
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Power Project

        

        
        
          James Knight: Teenage Superhuman

        

        
        
          Jordan Romero

        

        
          Published by Jordan Romero, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE POWER PROJECT

    

    
      First edition. January 31, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Jordan Romero.

    

    
    
      Written by Jordan Romero.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


​


	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​SAMUAL 

​One 


[image: ]




When I was sixteen, I was like many other teenagers, with nothing particularly outstanding about me. However, I had an exceptional intellect and a strong relationship with my science teacher, Garrison Wright. Despite being a year ahead in school, I often faced bullying, but I was fortunate to have the support of my three brothers and my two best friends, Dexter Marian and Danielle Scott, who were also considered nerds.

Dexter was an athletic and popular student, excelling in football, but he also had a strong interest in science and biology. He didn't care about what others thought and remained a loyal friend. On the other hand, Danielle was a beautiful, intelligent, and sporty girl who stood out among the average girls I usually found uninteresting. After a single kiss, our friendship took a romantic turn, partly influenced by Dexter.

The day I got my superpowers was when Jack McCoy tried to beat me to a pulp. If it weren't for Mr. Wright, he would have killed me. I raced to a boys' locker room, half-naked in my boxers because the football team had stolen my clothes. I dodged open lockers and water from the showers. I quickly lost my footing as I turned the corner and smacked my head against frigid concrete. My eyes fluttered, and all I could see were the football boys' outlines hooting and hollering while I tried to sustain consciousness. 

"Where's Dex-boy or your big brothers now, Sammie?" Jack growled, stepping forward under the locker room lights. 

"They, uh, they're—" I hesitated, looking around for something to defend myself with as he moved closer, his eyes locked on mine. Warm red blood oozed from my head, and the room spun. The heart in my chest sank. Was I destined to die in high school because of these punks? 

"They're not here," Jack finished. I was not expecting this to be how I died, but it was a close second. Tinnitus, nausea, and vertigo kicked in as my eyes fluttered. Then, the door swung open, and what I hoped was my brawny brother Matthew turned out to be Mr. Wright, saving the day. Little did I know he would be the reason I gained superpowers.

"Back off," Mr. Wright roared at Jack. Jack's breath grew heavy as he turned on his feet. "Go home before I call your father, McCoy," he demanded. 

"You're full of shit if you think you can tell me what to fucking do, Garrison. My dad will have you fired in a split second." 

"Do you think I'm afraid of brats like you? Your dad may be a high-ranking school board member, but you're a nobody. So I'm ordering you to back off now." He argued back. 

"I don't take orders from anyone but my dad." 

"You're a sick and twisted son of a bitch. What did Sam do to you?" Mr. Wright snapped. 

"Sam is at the top of the food chain. He breathes. That's what he did," Jack snarled, his foot now hovering right above my groin. 

My vision blurred. "You are a selfish son of a bitch," Garrison snapped at Jack again. Blood smeared on the concrete as I slowly lost consciousness, but there was silence until Mr. Wright slugged his fist into Jack's face. He was for sure getting fired, but he did this for me. Then, as my heart hammered slowly, the world faded, and I was out faster than a light switch.

∆∆∆

"The next time Jack does that shit to you, call me, okay, Sam," Mr. Wright said, wrapping his broken fist in a long piece of gauze. I pressed a cold bean bag to my jawline, watching Mr. Wright scribble down something on a blank notepad at his desk with his injured hand. 

"Jack's dad is going to cremate your ass. You'll get fired, and Jack will kick my ass even harder. What the fuck were you thinking?" I rambled on, my voice cracking like I was still going through puberty.

"Don't worry about me, Samual," Garrison said. "Can you close up the lab for me today?"

"Sure," I replied. 

Garrison rubbed his palms together. His eyes focused on the computer. "I'll see you tomorrow, Mr. Knight." He shut down his laptop, stuffed it in his bag, and wandered out of the classroom. 

He left me with rows full of toxic-smelling chemical experiments lining the off-white tables. I was sixteen. This is the first time I've done this. I could barely care for myself, and he trusted me with experiments. Where was I supposed to put them? 

