
Part 1 – Cracked 

Chapter One – The Politician 

 5:22. The clock on the kitchen stove counted down the minutes 

until the peaceful scene would descend into chaos. In 

approximately eight minutes, the front door would swing open; 

exactly ten minutes after that, the hiss of the carbonation 

escaping from the first beer would fill the previously silent 

house; within the hour, the silence would be nothing but a 

distant memory in the minds of the inhabitants of this 

particular home belonging to the Anderson family, if you could 

still call them a family. They likely would not. 

 5:23. The last seven minutes of what amounts to happiness in 

Cyric’s miserable existence will be spent making sure she’s 

quiet and out of sight. Any hunter would tell you that the 

silent, out of sight prey is safe only so long as bigger, louder 

prey roams the area. That knowledge stood as the solitary reason 

that on the day before his sixteenth birthday, Cyric was still 

around to endure what was sure to be another long evening of 

physical and, often times worse, mental abuse. Most big brothers 

wouldn’t be quite so selfless, but he wasn’t most big brothers.  
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 5:25. It certainly wasn’t Lucy’s fault that their mother had 

died in childbirth. It never is the fault of a child in such 

situations, but logic is a higher order mental process that 

rarely makes appearances for an uneducated drunk. Jacob knew for 

certain that there must be someone to blame, and as he didn’t 

believe in God and knew it certainly wasn’t his fault that his 

wife had died, he was left with only two possibilities. As Cyric 

seemed perfectly content to play the hero and protect his 

helpless little sister, what did it matter which child he beat? 

Justice wasn’t a foreign concept to Jacob, but it was certainly 

a perverted one as of late. 

 5:26. Nearly time for the games to begin. Jacob would drink, 

cuss, and then do his best to break his belt across his eldest 

child. The advantage to being beaten by a drunk whose job 

consists of large quantities of manual labor is that after ten 

hours spent working in the heat and six spent bottles on the 

floor, his muscles just can’t muster that much speed or strength 

for revenge. The disadvantage is that words and phrases that 

would normally be reserved for the lowest forms of life flow 

quite freely. After a while, it’s only natural to go numb to the 

pain and grow callused to the words, but there are some wounds 

that will never heal. 
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 5:29. She’s been fed and is hidden away safely with a book and 

her favorite stuffed animal, a now-grey bunny with velvet ears 

that was given to her by the hospital the day she was born. Or 

the day her mother died, whichever way one chooses to look at 

it. Lucy considered it her first and only birthday present, and 

Jacob wondered why he hadn’t burned the wretched object. Cyric 

wasn’t sure what he honestly thought of it, but he knew it was 

Lucy’s favorite thing in the world and thus he protected that 

rabbit with as much fervor as he did his baby sister. Seven 

years later, he was the only reason that rabbit still existed, 

and more importantly, that his baby sister had never once been 

struck by their father. It was his sincerest wish that Jacob 

would drink himself to death before either of those things 

change. 

 It’s not as if Cyric never loved his father; that would be 

quite far from the truth. Memories of training wheels and 

fishing trips were kept carefully stored in the deepest recesses 

of his mind because they were just too painful to remember, but 

the fact of the matter is that there was a time when he loved 

his father and his father loved him back. He loved the man who 

taught him to throw a football, the man who taught him to tie 

his shoes. The man who taught him everything he’ll ever know 
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about being a man, doing the right thing, and all of the other 

things a boy should learn from his father.  

 That man, however, was gone forever. It seemed he died along 

with their mother. Cyric considered himself basically an orphan 

at this point, as that was more desirable than believing that 

the man who taught him never to smoke is the same man who taught 

him how the flaming end of cigarette feels as it enters your ear 

canal. On this point, he’s never received much debate from 

anyone. 

 5:31. Maybe he won’t come home today. Maybe Cyric will get 

just a little bit of precious bonus time for himself. The relief 

would have come rushing over him if not for being buried under 

the dread and overbearing fear that is a permanent resident in 

his chest. Hopefully, he won’t come home today. 

