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CHAPTER 1

THE BATTLE
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"Emily, Emily! Get up, we don't have much time," Harry said urgently. Emily lay unconscious on the ground, a soft squeak echoing in her ear. Pain enveloped her body, and she had no idea what had happened.

"What happened?" Emily asked, confused.

"Huh, you don't remember? You were hit by them," Harry replied.

Emily still couldn't piece together the events. Harry helped her to her feet. "But wait, who hit me?" she asked, bewildered.

"Look around you!" Harry exclaimed.

Emily clung tightly to Harry as she stood. She scanned the chaos around her and saw an army engaged in fierce combat. Grenades exploded, and missiles soared through the air. Suddenly, the memories flooded back—an unfamiliar army with unimaginable weapons had attacked them.

Harry noticed Emily's wide-eyed stare and the wound on her leg, which was bleeding profusely. He quickly retrieved a white cloth from his backpack and wrapped it tightly around her leg.

"Ouch, ouch! Slowly, it hurts a lot," Emily winced.

"You don't have any choice. It hurts, but we really have to keep moving," Harry replied.

Harry draped Emily's arm around his neck and supported her as they walked towards a nearby building for shelter. When they reached the door, Harry kicked it several times until it flew open. They hurried inside.

"Come on, sit on this," Harry said, pulling out a chair for Emily.

Emily sat down, still in considerable pain. She noticed that the white cloth around her leg was now soaked with blood. Harry began pacing the room, stress etched on his face. He pulled a walkie-talkie from his backpack, preparing to call the general.

"Harry? What are you doing?" Emily asked.

"I'm contacting the General. We need backup, or we won't survive," Harry replied.

"Backup? Put that down now. We don't need backup," Emily said, confused.

"What do you mean?" Harry asked angrily. "Look at your leg. Do you really think you can still walk?"

Emily shot Harry an angry look. She didn't want him to contact the General. If the General found out they had deviated from the plan, he would be furious.

"We're going to handle this ourselves! Now put that walkie-talkie down," Emily said firmly.

Harry looked deeply into Emily's eyes and slowly shook his head. He turned on the walkie-talkie and began speaking. "General, it's Johnson speaking, over."

Harry received no response and tried again. "General, can you hear me?"

Emily struggled to her feet and slowly approached Harry. "Turn it off before it's too late," she urged.

Harry continued to look at Emily with determination and tried again. "General! Can you hear me, over!"

On the third attempt, a response crackled through. "Johnson, I can hear you. Is there a problem?"

Harry was shocked to get an answer. He turned his back to Emily and covered his other ear with his hand. "Sir, we don't have much time, but we need backup! We are about 700 feet west. We are hiding in a small building and—"

Emily lunged at Harry, grabbing the walkie-talkie from him. She immediately turned it off and began shouting, "Do you have any idea what you've done now?!"

Harry's voice wavered with panic. "I know exactly what I have done. You are injured, and we are surrounded. We don't have much of a choice!"

"No, we don't!" Emily said furiously. "We're going to do this as always. Now that the General knows we've broken his plan, the consequences are even higher."

Harry suddenly heard something strange and turned around to listen carefully. Emily continued to rant about the consequences they now faced.

Harry quickly put his hand over Emily's mouth and whispered, "Do you hear that?"

Emily began to listen intently. They heard a small group of people talking in the distance. Harry and Emily exchanged wide-eyed glances, realizing the group was not on their side.

Harry stood up and opened a nearby window. He then pulled Emily up and said, "You have to start walking now. Climb through that window and go to that house up there. I'll meet you there."

Emily was confused. "Huh, but what about you? What are you going to do?"

Harry turned to the door, knowing the small group was getting closer. "I'm going to stop them while you run to the other house," he answered, his eyes fixed on the front door.

Emily protested, "No, I'll stay with you."

Harry quickly turned to her. "No, we don't have time for that. Now climb through that window and run to that house. I'll see you there."

"Do you promise me that you'll be there?" Emily asked, her voice trembling.

Harry looked into Emily's eyes and nodded. He turned back and gripped his weapon tightly. With difficulty, Emily climbed through the window and started running to the other house, her leg throbbing with pain.

