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Prologue

The history of the modern world can be summarized into a few major events:







	2014

	Terrorism was squashed




	2017

	Every World leader gathered in the American White





House to sign the All Nations Peace Treaty (ANPT)

By 2020    Research on Weapons and Offensive Technology banned in every part of the world. Research branches off into further genetic study.







	2024

	First successful augmentation of a human being




	August 2024

	Humanity is never the same again.......





[Excerpt from an anonymous scientific journal, dated 2050]

Report as of 31st December 2023







	July 2023

	Inducing of Genetic Augmentation via Radiation




	 

	Note: Failed












	August 2023

	Inducing of Genetic Augmentation via a medium




	 

	- Aluminum

	- Failed




	 

	- Titanium

	- Failed




	 

	- Steel

	- Failed




	 

	- Cesium

	- Failed




	 

	- Magnesium

	- Failed




	 
	Note: All known metals do not seem to have effect.





November 2023 Using Andromenium, material metal found in meteorite label EY1923







	 

	- Success




	 

	- Search for test subjects…




	December 2023

	- One test subject found




	 

	- Creation of Augmentation Rocks




	 

	- Success




	 

	Ten (10) made





Note 1: Test subject, Subject 01 to be experimented on February 2024

Note 2: Each ‘Rock’ glows a separate color

- Pink, Purple, Yellow, Red, Light Blue, Aqua Blue, Beige, Grey, White, Brown

- 01 to be tested with Pink ‘Rock’

[Annual Report from Genetic Mutation Research (GMR) on ‘Superman’ Project]


1st Procedure

GMR Facility, Nevada Desert

1300h

27 June 2024

The howling of the wind could be heard even through the airtight facility. The heat from the sweltering temperatures outside radiated into the room. William Riley wiped away the sweat gathering on his face as he waited. This day was a crucial part of his career. After months of delay, the government had finally given the go-ahead to start the genetic testing.

“We are ready,” he said. His assistant, a young, promising scientist named Matthew Anderson ran up to him, holding a large, black box. Riley took this time to observe his assistant. The man was young, too inexperienced for Riley’s liking, but he was too hardworking to be let off. Anderson was like a loyal dog, ever eager to please, even if it would be to his own discomfort or disadvantage.

Shaking away these thoughts, he took the box from Anderson. Focus on the project, he thought as he entered his PIN code to unlock the box. In the box was the most important work of Riley’s life. Ten neatly arranged rocks lay in the box, each glowing a different color. Riley selected one of the rocks, lifting it out of the box. As he did so, Anderson took the box, closed it and stood at attention a distance away.

“Bring in Subject 01!” he called. A man, flanked by two armed guards, was brought into the room. His bulk simply overshadowed the guards, his muscles rippling with every movement. Flex cuffs were fastened securely around his wrists, tightly binding his hands together. Anderson gasped unwillingly as the man walked into the room. Riley had not bothered to inform him of Subject 01’s identity, and he hadn’t even considered the fact that 01 would be someone as famous as Frank Loch.

Frank Thomas Loch was born with a silver spoon in his mouth and sinister plans in his head. At the age of sixteen, he had his parents killed and used his large inheritance to silence anyone who would have dared testify against him. He entered the military at the age of twenty-one, and by then, the CIA, FBI and even the MI5 all had individual files on him. He was a violent and aggressive soldier, using all means necessary to rise rapidly through the ranks. However, he often lost control of himself during fights, and eventually, he beat a fellow soldier to death during combat training. He was immediately discharged from the army, but no charge was ever raised against him. After disappearing for several years, he was arrested in 2013 after sufficient evidence was gained linking him to a nuclear reactor sabotage that left nearly half of North Korea dead. Including the fact that the then-US President was in Pyongyang discussing peace talks with North Korea, his case was elevated to one of high treason.

It was this case that made him as notorious as people like Osama Bin Laden, Hitler and Stalin. Despite this terrible deed, the High Courts ruled out death by execution. Instead, Loch was faced with life imprisonment and no hope of parole. This caused an uproar amongst the people of the world, but the High Courts refused to change their decision. The years passed, and Loch was slowly forgotten. Rotting in a jail cell, Loch took the first opportunity he saw to escape from his living hell; he volunteered to become a human test subject in government-sponsored scientific experiments.

