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[bookmark: _9eypeky5v12c]                           Chapter 1         3,051 words

               There it was…. My new school. I got accepted into the most prestigious hero school in the country: Stardew Spire, for my freshmen year of high school. My parents have told me stories my whole life about them going here, and now here I am. I urged myself to continue moving toward the gate. The building was enormous and had the two colors that are usually associated with hero’s white and gold. 
I stopped walking for a second to really take in what's really happening. I was in the most advanced hero school in the country. I stood outside the gate almost afraid that if I went in, this dream would end.
	   But then all of a sudden, a person wearing a black hood with their face hidden, planted their hand on my shoulder. It was as if time had just frozen, just me and them, and all the noise was being blocked out. Until, I heard them whisper “ Don’t give up, hero” in a tone that disguised their real voice. It seemed as if their hand stayed a little too long on my shoulder, abnormally long. Once their hand had finally left my shoulder I turned around quickly to speak, but….. They were gone, as if they’d vanished into thin air. 
That was strange, who was that? Should I tell anyone? But before I could think too much about the weird encounter with the hooded figure; Lucia, my best friend ran up to me.
	“Omg, you made it in too!” she said in an overly excited voice.
	“ Yeah, I wasn’t expecting to, to be honest” I said, rubbing the back of my neck in a confused manner, smiling.
	“ Girl, don’t even try it, you had the best grades in our whole school back in Crestview” 
	“ Yeah, yeah, I know,” I said. “ I’m just happy to be here”
	“ Come on, before we’re late!” Lucia exclaimed, as she grabbed my hand and dragged me toward the school. We walked down the hallway, that smelled like he had just been cleaned, but I didn’t mind, I honestly found that smell comforting. 
The hallway’s black wall had gold and white strips running along it. Before we went to class, we had to go to the office and get our uniforms and change. But soon enough, we made it to our class. Lucia and I picked two seats near the front. 
A few minutes later, our teacher, wearing a tight white dress with a hood on, walked in….. I didn’t recognize her, she doesn't look like any of the heroes I've seen, and I’ve seen a lot of heroes. She took a quick look at the class and removed their hood.
	“So this is the next generation of heroes?” she asked, the teacher had long blonde hair that almost reached down to her butt, it twisted down beautifully like a waterfall,and she had beautiful bright emerald green eyes, but I still didn’t recognize her.
“What's your name?” a short girl with glasses, short black hair, and light brown eyes from the back, asked the teacher.
“You all can call me Miss Dione,” she said in a calm voice, but her face didn’t change from the serious expression that looked like it was cemented on her face.” Today, is just you all getting to know each other, because you're going to be spending the next four years together,” she said in a cold voice that didn't seem like it could change. “whether you like it or not.” She added then sat down in her chair and pulled out her phone and started scrolling through it.  She really doesn't care, does she.
Lucia got out of her chair and walked over to me ”look at everyone” she whispered, I could hear in her voice the admiration she had for the others.  “ They seem a lot more experienced than I am” she added, it was as if her tone shifted from admiration to doubting herself in a second.
“They’re probably just as worried as you are Luce.” I said, then I placed my hand on her shoulder and attempted to encourage her. She gave me a weak smile, but stayed silent. Then, the girl with the short black hair from earlier that was sitting in the back walked up to us.
“ Hi, I’m Severa Valerius,” she said with a smile.” What’s your name?” she added, trying to start up a conversation. She seemed so happy to be here.
“ I’m Lacia León and this is my best friend Jane Widow.” Lacia said, acting as if she wasn't just upset. But that's just about normal for her, not wanting anyone to see her vulnerable.
I smiled at Severa.” Hi, what's your powers?” I asked, keeping my tone solid, yet calm.
“ Efialtekinesis and sleep inducement” Severa answered
“That's so cool” I said, amazed. Those are some pretty unique powers she got. 
“Wait, what's that?” Lucia asked, confused. I chuckled softly at her confusion. Lucia sighed.
“ Efialtekinesis is the ability to force people to have nightmares and to manipulate it and sleep inducement is the power to force any living thing to fall asleep.” I looked at Severa, and so did Lucia. Wow, Severa was smart to be able to explain her power so professionally.  We sat there for a while talking about anything that came to mind. But Severa and Lucia were more dominant over the conversation then I was. I’ve never been used to talking too much in conversations. 
  About thirty minutes into class, Miss Dione took another glance at her phone then stood up and said “ I almost forgot, I got to get to know you” she said carelessly. “ You'll say your names one by one in each row “ Miss Dione sighed “starting in row…. One” she added.
