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      CHAPTER 1: James is reborn via mystic circumstance 
    

    
      
    

    
      Being an orphan, James had long concluded, was like being the universe’s personal punching bag. Love? A theoretical concept, like algebra or a warm breakfast. While other children whimpered over a scraped knee, James would stare, baffled. He’d once set his own broken arm using a textbook and a frayed belt. The bone had healed funny, but the point stood: his childhood was less Harry Potter and more Final Destination: Early Years.
    

    
      
    

    
      So, when 12-year-old James vanished into the Murkwood - a forest so dense and beast-ridden even the local squirrels packed switchblades - no tear-stained MISSING posters appeared. His absence was noticed with roughly the same concern as a missing sock. For five years, the forest kept him. It was less a fostering, more a prolonged, violent internship in Not Dying.
    

    
      
    

    
      James emerged not with a heart full of heroic dreams, but with a stomach screaming for a sandwich. Heroism, to him, meant self-sacrifice, a concept as foreign as parental affection. You can’t miss what you’ve never had, and you can’t sacrifice yourself for people you mostly want to steal lunch from.
    

    
      
    

    
      Thus, on The Day Everything Got Weird, our “hero” was attempting to liberate a loaf of bread from a baker whose mercy was as absent as James’s parents. The baker, a man built like a fridge with a temper, unleashed the Hounds of Hell’s Bakery. James bolted for the one place that welcomed him: the lethal woods.
    

    
      
    

    
      His plan was simple: let the man-eating wolves dissuade the bread-obsessed pursuer. The wolves, perhaps on a coffee break, failed to materialize. The hounds did not. The chase ended at the one scenic overlook the Murkwood offered: a cliff with a spectacular, bone-crushing drop that misted over the drop. No-one ever braved themselves to go down there!
    

    
      
    

    
      Cornered, hungry, and profoundly annoyed, 12-year-old James did the only thing he could think of. He raised his hands and crossed them to defend himself against the raging dogs.
    

    
      
    

    
      Then he slipped.
    

    
      
    

    
      As gravity introduced him to the cliff face, a strange peace washed over him. Not the beautiful, angelic kind. The kind you feel when you finally surrender to a software update. He was tired. Tired of running, tired of hurting, tired of a world whose welcome mat was permanently tucked away. He didn’t flail or grab. He just sighed, closed his eyes, and thought, “Fine. Whatever.” At least I get to rest no more hurting
    

    
      
    

    
      He did not meet the ground with a splat. He met it with a GLORP.
    

    
      
    

    
      The ground, it turned out, was a pit of shimmering, electric, neon-blue… goo. It wasn’t mud. Mud doesn’t crackle with enough voltage to vaporize a stallion. It was like falling into a Tesla coil’s bubble bath.
    

    
      
    

    
      Instead of being reduced to a pile of crispy orphan-ash, James was knocked gloriously, blissfully unconscious. For the first time in his life, the universe didn’t punch him. It dunked him in its mysterious, radioactive energy-soup and hit the “MARINATE” button.
    

    
      
    

    
      For three years, he simmered.
    

    
      
    

    
      When the universe finally pulled him out of its cosmic slow-cooker, James was… done. And by done, I mean he looked less like a former street urchin and more like a sculpture that forgot to put on clothes. His muscles weren’t just defined; they looked like they’d been drafted by a dramatic cartographer. His jawline could cut glass. He was, in essence, a biological masterpiece designed to cause marital chaos and prompt sudden investments in gym memberships.
    

    
      
    

    
      James opened his eyes. He did not know he was a superhuman. He did not feel heroic. He was, however, ravenously hungry, impeccably groomed by unknown forces, and lying in a crater of spent cosmic sludge.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      CHAPTER 2: James stature is upgraded to superhuman
    

    
      
    

    
      James’s first clue that the universe’s cosmic marinade had… lingered… wasn’t the Michelangelo-sculpture physique. It was his eyesight.
    

    
      
    

    
      He blinked. A hundred yards away, perched on a sad-looking dandelion, a bee was having a mid-life crisis. James could see the existential dread in its multi-faceted eyes. He could count the hairs on its legs. He could also, he realized with dawning horror, hear the frantic, tiny fwoop-fwoop-fwoop of its wings.
    

    
      
    

    
      This was immediately drowned out by the WORLD’S WORST CONCERT.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was a cacophony of chaos. The grinding of a pebble tumbling three miles upstream. The schlorp of a worm having a difficult Tuesday underground. The distant, judgmental gossip of tree squirrels (“And then he just fell into the glowy stuff, Frank. No class.”). It was a tidal wave of sound hammering directly into his brainpan.
    

    
      
    

    
      James slammed his hands over his ears. It did nothing. The symphony of the forest was now playing inside his skull.
    

    
      
    

    
      For a solid, agonizing hour, he sat there, teeth gritted, sweating through pores that were now suspiciously perfect. Pain was an old, familiar roommate. Hunger, cold, broken ribs - they’d all lived rent-free in his body. This was just a new, louder, more obnoxious tenant. His terrible childhood had, in a super-twisted way, equipped him with the mental calluses to endure a supernatural sensory overload.
    