“Loch!” Riley’s voice boomed through the speakers. “Please. step into the containment unit.”

Loch was pushed, stumbling, into the containment unit, a cylindrical glass tube about three meters high and three meters in diameter. His flex-cuffs were removed and the guards stepped out of the cylinder. The glass slid back into the hole they had walked through, effectively sealing Loch in. Loch, however, had started to take in his new surroundings, looking for an escape route. “There is no escape,” Riley’s voice resonated through the speakers… “Not for a criminal like you.”

Riley felt a rising sensation of hate towards Loch. Loch was exactly the type of person that he hated: rich, spoilt, and able to throw around so much money that they would be able to get out of any kind of trouble. It was because of this that Riley decided to pick Loch to be his first subject. The government did not care about the welfare of these prisoners. In fact, if the prisoner were to die, it meant one less mouth for the government to feed. Loch’s life was entirely in his control.

“If you would please,” Riley said, trying to suppress his anger, “look down at your feet.” Loch glanced down. Something was rising out of a hole in the ground, at the center of the containment unit. Taking a closer look, Loch saw that it was a small, pill-sized rock. The rock was ellipsoid in shape, about one centimeter across. Loch stared at the rock, transfixed by its pale, pink glow. “Now, Loch, I want you to take the rock and hold it in your hand.” Loch glared defiantly at Riley. No way was he going to do a dumb scientist’s bidding.

“Now, Loch!” Loch continued to glare at him defiantly. Riley sighed. “Look, you can do this the easy way or the hard way. Either way, you will still have to obey me.” Loch rubbed his chin, as if considering the question. Then, he turned to face Riley and blatantly gave him the finger. Riley shook his head. “You asked for it,” he muttered as he pressed a red button on his control panel.

Pain swept through Loch’s body. He gasped in shock as he felt warm blood trickling out of the corner of his mouth. His muscles burned with every movement. He suddenly found himself on the floor, his body involuntarily spasming, increasing the intensity of the pain spreading through his body. Suddenly, mercifully, the pain stopped. He stood up, slowly, gasping for breath.

“That was just a small reminder for you. I am in control here. You listen to me! The microelectrodes implanted in your nervous system will send signals to your brain. Signals that include intense pain and suffering. You could call it an electric shock, but from within your body. So you had better follow what I say. Now pick up that rock!” Loch did so, reluctantly. “Tell me,” Riley asked eagerly, “do you feel, in any way, different?”

Loch stared straight through the glass, directly into Riley’s eyes. “Yes,” he lied. The next moment, he realized his mistake as Riley’s control panel beeped. “You lie!” Riley screamed, his eyeballs bulging. “The lie detector you are connected to says so. I warned you to be serious about this. Now, too bad for you,” He pressed the red button again. Loch groaned as the pain slammed into him. When will this end, he thought as he collapsed to the ground once again.

Eventually, it did end, over twenty hours later. With only an hour’s rest for him to sleep, Loch was both physically and mentally exhausted. He practically cried in relief when Riley, grumpy at not being able to see results, left for a four-hour catnap, leaving his assistant, Anderson to continue the experiment. At least during this period, there were no electric shocks. Then Riley returned, even crabbier, and started pressing the red button for any small reason, just to see Loch in pain and to amuse himself.

Riley removed his finger from the ever-hated button, leaving Loch sprawled spread-eagled and facedown, breathing heavily on the floor, damp with his sweat. Blood flowed from the openings in his body. His nose, eyes and mouth were dripping blood as the blood pressure in his body became dangerously high, causing some of his blood vessels to burst. Loch staggered to his feet, ignoring the pain in his body so as to not provide Riley with a reason to get angry.

Riley was furious. “Why don’t they work? All my plans should have worked!” He fumed for a while. “Oh well,” he sighed finally. “I’ll tell you what we are going to do. We will call it a day for now. Right after you swallow that rock.”