“ My name's Rafe Dawson” A boy with red hair as bright as fire magic started. I wonder what made his hair such an abnormal color. 
“ The names Apollo Darius”  a boy with pitch black hair almost like the night sky and beautiful icy blue eyes said almost right after. 
Soon enough, everyone had said their name and Miss Dione sat back down. I decided to stay seated while everyone else was up talking, trying to make new friends, and figure out everyone's powers. While I sat there thinking about what had happened this morning, who was that person? and how did they know I was trying to become a hero? I didn’t have my uniform on until I got inside the building…… I inhaled the scent of the room, it smelled of bleach. Everyone else’s voice was becoming a blur and all I could think about was that person. 
When I overthink something, I can’t focus on anything around me, including people.  I sat there for what felt like eternity, but in reality wasn’t even a minute. I think Lucia noticed – who was standing behind me – because she hit me in the shoulder with her elbow. I snapped out of the weird trance I was in, as soon as her elbow made contact with my shoulder. I turned  around quickly as if it could’ve been on instinct, to look at Lucia to assure myself that she was the one who had hit me, or that I wasn’t being delusional and imagined the whole thing. But she had already gone back to her conversation. 
Soon after, Rafe Dawson walked my way as if he owned the place, even though he hadn’t even been here except the short thirty minutes at most.
“ Hey, you're Jane, right?” he asked.
“ Yeah” I muttered, looking across the room, with my tone serious,
“ I’m Rafe, what’s your powers, mines, Fire Breath and Pyroportation.”
“ Water and nature.” I said plainly.
“ What's your favorite hero?” Rafe asked, attempting to start up a conversation.
“I’m sorry, I don’t feel well, and I’d rather not talk” I snapped at the question, instead of answering the useless question. I didn’t actually feel bad, I only had said that to make him go away, because he couldn’t understand that I didn’t want anything to do with him
Rafe stood there with a worried expression that seemed so fake that it looked copied and pasted on his face. “ Do you need to go to the nurse?” he asked,” I’ll walk you” he added, in a tone that made me think that he actually cared for the second it took me to comprehend what he said, but that wasn’t the case he just wanted to seem that way. 
I sighed, at the comment he added.“ No, I just need to be left alone.” I replied sharply. He doesn't actually care, who could?No one. Not with me like this anyway.  
“Ok” he muttered, with his neverending confidence drained, then he finally walked away leaving me alone.
I looked around the room where Lucia was over in the corner with a group of people.I walked over to them and Lucia smiled and introduced me, and my powers. We talked for a while, until the bell rang. Which told us to be on our way.
“You all can leave or whatever” Miss Dione said in the same cold careless tone as she did before. I wonder what happened to her to make her so cold.
I grabbed my stuff while everyone mindlessly dispersed from the class room in a haste. Except for one person. He was in the main back, asleep. His dark black hair laid across his face softly. I paused, how could he sleep through all that commotion of our peers exiting the class room. Miss Dione looked at the boy, then at  me.
“ Jane, right? “ she asked, I nodded instead of repiling properly “ if you don’t mind, can you wake up Apollo, he’s been asleep the whole class” she added. Of course I had to be the last person in the classroom.
“Sure,” I mumble, my voice barely above a whisper. Each step toward him feels longer than it should, like the gravity in the room has shifted. I glance at his face, still hidden behind a curtain of black hair, unmoving except for the gentle rise and fall of his breathing.
I hesitated, heart thumping hard against my ribs, and finally reached out, my hand almost trembling as I touched his shoulder. “Excuse me, I think it’s time to l—”
In a blink, he snaps awake—his hand shooting out, clamping around my wrist in a grip so sudden and strong it steals the breath from my chest. Silk—he’s wearing gloves—cold and soft against my skin, but underneath, his fingers are iron. I freeze. The world blurs at the edges. His eyes open, glacial blue, and he doesn’t just look at me, he looks through me. It feels like he’s seeing memories, secrets, every hesitation—all of me laid bare. My pulse hammers; goosebumps prickle up my arms.
Neither of us moves. The classroom is distant static compared to the pressure of his hand. His face doesn’t shift, perfectly emotionless, as if he’s somewhere else entirely. The longer he holds me, the smaller the room feels, like the air itself is shrinking. I start to panic—but his hold doesn’t tighten; it just remains, unyielding, as if he’s not even aware he’s doing it.
I try to pull back, just a little, my breath shaky. For a terrifying second, he doesn’t let go. “I’m sorry for waking you, but it’s time to leave,” I manage, my voice barely audible. It’s trembling so obviously now I bite my lip.
