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Adam Rayne Timeline
1506- June 19th Adam Rayne was born ten miles outside of London
1528- September 10th Adam's Father Joseph gives him half the family farm
1529- April 22nd Adam Marries Jane Brown (19 years old)
1530- August 24th Jane gives birth to Andrew, she later has seven other children
1558- May 14th A neighbor, George Smith, shoots Adam in the heart
1558- May 16th George sees Adam, completely healed
1594- December 4th Jane passes away at 84 years old. Andrew is in his 60's
at 89 years old, Adam has not aged since the shooting
1643- February 8th Adam marries Sarah Jones (22 years old)
1709- March 8th Sarah dies. She boar him six children
1729- August 27th Adam marries Marie Velear in Paris. Marie is 32
1789- September 8th after giving birth to five children, Marie dies
1934- March 5th Adam marries Josephina Krauss, 25
1935- April 7th Angela Rayne is born, she will be the great grandmother of Jordan
Michael
1956- June 19th Coral Severson born, she will be the grandmother of Jordan
1978- November 5th Pamela Blackwell born, she will be the mother of Jordan
1982- June 4th Adam marries his last wife Kara Connor she is 30
1982- July 4th Joseph Rayne is born. He will change his last name to Black
1993- October 5th Annabelle smith is born
2001- January 1st Jordan Michaels is born
2011- July 4th Adam Rayne approaches U.N. to let them know of the impending
danger of his son Joseph.
Introduction
In June of 2011 the world woke up to a new truth: some of humanity had evolved. Over the next couple of years, thousands of humans were discovered with extraordinary abilities. The United Nations convened a special Commission to determine whether these new humans were a blessing or a threat.
One man came forward, a man named Adam Rayne, who claimed that he had been on earth for more than five hundred years. He testified to the evolution of civilization, yet he cautioned that the world was growing more dangerous. He felt that he could organize people like himself to make the world a better place.
The new humans were called Evolutionary Advanced Persons, or EAPs.
Under the auspices of the U.N., Mr. Rayne created the Order of Rayne, an organization that would help those with new and untested powers, and would also protect the people of earth from rogue EAPs.
Not unexpectedly, some of the evolved people felt that they should be the ones ruling the world; they felt like gods. Yet others felt compelled to help their fellow man. Every story was different.
This is the story of Jordan Michaels, advanced human. Just as in real life, there is no easy way to see the line between good and evil, right and wrong. Dear reader, more and more of us are waking up to the nascent powers that exist within us. The path of Jordan Michaels may be the path you take, or someone you love.
Here is his story.
Prologue
Jordan heard the men's breathing from twenty feet away. Espen, his mentor and friend, had agreed to follow him to Minneapolis to track down the killers. He was disobeying the code that strictly prohibited vigilantism, but Jordan had promised that he only wanted to bring them to justice. He promised he would not kill them.
But Espen had seen the look in his eyes when he found her body; he knew that Jordan knew the location of the men who had taken the life of someone so dear to him. He saw the hatred. He knew that he had no chance of preventing Jordan from exacting revenge. He only hoped he could mitigate the situation; and keep him from going too far. He also knew that he had no chance of escaping his friend without his attention being diverted. He knew Mr. Rayne would understand his decision once he was safely back at the Academy. Jordan Michaels was too powerful for him to stop.
Jordan stepped up to the door and it blew open. It must have been at least six inches thick, but Jordan used his mind to rip it off the hinges like a man might rip the meat off a chicken bone. Two men with shaved heads turned around, their guns already drawn. They tried in vain to spray a round of AK-47 fire at Jordan. The bullets hit an invisible wall a foot in front of him and landed harmlessly on the ground. One of the men flew forward toward Jordan, helplessly flailing his arms in a futile attempt to get away.