 5:33. The holophone beeped, and an automated message came 

across from the nuclear power plant where Jacob works. It was an 

EHRD, or especially high radiation day, and it’ll be at least 

twenty-four hours before it will be safe for any of the workers 

to be around anyone who doesn’t have a health chip. It wouldn’t 

stop Jacob from coming home to give his children radiation 

sickness, but the rules are the rules and he won’t physically be 

allowed to leave the plant until the next day. 
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 There’s a company that Cyric liked to browse that sells ironic 

t-shirts from the times before the new Renaissance. Those shirts 

were near the top of Cyric’s list of favorite things, somewhere 

between whiskers on kittens and warm woolen mittens. One of the 

shirts made reference to the caffeine addition that was 

prevalent in those times: “Instant Human: Just Add Coffee”.  

 If they did a special run of those t-shirts specifically for 

these moments, it would almost certainly have read: “Instant 

Teenager : Just Remove Abusive Parent”.  

 Such a shirt would very accurately describe the transformation 

in Cyric Anderson on the days when his father couldn’t make it 

home from the plant. Even the oft-kicked dog who refuses to run 

to the door will still chase his tail when his abusive master 

isn’t home. 

# 

 After delivering the good news to Lucy, who proceeded to do 

exactly what she would have done anyway as quietly reading is 

the only existence she’s ever known, Cyric was out the front 

door and quickly banging on the front door of the house across 

the street. 

 “Leah, he’s not coming home tonight!” Cyric shouted at the top 

of his lungs, directly into the heavy wooden door that protected 

the entrance of the Mueller’s house. The tone of his voice 
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conveyed more of a sense of relief than excitement, which is 

certainly a difficult proposition for a full-on shout. 

 “That’s great, Cy! I’ll be down in a second!” immediately came 

the reply. 

 Other than Lucy, Leah Mueller was the only living person in 

the world that Cyric had ever truly loved. Best friend, 

girlfriend, future wife, partner in crime, and whatever other 

titles you might want to assign to her, she would gladly accept. 

As far as she was concerned, Cy had hung the moon just so she 

would have something pretty to look at as she drifted off to 

sleep in her second-story bedroom. Frankly, if Leah had it in 

her, Jacob would have it in him; it being a knife, probably 

followed by three bullets, depending on the armament at hand at 

the time. 

 To say that Leah was a pretty girl would be a bit like saying 

a piece of impressionistic art is beautiful, which is to say she 

had one of those faces that’s strictly a matter of taste. To 

Cyric, her long mane of brown hair with subtle red streaks was 

the pinnacle of follicle perfection. 

 There was something about her pale green eyes that reminded 

Cyric of the stray cats in the neighborhood. That isn’t to say 

her eyes simply had a general catlike quality to them, but 

specifically that of a stray. She had the kind of eyes that 
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portrayed both a feline playfulness and a knowledge of the 

darker side of things. 

 Her smile had much the same quality to it, where every smile 

she gives has a perceptible twinge of sarcastic undertone. It 

was very likely this reflection of Cyric’s inner self that makes 

her so definitively his, despite the relative lack of time spent 

together for obvious reasons. 

 As they climbed the stairs leading up to the second floor 

common room, their favorite hangout on safe evenings and stolen 

afternoons, Cyric’s eyes couldn’t help but wander to the silver 

armlet that covered the entirety of Leah’s left wrist. 

 “You know, Lee, pretty soon you’re going to be embarrassed to 

be seen with me in public. Us wearing the same pretty bracelet 

and all,” he said after about as long as he could hold it in. 

His body swayed ever so slightly as he said the words, which 

Leah immediately recognized as a very uncharacteristic show of 

excitement for Cyric. 