Loch stared at Riley. “You want me to swallow the rock?”

“Why not?” Riley laughed. “I have nine more to spare.”

Loch picked up the rock in his hand. He hesitated. “Now!” Riley said as he raised his finger above the button, threatening Loch. Oh well, Loch thought as he downed the rock. He was all right for a second, a split second where he smirked as he watched Riley’s eager face drop, before the wave of pain came. His stomach suddenly felt like it was knotting up, and a sharp, throbbing pain was searing through it. He broke into cold sweat and started breathing in short, sharp gasps. Adrenaline pumped into his bloodstream as unconsciousness overtook him. He collapsed to the ground, his world a sea of black.

* * *

Loch did not know all the excitement and havoc that ensued his collapse. Riley could barely contain himself. Finally, he thought, a reaction after all the waiting, all the fruitless experiments. The guards around him fidgeted, anxious to help the injured man in the containment unit. “Hold your ground!” Riley commanded. “Let him revive first before you move in.”

Loch awoke five minutes later, instinctively attempting to get to his feet. He expected to fall, as he had many times before, but he was surprised as he stood up quite steadily. For some reason, he felt revitalized and strong. The two guards entered, grabbing him roughly by the shoulders. He struggled, and with an ease that surprised even him, he grabbed the guard by the shirt and swung him in the direction of the door. The momentum carried the guard through it and into the nearby wall, his neck making contact and snapping. He slumped to the floor, dead.

Silence filled the room as shock overcame all of them. First to snap out of his daze was Loch, who turned to punch the guard across his jaw. To his utter surprise, the guard’s head turned a full 180 degrees, a loud crack filling the containment unit. The guard fell to his knees, the life ebbing away from him, before he fell face flat on the floor.

Loch smiled as he realized that the stone he had eaten had given him some supernatural power. However, it did nothing to enhance his reflexes. A loud bang echoed through the room as a bullet at a high speed slammed into Loch’s neck. Unfortunately for the guard that fired it, the bullet simply bounced off the back of Loch’s neck. It seemed the rock had given him invulnerability to attacks as well.

Loch spun around to face the guard, who was scrambling for the exit of the containment unit. However, Riley had recovered from his shock and quickly pressed the button that would lock the reinforced door of the containment unit. Loch grabbed the guard by his shirt, and then turned to Riley. “Open the door or I kill him.”

“Go ahead,” Riley taunted from the safety of his control panel. Loch, out of anger, slammed the guard into the door. His strength blew the door out of place, sending it flying towards Riley. Riley’s eyes widened as he flung himself to the side, narrowly dodging the door. However, his control panel did not fare as well. The door slammed straight into it, smashing it and rendering it useless. Needless to say, the guard did not get up from the throw.

With no further protection and faced with a man thirsting for their blood, Riley and Anderson did the only thing they could think of doing. They turned and ran.

* * *

Along the streets of Woodlands, Singapore

1207h

13 July 2024

“The ‘Evil Superman’ as dubbed by many, has struck once again. This morning, he single-handedly took down an entire U.S. army base in central Mississippi, leaving behind the same message he has repeated ever since he destroyed the White House two weeks ago. This afternoon, the U.S. government has issued a worldwide warrant for the arrest of Matthew K. Anderson in order to comply with the wishes of Frank Loch.”

Anderson grimaced in disgust as he walked away from the projection set. The newscaster continued to drone on about Loch. This was how he had been forced to live these days. The U.S. government had protected him at first, but after they had seen Loch’s might, they were unable to lift a finger. Now, it seems they had abandoned him altogether. That was why he had run to Singapore. The island nation was the only country willing and able to defy the U.S., and he had hoped to find allies here. He trudged along, weak and hungry. He had not eaten in days, instead opting to keep money earned from begging for emergency transport if Loch were to find him again. The hood he now kept over his eyes protected him from being recognized. He knew that since Loch had recovered his fortune, there were bound to be bounty hunters after him.

