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[bookmark: _GoBack]Ten devastatingly long years ago, a war broke out between two groups of people. Once united as species, they broke out into the Labori and the Infirmi. Labori had chosen to enhance a certain part of themselves or add something completely new, whereas the Infirmi had chosen to remain "normal". This caused mistrust and suspicion to rise amongst the people, as the human race likes to do. However, things finally reached a breaking point when a Labori started a riot out of rage and hurt. 

WE HAVE BEEN DISCRIMINATED AGAINST AND ISOLATED FOR TOO LONG. KIDS BULLIED, ADULTS OSTRACIZED. ENOUGH IS ENOUGH, RISE UP MY FELLOW MEN! 

And with that chaos ensued, a war scarring the nation for many years to come. A bloody battle occured between the two groups, explosions shaking the ground, families torn apart. Blood riddled the streets. Although nothing was resolved; a pile of bodies and an even bigger bridge between the people was all that was left.

A short, brown-and-fluffy-haired boy named Hermes, sits in his cubby hole, looking out at his run-down shed, wondering if the world he knew before would ever return. He closes his diary, where he jots down his magical misadventures. He flips through his pages, day in and day out, planning where he is going to scribble all of his key character-defining moments that are going to happen. It never dawned on him the possibility that he would never have a chance to fill its pages to his heart's content. All was well in his delusion-filled world, or so he thought.

Rattling sounds from the near distance rang in his ears. 

“Hello? Dad?” he uttered. 

A girl, similar in age, rolled over from around the corner, leaving her laying on the floor for a while. Confused, Hermes approached her with caution and noticed that she was trembling, her eyes shut as if she was afraid someone or something was going to hurt her. After realising nothing had happened to her, she opened her eyes and stared directly at a confused Hermes. Her eyes darted around the room, wide open, in search of something. Unable to find it, she sighed in relief.

“Are you okay?” Hermes asked. Without warning, the mysterious girl jumped and hid behind him. Hermes was as shocked as he was stupefied.

“Down this way!” he heard a man say. 

The girl responded by clenching Hermes's shirt ever so tightly and begging him, "Them, hide me from them please, just for a while!” 

Hermes then noticed something on the side of her head. It seemed like something mechanical had been implanted in her, but he brushed it off as his erring eyesight. 

“Uhh uhh over there!” He pointed to the cabinet across the room that was slowly falling apart but they had no time to argue. 

The voice he heard could instill fear into anyone who heard it. He was tall and slender with a muscular physique, wearing a shirt with a logo of a skull on the left side of his chest. 

Hermes had no idea what it meant, but he had no time to ponder over it as the man wriggled through the door to his house, having to duck just to enter. 

“Boy, have you seen a girl running around here? Long hair, a few wounds on her body and a mark on her head?”

 “Uhh nope, no such thing, why?” 

“That little rat I'm looking for is a danger to our society and should be removed as quickly as possible. So alert me if you spot her.” Hermes nodded and stared at the man who then proceeded to exit his house after looking around for a final time.

Just before the man was about to turn the lane, a crashing sound reverberated. He went back in, worried that the boy had injured himself. Upon his entrance once more, he was immediately infuriated at the sight that beheld him. He saw the girl he had been looking for and beside her, that lying snake. 

As if it was natural instinct, the girl took off in a sprint and ran as fast as they could, Hermes stumbling behind. The man was already in hot pursuit, rage building like steam in a kettle. 

“COME BACK HERE! BOTH OF YOU! BOY, YOU DON'T KNOW HER, SHE IS DANGEROUS, HAND HER TO ME AND WE SHALL BE ON OUR WAY!” 

The man roared in fury and dashed over like a flaming meteor.

Hermes was in no way going to listen to the man who had come into his home unannounced, let alone allow him to chase a random girl, injured in multiple places - all of this because of unknown intentions. Hermes stashed his book into his inner pockets and stumbled along, panting in exhaustion, yet fueled with determination to see this through. He had so many questions he wanted answers to and the girl was his only hope. This could possibly be the adventure he was looking to have all this time. They finally lost the man after dashing through alleyways and jumping over stray cats, finally fitting themselves through a gap in between two buildings. 

They fled a bit further before they finally stopped to rest at the junkyard nearby. 

“Who are you? What's your name? Why was that man chasing you? Did you do something to offend him and if so, what was it?” Hermes interrogated, panting and sweating buckets. 

He had to know who he had just helped, considering that he risked his safety for her, along with the stability of his quadriceps for someone he didn't even know.

“I'm Brooke, and am completely clueless as to why he was after me. I was going about my business when he screamed Labori and started running after me.” 

“Wait a minute, Labori?” Hermes was dumbfounded.

He swiftly backed away from her, scared, like he was being hunted. He hurled up into a ball, wrapping his hands around his head while chanting, “Please don't kill me, please don't kill me." He started hyperventilating and eventually, he passed out from exhaustion.

Hermes woke up gasping, “Oh thank god it was all just a bad dream! What was that about though, I don’t think I could have imagined something like that." 