As she ran, Emily heard gunfire. She knew it was Harry, fighting to protect her. She wanted to go back and help him, but forced herself to keep moving. She reached the house Harry had pointed out and hid inside.

Worry gnawed at her. She just hoped Harry would survive. Minutes later, she heard the door open. A smile spread across her face; she was sure it was Harry. Struggling, she made her way to the front door.

But her smile quickly vanished. "Huh? What are you doing here?" Emily asked, confused, as she looked at the person who had just walked in.
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CHAPTER 2

LEFTOVERS
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A few months earlier, Emma had stood at Xyreon's funeral, her eyes fixed on the empty coffin. She couldn't believe he was gone. Xyreon had been accused of a heinous crime—the murder of innocent people—but Emma knew he was not capable of something so terrible. It was Liveos who had taken control over his body.

She remembered the first time they had met, chatting for hours on social media. They had so much in common and always shared the same opinions. Xyreon had been a good guy, always honest and trustworthy. But then everything had changed.

The news reports had shown the devastation caused by the attacks, with families torn apart and the city in ruins. Xyreon was blamed for the tragedy, accused of being the one responsible for the deaths of innocent people. But Emma knew the full story, and she believed in Xyreon's innocence. She knew that he had been controlled by someone else, that he had not wanted to hurt anyone. It had been a terrible situation, and Xyreon had been dying inside as he watched the horror unfold. Yet everyone saw him as a murderer, and no one wanted to hear the truth.

As Emma spoke about Xyreon's true character, she saw that there were a few people who were genuinely sad about his passing. But it still hurt her to see that almost no one saw Xyreon the way she did.

Emily, who had once met Xyreon, was now at his funeral in a black dress. She had even been saved by him. She could relate to Emma's pain and understood the depth of her sadness. As the funeral came to an end, people started to go home. Emily stayed, standing alone in front of Xyreon's grave. She felt a deep sense of loss and could not believe that he was gone. She wondered if there was anything she could have done to prevent this tragedy from happening.

Meanwhile, Emma walked away on her own, her heart heavy with grief. She felt like no one truly understood Xyreon, and it hurt her to see him being remembered as a murderer. She wanted the world to know the truth about him. In the end, Xyreon's body was never found, but he was still given a funeral. The truth about what had happened that day might never be known, but some people who had known Xyreon would always remember him as a good guy, a friend, and someone who had been tragically misunderstood.

The next day, Emily traveled back to San Francisco and walked towards the field, tired and emotionally drained. She stood next to Bob, who was trying to make conversation with her, but Emily was not in the mood for his teasing. She stood at attention and waited for the General to arrive. As the General arrived, he gave a speech about the importance of their mission and the sacrifices they had to make for their country. Emily tried to focus on his words, but her mind kept wandering to Xyreon. She wondered if he had any family or friends who mourned his death.

The General finished his speech, and they were dismissed for training. Emily tried to focus on the drills, but her mind was elsewhere. She couldn't shake off the feeling of guilt for Xyreon's death. After training, Emily went back to her barracks. 

A few weeks later, Emily woke up with a renewed sense of purpose. She went to training with a clear mind and a determined attitude. The General stood at the front of the room, addressing the soldiers under his command. She outlined the day's plan: a morning of fitness training, followed by targeted shooting practice in the afternoon. Emily listened intently, mentally preparing herself for the day ahead.

As soon as the briefing was finished, the soldiers began their target shooting practice. The General split them into pairs and tasked them with completing the Shooting Range Parkour as quickly as possible. The group with the fastest time would receive a reward. Emily was paired with Harry, one of the best soldiers at the base. Although nervous about working with him, she knew he was fast and skilled at shooting. Harry was competitive and always wanted to win, so Emily was determined to do her best.

As they began the Parkour, Harry raced ahead, shooting every target perfectly. Emily, slower and less accurate, fell behind. She could hear the laughter of Bob and his friends as she struggled to keep up. Finally, Harry reached the finish line and waited for Emily. When she arrived, out of breath and embarrassed, the others laughed and made fun of her. But Harry was different. He put a hand on her shoulder and told her she had done her best, and that was what mattered.