The events of the past fortnight were still fresh in his mind. Running from Loch, together with Riley. Riley handing him the box and telling him to escape. His initial plan was to find people he could trust, people that he could give the rocks to. Or possibly people who would be willing to defeat Loch. However, his friends were untrustworthy. He knew that himself. They would betray him if the price was high enough. Apparently the U.S. government was just as corrupt.

Every man seemed to have his price. Anderson sighed, as he continued walking. Unknown to him, however, a pair of eyes watched him from around the corner.

* * *

Street soccer court, Woodlands, Singapore

1220h

13 July 2024

Bryan Yang ran, his heart pounding against his chest, breathing heavily. He dribbled a soccer ball skillfully, running towards the goal that drew even nearer. From the corner of his eye, he saw a figure hurtling towards him. On instinct, he kicked the ball away from him, passing it to his teammate, Jared Lo. Immediately after that, he was crash tackled to the ground.

Pushing his opponent off him, Bryan quickly jumped back on his feet. At eighteen, he was one of the youngest players on the field. He was often mistaken to be a flirt, mainly due to his handsome features and winning personality. He was taller than average, a good 1.8 meters. The mysterious scar that ran across his face from his hairline to just above his left eye also added to his charm. His fringe grew long over his eyes, to hide the scar that he rarely talked about.

Brushing his messy black hair out of his face, he observed his teammate’s situation in a glance. Jared’s small size made him unchallenged in speed, however, no speed could allow him to avoid the two hulking midfielders blocking his way. At 1.67 meters, Jared was short for a sixteen-year-old male and that was what caused the midfielders to underestimate him. Without warning, Jared lobbed the ball over their heads, landing it perfectly in the path of the awaiting defender Silas Yeo, who had run forward to provide Jared with support.

Physically, Silas and Jared were as different as night and day. While Jared was lean and skinny, Silas was muscular and well built. Silas was tall too; a whopping 1.86 meters, extremely tall for a Chinese-born. He was also one of the most ruthless players in the court, preferring to go through his opponents rather than around them. As Bryan ran closer to the goal, he noticed three defenders closing in on Silas, all about to crash into him. Unfazed, Silas held his ground, ferociously elbowing his way past two of them, before ramming the ball straight into the third’s abdomen. Possibly one of the most aggressive players Bryan had ever come across, Silas was a good player to have on your team, especially in a soccer match with no rules.

Bryan glanced at the stands, searching for his friends who had come to watch the team play. A frantically gesturing hand caught his attention. He waved back to the pair of pretty girls seated at the top of the stands. Lynn Ong and her sister, Daphne giggled away as he glanced over at them. The two sisters couldn’t look more alike. Tall and attractive, the two girls seemed to gather more attention than the soccer game from the male audience. Personality-wise, they were two sides of a coin. Lynn was sporty and tanned, while Daphne was studious and fair. Lynn was shouting and cheering for the players, as Daphne sat quietly, gracefully waving at Bryan and gang.

Bryan turned his focus back to the game, just in time to receive a fast pass from Silas. Already near the goal, he decided to go ahead and sprinted the remaining twenty meters to the goal. Gathering his strength, he let loose a kick that spun the ball towards the top right corner of the goal, just out of the keeper’s reach.


Goal!

The nine friends were making their way to Bryan’s house to celebrate their victory at the soccer court. Jake Chew was talking animatedly about the match. Agile and fast, he was the team’s main striker and often did the team proud. With his glasses and braces, he looked like a typical nerd but anyone who had spent more than five minutes with him would testify against that.

“Bryan, your goal was perfect!” Jake said. “It curved just out of the keeper’s reach! Wow! But the player of the match has to be Satnam. Man! Those saves were simply awesome!”

Satnam Poddar, the keeper of the team, smiled. The only Indian of the group, he was the tallest, at 1.95 meters, and also the oldest at twenty years. Because of this, he commanded a large amount of respect from his peers, especially since he always kept an eye out for their welfare.

“No!” Elizabeth Tay exclaimed, interrupting Bryan’s train of thought. “I think Silas being able to deal with all three defenders at the same time is cooler!”

This caused Silas to break out into a huge grin.