 “I’m looking forward to it, actually. I’ve been trying to get 

you to wear matching outfits with me for years, and I secretly 

had my father create the entire gauntlet program just to trick 

you into agreeing to it,” she fired back, trying her best to 

make herself sound excited enough not to cut short his rare 
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moment of enthusiasm. “What do you think the Oracle will assign 

you?” 

 “Hmmmm, I haven’t given it much thought,” he lied. “I’m hoping 

it’ll pickup my natural aptitude for simultaneously living in 

the best and worst place in the world. That makes me suited for 

what? Politics?” 

 After a brief but loving laugh, Leah responded, “Yeah, I can 

just see that now. Senator Cyric Anderson, defender of the 

littlest man with the biggest wallet!” She nudged him playfully 

as she shifted to a more serious tone and asked, “Seriously Cy, 

what do you think you’ll get?”  

 “Well, it’s really hard to guess, Lee. I mean, the Oracle is 

supposed to select the thing you’d like to do the most, but the 

only thing I’ve ever liked doing is hanging out with you,” Cyric 

said with a slightly more sober tone. Whatever excitement had 

previously been present in his steel grey eyes was replaced with 

the dark shadows that normally took up residence there. 

 “Well, if that’s truly how you feel, I think politics might be 

a good place for a world-class kiss ass like you!” she said as 

she pulled him in for a kiss.  

 After a not too gratuitous silence, the conversation turned to 

match the tone of Cyric’s eyes as he said, “Honestly? I expect 

I’ll get stuck at the plant working with my old man. I mean, 
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it’ll probably be rough at first, but, I can take solace in the 

fact that accidents happen at the plant all the time.” 

 “Funny Cy, I’ve always heard that most accidents happen at 

home,” she responded, immediately regretting her words, and 

wishing desperately she could capture the sound waves before 

they reached his ears. 

 “Yeah, I suppose you’re right. It’d just be so damned much 

easier if I could just…“ he said, as the tears cut off the end 

of his sentence. 

 “At least you’d get a health chip and he couldn’t hurt you 

anymore,” she offered, again realizing almost immediately that 

she’d picked the wrong thing to say once again. 

 “We both know that’d just piss him off worse and send him up 

to Lucy’s room!” Cyric sighed in return. 

 “Yeah, I suppose you’re right about that one. Doesn’t much 

matter, though. You won’t be placed until you’re eighteen, and 

it’d be months before your chip would be of any use to you,” she 

said. She held up her shiny arm and, desperately trying to dig 

herself out of the hole she’d imagined she’d dug herself into 

thus far, said, “Four months in and all I can do so far is 

Google for kitten videos.” 
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 Cyric’s face lightened up a bit as only Leah could manage, and 

he replied, “Yeah, well, that’s all you’ve ever wanted to do 

anyway!” 

 “That’s probably fair,” she admitted. Her face relaxed a bit 

as she decided she’d salvaged the conversation a sufficient 

amount, and they went back to kissing. 

# 

 The Oracle was an advanced artificial intelligence program 

designed to analyze everything known about a person, and then 

suggest to them what their optimal profession should be. Unlike 

similar concepts one might find in a science fiction novel, the 

Oracle’s recommendations were simply that: recommendations, not 

legally binding. However, within about five years of the 

Oracle’s creation, the public as a whole determined they were 

happier and more productive if they choose to go into the field 

suggested to them by the Oracle. These days, it was virtually 

assumed that whatever the Oracle says you should be, you should 

be. There was no point questioning the Oracle’s wisdom, and 

there was no desire to do so either. 

 On his or her sixteenth birthday, every citizen of the United 

States has a collection of data input into the program. The data 

ranges from medical reports, videos of P.E. activities, a 
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selection of essays from the entirety of primary school, 

personality profiles, and finally, a retinal scan.  

 No one was quite sure what the retinal scan was for; even the 

maintainers of the program were unable to determine the inner 

processes of the advanced artificial-intelligence inside the 

Oracle’s decision engine. The widely held superstition was that 

maybe it was a reminder than the eyes are the window to the 

soul.  

