ASCENSION: GENESIS 
The wind pushed hard against the spires of Bulqyria’s coliseum, whistling through every narrow seam of stone and steel. From his private balcony high above the arena, Spencer Livingston stood still and soaked in the atmosphere of his home planet. Spencer was not any random person; he was a decorated soldier, born of Bulqyria, trained in its war academies, and raised by its code of dominance and discipline.  He had spilled blood for the crown time and time again, and his body was living proof, he stood tall at 6 '5, defined muscles from head to toe. Hair a dark brown, nearly black, worn short on the sides and slightly longer on top—military clean, but just messy enough to show he’s not totally square and he’s been through life.  His skin, a rich copper-brown with undertones of bronze and scars from years of battle. His strong jawline was noticeable because of the scar lining his cheekbone, a slight cleft in his chin, and cheekbones sharp enough to slice through diplomatic red tape. He had led battalions through planetary sieges, his voice deep, resonant and firm, quiet command, not shouting to victory. And now he stood among champions, about to fight for something bigger than war. 
[bookmark: _Int_ZcL8hCL7]There stood Megan D’arien with the confidence of someone who didn’t need to knock. Megan was not from Bulqyira but she knew Spencer very well due to the Bulqyrian Trials. Across the galaxy, no ceremony nor gathering rivaled the Trials- an ancient gauntlet of combat, endurance, and strategy. Champions from dozens of worlds across the galaxy came to fight not just for glory and honor, but for the ultimate prize: Ascension. The Trials were ruthless. Each planet was represented by either one or three members. They faced wave after wave of randomized obstacles— environmental shifts, engineered beasts, calculated betrayals, and, eventually, each other. There were no timeouts. No resets. The last standing three earned the right to bring Ascension to their people.
[bookmark: _Int_yPWdBrLz]Ascension, it was not just a trophy. It was a force. Emerald-blue, plasma like, ancient and unknowingly alive. It is harvested from the wells buried deep in Bulqyria’s crust; Ascension could bend the laws of physics and rewrite the biology of those who harnessed it or encountered it. On its own, it was volatile at times, based on the people it surrounded. It is a sentient energy, when around evil people, it will react and behave violently, and vice versa. But when fused with a body— if accepted— it grants strength beyond reason, endurance beyond measure, and abilities tied to a person's nature. For example, Bulqyian’s, once born, you are greeted by the ascension filled atmosphere, and this is what creates the powerful Bulqyrian’s. Although it had its perks and niceties, it comes with a price. Others went mad, some didn’t survive the bonding at all, some were consumed. An entire lineage of Bulqyrian’s were wiped from existence because of the way ascension bonded with their physiology. They became animals quite literally, acting solely from Primal instinct. They stood tall, 7 feet some even bigger. Muscles larger than they should be, skin almost metallic, teeth and claws extended from their mouth and hands. These abominations ruled and conquered planets for almost two centuries before they were stopped by their very own. Bulqyrian’s who had successfully bonded had teamed up and slaughtered these Primal's from existence, one by one until there were none left. 
Spencer’s hands curled into fists against the marble railing. The ghost of Bulqyria’s past still; whispered through its coliseums, etched into the very foundation beneath his feet. And now, he stood ready to make history once again—not as a soldier, but as a champion.
“Still brooding?” a voice called from behind, standing in the metallic doorframe of Spencer’s war quarters. Her voice was laced with teasing confidence, and a soft welcoming tone. 
[bookmark: _Int_BaNPsLP1]Megan D’Airen stepped forward into the room, her silhouette sharp against the twin moons. She wasn’t born of Bulqyria— her blood ran hot from a world from here, a sun scorched planet known as Velara, where time moved almost as fast as its people. The Velerans were kinetic by nature, all in different ways. Some built speed by collecting heat, the hotter they got the faster they got, others could teleport by using what waves on the planet, which were never lacking because Velara was occupied by two suns. Some eventually evolved and started to build speed off kinetic input, taking damage and getting hurt built their speed; this was a very rare genetic marker that not many had, and if they did, they lived short lives because of the danger of their speed input. But most ran and moved freely with every breath being a burst of heat. Megan was one of the fastest among them, more reason as to why she was participating in the Trials. She won Ascension for her people every decade, she had become a familiar face over the years, especially when seen with Spencer in the earlier years. 
Her speed did not derive from lightning, but from friction—her cells igniting bursts of energy as she moved, generating heat and sometimes flames as a byproduct. To the untrained eye, she blurred across fields in flames; to her enemies, she was an oncoming wall of fire. Her people gave her much leeway to go to Bulqyria as she pleased, quite frankly because she deserved it; although her parents detested the idea of her and the Bulqyrian soldier, they could not do much to stop her, she was her own woman. Her armor gleamed in with every step, white with glowing crimson streaks, shimmered faintly from residual heat. The crimson lines of the suit would fill with flames while she moved, creating this mix of red and orange from the light of the flames and the white ivory contrast of her suit. 
She walked closer to him, stopping by the railing, arms crossed, a small grin tugging at her lips. “You always get like this before a fight.” 
Spencer’s gaze did not sway from the field. “Not brooding. Just focused.” 
“It’s not just a fight,” she said, her voice softening slightly as she stepped closer to him, her amber colored eyes shimmering in the sun as she looked at him.
He nodded once. “No. It’s the Trials.” 
Megan didn’t reply right away. She leaned on the railing beside him, jet black hair flowing in the air since she had not yet put it in her signature ponytail, eyes scanning the stone coliseum, analyzing the shifts and changes in the sandy terrain. The arena below was already live with movement— Bulqyrian priests lighting the ceremonial torches, engineers adjusting terrain plates for movement, and guards in obsidian armor clearing the perimeter.
“You ever wonder what we’d be if we didn’t keep doing this?” Megan asked
He gave a sideways glance. “Alive and less pain probably.”
She chuckled. “No, I mean… if we weren’t champions. If we never entered the Trials. What would we be?”
Spencer’s jaw flexed. “I don’t know. Maybe I’d be one of those old combat trainers barking at kids.” 
“Pretty sure you’d still find time to brood on balconies.”
He allowed the corner of his mouth to twitch— a rare moment of warmth. They were friends now but before that, they had a romantic past, now gone in the wind. There was a silence between them, the kind that came only from history. A few years ago, in a very different war, they’d saved each other’s lives time and time again. It wasn’t just battling scars they shared— it was love and mutual respect and understanding. They knew what it was like to lose friends and comrades, to be the only ones standing when the dust cleared. To be admired and yet utterly alone with no real sense of victory or purpose. 
Megan looked up at him. “You ready for this once?”
“Always.”
Before she could respond, the heavy double doors behind them slid open with a low mechanical groan. A figure stood framed in the light, tall and calm, dressed in ceremonial robes black and deep violet. Solomon Veil. He wasn’t Bulqyrian, but you wouldn’t know it by how he carried himself. His skin was a deep copper-gold, his eyes silver-grey like forged metal, always scanning, always calculating. A lattice of faint geometric lines shimmered along his arms—subdermal traces of Ascension adaption. He wore no crest or colors, just a high-collared coat that hung open to reveal a reinforced under suit layered in shifting shades of graphite and silver. Where Spencer was a soldier and Megan was speed incarnate, Solomon was something else entirely—calm, unreadable, as if he was already living three steps ahead of every moment. He was born to power. He was Adapted. One of the few known to survive forced exposure to Ascension energy, Solomon’s body had not only survived the mutation—it had perfected it. Where others had been broken, driven mad, or rendered into Primal monsters, Solomon remained intact. Enhanced. Precise. He didn’t bow. Didn’t smile. Just said, 	“They’re ready. All quadrant representatives have been summoned to the arena.” 
Spencer turned, nodding. “Aright.” 
Megan rolled her shoulders, already cracking faintly with heat. “Let’s give them a show.” 
The coliseum roared like a living thing—tens of thousands of voices rising beneath the twin moons of Bulqyria. Towering stone spires formed concentric rings around the arena, glowing with veins of emerald-blue Ascension energy. The air itself seemed to pulse with anticipation. Dozens of champions stood in the center pit. Some bore armor etched in the language of their home worlds. Others stood bare-chested and silent, adorned only with scars. Every ten years, they came. From frozen moons and war-torn deserts. From underwater dynasties and floating sky-fortresses. They came for one reason: Ascension. 	Spencer stepped into the sand and let the atmosphere settle around him. The gravity was lighter here, the tension heavier. Megan landed beside him in a ripple of kinetic heat. Solomon followed, hands tucked behind his back, gaze sweeping the arena. Then the horns sounded. A booming voice echoed across the stone, carried by ancient glyphs etched into the walls. 
It was the emperor, Emperor Paluni, the most powerful Bulqyrian on the planet. He was not just powerful because of strength but because of the power system set up in Bulqyrian history. This system was set up years after the Primal's were all killed, by the elders, to ensure that Bulqyrian’s could never be overthrown by their own again. This invisible chain of dominance, your Sovereign Field is embedded in their biology and regulated by the planet itself. The higher you were in Bulqyrian society, was the equivalent to your power, respect, and strength. You could pretty much feel your power decrease in the presence of someone in a higher place than you. Muscles would tremble, minds would dull, and strength would drain—not out of fear, but out of the law that was set. The air itself obeyed this hierarchy; and Emperor Paluni stood at the very top. His Sovereign Field stood above all others, and why wouldn’t it. He was the emperor.
The arena below began to shift. With a low mechanical groan, the circular stone platform at the coliseum’s center rotated, splitting open like a spiral iris. Pillars emerged from the ground—some jagged and metallic, others slick with glowing moss, relics of long-extinct planets. Artificial terrain snapped into place with precision. Every arena configuration was randomized by the Elders. No one knew what the battlefield would look like until the Trials had begun, not even the emperor, and now, everyone knew. Now it stood revealed: a jungle of steel and ash. Towering constructs mimicked volcanic trees, their branches curling with smoke. Rivers of molten glass cut between sharp cliffs, and the sky overhead flickered with interference, hiding automated threats waiting to descend. From each quadrant surrounding the arena, the competitions began to emerge, one by one. Some wore ceremonial armor from their native planet, others walked shirtless, bodies lined with tattoos of their war history. There were seventeen worlds representing this cycle—each choosing between one to three fighters. Champions strode out with purpose, gripping their weapons till their knuckles turned white, their eyes locked on the arena’s heart. The crowd—hundreds of thousands seated in spiraling layers around the coliseum—erupted in cheers, screams, and chants in a dozen languages. 
Spencer stepped forward from the shadows of the royal tunnel. The crowd responded to him with the weight of history. He was no stranger to these sands. For over three decades, Spencer had fought in the trials—never for his own glory, but for the honor of his home. He adjusted the brace across his forearm checking the glyphs etched into his gauntlet. Megan appeared at his side, bouncing lightly on her toes, her long crimson ponytail flicking as she moved. Her body hummed with kinetic tension. 
Solomon walked slightly behind them. Quiet, observant. His suit was layered in adaptive fabrics that shimmered faintly with that emotionless brilliance he always carried. 
“This feels different,” Megan muttered, watching the environment twist under the coliseum’s automated systems. “More…final.”
Spencer grunted, “It’s designed that way. They want the weak to crack.” 
Solomon didn’t speak. He turned slightly as a pair of bone-white warriors emerged from the northeast gate. One of them snarled openly at Spencer. 
“Ah,” Megan whispered. “Stratos.”
The name spread across the arena like venom. Stratos was a warrior—no, more than that. He was a relic of the cosmos, a being born before time began counting itself. When the glaziers were still whispers and stardust was just a thought, Stratos and the other Old Gods stood watch. Each one tethered to a force of nature, a truth of the universe, a burden too heavy for mortals to bear. His dominion was weather—tempest and silence, storm and stillness. And when the planets were sculpted from the bones of dead stars, Stratos was sent to one. Not to rule it. Not to interfere, but to watch. 
For millennia, that’s exactly what he did. He lingered in the upper skies of his assigned world, cloaked in lightning, speaking in thunder to only himself. Alone. Eternal. Silent. But gods get curious, and curiosity, when wielded by something immortal, becomes dangerous. When the civilization of Bulqyria rose—when their ships began carving paths through the stars and their name rang louder than most empires—Stratos broke the code. He chose a host, a mortal avatar to wield a fraction of his essence. The reasoning was simple: proximity. A god on high had limits, but a god tethered to flesh walking the ground that their power came from, gained something more terrifying than raw power—presence. 
He didn’t expect what came next. With each generation of avatars, his strength surged. Not just their strength, his. Something in the connection—between god and mortal, between divine will and planetary root—had begun unbinding the chains that once held his true form dormant. He was no longer limited. No longer contained. And so, he came. Descended. To Bulqyria itself. Not as a whisper in the clouds, but as thunder incarnate. 
By the time he arrived, his restraint thinned to a thread, and today it would snap when he met John—Solomon’s brother. A flare of pride. A misstep in diplomacy. A shove too hard. And suddenly, the god that Stratos was would be put to the test. Stratos was another known competitor in the Trials. He had fought in the Trials five times. He had never lost. But he had never shared victory either. His host would typically die. Every time. 
The horns sounded again, this time sharper—shrill. Above the arena, Emperor Paluni’s voice echoed and boomed once more.
“Let the Trials of Ascension begin.”
There was no countdown. A seismic blast cracked across the field, and the chaos began immediately. Platforms shifted, fighters split off. Megan was gone in a blink, flames bursting in the air in her wake. Spencer dropped into a defensive stance, narrowly dodging a blade made of frozen oxygen. Solomon turned just in time to repel a wall of pressure launched from a gravity user on the opposing side. It wasn’t a battle. It was a war, and it had only just begun. 
The Arena was alive with chaos. A dozen differemt styles of war clashed at once-projectile users, elemental manipulators, brute combatants, silent assassins flickering through smoke. Terrain shifted with every step. Platforms rotated without warning. Ascension-imbued traps burst from the floor like venomous teeth. But Spencer didn’t blink he flew. His body lifted above the battlefield in one smooth surge, cloak snapping behind him, dust spiraling in his wake. From high above, he spotted three champions coordinating below—trident, shield, and seismic disruptor, Veterans. 
They didn’t see him coming. He dove. Fist-first. The impact alone cracked the ground like a meteor. One opponent was thrown backward into a wall of steel vines; another was knocked unconscious by the shockwave alone. The third turned just in time to see Spencer rise, eyes glowing a mix of red and purple.
“Too slow,” Spencer muttered. 
Then came the beam. It wasn’t fire, it wasn’t heat, it was pressure. Raw kinetic plasma violet-red energy. It roared from Spencer’s eyes, cutting a clean path through the final warrior’s shield and armor—leaving a smoldering arc carved into the dirt. Across the arena, Megan blurred. One moment she was a whisper behind the jagged glass pillars. The next fire. Every step she took ignited the ground. Her suit’s crimson channels flared as she built momentum, each movement fueling the kinetic friction surging through her bones. Two opponents tried to box her in. Wrong move. She ran a spiral between them, dragging her hand against one’s shoulder as she passed. He screamed—his armor glowing red, melting from the heat surge she left behind. The other raised a spear to block her second pass. She stopped short. Mid-air. Spun—fist engulfed in flame—and struck low. The kinetic punch exploded the air around them. The fighter was thrown ten feet backward, armor cracked down the middle.
Solomon was silent. He didn’t run. He didn’t fly. He walked. Wherever he moved, the air shimmered. His adaptive suit analyzed every pattern—heat signatures, pressure differentials, gravitational pull—and changed its density and texture mid-step. A sand-wielding warrior attempted to blindside him with a shifting blade. Solomon caught it. Barehanded. The sand crystallized the moment it touched his skin—frozen, neutralized.
“I’ve seen that trick before,” he said softly, and turned the attacker’s momentum against them, flipping them into the wall without breaking stride. 
Then—he paused. His eyes narrowed. Above them all… Stratos had moved. The god’s vessel hovered midair, arms outstretched. At first, it seemed like a power display. But Megan slowed. Spencer halted mid-flight. Solomon stopped cold. They felt it. The temperature shifted. The pressure dropped. Stratos opened his eyes—and the sky fractured. Lightning bled from the clouds like veins. A low-frequency hum filled the arena, vibrating in bone. His body twitched, almost imperceptibly, like something inside was clawing its way out. A champion ran at him—cocky, sword drawn. Stratos didn’t move.
He exhaled. A bolt of Ascension-charged lightning struck the ground from above—splitting the air with a scream. The champion never touched the dirt.
He was gone.
Spencer clenched his jaw. “That wasn’t showmanship.”
Megan’s eyes narrowed. “He’s making a statement.”
Solomon stepped forward. “I doubt that”
Stratos began to change. His skin, once sleek, started to fracture—small cracks glowing blue. His lips moved, but his voice came layered. Split. One word echoing with two tongues.
“I will not be bound again.”
It wasn’t the host anymore. It was Stratos, speaking through him.
The air responded. Lightning webbed from his chest to the clouds, a storm system forming in seconds. The arena's artificial field tried to compensate—but the systems short-circuited.
Ascension energy surged beyond control. Three more champions fell in seconds. One hit by a bolt and scorched. One crushed by a collapsing platform. The third—The third froze mid-run, body paralyzed by the gravitational distortion. He hit the wall and didn't get up. Stratos laughed. But it wasn’t human.
Then the trio moved. Spencer launched into the sky—fist almost glowing with compressed force. Megan took the lower flank, flames bursting behind every step. Solomon called to the arena floor—drawing Ascension into his palms, focusing it into pure kinetic redirection. They struck together. A synchronized assault—heat, power, precision. They hit Stratos midair. The shockwave cracked the coliseum walls. Ascension bled like fire through the sky. The crowd screamed. For a moment… he fell. A crater formed at the impact site. Smoke covered the battlefield.
Spencer hovered above. “Is he—”
BOOM. A thunderclap silenced the world. From the crater, Stratos rose, floating—untouched. Eyes now glowing white-hot. His host’s mouth hung open. The human inside was gone. He raised both hands. The sky obeyed. Spencer was struck midair—his body thrown across the arena, crashing into a pillar. Megan tried to grab him, but lightning curved toward her—singeing her leg, cutting her speed in half. Solomon adapted to the oncoming threat and his skin body became a rubbery texture, warding off the electricity but still, even then it still knocked him across the field. 
They weren’t winning. They were surviving. Then—John entered the arena. Panting. Furious. Dressed in ceremonial robes, but trembling with panic.
“STRATOS!” he screamed. “That’s ENOUGH!” 
Stratos turned to look at him. Just a tilt of the head. An acknowledgment. But no obedience.
John stepped forward. “You were supposed to fight them. Not kill them! We had a deal!”
Spencer sat up, coughing. “What... plan?”
Megan was bleeding. Solomon was beginning to get up slowly. John’s eyes darted around, realizing what he had revealed.
He pointed at the trio. “You—you ruined it! This was our moment! Stratos was going to ascend again, and I was going to finish him. I was going to be a hero.”
Silence.
And then the voice of Emperor Paluni—calm, thunderous, without echo. “John Veil. You are stripped of your rights to the Trials.”
John froze.
“You are hereby exiled to Infinity Falls. Affected immediately.”
Guards began to move.
John looked to Solomon. “Say something! I did this for us!”
Solomon didn’t blink.
He only said, “You chose ego over honor. You did this for yourself.”
And then John was gone—swallowed by the abyss, the pit sealing shut behind him. The silence that followed was deafening. Spencer looked around, taking in the smoldering battlefield, the wreckage, the bruises, the bodies, the god now unconscious and restrained at the center of it all. They had survived. But it hadn’t felt like a victory. The infirmary was dim, quiet except for the low hum of machinery and the faint hiss of stabilizer gas. Spencer sat on the edge of the healing platform, half his armor stripped down, his shoulder wrapped in fresh gauze and his ribs wrapped even tighter. Megan leaned against the wall nearby, her leg braced and elevated. A faint glow still lingered under her skin, the last remnants of Ascension friction still working through her nerves.
Solomon stood alone at the far window, watching as guards loaded Stratos’ host body—now completely unconscious—into a containment pod reinforced with obsidian seals and powered glyphs. It took six soldiers just to move it. None of them spoke.
Eventually, Megan broke the silence. “We’re still alive. That’s... something.”
Spencer exhaled through his nose, the ghost of a grin forming. “Barely.”
“You think John knew what would happen?” she asked, voice quieter now.
“No,” Solomon said without turning. “But he wanted it anyway.”
Spencer looked at him, then down at his hands. They were still trembling. Not from fear, but from the weight of everything they’d just witnessed. Of what Stratos could’ve done—of what he almost did. The door hissed open. An elder stepped in—one of the nine who presided over the Trials. Clad in dark violet robes threaded with silver, his voice was sharp and ceremonial.
“Emperor Paluni requests your presence.”
Spencer stood first, tightening the strap of his gauntlet. Megan limped forward beside him. Solomon didn’t move until the others had passed. His silver gaze lingered once more on the pod being lifted through the ceiling hatch, bound for storage deep beneath the palace. He said nothing. The throne room of Bulqyria was unlike anything else in the galaxy. A half-dome of polished obsidian and hovering panels, with the twin moons casting long shadows through the high vertical slits in the walls. Emerald-blue Ascension veins pulsed under the floor, slow and steady, like the heart of the planet itself. Emperor Paluni sat atop the grand platform, surrounded by the other elders, his presence as undeniable as gravity. In front of him, suspended on a floating altar of containment glyphs, was Stratos’ helmet. It looked harmless now. Black and gold. Elegant curves. Silent. But every champion in that room could feel the pressure rolling from it.
Paluni’s voice cut through the space like a blade. 
“For crimes committed against the Trials and the people of Bulqyria, Stratos’ divine vessel has been sealed. His relic—this helmet—will no longer be accessible by any champion or bloodline. From this day forward, it is condemned.”
The altar lowered slightly.
“You three,” Paluni continued, shifting his eyes toward Spencer, Megan, and Solomon. 	“Have stood not only as victors, but as protectors. For decades, you’ve bled in this arena and honored your homes. Today, you defended the galaxy from something none of us predicted. As such, you may each submit one request.”
Megan blinked. “A request?”
“Any prize within our power,” one elder said. “Land, title, technology... legacy.”
Spencer stepped forward slowly, his voice firm. “Earth.”
Paluni’s brow rose. “Earth?”
“There’s no Ascension there,” Spencer explained. “No tethered energy, no history of bonding. It's isolated. Small. Weak, maybe, but untouched. If we take the helmet there, it’ll be safe. Hidden. Out of reach.”
The emperor considered. “Very well,” he said. “The helmet will be escorted to Earth. You may accompany it—your presence will ensure compliance.”
“I’ll go,” Megan said, without hesitation.
Paluni looked to Solomon. “And you?”
Solomon paused. “No.”
He turned to leave. But later—at the docking bay—he was already waiting at the ramp of the ship.
Spencer raised a brow. “Change your mind?”
Solomon nodded once. “My brother’s gone. My house is empty. I need something new.”
Spencer didn’t reply. He didn’t need to. Instead, he reached out and clasped Solomon’s shoulder once before stepping past him. Solomon followed him up the ramp and into the ship. The lights flickered on automatically, scanning for vital signs. Cool air greeted them like a sigh. In the center of the bay, he sealed containment unit stood silent. Inside, the helmet of Stratos—god of weather, hero of the old world-rested in stillness with deep grooves of emerald, blue. A pulse glowed faintly beneath the casing. Not a warning. Not an alert. Just waiting. As Solomon passed it. 
The ship eased into its hyperspace lane, stars bending like streaks of light across black glass. Inside, the main corridor went quiet—only the hum of stabilizers and soft mechanical whirs echoed through the metal. Megan found herself standing alone in the observation chamber, arms resting on the edge of the glass. She stared out at the stars, watching as home became nothing but memory. Her fingers twitched, tiny sparks crackling just beneath the skin of her palm. She clenched her fist and tucked her hand beneath her arm. Not yet.
Behind her, Solomon entered silently. He said nothing at first. Just stood beside her and watched the same sky. 
“You ever think we’re just running?” she asked after a while.
Solomon looked at her. “Always.”
“But running from what?”
“Whatever we couldn’t fix,” he said. “Or whoever we failed.”
Megan nodded but didn’t respond. The silence that followed didn’t feel cold. It felt earned.
Down in the lower deck, Spencer sat in the med bay, staring at his reflection in a small glass screen. His face looked harder now. Older. Not by time—but by weight. By everything he’d buried. He pulled out a small photo from a compartment in his gear—three of them, together, before the collapse. Back when things made sense. Back when they still believed they were just soldiers. Not survivors.
He exhaled slowly, then folded the photo and slid it back into the compartment. “No turning back,” he muttered.
A quiet chime echoed from the cockpit. ETA to Earth: 4 Days, 3 Hours. Back in the cargo hold, a slight vibration pulsed beneath the floor. No alarms. No lights. Just a faint shift—one only the helmet could feel. A silent tremor through space, through time.
It pulsed once more. Not loud enough to shake the ship. But loud enough to be heard by something ancient. Something waiting. And somewhere—across time, across fate—a storm began to stir. Outside the viewport, Earth hung in silence—distant, untouched and still asleep. Spencer stepped closer, his eyes locked on the swirling colors of blue and brown. 
“This is it.” he muttered. 
Megan joined him, shoulder to shoulder, watching the planet slowly turned beneath them. Behind them, Solomon worked the controls, His silence sang everything. No fanfare. No speech. Just the soft hum of the ship and the feeling that nothing would ever be the same again.


