the school day was over, she changed into one of Percy’s long crewnecks and some baggy sweatpants Adora gave to her soon before she left. The smell of the clothes reminded her of her home. Faya wished to be back to doing anything and everything with them. She sighed at the happy memories.
Faya looked down at her closet and crouched down to look through the graphic printed cloth bag. She slowly lifted the woolen blanket to reveal twenty or so bombs, stacked up high in organized columns. She quickly laid the blanket back over and carefully picked it up. She put it atop her shoulder and clutched it tight like a purse. She sneaked out of the room, creaking the door open. She looked down at her bag as she walked out but bumped into something.
“Trixie!” Faya squealed, fumbling the bag in her hand.
“Oh Faya! You got let out so soon. I’m glad.” Trixie smiled, “Now you have time to come with me later.”
“Oh right, that. I’ll see what I can do but I seriously have to go.” Faya smiled, backing away slowly. Trixie looked at her with confused eyes but decided to ignore it and let her free with no more nagging questions.
Faya quickly glanced inside the bag to make sure everything was safe. She shook out the fretful thoughts that whirled in her head and instead hyped herself up for the mission. Alright Faya, this is it. You have the keys, you have the bombs, no one is there. This is the perfect chance just don’t screw it up. Faya sighed. She soon found herself in front of the office. There seemed to be an eerie air surrounding the wooden doors. As if they were staring back at her. Faya looked around cautiously and pulled out the set of keys from her skirt pocket. She plunged one in. Nothing. She tried the second, nothing. She fiddled with the keys until she found the largest one. It looked grand and had a gold stem with a flower shaped head. She lodged it in and attempted to turn it. She smiled when she heard a Click. Faya looked around once more and quickly slipped into the room. The good thing about the doors is that they can lock from the inside and the outside. So it was easy to make sure no one but her would be able to get in. She threw up the keys and widened the pocket in her skirt, they all fell in perfect harmony, the key ring perfectly sliding in. She let go of the pocket and walked away with a girn on her face.
Faya approached the wall, the sheet was still draped over it like a beautiful white dress. She lifted it up with caution. Since the last time she was there, they hadn’t made as much progress as she expected. There were still small cracks in the wallpaper and tears in the perfect white color. Faya walked over to the desk and opened the drawer. It was once again filled with papers and books. She slowly and carefully took everything out, revealing the cherry wood color at the bottom. She slid her hand to the far corner and pressed down. The springs bounced up, the key sitting perfectly on a white cloth. Faya took it out and marveled at the sight, she had forgotten how breathtaking the decorations on the handle were. She sat down on his swerving chair and spun over to the far end of the desk. She reached her hand under and felt for the lump on the underside. She grazed her hand upon it and snickered. She slid the key into the hole and waited for the sparks to fly.
She heard the wall groan loudly as it ripped through the wallpaper. Chips of drywall sprinkling the floor. She cautiously stepped to it. The loud creaking filled the room. She set her hand on the door. Bag in hand, and pushed. The door slid open, bits of wall cracking under the pressure. Faya looked inside. It seemed even darker than it was before. She took out her phone and used the flashlight to navigate her way through the tunnels. She let out a breath of cold air and peeled back the blanket that hung over the cloth bag. She took two bombs and placed them, about fifty feet apart. She trailed the whole school, her pattern getting more recognizable as she went. Soon enough she came down to her last four bombs. She imagined Percy as he explained the plan to her. She thought about the school in rubble, flames erupting from the windows. She swallowed hard and placed the rest down. Shutting her eyes as she walked out of the room. The tunnels seemed to get even colder when she left. Faya pushed back the door, hearing a Click as it officially shut. She pushed back her gloomy thoughts and slowly rested the key back in its home, placing all of the papers and books back just as they were. She took the white cloth and patted it down, making sure it looked perfect. The job was done, and Faya didn’t feel as good as she wanted to. She slipped out of the room and locked it with the keys she had taken from Mason. As she walked away, she thought about how Mason had felt about her, she thought about the hug he had given her. She rubbed her temple. 
I took advantage of someone who truly liked me, and I’m going to do it again with everyone else. Mr.Gold, I’m so sorry, Trixie, please forgive me for what I’m going to do. Faya thought, her melancholy mood seemed to show on her expression. She walked through the hall, guilt bubbling up inside her, like a fizzy pop flowing over the sides. She walked back to her dorm floor and slowly made her way over to her room. 
“Faya!” Trxie rushed up to her, latching onto her arm. Faya looked at her, stunned by her sudden presence. Trixie grabbed her and flew across the halls.
“Where are you taking me?” Faya yelled, the sound of kids moving through the halls louder than her own thoughts.
“You’ll see!” Trixie grinned. Faya decided the least she could do is let Trixie carry her limp body away to the unknown lands she was taking her. Trixie led her to the first floor, Trixie eventually stopped in front of a familiar room. The baking room she had once been in with Mason. “Okay, wait here.” 
Trixie slid into the room leaving Faya in a dazed silence. She heard some chatter coming inside. She heard a loud pop, followed by a hound of yelling. Faya jumped at the sudden loud noise. She then heard a loud shushing noise coming from multiple voices and Trixie popped out once again. Fayas phone let out a loud Ding just as Faya was about to be led in.
Can you swing by the house later today?- Percy
Faya stopped Trixie as she read it, confused by what he might need. She responded, Alright, give me an hour or so and I’ll be there!
She shook it off and stuck her phone back in her pocket. She nodded Trixies way and she led her in. The lights were off, leaving the room a void of darkness. Faya felt a tingle on the back of her neck. She could sense the presence of others in the room. Trixie let go of her hand and went for the light switch. She flicked it on, leaving Faya in a stunned silence. 
Hanging on the ceiling was a large banner saying “Happy Birthday!”, balloons piled high around with a large, seemingly homemade cake on top. Beautiful blue and white banners and flags strung across the room, the school's colors. 
How could I forget my own birthday? I must’ve been too focused on the meeting I totally forgot. Faya thought, looking around, swallowing the lump in her throat. No one ever threw me a party, not after my 10th birthday.
Faya looked around. She saw Trixie smiling at her. She then gestured to the other half of the room. Standing there was Mason, behind him Ace. He gave her a toothy grin as he pointed back to Mason who looked at her with a semi-warm smile.
“Wow, thanks guys!” Faya smiled, stepping into the room. She looked around her heart, thudding loudly from excitement. She had felt like a little kid again. “Wait, how did you even know my birthday?”
“Oh um, I had someone tell me.” Mason mumbled, looking away from her.
“Thanks Mason.” Faya gave him a cheeky smile. “Did you make this cake too?”
“I had some help." he replied, gesturing to the other two in the room. Faya smiled and then walked over to the cake. It looked beautiful with long string pipings and Happy Birthday Faya piped onto the top of the cake. Suddenly, her eyes filled with tears.
I’m so sorry, you are all so kind but I can’t go on being with you guys for much longer. She thought, blinking away the tears. She looked back again with a lowered smile and yelled, “Well let's get this party started.”
Trixie smiled at her and turned on a pocket radio in the corner, some upbeat songs blared out of the radio, putting Faya in a better mood. She soon found out that instead of hating her, Ace seemed to have a lot of respect for Fayas name now. They hit it off pretty smoothly and became quick friends. While she would talk to the others, she would always catch Mason smiling at her from the corner of the room. She tended to smile back most of the time. The party was small but it made Faya feel amazing for the time it lasted. For the first time, she was having a good time at the school, and an unknown guilt arose from the pits of her brain.
“Come on, let's have some cake!” Trixie yelled, pulling her over to the baking table. Mason opened a drawer and picked up a large knife. Trixie started to sing and Ace joined in. Faya looked over to Mason who just grumbled the happy birthday song, walking away into yet another corner. After they finished singing, Ace passed her the knife.
“It’s your time to shine, birthday girl." he said, placing it in her hands.
Faya stared at it for a while and thought about just running away to avoid her guilt, but nonetheless she mustered up the courage and slid the knife in. 
“Ooh! My birthday’s next, let me in there.” Trixie yelled, raising her hand up high. Faya let her through and she muttered to herself before pulling the knife out.
“What did you wish for?” Faya asked.
“It’s a secret!” Trixie yelled, holding a finger to her lips. “But if you really want to know…”
Trixie whispered her wish into Fayas ears, leaving her almost in tears. She felt sick to her stomach after what she had just done. All she wanted to do was go to her room and cry out her days like she used to. All she could do is give them a smile and excuse herself. They looked at each other and to her with concerned eyes.
“But you haven't had any cake yet.” Ace said, pointing to the cake with one cut in it.
“I’m sorry I really have to go.” Faya said, hurrying out the door. A single tear escaped her eye as she hurriedly ran out of the building. She knew where she had to go, and she needed to get there fast.
How could I do something so awful to them, what do I do? Faya thought, running against the pavement, tears still running down her cheeks. She wiped them with the hem of her sleeve and kept going. She finally made it a while and stood there. The white house seemed to be in decent condition, she smiled at it. Faya wiped off the tears from her eyes and took in a deep breath before walking onto the premises. The kitchen light was on and she could hear silent muttering through the windows. Her heart fluttered at the sound of their voices. She pursed her lips and knocked on the door. She heard some footsteps and quiet whispering. The door flung open and there stood Soren, who stared at Faya with a quiet glow. He didn’t usually smile but when he saw her, his lips upturned ever so slightly. 
“Faya, come in.” Soren said, leading her in. Faya peeked into the kitchen and she saw Adora and Percy quietly yelling at each other as they peeked at Faya and Soren from behind their shoulders. “Sorry about them, sit here.”
Faya took a seat and looked at all three of them scramble in the kitchen. She grinned widely at their behavior.
I missed this… Faya thought, watching them yell at each other. They met each other in a large clump and waddled over to Fayas side. On the coffee table, they placed a large golden cake. There were red rosey designs on the side and candles scattered on the perimeter of the second layer. 
Faya covered her mouth with her hand. She had to stop herself before she would start crying again. 
“Guys…” Faya started, grinning lovingly at all of them. “Thank you so much.” 
“Alright here we go.” Percy smiled, he flicked his hand over the top of the cake and all of the candles flickered with an orange glow. Percy sat by her side.
“Happy birthday Faya, sorry we couldn’t do more." he said, looking over at the cake.
Faya pulled him in for a hug, burying her head in his back. He stood with his arms extended, before finally hugging her back.
“Thank you guys, you don’t understand how much this means to me.”Faya said, extending her hand for the others to add on. Soren sighed and walked over while Adora shoved between Percy and wrung her hands around Faya’s neck. Faya grinned and pulled Soren down to the couch, hugging him as well.
“I’m so glad you like it Faya!” Adora said, pulling away, jumping over to the cake. “Also this may or may not have taken all day to do.” 
“Are you going to blow out the candles or let the cake melt?” Soren interrupted, pointing to the candles, the wax was starting to drip down the side. Faya jumped back up and let go of the tight hold she had on her friends. 
“Right, let's do this." she smiled, pouncing up. Percy looked over to her as she stood up. 
“Don’t forget to make a wish." he said, watching as the candles swung back and forth like the tide at dusk. Faya nodded to him and walked over to the cake. She swallowed hard and shook all the negative thoughts out of her head.
Alright time for a wish. I wish…for things to be like this forever.
Faya blew out the candles, the fire wavering before flickering out. Sadly for her, some wishes never get granted.