Then, as suddenly as he grabbed me, he released me—like snapping awake from a dream. For a split second, shock flickers across his eyes, then it’s gone.
“Okay. Thank you,” he says, rising as if nothing strange just happened. His tone is flat. “You’re Jane,” he adds, not questioning, just stating. I stood there, unable to speak, my skin burning where he touched me.
He turns away, as silent as a ghost. All I can think about is that icy grip and the feeling of being completely seen and entirely invisible all at once.
You shouldn’t be waking people like that,” he says in a voice so calm it’s almost chilling. Was that a threat? A warning? It doesn't feel quite like either—just a simple truth, delivered in that steady, unreadable tone. What’s up with this guy?
He turns and exits the room without another word. The silence he leaves behind rings in my ears. I stand rooted to the spot, cradling my wrist. My skin tingles, freezing cold where his fingers had pressed. It feels like his touch is burned into me—like gloves, like cold stone—lingering long after he’s gone. I flex my hand, trying to shake it off, half—expecting to see bruises, but there’s nothing. Still, I can’t forget that electric jolt, those eyes that seemed to see through me and all my secrets.
My heart thrums in my chest, wild and uneven, and I realize I’m holding my breath. I force myself to inhale, slow and deep, but my lungs are tight. There’s a shaky feeling in my legs as I finally move to gather my things, barely hearing the scrape of my chair or the way the classroom echo bounces off the walls.
Was anyone else watching? Did Miss Dione even notice? For a second, I think about telling someone—but the words dry up in my throat. Who would believe me if I said a boy with eyes like winter almost froze me right there, body and soul?
As I step into the hallway, everything feels too bright, like I’ve just stepped out of a cave. I keep catching myself cradling my wrist, like I’m checking to see if the world has started again. Even when I join the tide of students, my mind is spinning, and everything sounds far away. All I can feel is that grip—cold, unyielding, and impossible to forget.

           *  * *


School was finally over. Me and that Apollo guy didn’t talk for the rest of the day. Actually, I don’t think I saw him talk to anyone. Some pretty girls around my age walked up to him around lunch time. But, he basically ignored them. What’s up with this guy? Why is he so reserved and weird? 
I sighed, and continued walking down the sidewalk. God,I love the smell of fresh air after a good rain. I decided to push this Apollo guy out of my mind. He couldn’t care any less about the people around him, so he doesn't deserve the thought of mind. But I have to admit what happened this morning, sure was startling.  I rubbed the place on my wrist, where Apollo’s icy silk hands had grabbed earlier. Every time I thought about it, the touch of his hands came back. His gloves were so cold, it had almost taken the breath out of me, like going outside on a snowy day without knowing it had snowed.
About half way to my house, Lucia ran up to me, painting. 
	“ Did you see that one guy, his name is Rafe, he had bright red hair?” Lucia asked, out of total breath.
	“ Yeah, he tried to talk to me” I answered, plainly, hoping that she wouldn’t catch on, why I’m so on edge. Lucia gasped.
	“ What did he say?!” she exclaimed
	“ He attempted to start a conversation with me,” I answered, “ but I pretended to be sick so he would go away,” I added.
“ You did what?!” she basically yelled in disbelief.
	“ I didn’t feel like talking to him so I simply told him that my head hurts, and I’d like to be left alone.” I explained, exposing my little white lie. I trusted Lucia, she would never betray a secret that I’ve told her, and this wasn’t even that much of a secret.
	“ I will never understand you, he is super popular around here.” she said, in amusement 
	“ How am I meant to know that?” I asked.” And even if I did,I still wouldn’t give him any thought” I added, just to annoy her.
	“ Of course you wouldn’t “ Lucia said while shaking her head in amusement. “ But personally, if he walked up to me, I’d take my chance.” she added, playfully.
	“ I know you would,” I answered, then I inhaled the scent of fresh rain again and exhaled, after.
 	Me and Lucia walked the rest just talking mindlessly about anything that came to mind.To be honest, I don’t remember half the stuff we talked about. I think I got distracted about half way through our journey to the apartment building we both were going to be staying in tonight. 
	Once I opened the apartment door, I saw that the room looked decently clean, for an apartment anyway. So, I decided to start unpacking all my luggage. The school provided apartments for all the students that didn’t live in Astra Point, Virginia, and promised to have the dorms built within the next one to two months. Me and Lucia are the only students from Crestview, Florida, the rest is either from here or some other state. I overheard some of the kids saying that they were missing home already. But for me, it’s quite the opposite.