Jordan began to interrogate the man, but realized he was already talking to a corpse. The man's head was crushed-in on one side. Jordan's anger had kept him from controlling his powers, and he would not make that mistake again. The other man, already lying in a fetal position, he needed alive. Jordan had telepathically relayed a feeling of hopelessness to him during the struggle. Espen had warned Jordan about connecting to another person’s mind emotionally; it could only lead to bad things. The man coughed up the name of the leader of his skinhead gang, and then ran frantically away, smashing his head into a brick wall in the alley in back of the building, he smashed his head several more times before finally dying. Espen knew that Jordan's suggestion of suicide had been taken, unquestioned, by the man as his own.
Espen knew then that there was no hope for Jordan. He would have to return to the Academy and explain why they had lost their savior, the man that would lead them to a safer world. Then the Order would send a team out to hunt him down; their arrangement with the United States government was clear on this point: Jordan was clearly a threat to society. Per the Treaty of Rayne, the Order would send a dozen of their most powerful warriors, and some of them would probably end up dead. Espen could only hope they wouldn't all end up dead.
Espen fled as his mind raced. He knew he had failed. It had been his task to bring Jordan to his maturity, to make him the most powerful human of all time. He had succeeded at the latter, but he had failed to instill in the initiate the doctrine of the Order, and for that he would go down in the history books as one of the biggest failures of all time.
So he ran, never glancing back, in case his former friend decided that he was now a threat, and ended him. He would keep running at speeds unknown to a normal human until he reached the helicopter. When he got to Maine he would run to Mr. Rayne, try to convince him not to kill his friend.
He would have to be the one to tell Jordan's love that he would not return. Espen only hoped she would not have to be the one to kill Jordan; that seemed a cruel fate. He could understand if she was reluctant to join the hunting party. He considered Jordan almost as a brother and he wanted nothing to do with his destruction.
Espen’s failure would trouble his mind every day of his life. He would think back at what he could have done better, what lessons could have been better emphasized in training. Espen knew the answer, but he could not accept it. There was absolutely nothing he could have done to avoid the inevitable: Jordan Michaels was meant to become their Rogue Savior.
Chapter One: First Discovery
Ten Years Earlier
The most important thing a parent can do is protect their children, and make sure they are prepared to become adults. Jordan’s father did not share these ideals, but it wasn’t that way in the beginning. Before the recession hit, Brent Michaels was a successful stockbroker in the small lake town of Parkersville, Minnesota. They had it all, the nice house on the lake, a pontoon boat and a ’64 Corvette. He also had a seven year old son he loved. They named him Jordan after his father’s favorite basketball player. He dreamed of the life that his little boy would grow into.
Then it all ended. In January of 2009 he lost his job. After several frustrating months looking for work, Brent settled for a job as an assistant manager at a shoe store. From the high life at $200,000 to $35,000 meant a change in lifestyle. Brent sold his house, the boat, and his beloved mint-condition Corvette.
Jordan’s mom Pamela had to go to work, something she had never planned on. Paula married into money for a reason. She was never very smart, never did well in school, and wasn’t a great people person. However she was beautiful. Her mother Coral had her on a strict exercise program when she was just eight years old. As the child grew, Coral attempted to mold her beautiful child into mature, physical perfection. Paula underwent dental surgery when she was twelve. At 16, a plastic surgeon enlarged her breasts.
Coral herself knew that her daughter was just like her, and could only succeed in life by taking advantage of her beauty. Women like them had only one thing to offer the world, and she would do her duty faithfully to Pamela. It was for her own good! Carla had no confidence that her daughter would have anything different to offer the world, and felt that school was just a distraction. Carla knew that the other girls in school would always be jealous and did not encourage Pamela to socialize.
When she was seventeen, Pamela met a boy named Harry Donaldson, a bright and social kid. Harry wanted to be a social worker, and that would never do for her daughter Two months into their relationship, Coral forbade Pamela from seeing Harry.
Coral was horrified when she discovered that her perfect daughter was pregnant, and a hospital visit corrected that problem. Pamela never recovered from that. All she wanted was for her baby to be born. She needed real love, and knew that a baby would give it unconditionally. Eventually, that love would one day be supplied by Jordan.