 Regardless of the reasoning behind the collection of any of 

the data, it was faithfully plugged into the machine to 

determine one’s future. This day, the data being plugged into 

the Oracle belonged to Cyric Anderson, and there were at least 

two people anxious to discover the results. 

 To Cyric, and in fact most sixteen year olds that undergo the 

test, the primary concern was less about their future occupation 

and more about determining which ability chip they will get to 

wear in their newly implanted neural gauntlet.  

 Immediately after his data and retinal scan were fed into the 

Oracle, Cyric was placed alone in a room to watch a holovid 

about the history of the gauntlet program. Normally there would 

be at least one or two other teens watching the video with him, 

but apparently August 18
th
, 2026 wasn’t a high volume day in the 

maternity ward down at Phoenix Regional Hospital. 
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 Most of the information presented in the holovid was fairly 

common knowledge to everyone who watched it. The Gauntlets and 

the ability chips were first discovered in the desert on the day 

the ancient Mayan Indians predicted the world would come to an 

end. The time now known as the new Renaissance was, for those 

living through it, a period of great skepticism and fear.  

 It took the United States government nearly six years to come 

to trust the Gauntlets, despite the fact they came with an 

easily translated message declaring them a gift for the people 

of the “new era of humanity” and with a full set of instructions 

on how to replicate the gauntlets and the ability chips.  

 The instructions were quite simple. Each gauntlet has a series 

of seven doors, behind which sit seven symbols. Those seven 

symbols match up to the symbols that exist on seven ability 

chips. Each person is to receive one, and only one, ability chip 

to install into their Gauntlet. And they must receive their chip 

before they achieve the age of nineteen. 

 There are additional details that weren’t included in the 

instructions, however, that human nature absolutely necessitated 

that we discover for ourselves. For instance, what would happen 

if someone above the age of nineteen put an ability chip in? 

That test, which was part of the holovid, simply showed that 

nothing happens: the chip simply won’t activate. 
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 However, with that test out of the way, additional testing 

followed that isn’t shown in the orientation video as it 

required highly illegal and unethical scientific testing on 

children, which the United States has never condoned (so much as 

it could help it, of course).  

 Thus, recordings of the handful of tests where children were 

given two ability chips aren’t shown, so no one ever sees the 

severe mental retardation that persists while a second chip is 

installed. However, all of this is common knowledge among a free 

society, so everyone knows better than to double dip in the 

chips. 

 In the same vein, there are no recordings of the accidents 

associated with the first children as they learned on their own 

how to use the abilities granted to them by the ability chips. 

 When Congress passed the Universal Ability Chip entitlement 

program later in that sixth year of the new Renaissance, it 

guaranteed that every citizen had the right to an ability chip, 

so as to preserve the equality among the classes. Each person 

also had the right to choose which ability chip they would 

receive, and everyone receiving their ability chip was required 

to undergo training in the use of their newfound ability. There 

were also strict age requirements, that chips could only be 
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claimed after the age of sixteen and before the age of nineteen, 

to ensure adequate maturity and time for the training process. 

 The Oracle analyzed children on their sixteenth birthday 

because each occupation had an optimal ability chip to use to 

perform that particular work. For instance, working inside the 

radiation zone at the nuclear power plant wouldn’t kill you if 

you were in possession of a functional health chip, and being a 

computer programmer was much easier if you were the proud owner 

of a white collar technology chip. 

 Immediately after the conclusion of the gauntlet history 

holovid, Cyric was presented with a small computer printout of 

his selected profession. He waited until Leah was allowed into 

the room before he began to unfold the paper; he figured it was 

best to have someone special with whom to share in life’s little 

disappointments. 

 “Open it up, Cy! I want to see what you got,” Leah said with a 

lot of excitement and just a bit of wonder in her voice. She 

wanted to make absolutely sure that Cyric would feel comfortable 

showing his excitement if he so desired. 

