
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Spectrum: The Rise of Kyren

A Superhero Origin Story

By Joseph Anthony Uriegas


“They tried to bury us. They didn’t know we were seeds.”
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— Mexican Proverb
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Chapter One: The Locker Slam
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Elridge High had the kind of hallway lighting that made everyone look like an undercooked pancake. Fluorescent, flickery, and depressing—especially at 7:47 a.m. on a Monday.

Kyren Vale adjusted his hoodie and kept his head down as he walked past the math hall. The last thing he wanted was eye contact. He’d already made that mistake last Thursday and earned himself a full water bottle to the shoulder and a charming new nickname: “Sketch Princess.”

Apparently, carrying a sketchpad made you royalty now.

He reached his locker, 214, and spun the dial—right, left, right again. Click. He barely had time to open it when the slam came.
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WHAM.
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The door bashed into him like a linebacker, pinning him between metal and concrete. His breath punched out of him in a single oof as his bag slipped off his shoulder and hit the floor with a soft thunk.

“Well, if it isn’t the doodle fairy,” said a voice drenched in fake sweetness.

Tanner Voss. Six foot two, quarterback, professional jerk since birth.

Kyren stayed still. If he didn’t move, maybe Tanner would get bored.

Spoiler: He didn’t.

Tanner reached over and grabbed the strap of Kyren’s backpack, flipping it open with a magician’s flair. “Let’s see what Princess Picasso packed today!”

Out spilled notebooks, a pencil pouch, and—of course—the sketchpad.

Kyren lunged for it, but Tanner got there first.

“Ooooh, what do we have here?” he teased, flipping it open. “A cape? Is this guy wearing eyeliner? Are those—wait—rainbow lasers coming out of his eyes?!”

He held it up like a trophy.

Behind him, Blake “Laughs-at-Anything” Carson burst into giggles. “That guy looks like he shops at Sephora and fights crime with glitter bombs.”

Kyren’s face went hot. “Give it back.”

Tanner smiled. “You know what I think? I think our little art queen’s got himself a crush on—”

“Me,” Jade Ramirez said loudly as she stepped between them.

The hallway collectively paused.

Tanner blinked. “What?”

Jade snatched the sketchpad out of his hands and held it protectively to her chest. “Yeah, that’s right. He’s mine. So unless you want your face turned into abstract art, step off.”

Kyren blinked. Wait, what?!

Tanner scoffed, glancing at Blake. “Y’all are freaks.”

“Better freaks than footnotes in a cautionary tale,” Jade replied, dragging Kyren away by the wrist.

As they rounded the corner, Jade tossed him his sketchpad. “Next time, swing first.”

“I don’t fight.”

“Then at least draw him exploding.”

Kyren and Jade took refuge in their usual corner of the cafeteria, which smelled like old ketchup and repressed dreams. The table was tucked next to the flickering vending machine—the one that whined like a ghost every 30 seconds. No one else ever sat there. It was perfect.

Jade unwrapped a foil burrito with surgical precision. “So,” she said, mouth already half-full, “how many brain cells do you think Tanner and Blake share between them?”

Kyren poked at his microwaved lasagna with a plastic fork. “Depends. Do we count the ones they use for grunting?”

Jade nodded, impressed. “Savage.”

He cracked a smile, then stared down at the sketchpad now resting beside his tray. “They ruined the drawing.”

Jade peeked over. “Still looks awesome to me. Very dramatic. Like... if David Bowie were a Jedi.”

Kyren gave her a look. “I was going for stoic space guardian.”

“Same thing.”

He leaned back, exhaling slowly. “You think I’m weird?”

Jade stuffed the rest of her burrito into her mouth, chewed thoughtfully, then swallowed. “Of course.”

“Thanks.”

“But you’re my weird. And weird is the only thing keeping this school from turning into a beige wasteland.”

Kyren glanced at the nearby tables—clusters of football players, giggling juniors, and kids locked to their phones like life support machines. He didn’t belong to any of them. Not really. Just this table. Just her.

“Sometimes I wonder what it’d be like to be someone else,” he said.

Jade tilted her head. “Someone cooler?”

“Someone... normal.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Kyren, if you were normal, you wouldn’t be you. And I like you. Even if you listen to musical theater and draw rainbow-powered superheroes.”