Chapter 23
	Faya sat around with everyone, eating cake together with a permanent smile on her face. After all of the emotions that flooded her brain, being with her friends was a great buffer for her feelings. 
	“Faya come here.” Percy called, snapping her out of her trance. She got up to follow him into his study. “So, did you do it?”
	“Oh, right. Yeah I just did, barely even an hour ago.” Faya said, her suppressed emotions starting to surface again. 
	“That’s amazing Faya. Now all we have to do is wait patiently for the time to come." he responded, pondering while looking at the wall with an unreadable expression.
	“Yeah, just wait.” Faya said. Her voice was crackling from the thought of Trixie and Mason. “I think I can do that.” 
	“Oh and also.” Percy said, opening a drawer in his desk. He pulled out a small blue suede box. It was beautifully decorated with designs and swirls. He opened her palm and placed it carefully. “Happy birthday, Faya.”
	She opened the box in curiosity and was met with a beautiful jade necklace. The stone in the middle of the silver chain glistened even without the comfort of sunlight. The stone was paired with a beautiful silver lining. It adorned similar features to the box. As Faya turned it over, she gasped as she was met with an engraving that read “Happy Birthday Faya” - Percy. He had engraved it by hand just for her. Faya stared at it with pure bliss. She lifted it out of its box and held it to her eyes. Percy walked over and helped her put it on. 
	“I was right, it really does match your eyes.” Percy said, taking a step back to admire her. Fayas cheeks burned as he complimented her.
	“Thank you Percy.” Faya smiled down at it, clasping the gem in her palm. 
	“You should head back to the school before you get in trouble.” Percy said, his smile slightly downturning. 
	“Right, I’ll go say goodbye to the others.” Faya smiled. She walked down the hallway and went to Adora.
	“Woah who gave you that pretty necklace.” Adora interrupted, staring at it in awe.
	“Actually, Percy just did.” Faya smiled.
	“Aw! He did. That's just adorable.” Adora grinned. Peeking into the hallway to see if she could spot him.
	“I have to go though. I’ll see you soon alright.” Faya said, breaking the awkward conversation.
	“What! Already. Everytime you leave it hurts just as much.” Adora clung onto Faya, squeezing her so hard she was gasping for air. 
	“Goodbye Faya.” Soren said, forcibly peeling Adora from Faya like a bandage. As soon as she was off, Soren hugged her as well. “We’ll miss you until you return.” 
	Faya nodded and opened the door. 
	“Bye guys!” Faya said happily. 
	“Until next time.” Soren replied, nodding her off.
	Faya left the house and started to head back to the school. Golden hour had just begun and the sun was starting to recede behind the clouds. Faya smiled as she walked home in a carefree peace. She hummed a happy tune as she walked along the empty sidewalk. She peeked her head into her favorite corner store. Gabe sat at the register per usual with a big grin plastered on his face.
	“Hi Gabe!” Faya smiled, giving him a wave.
	“Hi kiddo. How's life treatin’ you?" he asked, waving her into the store.
	“Oh you know, just scraping by really.” Faya laughed. 
	“Oh right…" he said, reaching under the counter. He scuffled around for a second before pulling out a cardboard box. “Happy birthday kid.”
	Faya smiled and carefully lifted open the box. Inside the box was filled with all her favorite childhood candies. She peeked under and saw four noodle cups at the bottom.
	“For you and your friends.” Gabe grinned.
	Faya looked down lovingly at the gifts. “Thank you so much Gabe.” 
	Faya walked around the counter to pull him into a warm hug. His hug felt like a warm embrace from a teddy bear. He smelled of charcoal and spruce, a scent that would make anyone feel at home.
“Alright kiddo you better get back soon or your friends will send out a search party for you!” Gabe joked. Letting her go.
“Right, bye Gabe! And thanks for the gift.” Faya yelled, rushing out of the door. He was right, it was getting pretty late and she couldn’t afford to go “missing” again. She walked down one last block and soon stood in front of the doors to the school. She started to run once she realized even the front attendee wasn’t at her desk. She rushed for the doors only to hear a clicking sound seconds before she pushed. “Crap.”
The sun was almost fully set by now and the fall breeze turned into a more icy wind. She knocked on the door frantically, hoping someone would walk by. She tried to use a spell Percy had taught her to unlock the door but it was no use. These are magically reinforced locks. Faya thought looking through the glass panes over to the other side of the handle. She pressed her nose to the glass, looking around the empty school. Not a single soul caressed the hallways. Faya checked her watch, 9:32pm. 
“That's right, the schools close at 9:30pm.” Faya said, sliding her back against the door, setting the gift box down beside her. She thought about walking back to her house but quickly shut it down, worried she might miss someone coming for her. She huddled her head between her knees and breathed hot air into the cup of her hand. 
“Why is the weather like this! It's technically still fall damn it.” Faya mumbled. Her exposed arms and legs grew goose bumps like a sprouting plant. She shuffled her hands up and down her legs, hoping the friction would somehow soothe the chills. Time seemed to go detrimentally slow, she checked her phone every few seconds, the minute never changing. Suddenly she had a bright idea, she scrambled to get on her phone and dialed the number Trixie had given her more than once.
“Trixie?”
“Faya! Where are you?”
“Listen, I need your help.”
“Wait- first I want to say sorry for whatever we did earlier today.”
“No, you're fine. Listen to me.”
“Wait, Faya, I am really sorry to ruin your birthday.”
“Trixie please just listen.”
“Just give me a second to explain.”
“TRIXIE HELP.”

The other line fell into a deafening silence. The crackle of the other side coming to an abrupt stop. Faya slowly held the phone to her face. The screen was pitch black.
“Crap!” Faya yelled, kicking a pebble across the front yard. She turned back to the door. The lights went off as soon as she turned back. She rubbed her forehead contemplating what to do. She shuffled her feet back and forth in circles. Now she had no way to communicate with anyone. To her best hopes, Trixie would be worried sick because of what she had said last. She knocked her fist against the brick wall, the rough texture causing an abrasion on her hand. She sat back down, her lower back aching from the uncomfortable seating. Her eyes felt heavy, the time started to pass her by. She spent a long time staring at the sun falling and the moon rising. The clouds covered the circular blob in the sky, its orange color illuminating the stars flickering in the black void. A gust of wind blew into her freezing eyes. Faya blinked at the minty feeling, cold icicle tears forming in her green irises. She closed her eyes in hopes she would wake up to something better. 

			****

	Faya felt an uncomfortable shaking on her shoulder. The feeling caused another cold tear to fall from her frozen eyes. She squinted them open, salty water covering her line of sight. She made out a few key points. One was that it was still night, the other was that there were two people around her. Mason and Trixie.
	“Faya!" he yelled, holding her face up.
	“What, what.” Faya groaned, whipping his hand off hers.
	“Oh gosh, are you alright?!” Trixie yelled, kneeling beside her. “You’re crying.”
	Mason followed her lead, the two of them inspecting her like a patient. Trixie pulled her by the arm, steadying her against a wall. 
	“You hurt yourself again.” Mason noticed, holding at her wrist, her scrape dripping blood. “Alright, let’s get you inside to the nurses.” 
	Faya suddenly came to her senses. Ripping her arms away from them. 
	“I don’t need to go there, trust me I’m fine." she said, walking in the open door.
	“But, wait!” Trixie yelled after her. “Faya please come with us, I’m sorry I didn’t let you talk, I immediately told Mason about what you said, we tried so hard to find you. So please just do this for us.”
 	Faya stopped in her tracks, turning back to them. The sleep she escaped to seemed to open her eyes in some way, she couldn’t remember what she dreamt about, all she knew now that she didn’t feel any remorse for them. 
	“I don’t need your help." she angrily barked, sending Trixie back a few steps. Mason looked at her with heartbroken eyes. “Especially not yours.”
	She walked strongly, each step a powerful stomp. The two didn’t seem to follow her for a few seconds, frozen by her harsh words. Faya felt angry, she was angry that she felt bad for them, she was angry they didn’t help her, she was angry at Mason. She was mad she didn’t want to leave them. But most of all, she was angry that they were never there, no matter how hard they try now, they were never there when she was kidnapped, when she was bullied relentlessly all those years. She gritted her teeth and flung open the door to her dorm floor bathrooms. She slammed her hands against the marble, bringing her head up to the mirror. Her eyes were empty, the light green tint of her irises falling into a deep gray. She wore an angry scowl on her face. Her hair was strung across her features, knotted and tinged with black. Faya slammed her head to the counter, holding her hand to her head, she kneeled to the floor. Her emotions took over her brain, all rational thoughts floating away. Streams of tears and angry remarks flooded out of her. She didn’t know what to think anymore, everything felt wrong. Her life was wrong, she had done everything wrong. She thought about just running away forever. 
Why is this happening, why do I care so much, why did I get so angry. Someone please, just carry me away, let me leave forever. Faya cried. She thought about her life when she would just travel around with her friends, she craved that feeling of belonging. Faya had hated who she became, she felt angry at the world for putting her in this position. She felt out of control, like she didn’t know who she was anymore. Faya didn’t know what she wanted, whether it’s to get revenge, or run away from all her problems and leave everything behind. She was mad at Mason, she was mad at Percy, mad that he put her in this position.
Faya’s emotions carried her through an hour of thoughts, she hyperventilated as she finally let go of the counter, slipping to the ground. 
Her arms drifted to her sides, she thought about the already placed bombs, she imagined the whole school blowing up, kids running and screaming as they clawed their way out of the building. She saw everyone standing in the front yard, watching as embers flicked onto their noses, distorted music playing in the back of her mind. The horrifying sight sent Faya into a spiral. She pulled at her hair, covering her mouth in fear of screaming. She knew she had to make up her mind now, and she quickly decided. She couldn’t be their friend, revenge was inevitable, and she knew just how to make it hurt even more.
“Faya!” The door slammed open, revealing a girl whose bright red curls sagged as coils fluttered onto her face. She ran to her side.
“Trixie!” Faya said, pulling her hand out of her hair. She looked up with scared eyes as Trixie looked down at her, her forever smile starting to fade. 
“What’s going on, is everything okay?" she said, Trixie still hadn’t processed how Faya had been acting the past day, summing it up to something greater. “Are you still sick?”
“Everything’s fine Trixie, go to our dorm, I’ll be there in a minute.” Faya said. Her mind was still in shambles with all the thoughts of revenge and death occupying almost all of her brain. Seeing Trixie so worried made Faya at least try to act like she was okay.
“I can’t leave you!" she said, sitting beside her.
“Go.” Faya said, anger creeping back into her tone. Every emotion she had been feeling was suppressed as she tried to keep her cool. She didn’t know what was happening to her, or why she was so mad. All she could do is forcefully push Trixie out. She protested but Faya paid no mind to her yells. 
She slammed the door and went back to the sinks. The time was ticking later and later, yet Faya had no answer to her feelings. All the fury and depression boiled in her heart. She had never felt such strong emotion before. But then an image popped into her mind, her dream started to materialize in her memories. The image that made Faya finally understand why she felt this way. The image of the school, the sky as dark and gray as the embers that fall from the rotted pillars of the school. Screams of the unhappy howling in the distance. Faya stood in the middle, her sword dripping with crimson substance, blood seeping down her cheek. People lay aside her, their eyes closed, hearts out of commission. But what made Faya realize what she was actually feeling was displayed on the large horrifying grin she wore on her face. 
Faya snapped out of her thoughts the same grin on her own. She shook her head and steadied herself up. Her body swayed like a leaf in the wind. She thought about Trixies face as she stared at her. All the feelings she had went out of her body, evaporating into thin air. Confused, Faya sat on the floor once more, questioning all her actions the past hour. She felt awful, disgusted for her actions. The guilt that had built up inside of her started to resurface when the stronger emotions left her. Now that she knew why she felt that way, she felt weird. The image seemed almost like a precognition to the future. She decided to go back and apologize. 
How did that dream take control of me like that? I’ve never felt like that before. As if I was a different person. Faya shuttered, walking out of the bathroom at last. She turned the corner and almost crashed into the bathroom watchdog. 
“Ace?” Faya stuttered out, taking a step back in surprise.
“How are you feeling Faya?" he said, studying her every facial movement.
“A lot better thanks. But why are you here?” Faya asked.
“Oh, Mason went back to his room so he sent me to watch for you so you get to your dorm safely.” Ace explained, pointing to his dorm room, the door shut tight. 
Faya nodded, and walked over to her own, Ace following close behind her like a lost puppy. Faya awkwardly nodded at him and opened her door. Trixie jumped up as soon as she saw her.
“Faya!” Trixie yelled, pouncing up. She ran over and pulled Faya into an uncomfortable hug. “Oh I’m so sorry for pushing you further than I should’ve” 
“It’s fine, I was being a jerk anyways. Sorry for stressing you out.” Faya apologized, patting her back.
“Okay, let's go to sleep and pretend this never happened alright?” Trixie suggested. That sounded like a good plan to Faya so she complied. She hopped into her bed and turned to face her window. The glass panes reflected the yellow light coming from the room. She could stare at the green tree swaying in the evening wind forever, and once winter would hit, the leaves would  sway off the tree like sky dancers, gracefully gliding to the ground. The light breeze calmed Fayas nerves as she lay in bed. She got up and cracked open the window, warm gusts of wind filtering in. She checked behind her shoulder and saw Trixie flicking off the lights. The room was dark now and Faya sat with her thoughts. She felt lost as to why her dream had such an effect on her, she started to worry as to what sleeping might do to her now. She wondered if she would wake up the opposite of how she was. But now that she had come to her senses, she felt a wave of overwhelming calmness, as if everything she was worried or scared about traveled elsewhere. All Faya had to do was lay down and feel the warm breeze caress her skin, and close her eyes in hopes of a better tomorrow.
























