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CHAPTER 1

HEARTACHE 
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It was a cold day on November 1st. Exactly a year ago, Victoria had made the decision to leave The Outcasts and pursue criminals on her own. She remained elusive, hidden from everyone, but one thing was certain: she was no longer the beloved Molecural.

"Come on, Omar," Artie urged, his voice serious. "You can do this."

Omar, sweat glistening on his forehead, replied, "I'm not sure if I can. This isn't like anything I've faced before."

Artie, whose soul resided within Omar's body, encouraged him further. "You promised your mother you'd eat healthier, so just eat the damn salad!"

Omar hesitated, staring at the unappetizing greens on his fork. "But it looks really nasty," he complained. "I don't really like greens!"

"Just eat it!" Artie exclaimed in frustration. "You won't die from trying it."

Omar remained skeptical. "Maybe my body developed an allergy to greens. I could die."

Artie was growing increasingly annoyed. They had been sitting at the dinner table for ten minutes without eating a thing. "You know that's almost impossible."

Omar dropped the fork, retorting, "Just as impossible as an old man, who turned out to be the son of the five gods that created the universe, putting your soul in my body?"

"Touche," Artie conceded, taking control of Omar's body to place the fork in his mouth before relinquishing control.

"Artie!" Omar protested, initially angry. "This is disgusti... Oh wait... it's not that bad."

Artie chuckled. "See, you can do anything if you just put your fears aside."

Suddenly, Omar dropped the fork and stood up, ready to walk away, the weight of Artie's words pressing on him. Though Artie hadn't meant it that way, Omar felt the sting of having failed Victoria.

"You know I didn't mean it like that," Artie said, guilt lacing his voice. "We just need to keep training with Hugo and Toby, so we're strong enough to get Victoria back."

Omar paused, acknowledging Artie's intent. "I know you didn't," he admitted. "But we've been training for over a year now, and we just never seem to get any stronger. Sure, we make some progress, but we still aren't strong enough to get Victoria back."

Artie knew the truth of Omar's words but remained silent. They both understood they should have been much stronger by now, but their powers seemed frustratingly limited.

Omar picked up the salad again, his eyes scanning the penthouse. Although he was in the Outcasts' building in New York, he felt almost entirely alone.

Amy and Lucas also lived in the building, but they spent most of their time in their own penthouse, having officially become a couple. Hugo, who shared his body with Toby, lived there as well but was only present every other week. Occasionally, he had duties for the Judger, the god Andor, as a guard of Hell, though it wasn't a regular task. They only ventured to Hell when Andor truly needed them. For the rest of their time, they had a small house outside New York City, a sanctuary where they could truly rest.

Since Andor had granted Hugo time off duty, Hugo had come to appreciate human life. He had known nothing but his role as a guard of Hell, never experiencing birth like a real human. Even in death, he wouldn't be judged; his soul would simply be collected and stored safely. Andor, like the other gods, had only granted themselves human emotions after eons of existence, meaning they didn't fully grasp what it meant to be human. To him, the guards of Hell and the Perfect World were mere tools.

Omar stood in the shared living room, replaying the events involving King Death and how Liveos had released him in the Los Angeles Outcasts building's mutual living room.

Artie noticed Omar's train of thought. "You know, Liveos came back to the good side," he said. "Victoria can do that as well."

Omar sighed. "She definitely can return, but would she still be the same?"

Artie had no answer, and silence enveloped them once more. Omar's thoughts drifted to Donny and the brutal slaying of Bill, Susan, Jeffrey, and Steven.

"It's almost as if no time has passed since that moment," Omar mused, gazing out at the city that never sleeps, the lights of New York illuminating the large windows of the living room.

Artie remained silent, sensing Omar's frustration at their perceived lack of progress over the past year.

"We weren't even there for that kid, Jordan," Omar continued. "He was all alone against three enemies, and Chicago was in complete chaos. And we couldn't even go because we didn't know anything."

Artie quickly interjected, "It's not our fault, Omar. We, like everyone outside of Chicago, didn't receive any news or updates."

"But we were the ones who unmasked Jordan, even though he had been protecting everyone by himself," Omar replied. "And we didn't even try to talk to him before capturing him. We messed up."