“They’re not powered by rainbows,” he muttered. “It’s a spectrum-based light energy field... fueled by empathy and—”

“You hear yourself, right?”

He chuckled. “Shut up.”



Sixth period: Chemistry. Otherwise known as “Controlled Arson.”

Kyren sat at the back, half-listening to Mr. Sykes drone about covalent bonds while his pencil danced across his sketchpad. The drawing had evolved. His hero now stood in front of a crowd—arms wide, light pulsing from his chest like a beacon.

It was him, Kyren realized. Not the way he looked. But the way he wished he could be. Open. Fearless. Seen.

“Mr. Vale,” said a voice.

He jerked his head up.

Mr. Sykes raised an eyebrow. “Unless you’ve discovered a new element in your doodles, perhaps you’d like to rejoin the class?”

Kyren flushed and closed the pad. “Sorry.”

The class snickered. Of course.

Across the room, Luke Bennett gave him a brief, sympathetic glance.

Luke—the tall, quiet swimmer with mystery in his eyes and hair that always looked freshly windswept even indoors. Kyren quickly looked away. Too long a glance and his brain would short-circuit.



Seventh period: gym. Also known as “hell.”

Kyren fake-coughed into his hand and approached Coach Devlin.

“Again?” the coach grunted.

“I think it’s asthma,” Kyren lied. “Or... sudden-onset ball allergy.”

Devlin sighed. “Fine. Go sit out. Try not to hyperventilate from the bleachers.”

He escaped to the locker room and slipped out the back door. No one noticed. No one ever did.

He walked slowly, letting his footsteps echo down the empty hallway. Then he stopped.

The art room was unlocked.

He slipped inside.



Inside the room, he found peace. Stale paint. Dusty canvases. Silence.

He crawled into the supply closet, curled up on a paint-stained beanbag, and opened his sketchpad.

Here, he wasn’t weird.

He was creating a universe.

His character now had a name: Specter. He stood not just for justice, but for being seen, for being real. For people like Kyren who spent most of their lives hiding in corners.

He drew for nearly an hour, filling the margins with light bursts, motion lines, costume tweaks. His fingers ached, but his soul felt steadier.

Then the bell rang.

He closed the sketchpad slowly, chest tight.

Something was coming.

He could feel it.

The storm rolled in just before nightfall, creeping across the sky like ink dropped in water.

Kyren stood at his bedroom window, forehead resting against the cool glass. Rain pelted the street outside, soft at first, then harder, as if the sky was working through its own emotional breakdown.

Downstairs, the TV was too loud. His father’s usual blend of sports and beer commentary echoed through the walls. His mother’s keys jangled in the kitchen, followed by a tired, muffled “I’m home.”

No one called up to check on him.

Not that they ever did.

He turned away, tossing his sketchpad onto the bed. It flopped open to the page with Specter standing triumphant against a stormy backdrop. Fitting.

Kyren didn’t know what pulled him, but a minute later, he was slipping on his hoodie and climbing out the window onto the roof.



The air up there smelled like ozone and damp leaves. The wind whipped at his clothes, tugging at his hood like it wanted to get inside his thoughts. He sat on the shingles, arms wrapped around his knees, and stared at the sky.

Thunder rumbled, low and long. Lightning flashed on the horizon.

He opened the sketchpad in his lap, using his hand to keep the pages from fluttering.

“Specter,” he whispered. “You’d know what to do.”

He imagined the hero stepping forward, calm and strong, blasting color and courage into a world full of shadows.

Kyren wished he had even a fraction of that power. That confidence.

Instead, he had elbows too sharp for hugs, a voice that cracked under pressure, and a social status that ranked somewhere between gum on a desk and cafeteria mold.

Another bolt of lightning streaked overhead—closer this time.

Then, suddenly, everything went still.

The wind dropped.

The rain paused midair.

Even the clouds seemed to hold their breath.

Kyren looked down at his hands.

They were glowing.

At first, just faintly. A gentle golden shimmer tracing the creases of his palms like sunlight caught in water. Then brighter. White-hot lines etched along his fingers, pulsing like a heartbeat.

He yelped and stumbled back, nearly sliding off the roof.

But something stopped him.

Not a hand.