“Liz! You’ve known Silas for so long. It shouldn’t be that new to see him using his brawn rather than his brain,” replied Cassandra Wong.

Cassandra and Elizabeth were the best of friends, closer to each other than to anyone else in the group. Although outshined by the other two girls in their looks, they were more mature in thinking and thus often treated the other two girls as their little sisters. At the age of nineteen, they were older than Lynn and Daphne.

Bryan laughed. “Anyway, when we get to my house, do we order in pizza or –”

Bryan was cut off as a man crashed out of the nearby alley and knocked him over. For the second time that day, Bryan fell unceremoniously on his butt, dazed. “Are you okay?” Jared asked as he helped Bryan up. “Yeah I’m fine,” he replied. He turned to the man who was lying on the ground, groaning. The Caucasian man’s face seemed to ring a bell, but he was unable to identify where he had seen it before.

“You kids step away from the man!” a gruff voice called out.

“Kids!” Jared exclaimed, spinning around. “We’re not—Oh…”

Bryan turned to see what had stopped Jared in mid-sentence. The speaker had a gun pointed at the teens. A black ski mask covered his face.

“A-a-a gun! He has a gun!” Lynn exclaimed. Bryan subconsciously stepped in front of her. He was used to seeing guns. Living in one of the most dangerous and unruly parts of Singapore, he had his own experience of dealing with guns.

“Whoa, chill man,” he said, opening his arms in a non-threatening gesture. “What the heck is going on here?”

“Shut up!” the masked man retorted. “And clear off or I’ll have ta blow off the pretty face of that girl of yours.”

“Wrong answer,” Bryan snarled “I wanted to see if we could end this peacefully but once you start threatening my friends, I’m gonna have to get serious.” He fished in his front pocket and took out a poker card. Seeing the card, his friends tensed.

The masked man chuckled in amusement. “What? You’re gonna throw the card at me? Oh, I’m so scared!”

Bryan smiled. “You should be,” he said. With a casual flick of his wrist, he threw the card, with perfect aim, at the man’s eye. The eye, one of the most fragile parts of the body, can be hurt with something as soft as a poker card. In this case, the card was too weak to do any permanent damage, but it caused the man to flinch and gave Bryan the opportunity to deliver a sharp kick to the man’s hand, knocking the gun out of his grip. The next moment, the man was flung into the wall as four teens smashed straight into him. The last thing he could remember before he slid into unconsciousness was the youths congratulating one another and the name “Bryan”.

* * *

Bryan had mastered the art of throwing cards at the age of eight. His father, an avid card gambler, had taught his son how to throw the cards into his hand so that he could use those cards to cheat. By the age of fourteen, his command of the cards was so good that no card he threw would ever miss their mark.

Anderson shook his head groggily. The events before his unconsciousness were a blur. He remembered running away from a man who had fired a gun at him, most likely an assassin of Loch. He remembered crashing into a group of youths. Then he remembered the fight between the youths and the assassin. Sitting up sharply, he looked around. He was in a large room filled with decorations. A basketball poster was plastered across the ceiling, the face of once-famous basketball player Michael Jordan smiling down on him. The windows were dark, tinted to block out the strong sunlight that was streaming in through the ceiling pane. Sitting around him were the four girls from the group of teens that he had seen.

“You’re so dead, you know that?” one of the girls, the most tanned one, said. He noticed that she was wearing a light blue tee shirt and tight jeans that showed off her slender figure. “Bryan just saw you on TV. He’s pissed as hell. You better—”

The girl was cut off by a loud bang as the boy Anderson bumped into earlier burst into the room. He had changed out of his shorts and soccer jersey, and was now wearing a set of matching blue tee shirt and jeans. “Give me one good reason why I should not just hand you over to the police now!” he yelled as he entered. “For all I know, the guy we just knocked down earlier could have been a police officer!”

“No!” Anderson exclaimed. “I promise you; that person was not a police officer. He was an assassin, sent by Frank Loch to take back the only items that Loch is afraid—” He stopped short and looked around him. “The box! Oh no! Where’s the box I was carrying?”