At that point, Artie had heard enough. He stepped out of Omar's body, his form a blue, transparent hue, and looked Omar in the eyes.

"Omar," he said, his voice gentle yet firm. "We make mistakes too. We're human, just like everyone else."

Tears welled up in Omar's eyes as he sank to his knees, but Artie caught him. "We aren't strong enough, Artie," Omar sobbed. "Maybe I'll never get Victoria back."

Artie embraced Omar tightly. "Don't worry," he reassured him. "We'll find a way."
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CHAPTER 2

LONELY BIRTHDAY 
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“Happy birthday!” Artie exclaimed as he noticed Omar had woken up

Omar opened his eyes, glanced at his phone, and saw that it was indeed the 24th of November, his birthday. 

“Thanks,” Omar mumbled, turning over in his bed, his voice heavy with the weight of unspoken thoughts.

Artie was aware of how lonely and down Omar had felt ever since Victoria left the Outcasts, but he was determined to make this day special. “Come on, get out of bed,” Artie urged, leaving Omar’s body. “We can’t skip your birthday like we did last year.”

It was already 11 a.m., and Omar remained silent, unmoving. “Alright, we’ll do it my way,” Artie declared, grabbing Omar’s hand and pulling him out of bed with gentle insistence.

“Just leave me alone,” Omar replied, his voice tinged with resignation. “There’s nothing to celebrate.”

Artie looked momentarily crestfallen, but he retreated back into Omar’s body, giving him the space he seemed to need.

“I’m sorry, Artie,” Omar said, his voice softer now as he walked toward the door of his room. “I just don’t feel like celebrating anything.”

Unsure of what to say, Artie stayed silent. Omar proceeded to the bathroom, where he got ready for the day with a mechanical routine that had become all too familiar.

When Omar entered the living room of his penthouse, he was greeted by decorations Artie had put up in his honor. The sight of balloons and streamers was both touching and bittersweet.

“Thanks, Artie,” Omar said, attempting to muster some semblance of happiness, though Artie could sense the effort behind it.

Artie had expected as much, but hoped for a spark of genuine joy. Omar needed something good to happen for once, something to break the cycle of despondency.

Omar sank into the u-shaped couch in the living room, staring out the large windows at the bustling city below, the sound of honking cars a distant reminder of life continuing outside his bubble of solitude.

“So, what are we going to do today?” Artie ventured, eager to coax Omar into some semblance of enjoyment.

Omar took a sip of his morning coffee, the warmth a small comfort. “We’ll train. We need to get stronger,” he replied, his focus on the necessity of preparation rather than celebration.

“But Omar, it’s your birthday,” Artie persisted, his voice gentle but firm. “We need to celebrate, you know.”

Omar’s frustration finally bubbled over. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but everyone I want to spend my birthday with is either dead or busy with their own lives.”

Artie felt a pang of guilt, a shared understanding of loss. “I know,” he said softly. “I’ve lost everyone as well, you know.”

Omar buried his face in his hands, the weight of his emotions pressing down. He apologized, acknowledging his frustration and hurt. “I just want you to do something fun on your birthday,” Artie said. “We’re always training, always focusing on the bad stuff. Let’s do something fun for once.”

A small smile began to form on Omar’s face. “You know what?” he said, a hint of his old self returning. “I’ll try to make a new video on Highrestube. I haven’t done that in over a year.”

“That’s the Omar I know,” Artie said, relief and happiness mingling in his voice as he saw a glimpse of his best friend again.

Omar stood up, placing his empty mug on the marble kitchen counter, and made his way to his studio. Since moving in over a year ago, he had created a state-of-the-art studio for his videos and streams, investing in the best equipment for top-notch quality, though he hadn’t used it due to the pain that had consumed him.

As he powered up his setup, the LED strips illuminated the room with vibrant colors, and his high-end gaming PC came to life. 

He settled into his chair, opened his recording software, and hit record. Launching one of his favorite games, he prepared to immerse himself in the challenge of surviving as many zombie rounds as possible.

“Hi guys, GhostLife here,” Omar announced as he opened his video. “Today, we’re back with zombies. You might have noticed I’ve been gone for quite some time, but I’m back today. Who knows, maybe I’ll upload more videos eventually.”