After Brent lost his job Pamela found work as a server at the Last Stop Café in Parkersville, just a half-mile away from the shoe store. Luckily for Pamela her looks made up for the many mistakes she made, and her sincere attempts to make up for those mistakes made her a favorite. She quickly gathered a good group of regulars and before long was out-earning her husband.
When some of those regulars made inquiries, she told them that she was happily married. The problem was that she did not consider herself to be happily married. Brent had begun drinking heavily. Plus, to be honest, she never truly loved him. She loved him as a father and as a provider, but he was never her soul mate. He was ashamed that Pamela’s income was now greater than his, for Brent was old-school. His father taught Brent that a man should be the bread-winner and provider for his family. He couldn’t see that they were in good shape even though the family had over $70,000 a year between the two of them, and an affordable, albeit much smaller house.
Brent had been raised to always want more. The nice house, the nice cars, and the trophy wife were a right, not a privilege. Increasingly frustrated, Brent blew up one day when Jordan was eight years old.
He had just gotten home, drunker than he had been since college, and stepped on Jordan’s dump truck. “Goddammit!” he screamed at his son. “Why can’t you clean up your toys!” That same toy had been such a joyous thing at Christmas just three years ago, but now it would be the item that sent Brent over the edge. “Come here you little motherfucker!” He grabbed Jordan by the arm and smacked him. Pamela sat on the couch, unable to respond. She was horrified, but had never learned to stick up for herself in her life.
“How did I end up with such a failure for a son?” Brent complained. “The runt of his school, dumb as a box of rocks. Did you sleep with the mailman, you whore?” he said incoherently. He still had Jordan by the arm, squeezing tightly, and bringing tears to the little boy’s eyes. “I had everything, now I have nothing! Just a whore wife and a piece of shit son.” He slapped Jordan on the face with the back of his hand, and Pamela saw a red welt form on her son’s cheek.
He dropped the boy on the ground and went into the bedroom. Pamela grabbed Jordan and carried him back over to the couch. “He doesn’t mean it, he loves you, he loves us,” she whispered, running her hands through his hair. “Daddy is just messed up right now.” She looked up to see that Brent had changed clothes, and had a jacket over his arm.
“I’m not staying home tonight. Whores like you are easy to find, so I’ll find one that isn’t so fucking stupid,” he stormed, striding toward the front door. “You and that little bastard better still be here in the morning or I’ll kill both of you.” Brent walked out, slamming the door. They could hear the car engine start and the tires squeal as he pulled away. Pamela began to cry uncontrollably.
“Mommy, are you OK?” Jordan asked, calmly, almost emotionless. “Why did daddy make you cry?” Jordan wasn’t worried about the red welt on his face or the pain, only about his mother. Pamela saw that, and gazed at her child with love and admiration. She knew that she had found unconditional love. She would make it through for him, whatever it took.
The next day Pamela decided not to take Jordan to school. She didn’t want to answer questions about the mark on his face, now purple and swollen. It was her day off and she didn’t have to worry about a babysitter, so mother and son ate breakfast together and watched a movie. She made macaroni and cheese for lunch and Jordan played with his toys while she watched a couple of soaps. At three o’clock she began to nervously watch the door, wondering if her husband would come home from work.
At about three fifteen a car pulled into the driveway. She watched as Brent walked slowly up the sidewalk, and hurriedly sent Jordan to his room. She would take the blows that were meant for both of them.
Pamela watched as the door slowly opened. Brent entered, his eyes on the floor, and quietly walked right up to Pamela. She shivered a little in anticipation of pain, but he just held her close to him and began to cry, saying “I love you,” over and over again. Pamela watched fearfully as her husband entered Jordan’s room and saw him gently pick up his son and hold him close.
Then Pamela made dinner and the family sat down to eat. Not a word was spoken. Jordan took a bath and went to bed. Pamela went to bed and Brent followed ten minutes later. He lay next to her for a moment, saying nothing. She put her arms around him and made love to him, and they both acted like nothing had happened. From that day forward they never talked about that night, or the violence.