Chapter 24
Light washed over Faya like small kisses from the sun. She opened her formerly resting eyes. As of now, it’s been a week since her breakdown, and she still had no answers. Her mind tried to suppress the memory but her heart wouldn’t let go. She had been calling Percy almost every day since to get updates on the plan, every time he would tell her the same thing. Not yet Faya, it’s not the right time. Faya had gotten fed up with his words but just told herself it would be soon. Faya hauled herself out of bed and snatched her school uniform out of her closet. She slipped on the itchy fabric with beautiful blue embroideries in all types of designs. Faya waited for Trixie to get ready before the two headed out together. Mason was thankfully out of Fayas sights due to a mission he was sent on. 
Faya noticed that there seemed to be an anxious buzz flowing through the school. Kids were trying their best to be good students, more so than usual, and then she heard it.
“I’m so scared for my mom to come and see how I work.” A girl whispered to her friend who nodded along. 
Faya gritted her teeth. Parents day, where all parents get to see what they spent all that money for. Lucky for me my parents never came anyway. Faya sighed. She had never experienced many good memories from parents ' day. She couldn’t help but imagine herself back in her classroom, sitting alone whilst every kid ran up to their parents, hugging them and introducing them to their teachers. The memory couldn’t help but make Faya sad. Her parents never seemed to care about her once they realized they would be no use to her in their scheme to be the strongest fire wielders. Whenever they had their multiple month break to go and do heroic feats, Faya would always get a part-time job and stay at a hotel. She refused to talk to her parents anymore. The worst part was the fact that she hasn’t actually seen her parents in years, other than the occasional birthday cards and merry christmas texts. The last day she saw them, she got into a huge fight with them. They yelled at her about going to a school that could never harbor someone as weak as she was. Those words made Faya decide to leave for the school and never come back. 
Faya shook the dark memories out of her head and tried to continue in with her day, acting as normal as possible. Life seemed to move around her, kids raving about introducing their friends to their famous mom, and kids who were worried their parents might give them a slap on the wrist for their bad grades. 
“Faya!” Trixie yelled, rushing over to her side. “I’ve got to introduce you to my parents!” 
“Oh right, uh- sure I’ll meet them.” Faya nodded, wondering how weird her parents must be. Trixie dragged her over to the entrance of the school. The foyer was filled with well dressed parents, all in suits and dresses, ready to see their sons and daughters in action. 
“Mom!” Trixie yelled at a woman across the room. The woman was chubby with even curlier red hair than her daughters, she had ivory green eyes and a few scattered freckles on her cheeks, she looked like a mythical fairy. 
“Trixie darling.” The woman said, walking over with her arms opened. Trixie hopped into a back handspring and landed with her arms up high, closing in on her mothers. They both swayed back and forth as the two smothered each other in hugs. A man called over to their sides. He had wavy apricot hair and ears shaped like an elfs. He had big clunky glasses and wore a charming green suit. 
“Papa!” Trixie yelled, pulling her father into a similar hug. “Oh right, Mama, Papa, this is my friend Faya!” 
The two parents kindly nodded her way. Trixie's mom then pulled her into a bear hug.
“Thank you for being friends with our troublesome little girl!” The mom said, her smooth voice like velvet. 
“Of course Ms. Huxley.” Faya replied, pulling away from the hug. 
From the corner of her eye, she noticed her teacher, Ms. Sanders, reluctantly hugging her daughter; Dawn. Faya giggled. Trixie's dad then shook her hand with much care.
“Alright, you've met my parents.” Trixie said, leading Faya away. “So let me meet yours!” 
Faya stood awkwardly. “Well actually…”
“Hi, you must be our daughters friends.” A regal looking lady said, holding a hand Trixies way. 
Fayas heart dropped to the pit in her chest. Her breathing sped up and her whole body trembled. She felt a dark shadow looming over her, consuming her. It was her parents. 
“Oh woah, Faya you never told me your parents are the Adlers.” Trixie marvled, shaking the ladies hand. 
“Yeah well, I thought my last name was a tip-off.” Faya emotionlessly laughed. All the feeling drained from her face, leaving a gray lifeless shell.
“Darling won’t you come so we can have a chat." her mother said, forcefully pulling her arm, dragging her far away from anyone else. It was nothing like what Trixie does, it was cold and mean. Though Faya didn’t want to, she followed. 
“Faya, it’s been a while hasn’t it.” A looming man said, hovering above her.
“Yes it has, Father.” Faya said, looking to the floor.
“Darling why haven’t you visited us." her mother said, holding up her chin with one slender finger, her mothers deep red claw-like nails almost scratching her.
Faya slapped it away angrily, she knew if she spoke she might choke up. 
“Faya Adler, do not treat your mother that way." her Father yelled. 
“Darling, we want you to come home with us, we know we’ve made a mistake.” Fayas mother said, holding both of Fayas hands in a tight, suffocating grasp.
Faya thought about it for a moment. Giving her parents a second chance to make things right, but she ultimately pulled away.
“I can’t leave now mom, I need to graduate.” Faya lied. The truth was she needed to wait the time out until she could commit possible mass arson on the school. 
“Faya Adler, now you listen to me. You are not meant for this place. You’re going to get yourself killed, and don’t think I didn’t hear about that awful fight you engaged in. No proper lady should lay a finger on a man unless given permission, much less fight him." her mom scolded, her tone like icy daggers piercing through Fayas heart.
“Yeah, well I’m no proper young lady mother. You just have to understand I don’t want to leave this place, I have friends!” Faya yelled, tears coiling around her eyes. 
“Oh please, you think you could ever be acknowledged by the Ledger family. Faya honey there using you. You must understand that I am trying to help." she said, reaching for Fayas face.
Faya angrily grabbed her by the palm. “You never think anything good could ever happen to me. That no one likes me is that right? Well guess what, I do have people that care for me, more than you ever did." she yelled. Percy, Adora, and Soren popping into her head.
“Oh please. Faya you're weak, helpless, you’ve got to understand why your father and I are doing this for you, we care." she said, the sweet tone of her voice coating an annoyed snarl. 
“Mother… Did you care when I went missing for six months, or when I came back with no warning. You don't care about me. Just admit it!” Faya yelled, shaking tears out of her eyes. 
Her parents took a step back giving eachother a worried look.
“Faya honey we had no idea.” Faya’s father spoke calmly.
“Yeah, because you don’t care enough to check on me.” Faya groaned. She felt the delicate pearls of her sadness seep into her tear ducts, being pushed back once again. 
“Faya comply with your mother, we will not go on listening to this insolence.” Fayas father yelled, pursing his lips to form a “V” like shape. 
“I don’t understand why you can’t just let me stay, I can’t live with you anymore!” Faya yelled.
“Faya you listen to me and you listen clearly, you will not attend this school anymore, whether you like it or not, you are coming home with us.” Fayas mom barked. The pits of her deep black eyes, swirling with smoke. 
Fayas body refused to look them in the eye, so she focused on the lower half of their body. She studied her mothers long flowing black dress with a fitted top, and her fathers black and white suit, A peace of red fiery cloth sticking from the chest. Her parents had always had a hypnotizing effect of Faya, as if she wasn’t in control of her own actions, like her parents ideals consumed her, mind, body and soul. She had felt this before, the feeling that she was just the husk to her parents desires. They filled her with all the happiness she needed as a kid, but once they realized she would be no use, they threw her aside. 
“Please, don’t make me do this.” Faya said, her voice wavering.
“Faya come with us now." her mother said, taking grasp of her hand. She dragged her across the empty hallway. 
“Mother no, please.” Faya whimpered, tears starting to flow. She didn’t want to, but just as she had before, she followed them aimlessly, all the time she had spent apart from them, building up her own confidence was shattered in that moment, and she once again became an empty shell.

		            ****

Faya felt the life roll of her features. All she thought to do now was tell Percy that she was sorry and that she would have to leave. Everyone around her muttered in her ears, they hugged their parents and smiled as they tussled their hair.
“I’m sorry for the informality but please inform the headmaster that Faya Adler will not be returning to this school. Good day.” Fayas mom nodded to the front desk attended, her blankly nodding back. 
Faya felt empty, it was all over. She let herself get taken away once again, and now that she has, she’s not sure if she could ever go back to her school, or Percy. 
“Thank you darling for seeing the light.” Fayas father grinned, helping her into their sleek black car. 
“Of course, Father.” Faya said in a monotone voice. She buckled her seatbelt and felt a single tear roll down her face as they drove off for the last time. 
After twenty minutes or so, Faya’s car had pulled up into a large house. It was beautifully decorated with white marble and tall towering pillars. Large windows with white adornment. Bright green grass and flowers tended to by the family's groundskeepers, an old expensive white Victorian Manor, the largest house in town and Faya’s childhood home, and the place she never thought she would have to see again. Her parents lineage extended hundreds of years, all the way to the start of wielding powers, 2050. Faya’s family had always been one of the strongest fire wielding families in the world. So when they had born a child with mythical powers, her parents grew to resent her for breaking the chain. During her earlier years, they had fallen into family wealth and eventually moved to the nicer part of town when she was only two or three, all her memories remained in this house. All her pain and suffering was birthed here. 
“Let’s go sweety, your room is just as we left it.” Fayas mother said, leading her out of the car. They walked into the open doors and took in the cold crisp air of the foyer. Faya was trailed upstairs by her mother and led to a door. Faya waved her mom off and went into the room herself. It was, like her mother said, just how she had left it. Her white bed sheets still lay atop her queen sized bed. The sleek lace tulle that draped over the white rods attached to her bed frame. The desk parallel with countless stacks of paper and a large computer in the middle. A beautiful white shag rug and large windows that let in glistening light, filtered by the plain white curtains. Everything seemed so dull in Fayas eyes. It was all plain and lifeless. She sat down on her bed and sighed. She felt sick. She was back home, never to go back. It was over, all over. All Faya had the strength to do was pull out her phone and type the only three words she could muster. I’m so sorry. She hit send and closed her phone. She wished she would never have to tell Percy that, but it was all over. After that, the next few days were hazy. She came down for breakfast and sat around in her room until she was invited down for dinner. Sometimes a maid or butler would come in and check on her, but other than that she was a princess trapped in her own castle. After she had sent the text to Percy, he would frantically text her, but Faya never had the strength to even look at them. Today seemed to be different though. Today she heard a knock on her door.
“Come in." she whistled, and in stepped her mother who smiled at her. 
“Hi honey, I need you to attend this party, the holiday season is coming up so we are holding a holiday party for our friends. I need you to attend." she explained. 
“What? Is it already winter!” Faya said, jumping up. Time seemed to pass quicker than she had anticipated. 
“Why of course, just yesterday was the first snowfall of the year." her mother said, pointing to her window. 
Faya looked around to see a plain of what looked like white plump cotton. Snow. Faya looked down and smiled. The christmas season had always brought her comfort even in the harshest of times. Faya ended up obliging to show up without a fight. 
It was only one day away so all of the seamstresses her mother had hired were moving quickly, coming in to take her measurements and preferences. Faya never had any interest in this. Being that her parents had always hid her, it was surprising to see them actually want others to see her for once, and just like that, she landed at 6:00pm the next day, the party would start in one hour. Everyone ran around the house, preparing food and getting the musicians ready in their ballroom. Fayas seamstresses dressed her to the nines in a festive sleeveless red flowing dress, made of satin. Skin tight, though it rippled at the bottom. Cinched at the chest and an open back. Classy and elegant, truly only a dress fit for an aristocrat. Faya’s hair was braided and tied into a bun with two many bobby pins to count. She wore a silk silver bow at the back of the dress. People were constantly giving her touch ups on makeup and adding too much blush to her cheeks and nose. Faya may have dressed nice, but she still felt an air of emptiness inside of her. To calm down her nerves, she would sit in front of her window and watch the snow glide down the window, like beautiful art. The air seemed still inside the house. Soon after, a maid came to fetch her. She was led over to the ballroom. Many people were already there, dancing to the Christmas music that rang through the halls. The walls were filled with mistletoe and garland. In the very middle was a large pine tree, lit up brightly with beautiful string lights and ornaments. Faya slid her hands down the railing of the marble steps that led to the ballroom. All eyes turned to her. All of the people there hadn’t seen Faya for a very long time. Seeing her now, she saw many adults smile and whisper to their partners how much she had grown and how stunning she looked. Faya felt like he was on display, the piercing eyes of all guests who looked at her with starving eyes. Faya continued over to her parents, who stood greeting a long line of people. 
“Oh darling, you look absolutely gorgeous.” Fayas mother marveld, holding on to her shoulders. 
“Thank you mother.” Faya nodded, standing next to her.
“You clean up well darling.’ Her father grinned, giving her a pat on her head. Faya felt odd about their sudden display of affection, until she realized that it was because they had guests. 
Her parents soon sent her off to dance with a man they had assigned to her. He looked at her, smiling. She looked away with a sigh, dancing to the beat of the slow song. But then she heard a voice.
“Mind if I cut it.” The voice said, grabbing her arm gently and pulling her up to his chest. The man with whom she was dancing looked at him with a lip curled in anger. Though the one who was taking her away smiled coldly and threateningly, sending the man to the opposite end of the ballroom
	Faya curiously looked up and her heart skipped a beat. She put her head down to organize her thoughts as she looked over his face, again and again.
“Soren.” Faya smiled.
 The tall man smiled back at her. He was wearing a sleek black suit, his glasses nowhere to be found. His hair was slicked back, some hairs escaping the gel. 
“You look great Faya." he complimented, continuing to dance with her.
“Why are you here?" she asked, hoping for a certain answer.
“Oh come on, you haven’t figured it out yet. I’m taking you home." he smiled, twirling her into his arms. 
“Thank you.” Faya whispered. Those two words were the only thing she could muster out over the aching in her heart. She couldn’t believe that they had found her and came back.
Soren then took her arm and pulled her over to the corner of the ballroom. “To get you out of here, we will need a large distraction." he explained.
Faya looked up to ponder and saw it. A large hanging, diamond strung chandelier. “That.” 
Soren looked up, impressed at the idea. “Alright then, go for it." he said, giving her the go ahead.
Faya closed her eyes and imagined the image of the chandelier, she then clenched her fist. Exploding the chain that held in together. It started to crack, unbeknownst to the guests, and after a few still seconds, fell. People started to run the other direction, one of the large candles that once rested there, fell and crashed into the food table, breaking it in half and setting the tablecloth into flames. Chaos ensued and the fire roared. Guests ran around, frantically screaming. Fayas parents stood, their magic would be useless in the situation. Faya watched with open eyes, her house, her former home was currently in flames, and she had never felt better. Soren grabbed her arm and together, they ran out of the ballroom. From there, Faya led him through the many hallways and eventually to a back door.
“We don’t want anyone seeing right.” Faya smiled, opening the door. The two ran out and trailed across the streets at full speed. Soren led her quickly until they made their way back to the house. 
“Nice work there Adler.” Soren grinned.
“Thanks Blackwell.” Faya smiled back, and with that, the two went into the house.
She was immediately bombarded with the constant smothering of Adora. 
“Oh Faya! We missed you so much." she said, shaking her back and forth. 
“Thanks for coming for me you guys.” Faya smiled, peeking at Soren over Adoras shoulder.
“If you want to thank anyone, thank the guy who's been trying to find you for three days.” Adora gestured over to the corner. It was Percy, he was curled up on the couch like a kitten, reading glasses sitting on the coffee table. “He hasn’t gotten much sleep.”
Seeing him like that made Faya’s heart melt. She let out a quiet “aww” and sat by his side. Adora clicked on the television and ads continued to play. The air was warm and comforting, the smell of cinnamon and chocolate seemed to run through the home in a comforting aroma. 
“So, what now.” Faya asked, twiddling her thumbs from stress.
“I guess you go back? Try to avoid your parents and live freely again.” Adora suggested. Faya liked that idea.
“But what about the detonation?" she asked.
“Oh, Percy has already picked a date for that, it will be during the winter ball at the school. Where all of the students will be in the same place.” Soren explained, pulling up the flier on his phone.