As GhostLife met his end at wave 26, Omar transitioned smoothly into the outro of his video and began the editing process. He made several cuts to eliminate the less exciting parts and decided it was ready for upload. 

“I’m really proud of you, bro,” Artie remarked, sensing the joy Omar felt in creating the video. 

Thanks to the incredibly fast internet speeds, the video uploaded in no time. Omar watched eagerly as the first comments began to appear. However, the initial excitement quickly faded as people started asking questions about whether Victoria had been caught or if she had rejoined the Outcasts. Many comments expressed anger at him and the other Outcasts for not being present in Chicago. 

Omar stared at the screen, the pain in his heart intensifying with each comment he read. 

“Enough of this,” Artie interjected, taking control of the body and turning off the PC. “They don’t know how it feels to be us.” 

When Omar regained control, he continued to gaze at the dark monitor, seeing only his own reflection staring back at him. 

“Don’t even think they were right for saying those things,” Artie insisted, his voice tinged with anger. “These people only dare to say shit online. In real life, they’re wimps.” 

Omar stood up and walked back to the couch, lying down to stare at the ceiling. He knew Artie was right, but that didn’t make the pain any less bearable. 

Three knocks echoed from the door. Instinctively, Omar reached for the sword hidden beneath the couch. Ever since Donny had killed Artie’s father, they kept the sword close, ensuring no one could catch them off guard again. 

Quietly, Omar approached the door and peered through the peephole. To his relief, he saw familiar faces. 

He quickly opened the door and greeted them. “What are you two doing here?” he asked, looking at Amy and Lucas. 

“It’s your birthday,” Amy replied, handing him an envelope with a birthday card inside. “We thought you might enjoy some company.” 

Lucas offered Omar a handshake. “We have some time off, so we decided to grab some lunch for you.” 

As they walked further into the apartment, their eyes landed on the photos of Omar with his parents and Artie’s pictures with his family. 

Lucas placed the bag containing lunch on the beautiful wooden table and said, “It’s hard on days like these, isn’t it?” 

Omar met his gaze, understanding the sentiment. “Yes. It is.” 

Amy’s eyes lingered on the sole picture of Omar and Victoria together, taken during a pizza outing just weeks before Donny’s arrival. 

“You really miss her, don’t you?” Amy asked, her voice filled with empathy. “I miss all of them.” 

Omar nodded as he moved into the kitchen to grab a few plates. “Yes,” he admitted. “I miss her a lot. And, of course, the others as well.” 

Amy walked over to give him a comforting hug. “I know,” she said softly. “She finally thought she found love and family again, only for it to be taken away right after.” 

As Amy released him, Omar set the plates down and took a seat at the table. “I didn’t know Bill, Susan, Steven, or Jeffrey that well, but it must be quiet around your penthouse right now, right?” he asked. 

Lucas squeezed Amy’s hand as he responded. “You know, we spent years living together, training together, eating together. So it’s really strange. But I’m glad we at least have each other.” 

Omar opened the bag and retrieved the sub labeled with his name. Having shared many meals together, Amy and Lucas knew exactly how he liked his sub.

“And we, of course, aren’t home as much as we used to be,” Amy explained, her voice carrying a hint of nostalgia. “Since Victoria put Elecforms in my name, I’ve been running it.”

A few days after Victoria had left, she had successfully transferred the company to Amy, eager to shed her old life and responsibilities. 

“So, everything is going well with Elecforms?” Omar inquired, his curiosity piqued.

Amy nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “In the beginning, I had some trouble, but luckily my assistant helped me a lot. Otherwise, you and the other Outcasts wouldn’t be getting your salary.”

Omar chuckled, acknowledging the truth in her words. “And what about keeping the city safe?”

Lucas glanced at Omar, offering reassurance. “Well,” he began, “since you helped protect the city against small crimes, everything is alright.”

Both Amy and Lucas were more subdued than usual, acutely aware of Omar’s pain.

After finishing lunch, Amy and Lucas prepared to leave, mentioning their need to return to the Elecforms office.

“You go ahead,” Amy said to Lucas. “I’ll join you in a few minutes.”