Not a force.

Just... stillness.

And then it began.



Light burst from his chest like a second sunrise.

Colors he’d never seen before radiated outward—red and gold and purple and electric indigo—surrounding him in ribbons of energy that spun in slow, perfect spirals.

He tried to scream, but no sound came out. Only a humming, resonant tone that vibrated in his bones.

The sketchpad slipped from his lap and flew off the roof, pages fluttering like wings. One page—Specter’s page—glowed as it vanished into the night.

His hoodie lit up from the inside out, seams glowing like neon wire. The prism mark over his heart burned through the fabric, not painfully—but undeniably.

He was floating.

Actually floating.

Kyren’s feet hovered inches above the roof tiles, arms splayed slightly like he was balancing on the edge of a dream.

The wind picked up again, this time swirling around him in a vortex of shimmering mist.

His body felt weightless, and yet impossibly grounded, like the center of a storm.

Power surged through him. Not just energy—but feeling.

He could sense the world.

The excitement of a child watching the sky from their bedroom window.

The fear of an elderly man clutching his radio as the lights flickered.

The raw, aching loneliness of a girl staring out her car window on the other side of town.

He didn’t just feel his own emotions anymore.

He felt everyone’s.

And instead of being crushed by them, he channeled them.

They became part of him.



A final crack of thunder split the sky, and with it came a pulse—a sonic boom of light that erupted from Kyren in every direction. The entire block went dark. Power lines buzzed. Streetlights burst. Car alarms howled.

Windows flickered on across the neighborhood.

And at the center of it all, floating high above the rooftops, glowing like a living aurora—

Stood Kyren Vale.

Alone.

Afraid.

But alive.

Kyren didn’t know how long he floated.

Seconds? Minutes? Time felt slippery—like the moment between dreaming and waking, when anything felt possible and nothing made sense.

His body buzzed with energy, but his mind struggled to catch up.

What just happened?

Am I dying?

Am I dreaming?

The questions spun like a carousel.

He looked down. The rooftops below blurred in the rain. Cars sat frozen in driveways. Windows glowed with confused faces. A dog barked up at him like it had just seen God.

“Okay,” he whispered, chest rising and falling like he’d just run ten blocks. “Okay. Okay. Okay.”

The light around him started to flicker.

“Oh no.”

He panicked.

The glow pulsed once, then sputtered.

“Oh no no no—”

And just like that, gravity remembered he existed.



He fell.

Hard.

The light vanished and the sky opened. He plummeted through a swirl of rain and wind, arms flailing, panic taking over.

This is it, he thought. I become a puddle. A neon smear on the pavement. The most dramatic gay death Elridge High has ever seen.

But just before impact, something caught him.

Not physically.

Emotionally.

A pulse of will surged through his chest, and without understanding how, Kyren slowed.

His fall broke into a glide.

He hit the roof—softly this time—rolled once, and landed face-first in a pile of wet leaves and regret.

“Ow,” he croaked.

He lay there for a moment, blinking up at the sky, soaked, shivering, still sparking faintly.

His hoodie steamed.

His palms still glowed dimly, like afterburn.

Lightning cracked again, farther off this time. The storm was retreating.

Kyren sat up slowly.

The sketchpad was gone—blown into the night like it had never existed.

He touched the mark on his chest. The prism shape had faded to a faint glow beneath the fabric. A scar? A brand? A birthmark of power?

He didn’t know.

He didn’t know anything anymore.

Except one thing:

He was not normal.

Not even close.



Inside, the lights flickered back on.

His dad banged on the thermostat.

His mom yelled something about the microwave.

The world moved on.

As if nothing had happened.

But Kyren knew better.

Because something had.

Something real.

Something... terrifying.

He sat on the edge of the roof, feet dangling over the gutter.

The air was different now. Sharper. Charged.

Something had woken up in him.

And it wasn’t going back to sleep.
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Chapter Two: Empty Hallways & Full Hearts
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Kyren Vale woke up with static in his chest.

Not metaphorically—though emotionally he was a tangled ball of nerves—but physically. His heart felt like someone had jammed a thousand tiny stars into it and then politely asked them to keep it down.

He blinked at the ceiling.