Over the next month, Harry and Emily's friendship grew stronger. She never expected to find someone kind in the army, but Harry was always there for her. He stood up for her when Bob and his friends were mean, and they even made plans to hang out outside of work.

One Friday night, Emily was looking forward to her weekend off. She had plans to eat out with her father, who was also in the army but in a higher rank. As she lay on her bed, exhausted from the week's training, the doorbell rang. To her surprise, it wasn't her father.

Her heart racing, she took a closer look and recognized the person. "Emma?" she asked, her voice filled with surprise. "What are you doing here?"
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CHAPTER 3

HE LIVES!
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Emily opened the door, expecting to see her father. Instead, she saw Emma standing there, looking nervous. Emily could tell something was wrong and immediately asked how she was doing.

After a brief exchange, it became clear that Emma had something important to tell her. Emily invited Emma in and offered her a glass of water. As Emma drank, Emily noticed that her hand was shaking and her leg was tapping on the ground.

Growing concerned, Emily asked if everything was okay. Emma hesitated before blurting out the news: "Xyreon is still alive!"

Emily laughed at first, thinking it was a joke. But Emma insisted she was serious. Xyreon, the boy who had supposedly died, was alive.

As the shock of the news set in, Emily's mind raced. She remembered the funeral they had attended, where she had given a heartfelt speech about Xyreon. But as Emma pointed out, his body had never been found.

Now, faced with the possibility that Xyreon was alive, Emily couldn't believe it. She questioned how it could be true and what it would mean for them all. As Emma shared what little information she had, Emily listened intently, trying to process the news.

Emily's heart raced as she listened to Emma's incredible story. Could it be true? Was Xyreon really alive? She couldn't believe it. "How do you know for sure?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Emma looked at her friend with a mix of excitement and apprehension. "Well," she said, "something I didn't tell anyone is that I found an envelope when I opened my laptop. Inside was a letter from Xyreon. It said there was a chance he was still alive, and that he was going to hide in a specific place. He had hidden the coordinates in my music player."

Emily's eyes widened in surprise. "So, did you go to those coordinates?" she asked eagerly.

"Of course!" Emma replied, a smile spreading across her face. "I went to that place, and guess what I found there?"

"Xyreon?" Emily asked in amazement.

Emma gently nodded, her eyes shining with emotion. "Yes, I found him."

Emily stood up, completely confused. "Huh, but... but... how?!" she stammered.

Emma took a deep breath and began to explain. "Okay, I'll explain it again, the death of Xyreon..."

But Emily interrupted her. "No, I understand what you mean, but why did you go to his funeral if you knew he was alive?"

"I didn't know," Emma said softly. "I didn't find out until a few weeks ago, after the funeral."

Emily's mind was racing. She had to see Xyreon for herself. "Okay, but I have to see him," she said, her voice firm.

Emma looked at her friend, her expression serious. "No!" she said firmly. "We're not going to do that."

Emily gave Emma a strange look before responding, "Why not? If he's alive, I want to see him."

Emma shook her head and replied, "He doesn't want you to know where he is. He's had enough of it, and we have to respect that."

Emily couldn't bring herself to argue and looked down at the floor. "But if the world ever needs him, you can tell me. I'll pass it on," Emma said.

Emma nodded in agreement and hugged Emily. She thanked her for what she did and said goodbye before making her way to the train station.

Emily sat back on her couch, replaying the conversation in her head. "Xyreon is still alive," she kept thinking. After a while, the doorbell rang again, and she opened the front door to find her father, John, standing there. Emily was overjoyed and immediately embraced her father. John was taken aback and asked why she was so happy.

"It's a beautiful day today. There's nothing to not be happy about," Emily replied. She invited her father inside and asked him to wait while she changed into her good clothes. Once she had changed, they left for the restaurant where they planned to eat.

At the restaurant, Emily and her father chatted about their desire to go on vacation and how they needed it. However, John looked disappointed at one point, and Emily asked him what was wrong.

"It's work," he replied, looking at his food. Emily inquired further, and John shared that the General wanted to hold a meeting on Monday to discuss something related to superpowers.