Later, as I recovered, Mr. Wright advised me to contact him if Jack threatened me again. Concerned about the potential consequences of his actions, I questioned his decision to confront Jack. Nonetheless, he entrusted me with closing the lab, a responsibility I felt unprepared for.

Searching for a solution, I recalled a secret safe room behind one of the walls, known only to me, Dexter, and Danielle. Trusting them implicitly, I hesitated but eventually found the hidden button, triggering the transformation of the wall into an entrance to a small, pristine, white, safe room.

Inside, I discovered rows of experiments and shelves filled with countless test tubes. Among them was a futuristic chrome laser, a device Mr. Wright had mentioned before but believed to be fictional. Dexter and Danielle joined me, excited by the unexpected discovery. They explored the room cautiously, taking pictures and examining various experiments, while I urged them to be careful.

Dexter and Danielle rounded the corner, bursting through the doorway. "Holy shit! You're in Garrison's layer!" Dexter exclaimed. "What did Garrison say he did again?"

"He's a..." I thought, "Don't touch anything," I instructed. We all split up. Dexter flicked a beaker full of liquid on the left side of the room. The awful stink made Danielle's nostrils pucker as she stared inside a filthy rat cage full of dirty, dead rats.

We wandered around the room, looking for something more exciting than creepy. Dexter started taking pictures using his phone. He backed up into the laser, which hummed to life next to him. He threw his hands in the air and didn't move a muscle. 

In a moment of misfortune, I tripped over an extension cord, causing me to crash into a table full of experimental vials. Glass shattered, and the resulting cuts on my body exposed me to experimental fluids that seeped into my wounds. 

I was almost lifeless on the ground. My eyes weren't closed, but the liquids paralyzed me while my body turned a shade of pastel blue. "Sam!" Danielle screamed, rushing to my aid with Dexter. 

"What did you do, Sammie?" Dexter roared, yanking a large chunk of Glass from my calf, leaving cuts along his palm and my leg, squirting blood all over the floor as I groaned.

"Don't do that. Sam will bleed out," Danielle ordered Dexter. Dani and Dex pushed a pile of Glass away from my limp body, working together to get as much of the oozing mess away from me. They cut themselves on Glass, paralyzing themselves as whatever experiments Garrison worked on trickled into their wounds, leaving them frozen on the floor. 

Amid the chaos, the laser hummed to life, emitting a bright beam that struck all of us. Darkness descended as our pulses slowed, and we lay unconscious and half-dead in a pool of blood and shattered experiments.
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I awoke on a cold metal table, restrained by steel bands and an IV drip, injecting a green liquid into my veins. Gradually, an intense burning sensation engulfed me, causing sweat to pour down my body and groans of discomfort to escape my lips.

Only then did I notice Garrison and my naive brother, Alexander, in the room. Although I was pleading for help, they ignored me. Mr. Wright stood nearby, studying me and jotting notes on his digital notepad. My blurry vision couldn't prevent me from observing my brother as blood dripped into tubes hanging from the ceiling.

Garrison grabbed two syringes and forcefully inserted them into my thigh, unleashing excruciating pain. My vision dimmed, and I slipped into darkness.

Hours ticked by. I woke up gasping for air, my body aching as Alexander sat in a chair before me. An IV remained in my arm, but no liquid flowed through it. My shirt was missing, and I suddenly felt stronger. A bandaged wound marked my muscled abdomen.

I attempted to pull at my restraints again, but Alexander pushed me back, his eyes filled with misery. "It's okay. You're okay," he assured me. Reluctantly, I lay back down. Silence hung in the air until he erupted, "Samual, say something, goddamn it!" Yet his expression remained blank. I cleared my throat and spoke.

"Alex! What's going on? Why am I here? What have you done to me?" I tugged at the restraints, but Alexander forced me back against the table.

"I'm creating an army with your DNA. A super-soldier army," he revealed, adjusting his gloves and snapping them in place.

"Dad'll be furious when he discovers what you did." Breaking one restraint and tearing out my IV, I unleashed my newfound strength, shattering the steel bindings. Alex jumped back in surprise before I freed my other wrist and ankles.

"Sam," Alex tried to soothe me, "I'm sorry. You would be dead if it weren't for Mr. Wright and me. I had no choice. Do you remember what happened?"