Pamela just wanted to go back to normal, but normal changed. Brent went on drinking binges twice a month but was always back the next day, to all appearances still a good father and husband. Jordan began missing class more often, and the teachers were always too busy to ask questions. Pamela avoided more physical abuse because Brent didn’t want a scarred trophy wife. Instead there was plenty of emotional abuse. She had just about gotten used to the fact that her husband regarded her as a whore. She could accept that, but she was afraid that if she ever stood up for herself, or left Brent, he would kill them both.
This went on regularly for two years and for two long years they looked like a perfect family to outsiders.
But Jordan wasn’t perfect. He was small for his age, short, and skinny. He got picked on a lot and had very few friends. He didn’t care though, he had learned to block out the cruel comments. After his dad’s beatings, the bullying from the other boys was painless in comparison.
The boy took his beatings stoically, whether from his dad or the other kids. Jordan only cared about his mother. He knew his dad was hurting her, and occasionally had thoughts of killing his father. He would watch a horror movie, thinking of Brent as the victim each time. He would imagine himself wearing a hockey mask and brandishing a huge knife, or turning into a werewolf and tearing his father apart. Hate for his father was the only other emotion he had, other than love for his mother.
Then one day, two days before his tenth birthday, Brent tired of beating Jordan. The boy no longer reacted when hit, and that took away the power he should have felt over him. He knew his wife would cry, she would beg for him to stop, and he would have power over her too.
He got home that night two hours late. Pamela knew what that meant. She prepared herself, and hoped it would not come to pass. When she heard the car pull up she sent Jordan to his room, hoping that if he didn’t see the boy he would just go to bed. It had worked before: he would just yell and pass out on the bed.
This time was different though. Brent came in and quickly walked up to her. He didn’t hesitate as he pulled back and hit her in the nose with an open palm. She screamed, and he liked that. He picked her up and threw her against the wall. “Beg bitch. Beg or I’ll fucking kill you.”
“Please don’t kill me! I’ll do whatever you want me to do,” Pamela begged, crying, but not putting up a fight. Just make it through this, she thought. Just do whatever he asks.
“Yeah, you’ll do what I ask you whore,” he said, towering over her huddled form. “You’re going to take a beating and then you’re going to suck my cock just like you suck those motherfucker’s cocks down at the diner. Is that how you make so much money down there, you talentless sack of shit? It’s the only way you could make money.”
Brent turned his head and saw Jordan standing there with a look of hatred on his face, a hatred so intense that it almost scared him. “Leave her alone,” the boy said flatly, without emotion. However the voice had a power that neither of them had ever heard before.
“You want some too, you little punk? Do I get to go to two funerals this week?” Brent walked drunkenly toward Jordan expecting him to back away, but the boy stood his ground. This child is disrespecting me, he thought, his brain fogged with alcohol. I’ll show him what it means to disrespect his father!
Pamela never forgot that moment for the rest of her life. Brent had his hand in the air preparing to strike Jordan and then, suddenly, he grabbed his head and fell to his knees. Blood ran from his nose and mouth as his body jerked on the floor, and he spit blood. Then he lay on the living room carpet, motionless. Jordan walked up to the body and kicked it. “Don’t ever hurt my mommy,” the little boy said. “Don’t ever touch her again.”
Pamela grabbed her son and pulled him away. She had stopped crying. Her baby had saved her! She didn't even try to figure out how it all happened, that didn't matter right now. The only important thing was that the horror was over. She looked down at the body of the man she pretended to love. Brent’s head was crushed in on both sides, as if someone had squeezed it with vice grips. The blood still flowed from his face, spilling onto the carpet. Surprisingly, she felt nothing; no pity at all, just a feeling that her husband had gotten what he deserved.
Chapter Two: Proof
Two years had passed since Brent had died. Kim Seller's, Pamela's therapist had decided that she had finally recovered from the horrible incident. Brent's blood alcohol level and Pamela's bloody face made her self defense story all too believable. She was finally cleared to live a normal life.
Of course nobody knew the truth. No one knew who really killed her husband. As long as she had the ability, no one would.