The glow-in-the-dark stars he’d put up in middle school still clung to the popcorn texture above him. They looked almost embarrassed to still be there.

“I just floated,” he whispered. “Like... actually floated.”

No response.

His alarm clock blinked 7:32 a.m., the colon between the digits blinking like it was judging him.

The hoodie he’d worn last night lay crumpled at the foot of the bed. It still smelled like ozone and wet leaves. He half-expected it to be radioactive, or at least buzzing, but it just sat there. Harmless. Ordinary.

He sat up slowly, checking his chest.

Nothing glowing. No prism-shaped scar. Just skin, pale and freckled, slightly flushed from adrenaline or maybe embarrassment. He lifted his hands.

They weren’t glowing either.

He flexed his fingers. “Did I imagine the whole thing?”

A knock at his door pulled him from his thoughts.

“Kyren,” his mom called. “You’re gonna be late.”

He muttered a response, but she’d already moved on.

Late.

Right. School.

Because even if you manifest a rainbow light explosion and float above the neighborhood, you still have to suffer through algebra on a Tuesday.



The bus ride was uneventful, which was disappointing. A small part of him expected it to burst into flames or get abducted by a UFO just to match his new life status: Maybe a Superhero?

Instead, it smelled like wet socks and expired perfume, like always.

He sat near the back, earbuds in but no music playing. Just shielding himself with the illusion of disinterest.

Kids laughed. Scrolled. Shoved each other. Normal.

Completely normal.

Except for the fact that every now and then... Kyren saw something.

Not clearly.

Not like last night, when he’d felt the entire neighborhood’s emotions like radio waves tuned directly into his bloodstream.

But still.

Faint colors around people.

A soft green mist curling around a girl texting anxiously. A ripple of blue radiating from the boy across the aisle who looked half asleep. A jagged red pulse bursting from a kid two seats up who clearly did not want to be awake.

It wasn’t just colors—it was feeling.

Like someone had taken raw emotion and painted it over people in invisible ink, and now Kyren had the glasses to see it.

His breath hitched.

No one else noticed.



“Earth to Kyren.”

He blinked.

Jade stood in front of his locker, waving a wrapped granola bar like it was a wand.

“Breakfast of champions,” she said, tossing it to him. “Now, spill. You look like you either haven’t slept or just got back from a parallel dimension.”

Kyren looked around.

No Tanner. No Blake. Just the usual swirl of bodies, backpacks, and bell-induced chaos.

“Can we talk?” he asked.

Jade’s eyebrows went up. “Ooooh. That serious?”

He nodded, voice low. “Really serious.”

She glanced down the hall. “Storage closet?”

“Storage closet.”

They didn’t say anything else.

Just moved—two shadows sliding through fluorescent light—toward the one place in school that still smelled like turpentine and old hope.



Inside, it was like a different world. Quiet. Dim. The art room storage closet was a tomb of creativity—half-used paint, torn sketchbooks, half-melted glue sticks. A mess. A sanctuary.

Kyren sat on the familiar beanbag, head in hands.

Jade waited.

Then he told her everything.

From the rooftop to the sketchpad to the rainbow pulse that exploded out of him like a Pride parade on steroids. The floating. The light. The fall.

She listened.

Didn’t interrupt once.

When he finished, she didn’t laugh.

Didn’t ask if he was messing with her.

She just said, “Holy sh*t.”

“I know.”

“I mean—like—full-on Marvel-level origin story vibes.”

“Right?”

She paced the narrow room, arms crossed, mouth scrunched in thought. “And now what? You’re... what? A human prism?”

“I don’t know what I am.”

Jade turned back to him. “Do you feel any different? Like... physically?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I feel like I can... see things.”

“See what?”

“Emotions. People’s feelings. It’s like... color. Around them.”

Her jaw dropped slightly. “You’re like a walking, talking mood ring.”

Kyren chuckled despite himself. “That’s one way to put it.”

“Dude,” she said, sitting beside him. “You need to test this.”

“What? In here?”

“No. After school. Greenhouse. I got an idea.”

He frowned. “That abandoned greenhouse off Pine Street?”

“That one. It’s private. No cameras. I say we figure out just what kind of fabulous wizard juice is running through your veins.”

Kyren stared at her.

Jade stared back.

“Okay,” he said finally. “Greenhouse it is.”