Enjoy a night of magical snow
At the end of year
Almighty Academy winter formal
From
9:30-11:30
We’ll see you there

	Faya remembered the winter formal from previous years. No one wanted to ever dance with her so she would just hang out by the snack table the whole time, it was always rough for her being that she was the weakest and most pathetic kid in school. But at least this time, she would leave the dance with a big bang.
	“Alright then, sounds perfect.” Faya agreed. 
	As the television buzzed in the background, she heard a loud groaning sound coming from next to her. 
	“Alright I think you should head back before Percy wakes up, he gets very cranky.” Adora suggested, practically pushing Faya out of the door.
	“Make sure to tell him I said hi!" she yelled as the door got closed on her face. She let out a heavy sigh and started to walk back to her school. Faya was starting to hate how many times she has to leave and come back to the school, it was getting tedious. As she was walking, she saw a fire truck race past her and she cringed. Sorry mother and father. But it did have to be done. She thought, quietly laughing at the idea of their stressed faces, and soon enough, she was at the front doors for what felt like her first day of school all over again. As soon as she walked in, the front desk attendants eyes shot up and quickly scanned her features.
	“Oh, Mrs. Adler, I thought you had left, let me check my files again." she said, quickly clicking on her keyboard.
	“Oh no, I’m back now, my parents had to take me out for a few days for erm- personal reasons.” Faya said. Her ability at fabricating stories wasn’t as good as when she was a kid. 
	“Alright, let me fix that then." she said, typing away. “Okay, you may now resume with your day, fifth period has just started.” 
	Faya nodded and walked up to the third floor. Surprisingly, the rest of her day went fairly smooth. Of course, until she retired for the day to her dorm room. When she opened the door, backpack in hand, she saw the two people she would never imagine to see together alone, Trixie and Mason. 
















Chapter 25
	She stood there, staring at them in confusion. The two were so caught up in conversation, they didn’t seem to notice her presence. Mason was sitting on her bed, facing her with a remorseful expression. Trixie seemed to talk to him with a lot of sadness and curiosity. Faya was so surprised that she dropped her backpack to her feet, causing the two to turn her way.
	“Faya!” Trixie jumped up, running up to her. Mason looked over at her, relief washing over him. 
	“What's going on?” Faya asked, pulling away from the bear hug she was about to receive. 
	“Oh, kind of ironic actually. We were trying to find you.” Trixie explained, grinning sheepishly.
	“Find me?” Faya asked in surprise.
	“Looks like we don’t have to though.” Mason said, popping up from the bed. “Don’t get the wrong idea though, I didn’t really care as much as she did, it was her idea.” 
	“It was his.” Trixie whispered in Fayas ear, leaving her to giggle quietly. She couldn’t believe that they actually cared that much about her, it was nice.
	“And I’m just going to say it, what are you wearing?” Mason blurted out. Faya jumped, she had forgotten she was so dressed up. She was actually wearing one of Adoras hoodies on top of the dress since it was so cold, so now she looked even odder. 
	“Right, uh it’s a long story.” Faya said, trying to avoid telling them how she possibly just set her parents house on fire. 
	“You look great though.” Trixie complimented, flicking the green bow in her hair. Faya embarrassingly slipped it out of her hair and tossed it onto her bed. She then took off Adoras hoodie and did the same. 
	As she did, she couldn’t help but notice Mason staring at her. 
	“What?" she confronted.
	“Huh. Nothing." he said, her words snapping him out of his trance.
	“Anyway, since this mystery has been solved, I would prefer if Mason left.” Trixie hinted, pointing her thumb out the door.
	“Yeah whatever, bye losers.” Mason groaned, storming out of the room like a toddler having a tantrum.
	“I’m glad your back Faya, and just in time for the winter formal next week!” Trixie squealed. “We have to figure out what we're gonna wear.” 
	“Oh yeah, I totally forgot about that.” Faya half-lied. The truth was she forgot she had to dress up, but definitely didn’t forget about the party itself. “Do you think I can just wear this?”
	“Absolutely not! You’ve already worn it to what seemed like a party, so you cannot wear it again.” Trixie lectured, picking at the short bedazzled sleeves. “And it’s gonna be cold, so maybe this isn’t the best idea.”
	“Right…” Faya said. She completely overlooked the fact she might have to fight someone in this dress in the cold, she needed it to be combat friendly.
	“We should go to the seamstresses room.” Trixie suggested.
	“Seamstress room?” Faya asked.
	“Yeah, she makes everything we wear. Including our combat uniforms!” Trixie said the word combat had piqued Fayas interests.
	“Let’s go then!" she pushed.
	“Alright, fine let’s go.” Trixie smiled, letting herself be pushed out of the room. Faya had unknowingly overlooked the room for quite some time. It was in the far corner of the school's second floor, just next to the nurses office. The door seemed much more old and worn than anything else in the school. Trixie seemed to be waiting for something, so when Faya saw the male nurse she almost killed walk out of the door next to her, she pushed her in.
The room looked completely different to the rest of the school, instead of the normal tile floors, there lie a dark hardwood. The walls looked like the house of the old lady who once kidnapped them, and the furniture, just alike. In the middle an old lady sat in front of a desk, sewing. She was thin with salt and pepper hair, tied into a bun. Her glasses were held up by a string that was stacked with rainbow beads. Your ordinary old lady.
“Hello?" she said looking up from her machine, she seemed to subconsciously sew even when she wasn’t paying attention. Her voice was old and scratchy, like a broken record. 
“Hi Ethel, can you make us some dresses for the winter formal?” Trixie stepped forward, staring at the wooden bookshelves full of colorful silk and felt spools. 
“Oh, is the winter formal here already, I have a few orders before you girls but I think I can squeeze you in." she smiled, still creating stitches up and down a red scarf.
Faya smiled at the kind woman, “Oh perfect thank you so much Ms…” 
“You can call me Ethel dear." she said, nodding her way. 
“Alright, well thank you Ethel.” Faya said, nodding her head at the woman.
“Of course dearies. Now can you two give me some description of what you want. I’d like to get started as soon as possible.” 
“Of course! Okay so I want a blue party dress with snowflake embroidery.” Trixie rambled on, counting on her fingers about all the different tules she wanted to be used, and after a few minutes of Trixies elaborate instructions, it was Faya’s turn.
“Oh, um I guess I’ll have a red dress, and I want to be able to move well in it without constrictions, also I want it to not be too flimsy and to be a tough material.” Faya explained, the image of a bulletproof dress popping into her head.
“Sounds like you want battle gear more than a dress.” Ethel laughed at her requests.
“Oh, yeah I just want to be safe, you know.” Faya rambled. Trixie also laughed at the request.
“Alright hon, I’ll make this the prettiest, and most combat worthy dress you need" she smiled, looking back down at her creation, which was now almost finished. 
“Thanks! Bye bye Ethel.” Trixie waved, opening the door.
“Bye Ethel.” Faya smiled.
	“Bye girls." she finally said.
	The door closed, leaving them on the other side. The day was already getting to its end, so the two headed back to their room. Faya was very excited to sleep in a room that wasn’t all white, but she will admit that it was nice to be back in her childhood bedroom even for a few days.
	As soon as they got to their room, Trixie spoke up. “So, you never told me your parents are famous Faya.” 
	“Yeah well I guess I kind of forgot myself, so I never thought to mention it.” Faya replied, trying to shrug off the question.
	“So, were your parents the reason you were gone?” Trixie asked.
	“Yeah…” Faya sighed, and in that moment, she blew up. Faya, to her dismay, ended up telling Trixie everything, everything about her family and how they’ve treated her. She left out some key details in order not to arouse suspicion any further than she already did. They ended up staying awake until 2:00am. After their conversation, Faya collapsed on her bed, quickly drifting off to sleep. 
	Morning came quicker than usual, leaving Faya in a groggy mood. The winter formal was next friday and now all she had to do was wait it out. Luckily, today seemed to be the most normal day Faya had ever experienced, she just went to her classes, met up with Dawn and Trixie to study in the library, and went back to her dorm to retire for the night.
	The next day was without Trixie, she was sent out for a mission in the other part of town to catch a petty thief that has been robbing small businesses, all Faya could do was pray it wasn’t Adora. She ended up talking to Dawn for a while, and had Mason help her with studying for a literature class, to the dismay of many girls in her school. 
	And the next was finally friday. She spent the day struggling to finish her day of school, constantly thinking about the freedom that would follow. After the day finally ended, She hung out in her dorm, looking through her peers' social media accounts and cringing. Eventually, Trixie barged in and insisted they do something fun. She ended up taking her to a bowling alley, and things didn’t go as they planned.
	“Hey Trixie!” Faya yelled, a shiny blue bowling ball in hand. “Eat this.”
	She swung her arm, ending in a perfect strike. 
	“Oh please, try me.” Trixie yelled, throwing again, eventually hitting a spare.
	The rest of the night they fought as they struggled to rise to the top of the bowling world. They ended up getting so fired up, they almost started to use their wielding on the ball. 
	Saturday was something of the same, a calm day where she had some intense sport competitions with her friends. Afterwards, she studied for a test she had Monday, and went shopping for some snacks to hide in her secret closet stash. 
	Sunday, she spent the morning walking around town, she visited Percy and the others for some game plan ideas, sadly Percy was out doing god knows what, so she and the others had lunch together in their small white cottage. Days seemed to be passing slower than she wanted. On her way back, she popped in to see Gabe and check up on the store. 
	The rest of the week followed, very quiet, very docile. The calm before the storm. The air felt still and warm, and Faya couldn’t help but feel uneasy. Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday. All the days felt the same, the normalcy she was craving, the normalcy she’ll never feel again. 
	That day, Trixie went to pick up their dresses, Fayas dress was beautiful, it was a crisp apple red with a calm white embroidery lining the bottom. The chest was strong and padded, that was what sold Faya. She laid the dress on a plastic white hanger and threw it on the ring of her closet. She got through the rest of the day with a quiet dignity. The thought of tomorrow sent adrenaline throughout her body, she was terrified but she couldn't help but also being excited. 
	The last few days were all the same, and she was about to break that cycle with a party they’re never going to forget.