Pamela Michaels had gotten the call from the Principal that afternoon. She had had to leave work early that day, something she couldn’t afford to do. Rent was due in two days and she was still a couple hundred away. She knew the land-lord would extend her a couple of days, but she hated doing that. She wanted to be independent and didn’t like handouts.
She also knew that Jack had a crush on her. She felt the same way about him, but was just not willing to bring another man into the house. She did give into temptation a couple times a month, allowing herself to feel pleasure, but not love. She told herself that she would never love another man. She had really only loved once, back in high school, but that didn’t mean she had to stay celibate.
Every time they made love, however, she knew that Jack felt more and more strongly toward her. Every time it happened she began to almost have feelings for him. He told her that he would wait for her to get over her ex-husband. He would stand by her and help her as much as he could. He had already knocked off $150 each month from the rent, something the other tenants did not know about. She knew that she could move in with him and pay nothing if she wanted.
She would not use him; although she did care for him, but not that way. She paid him back for his kindness every couple of weeks, knowing that at some point he would go beyond the point of no return and she would break his heart. Then he would be gone, and she would once again not be able to count on anyone but herself.
When she opened the door to Principal Jenners’ office, he had a bright smile on his face. She was used to that with her looks. It quickly disappeared, however, and he directed her to a chair across from his desk. “Mrs. Michaels, how are you today?”
“I would rather be at work right now, but other than that not too bad. What is it Mr. Jenners, what has my boy done?” She was concerned. Jordan didn’t get good grades, but he had not had any disciplinary problems either.
“It’s not what he has done, it’s what he hasn't. Mrs. Albrecht says that he doesn't have any friends, he doesn't participate in class, and he’s just not progressing like a normal 7th grader. We are just concerned that he may need some special attention.” She didn't like the way that he emphasized special.
But he was right about special, she thought. During the last two years she had noticed a change in Jordan physically. He moved the refrigerator to catch a mouse without even breaking a sweat. He rarely slept but would wake up refreshed. He also showed an innate ability to fix just about anything around the house. Her son wasn't stupid, she thought, he just didn't care about school, and that kept others from noticing him. Right now she didn't know if she wanted him to be noticed, and suspected that he was one of those Advanced Humans. What if the Order of Rayne came for him and took him away? She couldn't handle that thought.
“I know my son isn't the best student,” Pamela replied carefully. “You know that he saw his dad die a couple years ago, and I just don’t think he has recovered yet. Please don’t segregate him, don’t take him out of the mainstream.” She had a small tear in her left eye, and wiped it away. “What can I do to avoid that?”
She gave him the look that had always worked for every man she ever wanted something from. “You can talk to him, Pamela, tell him to open up,” Jenners said. “If he hasn't improved by the end of the year, I’m afraid I will recommend that he find another school, something more suited to his needs. Please work with him, encourage him to be more social. Get him to talk more. I’m sorry I had to discuss this with you, but it is part of my job.”
She sat there in shock, for “the look” hadn’t worked! But she knew that he was right. She shared Jenners’ concern and was worried, for Jordan never talked to anyone but her, and was very terse when he did. He had become obsessed with Lego's and with drawing. She knew her son was unusually creative. For Mothers Day he had made her the most beautiful card and an incredible bouquet of flowers entirely out of Lego's.
“I will work harder with him, Mr. Jenners,” she said, raising her voice a little. “And if that doesn't work then I will move him out of this town, out of the state if I have to,” she said with quick emotion. “My son will not go to school with retards.” She grabbed her purse and walked to the door.
“Mrs. Michaels don’t be angry, it’s in Jordan’s best interest,” Jenners said quickly. “We want him to be successful. He won’t make it in life if you patronize him. Don’t be like all the other parents and blame the system. Some kids just need a helping hand.” Jenners had become increasingly frustrated with a lot of the parents over the last ten years. Everything was always everybody else’s fault, the parents or their children were always blameless.