CHAPTER 2

The ship breached Earth’s atmosphere in silence. It didn’t roar or streak across the sky—it whispered. A cloak of shadow among the clouds. Inside, Spencer stood rigid at the viewing panel, arms crossed as he stared down at the blue and brown swirls of an unfamiliar world. His thoughts were silent, but his presence carried weight, like a boulder waiting to fall.
Behind him, Megan bounced lightly on her toes, her suit adjusting to the planet’s temperature in real-time. Her energy built up unconsciously, feet aching to run. Not because she was restless, but because this place was too still. Too grounded. 
Solomon sat with one hand on a glowing interface, the other adjusting a small device on his wrist. The readouts pulsed with Earth’s metrics: climate zones, cultural thresholds, energy levels. Primitive, he thought. But not irrelevant.
The ship’s system chimed. “Approach vector complete. Mojave Desert sector reached. Initiating pre-landing protocol.” 
The room dimmed. Walls shifted.
A smooth voice followed: “Passengers, prepare for revitalization.”
The Revitalization Chamber unfolded from the wall like a blooming flower—three hexagonal pods arranged in a circle, their interiors glowing with blue light and moving data streams. Megan blinked.
 “This is it, huh?”
Spencer gave a tight nod. “This is how we learn Earth.”
Solomon stepped toward the chamber. “Not just language. Behavior. History. Currency systems. Identity structures. Everything we need to function.”
They each entered a pod. As the chamber sealed shut, a pulse of light engulfed their vision. It wasn’t painful—but it was overwhelming. Billions of bits of data, compressed into synaptic flashes, uploaded in seconds. Civilizations. Wars. Social hierarchies. Netflix. Firearms. School systems. Internet sarcasm. When the pods opened, they staggered out slowly, blinking as Earth suddenly made sense.
“Why do people keep arguing about pineapple on pizza?” Megan muttered.
Spencer grunted. “Still sounds disgusting.”
Solomon exhaled through his nose, adjusting a data cuff on his wrist. “We’re ready.”
The rear hatch opened. Heat swept in like an old breath. They stepped into the Mojave Desert—miles of cracked earth and blinding sun. The containment pod behind them lowered quietly, locking into the sand. Inside: Stratos’ helmet. Reinforced, sealed with glyphs, and bound by imperial decree.
Spencer crouched beside it; palm pressed against the casing. “This stays buried. No one finds it.”
Megan stood beside him, scanning the horizon. “And us?”
Solomon stepped forward, raising a small orb-like device. “I’ve already started crafting 	Earth identities. Records, histories, digital trails and careers. We need lives to blend into.”
He tapped the device. Three holograms hovered: each with photos, birth records, government IDs, bank accounts, even fake social media profiles. “Everything they’d expect us to have.”
“Wait,” Megan said, turning. “You’re making us fake lives?”
“No,” Solomon replied. “I’m giving us the chance to choose who we want to be.”
Silence. The desert wind blew hot.
Spencer straightened. “I don’t care what I do, as long as I’m useful.”
Megan raised a brow. “I could teach,” she said, almost surprised by her own words. “Velocity. Physics. Science. The kids would love me.”
Solomon nodded. “Done.”
“And what about you?” she asked him.
But he was already walking. “Don’t worry about me.”
Weeks Later. A dusty garage sat at the edge of a small desert town. Inside, Spencer worked under a rusted old pickup truck, sweat rolling down his brow, muscles flexed as he tightened a bolt. Oil stained his forearms. He didn’t speak much to the locals, but they liked him. Quiet. Reliable. Strong hands. They called him “Spence.” And still… he felt the silence. The itch. The missing weight of a mission. Across town, Megan stood in front of a classroom filled with teenagers. Her glasses weren’t real—just for effect. Her lectures were fast-paced, vivid, and sharp. She moved through lessons with energy and fire. The students called her Miss D. Her room always smelled like cinnamon gum and dry-erase markers. She liked it more than she expected. Solomon remained a ghost.
He traveled from city to city, setting up backdoors into global systems—finances, government servers, encrypted satellites. He paid for their homes, stocked their accounts, built backup IDs for when things went sideways. The others barely saw him. But ever so often, a box would appear in their homes—new tech, custom tools, medical supplies. No note. Just his silent way of saying: “I’m still here.”
One night, back on the ship, Solomon stood alone at the console. His eyes skimmed over personality schematics. Spencer’s file was glowing orange—Searching for purpose. Megan’s, pulsing green Satisfied, for now. His own? Blank. No progress bar. No summary. Just a single word: “Incomplete.”
He stared at it for a long time. Then slid the screen to the side and continued work as usual. 
The desert was quiet most days. Just sun, sand, and stillness. Spencer sat outside the garage on a folding chair, drinking black coffee that tasted like battery fluid. A radio crackled quietly beside him—old country music fuzzing in and out. He squinted up at the sky, wondering if anyone up there even remembered who he was. He still hadn’t told anyone about the dreams. About the way his body would twitch at night, like it was trying to lift off again. Or the way he sometimes thought he heard his name carried in the wind, low and guttural, in a tongue this planet didn’t know. He kept those things to himself.
Across town, Megan walked home with a bag of groceries slung over one shoulder. Students waved at her from passing bikes, and she waved back, smiling like she belonged here. Some days, she believed it. Other days, her hands would spark slightly when she got emotional. The heat still lived in her—just under the skin. In her small apartment, she kept a pair of gauntlets hidden under the floorboards. She hadn’t touched them in weeks. But she checked on them every night.
And somewhere out there—no one knew where exactly—Solomon watched Earth in motion. Planes, drones, weather patterns, underground energy currents. He tracked it all from the hidden room built deep within their ship, now cloaked and buried beneath a false layer of sand and signal disruption. He had installed a failsafe beacon in each of their homes. If something happened—anything even slightly abnormal—they’d know. 
One night, Spencer stepped into the corner store after closing the garage. As he grabbed a drink from the fridge, he heard a familiar voice arguing over canned soup in the next aisle.
“—I’m saying it’s clearly expired. Just look at the date.” 
Megan.
Spencer rounded the corner. She turned, saw him, and broke into a grin.
“Well, well,” she said, holding up a dented can. “Look who’s finally learning to blend in.”
He gave a small smirk. “Didn’t think I’d run into you here.”
“You think you’re the only one who craves,” she furrowed her brow as she read the can. “Chef Boyardee ravioli at midnight?”
They both laughed, soft and brief. A rare sound between them. Then, silence.
Until Megan said, quietly, “You feel it too, don’t you?”
Spencer didn’t ask what she meant. He just nodded.
Megan’s smile faded. “It’s coming. I don’t know what—but something is.”
Spencer’s jaw flexed. “Then we stay ready.”
She nodded once, then turned back to the soup aisle. “Tell Solomon to check the sensors. Some of the students were talking about a storm in the desert. The same place we left Stratos, may be nothing but; wouldn’t hurt to check.”
Spencer didn’t reply. Just looked at her for a moment longer, then left.
That night, inside the hidden command room, Solomon stared at three monitors. One showed Spencer asleep in his chair, a wrench still in his lap. Another showed Megan pacing her living room, flames gently flickering around her fingertips.
And the third?
The third showed a glowing dot deep underground—faint, pulsing, and unfamiliar.
Solomon leaned in, eyes narrowing.
“…That’s new.”
   The desert sun clung to the garage roof like it was trying to melt through. Inside, Spencer wiped his forearm across his brow, sweat streaked with a bit of grease. The hover-truck overhead had a fusion-core leak—basic stuff by 3020 standards, but the shop didn’t have the right lift for a vehicle this dense. So, Spencer waited until his boss was on break, checked the cameras, then quietly ducked behind the closed bay doors. He bent his knees, inhaled, and slipped his fingers beneath the undercarriage. With a quiet grunt, he lifted the entire vehicle with his bare hands.
Hydraulics creaked in protest—not from the truck, but the floor.
“Just five more seconds,” he whispered.
The fusion line was glowing pale green, leaking energy in short pulses. Spencer narrowed his eyes. Reddish-purple beams flickered from his pupils—fine, precise, concentrated—and with a controlled exhale, he cut through the casing and welded the seal shut, smooth as glass. The light faded. Truck lowered. No trace. He stood back, wiped his hands, and grabbed a wrench just as his boss walked in.
“You get it working?” the man asked, sipping a cold energy drink.
Spencer nodded. “Just needed a little pressure applied.”
“You’re a damn miracle worker, Spence.”
Spencer just gave a tired shrug and walked to the back office. The hum in his chest hadn't gone away. 
Across town, Megan stood in a dim classroom long after her students had left. The whiteboard still held fragments of the day's lesson—kinetics, velocity equations, frictional forces. Everything she taught was factual, grounded in Earth science. She made sure of it. No Bulqyrian shortcuts. She erased the board with one hand while tucking chairs with the other. Then she paused. Glanced at the digital watch on her wrist—sleek, black, unassuming. A gift from Solomon. The speed-dampener. She hesitated, then unstrapped it. The moment it came off, the world slowed—barely, but noticeably. The particles in the air danced more freely. Her arms moved with a familiar fluidity. She zipped around the room in a blink. Chairs stacked, trash taken out, windows locked—all in under five seconds. The room stood spotless. She stared at the watch in her hand. Then, reluctantly, she put it back on. The world resumed its normal pace.
Megan turned off the lights and left, her footsteps quiet, her mind not.
Back on the ship, buried beneath signal interference and a holographic sand dune, Solomon sat at the console. His eyes locked onto the screen. A small blinking dot—pulsing beneath the desert. Near the helmet’s burial site. The next day, Solomon opened a direct line.
“Check the site,” he said into Spencer’s ear.
Spencer didn’t question it. He walked out back, looked around, made sure there were no cameras or people watching, then he lifted into the sky without hesitation—no thrusters, no sound. Just his natural ability. The flight was short. He landed softly in the desert, near the sealed pod. Sand swept around his boots. He crouched, brushing away the cover layer. The glyphs were still intact. He ran a scan. Nothing at first.
Then—
Hummmm.
Same low vibration. Like a deep breath caught in the earth itself.
Spencer tapped his comm. “It’s humming. Same as before.”
“Still no breach?”
“None. But it’s reacting.”
Solomon paused. “That’s weird. Ascension energy shouldn’t be possible here. Earths not built for it. No abilities. No contenders.” 
“I know,” Spencer muttered. “Humans can’t support it. They don’t have the density, the biology, the resonance.”
“Then why is it pulsing?”
“I don’t know. Maybe... maybe something changed.”
Back at her apartment, Megan joined the call. “You two don’t think it’s here, do you? Ascension? On Earth? That’s not possible.”
“That’s what we believed,” Solomon said quietly. “That Earth was too low on the chain. Too fragile. Too simple.”
“Then maybe,” Spencer said, rising into the sky, eyes cast down toward the buried helmet, “maybe something followed us.” None of them spoke after that. The hum continued. Then faded. For now. He stepped away from the crater.
The wind had died down. The storm was gone. But the silence? It wasn’t right. It felt placed—intentional. Like the desert was waiting for something.
Spencer hovered in place for a moment, scanning the horizon. Just open land. Scorched sand. Not a soul in sight. But something still felt off.
He tapped his wristband twice, reactivating the power dampener. A faint hum returned, dulling the glow beneath his skin. Back to being quiet. Back to being small. As he took off, rising gently into the clouds, the crater below stayed still. The helmet didn’t move. No noise. No light. But somewhere deeper—underneath all the dirt and stone—the Ascension energy stirred. Spencer made his way back home to his house that night.
Which was strange—he almost never did that. Usually, he’d crash at the shop. Sleep in the cot behind the tool chest. Wake up and start working before the sun even bothered to rise. But tonight was different. He didn’t need grease under his nails. He needed answers. He tossed his jacket on the couch, kicked off his boots, and stood in the middle of his living room like he barely recognized it. The place was clean—too clean. Dustless floors. Tidy kitchen. No sign of anyone else. No real sign of him either. Just a man passing through a house he never fully moved into.
He walked to the kitchen table and sat down.
The military pamphlet he’d picked up earlier hovered in the air, projected from a portable reader. Spencer didn’t scroll fast. He wasn’t skimming. He was studying.
“Recruitment windows open monthly. Tactical evaluations held weekly. Transfer potential to off-world posts possible after standard tour.”
He read every line twice. Then again.
This wasn’t a whim.
It was something to do. Something that meant something. A system. A chain of command. A place where he could exist without hiding—maybe not fully—but enough to matter. He leaned back in the chair, arms crossed over his chest, staring at the projection hovering in front of him. Finally. Something that looked like purpose. Something that didn’t feel like waiting anymore. He tapped the screen off and exhaled slowly.
Then whispered, more to himself than anyone else, Guess I’ll see what they’ve got.
He stood, walked to the window, and looked out into the quiet desert night. The wind was still. But deep down, he felt it. Something was coming. And this time, he wouldn’t be running from it.