He searched around for the journal before looking up to see Brooke holding his book, thumbing through the pages.

”WHAT THE-, GET YOUR HANDS AWAY FROM THAT!” 

He snatched his diary back before backing away to the nearest corner. He looked around and noticed that he was in an unfamiliar place  - what seemed like an abandoned building near the heart of his town, lit up by a campfire and furnished with as best of a bed she could gather for Hermes. 

Nonetheless, he retorted, ”HOW IN THE WORLD AM I SUPPOSED TO KNOW IF YOU’RE NOT TRYING TO KILL ME, I WANNA GO HOME, WAIT DID YOU KIDNAP ME?” 

Brooke nonchalantly got up, ignoring his claims although she flinched at his words with a slight glare. She walked away and returned minutes later, an assortment of food in her hands, some scraps and others like they were fresh from the market. She put the plate down on the floor and slid it over to Hermes. 

“Here,” she said, “Enjoy” with bitter aftertones in her voice.

Hermes, ignorant of his own conclusions, kept casting suspicious glances, devoid of logic. 

“Is that poison?” he snarled, pushing the food away.

There was an ominous silence, like a calm before a storm. Brooke’s eyes started twitching, while dropping all restraint, she started screaming harder and louder than any rock concert ever could hope to achieve. 

"IS THAT HOW LITTLE YOU THINK OF ME? AM I SOME KIND OF ANIMAL TO YOU? IS THIS WHAT YOU PEOPLE ASSUME I AM? SOME KIND OF WAR MACHINE, ONLY CAPABLE OF DESTROYING EVERYTHING AROUND ME? IS MY VERY TITLE THE REASON WHY YOU ACT LIKE THIS? I DRAG YOU ALL THE WAY OVER HERE, WHICH IS NOT A SHORT WAY MIND YOU. I TAKE THE TIME TO MAKE YOU A FIRE, MAKE YOU A BED, MAKE YOU A MEAL, AND ALL YOU DO IS WHINE IN DISGUST LIKE I'M NOT HUMAN ANYMORE? YOU UNGRATEFUL SNOB! THIS IS WHY YOU LIVE ALONE!!!” She fell to the ground, pulled her hair with tears absolutely pouring out of her eyes.

“MY ENTIRE LIFE I HAVE HAD TO LIVE ON MY OWN, IN FEAR, BECAUSE APPARENTLY, FOR SOME GODFORSAKEN REASON, I HAVE THIS IMPLANT IN MY HEAD, AND FOR THAT VERY REASON I'M HUNTED LIKE A PIG, I’M TREATED LIKE ONE. AND THE VERY INSTANT I THOUGHT I WAS SAFE WITH AN UNDERSTANDING AND KIND PERSON, YOU TURN OUT TO BE JUST LIKE EVERYONE ELSE, AGAIN. WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU? WHAT IS WRONG WITH ME?”

Brooke then screamed in frustration before curling into a ball on the floor, wailing to the point the pool of water she wept could put out a fire. Hermes, absolutely stunned at what he has witnessed, maybe even a bit remorseful, handed over his pillow and let her be. Her cries echoed in his mind for a while, forcing him to hear it over and over again like a traumatic memory etched into his brain, not allowing him to recover from it. As the sun set, they both grew drearer and decided to call it a night - Hermes having been trapped in a loop of his memories and Brooke being lost in her own.

Dawn broke as Hermes sat up and noticed Brooke still sound asleep. Curiosity got the better of him and he decided to see what the mechanical implant Brooke actually had. He crept closer to her and took a peek when Brooke, startled, grabbed his arm and twisted it. 

“OUCH! WHAT WAS THAT FOR?” he gnarled, ignoring the blatantly obvious fact that he snuck up on her. 

“Well, I’m sorry but who goes up to someone sleeping in a creepy manner and expects the person not to wake up horrified?” she retorted. “I.. I’m sorry. I don’t like it when people creep up on me.”

“I'm sorry too.. For last night. I didn't mean to hurt you, I assumed you were a bad guy. If you don't mind.. Can I ask, what that is?” he inquires, pointing to the implant on her head.

“Well.. it's my enhancement. I can store memories into thumb drives and rewatch them later using any device. I place the thumb drives here. My parents chose this when I was young because they wanted me to remember all the happy memories I ever had, I only have one picture of them from when I was a small kid,” Brooke sighs. 

“Everyone was given a choice, to get cybernetics or to stay the way they were. Many were skeptical but quite a few decided to go for it, and here we are now.”

“I’m sorry, choice?” Hermes clarified. 

“Oh, everyone is given a choice on what enhancement they would like. My parents chose to be superheroes who could fly really fast and lift skyscrapers. At least that’s what my caretaker said.”

“What happened to your parents?” Hermes asked. 

“My caretaker told me they went on a super secret mission during the war and would come back soon, but I'm old enough to figure out they're probably dead.” Brooke replied in a matter-of-fact tone. 