 “It says ‘President of the United States’,” he said in 

response as he pantomimed opening up the printout. The best 

guess Leah had to explain the slight unevenness in his voice was 

a combination of excitement and dread. Cyric himself probably 



Foss / Forbidden / 15 

 
wouldn’t even have noticed it, but Leah had trained herself to 

see Cyric’s feelings via those kinds of tiny fluctuations. In 

new situations, though, she could never quite tell what they 

meant, but at least it meant he was feeling something. 

 “Heh, I guess I didn’t expect you to stay a Senator your 

entire life,” she followed up while she rolled her eyes, the 

gesture she was sure was the desired response to his sarcasm. 

 “Yeah, I was hoping to get my own private bathroom. I’m tired 

of washing my hands around so many old men, and you know how I 

really like to sign important stuff,” he said with a grin that 

slowly faded to disinterest as he unfolded the printout. 

 PERSONALITY PROFILE SUGGESTS STRONG DESIRE TO WORK 

INDEPENDENTLY. WRITING SAMPLES SUGGEST REPETITIVE WORK TO BE 

SOOTHING. MEDICAL RECORDS SHOW STRONG NATURAL HEALING ABILITIES.  

OPTIMAL VOCATION : WAREHOUSE WORKER 

 “Warehouse worker? Sounds like a nice, quiet way to spend the 

rest of my life,” Cyric said after he was sure Leah had finished 

reading the report.  

 “I wonder what ability chip they’ll give you?” asked Leah, 

trying her best to remain upbeat to try to pull Cyric back 

towards excited. 

 Before Cyric could answer, the door to the classroom was 

thrown open and an older gentleman walked in that neither had 
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ever seen before. His hair, what was visible poking out from 

beneath a beat-up old pilot’s cap, was a mixture of dark brown 

and gray, and he carried himself with a rare poise that was 

evident even though he walked with a cane and a heavy limp. 

 “You, my good boy, are destined to be the greatest tractor 

beam operator in the history of the universe. And it’s my job to 

make sure your destiny is fulfilled. The name’s Jeff Hance, but 

you may call me sir, or if you prefer, sir.” 

 First impressions being what they are, Cyric wasn’t quite sure 

what to make of his new instructor. The tractor beam ability was 

a fairly rare card to draw, but so much so that the school had 

to bring in someone to teach the class on it? 

 “Well, good luck. I’ll meet you after school to walk home? You 

can tell me all about it on the way? ” Leah asked, as she stood 

up and began to walk out of the room. 

 “No, young lady. I’m afraid that Mr. Anderson will need to 

stay late this afternoon. There are a number of things he must 

be taught immediately before we can safely send him home,” 

interjected Mr. Hance. The authority carried by his voice alone 

made it clear that he was a man who was used to being obeyed 

without question. 

 “Guess I’ll see you tomorrow morning, Leah. Apparently it’s 

imperative I learn how to not drop heavy boxes on my head before 
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I make the perilous trip home through the heavy box forest,” 

Cyric joked, not really wanting to go home that night at all.  

 No beer the day before simply meant twice as much beer for the 

day after, and four times the punishment to be deal out. Cyric’s 

math class would’ve called that exponential growth. 

# 

 The procedure, if you could keep a straight face long enough 

to call it that, to implant the gauntlet was so simple that even 

a poorly trained school nurse could do it. In fact, only school 

nurses were allowed to perform it, and Cyric’s geriatric-looking 

nurse had performed so many of these procedures in her lifetime 

that she managed to slide the two contact clusters into the 

nerves in his wrist with less pain than a run of the mill 

projectile beer bottle shard. It was the simple pleasures in 

life that Cyric so enjoyed. 

 Once the nerve connections were in place, Cyric got to pick 

out which design of gauntlet he would like to wear for the rest 

of his life. His selection included plain shinny silver, glossy 

silver, and a particularly handsome light grey metal with a nice 

shine to it. Being the perfectionist that he was, he played a 

quick mental game of eni meni mini mo and settled on the silver.  