Chapter 26
	Friday finally rolled around and every kid was in high spirits, all the girls were raving about their boyfriends who asked them out and every guy was swooning their partners with flowers and chocolates. Faya felt awkward around the lovey-dovey couples, this was always the worst part of any dance, the part where she had no one to go with. This year though she would be able to go with some friends, and that sounded pretty good to her. 
	“Faya!” Trixie said running to her. “Are you excited, the dance is only in a few hours!” 
	“Oh yeah, super.” Faya said, trying to act as interested as Trixie was.
	“Well, we have to get ready now, we can’t have you looking like you did a few days ago now can we.” Trixie teased. Faya shuttered at the face of her bedazzled fancy self from the other week. 
	“Right, we should go." she smiled. Trixie and her ran up to their dorms. Faya immediately went for her dress before she was stopped by Trixie.
 “No Faya, makeup and hair first, dress last." she said, waving her finger at her. Faya nodded and followed her to her mirror. It was white and had a cute little white fur ottoman in front of it. Faya pulled over to sit on it and Trixie took the honors of styling her hair. She curled her brown locs into coils and tied back her front two strands. She made sure to take her time so it looked perfect. 
	“Aw, you look so good Faya!” Trixie complemented, fluffing her finished hair. “I’m great at this.” 
	“Alright, what's next?” Faya asked. Trixie immediately jumped into action, Grabbing a large yellow bedazzled makeup box. 
	“This my friend, is the holy grail of makeup.” Trixie flaunted. For the next hour or so she sat telling Faya when to open and close her eyes, and eventually popped out with a perfect makeup look. Faya couldn't help but stare at herself in the mirror. She looked amazing. The makeup was nothing like her parents had made her wear, it actually looked like her, and she loved it. 
	“Okay, now just wait for me and we’ll get on our dresses.” Trixie smiled, taking a seat on where Faya once did.
	Faya then sat on her bed, waiting until Trixie would pop out looking just as good as she did.
	And she did. Her hair was in a curly ponytail, her frizzy red hair tamed and curled into beach waves. Her makeup brought out only the best of her features, and so did her dress. It fit her blue eyeshadow and small snowflake details on her left and right cheek. 
	“Wow Trixie, you look amazing!” Faya complimented, staring at her with kind eyes. 
	“Okay, now it’s your turn!" she jumped, running to Fayas closet before she herself could. Trixie brought out the dress and held it to her neck. “Oh yeah, you're going to look amazing.” 
	Faya smiled and quickly changed into it. The dress felt like battle armor more than a dress, and she couldn't ask for anything better. She walked to the mirror and just stood in awe. She hadn’t seen herself looking so nice in a while. Her hair was perfectly pulled up and her figure was nicely complimented by the weaving fabric. Faya caressed her hand down the dress, feeling the silk on her fingertips. She stared at herself intently. She had changed so much. Just a year ago, she was a different person. Faya used to be more chubby, but now she was more built, and she felt great. She had grown some muscle and her hair had grown out to be long and wavy. Her green eyes glowed brighter than ever and her skin was more crystal clear than she could ever dream of. All of this change was because of her closest friends, all of them. Adora and her gymnastics, Percy and his power, and Soren with his fighting capabilities. They all made her strong and more than that, tougher. She felt as though everything she had ever been told was irrelevant, and she couldn’t be hurt anymore. Life had changed for her so much, and she couldn’t be more thankful for everyone who helped her along the way. Everything seemed to be perfectly in place. The last few months were all leading up to this. All the time she spent with her closest friends, training, working just so they could have this opportunity. Faya felt a lump in her throat, all the sentimental thoughts of her life until now made her emotional. Broken from a young age, built anew and finally back for the revenge she had always seeked, and now that she had Percy and the others by her side with them she knew she couldn’t fail. Faya was ready, she was ready to burn this awful place to the ground and along with it take everyone who's ever wronged her, including Mason and Trixie. 
	“Faya are you done yet?” Trixie chirped.
	“Trixie!” Faya jumped back, clearing the evil thoughts out of her head. “Yeah I'm done, sorry, let’s go.”
	“Alright! Winter formal here we come!" she yelled, skipping out the door. Kids were flooding through the hallway with quick paces, no matter how much of a loser you think you are, you’d ever miss the formal. Faya knew that especially well. 
They made their way down to the first floor, and right parallel to the library was the ballroom. Faya took a step in and stared in awe. The whole ballroom was dressed in blue, frosty crystals made by the water wielders, and a beautiful crackling fire made by fire wielders, little paper dolls did a waltz in the air, thanks to the air wielders, and a beautiful stone sculpture of the headmaster made from the earth wielders. There was a large fountain in the middle with stunning, shimmering, flowing water. Kids were all huddled together by the fire, chatting and laughing. Another clump of students stood by the snack table, dipping their many marshmallows into the huge chocolate fountain that adorns the middle. Faya could hear the chatter ring through her ears, like the chirping of birds. She took a deep breath and a step down the short staircase that would bring her into the party. 
A few mumbling kids turned her way and started chattering amongst themselves, still keeping their eyes glued to her. Their judgmental stairs made Faya hesitate.
Faya, get a grip, you said that these kids didn’t bother you so don’t let them! She thought, slamming her hands against both her cheeks to wake herself up. She continued down the steps with a rhythmic thump on each passing step. Trixie had already made it far ahead of her, leaving Faya to run just to catch up with her. But thankfully she learned one thing, the dress was very flexible. She was excited about that at least. 
“Faya, come on, let's get some food!” Trixie yelled, waving her over to the snack stand. Faya obliged and walked over there with her. All the food was enchantingly good and it made Faya swoon in excitement. 
“Yummy!" she yelled, taking another, swirling it around in the chocolate. Kids were dancing all around her, pumping their arms up to the upbeat music. Faya laughed while dancing along with Trixie. Suddenly Mason swept her off her feet and onto the marble floor of the ballroom. The upbeat song ended and a slow romantic sound gushed through the large hall. 
“You look, nice.” Mason blurted out, staring her up and down.
“Ditto.” Faya smiled. His blond hair laid across his face, spit down the middle, and his bright crystal blue eyes gleamed as he looked down upon her. Of course, Fayas thoughts were less focused on that and more on the part where she might have to kill him if it came to it. But she pushed them out of her mind when he twirled her into his arms. He had on a blue suede vest overtop his formal wear. His white sleeves were bundled up into knots on his elbows. Faya smiled slightly and kept dancing with him. She noticed from the corner of her eye, Trixie, who looked ecstatic. She winked, grinned and turned her back on the two. Faya sighed at her ignorance but continued to dance. Suddenly he pulled her closer, she could hear his rapid heartbeat thumping through his shirt. Faya felt uncomfortable with how close they were, she swallowed and looked away from him but he used his hand to bring her face back to him. Faya was about to pull away when someone forcefully took her hand before she got the chance. She got pulled just a few feet over from a shocked Mason. The man held both of her hands and set one on his waist.
Faya looked up with a gasp, “Percy!”
As soon as those words left her lips, Mason seemed to stare daggers into his heart. He had recognized that name from when she was sick, and now that he finally got to see him, he was not happy. 
“What are you doing here?!" she asked, looking at him. He was wearing a black and white suit, the sleeves rolled up. His jet black hair, fashioned in the way she saw when they first met. His gray eyes seemed to almost sparkle, and this time, Faya noticed. Faya also seemed to notice all of the girls staring intently at him. They all whispered to their friends saying things like “he’s so cute” and “why is he dancing with her?!”
“Don’t you know, I have something to deliver." he grinned, his deep voice echoing through her heart
“Before you do, this idea to whisk me away while I was dancing is not very original.” Faya laughed.
“What do you mean?" he asked, confused.
“Soren helped me when I was at my parents' weird ball.” Faya giggled, letting the realization wash over Percy.
“Are you serious, that was his plan!” Percy said, his voice raising.
“I guess so.” Faya smiled back. She started to ballroom dance as a slow tune came on.  She smiled as she watched him struggle to try and get the movements right.
“No, you have to do it like this." she grinned, 
grabbing his wrist and stepping in a triangle pattern. Percy nodded and attempted it. 
“How can you do all of this!" he said angrily. 
“Oh please, I’ve been doing a triple step since I could walk. 
After all, I am nobility in some sort of way." she chuckled. Percy looked at her with a grin, tilting his head slightly.
“It’s easy to forget about that, you really are a rich girl aren’t 
you." he smiled. Faya blushed at his comment. The warm air of the school wafted through the hall, the comfort of the large fire calming everyone's nerves. The song that played slowly started to hush, fading into yet another romantically enchanting tune. 
“Oh right.” Percy said, snapping both of them out of their wave of calmness. He reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a small black hunk of plastic. 
“The detonator.” Faya whispered, looking closely at it. The large button in the middle beckoning to be pressed. He slid it into his right hand and lowered it to her hip. With both of his hands being on her waist, it looked like a couple was dancing kindly, but in reality, he was sliding the button into the pocket on the side of her dress. 
“With that, I’ll leave the timing up to you.” Percy nodded. Leaving Fayas mind in shambles. The decision to blow up a whole school had to be chosen carefully and precisely, and Faya had a deviously good idea of doing it.
“I know what to do." she nodded to him. Percy smiled and before leaving, bent down to her face, leaving a warm mark on her cheek. Fayas face turned red, holding the place where he had kissed. She looked up again but he was gone. Her plan would fail if she couldn’t get a grip of her romantic feelings. So with false confidence, she strutted over to Mason's side. He was standing over by the fire, girls all around him asking to dance.
Faya groaned and pushed her way through the flash mob.
“Um, Mason?” Faya said, tapping on his shoulder.
His head snapped over at her voice and he looked at her hopefully.
“Yeah?" he said.
“Can you come outside for a second?” Faya smiled, forcing a pink blush on her face. Though Mason kept a rough exterior, she could see that he was extremely excited about this development. He gave a small nod and allowed Faya to lead him elsewhere. She took him out the large white doors that would lead to the front of the building. She smiled, grabbing his hand softly. 
Okay, just gotta fake a confession for a few seconds, that's not hard right? Right?! Faya’s mind rambled. For whatever reason, she found the idea of confessing a non-existent crush to someone harder than detonating a whole school with people inside. 
“What's up?" he whispered, his heart a flutter from her soft grip on his hand.
“Well Mason, I have something to tell you…” Faya smiled, swallowing her pride. “The truth is I’ve always…” 
Faya reached for her pocket, touching the button with her finger. She tried her best to reach down to press it, but her hand hesitated. The silence that followed left her to continue.
“I’ve always loved you…" she blurted. His face turned cherry red and he had to take a step back to think about what she had said, but before he could catch his breath…
A hard thump made the empty school shake. Mr. Ledger straightened his tie as he made his way to his office. He unlocked the door and sighed. The man hummed a slow tune as he approached his personal desk. His keys jingled, the only sound in the void of quiet. Mr. Ledger pulled out his chair and took a seat, but his hand grazed over something. His eyes widened as he stared in disbelief. Sweat rolled across his forehead. It was a large smoking bomb. It had a piece of twine wrapped around holding a small piece of paper to its front. It read, 
                            Goodbye,
                          Sincerely Surge. 
His hand trembled as he plucked out the golden nameplate behind the note, it was a student of his a few years ago, Percy Stoll. Tears welled in his eyes as his whole body jittered, and just before he let out his final yell…
She pressed the button.





