Omar looked puzzled as Lucas walked out, leaving Amy behind. “Omar,” Amy said, her tone shifting to seriousness. “I have to talk to you about something.”

Before Omar could respond, she continued, “Maybe it’s time for you to let Victoria go.”

“What?!” Omar exclaimed, anger flaring in his eyes. “How dare you say something like that about your best friend? She was always there for you!”

Amy’s frustration boiled over. “And where is she now?!” she retorted. “She isn’t here, right? You were alone with all the funerals. Can’t you see that she doesn’t care about any of us anymore?!”

Omar’s anger intensified. “Leave,” he commanded, his voice low and dangerous. “Leave before I hurt you.”

Amy sighed, her expression softening. “I’m sorry,” she said, her voice filled with sincerity. “But you have to go on with your life. Even if you find her, she won’t come back to us.”

“LEAVE!” Omar shouted, his frustration culminating in a punch that left a hole in the wall.

Amy nodded silently, opened the door, and walked away from Omar’s penthouse.

“Omar...” Artie said, shocked by the outburst. “This isn’t you.”

“If this isn’t who I am,” Omar replied, turning to gaze out over the city, “then maybe Victoria isn’t who she is right now.”

Artie tried to explain that Amy only wanted to help, but Omar was too ensnared in his own thoughts to listen. He stood there, lost in his head, unable to find solace.

As he stared out at the cityscape, a knock on his front door pulled him from his reverie. Instinctively, he grabbed his sword and approached the peephole, but saw no one.

Cautiously, he opened the door and found a box on the floor. “Did I order something?” he wondered aloud.

“Not that I can remember,” Artie replied, knowing Omar hadn’t directed the question at him.

Omar picked up the box, placed it on the kitchen table, and opened it. Inside, he found some pills from New Vazuno and a shirt from his favorite band.

“Aessoid must’ve sent me this,” Omar mused, searching for a card or note, but finding none.

Despite his gratitude for the gift, Omar felt too drained to text Aessoid a thank-you message. He knew it would lead to a “how are you?” inquiry, a conversation he wasn’t ready to have.

Instead, he lay down on the couch, opting to watch TV rather than train. He loathed himself for skipping training, but his birthday had been too emotionally taxing.

As night descended, another knock came at his door. As before, Omar clutched his sword and peered through the peephole, this time seeing Lucas.

He opened the door, puzzled. “What are you doing here again?”

“Look, Amy doesn’t want me to tell you this,” Lucas confessed, meeting Omar’s gaze. “But I can’t keep it a secret from you, not after seeing you today.”

Omar asked what he meant, and Lucas continued. “We know Victoria’s location. She logged into her Elecforms bank account, so we traced her exact location. She’s in an abandoned building in Harlem.”  
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CHAPTER 3

MEET AGAIN
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Omar stepped out of the metro station in Harlem, eyes glued to his phone. "Her last location was four blocks away from here," he said to Artie, his voice tinged with urgency.

Artie hesitated, uncertainty clouding his head. "You know it probably wasn't her who logged into her account, right?"

"I don't care," Omar replied with determination. "I need to know for sure if it's her or not."

They walked through the bustling streets of Harlem as a light rain began to fall, a familiar occurrence in New York. With each step, Omar felt his heart grow heavier, its pounding echoing louder in his chest. The rain intensified, splattering against the pavement in rhythmic splashes.

"Omar," Artie said, his voice laced with concern. "You haven't thought this through. What if it is her, and she doesn't want to see you?"

Omar didn't pause to consider Artie's words. His mind was singularly focused on one goal: bringing Victoria back. "It should be around this corner," he said, rounding the bend into a nearly deserted street. The silence was palpable, the absence of cars and pedestrians amplifying the quiet.

"Artie," Omar said seriously, "switch with me so we can see souls through the walls."

Artie wished Omar would let go of this obsession, but he knew he couldn't dissuade him. Reluctantly, he agreed and switched control with Omar. When they switched, they gained the ability to become invisible for a brief moment, allowing them to pass through walls. Since Victoria left, they had discovered that this ability also enabled them to see souls glowing through barriers.