“Screw you, Principal Jenners, keep your opinions to yourself,” Pamela said heatedly, and slammed the door. Jenner was shocked. He was used to being told off by parents, it had become routine by now. However not Pamela, so sweet and beautiful! He was truly worried about Jordan. A child like him with an enabling parent could be dangerous. He was quiet now, suppressing his emotions, but later the boy would express himself and if he didn’t know how to do it with words, he would do it with actions. Those actions could lead to a much more violent life. A retard school, as she had put it, would be much preferred over a life in and out of correctional institutions.
When Jordan saw his mother’s car parked outside the school, he smiled a little. Pamela watched as all the other kids held conversations with each other, teasing and playing. Then she saw her son walking toward her, exchanging not a word to anyone else, and not a word from them to him. At least he wasn’t getting picked on today, she thought. Then she stopped that thought. Wouldn’t it be better to be picked on than to have no social interaction at all? Jenners was right in some ways, she decided; she would help Jordan improve his social skills.
“Mommy, you’re here,” Jordan said. “Why aren't you at work?” He usually walked the two blocks and sat at the diner for about an hour drawing or doing homework until she got off shift. “Were you crying mommy?” Pamela knew she could keep nothing from him.
“No honey, I just came to school to talk to your Principal. We just want to make sure you are happy at school, and we were just talking about ways to make sure that you succeed.” She was telling half-truths now, but the message was what was important. “Did you meet any friends this week?”
“I don’t like the other kids, they’re stupid. Can’t you just teach me at home, I know some kids do that. I don’t want to go to school anymore.” Pamela could see her son’s distress and Jordan could feel her displeasure. He wasn’t used to that feeling. She was always happy with him.
“No honey, you need to make friends, you need to learn to be around other kids. I can’t always be there for you, what about when you go away for college, what are you going to do then?” Her voice had a tone to it he hadn’t heard before. Was she talking about leaving him alone? That would not be acceptable, not at all.
“I’ll never leave you mommy, I won’t go to college. I’ll live with you forever. I don’t want any other friends.” At this moment she understood what babying him so much had done: when she passed on he would be a hermit. He would never marry, never have kids, never be truly happy. Her unconditional love had set him up to be a recluse, closed-off from the rest of the world.
“Jordan, that is not OK. I want you to be a good man when you get older. Please tell me that you’ll grow up, please tell me that you’ll learn to be happy,” she said, crying like she hadn’t since Brent had died. “I can’t stand the thought of you always being like this, it will kill me.”
Like this, he thought. She didn’t want him to be like this. Like himself! She didn’t love him. She hated him. He knew that he wasn’t dumb, he understood just how intelligent he really was, but he had always thought that his mother wanted him to hide it. It wasn’t anyone else’s business that he was a genius, and he knew the Order would try to take him if they found out. He knew, however, that he could use his intelligence for his mother, and could make her life better. A feeling of self-reproach grew within him, and then blazing anger. Pamela saw the strain on her son’s face and thought he might cry, something she had not seen him do for a long time. Then, suddenly, the windshield broke and Pamela screamed.
“I’m sorry mommy, I’ll do better. I’ll be the boy you want me to be. I’ll make friends, I’ll do better in school. Please don’t leave me alone.” She grabbed him and held him tight. She had forgotten about the windshield, forgotten about the rent money she owed. She didn’t think about how it happened, and she didn’t notice the people staring at her vehicle, wondering what the hell had happened. She only thought that finally, she had gotten through to her boy, and that everything would be fine.
She cleaned the broken safety glass off the seat and drove home with her son. She tucked Jordan into bed that night after a dinner during which he talked more than he ever had before. He talked about a girl in class named Erica that he thought was cute, but of course not as beautiful as his mom, and he even watched MTV in his room for an hour.
When he was asleep, she drove to Jack’s house and gave him the news he had wanted for so long. She told him that she was finally over Brent, and that she wanted to be with him. It was only half true though. She wanted a male role model for Jordan, and Jack was a good man. That night she gave herself physically to him, without reservation, and was even able to give herself a little emotionally. At least as much emotion as she was able to give since high school. It felt good to her and she hoped that she could grow to love him; she never wanted to ever hurt him and for Jordan’s sake she never intended to. She would play the role she had once before, but this time she would be a trophy for a man with a pure heart, one that she was sure would never hurt her or her son.