    
      
    

    
      Slowly, through sheer, stubborn force of will, he learned to build a mental dam. He pushed the scritch-scratch of a centipede’s shoes to the back. He muffled the photosynthesis happening in a nearby leaf (it sounded like faint, green popcorn). He tuned it down from "stadium death metal" to "annoying office radio."
    

    
      
    

    
      Just as he found a fragile peace, he saw it. A fish. A glorious, stupid, silver trout leaped above the waterfall pool.
    

    
      
    

    
      His stomach roared a command more primal than any superpower: FOOD.
    

    
      
    

    
      He didn’t think. He just… went.
    

    
      
    

    
      One moment he was sitting on a rock 30 meters away. The next, he was crouched at the water’s edge, the cold, slippery fish flapping pathetically in his hand.
    

    
      
    

    
      He stared at it. The fish stared back, equally confused.
    

    
      
    

    
      James let go as if burned. The fish plopped back into the water, probably to start a cult about the Silver Hand of the Sky.
    

    
      
    

    
      “What the hell?” he whispered to the empty air. “How did I… I was just over there. That’s not… people don’t…”
    

    
      
    

    
      His question was answered not by logic, but by a PAIN.
    

    
      
    

    
      It wasn't a headache. It was a neural revolt. It felt like his brain had decided to do gymnastics while simultaneously being used as a church bell. Information - raw, dense, incomprehensible - flooded his synapses. Equations for materials that didn’t exist yet. Biological schematics of creatures that defied taxonomy. Theories of gravity that made regular gravity look lazy.
    

    
      
    

    
      To James, who’d never seen the inside of a schoolroom, it wasn't "advanced physics." It was pure, brain-splitting noise. He didn't understand a single concept, but he felt it all cramming in, a library of the future being dumped into a skull that just wanted to know how to cook a fish.
    

    
      
    

    
      He didn't know how long it lasted. He only knew waking up - floating on his back in the pool, staring at a blanket of stars. Night had fallen.
    

    
      
    

    
      He paddled to the shore, his new, spectacular muscles working on autopilot. The headache was gone, replaced by a faint, buzzing hum of… knowledge he couldn’t access. It was like having a supercomputer in his head, but the monitor was off and the keyboard was in Greek.
    

    
      
    

    
      One clear, dominant thought rose above the weirdness, echoing from the deepest, most honest part of his being - a part untouched by glowing goo or future math.
    

    
      
    

    
      His stomach let out a gurgle that shook leaves from a nearby tree.
    

    
      
    

    
      Right. Priorities.
    

    
      
    

    
      He looked at the water with his new, stupidly sharp eyes. Another fish, foolishly near the surface, swam by.
    

    
      
    

    
      James cracked his knuckles. A slow, focused grin spread across his annoyingly perfect face.
    

    
      
    

    
      The mysteries of cosmic evolution could wait.
    

    
      
    

    
      Dinner could not.
    

    
      CHAPTER 3: James Becomes a Self-Taught superhuman (With Trial and Error)
    

    
      
    

    
      That night, James didn’t dream. He attended a mandatory, ethereal masterclass.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was less a sleep, more an immersive, hands-on seminar titled “So, You’ve Absorbed a Protogenic Energy Soup: A Practical Guide.” There were no teachers, just pure, instinctive knowledge unfolding in his mind like a weird, cosmic IKEA manual.
    

    
      
    

    
      He learned that space was not empty, but full of handles. That matter was just a suggestion waiting for a firmer opinion. The lessons defied every law he’d never formally learned: Telekinesis 101 (Don’t just push, persuade the atoms), Molecular Jazz (Slow the vibration for ice, speed it up for a nice, impromptu steam facial), and Aerodynamics for the Truly Lazy (Why walk on the ground when you can convince the air beneath your feet to become a temporary, invisible floor?).
    

    
      
    

    
      When dawn broke, James woke up not with confusion, but with the serene clarity of a man who’d just binge-watched the universe’s greatest hits. He was hungry.
    

    
      
    

    
      Breakfast was caught the old-fashioned way - with his new, stupidly fast reflexes. After eating, he looked at the waterfall pool with a critic’s eye. The fish were there. His mind now had… options.
    

    
      
    

    
      Attempt 1: The Mental Fisherman.
    

    
      
    

    
      He glared at a plump trout, focusing with all his might. ”Come… here…” he thought, imagining it levitating onto his rock.
    

    
      
    

    
      The fish gave a psychic shudder, then darted away. James’s telekinetic grip, however, did not. It latched onto the patch of algae the fish had been hovering over. With a wet SCHLUCK, a three-foot-wide circle of pond scum, mud, and a very surprised frog ripped out of the water and slapped him squarely in the face.
    

    
      
    

    
      He sat, dripping slime, as the frog gave him a look of profound betrayal before hopping away.
    

    
      “Okay,” he spat out a piece of reed. “Start smaller.”
    

    
      
    

    
      The Great Dew Drop Experiment.
    