CHAPTER 3: The Recruitment Spark

The hum had in his mind form last night faded by the time Spencer made his way back to the shop the next morning. He was torn between what was happening in the desert, and what he was going to do about the military opportunity, but there was nothing else to do. Not yet. So, he turned and walked into the shop.
Inside, the air was thick with heat and motor grease. He didn’t bother switching on the overheads—just flicked on the workbench light and grabbed a rag. The late-model hover van still hovered where he’d left it. Anti-grav pads whining. Job unfinished.
He wiped his hands, then glanced down at the black power-dampening watch Solomon had made him carry. He hated the thing. Always had. It made him feel… smaller. Less than what he was. But tomorrow, he was stepping into the human world. Their rules. Their system. Might as well play fair. Spencer fastened the watch to his wrist. It clicked. A faint hum crawled up his bones, like something ancient locking into place. His senses dulled. His skin felt heavier.
He blew out a breath. “Let’s get to work.”
The next morning, Spencer flew low and fast—just above the rooftops, veiled in the early desert haze. He touched down half a block from the recruitment center, tucked into an alley, and approached on foot. He walked through the front doors wearing a plain gray tee, black boots, and jeans still streaked with oil. No armor. No military polish. Just a man walking in from the dust.
The facility was half medical, half testing arena. Concrete halls stretched out like a maze, packed with recruits running diagnostics, combat assessments, and orientation drills. Spencer moved quietly through it, a specter among the noise.
He sat through intake. Answered half the questions. Dodged the rest. They called him Grant. It wasn’t his name, but it didn’t matter. The people here were too busy to care.
Eventually, they pushed him into physical testing. Endurance. Reflexes. Power readings. Basic formality. He played along. Pulled his punches. Missed a few targets on purpose. But when they got to hand-to-hand, it changed.
“You listed no real combat background,” the instructor said, sizing him up. “Security, right?”
Spencer nodded. “Private contracts. Off-grid stuff.”
The instructor motioned to the mat. “Let’s see it.”
Three cadets stepped forward, all eager, all ripped. Spencer cracked his neck once, then stepped into position. The first one lunged. Spencer sidestepped, dropped him. Second came swinging—Spencer grabbed his wrist mid-air, twisted, flipped, and slid him across the mat. Third guy hesitated. Bad call. Spencer stepped in, tapped a pressure point behind the collarbone, and dropped him like a stone. Fourteen seconds. Maybe less. The room went quiet. The instructor didn’t speak. Just checked his pad and waved him on. Outside the ring, Spencer sat on a bench, rewrapping his hands when a voice spoke up.
“Hell of a move back there.”
He looked up.
The guy was stocky, clean fade, brown skin with grease still under his nails—like he worked a real job before this. He offered a nod.
“Name’s Cortez. You got a real background, don’t you?”
Spencer didn’t answer directly. “Just did what I had to.”
Cortez smirked. “Yeah. I feel that.”
Another guy joined them—leaner, quieter, eyes sharp. “You didn’t even try to hurt 'em,” he said. “That was control.” 
Spencer just shrugged.
They kept talking. About nothing. About the heat, the dust, the ridiculousness of the tests. But it felt… real. And for the first time in a long time, Spencer let the conversation ride. By the end of the afternoon, the three of them walked out of orientation together. Not brothers. Not yet. But something had started.
Across town, Megan wiped the whiteboard clean, her hand smearing chalk into a blur of symbols. Newton’s Second Law still hovered at the top: F = ma.
She turned, frustrated.
“Come on, guys. This one’s easy. Force equals mass times acceleration. We all know that, right?”
Her students blinked at her like she’d spoken in Morse code.
She sighed. “Okay… fine. But you must promise not to tell anyone what I’m about to do.”
That perked them up.
Megan tapped the black band on her wrist. The dampening field dropped instantly. Her muscles lit up. Air pressure around her shifted slightly. Then she vanished. A blur cut across the room. Books organized. Desks straightened. Chalk zipped across the board spelling out the full equation breakdown. Then she reappeared, hair slightly windblown.
“Now,” she said, pointing. “If I crossed twelve desks, each four feet apart, in under a second—what’s my velocity?”
A kid raised his hand slowly. “Forty-eight feet per second… east?”
Megan grinned. “Boom. That’s velocity. Speed with direction.”
As the class buzzed with chatter, she glanced down at the watch again. Still off. She put it back on slowly, like slipping into handcuffs.
“Just a little longer,” she whispered.
That night, Spencer returned to the garage rooftop. He sat on the edge, feet dangling, watching the stars wake up. The brochure from earlier flickered in his hand—still half-scrolled through, still unfinished. Cortez’s laugh echoed faintly in his mind. The sharp-eyed quiet one too. There’d been another in the background during training. Someone he hadn’t spoken to yet.
But something about the way they all moved… it felt familiar. Like gravity forming between planets. He looked at the power-dampening watch still locked around his wrist. Even at his weakest, he was still too much. Then he looked skyward, brows furrowed, voice quiet.
“If Ascension really is on Earth…” he didn’t finish his sentence.
The rooftop wind rustled his hair as he looked out across the sleeping town. Everything felt too calm—like silence pretending to be peace. His comm buzzed softly against his wrist.
Then came in, Solomon.  Encrypted feed. Audio only.
“They still watching the helmet?”
Spencer didn’t move. “Every day. Different squads. More sensors.”
“And the energy?”
While hovering from a distance, he looked out past the horizon. Toward the desert. Toward where it all started.
“Quiet. Too quiet. Like it knows we’re watching.”
A pause.
“Then it’s learning.”
Spencer’s jaw flexed.
“You know what this means,” Solomon continued. “You put a Bulqyrian god’s helmet into a planet already infected with Ascension. You didn’t bury it… you woke it up.”
Spencer’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Then we need to move faster.”

Weeks passed.
Spencer had finally entered training. Quietly. No ceremony. Just another name on a roster—"Grant." He kept his head down, blended in. But the instructors noticed. So did the other recruits. His timing. His instincts. The way he moved before he thought. The way he never missed. He never asked for followers. But they came anyway. Cortez was the first—cracking jokes during drills, passing water bottles after combat assessments. Lamont came next, silent but sharp, with a mind for tactics and a memory that never missed details. John, the youngest, followed last. Eager. Hotheaded. But loyal to the bone. They started sticking together during drills. Sitting near each other in the mess hall. Forming up even when they weren’t ordered to. Nobody said it, but everyone saw it: The Brotherhood was forming. 
Back at the research site, the helmet sat untouched—buried under layers of field-grade containment. But the storm was brewing. At first, it was just heat. Then static in the air. Then clouds. And then thunder.
One of the site’s meteorologists blinked at the readings. “Lightning… in the middle of a desert basin?” 
Commander Hargrove stepped in, grim. “Send a team in. Don’t wait. If this escalates, I want someone on the ground already.”
And Spencer, already suited up in training gear, turned to his squad.
“Looks like we’re up.”
The transport jet tore across the sky.
Cortez leaned back in his seat, chewing on an electrolyte tab. “So, this helmet—no one can touch it?”
“Not without backlash,” Spencer muttered. “They tried to lift it last week. It fried the drone. Melted the claws clean off.”
John raised a brow. “So why are we going back out there?”
Spencer didn’t answer.
The storm thickened as they neared the site. Dark clouds. Forked lightning. Wind whipping in chaotic spirals. It didn’t look like weather—it looked like rage. As they descended into the zone, communications went fuzzy. Spencer felt it again. The same hum. The same pressure in his spine. He tapped the side of his wrist communicator—Solomon’s watch.
Encrypted channel.
“The storm’s reacting. It’s not random, you and your team need to be careful.”
Solomon’s voice came through thin. “It’s adapting.”
Spencer looked out the window at the roiling clouds.
“Something’s changed.”
Elsewhere…
A lab somewhere near the capital. Dim. Focused. A boy in a sharp uniform adjusted the dials on a particle sensor—his hands steady, his mind sharper. Samson Pierce. Government-sponsored prodigy. Top of his class. First in line for early university acceleration. But more than that—he was curious. Too curious. He pulled up a weather overlay and narrowed his eyes at the infrared signature forming in the desert.
“That's not atmospheric,” he murmured. “That’s directional. Patterned.”
He ran a trace. Cross-referenced with known energy fields. And that’s when he saw it. Live Ascension.  
Back at the site, Spencer and the Brotherhood stepped out into the wind. The helmet pulsed faintly through the sand—just once. Then again.
He glanced at Cortez. “Whatever happens, stay sharp. This isn’t a normal storm.”
Cortez nodded. “What gave it away? The sky screaming at us or the ground shaking?”
John pulled up his scanner. “Zero life readings.”
“Exactly,” Spencer muttered. “Not even birds. That’s the part that scares me.”
He took one more step toward the containment zone, and the wind died instantly.
No breeze. No movement. Just silence. Like something was holding its breath.
Spencer didn’t blink.
“Let’s get to work.”
The Brotherhood spread out across the perimeter, their boots crunching over brittle stone and sand. The storm didn’t move above them—it hovered, centered like it had a purpose. A target. Spencer’s eyes narrowed.
He tapped the watch again. “You getting this?”
Solomon’s voice crackled. “Barely. Readings just dropped. Like the energy folded in on itself.”
Cortez looked up. “Anyone else feel that?”
The pressure hit. A weight. Not on their shoulders, but behind their eyes. A hum too deep to hear, but strong enough to taste—metallic, old, wrong.
John stumbled slightly. “What the hell is this?”
Spencer stepped toward the helmet, half-buried in containment mesh. He stared. No glow. No movement. Just—
White.
A sudden flicker. Pale. Silent. Then nothing.
The storm stopped. No thunder. No wind. Just… stillness. Spencer’s heart pounded. He inched closer, telling the others to 

 
Chapter 4
The air was still. Too still. Spencer sat on the edge of the transport’s ramp, arms resting on his knees, staring out across the now quiet desert. The helmet—sealed, half-buried, and now completely inert—gleamed like polished bone under the moonlight. No storm. No rumble. Not even the wind dared return.
Cortez dropped down beside him, sweat drying on his skin. “So… we’re not gonna talk about that?”
Spencer didn’t answer. Behind them, the Brotherhood moved in practiced rhythm—wrapping cables, checking scanners, pretending they hadn’t felt what they’d all felt.
Lamont spoke up from a few yards back. “We sure that thing didn’t just… turn off?”
“No readings,” John added, checking his device. “Not even background noise.”
Spencer finally stood. “Log it. Mark the site. Let Command know the storm’s gone, but we’re not sure why.”
“Copy that,” Cortez said, rising with him. “We heading out?”
Spencer gave a nod, eyes still lingering on the helmet. His watch buzzed gently—a message from Solomon.
"Get back when you can. I need your eyes on something."
Elsewhere.  A dim bedroom. Walls lined with books. Tech blueprints, circuit diagrams, and Ascension energy waveforms covered every inch of a corkboard. Seventeen-year-old Samson Pierce sat cross-legged on the floor, watching drone footage of the storm collapse again. And again. Frame by frame.
Lightning. Static. White. He rewound. Zoomed in.White. Not blown out. Not a camera glitch. Something else. Something deliberate. He leaned forward, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose, then scribbled something into a leather notebook:
 Ascension event anomaly – July 14, 12:16 AM. Pattern not matching any existing model. Possible synthetic disruption
His fingers danced across the keyboard, opening files from earlier readings. Nothing matched.
He froze. Then whispered:
 “…That wasn’t just a storm.”
Back at the base, the Brotherhood filed off the transport one by one. Quiet. Wired. No one said much. Even John—usually the loudest—just stared at his boots.
Spencer stayed behind for a moment, still inside the jet. He stared at the helmet reading one last time. Still flatline.
A knock on the hatch snapped him out of it.
Commander Hargrove stood at the bottom of the ramp. “General.”
Spencer stepped down. “Sir.”
“What the hell was that storm?”
“No idea, sir. But it’s gone. Helmet’s quiet. Desert’s calm. Might’ve been a natural release.”
Hargrove eyed him. “And you believe that?”
Spencer didn't blink. “Doesn’t matter what I believe. That’s the report.”
Hargrove studied him, then nodded slowly. “You’ll debrief tomorrow. Full rundown. Make sure your squad’s tight.”
He turned and walked off without another word.
Spencer stood still a moment longer, jaw tight.

Late that night, Spencer returned home. The real home—the small desert house tucked behind the hills. The shop was locked up. No oil on his hands. Just the ghost of pressure still ringing in his ears.
He dropped his keys on the counter and walked into the living room. The military pamphlet was still there. He sat down across from it, elbows on his knees, and just… stared. Outside, the desert was quiet again. But this silence didn’t bring peace. It brought a question:
If that wasn't Ascension energy... Then what was it?  And why did it feel like it was waiting?
Months later, Spencer flew back to the site. The government stopped looking into the helmet, they figured it was from some early ancient culture, but the energy that was now appearing all over the planet in random places “ASCENSION” was where all the funding went to.  The sand was dry again. No lightning. No rumble. No hum. The crevice where the helmet had first sunk into Earth was still marked off with hazard tape and fencing, but no guards remained. No tech teams. No researchers. Only dust. Spencer stood at the rim of the crater, arms folded, the desert wind brushing against his jacket. It had been weeks since the last incident. Weeks of silence. The helmet hadn’t moved. No new readings. The last of the civilian teams had packed up and moved on. Solomon had kept an eye on the data feeds, but even he had stopped sounding concerned.
Earth believed it was over. Spencer knew better. The helmet wasn’t dead—it was resting. 	He tapped his watch, sending a secure ping to Solomon. “Still nothing here. No fluctuations. Static field is holding. Whatever reaction it had, it’s dormant now.”
Solomon’s voice came through in a low hum. “Copy that. We’re pulling satellites off the sector by end of week. I’ll keep a ghost node up for you, just in case.”
Spencer glanced back at the crevice. “I don’t trust it.”
“Neither do I,” Solomon replied. “But Earth doesn’t run on trust. It runs on attention spans. We gave them peace. Now they’ll pretend the storm never happened.”
“And what about Ascension?”
“It’s alive and it’s here now,” Solomon said flatly. “It just doesn’t want to be seen yet.”
Spencer clenched his jaw. He turned away from the site and walked to the edge of the dune, looking out over the landscape. Somewhere out there, pieces were moving. He could feel it.
Across the country, months later, Samson Pierce hunched over his workstation, neon graphs scrolling across five separate monitors. He didn’t sleep anymore. He barely ate. The room was filled with coffee cups, printed lab reports, and news clippings from the helmet’s discovery weeks ago. His fingers moved quickly, typing out calculation after calculation.
The model wasn’t adding up. The helmet’s emergence had created a measurable gravitational distortion—small, but real. What’s more, a strange radiation signature had spiked in nearby fault lines. At first, Samson thought it was faulty sensors. But after triple-checking the data, it all pointed to the same thing:
A dormant energy system had reawakened beneath the Earth. His classmates at the high school thought he was insane. His instructors had written him off as obsessive.
They didn’t understand. They never had. He leaned forward, pulling up a classified military energy signature—leaked from a hacked satellite relay.
“What are you?” he whispered.
He didn’t know exactly what it was. But he knew what it wasn’t: man-made and soon, he was going to prove it.