Upon switching, they saw a single, blue glowing soul within the building where Victoria was supposed to be. "That must be her," Omar said, refusing to entertain the possibility it could be someone else. "Jump into the building."

Artie, still in control, turned their form blue and transparent, leaping into the second floor of the building. They passed through the wall, and Omar regained control as they landed inside.

"Quiet now," Artie cautioned in Omar's mind. "She isn't supposed to know we're here, remember?"

Omar scanned the nearly empty room. The floorboards were loose, and the walls were riddled with holes. A dilapidated couch, missing a leg and slashed in multiple places, sat forlornly in a corner.

"It looks like a few homeless people have lived here," Artie remarked, taking in the room's disrepair.

Omar remained unfazed. He stepped forward, and the floorboards emitted a loud screech, causing him to freeze. "Do you think she heard that?" Omar whispered to Artie. "Maybe we should stay quiet for a few seconds."

But before they could decide, a sword pierced through the wall, missing Omar by less than an inch. "Holy shit!" Artie exclaimed as the sword retracted.

Artie swiftly took control and walked them through the wall. Inside, they found a woman wearing a mask, undeniably; it was Victoria. She thrust the sword again, but Omar and Artie switched just in time, the blade passing harmlessly through them.

"Oh," Victoria said, withdrawing her sword. "It's you."

Omar, now in control, replied, "Yes. Long time no see."

Victoria nodded, discarding her wooden sword, which she had crafted from the floor using the gloves of life. She turned her back to Omar. "They must've tracked my location when I logged into the Elecforms account, right?" she asked, her voice calm and steady.

Omar couldn't believe he had finally found Victoria. "Yes, Lucas told me," he said, his voice tinged with disbelief.

Victoria let out a chuckle. "Good."

Both Omar and Artie were confused. "Why do you say that's good? Did you want me to find you? Are you finally coming back?" Omar asked, desperation creeping into his voice.

Victoria turned around slowly, her expression unreadable. "Omar, even if I wanted to, I couldn't come back. But luckily, I don't want to."

Artie had enough of the ambiguity and took charge. "Then why did you want us to find you? Do you want to kill us?"

Victoria turned away again and started walking. "I'll show you," she said over her shoulder.

Omar, taking control, followed her into a stairway leading to the third floor. As they ascended, Artie felt a growing sense of unease about the whole situation.

Entering the room Victoria led them to, they were confronted with an entire wall filled with pictures of the attacks in Chicago, along with images of the Naughty Souls. 

"I'm going to take all of them out," Victoria declared, her voice cold and determined. "They've killed too many innocent people."

Omar let out a chuckle, trying to lighten the gravity of her words. "You do know they’ve been taken care of already, right? The Naughty Soul himself is in a special prison facility by the T.O.P.A.H."

"I'm talking about killing him once and for all, so he can’t hurt anyone anymore," Victoria replied, her tone icy.

Omar's face registered shock. "But he’ll spend the rest of his life in that cell. He won’t ever be able to hurt anyone again."

"You don’t understand," Victoria insisted, pointing at a picture. "This is Dave Marty. The survivors... we stopped him a few years ago, but when The General of San Francisco made that Mike guy an Ultimate Soldier, it turned out he was one of the remaining Reapers. He broke Dave Marty out of prison."

Omar nodded, recalling the events. "I know. Emily told us all about it last year."

"I'm suspecting that Dave is trying to rebuild the Reapers, together with the Naughty Soul," Victoria continued. "Meaning he could give orders to the Naughty Souls through other people."

Omar stared at her, concern etched on his face. "I think you're going a bit overboard with this," he said gently. "I can’t go to Chicago with you for a conspiracy theory."

Victoria chuckled again. "I never wanted you to join me," she said, a hint of laughter in her voice. "I need you to keep the Outcasts out of my way. They can’t know what I’m planning to do."

"You sound insane!" Artie shouted angrily, seizing control. "There’s no way we won’t tell anyone about all of this."

Victoria punched Artie, her voice rising in anger. "Shut up! I wasn’t talking to you."

Omar regained control. "I’m not going to do this, Victoria. What you’re doing is dangerous."

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
GHOSTILIFE
ALL HELL BREAKS
LOOSE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