She grinned. “Let’s find out what kind of freak you really are.”

Kyren didn’t know how to survive a full day of school with superhero side effects kicking in like emotional acid reflux.

By third period, he’d seen so many auras and vibes and color pulses he felt like he was tripping on a rainbow kaleidoscope. Some people glowed softly—pale lavender for contentment, peachy-orange for excitement. But others...

Others were like storms.

Ms. Gatley, the AP English teacher, was surrounded by a sickly green fog so dense he could barely hear her over the static it made in his ears. She smiled through it all, her voice calm as she read from Of Mice and Men, but her energy screamed panic.

He couldn’t tell if it was anxiety or grief. But it filled the room like a gas leak.

Kyren held his breath through the whole class.



Fourth period was worse.

He walked past Tanner and Blake near the gym, and for a split second, he saw it: jagged red and pitch black crackling off their shoulders like sparks from a downed power line. There was rage there—pure, undiluted aggression. But beneath it...

Fear.

It pulsed like a trapped animal.

Not fear of Kyren. Fear of something else. Something deeper.

He blinked.

And then it was gone.

Blake shoved him as he passed.

“Still got that magic pencil, Sparkle Boy?”

Kyren didn’t answer. He was too focused on keeping his stomach from rolling over.



Then came lunch.

He carried his tray like a bomb disposal expert, every step measured. Every seat avoided.

Jade waved from the back, their usual table near the vending machine—which was currently stuck mid-vend with a bag of off-brand pretzels hanging in purgatory.

He sat.

“Vibes?” she asked, mouth full of a sandwich she probably built in the dark using instinct alone.

He nodded. “Everywhere. I can’t turn it off.”

“Dang,” she muttered. “You’re like a psychic blender on the highest setting.”

She reached into her bag and handed him a pair of tinted sunglasses.

He blinked. “Really?”

“Dude. You look like you’re about to pass out. Either block some of it out or go full-on diva and embrace your new celebrity era.”

He put them on.

It helped.

A little.



“Hey.”

Kyren froze.

He knew that voice.

He dreamed about that voice.

Luke Bennett stood at the edge of the table, tray in hand, hair doing that messy, windswept thing that made him look like he’d just run through a wind tunnel and come out better looking.

“Mind if I sit?”

Kyren opened his mouth. Nothing came out.

Jade did the honors. “Be our guest, Aquaman.”

Luke smiled and sat down across from them. “So... I saw what happened in the hall this morning.”

Kyren stared at his lasagna. “Great.”

“You okay?”

“Yeah,” Kyren lied. “Happens all the time. I’m basically a human piñata.”

Luke didn’t laugh. “You don’t deserve that.”

Kyren risked a glance. Luke’s aura was strange—soft, like misty blues and hidden lilacs, all swirling just beneath the surface.

He was calm. But guarded.

Like someone keeping secrets.

“I like your drawings,” Luke said suddenly.

Kyren blinked. “You’ve seen them?”

Luke shrugged. “The art show last year. You had a whole panel with that glowing guy. With the cape and the... the heart light thing?”

Kyren felt his cheeks heat up. “Yeah. That was Specter.”

“He’s cool. Looks... powerful.”

Kyren swallowed. “He’s not real.”

Luke met his eyes. “Shame.”

For a moment, the world went quiet. Like the cafeteria blurred, the voices faded, and it was just the two of them. A slow, warm pause in the middle of chaos.

Then someone shouted something about spilled milk, and the spell shattered.

Luke stood. “See you around.”

And just like that, he was gone.



Kyren stared after him.

Jade smirked. “Well someone has a crush.”

Kyren groaned. “I hate you.”

“No you don’t.”

“I do a little.”

“You’re glowing.”

He looked down.

His hands pulsed softly beneath the table.

“Oh god.”

“Okay, Mood Ring,” she whispered, yanking napkins out of the dispenser. “Stuff these in your sleeves and pretend you’re cold.”

He did as instructed, trying to breathe through the embarrassment.

“Seriously though,” she said. “You’re gonna have to figure out how to control this. You can’t just start sparking up every time Hot Swimmer Boy talks about your art.”

“I panicked.”

“I noticed.”



The rest of the day was a blur of colors and tension.
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