 Around the circumference of the gauntlet were the seven 

expected doors, which Cyric opened individually to inspect as he 
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caught the nurse not looking. The symbols inside the card bays 

were quite unusual, most likely from an ancient civilization or 

possibly from aliens. No one was ever quite sure, but everyone 

had their own well-developed opinion on the matter. 

 “How do you activate the radio in this thing? I’m missing my 

favorite afternoon drive show,” Cyric said to the nurse. A tired 

expression of having heard that one too many times before was 

all he got in return. 

 The nurse soon left the room, informing Cyric that Mr. Hance 

would soon return to take him to his mandatory initial safety 

training class. Sure enough, approximately two minutes after 

Cyric had read absolutely every word on absolutely every poster 

in the nurse’s office, the door swung open. Curiously, when the 

voice beckoned for him, it seemed impossibly distant. When Cyric 

walked out the open door to the nurses office, Hance was 

standing 50 feet away on the far side of the empty school 

cafeteria off which the nurses office was located.  

# 

 “The lesson for today consists of the four fundamental tractor 

beam safety rules, instruction on how to properly activate your 

beam, and lastly, some safety drills to teach you how to prevent 

reflexively activating the beam. 

 Rule One : Never use your tractor beam when you’re upset. 
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 Rule Two : Never use your tractor beam to move a living 

creature, or anything fragile. 

 Rule Three : Never use your tractor beam to throw an object. 

 Rule Four : Never use your tractor beam against another’s 

tractor beam. 

 Any questions?” asked Hance, his tone suggesting for the first 

time since Cyric had met him that a response was actually 

invited. 

 “Well, I mean, just the obvious questions. Such as... why 

not?” Cyric blurted out. It wasn’t his intention to get under 

Hance’s skin, he had simply developed the tendency to shirk 

authority figures whenever possible. 

 “Good question, smartass; the first thing you need to 

understand about the tractor beam rules, they’re general rules 

designed for absolutely everyone. Most tractor beam operators 

cannot control the strength of their tractor beam even after 

years of practice, meaning using it on a living creature or 

fragile object will crush it. Some people, however,” Hance said 

as the blackboard chalk at the front of the room lifted itself 

out of the tray, “can control it quite well. Further, without a 

good level of control of the strength of the beam, throwing an 

object would simply cause it to go in a random direction as you 

couldn’t control the exact point of release. As for never using 
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it against another person’s tractor beam, well, I’ll let you 

figure that rule out for yourself.” 

 As Hance finished the final sentence, however, Cyric felt his 

desk sliding backwards ever so slightly, and he instantly 

realized the reasoning behind not using tractor beams against 

one another; the person with the weaker beam would be hurled 

backwards into whatever they happened to be standing in front 

of. With the exception of people working in pillow factories, 

Cyric couldn’t imagine too many situations where that would be a 

good thing. 

 “The most important rule, however, is the first; unlike the 

other rules, it’s universal and applies to everyone, and 

everyone absolutely includes you. When you’re upset, it will 

destroy your ability to control your beam. Even the most 

disciplined operator cannot control the beam when they’re really 

upset, it’s like trying to thread a needle immediately after 

sprinting. I once ripped the door off my car when I’d 

accidentally locked my keys inside, and I was only a little 

annoyed.” 

 The safety portion of the lesion continued on for a few 

additional minutes, and Mr. Hance continued to share other 

unauthorized tips and personal stories with Cyric. As Cyric was 

slated for solitary work in a small warehouse, which was rare as 
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most worked in large warehouses as parts of teams, it was 

important for him to realize that tractor beams, when properly 

controlled, could be useful for tasks other than simply moving 

large boxes. Doors could be opened, lights turned on, virtually 

anything that needed to be moved, slid, pushed, or pulled could 

be with a proper level of focus and control.  