CHAPTER 5

Two years had now passed. The Brotherhood had made a name for themsleves. Mission after mission, they went in and came out with efficiency. They were trusted by the world; they were also used as the president's personal security. Unlike the centuries before, were presidents controlled the United States, in the year 3021, the president was in control of the entire world, with governors controlling sections of the globe. President Tim sent them on this mission, not only because he knew if anybody could get it done, it would be them. 
The team was deep in the northern valley quadrant—barren, mountainous terrain laced with dry riverbeds and uncharted caves. Their transport hovered low, disguised as a civilian medical vessel. The mission was classified as a recon recovery op: investigate rogue mercenaries operating out of an abandoned mining facility. Nothing about it felt routine. Unveiling
The inside of the transport ship rattled with turbulence as it cut low across the desert ridge. Military-grade, sleek, and camouflaged in matte gray plating—it held only five soldiers. The Brotherhood. Spencer sat near the back, arms crossed, tapping the screen on his left wrist. His eyes flicked through data—terrain maps, heat scans, old satellite pings. It all read normal. But his gut said otherwise.
Cortez leaned forward, helmet half-on. “So… anyone else feel like we’re flying into a trap or am I just being spicy today?”
“Definitely spicy,” John grinned. The youngest of the group—maybe twenty. His boots didn’t match. Neither did his humor. “You say that every mission.”
“Yeah, and one day I’ll be right. Like today.”
The rest chuckled. Even Spencer cracked a subtle smirk.
"Anyone remember when Cortez got jumpy because a prairie dog showed up on infrared?" another voice added Dalton, their quiet sniper. He had eyes like glass and a voice like gravel. “I still got the footage.”
“I thought it was a ground crawler!” Cortez defended, throwing his hands up. “Those things can bite through bone.”
“Only your ego,” John laughed.
They laughed harder this time. Loud enough to almost drown out the beeping proximity alert.
The mood shifted as they got closer. Spencer sat up straighter. The others followed. The screen showed the landing zone—a rocky valley near an old energy site, half-buried in shifting sand. Intel said it was abandoned.
Spencer didn’t like how quiet it looked.
“This is it?” John asked, peering over. “Feels off.”
“Too quiet,” Spencer muttered.
The ship touched down with a low hiss, kicking sand in every direction. The ramp lowered. The Brotherhood stepped out slowly, rifles up, helmets synced. Digital contact lenses activated. Each man’s HUD lit up, scanning terrain and broadcasting live footage back to military base HQ.
The wind blew hard—but nothing moved. Then the first shot rang out. Dalton dropped first, shoulder hit. John turned, eyes wide, just as figures in dark cloaks burst from the dunes—mercenaries, fast and precise, flanking from all sides.
“Ambush!” Spencer shouted, diving behind a dune, dragging John down with him.
Gunfire tore through the silence. Cortez took a hit to the leg. Another soldier—Reddick—was knocked out cold after his helmet sparked from a stun blast.
In minutes, they were surrounded. Smoke. Screams. Static. Spencer moved like a ghost, his power dampened because of the watch, but instincts alive. He downed two attackers with clean, precise strikes—but a shock baton caught him from behind. Electricity ripped through his suit, and he fell to his knees, his Bulqyrian DNA and high volts of electricity did not mix. The Brotherhood was overwhelmed.
Then it went dark. They awoke bound to metal posts inside a cave-like structure—wrists locked behind them with magnetic cuffs. It was cold, damp. Flickering lights lined the ceiling. Their captors stood in front—masked mercenaries in mismatched armor. One of them held a long, black weapon—sleek, glowing faintly blue. Ascension-powered. 
"Experimental tech," Spencer thought grimly. "Pierce's research. That has to be it."
A lead mercenary stepped forward. “Names. Ranks. Mission details.”
No one spoke. The mercenary struck Cortez across the face. Still silence. He moved to Dalton next. Then Reddick. No answers. Finally, he stepped toward John.
“Maybe the kid will talk.” He raised the weapon—pointed directly at John’s head.
Spencer’s voice dropped low. “Don’t.”
The mercenary paused. “Or what?” The mercenary cocked the gun back and pushed it towards John’s head.
Spencer's cuffs shattered. Metal clanged to the ground as Spencer rose slowly, dust falling from his shoulders. His military uniform was torn, his shirt ripped. The mercenary fired instantly. Three shots hit Spencer dead in the chest. The bullets tore through his uniform—but bounced off his skin like pebbles on stone. One flattened and dropped to the floor. Spencer’s eyes glowed faintly.
“I asked nicely.” 
He moved liked a blur. Brutal. Every blow was calculated. Bones cracked. Metal bent. In seconds, three of the mercenaries were unconscious, two more disarmed, and the lead’s weapon crushed beneath Spencer’s foot.
John stared—wide-eyed. Cortez groaned from behind. Dalton, even bloodied, blinked in disbelief. All of it captured on their lenses and with their own eyes. Every frame. Every sound. Every second. By the time the extraction team arrived, Spencer had the mercs lined up and unconscious at the edge of the cave. His own body was bruised, but calm. Unshaken. He didn’t say a word on the ride back. The ride back to base felt longer than the entire mission. No one spoke. John sat pressed against the far window, still gripping his rifle, eyes unfocused. Cortez’s leg was wrapped, bleeding through the cloth. Dalton sat beside him, quietly nursing his cracked rib. Reddick hadn’t said a word since they were picked up. Spencer stood near the ship's hatch, arms crossed, helmet off, eyes forward. The silence wasn’t just quiet—it was loud. No jokes. No jabs. Not even breathing too loud. They hadn’t even asked. Not yet. The low pulse of magnetic drives filled the cabin as the ship docked. When the ramp dropped, the Brotherhood filed out like ghosts—battered, sore, each of them walking in separate directions for the first time since they formed. No laughter. No talking over one another. Just… dissonance.
They made their way into the Cool-Down Bay—the post-mission gear room. Cold lights, concrete floors, locker benches, and rows of syncing stations for offloading lens data. Spencer unstrapped his vest in silence. His shirt was half-shredded, revealing skin that shouldn’t have survived bullet fire. He looked at it for a moment, then peeled it off like it was nothing. The others followed suit, slower than usual. Each man removed his eye lenses and placed them onto the Optical Sync Station—a narrow tray that scanned and uploaded footage to the command servers in real time. The sync bar flickered green.
Dalton shook his head quietly. “They saw it already. Back at command.”
Cortez just sat down. “Yeah.”
Spencer didn’t respond. He bent down, picked up his own lenses, and paused just before placing them into the sync tray. Then he set them down gently—firmly—and stood tall. That’s when the door opened. Commander Hargrove stepped in. Dressed in a black overcoat, eyes like polished steel. The hallway light silhouetted him as if the room had dropped ten degrees in an instant. Everyone turned, half-standing. He didn’t acknowledge them.
His eyes locked onto Spencer.
“Briefing room. Now.”
The words hit like an order—and an accusation.
Spencer straightened. “Whatever needs to be said…”
He turned to face the team.
“…can be said in front of them.”
Hargrove held his stare. Long. Measured. Then he stepped aside from the doorway. “Then follow me.”
Spencer didn’t hesitate. And this time, the Brotherhood followed too. Together. Again. Even if nothing would be the same after this. As they walked the dim corridor toward the briefing room, their boots echoed off the steel. No one said anything. Reddick kept glancing at Spencer like he was looking at a stranger. John stayed behind him the whole way—shoulders tense, head down.
Cortez broke the silence, voice low but firm. “You saved our asses.”
Spencer didn’t turn around. “That doesn’t mean you’re not allowed to have questions.”
Another beat passed. Then Dalton muttered, “We’ll all ask questions in the briefing.”
They reached the thick metal doors at the end of the hall. Inside, the truth was waiting.
 
CHAPTER 6
Spencer stood alone in the briefing room, the afterglow of exposed truth still hanging in the air like fog. The black screen in front of him hummed softly, the last frame frozen: his body mid-motion, uniform torn, bullets suspended like sparks in midair.
Colonel Hargrove folded his arms and turned fully to face him now.
“So,” he said slowly, “what the hell are you?”
Spencer stayed silent for a long moment. Then he exhaled through his nose and walked forward, resting both palms on the edge of the display table.
“I was a soldier,” he said. “On my home planet. A long time ago.”
Hargrove didn’t flinch. “Name of this... planet?”
“Bulqyria.”
The word felt strange in this air. Heavy. Like metal dropped in water.
“I was trained in deep-field combat. Reconnaissance. Containment missions. Our wars weren’t like yours. They were colder. More... destructive. It wasn’t about land or power. It was about balance. About keeping forces from tipping into something unrecoverable.”
“And you left?” Hargrove asked.
Spencer nodded. “I made a choice. After the last war... I couldn’t stay. My people survived, but I didn’t want to be part of another campaign. So, I came here. Earth was quiet. Primitive, yeah. But beautiful. Pure.”
Hargrove leaned forward slightly. “You came alone?”
A pause.
Spencer didn’t blink. “Yes.”
The lie slid out like breath. Smooth. Controlled. Hargrove studied him.
“Why Earth?”
“Because I didn’t think anything else out there could find me here,” Spencer replied. “I thought if I buried the past deep enough, it would stay buried.”
He didn’t mention the helmet. Not yet.
Hargrove didn’t push. Instead, he tapped the display again, shifting it from battlefield footage to energy readings—violent spikes near the crevice where the helmet had been buried. The graphs looked like heartbeats mid-heart attack. Brief bursts. Then flatline. Then another burst.
“You recognize this?” Hargrove asked.
“I do,” Spencer said. “But that’s not what worries me.”
Hargrove raised an eyebrow. “Then what does?”
Spencer looked up at the colonel, his voice low.
“What happens if something starts calling back.”
The silence returned.
Hargrove slowly closed the display and stepped back from the console.
“You’re not the only anomaly anymore, Livingston.”
Spencer’s eyes narrowed slightly at the use of his real name.
“You just happen to be the one in uniform.”
As he turned to leave, Hargrove added one final thing over his shoulder.
“From now on, you work directly with me.”
Then the door slid shut behind him. Spencer remained standing there in the empty room, eyes locked on the blank screen. 
Days later, Spencer stood shirtless in the middle of a reinforced testing chamber, arms relaxed, breathing slow. Around him, thick steel pylons rose like watchtowers, each marked with deep scarring from earlier trials.
“Begin strength trial,” the technician said over the intercom.
A metal block the size of a small vehicle rose from the floor, glowing with kinetic pressure locks. Spencer walked forward, gripped both sides, and slowly began to lift. The metal groaned. The locks hissed in protest.
The sensors embedded in the walls flared red, numbers spiking across digital panels.
“Pressure threshold exceeded.”
“Give it another twenty percent,” the commanding officer ordered.
Spencer barely flinched. The veins in his arms began to rise slightly. He lifted again. The block cracked. Not from his grip, but from the sheer force pressing against its own structural limit.
A moment later, it shattered down the middle and crashed to the floor. The room fell silent.
The officer looked over to the lead tech and whispered, “He’s off the charts. No human could’ve done that.”
Spencer looked toward the observation window looking at his team, then back to the testers and tilted his head slightly, a signal that said what’s next?
 Hours later, the base mess hall had been cleared and converted into a formal presentation space. Cameras were mounted. News networks were tuned in. Soldiers stood at attention along the walls. Spencer stood before the panel now dressed in a crisp, deep navy-blue uniform. The chest bore a single Purple Heart, and his shoulders carried the new insignia: General. A gold chain linked one shoulder to the chest badge. And from the back, a navy-blue cape—simple, symbolic, and stitched with the planetary crest of unity. Spencer didn’t speak. He simply stood straight as the flag behind him rippled and the anthem played softly. For the first time in history, Earth had a recognized planetary protector—a superpowered symbol not of fear, but of strength. The cameras flashed. The world would remember this image forever. 
Later that evening, the jet touched down in the open field beside a wide, unfamiliar, circular facility under construction—The Hectagon.
Spencer stepped off the ramp and looked around. Megan appeared beside him a second later, wind still catching her hair.
 “I just ran through the whole place. Twice. This place is huge.”
Spencer raised a brow. “That fast, huh?”
She smirked. “You’re not the only one with gifts.”
A moment later, Solomon walked out from the shadows of the facility, wiping his hands with a towel. “Still empty. But we’re getting there.”
The interior was filled with scaffolding, dormant labs, and ceiling-mounted weapon racks. A few rooms glowed with prototype lighting, while others were hollow and dark.
“Why here?” Spencer asked.
“Because this gives us options,” Solomon replied, tossing him a slim case.
Spencer opened it. Inside was his upgraded suit: the same navy-blue General’s armor but enhanced with Bulqyrian tech—a molecular reinforcement layer that bonded with his skin, along with a slim back band around Spencer’s forearm. A soft pulse lit up. Spencer slid his finger upward—his entire suit surged to life, wrapping around him in glowing panels locking into place. The cape dropped behind him, insignia gleaming. One slide down, not a trace.
“Invisible when dormant,” Solomon said. “No armor until you need it.”
Spencer smirked. “That is quite the upgrade.”
“No helmet,” Solomon added. “Didn’t want to mess with your vision.”
“I appreciate that,” Spencer muttered, slipping the suit into place.
He walked to the nearest scanner, looked at his reflection in the glass, and adjusted the cape.
“It fits,” Megan said softly. 
Back on base, the live broadcast continued. Footage rolled of Spencer’s promotion, followed by a personal message from the planetary council.
Then, the anchor said, “Tonight, the world meets its first confirmed protector. General Spencer—call sign General—has officially been appointed Earth’s first planetary defense symbol.”
The screen showed Spencer in uniform, cape catching the wind, eyes steady and forward and Samson Pierce watched with a smile, glad to see Earth gain its first hero. He had just made 20, full of youth and promise, he tapped through holographic readouts projected above his workstation. His eyes didn’t blink—just scanned, processed, calculated. Fast. Brilliant. Restless.
The simulations were coming back wrong again. He narrowed his gaze.
“Ascension readings shouldn’t spike this hard,” he muttered. “Not unless…”
He dragged the map across the interface. Red dots flared up in the deep desert, not far from the site now under military lockdown.
“That's not storm interference,” he whispered. “That’s a vein. That’s a living vein.”
He sat back, rubbing his hands together with slow, methodical excitement. For weeks he’d been tracking anomalies—subtle disruptions in weather, magnetic distortion, irregular soil conductivity, and not just in the desert, it had seemed to be spreading. Land mass where it should not be, glowing lines in the ground, all leading back to one place. The burial site of the helmet.  Now the data lined up. He stood, walked toward the glass, and looked out at the building being constructed across the lot. Wide, sterile, corporate. New Life. The words were etched in sleek chrome letters. His company. It wasn’t live yet. Not officially. But with the government’s support and several private funders already on board, New Life was nearly ready to begin its first public phase: medical research powered by harvested Ascension signatures. A new kind of biotech. A new kind of world. A new age.
Behind him, the broadcast played quietly on a mounted screen. The General stood tall, cape fluttering, the image frozen in soft digital glow. Samson stared at it.
“I watched you grow into this,” he said softly. “You came to this planet like a myth. Now look at you…”
His fingers tightened around the edge of the lab table. Not out of anger. Out of reverence.
[bookmark: _Int_Kn1TUIEw]“You were the reason I studied this energy at all,” he whispered. “You made me believe it was possible. That I could change everything. You make me feel like I’ve ascended.”
He reached out, swiped a fresh interface onto the glass, and activated a sealed server marked: Phase One Initiation – Neural Transcoding Trials. 
The screen dimmed, the locks clicked. Samson Pierce smiled to himself. The world didn’t know his name yet. But soon—it would. That night, hours after Spencer’s introduction was broadcast across the globe—standing tall in his navy-blue uniform, cape billowing behind him—the news shifted. A new segment rolled in.
“This evening, rising prodigy Samson Pierce officially has announced the early launch of his independent research firm, New Life,” the anchor stated.
 “The company, already partnered with several private sector sponsors and backed by select branches of the government, promises to revolutionize global medicine, infrastructure, and even military-grade technology through controlled integration of recently discovered quantum-based signatures… unofficially referred to as Ascension energy.”
       The camera cut to Samson, standing in a sharp suit behind a podium lined with the New Life insignia—sleek silver text, glowing faint blue. He looked calm. Calculated. Too young for the role, but somehow exactly right for it. Cameras flashed. His voice was smooth.
“We’re not here to replace the world,” Samson said, smiling slightly. “We’re here to upgrade it.”
       He stepped down to applause. Behind him, a massive hologram displayed his dream—cleaner hospitals, smarter vehicles, defense systems guided by neural interfaces, and civilian homes powered by energy that didn’t pollute or decay.
All of it… built on Ascension and across the world, viewers watched. Some with hope. Some with fear. And Spencer? He hadn’t seen it yet. But when he did… something in his gut would shift. Because he’d recognize that look in Samson’s eyes. That same spark he once carried himself. The lights in the Hectagon’s command room were dim, casting a pale glow over the reinforced walls and angled screens. One by one, news broadcasts rolled on loop—Spencer’s face frozen in a still from earlier that day, his cape fluttering, standing tall in the desert sun.
“General Livingston emerges,” one anchor declared. “A living legend. A new symbol of protection for Earth.”
Muted applause. On-screen awe. Then the feed cut. Another news segment flickered in. Different tone. Brighter colors. A sleeker interface. Solomon didn’t move, but his eyes sharpened.
“...And now, we bring you an exclusive announcement,” the host beamed, “from the brilliant young mind behind the global science initiative: Samson Pierce.”
 The screen shifted to a polished studio. Samson stood alone, clean-cut and barely twenty, dressed in a fitted gray suit, sleeves rolled just enough to look intentional. His voice was calm, paced like a man used to attention.
“My name is Samson Pierce,” he began. “And today, we’re launching something that I believe will reshape this planet for the better.”
Behind him, the logo flickered onto a black wall: NEW LIFE. White lettering. Soft blue aura.
“I’ve spent the last five years studying the energy patterns that run through this world. Energy we never knew existed. Dormant. Untouched. But no longer.”
Spencer’s jaw tensed.
Samson smiled.
“With the full support of international partners and government funding, we’re proud to announce a new frontier in clean energy, medical healing, environmental repair... and human advancement.”
He paused.
“And we’re just getting started.”
The screen faded.
Megan blinked slowly. “Well... that escalated.”
Spencer leaned forward, elbows on his knees.
 “He’s been studying it.”
“Yeah,” Solomon muttered. “And he’s got access we didn’t think anyone else had.”
They all stared in silence, the room still buzzing with the aftermath of the world’s two newest icons being introduced in the same day. One with a cape. The other with a mission.
“Do you think he knows?” Megan asked.
Spencer didn’t answer. But deep in his gut, something told him—Samson Pierce wasn’t just inspired. He was waking something up.
 