Chapter 27
Smoke and fire erupted in the building, fire sparks raining down from the sky, screams and cries rung out as kids scrambled out the doors, like rats finally being let out of their cages. Tears streamed onto the floor in puddles. Puffs of dark smoke and fire flew from every window, shattering into smithereens. Everything… All of it, gone. Ash and fire as far as the eye could see. Destruction and malice, everything that Faya had taken on when she pressed that button. Every kid that got out stood, shocked, staring. The whole world had just been changed with the press of a button. But what's more, Mason. His face from one of happiness, twisted into one of horror and depression. All he could do is let out one final yell.
“DAD!" he screamed, his voice cracking, his vocal cords straining. He fell to his knees, crying out for his father. 
Every staff member and student had made it out safe, all but one. 
Every bomb was below the first floor, leaving the ballroom with the least amount of damage. Every teacher who was still in the building chaperoned the dance, and anyone who wasn’t at the dance, would’ve died in the fire. The only one who wasn’t there was the headmasters, who at the time was in his office. But as the saying goes “the captain goes down with the ship.”
Faya tried to take a step back to marvel at her work, but was met with the swarms of kids that flocked around the front yard. Mason stood up once more. His face twisting with anger, he turned over to Faya and his expression softened.
“Mason…” Faya whispered, falling into his arms. He held her tight, all of his sadness and anger decaying at the warmth of Faya. She squeezed him tight. Her sorrowful look fading into a horrific smile.
Light gleamed off his back, a blade of golden light appearing in Faya’s hand. She clenched the handle and held the sword to his back, the pressure cutting through his blue vest. Suddenly, he jumped back in realization, sending Faya back. He looked at the blade with despair, and back to her grinning face.
“But why Faya…" he said, his creaky voice causing everyone on the field to stare at the two.
“Oh Mason, you idiot.” Faya laughed. His face crinkled to pure horror as she spoke. “Did you seriously think I loved you? I was using you, to make this all happen." she said motioning her arms to the school. The crackling fire sent all the students in a stunned silence. Fayas speech had started, all of her feelings pouring out at once, and she couldn’t stop them.
“You, did this?” Mason said, tears extruding his eyes.
“Yes, and it was all thanks to your help!" she yelled, her smile growing larger, and more evil. Her words took over her body, and for the first time ever… She became the true villain.
“I was left to die! I was left to starve in the hands of villains, and you think I would just come crawling back! I would never ever care about this school, and frankly I never have. Everyone here is liable, where were you when your friends were out there being killed. Hundreds, thousands! All of them and all of you didn’t bat an eye. I could’ve died by his hands, I should’ve. I was weak, helpless. But now… Now I am stronger than I’ll ever be and everyone here will know it." she gave her grand speech in front of everyone. Kids stared at her with fear in their eyes, these were the faces of those who didn’t care about their friends' disappearance, and Faya was ready to fight them all if she had to. But just out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Trixie. Tears flowing out of her eyes, and her never falling smile, gone, like dust in the wind. Fayas mind hesitated, but the word vomit continued on. “The hero society is corrupted, and everyone here is to blame. You think if you're not strong enough, may as well not be alive at all right?! I showed mercy today of what I should’ve done. But now I shall make each and every one of you atone for what you’ve done! You lost a great hero, but gained a fearful villain Almighty Academy.” 
	Faya barked out her words with hatred, everyone who stood there just stared in shock. Almost every student had experienced the fretful power she wielded, and now that she wasn’t on their side anymore, they wouldn’t stand a chance in one on one combat. But just as she had gained the fear of their hearts, someone stepped up to ease the pain.
	“Don’t listen to her, we can defeat her if we all stand together.” Mason screamed, trying to reach the hearts of every student and teacher. “We may have no headmaster now, but we have me and that’s good enough. Now we should charge and take back what is rightfully ours.” 
	To Faya’s dismay, she heard hopeful chatter amongst the students. 
	“Faya is one person, but we are an army of the strongest and most capable heroes of our time, now who’s with me!" he gave one last yell. Kids all over started to activate their power in excitement, but it all fell short when a voice echoed from the distance.
	“But you forget… She’s not alone.” The voice loomed, and just as he stepped out of the shadows, every flicker of power and hope diminished throughout the students. The teachers who smiled at the kids' resilience starred in complete and utter hopelessness.
	“It’s, it’s…” One kid started, pointed in fear. “SURGE!”
	Screams of terror shot out through every student, teachers tried to calm them down, yet sweat still rolled down their necks.
	“Faya, come here please, he’ll kill you if you get any closer!” Mason yelled, holding out a hand for her. 
	“Do you not understand?” Surges' voice rang out. “We’re the team you should be afraid of. 
	Percy’s hand slithered around Fayas waist, pulling her into his chest. She looked up, her face flushed.
	“What do you say Faya, let’s kick some pretentious ass." he smiled.
	“Let’s do it!" she grinned, giving him a high-five.
Just as they smiled, two others emerged from the darkness, Adora and Soren.
“Hey guys, welcome.” Faya grinned, pointing over at the hoard of students.
“This should be fun!” Adora snarled, a passionate flame whirling in her pupils. 
“So, you’ve been with them all along correct?” Mason stuttered out, staring, heartbroken at Faya and the others.
“Sorry you had to find out this way, but it’s for the best.” Faya smiled, throwing up her blade in the air, flipping in the air before falling back in her hand perfectly.
“Fine, you want a fight Adler, well you got one." he lunged forward, he slashed his fist in the air, fire rushing out of his palms. Faya skillfully deflected with her wrist, jumping back. Faya pounced on him, shooting explosions from her hands. He maneuvered out of the way and deflected with yet another burst of fire. 
Every other student watched intently, but suddenly they all seemed to come to a conscious decision to charge. As the two fought, students rushed forward, every element flying like sparks. Adora and Soren took them on, even without wielding powers, they still managed to take them down by the bunch. Even as the strongest wielders of the generation, they were no match for the superhuman strength of Adora and Soren. They ran through the thick wall of students, taking them out with every step. Their deflective maneuvers could be ranked top in the world, and what's more, Adora was a master when it came to the human’s biological weak spots. She was able to annihilate every student, no matter how strong they really were. But her tracks stopped short when she was lifted into the air with a gust of wind. Adora coughed as she hit the ground, the wind being knocked out of her lungs. She looked up to see a smiling red-head standing over her.
“And who might you be?” Adora asked, standing up.
“Trixie Huxley to you. I had no clue you were so close with Faya. Too bad she betrayed us." she sighed, crossing her arms.
“Oh, yes you must be the girl Faya has been telling me about, you know she really prides herself in her acting.” Adora growled. 
Trixie rushed forward, gritting her teeth. She flung a tornado of wind Adoras way, the force pushed her back on her feet. Adora retaliated, she flipped over her shoulder and held a hand to her back. 
“What do you think you're doing?” Trxixe asked, looking over her shoulder.
“You’ll see.” Adora smiled. She flattened her hand and hit the middle of Trixies back. Sending her to the ground.
“What, what did you do…” Trixie yelled. “I can't move!” 
“Exactly, no one knows the human body more than me. No matter how strong you are, I know each and every weakness you possess.” Adora cracked a devilish smile, and knelled down before her. “Seems our fight is getting cut short.”
“Not so fast.” Trixie snarled, wind threw Adora up in the air. She groaned in pain as the wind dropped her ten feet in the air. She crashed on the ground, laying right beside Trixie. 
“How can you still activate your magic?" she asked, her voice grainy and rough.
“I don’t need to use my hands to activate my power. I specialize in that.” Trixie smiled, sending Adora into a stunned silence.
“You can wield with only your mind?!” Adora yelled, crouching on the hard concrete. 
“Yes, your powers have nothing on me. You can’t win.” Trixie smiled. Air swirled around her slowly heading towards Adora. Her body was still weak from the fall, all she could do was pitifully crawl out of the way as the wind passed right by her. 