	I grabbed my backpack and got  my homework out. Even in hero school I can’t escape schoolwork. I sighed, out of exhaustion. 
	 About 30 minutes later I finished all my homework and decided to go to bed early. But that person from earlier  still  lingered in the back of my mind. Who was that?  

[bookmark: _23o3eeif5i02]                             Chapter 2         2,112 words     
It’s been a week since the first day of school, but today is the first day we actually get training and show off our powers. They have this training facility more out of sight of civilians so they don’t attempt to intervene, to meet their favorite heroes. 
Only once me and my class walked in, I realized how big the place is. I’d say it stretches about 100,000 square feet.
“ Okay, today we’re testing your control over your powers, what terrain you work best in, and whether you're better as a rescuer or more of an action hero, and by doing that you’re going to be fighting other pro heroes, you take the bells in our pockets or bags, you pass, but don’t hold back act as if we are villains." Miss Dione said, explaining what we’re doing.
“Why is the place so locked down?” Severa asked.It gets on my nerves sometimes, how  does she ask so many questions, anyway?
“ Because there are three high ranking heroes coming to help and watch you train.” Miss Dione answered sternly. “ And the future of the hero society is training here, so it would be bad if villains  were to attack.” she added
Soon after, Miss Dione separated everyone into groups and pairs by whether their powers were compatible or not. I ended up with Baran Karnowski, he’s the type of guy that's kind of nerdy, but cute at the same time. He has medium length light brown hair and big soft brown eyes with glasses. His powers are nature perception and weather manipulation. It’s like our powers were made for each other.We got put in a snowy forest terrain. 
I guess it makes sense because of our powers, but did it really have to be so cold? Me and him walked around the forest to analyze the place. It was honestly pretty easy because of his nature perception, but it had some downsides to the power. Like, he couldn’t see through thick snow or trees. 
“ Okay, do you want to go first? or me?” he asked, to break through the silence. I stopped walking for a second to think.
“ I will,” I replied, then I took a few steps back and turned to him. “ Watch out” I warned him;If he got in the way this could really hurt him. I sighed. I have to do this perfectly. I reached out my hands and rubbed them together. Then, frost slowly crept up my body, soon turning to ice armor. Baran looked at me with amazement.
“That's so cool!” he exclaimed, his brown eyes glimmering with astonishment.
“ It’s not that hard,” I replied. It really wasn’t hard, all you need is concentration. ”Is there anything you think I could have done better?” I added.
“ You rubbed your hands in the beginning, which made your hands warm up,” he said, Baran paused. “Other than that you should be good.” he added, he smiled at me warmly. I turned my head and cleared my throat. 
“It's your turn,” I mumbled. He’s being so warm and calm, and this is only our first time talking.
“ Okay, here I go,” he said. He closes his eyes and then opens them again. I had to take a second look, they had turned dark green! Then, he sighs and I start to hear rain falling on the roof of the building. 
“ You have great control of your magic, Baran!” I exclaimed, loudly. Realizing how loud I just spoke, I chuckled softly in embarrassment.
“It's fine,” he said in response to my embarrassment. “According to my nature perception the hero acting as the villain is about four to five blocks away from us” he said looking far north.
“Ok, can you tell who the hero is?” I asked. “It would be better if we knew their powers,Instead of going in blindly” I added
“I can’t tell, they're too far away” he said.fidgeting with his fingers.
He must be disappointed in himself, I know that feeling all too well.
“It’s alright, come on,” I said. I hope he doesn't get distracted.
We start running in the direction he mentioned. A few minutes later, we made it and the hero who we had to fight was Miss Dione! 
Oh no, I don't know anything about her, like her powers or her status as a hero.
“Baran, do you know anything about Miss Dione?” I asked, in a desperate attempt to find out. “Because I’ve been thinking and I can't find out what hero she is.”
“Hold on, let me think,” he said, quickly. He stood there, with his hands on his head, thinking.
Suddenly, Miss Dione begins to speak.” Are we just going to stand around, and lose?” She asked; smiling? So now she smiles.
“I’m sorry, I don't think I know,” he said in a soft, almost vulnerable tone. 
“Its fine, just don’t get distracted” I ordered
Suddenly, Miss Dione creates a huge ball of some kind of energy.
             “ What kind of power is that!” I yell, while taking a step back.
            “ No need to worry, kids, it won’t kill you.” she said, in a mischievous voice, that made my chill crawl up my spine. Then without giving us time to react she throws the glowing ball of magic. It’s beautiful but it seems deadly. Did she lower the power of her attack so we wouldn't die? I mean, it was the most logical reason why such a powerful attack wouldn’t kill us.