Bryan pulled it out from behind him. “Answers,” he said simply. “Now.”

So Anderson told them everything. When all nine of the youths had gathered in the room, he told them about Riley, about his dreams of genetically modifying a human being. He told them about the experiment, about Loch and his background. Then he described the experiment to them and the powers Loch had acquired. As he ended his tale, his voice began to trail off. Recounting the incident had reminded him of the harsh reality he was in.

Bryan wasn’t convinced. “So you’re saying that in this box, there are some rocks that would give me super strength and invincible armor?”

“No,” Anderson replied, “the rocks will each have a different effect on each person, and these effects would be highly unpredictable.”

“Well, I kinda believe him guys,” Lynn commented.

Bryan seemed to ponder for a while before he sighed. “Well, I guess I have to agree. His argument is highly convincing.”

Jared laughed. “Bull! You always agree with Lynn.” Bryan blushed.

Anderson spoke. “I think I’ve decided.” Everyone turned to look at him. “Honestly speaking, I can tell you guys are a decent bunch. I may be a scientist, but I’m a firm believer of fate. It’s not just coincidence that allowed you all to cross paths with me in that alley. Not to mention that there are exactly nine of you. I was thinking mayb—”

“No,” Bryan cut him off, “absolutely not. Like you said, the effects of the rocks are unpredictable. I won’t risk our lives.”

Jake spoke up, “Bryan, don’t be a spoilsport, I’m game.”

“Me too!”

“Me! Me!” The rest spoke up in unison.

“No,” Bryan insisted. “Like he said, we won’t have any clue about what’s going to happen to us if we do decide to go ahead.”

“There will be no negative side effects,” Anderson added. “We did extensive tests on the rocks to ascertain that they would not cause harm to the human body before we were allowed to conduct the experiment on a human being. Additionally, the rocks were manufactured from the same batch as Loch’s, and no physical side effects have shown themselves, so they would not have any unexpected side effects.” Bryan still looked unconvinced.

“Come on Bryan, it’ll be fun. Another adventure, just like when we were younger!” Lynn pleaded.

Bryan thought about it, his resolve obviously failing him. Finally, he sighed. “Well then, I guess I have no choice. What do we have to do?”


2nd Procedure

Bryan was flying over the rooftops of Singapore, heading to where the commotion was. The police radar had reported a bank robbery. Silas was already there, and the rest were on their way. Jared flew alongside him, flaming. Jared’s power was the ability to create and manipulate fire. He also seemed to be unaffected by hot temperatures. Silas was holding off the robbers, using his ability to control steel to deflect the robbers’ bullets.

“Bryan!” Jared called. His voice seemed to be far away even though he was just beside him. Jared was pointing at something under Bryan’s feet. He looked down. Panicking, he realized he was standing on air. How am I flying? he thought. As the thought formed in his head, he plummeted towards the ground. He fell towards the cold hard…

Bryan woke up with a start, his head flushed with sweat. He sat up to see Jared standing over him. “Bryan!” Jared said, “What’s your power?” Bryan then remembered what had happened. They had each taken a different colored rock, and, all at once, swallowed the rocks. All that Bryan remembered next was a sharp, intense pain in his abdomen before he fainted.

“Well, Satnam is still unconscious,” Jared took the courtesy of bringing Bryan up to speed, “and only Cassandra has found her power.” Bryan glanced over at Cassandra. She was playfully firing small jets of water at Satnam, trying to wake him up. Bryan stared in amazement as she seemed to conjure up water from nowhere. Water gushed from her hand as if she had a hose implanted into her skin.

As Bryan was absorbing this information, Satnam bolted upright from the shock of a blast of cold water. Cassandra, surprised, stumbled backwards. Falling on her butt, she accidentally shot a jet of water directly at Lynn. Unable to dodge, Lynn took the full spray of water and was completely drenched. Bryan instinctively opened his mouth to console her, but the words never came out. Instead, a gasp escaped from his mouth as he saw the numerous sparks that jumped all over Lynn’s body. A constant crackling could be heard as each spark jumped.