 






CHAPTER 7: The Rise of New Life
It started in Arizona. One building, tucked between the red rock valleys and scorching dust flats. Sleek, silver-lined architecture, bordered with blue-glass windows that shimmered under the heat. At first, it didn’t look like much—just another biotech firm springing up in the desert. But inside, history was rewriting itself. Samson Pierce stood at the podium that day with a clarity most twenty-year-olds never knew. His voice carried, even through the quiet hum of live broadcast equipment. Cameras rolled. Reporters watched. The world leaned in.
“I grew up watching a man fall from the sky,” he said. “I saw strength. Purpose. And for a while, I believed that was all it took. But now—now I know there’s more. There’s potential. Inside all of us.”
He gestured to the glowing; stabilized core of emerald-blue energy displayed behind him—secured inside a reinforced glass vault.
“This energy is not just power. It’s evolution. It is, in every sense of the word… ascension.”
The audience murmured. That was the first time anyone had named it.
Pierce smiled faintly. “And today, New Life officially begins its mission—to bring ascension to everyone. Medicine. Technology. Security. Progress. No one left behind.”
The clip spread fast. News outlets ran it back-to-back, dubbing him “The Boy Genius.” Politicians scrambled to understand. Scientists demanded to see his data. But it was already too late. New Life had its foothold. Within months, expansion swept like wildfire. A second facility appeared in Nevada. Then Texas. Then Germany. India. Brazil. Satellite offices. Research labs. Private clinics. And every time a new one opened, there was Pierce—smiling, calm, sharp as ever. In private circles, government leaders debated how he had harnessed such a volatile energy. Some whispered he had discovered an unknown mineral. Others claimed he’d reverse-engineered off-world tech. But none of them truly knew what they were dealing with. Only Samson knew the truth. And he wasn’t planning to share it.
Seven months later… The morning sun crept lazily through Spencer’s kitchen blinds, casting quiet lines across the floor. Silence filled the house—until it didn’t.
CLANG. CLANG. CLANG.
The front door burst open with a clatter of metal and hoarse laughter. Pots clanged, voices shouted, and footsteps thundered through the hall.
“Rise and shine, General!”
Cortez and John stormed into the bedroom like a riot squad, one smacking a pan with a spoon, the other tossing open the curtains like it was Judgment Day.
“Up and at ‘em, sleeping beauty!” John yelled.
Spencer groaned from beneath the covers, arm flung over his eyes. “What the hell…”
“You know the rules!” Cortez said, grinning. “You miss breakfast call, you get raided.”
Spencer swung his legs over the bed, rubbing his face. His hair was tousled, his express ion unimpressed—but he didn’t stop them. This had become routine.
The Brotherhood had grown tighter in the months since his promotion. Missions had come and gone, victories chalked up, scars earned. But mornings like this—these were rare. Real. Human.
Spencer finally stood, shirtless, towering, still half-asleep.
John elbowed Cortez. “Come on, man, ask him.”
Cortez smirked. “Spence… you gonna show us or not?”
Spencer raised an eyebrow. “Show you what?”
“You know what. You always dodge it. We’ve seen you float. We’ve seen you leap. But we’ve never seen you fly.”
John leaned forward. “Like, full-on jet-mode. Come on. Just once.”
Spencer exhaled, then stepped outside barefoot into the backyard. The desert wind brushed against him. He rolled his shoulders, stretched his neck.
“All right. Step back.”
The Brotherhood backed away with wide grins. Spencer crouched slightly, then rose off the ground. His feet lifted effortlessly, dust swirling beneath him.
He hovered twenty feet up. Then fifty. Then a hundred. The air shifted. He raised his hand to the sky—and then boom—shot up like a bullet, tearing through the clouds in a blink. The shockwave rattled the ground.
The Brotherhood exploded into cheers.
“Let’s gooo!” John shouted, fists in the air.
Seconds later, a thunderous streak of light tore back down from the sky. Spencer slowed just before hitting the earth, cape billowing behind him, boots settling in a gentle hover before he landed.
Cortez just stared, wide-eyed. “Okay. That… yeah. That was worth the seven months.”
Across town, Megan sat on a rooftop café patio with a man in a pressed dress shirt and glasses—a science professor named Theo from a nearby research hub. He smiled as she laughed mid-sip of her drink, head tilted back just slightly.
“Your students ever ask how you know so much about propulsion theory?” he asked.
Megan smirked. “Every week. I just tell them I did a lot of running growing up.”
Theo chuckled. “You’re something else, Miss D.”
Megan leaned forward, smiling genuinely. “Don’t I know it.”
Beneath the table, her power-dampening watch clicked softly. Still on. Still holding back. But not forever.
Later that evening, Spencer walked into the hospital—Cortez had taken a fall during a training simulation and needed stitches. Nothing major, but protocol said check-in.
He walked into the triage ward, boots echoing, still in uniform. That’s when he saw her. A nurse—dark, shoulder-length curls tied back, soft but sharp brown eyes, and a presence that stilled the chaos around her. She was tending to Cortez, laughing at something he said.
Spencer’s gaze lingered. Something about her made the room quiet. His heartbeat felt… off. She glanced up—and caught him staring. Their eyes met.
She smiled.
“Visiting the patient, or just scouting the nurses?” she asked, playful but calm.
Spencer cleared his throat. “Little of both.”
“Camila,” she said, extending a gloved hand.
“Spencer.”
The next morning, the Brotherhood loaded into the transport vehicle. Spencer sat up front, his cape tucked neatly behind his seat. The engine purred.
John leaned in from the back. “Hey, can we not almost die today?”
“No promises,” Cortez said, grinning.
The transport rolled through the desert, tires humming. Laughter faded into conversation. Then quiet. A radio played softly from the dash.
“…and in other news, severe storm activity continues to confound local research teams. The site near the Arizona exclusion zone remains inaccessible due to unpredictable lightning patterns and torrential rainfall. Experts have yet to determine the source…”
Spencer’s brow tightened. He pressed a hidden panel on his wristband.
“Solomon,” he muttered. “We’ve got activity. Storms. Same zone.”
Solomon’s voice replied almost instantly. “I’ll check the sensors. Be careful. If the helmet’s reacting again—”
“I know.”
Spencer didn’t finish the sentence.
None of them did.
The Brotherhood just looked at each other as the desert rolled by.
And the storm loomed ahead.

















Chapter 8: Shifting Frontlines

The desert wind was dry, sharp, and relentless. Spencer stood on the edge of a cliffside, visor dimmed, eyes scanning the rocky basin below. The Brotherhood had just touched down a few clicks from the target zone—one of several new Ascension hotspots discovered in recent months. What started as whispers and rumors had turned into tangible coordinates, traced by energy signatures Samson Pierce’s labs had triangulated with near-perfect accuracy.
They’d been sent to confirm what satellites couldn’t. On the surface, it looked like a ruined canyon. But to anyone watching the right screens? It was glowing. Spencer adjusted the optical lens embedded in his eye. A faint shimmer passed across the rocks—Ascension residue. Confirmed.
“Cortez, you seeing this?” he asked over comms.
“Yeah,” Cortez’s voice replied. “Reading spikes along the southern ridge. Quiet, though. Too quiet.”
Theo, the team’s newest scientist—tagged along under a “New Life advisor” badge—chimed in nervously, “These levels are unstable. If it flares, we need to be at least fifty meters out.”
“Copy,” Spencer said. “Brotherhood, circle wide. Non-lethal formation, recon priority.”
The mission went smooth—until it didn’t. When the team descended toward the base of the ridge, figures emerged from behind the rocks. Not soldiers. Not New Life. Scorchers. Fire-based abilities, fire control and logo-marked chest plates glinting like war paint. The ambush hit hard and fast. Blasts of heat lit the sky, scorching the sand in crimson arcs. Spencer barked orders, dropping into a defensive stance. 
“We’re flanked! Shields up!”
It turned into a full-on firefight—tight quarters, too many unknowns. The Brotherhood fought well, methodically. But they were outnumbered, and they weren’t equipped for this level of aggression. It took hours to regain control. When the dust finally cleared, three Scorchers lay unconscious, restrained by anti-energy cuffs. One of them, a woman with burns along her arms, spat through her teeth. “We’re just the first wave. More are coming.”
Spencer didn’t respond. He just activated his comm.
“Send this report to Solomon. Title it: ‘Factions.’”
Weeks later. More New Life towers rose in cities around the world. Argentina. Tokyo. Berlin. Cairo. What started in Arizona had become global. Their slogan now ran on nearly every screen: “The Future is Now—Let’s Ascend.”
And at the center of it all, Samson Pierce. His face was younger than most expected. Early twenties, sharp cheekbones, dark suits with sharp collars. A boy-genius with godlike confidence. At a televised press event, he stood before a crowd of thousands.
“I was told this energy couldn’t be understood. That it was too volatile, too ancient. But I don’t believe in limits,” he said, voice calm but commanding. “I believe Ascension is the natural next step. Not just for the elite. For all of us.”
He let that hang for a moment. Then smiled.
“So, we call it what it is—Ascension. The energy that will guide us forward. Not a weapon. A gift.”
The crowd erupted. Spencer watched the broadcast from the hospital waiting room. Camila, the nurse with the soft voice and tired eyes, handed him a water bottle as she passed by.
“You look like you’re about to say something dramatic,” she teased.
He smiled. “I was thinking about asking you out, actually.”
She blinked. “Wow. Very dramatic.”
“I’m serious.”
She paused. “Then I guess… I’m saying yes.”
That night, Megan walked across campus after dinner with Theo. He talked fast when he got excited—especially about theories and brain chemistry and speed.
“So, when you run, do you perceive time slower or is it more like—” he stopped. “Wait, are you cold?”
She shook her head. “I’m good. I don’t get cold.”
His eyes lit up.
“Megan,” she said softly, “I’m not like the others here. I’m—different.”
He stopped walking.
“Show me,” he whispered.
She hesitated… then lifted her hand. A spark ran through her fingertips. Just enough to light the moment. Theo didn’t flinch. His expression shifted from awe to obsession.
“I knew it,” he whispered. “You’re amazing.”
She smiled, uneasy. “Promise me you won’t tell anyone.”
“I won’t,” he said. But something in his tone already hinted otherwise.
By morning, reports were flooding in.
Multiple Ascension sites had been detected across continents. New Life had boots on the ground at everyone and Victor Hayes, the world-renowned storm chaser, was already en route to the biggest anomaly of them all—No Man’s Land. 




CHAPTER 9

The broadcast opened with a roar of wind and a blur of spiraling clouds. Cameras caught Victor Hayes standing atop a dune in Northern Africa, hair whipping, jacket flaring, as he grinned into the storm.
“This thing’s alive,” he said, eyes locked on the tornado tearing through the flatlands. “Samson, you weren’t kidding.”
A voice crackled into his earpiece—Samson Piers.
“That’s just a baby compared to what’s forming in Arizona. Once you're done charming the wind, head back to the States. I’ve got the tech waiting for you.”
Victor nodded toward the camera drone. “You heard the man. I’m on my way.”
Then he stepped forward, storm swirling behind him, while the broadcast cut to black. Weeks passed. Then months. New Life expanded at a breakneck pace. What began as a single sleek facility in Arizona was now a global infrastructure—labs in Berlin, clinics in Japan, military testing grounds across the U.S. Entire cities buzzed with the logo of Samson’s firm. Hospitals were being restructured with New Life tech. Artificial limbs powered by micro-pulses of stabilized Ascension energy. Neural interfaces tested in universities. Even food production was quietly shifting, with rumors of crops being treated with low-grade enhancements.
Samson’s face was everywhere. Billboards. Interviews. Panels. His words always ended the same:
“We don’t have to evolve by accident. We can choose to Ascend.”
That’s when the world first heard it—the name of the energy. Ascension. And it stuck.

Megan sat across from Theo at a quiet rooftop restaurant lit by orange string lights. Their table overlooked the desert skyline, wind brushing gently across her shoulders.
“You’ve been off lately,” Theo said, sipping from a wine glass. “Something’s eating at you.”
Megan glanced down. Her fingers played nervously with the strap of her power band.
[bookmark: _Int_GXenEFOF]“There’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you,” she said quietly. “Something big.”
Theo raised an eyebrow, curious but calm. “Alright.”
She stood slowly, stepping away from the table. “You can’t tell anyone. Promise me.”
“I promise.”
She hesitated… then tapped the band. A soft chime sounded—and the moment it powered down, a ripple of energy shimmered around her body. Her skin seemed to glow faintly. The air around her shifted.
“I’m not from here,” she said. “Not from Earth. And I’m not human. Not exactly.”
Theo stood up slowly, eyes wide—not with fear, but with awe.
“You’re serious…”
Megan nodded.
Theo stepped closer, reaching out as if to touch the edge of her energy. “You’re... amazing.”
She smiled, relief washing over her. But behind his eyes, something shifted. A spark. Not of love. Of obsession. And Megan didn’t notice. Not yet.
That same night, Spencer sat at the kitchen table in his home. Camila stood at the counter behind him, making tea. The two had grown quiet lately comfortable silence, not distance.
“You seem tense,” she said, not looking.
He rubbed the side of his temple. “Storms.”
“The ones out west?”
“Yeah,” he lied. “The ones out west.”
A faint chime buzzed on his wristband. A message from Solomon. Multiple reports. Rising pressure. The helmet site was spiking again.
Camila placed the tea in front of him. “You’re leaving, aren’t you?”
Spencer nodded, eyes low. “Just a recon check.”
She leaned down, kissed his head. “Come back soon.”
He looked at her for a long time, then said, “Always.”
Back at New Life HQ, Samson stood in the observatory chamber. A massive hologram of the Earth spun before him, dotted with red Ascension pings.
“Victor,” he said into his mic, “the site’s pulsing again. You’re clear to enter No Man’s Land when ready.”
Victor’s voice came back, half grin, half threat: “Let’s go make history.” 
Victor Hayes stepped off the jet like he was stepping onto a movie set. A dry wind kicked across the runway, tugging at the edges of his dark green jacket—fitted tight over a white tee and flared at the collar. Dust stuck to his boots the second he hit the tarmac, but he didn’t flinch. He liked it gritty. Real. His blonde hair was a little too perfect, tousled by the flight but styled like it always landed that way. He wore aviator shades, even though the sky above was clouded thick with the edge of a coming storm.
“Oi,” he called out to his crew, voice thick with a cocky British lilt. “Get the scanners ready. I want full telemetry up and broadcasting by the time we’re boots down at the site.”
His team—two drone ops, a thermal specialist, and a compact field medic—snapped into motion. Cameras flicked on. Micro-mics synced to the New Life stream.
Inside his ear, Samson’s voice cut through. “Try not to get yourself killed.”
Victor grinned. “I’m flattered by the concern, mate.”
Samson didn’t laugh. Just ended the call. Near the same site, Spencer landed hard on a bluff overlooking the helmet zone. His suit absorbed most of the impact, but the static in the air? That was new. He adjusted his wristband, sent a silent ping to Solomon. Storm activity increasing. Possible awakening. He didn’t say more than that.
The Brotherhood wasn’t far behind, riding in cloaked terrain crawlers. Cortez leaned out from one as they stopped, scanning the storm brewing over the horizon.
“This wasn’t here yesterday,” he muttered. “It was just wind and sand.”
Now? Thunder cracked. Rain hammered the sand in uneven bursts. Lightning lashed from cloud to cloud in patterns too rhythmic to be natural.
Spencer met the group halfway, his eyes narrowed. “You all shouldn’t have come.”
“You told us what’s down here,” Cortez replied. “We’re not sitting that out.”
They posted up near the perimeter—out of sight, but close enough to move in if needed.
Megan arrived not long after in battle ready attire. Her suit was a sleek fusion of burnt crimson, storm orange, and ghost-white panels, each section armored at the vital points—shoulders, forearms, chest, and knees—all contoured to her frame without sacrificing movement. The fabric between the armor was a matte, textured mesh—flexible but tough, absorbing the rain without clinging. Water slid off her plating in narrow streams, pooling for a split second before rolling to the ground. Every drop that struck her suit sizzled and boiled from the heat her body naturally conducted for speed. Lightning cracked overhead, and for a heartbeat, her entire silhouette lit up like a warning flare. The orange stripes lining her limbs glowed brighter, veins of kinetic energy humming to life under her armor as if the storm was feeding her. Her goggles were already down—sleek, amber-tinted lenses scanning the field—and behind them, you could almost feel her calculating every threat. She didn’t flinch at the thunder. If anything, it made her smile. 
“It’s thick out there,” she said, brushing strands of wet hair from her face. “And I can’t keep my speed up. The rain’s pulling heat from the ground—he’s doing this.”
“Stratos knows we’re here,” Spencer said. “And he’s choosing who to let through.”
They looked toward the helmet site. Lightning struck the same point repeatedly, a column of plasma digging deeper into the sand, turning earth into glass.
Victor, undeterred, pushed forward leading the charge. The storm seemed to part for him—wind curved around his body; thunder dipped behind his footsteps. He grinned into his livestream, camera drone following from above.
“Alright, folks. We’re deep in the no-go zone. Sensors are pinging like mad, but it’s not electromagnetic—it’s… it’s something else.”
He made his way deeper into the desert, the sand was swirling in every direction, except in his. He found the ravine in which the helmet was buried. and began his travel downward. He turned back expecting to see his team and the camera men with their New Life drones behind him, but there was nothing behind him, nobody at all. 
He took out the personal drone that Samson gave him and turned it on. The camera was built into a sphere, so when he turned it on, the sphere hovered mid-air and followed Victor down the tight ravine.
“I’m hearing a humming deeper in this cave, let's find out what’s making that noise shall we,” Victor said as he inched deeper into the cave, now far from the harsh conditions on land.
When he got to the bottom of the cave, he saw it. The helmet, covered in glyphs, that were now stained an emerald blue. He stepped closer, each step slower than the last, then he crouched, brushing aside layers of crystallized sand, until his fingers struck metal. Smooth. Curved. Still warm. 
“What the hell…?”
His hand flattened against it. The hum roared to life. Every camera cut out. The sand cracked and Victor Hayes stopped breathing. Then gasped—choking on air that wasn’t air anymore. His veins glowed faint blue, then white, then blinding. Above him, the sky screamed open. A voice—not heard but felt—echoed through the bones of the earth.
“I have found my avatar”
And just like that, Stratos had awoken. Victor’s scream didn’t echo—it rippled. The ground beneath him fractured, spiderweb cracks racing outward from where his hand touched the buried helmet. Lightning, once chaotic and wild in the sky, now funneled downward strike after strike, each bolt pulled by something inside him, through him. His body convulsed. Not from shock—but from absorption. The lightning didn’t hit him anymore. It merged with him.
His boots melted into the earth. His jacket burned away in ribbons. The white tee underneath disintegrated in strips as his skin began to glow—not gold, not blue, but white-hot with coursing energy. His veins lit up like cracks in a dam under pressure, pulsing brighter, brighter, brighter—until they looked like lightning trying to escape his body.
Yet still he screamed. Not in fear. But in pain. His muscles tightened. His spine arched. Energy ripped through him in waves, each one louder than the last. Sparks sprayed from his fingertips. The sand around him turned to glass. His eyes rolled back—and then snapped forward, glowing with a cold electric white.
“Victor!” his team was shouting from the edge of the dunes. It was no use. As deep as the helmet was buried, the lightning that was exuding itself from Victor’s body, easily made its way to the surface. More lightning came, not from the sky, but from him. It leapt outward in jagged arcs, ripping through the air, dancing across the earth.
And as the energy reached its peak, his body lifted. Hovering. Trembling. Skin still sizzling. Arms out to the sides like a man crucified to the storm. His team and the New Life team that accompanied this mission, watched him ascend into the air in awe. Then—silence, the storm paused. The wind dropped. Even time seemed to freeze, and in that quiet, Victor Hayes took his first and last breath as a free man. Lightning erupted from his body, and they sky all at once. The men and women on the ground tried to run, but it was pointless. Each bolt found its target. New Life soldiers, scientists, and agents froze mid-sprint, their outlines glowing in electric-blue skeletons before collapsing into heaps of scorched earth, burnt clothes, and half-melted gear. The smell of ozone and ash overtook the wind. 
The storm now worsened and so did Victor. A suit of lightning-forged plating formed across his chest, shoulders, and legs—not armor in the traditional sense but living current shaped by instinct. The energy crawled over his skin, bright and flickering, wild and unrefined. It didn’t hum—it howled. It crawled across his body like a second skin—bright, flickering, unstable. His hair, once neat, now stood up in wild shocks. His eyes—no longer human—glowed with storm light.
And above him, clouds swirled into a perfect eye. The clouds churned and spun into a perfect, unnatural spiral. The eye of the storm opened wide, watching its new master with reverence. The rain no longer touched him. The lightning no longer threatened him. No longer Victor Hayes. Now— Weatherman.