Memories flooded back: Jack McCoy, the safe room, the accident. "You're a selfish piece of shit. No wonder Dad hates you," I roared at Alex. I tore away from the table as he panicked.

"Sit down, Sammie," he demanded. But I stood tall and headed towards the door. Alex blocked my path, his sweaty palms pressing against my chest.

"You don't get to call me that, you sick psychopath," I growled. "Dad should have sent you to the military when he had the chance." Panic washed over Alexander. His face flushed with anxiety.

"I-I can't let you go, Samual," Alex stammered. We stood face to face, our breaths mingling. But determination fueled me.

"I need to go home," I asserted.

With a huff, Alex claimed, "You're safer in here than out there."

I took a couple more steps toward him and asked, "Why?"

"We haven't gathered all the research yet," he admitted.

Closing the distance, I persisted, "What research?" Anger surged within me.

"Sit the fuck down, Sam!" Alexander yelled.

Meeting his gaze, my anger intensified. "What project, Alex?" I growled. He remained silent. "I want to get out of here, and if you don't move out of my way, I'll make you," I threatened. Panicked, he gripped my arms with sweaty palms before finally stepping aside.

"Go left down the hallway, into the front room, and out the front access door. I'll see you at home, Sammie," he relented. I watched him retreat and swiftly charge through the hallway, crashing through an emergency exit and into the city streets.

∆∆∆

The city streets whizzed by as I dodged cars and buildings with unparalleled speed. Suddenly, I collided with an Uber car, collapsing on the ground. Horns blared as the driver pulled over.

A young man stepped out of the car and approached me, surrounded by spectators. Assessing the dent on the vehicle and my body, I realized we both seemed unharmed.

"Hey, kid. Are you all right?" he asked. Nodding, I pulled myself up, dusting off crushed concrete from my body. The man retrieved his cell phone, and within minutes, distant sirens blared.

"I hit you pretty hard, kid. You should probably stay down," he advised. Taking a seat on the curb, I listened to the approaching sirens.

"They want you to lie down so they can make sure you're stable," he explained.

I reclined against the curb as three police cars, an ambulance, and a fire truck arrived, obstructing traffic. Two officers and two paramedics approached me.

"Sam?" one of the officers asked. Though I barely recognized him, Officer Dylan's presence offered a sense of calm. "Your dad has been worried sick about you. Where the hell have you been?"

"Are Danielle and Dexter okay?" I questioned, my mind racing to the well-being of my best friends.

Dylan sighed, sending a chilling sensation through me. "They're okay. We found them before we found you," he reassured me.

"I contacted the station and informed Chief Knight that we're transporting you to Providence," Nick, the other officer, interjected while bouncing on his feet.

Dylan nodded, assessing the bloodstains and bruises on my chest. Nick pressed against my chest, removing the bandage from my healed abdomen.

"Does anything hurt?" Nick asked. I shook my head in response. His gaze shifted to the dent in the car, and he retrieved a small flashlight.

"You're lucky. You know that," Dylan commented. As he directed the flashlight toward my eyes, I shielded them with my wrist.

"Do you remember anything about the person who took you?" Nick inquired. Thoughts of mentioning Alexander crossed my mind, but cowardice kept me silent.

"No," I replied, flinching away from the light.

"That's all right. We'll gather information from the other officers before we leave," Nick assured me, putting away the flashlight. "Now, we're going to take you to the hospital. Can you stand?" With their support, I rose to my feet, and they guided me toward the stretcher. Soon, I was loaded into the ambulance en route to the hospital.
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"Holy shit, Sammie. You're floating. Dad is going to kill you," Matthew growled. My eyes flickered open on the silent count of three, and I tumbled into the air. My eyes shot to the ground, nine feet below me, and I gulped. 

"What the fuck am I supposed to do?" I snapped at Matthew. Alexander watched me while he faked shock. Matthew shuffled in front of the doorway, peering out and guarding it so nobody else could wander in. 

"How the bloody fuck did this happen, Samual?" Alexander roared. As if he didn't know. He was the son of a bitch who did this to me. Well, part of it. I hadn't seen Alex for two years, and suddenly, he was here, standing in my hospital room, watching me hover nine feet above the ground.