		         ****

Soren ran through the crowd of people, dodging their every attack with perfect poise. Students scattered across what was once the entrance to a great school, now a battlefield. Cold wind started to pick up, the dark clouds of night clumping together, and just like that, droplets of rain poured down upon everyone's cold helpless bodies. Soren looked up at the sky for a short moment before rushing forward once again. He was stopped by yet another who was still standing.
“You…” The gruff man spoke. 
“I apologize, but who might you be?” Soren asked, his polite voice masking his dark aura.
“The names Ace Windsor, and your little friend has committed treason upon our sacred school." he growled, his tone tough and defensive.
“Oh no, you must be one of the sad saps who Faya has deceived, no matter. I will take care of you.” Soren sighed, crossing his arms.
“Don’t think this’ll be easy. Faya may have beaten me before but I made a promise, a promise to kill anyone who dares hurt the school.” Ace yelled, the earth rumbling beneath their feet.
Soren stepped back and gained a fighting position. Ace shot rocks at him, but Soren was able to deflect them with his hand right in time. He grinned as chunks of dirt hurled toward him at alarming speed. Soren ducked, sweeping the feet of his opponent simultaneously. Ace lost his footing and hurled towards the ground, he let out a loud yell as soon as he made contact with the earth.
“Listen, I don’t care who you're affiliated with, all I know is that if you try to mess with me on my turf, you won’t live to talk about it." he grumbled. Suddenly, he shot up from the ground, an army of small pebbles standing at the ready right behind him. He flicked his hand and watched as they all rammed into Soren. He yelped in pain as the pebbles hit him like an army of little meteorites. Sweat dripped down his cheek as he ran forward again, giving Ace a punch to the gut and sending him a couple feet back. 
“Lucky shot." he smiled, rushing back. He tried to punch Soren but he dodged by redirecting the shot into the empty air. Ace stumbled forward, tripping over a student and crashing down to the ground.
“This is more than a lucky shot.” Soren sneered, running over to him. Ace scrambled to his feet, trying to avoid hurting the already motionless students.
Soren threw one punch, then two, then three. He moved so fast Ace had no room to dodge, so he ended up taking at least twenty hits in the span of five seconds. Ace, finally free from the fists of iron Soren dealt out, stumbled, holding himself up. 
“And this is just the start.” Soren grinned.
Just as Percy and the others were slowly gaining the upper hand, a gust of wind snapped them from their concentration. Everyone looked up to the sky, only to see a large red cape, billowing in the crisp winter breeze. Every student who still remained standing started to spit out cries of happiness and cheers as the figure reached the ground.
“Do not fret Almighty Academy, I am here to save you!" he said, flexing his bulging muscles.
“Welcome to the battle, Mr. Mythic.” Surge smiled, turning to him.
“Well, well, well. It seems I may not get out of here unscaved. But no matter, when I’m done with you, you won’t get out at all." he grinned, Ace, Trixie, and Mason all cheered him on. Percy adjusted his mask and stepped forward. 
“Bring it on, number one." he smiled, getting into a fighting stance.
“Mythical on mythical, this should be interesting.” Mr. Mythic grinned, jumping forward. The two both reached to their sides, pulling out their swords at the same time. Mr. Mythics blade was pure and bright, whilst Percys was dark and brooding.
“You have taken countless lives, while I have saved more than you can count, it’s time to make you repent!" he yelled, jabbing his sword Percy's way.
Percy dodged and slashed him in the back. But to his shock, the cut in his skin quickly attached itself once again, leaving it just as it was.
“What! But how?” Percy yelled, looking intensely at the cut.
“My mythical power is… Instant healing." he smiled, Percy’s mind faltered for a second giving into the despair of an unwinnable fight, but he structured himself once again. 
“I guess I should show you my power, to be courteous of course.” Percy smiled, and just like that, pieces of debris and metal from the building rammed towards him, Blood quickly penetrated through his skin. But just as it fell, it was patched up like nothing had happened. Percy gritted his teeth in frustration. “No matter, I’ll just have to break you.”
“Do you not understand, I heal quicker than you can hit, you’ll never be able to defeat me, for I am the almighty Mr. Mythic!" he yelled, raising his arms in the air.
“You sure think highly of yourself don’t you.” Percy raised an eyebrow.
“I don’t think; I know, little boy." he yelled, rushing forward once again with his sword. 
Percy dodged and slashed his back with a fire spell. 
“I see, so you’ve learned the elemental spells. Fine work, I commend you. But even so, I am stronger than you could ever imagine." he said. He cast a wind spell and covered Percy in a strong windy bubble.
“I’m really getting just about done with your cocky attitude.” Percy yelled, dispelling the wind with a flick of his wrist.
“What? How did you do that boy, answer me!” Mr. Mythic yelled, looking closely at his technique.
“All the spells are the same, no matter who they're from. So naturally, if you know how to counter your own spell, you can counter all.” Percy explained. Leaving Mr. Mythic in silence. 
“Alright, it seems I’ve been handicapped. I suppose you’ve gotten the edge on the very type of spells I created. No matter, I am still many times more powerful than you." he sneered. Percy raised an eyebrow at the comment but tried to ignore it.
“Seems you're getting irritated, that's not like the most powerful hero now is it?” Percy provoked.
“Oh boy, when I’m mad you’ll know it.” Mr. Mythic slashed his sword, causing Percy to step back, and rush towards him. “Wrong.”
Percy stopped at his confusing words “What?" he asked, hesitating to move.
“You’ve made the wrong move, this is checkmate Surge." he smiled, and just like that, Percy felt a blunt force stabbing into his back, he crashed to the ground.
“Mr. Mythic…”
	Faya looked over to her friends to make sure they were alright, but her thoughts were cut short when Mason rammed into her, sending her flying back.
	“Mason…”  Faya said, steadying herself on the ground.
	“Adler." he replied, a wave of fire crashing through his hand. Faya ducked and ran forward. She kicked her feet off the ground, holding his. She let explosions crash through her palms, sending Mason to tumble to the ground.
	“I’ve been trained far too well to let you beat me Mason.” Faya grinned. Mason scoffed and let out another burst of fire, this time in the shape of a falcon. Faya dodged it, but it seemed to follow her movements, hitting her in the back. “But how?”
	“Adler, my power is stronger than you know, just because you beat Ace doesn’t mean you have a chance of beating me.” Mason said, folding his arms as if he had already won.
	“Mason, don’t forget… To watch your back." she grinned, explosions crashed through his back, causing him to wail in pain. He kneeled to the ground and turned to look at her.
	“Faya, and to believe I loved you." he looked down. His words had caught Faya off guard, leaving her wide open. Mason took the chance and slammed his fist into her face. She grunted but stayed steady. “Oh well, I guess your fate ends here.” 
	“You say that, but I’m the one standing over you.” Faya snarled, watching him from the ground. He swiftly jumped out of the way and held both of his hands out. 
	“FIRE BARRIER." he yelled, but just as Faya could question the nature of his vocal attack, a line of thick hot flames swept the field, Faya being caught in the middle.
	The inferno left Faya to her knees, howling in pain. She screamed at the top of her lungs, grasping her chest. 
	This fire, it's not normal. Why, why is it so hot. I feel like my skin is peeling off already. Faya thought. She then had a bright idea. She cast a water spell, but to her shock, the water was quickly engulfed in flames. No this can’t be. The fire, it burned water.
	“So you’ve already figured it out. Well you are correct, this isn’t regular fire. It is more than an inferno, it’s an eternal flame.” Mason howled with laughter. Faya’s eyes widened, tears tried to roll down her face, but were quickly burnt by the flames.
	There's nothing more I can do now, this is it. Faya thought. Her life seemed to flash before her eyes, all of it. Her parents, how they slashed her with fire. She thought about her friends taking her in from a life of despair. But in the back of her mind, the thought of the inferno that engulfed her since she was little. Her parents curse on her, the art of fire.
	No. I can’t die here, not yet. I have to find another way. Water and air are out of the question, earth wouldn’t do anything. Wait, fire. If one flame grows big enough to engulf the other, I can put it out easily. Yes, that's what I have to do. Faya came to her consensus, she would have to use the power that her parents had flaunted over her. Just as she mustered up the courage to do so, she felt a sharp pain across her eye, she dabbed it with her hand and blood seeped through. I must’ve gotten cut by something while I was attacking, but what? Faya thought, studying the blood in her hand. Suddenly, she felt another sharp pain, the burning fire's heat was growing stronger, even through her thoughts, tears still burned her eyes and her loud yell turned into a crying yelp. She swallowed all of her thoughts and focused all of her energy into her one flame. He slapped her two hands over each other, putting the spell into action, the fire started out as a small ball, but gradually grew to be larger and larger. The fire started to grow rapidly. Faya felt the power draining from her, the pain of losing all the power she held was painful. She screamed at the top of her lungs. She looked over to see Mason laughing hysterically. She kept yelling, her powerful flame growing by the second. The only reason she could tell the fires apart was because of the color. Masons was a bright crisp orange, whilst Faya’s was a deep crimson red. Her dark flame spread quickly, the effects of Mason's flame started to grow weaker. She screamed still, the pain she was feeling was unbearable. Her body felt weak, as if she could collapse at any moment. Even so, she put everything she had into her brilliant flame. She smiled when the dark flames started to take over, the bright orange was disrupted by the deep red that filled it. Everything she ever knew told her not to use fire, but she still decided to, in order to save her own life, and protect her friends. The more she pushed herself, the more she could feel her life source draining away. Tears continued to trickle down her face, but she remained strong. Her knees were bruised from the hard concrete she was kneeling on, and the blood from her slash still dripped down on the ground. 
	All the pain, all the emotion. The vengeance she seeked, the revenge she needed, all of it had come down to this. She needed to push, just a little more, just over the edge. Her voice was strained and shrill from her yells, but she still did. All of her suffering, as a child, and as a wielder. She could see all of it as clear as day. The cloudy gray from the rainy sky dripped down, even though it hit the fire, the flame never went out. Fayas fire grew more, more, more. Until only a little bit of orange remained. She noticed that Mason had turned his back to her, this made her even more angry. That final burst sent her over the edge, she had officially swallowed his flame.
	

	
		







Chapter 28
	Faya had officially engulfed Mason's flames with her own. She then, still kneeling on the ground, marveled the fire. She closed her eyes and took a sharp breath. Faya raised her hand and slashed forward, dispelling the fire. The flames had stopped, but the fire inside of Faya was just burning brighter. Mason stopped laughing when the heat of the fire ceased. He hesitantly turned around, swallowing hard. He looked in horror as he saw Faya standing there, hunched over the burnt ground. Her face was shadowed, the only noticeable feature being the mortifying red glow emitting from her eyes. 
	“But how. You dispelled my magic!” Mason stuttered, he was mortified by the power that was flowing out of her, he could feel it. He shivered as she stared at him. That flowing magic power that came through her threatened Mason's very existence. In that moment he could feel it. He felt that she was the predator, and he was the prey. He took a step back. “I’m still stronger than you, Adler.” 
	“Since when?” Faya grinned. She ran towards him. Mason slashed forward, sending Faya back on her feet.
	Across the battlefield, stood Adora and Trixie. Adora panted, standing back up. The effects of her first attack had worn off on Trixie, so now they were both standing on the field, wiping sweat from their faces.
	“You don’t have magic powers do you?” Trixie laughed. 
	“Yet I’ll still beat you to a bloody pulp.” Adora grinned. Trixie rolled her eyes and once again sent a tornado of wind Adoras' way. She jumped out of the way, slicing her back with her hand. 
	“Hasn’t anyone told you it’s cheating to use the same move twice?” Trxie smiled. Adora looked down to see Trixies own hand blocking her opponents.
	“Fine, guess I’ll have to resort to other tactics.” Adora scoffed. She hurried forward, sending a kick to Trixies gut. All the wind flew out of her mouth. She stumbled back, sending yet another wave of wind to Adora, picking her off her feet. Adora flipped off of the cloud of wind, landing perfectly. 
	“So you fight with gymnast moves as well.” Trixie said. She did a back handspring off of the ground and landed behind her. She sent a sword of wind to slash into Adoras back. 
	“Yes, so you must know I understand all of your moves before you make them.” Adora smiled devilishly. Trixie looked down to see that her hand was in the grasp of Adora. 
	“Crap!" she yelled. Adora grabbed her other arm and twisted them.
	“You may have wielding magic, but It’s easy to say I harshly outrank you when it comes to brute force.” Adora bragged. Throwing Trixie across the concrete. She hit the ground hard, she tried to claw her way over. “I hate to kick people when they’re down, but this time I’ll make an exception.” 
	Adora sent a kick right into her collarbone, sending a loud shriek out of her lungs. Trixies pupils rolled back into her head. Adora sneered down at her.
	“Too bad, and I was just starting to have some fun.” 
	Not far from Trixies resting place, Soren pushed Ace to the ground, engaging him in a violent fist fight. 
	“It’s no use, give it up.” Soren yelled, punching him square in the face.
	“Didn’t I tell you already, I will kill you. I made a promise to myself that I have no intention of breaking it.” Ace growled.
	Soren gritted his teeth and once again lunged toward his opponent, Ace sent a wave of grass and land, pushing him back and onto the ground. Soren cussed as the wind left his lungs.
	“Do you think that’s enough to kill me rock boy.” Soren provoked, grinning wildly at him.
	“Oh don’t worry, I’m just getting started.” Ace smiled. He sent another wave of rocks and dirt Sorens way. Soren ducked and ran to him once again. Crashing his fist into Ace’s head, causing a concussion. Ace stumbled back in pain, holding his forehead. “What even are you, when are you going to use your magic.”
	“I thought it was pretty obvious, I don't have any.” Soren said. The revelation made Ace take a step back.
	“You don’t have any power?! But how are you so strong?” Ace asked, still holding his head in pain.
	“I’ve trained my physical strength more than you know, I am a master at what I do, just like you.” Soren explained, throwing yet another detrimental blow to Ace's gut. But as he fell to the ground, a smile creeped onto his face. He launched himself forward again and sent two crashing waves of ground his way. Soren jumped just as they were about to collide. He wiped the sweat off of his forehead. 
	“Your strong, I’ll give you that.” Soren panted. As he spoke, Ace took advantage of the momentary lapse to conjure up something, suddenly, Soren felt a crashing pain in his stomach but he ignored it. Soren continued to run at him. Ace looked confused as to why he was still standing but was stopped short when he felt a final blow hit him in his face. He crashed to the ground, blood seeping from his lip and nose, he was finally knocked out. Soren grinned at him, but just as he turned away, he felt another surge of pain. His vision began to splotch with black. His fingertips felt cold, ears ringing. Soren’s legs wobbled as his breath slowed. He looked down, his eyes widening, heart beating so fast it felt as if it wasn’t moving at all. His voice got caught as he tried to let out a scream, a sound, anything. Before him was a gaping hole where his stomach used to be, blood pouring like a river, his flesh torn into thin air, his guts nowhere to be found. Behind him was a crumbling stone spear the size of a grown man. His legs started to give out and his vision went completely black. Everything, all of his life played through his mind, the bad times, and the good. But now it was all coming to an end. All of his friends, Percy, Adora, Faya. His life and how Percy saved him from a life of poverty and homelessness. Even through all of the melancholy thoughts, he still wore a smile.
	“Seems you do keep your word.” Soren spoke, letting out his final breath. The ground shaked as he finally crashed onto the grass. 