CHAPTER 10: THE WEATHER MAN

The sky split open. Lightning danced through black clouds like veins on fire, flashing so violently the air itself cracked. The desert, once dry and breathless, had become a war zone of wind, water, and energy. Spencer attempted to pull Stratos out the air but was met with a bolt of lightning to the chest instead, he crashed to the ground, dust and wet sand scattering around his body as thunder shook the earth. He didn’t move for a second, because he couldn’t— electricity at a low voltage already stunned Bulqyrian’s as is, but ascension laced lightning—well that was like a bullet to the chest for a regular man.
Up above, Victor Hayes hovered—if you could still call him that. His body surged with electricity; veins lit like neon wires under skin. Each breath he took came with static. Each movement rumbled like a storm. The transformation was still fresh. His mind, barely holding on. But his power? Unshakable. Megan darted in from the left, her body a blur of heat and momentum. But the rain worked against her—slowing her down, making every blink-step feel like dragging through molasses.
Victor turned midair and whipped his arm toward her. A bolt cracked through the sky. She blinked again—barely missing the strike—but the heat scorched her shoulder. She yelped, stumbled, rolled. The ground hissed from her impact, steam rising around her as her body slid across scorched mud. Solomon ran low across the field, drenched in sweat and rain. His eyes locked on Victor’s every movement, calculating, analyzing. He hadn’t adapted yet. His body needed time—but time was the one thing they didn’t have.
Victor turned his palm downward and summoned another bolt—not from the clouds, but from himself. It exploded from his hand like a living whip of thunder, slashing the air as he chased Megan with raw voltage. She blinked again—one, two—zigzagging through the rain with her teeth clenched. Her shoulder burned, her suit crackling where it had been hit. Spencer shot back into the sky, fists clenched, face battered. He pushed forward, dodging a bolt just inches from his chest.
“Victor!” he shouted. “This isn’t you!”
Victor didn’t answer. His eyes were lightning now—void of empathy, of memory, of man. The wind howled through his teeth as he unleashed another wave of lightning directly into Spencer’s chest. It struck like a freight train, sending Spencer hurling backward into a boulder. The rock cracked, split in half from the force.
Another bolt hit moments later, exploding the ground where Spencer landed. The crater deepened. For a moment, it looked like he'd vanished. Samson Pierce watched all of it—every blow, every scream—from his private facility in northern Arizona. His monitors were custom-built to withstand the Ascension-induced weather. His jaw clenched.
“There are more,” he muttered.
He wasn’t just watching Spencer anymore. His eyes were on Solomon. On Megan. An entirely different puzzle had just unfolded.
Spencer dragged himself out of the crater. His uniform was shredded, cape hanging off his shoulders like tissue. Rain poured down his face, streaking through blood. His ribs were screaming. One eye was swollen nearly shut. But he looked up at Victor—hovering like a god, thunder coiling around him.
Then, from the shadows—Solomon moved.
His steps were slow at first, but with every step, his body adjusted. His vision sharpened. His muscles aligned, his skin and organs became almost rubber, counteracting the lightning that Stratos was hailing towards him. He studied Victor’s movements—how his bolts curved, how the clouds swirled with each breath he took. How the air bent around him, vibrating with storm-born sentience. And then—he ran. A blur, straight through the mud, past the lightning, up the ridge. He vaulted, spun midair, and slammed his fist into Victor’s ribs.
Victor stumbled back—more from surprise than pain—but then it hit him. Pain. Solomon didn’t stop. He adapted faster. His suit thinned where it needed mobility, thickened where it needed resistance. His legs adjusted to balance through wind drag. His gloves hardened at the knuckles, responding to voltage. His movements turned primal, efficient.
Victor retaliated, eyes burning bright. He screamed, a roar drowned by thunder, and sent out a shockwave—a full-body pulse that launched Solomon backward, crashing through a tree trunk and rolling down a slope. The bark was on fire when he hit the ground.
Megan blurred back into the fight again, blinking from three different angles before landing a roundhouse to the helmet where Victor's jaw would be. It connected—and did nothing. His head snapped back, but his body didn’t move.
He grabbed her ankle mid-blink and slammed her into the ground. The impact cratered beneath her. She coughed blood. Her goggles flickered offline, along with the once neon orange streaks in her suit that were not too long ago kept bright by the fire burning in her. Spencer rejoined, this time with no restraint. His eyes flared red-purple, Ascension beams lashing forward like scythes. The beams didn’t slice Victor—they carved through the storm around him, dispersing clouds in clean lines.
Victor reeled, covering his eyes, momentarily blinded, even with the helmet. Spencer didn’t let up. He flew in with kinetic bursts—blow after blow, each hit charged by gravity itself.
Still, Victor endured. His lightning armor sparked and bent. His body smoked. But he didn't fall. He laughed. Lightning erupted from within him, not from the sky but from his core—an explosion of raw voltage that burst outward in a blinding ring. It rose from the ground like a tidal wall of energy, sweeping across the battlefield in every direction. The desert sand beneath it flash-melted to glass, forming a shimmering crater of scorched, fused earth in its wake.
Spencer put both arms up, using his own Bulqyrian cuffs that he added into his suit to shield himself. Megan tried to get up to outrun the wave but got struck —then collapsed. Her energy was gone. Solomon dug his hands into the dirt to stay grounded, electricity crawling across his back like fire ants. Their suits were failing. Their strength drained. They were dying. And then, something shifted.
Victor wavered. His breath caught. He looked down at his hands—shaking, glowing, pulsing erratically. The helmet was overloading. The Ascension energy inside it was fighting them both. Ascension is a sentient energy, it behaves from intent, and right now it was trying to read from two people, a god and a human being.
That moment was all they needed. Solomon surged forward again, faster this time, with a shoulder-charge that carried everything he had left. It cracked Victor’s plating. The lightning flickered. Megan rose one last time, dashing beside Victor and unloading every remaining ounce of speed into a single strike to the gut.
Spencer hovered above, charging his fists—his suit charred and torn from lightning strikes. He came down like a meteor, both fists slamming into Victor’s chest as he shouted with fury not just for the moment—but for the human lives they’d lost to the storm.
Victor hit the ground like a fallen star, lightning sputtering from his chest. He wasn’t unconscious—but he wasn’t fighting back either. The helmet glowed faintly. The storm above trembled. The clouds began to scatter. The wind softened. And as the rain thinned, Solomon stood over him, breath heavy, soaked in blood, bruises, and rain—but victorious.
They didn’t cheer. They just stood there, surrounded by mud, destruction, and silence—three against a storm, and somehow, still standing.

CHAPTER 11: AFTER THE STORM
The rain had finally stopped. Steam rolled across the rocky field where the battle had ended. Broken ground, shattered boulders, and scorched craters marked every inch of the battlefield. Smoke drifted from fractured soil. Strips of fused glass cracked under their boots, reflecting the bruised clouds above. The air still buzzed faintly, like it hadn’t decided if the storm was truly over. At the center of it all, Spencer, Megan, and Solomon stood bruised, battered, and breathing like they’d run through hell.
Victor Hayes—no, the thing that used to be Victor—lay unconscious in the center of a deep crater, body twitching faintly. His chest rose and fell, slow and ragged. Lightning still sparked through his fingers. Every few seconds, the energy flared and dimmed, like a dying heartbeat trying to restart itself.
Spencer dropped to one knee, coughing into his palm. Blood. Megan’s suit flickered as it tried to reboot, bits of her armor still steaming from where it had absorbed direct strikes. Her arms trembled—not from fear, but pure adrenaline withdrawal. Solomon’s body, once rubberized and dense to absorb the lightning, had begun returning to normal. His skin peeled back into its original form, the synthetic layers reconfiguring. His suit darkened to its standard matte finish, but his eyes stayed distant.
“We’re alive,” Megan muttered. “Barely.”
Spencer just nodded, head hanging low. Every breath he took came with pain. Every inch of his body protested. Solomon didn’t speak. He stared down at Victor, eyes unreadable caught somewhere between rage and pity. Victor twitched again. A jolt crawled up his spine. His lips parted slightly, but no words came out—just the faint crackle of static.
“We can’t leave him here,” Spencer said. “We need answers. We need to know what’s going on inside his head.”
Solomon stepped forward, his voice flat. “Then we take him to the Hectagon.”
Back at the Hectagon. The chamber Solomon prepared was reinforced with containment fields, kinetic dampeners, and a liquid-suspension tank. Every inch of the room hummed with fail-safes. Victor was sealed inside—eyes closed; helmet off and body suspended in blue light. His skin shimmered faintly beneath the surface, like lightning was coiling through his veins on a loop. His vitals were erratic. His mind unreadable. Monitors lined the walls, constantly recalculating data, unable to predict what he’d become.
“He isn’t asleep,” Solomon said, eyes fixed on the screen. “It’s like his mind broke during the transformation.”
Megan stood nearby, arms crossed, lip cut and still bleeding. “Can you fix it?”
“Not with anything here,” Solomon replied. “But I’ll try.”
She nodded, but her fingers tapped against her arm—nervous, uncertain. They both knew time wasn’t on their side. And whatever Victor had become…it wasn’t done evolving. 
That night, Spencer returned home. The moment he stepped through the door, Camila saw him—and froze.
Then her voice rose, sharp and furious in Spanish.
“¡¿Qué te pasó?! ¡Tu cara, tu cuerpo! ¡Mira cómo estás! ¿¡Estás loco!?”
She rushed to him, pressing her hands to his chest, his arms, then his cheeks. Her touch was fast and frantic, trying to take in every bruise, cut and burn mark. Her eyes glistened with tears she hadn’t let fall yet.
Spencer, exhausted, just whispered, “I’m fine.”
“¡No estás bien! ¿¡Quién hizo esto!?” 
He didn’t answer. He just pulled her into a hug—tight, unrelenting. His shoulders sank. She held him, trembling, saying nothing more. The storm had passed, but he still felt like it was thundering in his bones.
Elsewhere, Megan stumbled through her house door. Theo was waiting. He rushed to her side, helping her sit, eyes wide with concern.
“What happened to you?”
“Long story,” she groaned, wincing as she leaned back into the kitchen chair.
He carried her to the couch, bandaging cuts, applying ointments, whispering calm reassurances. But even as he tended to her wounds, his mind worked behind the scenes. He asked no questions—not the right ones. Not yet. His fingers lingered too long on a piece of bloodied fabric. A single strand of her hair stuck to his jacket. He peeled it off, slow, fascinated.
Later, while she slept, he stored a sample in a hidden drawer—alongside others. His obsession had bloomed into ritual. The next morning. Megan sat at the table, sipping tea, body still sore. Her hand rested gently on her stomach, almost without realizing it.
“I think I might be pregnant,” she said softly.
Theo looked up from his data pad. “What?”
She nodded. “I’m not sure. I’ll have to check, especially after last night.”
He didn’t say anything at first. But his eyes gleamed behind the steam of her tea. He smiled. And this time, she didn’t see it.
Across the city, Samson Pierce stood in his private observatory, overlooking the storm site from high orbit via drone feeds. The satellites had stabilized. His cameras—reinforced to survive Ascension events—had captured everything. He watched every frame of the battle repeatedly. Lightning. Flight. Heatwaves. Spencer. Solomon. Megan and now Victor.
The data poured in like scripture.
“Fascinating,” he whispered.
He turned to his team.
“Release the footage,” he said. “Let the world see the truth. There are others. Not just Spencer. There are heroes among us.” the corner of his mouth rising into a smirk.
“But sir,” one advisor warned, “we don’t know who they are. Their identities—”
“They’ll reveal themselves,” Samson said, without even turning. “Or I’ll help them do it.”
He smiled. Not kindly. Not warmly, just like a man who finally saw the game board for what it was and knew exactly which pieces he planned to move next.
Later that night, in the basement of a quiet apartment complex—Theo worked. Not upstairs, where Megan lay sleeping. Down here. Where the lights hummed too steadily, and the air smelled faintly of chemicals and regret. The room was cold. Windowless. Lined with old server towers and cracked monitors still flickering with outdated code. His desk was cluttered with data sheets, half-finished serum vials, protein culture swabs, and encrypted research pulled from disbanded government trials—the kind even New Life pretended didn’t exist.
A photo of Megan sat in the corner—worn, fingerprint-smudged. Framed. Across the center screen, vitals pulsed—Megan’s. Tracked over weeks. Her hormone levels. Her cellular structure. Her body’s response to stress, to trauma, to injections she never noticed in her morning smoothies.
He scrolled through notes.
“02.15.25 — Slight increase in adrenal spike post-mission. No rejection to nanite blend. Confirmed compatibility.”
 “03.08.25 — Introduced secondary agent via protein powder. Reaction stable. DNA priming shows signs of mutation flexibility.”
 “Target viability for accelerated offspring now at 92%.”
Theo leaned back in his chair, hands steepled. He watched her heartbeat on the screen with something between awe and possessiveness.
“She doesn’t even know,” he whispered. “She was built for this.”
On another monitor, embryo diagrams cycled—digitally rendered blueprints of hypothetical offspring. Speed. Regeneration. Electromagnetic potential. Psychic elasticity. One profile was tagged in red: “Projected Child Alpha” with two data markers, twins?
He stared at it, transfixed.
“You two will be perfect,” he said softly, almost lovingly. “Not like the others.”
Somewhere upstairs, Megan turned in her sleep. Down in the dark, Theo smiled.
And finally—he locked the door from the inside.