	I closed my eyes and covered them with my hands, not wanting to see what happens next. But, nothing happens. How slow is this ball of magic? Baron nudges my shoulder with his elbow
	“Hey, open your eyes look at this,” he whispered
I opened my eyes hesitantly, and slowly. Once my eyes adjusted to the light I saw my plant magic in front of us and it built like a wall, but it had a hole burned through it. I don’t remember using it.
	“You're fast, just not fast enough,” Miss Dione said, suddenly she appeared behind us coming out of some kind of portal. She landed a blow on my shoulder before I could let my brain process what was happening. 
She broke through my ice armor and burned the sleeve of my uniform. My shoulder stings. It felt like Lucia's light magic, when we were training before the entrance exam, but it felt different. Just a little difference that told me It wasn’t  light magic it’s something else entirely. 
“Are you ok?” Baron asked as he jumped backwards. He actually had concern written on his face. Does he actually care?  
“I’m fine,” I replied. “Worry about yourself.Her magic, it burns skin just like light magic” I added, in hopes he would listen.
I quickly pounce backwards to Baran to create space between me and Miss Dione. Her face had gone back to that cold expression that she usually wears. She stood there only moving her eyes and her head, observing our next move. I let out a shallow sigh, then I created my ice armor back to its original form.
“ What's the plan?” Baran asked, as he fixed his stance.
“ We can’t win if we continue to stay on the defensive, so we have to find a way to switch this around.” I said just loud enough for him to hear but not loud enough for our opponent. He shook his head in agreement.
“It looks like I got to take you out first, Jane,” she said in a cold voice that didn’t sound very merciful. Her voice sounded ruthless. Then she lunged at me trying to knock me to the ground. She ‘s fast. Almost a second too late, I duck out of the way. That was way too close for comfort. Once she had gotten up again, I realized the grass was burned where I was standing, she was planning to hit me with her weird glowing balls again.
While she took a second to observe where I was standing. I noticed that she had a hidden pocket on her dress, that must be where the bells are hidden. She has her attention directed back on me, so Baran could probably sneak and grab it and she wouldn’t notice. But how am I supposed to tell him without her hearing, she’s standing between us. This must be her plan, to split us up, and another disadvantage we’re at is that she knows what we can do.
Suddenly, it came to me. Baran's nature perception, he can see almost anything as long as he’s in a nature terrain, so if I can keep her attention focused on me, while trying to tell Baran about my plan, without her noticing, it should work.
Miss Dione sends another weird ball at me. She's trying to make sure I don't have any time to think. But little did she know I'd already conjured up a plan. I let her continue to attack me while I forced myself to stay on the defensive. Right in front of Baran I’d been twisting grass together to create my message that could change this.

The bell is in a hidden pocket on her dress. When I fully have her attention grab it. But be careful, she's strong.

Once, I’m sure he has had enough time to read the message. I let one of her shots hit me, but I made sure it didn't hit anywhere vital. She stands there for a second hesitant, she wasn't expecting to hit me with that blast. Perfect.
I yell in pain to keep her attention focused on me. Not letting her gaze leave me. I look into her eyes, forcing my gaze to look as if I was in pain, greater than I actually was.
Then, I saw him slowly as he crept up behind her. My heart began to beat faster. If this fails we’re screwed. So I try to stand letting my body falter and shake. I have to keep the act up. I let tears well up in my eyes, but I purposely blinked them away while looking into her eyes. 
Then all of a sudden, her radio turned on and one of the other heroes is speaking through on the other line.
“We have a problem down here, Dione" the person on the other line said sternly l. Miss Dione unclipped the radio on her side.
"Hold on kids, we’ll have to finish this later” Miss Dione said, then started to walk away speaking into the radio, taking turns with the hero on the other end.
Baran looked at me and smiled, then he grabbed something—no not something, The bells— out of the pocket of his uniform's white pants.
“I got them before she got the call on the radio, nice thinking by the way." He said, smiling. 
"It wasn't much, you did most of the work.” I said trying to match his smile, but it seemed off to be smiling so full heartedly.
" What are you talking about? You got hit with three of her shots while I stood there most of the time relying on you." He said not wanting to take all the credit. 
We stood there for a little bit in silence. Soon, Miss Dione walks back over to us.
“villains have just appeared in the main part of the training facility, we have to go help.” Her words sent a shiver down the spine. Villains here? I thought this place was meant to be secured with the advanced technology that surrounded the building.
"One of the villains must have a warping ability.” She said, answering my thoughts as if reading my mind.