"I-I..." I couldn't be honest with Matthew, who was listening too. I felt uneasy not telling him the truth. "I don't know," I lied to him.

"Are you fucking kidding me, Sam?" Matthew growled. "Dad is going to lose his shit."

"Hey, stranger." A knock on the opening of the hospital room doorway startled us. My eyes fluttered as I focused on Danielle standing in a hospital gown with a teddy bear dressed as Superman on her arm and a balloon that read, "Get well soon," before I plummeted from the sky to the bed below. 

"Sam? Were you, uh—" Her eyes widened in shock as she stared at me.

My mouth gaped open, surprised to see her standing there. "Dani?" My brother moved out of the way, and she rushed over to my bedside, getting under the sheets next to me and wrapping her arms around my muscular torso. 

I stroked her hair out of her face as she leaned in and pressed her lips against mine. Fireworks danced around us, and I almost started floating again, but Danielle kept me grounded. 

"Hey," I whispered to her. I couldn't help smiling. I was a fool in love, and she loved me back. Finally, Matthew cleared his throat, snapping the two of us out of our gaze. 

"Hey, Matthew," Danielle smiled at him. Then she glared at Alexander, saying nothing to him. What the fuck did my brother do to her? Where was Dexter? 

"Where is Dexter?" I muttered out loud. 

"Dex is a few doors away. I visited him too, but I wasn't sure you were here, Sam." I leaned in, shifted her chin toward my lips, and kissed her softly. 

"I'm right here, Dani, and I'm not going anywhere." I looked at her before our eyes shifted to Alexander. 

"Maybe we should go somewhere else," Matthew said, alleviating the tension in the room. Alex stood before storming into the hospital hallway while Matthew left us together. 

"What happened, Danielle? I thought I had lost you for a moment."

"I thought you would say something about Alexander to Matt." She dug her face into my neck and snuggled into me. "Someone needs to stop him," she said, her voice muffled as she pressed her forehead against my shoulder. 

"I can't, Dani," I said. 

"Why?" she asked me. 

"He'll kill you, Dex, or me. He could kill all of us. I don't want to risk it." Suddenly, she lifted her head, her blue eyes watching me. 

"Are you going to tell your dad? He is the chief, after all." 

"He'll kill us," I said, running my fingers up and down her delicate spine. 

"Sam, please. Please," she begged. I shook my head and readjusted myself on the bed. 

"He'll kill us." 

"Sam, I—" she hesitated, taking a deep breath. I'm pregnant. Alexander made me do it. It's yours." My breath caught in my throat. She was pregnant. This did it for me. I roared deeply, anger building from within. 

"What did he do?" I grunted at her, guilt eating me alive. 

"He took your, you know, and planted it inside me while they knocked you out. You've been out for six and a half months, Sam." She pulled up her shirt and showed me her baby bump. I stared for a moment, unsure if I should touch her. I didn't want to upset her. We have already gone through enough hell. 

Tears fell from her eyes as she got comfy in my arms. "Sam, what are we going to do? We can't have a baby. We're only sixteen. My dad will kill me..." she trailed off, her warm body relaxing in my arms as I held her.

"I'll figure something out," I told her. Matthew and Henry were also due with a baby in a few months. I didn't know what I was going to do, either.

She grabbed my palm as if reading a delayed thought and guided my hand to her bump. "Six months. That's a while." I muttered, shifting my hand to her stomach. 

"I didn't want to name her without you by chance. I would get to see you again." 

"Her?" I asked, my eyebrows knitted together. 

"Yeah, her," she answered, pressing her hand against mine. Dexter walked through the door in a hospital gown and stared at Danielle's baby bump. 

"Whoa. When did you guys, uh," He scratched his neck in confusion. "When did you guys have time to fuck and make a..." He paused, staring at Danielle, then at me. "Congratulations," he finally said. 

Suddenly, Matthew barreled through the door. "Alex left, and he told me to tell you..." his bulging eyes landed on Danielle's baby bump. "Whoa, you are in so much trouble, Sammie." 

"I know," I admitted, my eyes turning to the floor. Danielle pulled her shirt down, and I slipped my hand away from her stomach. 
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