“The sparks on Lynn now are probably caused by short circuits all over her body. We can safely assume that she has gotten the power to control the flow of potential energy in a body. Thus, she should be immune to electric shocks. But don’t touch her, or you’ll get electrocuted.” Elizabeth, who had stretched her hand out to touch the sparks, hastily pulled it back. Bryan, however, spun around. It was Satnam that had spoken.

“You mean that Lynn has the power to create electricity?” he asked.

“Well, in layman’s term, that would be correct,” Satnam replied.

“Dude, I know you’re smart,” Jake said, “but this is way outta your league. How the heck did you know all that?”

Satnam shrugged. “I just know it. No idea how.”

In the end it was Jake who figured out the answer, though he did no justice to the fact in the way he said it. “Man! That’s it! Your power! You’ve become damn smart!”

“Oh,” Satnam sighed, “that is most theoretically possible.”

All this time, Lynn was still blankly standing around the room listening to the rest speak. However, being soaked to the skin in an air-conditioned room was not ideal. She chose this instant to let loose an almighty sneeze, causing a lightning bolt to jump from her body onto Jared’s nearby right hand. “Ouch!” he yelled, pulling his hand back. He began to wave his hand around.

“Jared!” Daphne called out. “Your hand is on fire!” Indeed, Jared’s hand was on fire. He panicked, waving his hand even more vigorously in an attempt to extinguish the flames. Daphne, the one standing closest to him, attempted to snuff out the fire by using a towel that she had gotten to help Lynn dry off. However, the fire instantaneously caused the towel to burn and thus exposed Daphne’s hand to the fire. Instead of feeling pain, Daphne felt a cooling sensation as ice crystals formed around her hand, extinguishing the fire.

After a long silence, Anderson spoke for the first time since Bryan regained consciousness. His words pretty much summed up what everyone had on their mind: “Wow.”

After the initial shock of discovering each other’s powers, Bryan began to wonder what his was. He was not the only one. Elizabeth, Silas and Jake were sitting in various corners of the room, watching the rest play around with their powers and wishing they could join in. Soon, icicles hung from the ceiling, there were puddles all over the floor and burn marks were scattered across the walls.

“You guys better help me clean up the house!” he called out. “Thank God I’m not living with my mum anymore. I’ll never hear the end of it,” he muttered.

Something pricked at his mind. Burn marks. He suddenly recalled his dream from earlier. Jared had the ability to manipulate fire, just as he was doing now. Thinking back, Bryan tried to remember who the other person in his dream was.

“Steel!” he yelled out. “Does anyone have any steel?”

“That’s a steel lamp,” Jared pointed out.

“Actually,” Satnam interjected, “That’s probably a steel-plated lamp. Since the ban on carbon use has been placed, steel has been in low supply throughout the world. Hence it would be a real waste to make the entire lampstand out of steel. Thus, the lamp is probably steel-plated.”

Bryan ignored him. “Silas,” he said, “try moving the steel part of the lamp. I think that’s your power. The ability to manipulate steel.” Silas frowned doubtfully, but faced with the roomful of eager eyes, he shrugged.

“Ah, what the heck. No harm in trying,” he said as he stretched out his arm, mimicking the posture the rest used when using their powers. To his surprise and Bryan’s pleasure, the steel seemed to peel itself off the lamp and fly into Silas’ hand, forming a spherical shape in his palm.

“Wow! Bryan! How did you know that?” Silas asked.

“I kinda saw it in a dream that I just had when I was unconscious. I think I have the power of prophecy,” Bryan frowned as he spoke. “Not that it’ll do much good,” he continued, somewhat sulkily.

“Well, we still have two more powers to figure out!” Elizabeth interrupted grumpily. She was sore as she had not discovered her power yet. Everyone began thinking of what those powers could be.

Satnam broke the silence first by snapping his fingers. “Any of you remember Aristotle? The Greek mathematician?”

“Of course,” Bryan said. He was an avid fan of history and often read up on extra background knowledge of famous people and cultures. “He’s the wacko who thought that the Sun revolved around the Earth. And everyone believed him.”