 The practice session for the tractor beams consisted of a set 

of large, medium, and small wooden boxes, stacked next to each 

other in front of the teacher’s desk at the front of the room. 

The idea for the lesson, Cyric knew, would be to learn to 

isolate smaller and smaller boxes.  

 “In order to effectively use your tractor beam, you must 

practice being able to hold three separate thoughts in your mind 

simultaneously. First, you must picture the object to be moved. 

From there, you must picture exactly where you want it to move. 

This is a skill that takes some practice; simply picturing the 

final destination will cause it to fly there in a straight path 

much more rapidly than you’d want, hitting whatever obstacles 

happen to be in its way. Thus, you must learn to picture the 

object in intermediary positions to move it safely. Once you 

have mastered the idea of imagining the path the object will 

travel, you can move on to controlling the strength of your 

tractor beam. Initially, you’ll only be able to activate it at 
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full strength, which for most people will just be enough to lift 

the medium-sized box there, which contains a number of lead 

weights.” 

 Upon command, Cyric began to focus on the medium sized box, 

and began to picture it hovering a few inches above the floor. 

After a few unsuccessful attempts, the box at least shuddered in 

its place on the floor to let Cyric know he was making progress. 

 “Good, good; it takes most people hours to be able to even get 

this far. You’re free to continue to try to move the medium 

sized box, or, we’re far enough into the lesson we can leave 

early for the day,” Hance said. 

 Cyric wasn’t quite sure how he felt about Mr. Hance. He seemed 

to be a fairly stern and gruff fellow on the surface, which 

initially put Cyric off; however, Hance showed such patience and 

grace when teaching, it was impossible for Cyric to simply write 

him off. He always called Cyric out on his tiny acts of 

rebellion, never punishing him for them, but always making it 

crystal clear who was in charge in that classroom. Cyric wasn’t 

sure how he felt about Hance, but he couldn’t deny that he had a 

great deal of respect for him.  

 Almost immediately, Cyric’s attention went from the box he was 

trying to move to the backwards reflection of the clock in the 

shiny, granite surface of the teacher’s desk; as he snapped back 
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to reality, he remembered the plant releases early the day after 

a high radiation holdover; his father would be waiting for him 

at home when he got there, but what was worse? Lucy would have 

already arrived home five minutes ago. 

 As Cyric brought his attention back to the room with the 

boxes, a curious scene awaited him. The desk at the front of the 

room that had started Cyric’s frantic daydreaming session was 

hovering above the floor by about seven inches; that was an 

impressive enough feat even before you factored in the fact that 

said desk had been bolted to the floor. Visible beside the desk 

just before it crashed to the floor were sixteen steel bolt 

heads, sheared neatly off, and one very shocked tractor beam 

instructor. 

 Cyric left the classroom without uttering a word. He ran down 

the hallway of his now empty high school, ran right by a very 

confused looking Leah Mueller after she had stayed late to talk 

about his training, and immediately took off as fast as he could 

to get home to his sister.  

 The trip to his house, which was normally a leisurely stroll 

through the bright afternoon, hand-in-hand with Leah as they 

talked about anything they could think of to distract him from 

the oncoming darkness, took less than two minutes this day. The 

darkness had already descended upon the house, and had already 
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descended upon Cyric before he’d even stepped foot on the 

premises. 

 Cyric slowed to a walk while he struggled to catch his breath 

as he crossed the weeds that served as the front yard. He 

quietly swung open the front door of the house, not knowing what 

to expect inside. He carefully walked around the minefield of 

empty beer bottles decorating the living room floor, and placed 

the front of his hand on the doorway of the kitchen and 

cautiously poked his head inside at exactly the same moment his 

father brought the back of his hand down across Lucy’s already 

badly bruised face.  

 The difference between the speed of light and the speed of 

sound became apparent to Cyric in a very real way; the instant 

the sound reached Cyric’s ears, his eyes had already begun to 

witness the house exploding around him. 