CHAPTER 12: The Broadcast

The feed went global. Within hours, clips flooded every platform—screens in crowded city squares, terminals in underground bunkers, classroom projectors, corner bars, family homes. There were no captions needed. The footage spoke for itself. Spencer Livingston. Flying. Fighting. Protecting. Megan. Solomon. Victor Hayes in mid-air, lightning coiled through his chest like a living serpent. The storm. The devastation. The power and then… the silence.
For the first time in years, the world stopped arguing about who might be out there. Now they knew Within days, the Hectagon’s secure servers were overwhelmed. Not hacked—just flooded.
Thousands of encrypted applications. Civilians pleading for safety.
	Scientists offering theories. Strategists sending war tables.  Ascendants begging for purpose. Runaways hoping for a home. They didn’t come for money or fame they came because the veil was gone. The world had changed, and they needed someone to help them survive it.
And across the skyline of New Phoenix, standing inside a penthouse suite encased in chrome and silence, Samson Pierce watched the entire broadcast loop on a five-story monitor. Arms folded across his chest. Jaw locked eyes alive. The reflection of Spencer’s face danced across the glass.
His own voice murmured into the stillness: 
 “Let them think they’re building something…”
His smile finally broke through, slow and wolfish.
“They’ve only just given me a target.”
Back inside the Hectagon. The briefing room went dark. Not just the screen, but the energy. The kind of hush that only follows something irreversible. Spencer sat forward in his seat, arms crossed, the light from the screen fading across the gold accents of his uniform. His expression was unreadable—but his body was rigid. Tense. Watching for the next hit.
Megan leaned back, exhaling through her nose. Her shoulders were pulled tight, like she was bracing for another fight even as her suit’s core dimmed beneath her clothes. Her fingers drummed once on the edge of the chair—then stopped. The silence wasn’t peace. It was pressure. Solomon didn’t sit. He stood behind them, hands clasped behind his back, the edges of his coat brushing the floor. He hadn’t moved the entire time the footage played, not even when Victor screamed, not even when the helmet overloaded. He just watched.
No one spoke. Because no one knew what to say. The footage had changed everything. Again. Then— knock. The side door cracked open. A woman stepped inside—black fatigues, no insignia, mid-forties with sharp eyes and sharper posture. She moved with the ease of someone who’d been in intelligence long enough to know how to avoid attention. Her ID tag pulsed faint blue against her hip.
“Solomon,” she said, low and clinical. “A word.”
He gave a small nod and followed her into the hallway, the door closing behind them with a quiet hiss. She didn’t waste time. Handed him a sleek data-slate glowing with biometric readouts and recovery projections.
“Victor Hayes,” she said. “His vitals are stabilizing. Fast. Accelerated regenerative patterns are kicking in. Muscles, skin, nerves—his body’s adapting faster than anything we’ve ever logged.”
Solomon flipped through the charts. His face remained flat, but his eyes tracked every number.
“And his mind?” he asked.
She hesitated, tapping a new graph onto the screen. “That’s where it gets worse. He’s not awake. Not asleep either. No speech. No response to pain. No voluntary motor activity. But…”
She pulled up a neural scan. It looked like chaos—firing neurons stacked in layers that bent like folded time.
“Dreamlike activity?” Solomon guessed.
“More like—visions. Violent. Echoing. Like he’s trapped inside something.”
Solomon exhaled slowly. “So, we wait.”
“Or” she said, her tone shifting carefully, “we take him to someone who doesn’t rely on time.”
He looked up.
“There’s a group,” she continued. “We’ve never investigated them too much. Never needed to, but this faction might have the abilities to help.”
She turned the tablet around and tapped into a secure channel. The screen flickered once, then displayed a photo—grainy, zoomed in from an old surveillance drone. A man standing in the middle of what looked like a torn down jungle. No tech. No weapons. No armor. Just… peace.
“They live at the edge of what people are calling The Rift. They don’t fight. They don’t interfere. They just exist. Ascendants who use the energy differently—without aggression.  And their leader…”
Solomon’s eyes narrowed before she even said it.
“…is rumored to be a level 10 Ascendant.”
A long pause.
“I thought he was a myth,” he said softly.
“So did we. Until we realized Victor’s brain patterns were similar to what the people say this Seer was once able to repair in a child that was declared dead months ago. A boy in Sedona, he touched an unstable shard of Ascension at a refugee site. Went comatose. They say the boy's parents took him to edge of the Rift’s border and when they came back, he was better than he’d ever been before.”
Solomon looked down at the slate, then at the woman.
“You think he’ll help?”
She nodded. “I think if anyone will, it’s him.”
Solomon stared down the hallway for a beat longer. Then he handed the slate back.
“Prep the jet. We go tonight.”
Back on the ops floor, Megan had risen and was now leaning on the edge of the console, reading the waves of incoming media feeds on loop. Crowds had gathered outside every New Life facility. Protesters. Worshippers. Cameras. The world was watching. Spencer still hadn’t moved from his seat. Solomon stepped through the door.
“I know where we can take Victor to get him help.”
Spencer looked over, eyes sharp. “We’re moving him already?”
“There’s no point waiting for him to heal in a tank. His body’s repairing. But his mind... it’s trapped somewhere our equipment can’t reach.”
Megan straightened. “So where?”
Solomon’s voice didn’t rise.
“You’re not going to like it but...”
Spencer’s brow lifted. “What are you—”
Solomon sighed. “We’re going to the Rift.”
Megan blinked. “You’re taking him to an unknown faction? That’s a risk, you’d be risking more than just Victor’s life. You’d be risking yours too. We barely know anything about the place.”
Solomon’s eyes flicked toward her. “It’s not just a risk. It’s our only shot. I’ve been collecting data on the place ever since the whole, Scorcher incident. They seem to be peaceful people.”

For a moment, no one said anything. Then Spencer stood. No cape. No theatrics. Just the weight of war sitting in his bones.
“Then let’s not waste time.”
Later that night, the lights inside the Hectagon dimmed to their after-hours pulse—soft blue lining the floors, pulsing gently like a heartbeat at rest. Most of the facility had gone quiet, the personnel either asleep or buried in reports they barely understood. Spencer stood in the command bay alone, staring at the world map on the main screen. It was covered in red pulses—Ascension pings, faction activity, anomalous weather zones. All live. All growing. He tapped the console and zoomed into The Rift.
Behind him, the soft footsteps of Megan approached. She didn’t say anything at first. Just stood beside him, arms crossed, eyes tired.
“You think we’re ready for what’s next?” she asked, voice low.
Spencer didn’t answer right away.
“I don’t think we’ll ever be ready,” he said finally. “But we’ll still have to face it.”
She nodded but didn’t look at him. “Victor changed everything.”
He exhaled slowly. “Victor was the beginning of something, but the world? The world is not prepared for what’s coming; and I don’t even know what it is that’s coming.”
They both looked up as another alert blinked on screen—New Life broadcast scheduled. Global feed override detected. Countdown: 2:17.
Megan narrowed her eyes. “You think it’s Samson?”
“Who else could it be? I just need to get Victor to the Rift before he announces anything.”
Spencer stepped back from the console and turned toward the hangar bay.
“I’ll be home before it starts,” he said quietly. “If it’s what I think it is... I’d rather hear it with Camila than with a comm in my ear.”
Megan nodded, then offered something she rarely did.
“Tell her she’s lucky.”
Spencer gave a small, tired smile. “She says the same thing about me.”
And with that, he left the room.
The screen continued counting down, each second ticking louder than the one before.
2:04… 1:57… 1:39…
Megan stayed behind, watching it all unfold—just one woman in a facility built to withstand gods, but even gods had shadows and theirs… was already forming.














CHAPTER 13

The jet’s engines whispered against the wind as Spencer stared out the window, arms folded, jaw tight. Below him, the desert terrain gave way to something stranger—thicker. Wilder. The Rift. Victor Hayes lay unconscious in a containment pod across from him. Even in stasis, the occasional flicker of static rolled off his skin—like his body still remembered the storm. Spencer leaned forward, placing a hand against the transparent shell of the pod.
“I got you,” he murmured. “One way or another.”
The Rift shimmered below like heatwaves had become geometry. Land bent in ways that shouldn’t exist—trees folded sideways; rivers coiled like spines. Clouds above it didn’t drift—they twisted like living things. As the jet descended, Spencer’s head began to pound. His vision trembled. A flash. He stood not in the jet, but in a quiet field. Camila was there—smiling, arms cradling a boy whose eyes matched Spencer’s. The boy looked up at him and laughed.
Spencer blinked. Gone.
Back in the jet. He grits his teeth. Another flash. A war zone. His father, older, face scarred, was shouting something he couldn’t hear—pointing behind him. Gone again. The Rift was testing him. Spencer stood, locking the controls and prepping the descent manually. When the landing ramp lowered, a wave of distortion slammed into him. His boots hit the ground, but everything beneath him flickered like light underwater.
He pulled Victor’s pod behind him, footsteps sinking slightly into the terrain—though there was no sand, no rock, just… ripple.
“Seer,” he called out, voice steady. “I come in peace. I bring someone who needs your help.”
The wind stopped. Then a voice, calm and ancient, echoed without sound.
“I know why you’re here.”
The illusions cracked. The jungle shimmered away like fog at dawn. The terrain solidified into soft grass, crystalline waterfalls, glowing trees that arced naturally toward the sun. A city unfolded ahead—peaceful, intricate, and alive. The Seer stood at its center. Clad in flowing robes that shifted color with every blink, his eyes mirrored galaxies—calm, all-seeing.
“You’ve brought the Weatherman,” the Seer said.
Spencer nodded. “His mind is fractured. I’ve seen nothing like it.”
“I have,” the Seer said. “He fought a god. But that’s not what broke him.”
He raised his hand gently. Victor’s pod lifted from the ground and hovered beside him, wrapped in gentle light.
“It was the transformation. The collision of man and Ascension,” he said softly. “We will help him. But healing a mind is slower than healing a body.”
Spencer hesitated. “How long?”
“Return in seven days,” the Seer said. “He will not be whole. But he will be… himself.”
Spencer gave a short nod. “Thank you.”
“You are welcome here,” the Seer said. “From now on, you may see the Rift for what it is.”
Spencer turned back toward the jet, and as he looked over the valley again, his vision adjusted. He saw it. Children playing beneath trees that glowed with starlight. Farmers harvesting floating fruit from levitating vines. Peace. Harmony. Not an illusion—just hidden from those not meant to see. As the jet rose into the sky, Spencer leaned back in the pilot seat and looked out over the Rift. A rare smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. When he landed back at the Hexagon base, Solomon was already waiting at the runway. Spencer exited with a slow breath, dropping his bag to the side.
“Victor’s safe,” he said. “The Seer’s taking care of him.”
Solomon nodded. “You trust him?”
“I do now. Rift let me see the truth on the way out. That place isn’t a threat. It’s a refuge.”
As they entered the main chamber of the Hexagon—now busier, more organized—Megan was already there, pacing. She looked up as Spencer approached, then turned to Solomon.
“Can one of your medics check on something for me?”
Solomon raised a brow. “Of course. What’s wrong?”
She hesitated. “I think I’m pregnant.”
Spencer turned slightly but kept his mouth shut.
Solomon blinked. “Okay. Yeah. We’ll run a scan immediately.”
Later that afternoon, the results confirmed it—twins. Megan was carrying two children, and they were already showing unusual energy signatures. Theo was nowhere in sight. That night, Spencer returned home. Camila was sitting on the couch, scrolling through a tablet. The moment she looked up and saw him—blood still dried at his temple, uniform torn—she shot to her feet, shouting in Spanish as she rushed him.
“¡Dios mío! ¿Qué te pasó? ¡Estás todo golpeado! ¿Es esto normal para ti? ¿ESTÁS LOCO?”
He winced, smiling slightly. “I’m okay. I’m okay.”
She grabbed his face, inspecting the bruises. “¿Esto es estar bien? ¡Te ves como si hubieras peleado con un tren!”
He laughed, then coughed. “Maybe I did.”
Camila stared at him for a long moment. Then softened. “You can’t keep doing this.”
“I know.”
They sat down, and after a long silence, Spencer turned to her.
“Do you want kids?”
Camila blinked. “Is that a trick question?”
“No. I’m serious. I’ve been thinking…”
She nodded slowly. “I do. When things are safe. When you’re safe.”
Spencer looked down at his hands—calloused, blood-stained, trembling.
“I’m done with the military,” he said. “I’m leaving. I’m joining Solomon. I need something that lets me live… not just fight.”
Camila took his hand. “Good.”
That same night, as the world slept, a feed cut through every major news station.
Samson Pierce stood in front of a holographic screen—footage looping behind him: Spencer, Solomon, and Megan battling the Weatherman in full costume.
“Some of you have asked whether these so-called ‘heroes’ can be trusted,” he began.
He stared into the camera, smile cold.
“Let them decide for you.”
The broadcast ended and the world leaned forward in silence. Waiting. Watching. What would the heroes do next?