Silence filled the room. It felt like an eternity before Hermes decided he would take a stroll outside. Hermes grabbed the rusty old door handle and yanked it open, revealing what was outside the crusty shed.

His head tilted and his mind turned, he scratched his eyes and pinched himself. 

“What's wrong, Hermes?” said Brooke, snacking on the food she prepared before she realised what he was looking at .

“Oh sh-“ She scrambled to Hermes as he continued forward, deeper into the place he thought he recognised earlier. 

He panned his surroundings to see well-lit buildings, luxurious enough for the poor to envy, but modest enough to live a quiet life with clean walkways and proper roads.

He felt like he had seen this before. He noticed the locals, minding their own business, heading out to work before he spotted something and questioned in shock, “WAIT A MINUTE! IS THIS L-“. 

Brooke cut him off by covering his mouth, pushing him back into the building and slamming the door with her feet. 
 
“Calm down, CALM DOWN,” Brooke quipped. “Yes, I brought you to Letown, but only because I know very few safe spots. This is one of them. But who knows, if you keep wailing over every anthill maybe I can subtract one from that list.”

Hermes retorted, visibly insulted by what she said, ”I apologise for being kidnapped by a thief with powers. Maybe next time, my reaction will be a complete lack of emotion and logic like a polished algorithm.”

With annoyed looks on their faces the two were ready to fight each other. They were interrupted by a sudden crash and heard shuffling of feet in the distance.

Hermes tried to leave and investigate but Brooke grabbed him and pulled him back, “Don’t be dumb! Again!”

Dead silence amidst the steady sunrise created an ironically dreadful atmosphere, with the adjacent building casting a shadow over them.

“Knock knock.” said a sad sounding lady on the other side whilst knocking on the door at random intervals. 

“Uhh... Who’s there?” Hermes replied

“Com.” the lady said.

“Com who?” Hermes replied

“COMBUST UNTIL YOU ARE NOTHING BUT ATOMS!” the lady screeched.

A gargantuan burst annihilated the wall beside them. A ragged middle-aged woman stumbled through the gaping hole. She giggled for no apparent reason, soon cackling before raising her left arm, revealing a blaster-like attachment. 

“DISAPPEAR YOU GREMLINS!” She screamed before she tapped her forearm. 

They then heard a motor-like revving sound coming from her arm and within a second, the wall behind them blasted out, sending rubble flying in all directions.

A ball filled with a liquid of some sort started to vibrate in between Hermes and Brooke. 

“RUN!” Brooke shouted a few seconds before the ball exploded, leaving a massive crater in the ground. 

She continued to fire, with her cackling growing louder and louder before another ball flew past Hermes's head and exploded in front of them, knocking them both behind.

Both of them were dazed, with incessant ringing in their ears and blurry vision, Hermes audibly praying for his survival. 

“GET UP ALREADY,” Brooke shouts and pulls Hermes up. 

The cackling resumes along with the return of the one who was cackling. She pointed her blaster up, about a meter away from the two of them.

Still trying to keep their balance, the lady, now somehow furious, stated, “You can’t survive the POWER OF EXPLOSIVE SCIENCE!” She screamed, with even more cackling before the same revving sound returned.

“Die.” She says boldly when out of nowhere she fell to the ground, tasered from behind. 

Both Brooke and Hermes were suddenly lifted off the ground, and into the arms of masked men. They ran. Both of them were more than confused, but they couldn’t ponder on that for now. 

“LET GO OF ME” Brooke shouted as she attempted to struggle out of their hold. 

They thrashed about their positions and tried their best to fight the men but to no avail.

“Kid, you really need to simmer down,” said an unknown voice. 

“And who the heck are you supposed to be?” asked Brooke, who was still struggling to get out of their grasp. 

“Well based on how we are running away from a drunken murderer, try guessing,” the voice said in a sarcastic tone.

Brooke turned her head to see a man, with strange implants in his arm, leading them somewhere. Brooke looked over to Hermes and saw that he was practically unconscious, probably from the shock of that swift series of unfortunate and unforeseen events.

Brooke gave up on struggling after a while as they went through multiple dark alleyways before stopping at a large garbage bin. The man pulled on one end of the garbage bin, revealing a fake manhole cover underneath. They all took a quick glance around before going down one by one. A decently sized room, filled with food, beds and weaponry awaited them down the manhole.

“Rest here for now, then never come back,” the man said as he helped one of the masked men set Hermes down onto an empty bed. 

Brooke broke out while the guard was not paying attention.

”I have multiple questions to ask the first being: who was that person?"

The man replied, completely unfazed and unbothered, “Well you see, that woman back there was a drunkard with too much power. She used a launcher that fires pellets filled with potassium and water, which when combined, creates an explosion. But I won’t explain it because you wouldn't understand. That was her enhancement. Now please, do not cause a ruckus. Sit down and let my men rest.” 

Brooke complied and took a bed next to Hermes. 

“There’s a lot more going on that you do not understand, I have something to tell you, but it might make you reimagine your world.”
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