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Chapter 1











Kenny Loggins’
Danger Zone starts playing
in my earbuds as I soar into up into the azure skies above the
Island of Solitude. Over the last few days I’ve been doing pretty
well on Anubis’ flight simulator. Let’s see if I can finally beat
Isis’ best score.

The hard light hologram that simulates
Manhattan’s skyline almost catches me off guard when it appears in
front of me in a flash of light. I slow my momentum before I crash
into the simulated Statue of Liberty’s torch. Just like Horus told
me it’s not about speed, it’s about control. The reason I’ve been
smacking into so many buildings is because I put too much speed on
and I don’t think about how to use my super strength to slow my
momentum on the turns. I never thought flying was so complicated,
but it’s way different than gliding on bat wings. But somehow I’m
starting to get the hang of it.

Danger Zone’s
bridge starts playing as I circle around the
statue’s crown. When I start seeing my red bikini clad figure
reflected in the glass of the top floors of the Freedom Tower, I
make a left around the skyscraper and start navigating a course
through the maze of simulated tall buildings towards the silver
spire of the of the Empire State building. All I need to do is tap
the antenna in ten seconds to beat Isis’ score.

I’m making good time flying through
Manhattan’s canyons of buildings when a flock of pigeons comes out
from around the corner of a rooftop on 23rd Street. The birds break
my concentration; I start freefalling out of the sky. I should have
known Horus would program some sort surprise to see how I’d handle
one of the hazards of big city flying.

Okay, this is nothing I can’t get
myself out of. I just have to remember what Horus told me about how
to handle an emergency drop. I take a deep breath and clear my
head. I look up at the sky and start getting control over my body
again. When I see the midway point of one of New York’s Luxury
towers I stop myself in midair. Since I’ve only fallen about fifty
feet, I can still tap that antenna if I put on a little speed.
After I turn a midair somersault, I start flying at close to sixty
miles an hour. I reach the rooftop of the luxury tower and make
right turn that puts me right in the path of the Empire State
Building. All I have to do is control my speed and I won’t
overshoot the antenna.

Just as I’m about halfway to the spire,
the countdown clock starts turning red. While Kenny Loggins’ sings
the last verse of Danger Zone it’s down to 3. I do my best to
stifle the anxieties welling up inside me. I know if I give into
the pressure and speed up all of a sudden I’ll overshoot the tower.
This is all about control. I slow myself down and let my momentum
push me in the direction of the antenna. By the time it hits 1 I
tap the spire. I did it! I finally beat Isis’ high
score!

After a display of simulated fireworks
celebrate my accomplishment, the holograms projecting New York
City’s skyline fade into the tops of palm trees as I begin
descending down towards the beach of the Island of Solitude. As my
toes land on the soft white sands in front of Isis’ beach house,
I’m greeted with the smiles of my brothers Horus and Anubis. Maybe
now they’ll finally see me as a competent enough flier to let me
head back home.

“Three minutes thirty
seconds.” Horus says checking his watch. “I’d have to say you’re
getting a lot better at flying these friendly skies Big
Sister.”

If I can get from Lady Liberty to
Midtown in enough time to finish a song I’d have to say I’m doing
exceptionally well for a beginner. “No thanks to you Kid Brother.”
I huff taking out my earbuds. “What’s the deal with those
pigeons?”

“It was going to be meteors
this time.” Anubis says. But I didn’t want to give you too much of
a challenge.”

OEBPS/cover.jpg