CHAPTER 14

The morning after Samson Pierce’s global broadcast, the world cracked in half.
News anchors couldn’t spin fast enough. Pundits shouted over each other. Emergency press conferences were scheduled, canceled, then rescheduled, but none of it changed what the footage showed: Spencer Livingston, Solomon Vance, and Megan Arias engaged in a brutal aerial battle against Victor Hayes, the Weatherman, and around the world, civilians watched it play on loop.
Some cried. Some screamed. Some believed they had just witnessed Earth’s salvation. Others, its damnation. Protests erupted within hours.
Outside New Life headquarters in every major country. Outside the Hectagon. Some held signs that read: “They Lied to Us.” Others held: “They Saved Us.” Inside the Hectagon, Spencer, Solomon, and Megan stood at the center of the briefing hall. They didn’t hide from the truth, they faced it. Solomon stood in front of the global broadcast console; his fingers interlocked behind his back. Spencer stood beside him, wearing his “General” suit, now repaired and clean, cape flowing down his back, medals and armor plating shinning in the light. Megan stood just off to the side, hand resting lightly against her abdomen. Spencer stepped forward first. He pressed a button, and the Hectagon’s global channel opened. Live. Unfiltered.
“My name is Spencer Livingston,” he said. "You’ve seen the footage. You know who we are. We’re not here to rule over you. We never were. But we’re also not hiding anymore."
Megan followed. "I was born on a planet you’ll never visit. I came here not to invade, but to start over. Like many of you, I lost things. I bled for things. I became something... different. But I never stopped being someone who wanted to protect."
Then Solomon. "We are opening the Hectagon," he said. "To the public. Humans. Ascendants. Anyone willing to learn, to work, to help. We will train you. We will protect you. And we will do so transparently. This is your world. We are only here to live amongst you and defend it."
Within hours, applications surged. Thousands. By week’s end, they had over 40,000 human recruits. Volunteers, scientists, strategists, refugees and medics. Ascendants seeking training and purpose and behind the curtain of peace and progress. Theo worked in silence. Planning. He tracked DNA charts. Modified training protocols for Sierra and Caleb. Watched Jacob's growth from afar. All while hiding a truth he didn’t know how to say: he was the lead scientist for New Life. And Megan had no idea.
At Spencer’s home, Camila held the results in her hand. Positive. Spencer looked at her. A nervous laugh escaped his throat, but it didn’t mask the way his hands trembled.
"We’re having a child," she said softly.
He nodded. "Yeah... We are."
His name would be Jacob.
 SIX YEARS LATER. The year was 3027. The world had changed. Ascendants now made up 12% of Earth’s registered population. Some called them the next evolution. Others called them abominations. Factions had risen. The Electrics: lightning-channeling freedom fighters, rumored to have roots in Africa and South America. The Scorchers: fire-wielding anarchists, volatile and untraceable. The Sea Dwellers: a peaceful, underwater-based clan living in waters all over the globe, rarely seen, but rumored to be growing. The Hectagon now trained hundreds of recruits per year. Some military. Some not. Some children of war. Jacob Livingston was one of them. Fifteen. Strong. Quiet. Part human, part Bulqyrian. He wasn’t fast enough, wasn’t strong enough, wasn’t durable enough. Not compared to his father. He trained harder than anyone, but the mirror always reminded him: he wasn’t what they expected.
Caleb Arias was sixteen. The golden boy. Confident. Focused. His speed came from kinetic absorption. Every hit he took, every sprint he pushed, stored energy. When released, he blurred past light. Everyone thought it was just Megan’s alien DNA. But deep in the files Theo left behind, buried between corrupted logs, the truth was clear: Theo had manipulated Caleb’s embryo. Sierra Arias, also sixteen, was different. She didn’t run fast. She teleported. Gone in one breath. Reappearing in another, but her powers came at a cost. During fetal development, her heart failed under the strain of Theo's modifications. He had implanted a nanite—coded to stabilize her. A hidden switch. Nobody knew. Theo was gone. Disappeared after Megan discovered he was working with New Life. She had confronted him. He hadn’t denied it.
He had simply said, "I did what I had to do." And vanished.
President Timothy Ryes' final term ended. A new name rose. Samson Pierce, now 25, campaigning across every continent. Wealthy. Eloquent. Handsome. Powerful. He toured war zones and corporate towers alike.
"The factions are growing."
"The world is evolving."
"We must evolve with it."
He unveiled his proposal, "The Ascendant Registration Act". Everyone must be tested, human and ascendant alike.  Every powered individual must be logged. New Life would handle the logistics. Omega Bots would be constructed to maintain order. These bots—barely hinted at—were rumored to be capable of countering Ascendants with mechanical precision. Pierce promised safety. Others saw chains. The public split once again.
Protests reignited. New Life soared in value. Across the globe, Ascendant jewelry emerged wearables granting temporary enhancements. Ascendant drugs flooded black markets—offering brief surges of power, often with permanent cost. And just as quickly as the powered population surged… they began disappearing. 
Whispers circled, Toy Master, last seen hijacking a cargo ship full of enhancement chips. Sleep, rumored to erase memories of entire towns. Others without names, just scars. The world was on edge. And yet, at the Hectagon, three teens stood in the training chamber. Jacob. Caleb. Sierra. Sparring, arguing, growing, bleeding... becoming. They had no idea that in a few years, they'd be all that stood between the world they knew... and the order Samson was about to bring. Because on election night, across every screen and city square, the results poured in.
SAMSON PIERCE: ELECTED PRESIDENT OF EARTH. The cheers. The cries.
And behind it all... Samson smiled. Not at the camera. Not at the people but at the shadows waiting behind him. The Omega Project had just been greenlit. 
Late that night, long after the votes were counted and Samson Pierce was officially declared the next President of Earth, the lights inside the Hectagon dimmed to their midnight pulse. Most of the facility slept. But not Solomon. He stood alone at the far end of the Hectagon’s subterranean vault—deep beneath the main floor, where only he and a select few had access. Before him sat a massive chamber, sealed for decades. At its center: a sleek, obsidian-colored vessel. Angular. Ancient. Not designed on Earth. It was the ship they’d arrived in—the one that brought Spencer, Solomon, and Megan all those years ago. Its surface still shimmered with faint gold lines, pulsing like breath. Solomon stood there for a long time. He got a beacon from Bulqyria, calling him home urgently.  He walked toward the vessel and placed his hand on the outer hull. It lit up instantly, recognizing its pilot. Behind him, the hangar stayed silent. He didn’t leave a note. He didn’t make a broadcast. Not even Spencer or Megan knew.
Because truthfully… Solomon didn’t know why he was leaving. He just knew he had to. The hatch opened. The platform rose and with nothing but the sound of humming grav-engines, Solomon took off into the stars. He didn’t know when he’d be back, but the universe did. The stars bent around Solomon’s vessel as it entered the stream gates—those ancient slip corridors only Bulqyrian technology could navigate. Space twisted. Then snapped. He exited near Bulqyria’s second moon, the twin rings of the planet glowing like a crown against the black sky.
Home. He hadn’t seen it in years. The surface shimmered with bioluminescent oceans, jagged citadel cities, and sky bridges so tall they breached low orbit. Even now, the planet looked like something alive breathing, glowing, watching.
The moment he landed on a secured Valkarian drop pad, a group of armored enforcers were already waiting. They didn’t raise their weapons. Just saluted. Formal. Nervous.
“Solomon of House Virex,” one of them said, kneeling. “You’ve been summoned to the Custodial Office of Legacy—Child Welfare Division.”
Solomon blinked. “Custodial… what?”
They didn’t answer. The Bulqyrian Custodial Office of Legacy was nothing like Earth’s CPS buildings. No dull walls, no plastic chairs. This place was carved from living stone, floating along a slow river of light, overseen by lawmakers older than most species had recorded time.
Solomon entered the main chamber, confused but calm. Then he saw her, Elyria his ex. Two decades older. Stern as ever, but her eyes… they softened when they saw him.
“I didn’t call you,” she said quickly. “The government did.”
“Why?” Solomon asked, tension crawling up his spine.
She stepped aside. And behind her, standing tall, arms crossed, face unreadable—Caesar.
Eighteen years old. Six foot four. Lean. Sharp features. Jet black eyes rimmed with faint gold. A back posture so straight it looked sculpted from military clay. Solomon blinked once.
Elyria didn’t. “He’s your son.”
Solomon’s breath caught. “How is that—why now?”
“You know Bulqyrian law,” she said, quietly but firmly. “The mother may raise them until eighteen. Then the father must forge them into men.”
Caesar stepped forward. “I don’t need forging.”
Solomon stared at him. “Maybe not, but we have no choice.”
Elyria crossed her arms. “He’s an Adapter...like you.”
Solomon’s jaw tensed. “That’s not possible.”
“He’s cleared entire platoons in simulations,” she said. “He hasn’t bled in years. Not once.”
Caesar didn’t react. His voice was calm, confident. “You left. I was raised without you, still turned out better than most.”
Solomon gave him a quiet once-over. “That’s not the point.”
They locked eyes. Tension filled the chamber. But beneath it… a spark. A connection neither of them expected. A lineage waking up.
Caesar turned away. “So now what?”
Solomon answered, “Now… you’ll come with me.”
Before leaving Bulqyria, Solomon made one final stop. Infinity Falls. A holy punishment site. Not made of only water—but flowing energy memory. Those sentenced were dropped in containment pods and plunged through time itself—trapped in their worst fears, their greatest regrets, endlessly. His brother, John, had been there for years after his behavior at the Trials. 
Solomon approached the high platform expecting a terminal, a ledger. He found only one elder there—eyes closed, unmoving.
“I came to check the time sheet,” Solomon said. “For John. Virex bloodline.”
The elder didn’t open their eyes. “There is no time sheet.”
Solomon frowned. “What?”
The elder exhaled. “Because… your brother isn’t in the Falls anymore.”
Solomon’s blood ran cold. “He escaped?”
“No,” the elder said slowly. “He survived.”
Solomon took a step back. “That’s impossible.”
But the elder’s face didn’t flinch. “Then tell me how the chamber is empty. Tell me why the water rejects every new occupant like it remembers what he did. The Falls don’t want anyone now. Not after him.”
[bookmark: _Int_8SaYUQD9]Solomon left Bulqyria the next day, the old vessel now filled with something unexpected. A son. A prophecy. A family that hadn’t been whole in two decades. He didn’t speak much on the way back. Caesar didn’t either, but the silence wasn’t cold. It was coiling—two warriors who hadn’t yet decided if they were family or rivals. When the ship entered Earth’s orbit, the planet didn’t know it yet… But something was returning and something was coming with him. The journey back to Earth took longer than Solomon remembered.
Not because the ship had slowed—it hadn’t. The vessel moved through folded space like a blade through silk. But time felt… slower. Weighted. Solomon sat in the cockpit, elbows on his knees, staring at the flickering navigation path as it threaded stars together. Across from him, Caesar remained quiet. Upright. Completely still. Eyes closed—not asleep but resting in a way Solomon couldn’t fully read. The boy—no, young man—was calculating. Controlled. Every movement deliberate. Not unlike Solomon himself. He hated how familiar it felt.
“You always this quiet?” Solomon finally asked, eyes still on the console.
Caesar didn’t open his eyes. “No actually, I’m quite talkative, I just don’t know who you are.”
“Hmph.” Solomon leaned back. “You’ll fit right in.”
They sat in silence again.
The ship’s hull thrummed low as it passed through the final stream gate. Earth came into view. Green and blue. Crowded and chaotic. Smaller than Bulqyria, but more… unpredictable. Solomon glanced sideways. Caesar’s eyes were open now. Focused. Almost hungry.
[bookmark: _Int_Mufqo571]“This is it,” Solomon said. “You sure you’re ready for Earth?”
Caesar stood and scoffed, walking pass Solomon, completely disregarding him. Solomon watched him for a long moment. Then keyed the landing protocol.
“Guess we’ll see what the next generations really made of.”
And with that… They descended toward the Hectagon. Toward a world that didn’t know what was coming.
Caesar watched the planet grow larger in the viewport. Blue. Green. Vulnerable.
It looked small from up here. But he knew it wasn’t. He’d studied Earth. Knew its wars. Its factions. Its fractures. He knew the humans had built monuments out of their fear and laws out of their loss. They worshipped heroes but only until they made mistakes.
He wondered if they were ready for him.
He glanced toward Solomon, who hadn’t spoken in over an hour. The man was focused—always focused.
Caesar turned back to the glass and whispered, “Let’s see what you left me for...dad.”
And far below, the world spun on—still sleeping.
Still unaware of what had just returned.



 

CHAPTER 15: New Start

Back on Earth… things were the same. At least on the surface. While the universe expanded and Bulqyrian time surged forward—one Bulqyrian day for every Earth week—the planet below moved at its own pace. Uneven. Fast and slow all at once. The quiet before a storm that never seemed to end. The Hectagon grew. Factions rose and the children of legends began to take shape.
Jacob, Caleb, and Sierra had grown up together like siblings—raised in a world that only half-accepted them. They trained in secret. Studied in public. Attended human schools by day, training and honing their abilities by night. Their lives were a balancing act between anonymity and power. And among the three, Jacob stood out the least—by design. He didn’t use his father’s name. No one knew him as Jacob Livingston. To the world, he was Jacob Reyes—his mother Camila’s last name, chosen to keep him hidden from headlines and expectations.
He liked it that way. Blending in meant fewer eyes. Fewer questions. Fewer chances to disappoint.  The storms that once tore through cities now had names. The energy signatures that once confused satellites now had entire departments dedicated to studying them. And the term Ascendant—once whispered in fear—was now printed on school forms and global census data.
But even with all the tech, the protocols, the monitoring, the world still didn’t feel safer.
It just felt more aware of the danger. 
At North Delta High School, students poured into the halls in waves—just like they did a century ago. Bell rings. Locker slams. Laughter. Homework excuses. And underneath it all… power. Not everyone had it. But everyone knew someone who did. And the ones who didn’t? They either resented it… or wanted it. Jacob sat at the back of his chemistry class, hood up, jacket half-zipped, his eyes unfocused as the teacher talked about stabilized fusion shells.
He wasn’t listening. Not really. His fingers tapped lightly against the desk—a rhythmic pulse. One-two. One-two. Trying to stay calm. Across from him, Grace glanced sideways.
Ever since he’d transferred to Northern Delta, she’d been intrigued—by his face, his eyes, his lips. It started as a crush… but it felt like something more. She’d been watching him more lately. Smart. Blunt. Trouble, if he wasn’t careful. The kind of girl who saw too much and Jacob couldn’t afford that. He shifted in his seat, pulling the sleeve over his wrist where a faint beeping and flashing started again reminding him to take the Ascension pills, he had bought yesterday—not now, not here. Behind him, the window rattled slightly. Just slightly. He exhaled through his nose. Held it. Let go. The vibration stopped.
Later, in the locker-lined underbelly of the school, Jacob met up with Sierra and Caleb. The three moved like a unit. Always had. Caleb leaned against the wall, his gym bag slung over one shoulder, bouncing slightly on his toes like he couldn’t sit still. Sierra stood nearby, arms crossed, eyes sharp beneath strands of purple-black hair that fell into her face like blades.
“You late again?” Caleb asked Jacob, grinning.
Jacob shrugged. “Barely.”
“You missed the broadcast,” Sierra said.
Jacob raised an eyebrow. “Samson again?”
Caleb nodded. “He’s doing a world tour now. Hitting every major city with speeches. Talking about Ascendant accountability. You know… more of the same.”
“Registration Act still on the table?” Jacob muttered.
Sierra glanced down the hallway. “More than that. Word is New Life’s already scanning some neighborhoods. Quietly. No announcements.”
Jacob’s jaw clenched. That night, after school, the trio slipped into the hidden lift beneath the Hectagon’s training outpost. The ride was fast, silent. When the doors opened, a massive underground dome welcomed them—flickering with HUDs, kinetic barriers, sim walls, and reinforced impact pads. This was home. Caleb tossed his bag into the corner and cracked his knuckles. 	
“Ten creds says I beat the record today.”
“You always say that” Sierra smirked.
“Yeah,” he said, smiling. “And today I’ll be right.”
Jacob didn’t laugh. He peeled off his jacket, revealing his HexVest—a lightweight body-layer armor with red accents and kinetic threads woven throughout. The Hectagon's custom work. Spencer had made sure his son had gear.  But even now… the gear sometimes worked better than Jacob did. As the room shifted into training mode, the walls shimmered with projected targets.
The three lined up. Then moved. Caleb’s speed came from movement—each dodge, step, and impact charging his system. The more he moved, the faster he got. The brighter the blue glow across his chest pulsed. He’d been told his DNA was just unique.  Megan suspected hybridization, but only Theo—now long gone—knew the truth.
Sierra didn’t move like Caleb.  She teleported. One second, she was there. The next, gone.
 Her teleportation wasn’t clean—it flickered. Like a dying star, but when it landed, it hit hard.
Her breathing always spiked after two or three jumps. Her hands trembled. The side effect of something buried in her. She didn’t know, but she could almost feel it.
Jacob?  He didn’t glow.  Didn’t blink. Didn’t surge. He strained, and that made him angry.
In the heat of the match, when a training drone struck him clean in the ribs, he hit the floor with a grunt.
Caleb stopped mid-sprint. “You good?”
Jacob’s eyes flared white-blue for a second—just a second—then dimmed again.
“I’m fine,” he growled.
They moved on. Meanwhile, high above the dome, in the Hectagon’s observation chamber, Spencer stood beside Megan, watching the fight.
“They’re getting stronger,” she said.
“Stronger doesn’t mean stable,” Spencer replied.
“You worried about Jacob?”
“I’m worried about all of them,” he said. “But yeah… especially him. His Bulqyrian DNA should’ve completely taken over by now, but his human DNA is fighting it. By Bulqyrian standards...he’s a human being with extra strength and durability. He needs to be stronger, and I’m not sure he ever could be.”
Megan crossed her arms. “Part human, part Bulqyrian. The blend comes with complications.”
Spencer said nothing. He already knew what complications really meant. In another sector of the Hectagon, Camila walked through the civilian intake wing—now home to over 8,000 human staff and hundreds of registered Ascendants. Some were kids. Others, grown adults trying to control powers that had ruined their lives.
And still… More were disappearing. Camila paused at a report table. Another missing person files. An Ascendant. Vanished without trace.
She sighed and whispered, “What are you doing, Samson…”
Far above Earth’s orbit, New Life stations orbited, silently black satellites pulsing with scanning lights. Omega bots—still prototypes—stood dormant inside containment bays. Humanoid. Armored. Not alive. But soon, they would be.
Back underground, the lift hissed open, and out stepped Caesar.
No introduction. No welcome. He just walked to the observation deck, arms behind his back.
Spencer turned. Megan followed his eyes—and froze. A boy stood beside Solomon on the platform. No… not a boy. A young man. Tall. Sharp-jawed. Eyes like polished steel and a posture too composed for someone his age.
Megan blinked. “Who the hell is that?”
Spencer said nothing at first. His eyes narrowed.
“There’s… a resemblance,” she muttered. “But—Solomon doesn’t have kids.”
Spencer’s voice dropped. “Apparently he does.”
Caesar stood with his arms behind his back, staring down at the trio below as they trained.
Jacob stumbled again—still struggling to channel the energy pulsing beneath his skin. He was taking the pills before training to try to become stronger, but the dosage wasn’t enough to keep up with the others. Caleb moved like a blur, bouncing across the sim room.
Sierra teleported in and out, her body fighting for rhythm with every jump. Caesar’s eyes traced each of them. Not with wonder. Not with admiration. With calculation. After a long silence, he finally spoke—his voice smooth, low, and annoyingly confident.
“They’re not ready.”
Without another word, he stepped forward, descending the staircase with slow, deliberate ease. He didn’t ask permission. He didn’t announce his intentions. He just kept walking—straight into the dome. The trio noticed him immediately.
Caleb stopped short. “Uh… are we being evaluated?”
Sierra’s brows knit. “That’s not a trainer.”
Jacob straightened slowly, eyes narrowing. “Who is that?”
Caesar stepped into the center of the training floor and pulled off his shirt in one clean motion, revealing a body carved by war and forged in pressure. Lean muscle. Precision defined. Perfect form. Even the lights seemed to cast a sharper glow across his frame. He tossed the shirt aside, stretched his arms behind his back, and cracked his neck. Then smiled—slow, cocky, surgical.
“Which one of you is first?”
No one answered. Not right away. Because in that moment, they didn’t see a recruit.
They saw a threat. The dome’s walls shifted. Targets vanished.  The sim reset to neutral.
Above, Solomon folded his arms across his chest and simply said:
“Let him show them.”
And just like that… The sparring session began. The dome locked. The lights dimmed. Combat mode engaged. Caesar stood alone in the center—barefoot, shirtless, breathing slow. He didn’t take a stance. He didn’t posture. He just waited. Sierra attacked first. A shimmer of light—then she was behind him, fist flying toward his ribs. Caesar twisted at the last second, catching her wrist mid-air. 
“You’re fast,” he said calmly. “But not unpredictable.”
She vanished again, reappearing at his flank with a low sweep. He jumped—cleared it easily—then landed with one foot exactly where her shoulder had teleported next. She dropped back, rolling out of the way. Caesar didn’t press. He smirked.
“You teleport like a pulse,” he said casually. “Every third step. Every fourth breath.”
Sierra’s eyes narrowed. “You’re counting?”
“Mmhm.” He dodged another blink-punch without even looking. “Hard not to, when you hit like falling leaves.”
She gritted her teeth, teleporting repeatedly—her teleportation turning erratic, angry. He caught her ankle mid-kick, gently lowering her to the mat with a speed that felt almost mocking. 	“Careful,” he whispered near her ear. “You keep coming at me like that, I might fall in love. I love angry women.”
Before she could retort, a blur slammed between them. Caleb. Full sprint. His speed charged. Body humming with built-up momentum. He threw a series of punches that turned into a glowing blur. Left. Right. Duck. Elbow. Spin. Caesar leaned through them like a reed in wind. One of Caleb’s shots connected—deliberately. The kinetic feedback surged through him. Blue light pulsed from his arms, neck, even his shoes. He shot forward, faster than before, landing a solid kick against Caesar’s side. The impact echoed, but Caesar only turned. That same cocky grin on his face.
“You’re using your pain as fuel,” he noted. “Interesting strategy. Inefficient, but… interesting none the less.”
Caleb’s hands flared again, electricity dancing through the thin lines of his suit. “You’re really chatty for someone fighting two people.”
“I’m realistic,” Caesar replied, stretching his neck, left to right. “You hit hard. Just not hard enough.”
Caleb growled and sprinted again—this time joined by Sierra teleporting in behind Caesar. They came at him together. High and low, fast and faster. And he danced between them like a ghost with gravity on his side—dodging, parrying, reading their next move before they even made it. Watching from the edge, Jacob wiped sweat from his brow, breathing harder than he should’ve been. His fingers dug into his jacket pocket. Inside: two Ascension pills. Stabilized, black market sellers. Spencer never would’ve approved. He looked around—no one was watching. He stepped toward the water station. Paused. Then popped both pills.
Dry, no water. His veins pulsed with emerald, green faintly. Eyes burning just under the surface.
Fine, he thought. If this is what it takes… He turned back toward the dome and stepped forward.
CHAPTER 16