“Come on, we got to get there as quickly as possible. We don’t know too much about this group.” She said as she created the portal. Now that I’m closer it looked as if she was warping reality. We stepped into the portal and found ourselves in the core of the facility. 
Miss Dione grabbed me and Baran and basically threw us behind a big rock. She jumped over the rock and sat there and observed the villains.
"The higher ranked heroes aren't here yet. Isn't that just great.” Miss Dione exhaled in frustration. "You two will have to stay hidden, for the time being.” She added once she had composed herself. Then, without another word she leaps over the rock and walks over to the villains.
“ Isn’t that funny, I wasn't expecting to fight your everyday villains." She said, smirking. I know what she's trying to do. She's attempting to make them angry and being angry makes you careless.
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[bookmark: _yp5hv49hw8gb]                              Chapter 3

“Are you serious, our first training session?” I whisper, angrily. I hate villains, they're always trying to ruin everything.
Then why can’t you kill them?.......
I need to help Miss Dione but what can I do in this fight? 
“I think we should listen to Miss Dione, until the upper heroes get here.” Baran said as if he had just read my mind and answered my question. I nodded in agreement, and swallowed the urge to jump into the fight. But, he’s right, we have to think logically before we act. I sigh in frustration. 
Suddenly, I heard a sound that sounded like a twig snapping, and I think Baran heard it too because his head shot around in unison with mine. Was I being too loud? Is it a villain?
But, then Augustus threw his hand up at us in surrender. I exhale in relief. He’s a part of the class but where’s his partner? Then I saw him with his hands in his pockets painting the perfect picture of nonchalance, His hair slightly covering his face, it was Apollo with those ever piercing blue eyes that froze me last time we met. I shake my head, trying to regain my focus. I grabbed Augustus’s hand and pulled him down.
“wh-what are you doing?” he said, almost too loud. If he doesn't shut up the villains are going to hear us. I clamped my hand over his mouth.
“Shhh, they’re villains here you need to shut up” I whisper sharply. Hearing what I just said, Augustus looked at Apollo—who is still standing up—and pulled him down by the arm. “Miss Dione is fighting  the villain not even twenty feet away from us but the other heroes aren’t here yet.” 
	Apollo turned and looked at me with the same blue eyes as he did the first day of school. “So? What’s the plan?” he asked, flatly. 
	“To stay put until the other heroes get here.” Baran replied.
	“Why?” Augustus chimed in.“Wouldn’t it be better to help her, who is single handedly fighting a group of villains? Instead of staying put?”  he said rudely.
“The main reason is because we’d only be a liability and the secondary reason is because she told us to.” Baran replied calmly, not removing his eyes from the fight unfolding in front of us.
“Idiots…..” Apollo randomly spoke, not directing the insult at anyone, just everyone.. Suddenly he stood up and started sneaking around to the opposite side of where the fight was. My eyes followed. but not the fight. Him. 
“What is he doing?” Baran whispered, his voice shaky. 
“I don’t know,” Augustus replied.
“I think he’s trying to get a better look at the fight.” As I speak Apollo starts sneaking toward the fight that seems to be getting serious. Miss Dione had a bloody nose and the skirt of her dress was torn into a slit. The villain she was fighting was looking quite a bit worse off. They had burn marks all over their body, their suit had multiple rips all over it, and blood was trickling down their forehead.  
That’s when I notice Apollo is right behind Miss Dione. Is he trying to get himself killed? He grabbed the walkie talkie hanging on Miss Diones belt when shes too distracted with the fight to notice.






















































































































































































































































































































































































