    
      
    

    
      He focused on a single, perfect dewdrop hanging from a leaf. The goal: lower molecular vibration. Create ice. He poured his will into it.
    

    
      For a full minute, nothing. Then, a faint shimmer. A delicate crystalline lattice formed. The drop turned into a tiny, beautiful pearl of ice… and fell.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tink.
    

    
      
    

    
      It hit a stone and shattered into diamond-dust.
    

    
      
    

    
      “YES!” James roared, leaping up in triumph. He rushed over to admire his handiwork.
    

    
      He was greeted by a small, damp spot. It had melted. His victory had lasted approximately 1.7 seconds.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Right,” he muttered. “Sustainability.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He spent the rest of the day like a supernatural toddler, obsessively freezing handfuls of water. He’d make a perfect ice orb, only to watch it weep into nothingness in his palm. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Progress was measured in extra seconds of solidity.
    

    
      
    

    
      That night, the dream-tutorials were silent. The universe’s attitude seemed to be: “The basics are uploaded. Figure the rest out yourself. We have other orphans to mildly traumatize.”
    

    
      
    

    
      So, James began his grind. His curriculum was bizarre, his practice relentless:
    

    
      
    

    
      Week 1: Graduated from ice-cubes to freezing the entire pond’s surface. It melted by noon, but for a glorious morning, he had his own skating rink. The fish looked deeply unimpressed beneath the ice.
    

    
      
    

    
      Week 2: Mastered lifting small rocks. Then medium rocks. He accidentally launched one into the stratosphere and spent an hour nervously watching the sky, waiting for it to come down and exact revenge.
    

    
      
    

    
      Week 3: Successfully plucked a fish from the water with his mind. He was so startled he dropped it. He then spent the afternoon playing a one-sided game of psychic ping-pong with a very dizzy salmon.
    

    
      
    

    
      Week 4: Encountered an antelope. It froze in mid-stride, one leg comically poised in the air, its eyes wide with “WHAT SORCERY IS THIS?!” He let it go. It stumbled, gave him a terrified look, and vowed to tell its children never to graze near the weird shiny man.
    

    
      
    

    
      Week 5: Took his first step on solidified air. It felt like stepping on a giant, invisible marshmallow. He wobbled, windmilled his arms, and fell on his miraculously sculpted backside. Getting up, he took another step. Then another. By week’s end, he was doing shaky knee-raises ten feet off the ground.
    

    
      
    

    
      Week 6: Achieved The Sit. Perched cross-legged on nothing, twenty feet up, he ate a handful of berries with an air of smug, god-like satisfaction. A passing bird pooped on his shoulder. The universe, it seemed, enjoyed keeping him humble.
    

    
      
    

    
      At the end of the second month, James ran.
    

    
      
    

    
      Not on the ground! On the air itself.
    

    
      
    

    
      He weaved through the towering trees of the Murkwood, a phantom in the canopy. He’d push off a pocket of compressed wind, create a vacuum ahead to suck himself forward faster, and skate on currents only he could feel. Leaves rustled in his wake, but no branch trembled. He was a ghost in the machine of physics, laughing, a deafening sound of pure, unadulterated joy that scared the hell out of the switchblade-squirrels.
    

    
      
    

    
      He landed softly by his pool, breathless and grinning. He was no longer just a hungry orphan, or even just a guy with great abs.
    

    
      
    

    
      He was a guy with great abs who could fly.
    

    
      
    

    
      His stomach, ever the faithful motivator, rumbled.
    

    
      
    

    
      James looked at the water, then at the sky. A slow, wicked idea dawned.
    

    
      
    

    
      Why catch a fish… when you could politely ask the entire waterfall to hand one over?
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      CHAPTER 4: The Universe Teaches Him the Fine Print (It’s a Doozy)
    

    
      
    

    
      The dream-tutorials returned with a vengeance. The previous lessons had been fun parlor tricks - flying, ice-making, psychic fish-napping. This new module was titled something like “Fundamental Reality Editing: Please Read the Terms and Conditions.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Matter manipulation. Not just moving it, but convincing it to be something else.
    

    
      
    

    
      James watched, enthralled, as a leaf in the dream-space morphed. It crumpled inward, darkening from vibrant green to a black, porous lump of coal. Then, with a thought, it disintegrated into a fine pile of dust. He saw a demonstration where all the moisture was pulled from a living branch, leaving it a desiccated skeleton in seconds. Then, the process reversed - life force, shimmering and stolen from the surrounding dream-air, poured back into a dead log, making it sprout fresh, impossible buds.
    

    
      
    

    
      The lesson was clear, and terrifyingly simple: Life could be given. But it had to come from somewhere. It wasn't a creation. It was… relocation.
    

    
      
    

    
      The next eight months made his previous training look like a spa weekend.
    

    
      
    

    
      This wasn't about power. It was about belief. He had to internalize that reshaping a rock was no more extraordinary than blinking. He argued with his own logic. "But rocks don't just -" "SHUT UP," he’d tell his brain, "they do now." He spent weeks just staring at pebbles, believing they could be warm bread, until one finally softened into a sad, crumbly lump of mineral-loaf.
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