		          ****

“Mr Mythic…” Percy choked. The man himself gave a cocky smile, just as he was about to slam his head in with his foot, he spoke again, “You lose”
Mr. Mythic stepped back and watched as Percy got up, his dark black sword appearing once again in his hand.
“No child, you lose!" he yelled, throwing his fist to the sky. 
Percy’s eyes widened and his whole aura changed, it grew stronger. Even the strongest hero to ever grace the earth; Mr. Mythic, was scared of what Percy could do, scared of what Surge could do. Percy jabbed at him but just in time Mr. Mythic dodged the attack. Percy punched him in the stomach and twisted his body from the counter attack. He felt a whole new wave of power enter his body. 
“You can’t hurt me child, you can never win against me.” Mr. Mythic grinned, he then summoned back his sword and threw a couple of swings at Percy, who managed to dodge them all. Percy clenched his jaw and stabbed his sword right into his chest. Mr. Mythic showed signs of obvious pain in his face but suppressed them. He continued to get back up, the fight turned on its head once again, Percy was getting pushed back as he continued to throw slashes in an attempt to overwhelm the man.
“I know they said I’d get weaker over time but this is just sad” Mr.Mythic muttered to himself. Percy ignored his taunts and continued to slash him. Mr.Muthic was kicked to the side, forcing him to turn his head. His eyes locked with Sorens across the battlefield, at that moment, he was still fighting. 
“Soren” Mr.Mythic muttered, as if instinct. Percy’s eyes widened he wanted to question but he realized something more important, this distraction gave him the perfect chance.
“Let's test just how much you can endure.” Percy said, an evil smile creeping onto his features. He pushed onto Mr.Mythic, who was snapped back into reality, Surge stabbed him all of his power coursed through the sword, and into the wound he had caused. Mr. Mythic flinched at the pain. His skin tried desperately to repair the abrasion, but the power was just too strong. 
“No… This can’t be." he yelled, looking down at his stomach.
“Checkmate.” Surge smiled wildly at him. He shoved the sword through him even deeper, black power flowing into Mr. Mythic. He yelled in pain as Percy finally pulled out the sword. Sadly, the number one hero was not going down without a fight. He struggled to get to his feet but eventually did.
“One stream of blood is nothing compared to what I will put you through." he yelled, his voice becoming wild and loud. His usual hero demeanor was controlled by the face of evil.
“That's more like it!” Percy yelled, his sword erupting into the air. 
Mr. Mythic sent an attack of wind his way, though it was easily dodged. 
“I’ll kill you! Once and for all Surge, give it all you got!" he screamed, his golden aura erupting with magic energy. Percy stood back, but quickly replied.
“Bring it on! Let’s dance number one." he yelled. The two threw all of their power at each other, after a few minutes of powerful blows, they had both taken on a detrimental toll. 
“Just give up Surge, you have no power left, my victory is inevitable.”  Mr. Mythic said, raising his hands high in the sky.
“Fine, I guess I’ll end it here with all I’ve got.” Percy sighed, he went through all four different elemental hand signs and screamed at the top of his lungs. “ELEMENTAL FOUR, LEND ME YOUR STRENGTH.” 
A swirl of fire, earth, water, and air lunged its way to Mr. Mythic. His eyes widened and his knees shook at the power.
“SURGE!" he let out right before the typhoon of power hit him head on. As soon as the power dispelled, Mr. Mythic was laying on the ground, his open wound leaking with the blood of the most powerful hero in the world. Percy yelled to his victory, falling to his knees with the pride of his monumental win. 
Faya was still facing off against the former headmaster's son; Mason. She was ready to use all of her remaining power to put him in his place. She ran to him, attempting to slash him with her sword. The golden light, still flowing strongly off of it. Mason took a step back, looking at her. Her sword had fallen and now she was relying on her other power. Mason sent fire her way, but she was able to put it out with her water. They fought vigorously, throwing everything they had at each other, but it was clear who the winner would be.
	Mason looked forward at Faya who stood mere feet from him. She looked at him through her eyebrows, sending shivers down his spine. She lifted her arm high in the air, her sword appearing once more in her hand. She slammed her hand down, all of the power she had saved up coming out of her. Mason fell to the ground in shock and horror. He tried to get back to his feet but stumbled in the process. Faya finally reached him, she held the sword to his neck and he looked at her, fear appearing on every inch of his face. Just then, a single drop of blood fell from his neck, onto Faya’s sword, the golden light that used to shine bright started to change, emerge into a deep crimson color stretched to the whole sword, covering it in a dark aura Faya looked in shock as she watched the single drop of blood turn her sword just like Percys, and just like that,  the former golden glow became an awful bloody red glow. Faya looked down at Mason’s pitiful face and sighed. The blood from her overwhelming gash covered the white in her eye, rendering it blind with deep scarlet. Her anger faded away and she grabbed him by the collar. 
	“Seems you get to live another day Mason Ledger.” Faya sighed. She punched him in the gut, blood spitting from his mouth. He groaned loudly in pain. She threw him across the grass. He bounced off the ground until he layed, his eyes rolled back in his head. 
	The field went quiet. All of the screams and blood shed ended and all that was left was a deafening silence. Faya blinked and suddenly all of her evil spirit vanished. All of her bad intentions left her mind as if a spell had been lifted from her war ridden mind. But now that her mind had calmed, she realized what she had done. All of the unconscious bodies that sprinkled the field make Faya sick to her stomach. She looked over to Trixie, then Mason. Tears fell down her eyes uncontrollably.
	“Faya!" she heard Percy's voice call out, whipping off his tattered plague doctor mask. She slinged her head around to see him running towards her. She met him in the middle of the field and collapsed into his arms.
	“Percy, what did I do?" she said, tears starting to well up in her eyes. Her weight caused Percy and her to topple over on the gray concrete. He held her tight in his arms. The two were so tired from the fight they could barely move.
	“You did amazing Faya, we finally did it." he sighed, putting a hand on her head and pulling her closer.
	“I can’t believe it, I did that…” Faya yelped. Everytime she fought it was the same, the emotion and magnitude of her power took over her mind and all she could think of was hurting people, and after every fight, she came back to her senses and realized what she was doing, and now, what she just did was worse than anything she has ever done. The guilt of her actions weighed down on her more than ever, and she couldn’t stop the tears from flowing. The kindness and warmth of Percy's hug seemed to calm her nerves.
	“Faya It’s not your fault, and now that it’s done, the whole world will know just how corrupt the hero system is.." he smiled, softly lifting Fayas chin to look at him. She seemed to get lost in his eyes and before she knew it, she was leaning closer. He looked at her with kind eyes and came even closer to her face. She could feel his breath on her and she blushed. The two closed their eyes but something stopped them. A blood curdling cry that yelled as far as the eye could see. The two whipped their heads around to see the source of the voice was their friend, Adora. She seemed to be kneeling on the ground, her tears forming puddles in the already wet grass. Percy stood up and used the last of his strength to run forward, Faya close behind. Then, they realized why she was screaming. Blood covered her hands and she kept on crying ferociously, screaming and yelling at the top of her lungs. Faya fell to the floor looking down at their friend. Soren. The huge hole in his stomach kept flowing its crimson color and the more it flowed, the louder Adora cried. Percy looked down, his chin quivering with horror. Faya looked down at him, mortified. Everything they had ever done together, all of it came crashing down. It seemed like just yesterday he was saving her at the ball, and bossing Percy and Adora around with his stern tone. She thought about how Adora must be feeling, Soren was her best friend, all she had left. Even though they always bickered, they remained close to each other. They were always around each other, the perfect pair, and now he had been pulled away from her. The tears of her guilt left her, and was replaced by the tears of her sorrow, the sorrow of her old friend. Percy covered his mouth as he tried to calm Adora down, he was trying to hold back his tears, but they kept reappearing in his eyes. Mr.Mythics ear twitched as he heard them call Sorens name, his body was in disarray but it was slowly healing. He was tired, too much so to continue the fight. He closed his eyes muttering a silent apology to Soren. In the distance, they heard the roar of an engine and police sirens ringing through the empty, cold streets. 
	“We have to go!” Percy yelled, picking up Sorens lifeless body in his arms. Adora wiped her tears and allowed Faya to lead her away from the place of his death. They ran through the chilling rain. Drops of blood made its way onto Fayas' already burnt and tattered dress. Percy’s suit was no more, now being replaced by some burnt pants and a white button up though hardly, considering most of the buttons had popped off during the fight. Adora was wearing everyday clothes but now they looked more like those of a murderers because of all the blood that was smeared on her t-shirt and sweatpants. They quickly rushed to a bus stop at the far side of town and collapsed to the floor. Percy laid Soren on the bench and kneeled beside him. The other two did the same. His lifeless body rest still on the cold hard metal. All of his blood had leaked out on the battlefield until there was nothing left. Adora gritted her teeth, banging her fist on the green bench. Tears continued to flow out of her. Percy slammed his hand against a brick wall, trying to hide the tears that wouldn’t stop flowing down his cheeks. He had never cried before, or showed any strong emotion. This death was the last straw, and it snapped. Faya’s tears were small and quiet, she knew that she could never feel the pain Percy and Adora felt. Percy and Soren were friends since they were kids, and Adora and him were always together, attached at the hip. Her feelings meant nothing compared to their pain. Yet she still cried, she couldn’t help it. Everything around her seemed to come to the surface. All of her guilt, sadness, hostility, and happiness crashed through her like a wrecking ball. All of the emotions caused her to start hyperventilating, she choked on the tears she cried and swallowed the sorrows she woed. She grasped the floor as the cries of her friends rang through her ears. All she could do was scream. She let out one, deafening scream. Yet no one reacted. Everyone felt the same. Faya just couldn’t help it, she wanted to be happy for them. No matter how hard she ever tried, her sadness took her over. She looked up at his face, it was calm. He wasn’t sad, nor crying. He looked so calm, so stoic. Even through the calamity they went through, he remained calm, as he always had. The thought of them all together irritated the emotional wound in all of them. Even though Faya had known him for mere months, he was her family. More of a family than her own flesh and blood. Faya forced herself to stand up, though her legs were still wobbly. She looked at him one last time before turning her head.
	“We have to give him a proper burial." she swallowed. The two turned to her, the silence of their distress breaking. 
	“Right…” Adora said, standing up as well. The two turned to Percy who wiped the tears from his eyes and turned around.
	“We must, to honor him." he nodded. Faya tried her best to crack a smile at him but only squeaked out a little one. The sorrow in his eyes started to fade, and it made Faya happy to see his improvement. 
	Percy once again picked him up and took him into the rain, shielding his body with his own shirt. The dreary gray skies reaffirmed their sadness and depression. But they had to face the past and try to move forward, for him.
	They made their way out of the city and walked over to a place they all thought they may never see again, their old home. The street looked the same, the old busted trailers still stood, and the crisp air wallowed through the bright green willows. The only thing different is that their house, their home, was gone. All that remained was a glowing patch of vibrant green grass, glowing even through the thick clouds. 
	“The house, It’s gone.” Adora whispered, her body losing some of its stability. 
	“The perfect place for a burial.” Percy nodded, bringing the body over to the beautiful grass. Percy laid him down and gave the signal for Faya. She nodded and cast an earth spell, lifting a chunk of dirt from the ground. The sun started to peek from behind the clouds, a beautiful sunrise, warm and full of life. Percy kneeled down to the edge and before letting him down, placing his forehead against his old friends, one last time

























Chapter 29
	Percy sighed and let him fall to the end of the six foot hole in the ground. Adora then stepped forward and looked into the hole, tears forming. She nodded and walked away. Faya then used another spell to pick up the ground and place it on top of him. It was painful to watch, but she knew it had to be done, and just like that, he was gone for good. Afterwards, they remained in hiding at their home and acquired money from part time jobs Percy would get. Since he was the only one with a concealed identity, he was the only one who could get work. Faya’s large gash from her fight with Mason left a long scar across her eye, but she was never ashamed of it. To her, it showed her strengths and how she was able to change the world. One day though, the news came on and showed three faces Faya hadn’t expected to see for a while: Ace, Mason, and Trixie. They were all there to discuss the attack on the school. Faya sat down on their couch and watched intently.
	“So, you three were part of the vicious attack from Surge and his partners, correct?” The reporter asked.
	“Yes that is true, though we do not know the identity of them considering they were all wearing masks similar to Surges.” Mason replied, nodding at the screen. Though it was live, Faya felt it. He was nodding at her. Trixie and Ace then nodded at the TV smiling right at her. Tears forced themselves out of her eyes. She nodded back at them, letting out a happy sigh.
	“Thanks you guys." she whispered, looking at them.
	“What will happen to Almighty Academy now that it has been torn down and now that its dark secrets have been revealed?” The reporter asked. He was correct, the news was all over the internet, the news of the corrupted hero school and all they have done to their students. 
	“The school has been disbanded now that the past headmaster is… not with us anymore.” Mason swallowed, looking to the ground. “We will not be rebuilding the school as it will be erased forever, the practices they preached should not be part of the hero curriculum and I am certain new schools will come to fruition now that this news has come to light.”
	Faya smiled at his little speech. At least now you understand, Mason. Faya smiled at the floor. 
	“Every hero will be paid back in full for tuition and any lingering issues this attack has set on them.” Trixie smiled, giving a thumbs up to the camera. 
	“Yes, and we three will try our best as new members of the league of heroes to protect the citizens of Lockwood.” Ace gave a small smile.
	“League of heroes!” Faya almost yelled, jumping up off of the couch.
	“So you three are now the youngest members of the league of heroes is that correct?” The reporter questioned.
	“Yes that is correct. I, Mason Ledger, am the son of Collen Ledger: the former headmaster of Almighty Academy, and I promise to do my best as your protector, as do my partners." he motioned to his left and right, Trixie and Ace waving. 
	“You guys…” Faya cried, looking at the television with clouded vision. Her tears were forcibly pushed back by the happiness she felt at seeing her friends doing well. She turned the TV off with a smile and stood up, looking around at the calmness of her new home in lockwood.

			         ****

	It has now been a little over a year since the end of Almighty Academy; schools from all over the world worked to fill the void it left behind.  The Hero Society was patched up slowly and now Mason, Trixie, and Ace were climbing their way to the top of the League of Heroes. As for Faya, she now lives with Percy and Adora. They are currently working on their plans for their next change in hero society, but no matter how far they stray from good, Faya knows that three members of the league of heroes will always have a soft spot for Faya and her friends. Percy had told her something long ago, that once the face of good is stolen, it is never long before a world crumbles to the deception of evil. The acts Faya played on the world were heinous but not truly evil, not yet anyway. But even so, no matter what happens, the story of that day will go down in history. The tale of Surge, and the fall of the almighty.
                                                                        