Emily put her hand on John's and reassured him that everything would be fine. John smiled, grateful for his daughter's support. As they finished their meal and headed back home, Emily couldn't shake the feeling that something big was coming. She wondered what the General had in mind and how it would affect their lives.
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GETTING STARTED
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Monday morning dawned, and Emily could already feel the weight of the day bearing down on her. She had to go to the Military Base again, and the thought of it made her groan inwardly. However, curiosity about the meeting nudged her forward, so she begrudgingly got ready and headed out to her car.

Usually, Emily would wait for Harry before heading inside the Military Base together, but today it seemed that Harry was running late. She shrugged it off and made her way inside, hoping to catch him there.

As she walked in, the General's voice boomed across the Base, instructing everyone to head to the main hall where the stage was set. Emily looked around, confused, but she knew there had to be a meeting. Most people started walking to the hall, but Emily headed straight to the General.

"Sir, do you happen to know where Harry is?" she asked, hoping to catch a glimpse of her colleague.

"Oh, Harry," the General replied. "His mother is very ill, and he is the only one who takes care of her. So, he took a few weeks off."

Emily's eyes widened in shock. She had no idea that Harry's mother was sick, and she immediately felt guilty for being annoyed about his absence. "Okay, thank you, sir," she replied softly.

As Emily walked away, she thought about Harry and his mother. She wondered how he was coping and if there was anything she could do to help. She made a mental note to check up on him later.

Emily took a deep breath and made her way to the main hall, mentally preparing herself for the meeting. 

A surge of anxiety hit her as she realized she wouldn't see Harry for a few weeks. She knew that Bob and his friends would likely bully her again. Harry had always been there to diffuse the situation, but without him, things could get worse. Despite her apprehension, Emily remained strong and started walking towards the main hall.

As she walked in, Emily saw a large stage and many seats in the audience, most of which were already occupied. She began to search for a seat, carefully navigating around the other people's feet. After a few minutes, she spotted an empty seat in the middle of the row and made her way towards it.

Finally seated, the audience waited in anticipation, wondering why they had been called to the meeting. A group of people walked onto the stage, including the General and a few high-ranking military officers. John was also among them, but Emily wasn't sure what the meeting was about. Her father had mentioned something about superpowers, but she didn't understand the significance.

"Test, test, test, can you hear me?" the General asked as he took the microphone. One of the men standing beside him gave a thumbs-up, indicating that everyone could hear.

"Good," the General said, and Emily watched him intently, curious to know what the meeting was about. Suddenly, she heard people laughing behind her. Everyone in the audience was silent, but a group of people behind Emily found something amusing. She turned around to see who was laughing and saw Bob and his friends sitting behind her. Emily turned back around, annoyed and in a bad mood.

The General continued his speech, "Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for coming to the meeting. I would like to talk about something. Not long ago, someone came to this earth, someone who caused a lot of damage and killed many people. We are talking about Xyreon here."

Emily listened intently as the General spoke about someone with superpowers that had caused destruction. He went on to explain that the military was working on developing their own super-powered individuals to help protect the world from threats like Xyreon.

Emily felt a knot form in her stomach as Bob and his friends joked about Xyreon again. She didn't want to be there, listening to their insensitive comments. They certainly didn't understand how much Xyreon had suffered.

Bob chuckled and turned to his friends. "Xyreon? He definitely means Emily's best friend." The others joined in with laughter, but Emily stayed quiet. She was tired of their teasing.

The General's voice broke through the chatter, "Our job is to protect the people and to see that so many died on that day. It hurts me. We don't want this again." Emily appreciated his reminder that their work was important and serious.

But Bob wasn't done yet. "It hurts all of us, but Emily can't tell her best friend that." He and his friends snickered, amused by their own joke. Emily's anger grew within her, and she clenched her fists.

The General spoke again, his tone more urgent now, "We have thought about a solution, and the solution is to make an Ultimate Soldier. A soldier who can fight against someone like Xyreon. We are still figuring out how we can give someone such powers. We know that this will certainly be possible in a few weeks." Emily's eyes widened in surprise.

An Ultimate Soldier? What did that even mean? She had never heard of anything like that before. As much as she wanted to know more, she was too angry at Bob and his friends to stay any longer.
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