“Yes,” Satnam said, “but he’s also famous for his theory that everything on Earth was made from four elements. What if he was wrong? What if there were actually ten elements? And he only discovered the first four: Fire, water, air and—”

“Earth!” Bryan interrupted. “That’s it! Air and earth! Those must be the last two powers.”

“Right,” Elizabeth said sarcastically, “like a gigantic gale of a wind is going to blow through the room when I wave my hand like this.” As she waved her hand, a gust of wind blew through the entire room, forcing everyone who was standing to fall or sit down. Every one of them was speechless, unable to say a word.

“Well I guess that leaves me with earth!” Jake said chirpily.

* * *

“How could you let a bunch of kids beat you? You’re supposed to be the best!” Loch screamed at the assassin.

“I underestimated them,” the assassin murmured. “I won’t do it again.”

“Damn right you won’t,” Loch said. “I’m going to Singapore myself! Those kids are going to regret messing with me. Bryan, I’m coming for you.”

* * *

“How about the Band of Nine?” Jake asked.

“Nope.”

“Definitely not.”

“Awesome Ninesome?”

“Eww.”

“That is so 1980s.”

“Come on guys,” Jake pleaded, “we gotta think of a name for the mighty group that thrashes Loch’s invincible butt!”

“Well, that’s logical, but you have to realize that it’s hard to think of a good name, especially since we’re all of different elements,” Satnam replied.

“That’s it!” Lynn yelled out. “Elements! We can call ourselves the ‘Elements’!”

There was a long silence.

Jake was the first to speak. “Wow! She actually thought of something good for once. This time I have to agree with her.” Lynn glared indignantly at him.

“Me too! ‘Elements’ sounds cool,” Jared said.

“Me three! That makes five! Majority wins. ‘Elements’ it is,” Elizabeth cheered.

“Five? But Lizzie, even if you add Lynn, that makes four of you,” Bryan asked quizzically.

“Yeah, but it was Lynn’s idea, so obviously you would agree, unless you tell me otherwise?” Elizabeth taunted.

Bryan opened his mouth to argue, and then thought better of it.

“Thought so,” Elizabeth said with a smug grin.

Everyone in the room burst out laughing.

Their happiness, however, was short-lived. Anderson burst into the room, worry clouding his face. “Loch!” he cried. “He’s here! It’s on the news! He’s wrecking up Singapore.”

The teens rushed into the living room. One television screen displayed the MTV channel and on the other screen, Channel 5 News. The voice of the newscaster was practically drowned out by the loud music coming from the surround-sound speakers. Bryan glanced at Anderson, raising an eyebrow.

“What?” Anderson shrugged. “You can’t expect me to be occupied by just watching the news to keep an eye out for Loch right? I took the courtesy of using your TV’s dual-screen capabilities to watch a more entertaining program.”

Bryan shook his head in amusement before turning to face the television. The newscaster was informing the citizens of Singapore to stay indoors, as a curfew had been placed over the Woodlands area, and the neighboring areas of Sembawang, Marsiling and Admiralty to prevent any civilians from getting in harm’s way.

“Anyone else see the irony of letting reporters and cameramen near the area when the aim is to keep people out of danger?” Jake joked.

The image on the screen changed to a live footage of Loch’s rampage in the shopping centre closest to where they had met Anderson, Causeway Point. The image was fuzzy, zoomed in from a hovercraft a safe distance away. The hovercraft was invented when Nobel Prize–winning scientist Eric Othneil discovered the method of using Earth’s magnetic field to provide an upward force to keep an object floating. The hovercraft revolutionalised the travel industry, replacing cars, trains, boats and even planes and helicopters within five years.

Loch, seeing the hovercraft, yelled up at it, signaling it to get closer. The image became clearer as the hovercraft approached, until Loch’s shouts could be heard. “Anderson! I know you can hear me! I want you and your gang of bodyguards to come out of your hiding spot now! I’ll be waiting in the McDonalds inside, and if you’re not here within twenty minutes, I’ll tear down every residential building in the area.”
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