She drove back home in Jack’s 2007 Escalade and went to bed with a smile on her face. It was the happiest she had felt going to sleep in God knows how long, maybe ever. Sometimes comfort is the greatest happiness one can ever hope for, she thought. The comfort of knowing that you never had to worry about anything again.
Chapter Three: Change
The next day at school, Mrs Albrecht asked someone to come up front to read from the history textbook. The subject was English history and the discussion was about the Tudors. The class was astonished when Jordan Michaels raised his hand.
“Jordan, do you need to use the restroom?”
“No Mrs. Albrecht,“ Jordan said, grabbing his book and walking to the front of the class. “I would like to read from the book.” He read fluently and effortlessly for about three minutes, amazing everyone.
“Thank you Jordan, that was done very well.” That compliment would have pleased many of the children, but Jordan didn’t care about impressing his teacher, his only concern was to make his mother happy.
The kid sitting behind him, an obese boy named Chris, leaned forward and whispered, “Did your retard pills wear off, faggot?” But Jordan ignored him. He could care less what a fat little boy thought of him.
The next few weeks went well. He brought his report card home to his mom. He had gone from mostly C’s and D’s to A’s and B’s. Pamela was so proud, and felt, finally, that she was a good mother. Jack was a good father too. He spent time with Jordan, helped him with homework, and bought him a new computer which Jordan immediately conquered. Pamela felt that Jordan seemed to genuinely like Jack.
Jordan, however, was completely indifferent and only thought of Jack as someone who made his mother happy. Pamela loved seeing Jordan become great at things, and he loved achieving for her. His attachment to the computer stemmed from his knowledge that he could use them to make a lot of money when he got older, and take care of his mother.
Jordan began talking to girls. He kicked the shit out of the fat kid at a playground a couple of weeks later, right in front of one of the cutest girls in the class. He was small, but he was tough, and he knew that girls liked bad boys. If he was ever going to give his mother what she wanted—grand-kids and a daughter-in-law—he was going to have to master these skills.
At an early age he wondered whether he would love someone else when he got older, and maybe have a child of his own, but he doubted it. Even at ten years old he felt cursed. He knew he had killed his dad, and even had an idea how he did it. He also knew that he had destroyed his mom’s windshield. It had always happened when he was angry, and he only got angry for his mom.
He also knew that he was stronger than he should have been. He hit a baseball out of the schoolyard one day, a feat not even the older boys had accomplished. It was even more remarkable because it was the first time he had ever hit a baseball. Another day they were playing touch football and one of the other kids decided to blindside him. The other boy hit the ground and Jordan barely changed direction. He got in trouble that time, because the P.E. teacher assumed that he had given his attacker a straight-arm.
He learned quickly that he had to hold back. In gym class, when they raced, he was careful to always take second place. During football games, he allowed himself to get tackled so that no one would suspect his unusual abilities. He allowed himself to show off just a little, but not too much.
Over the next few years, despite his lack of empathy for others, he made a lot of friends. Of course they were a means to an end, but he learned to experience joy in their company, even though he could not do so wholeheartedly. Despite being small for his age, as he entered High School, he was already being touted as the savior for every school sport. His mother loved that.
Pamela married Jack and was happier than ever. Her son was the envy of all the other parents. Incredibly, she had actually fallen in love with Jack, something she hadn’t thought possible, and he had never raised his voice or his hand to her. Jack had just put up his fifth quadplex and the rent he pulled in allowed him to work out of his home. Everything was perfect.
Pamela continued to work at the diner. She decided that it was good for her to have a paying job, to get out of the house, to never truly have to depend on someone else. It also made her happy to be around the people at the diner. They loved her, they loved Jordan, and even though a few of her male patrons were jealous, they learned to love the fact that she had remarried.
Things were going so perfect. However perfect never lasts, something always happens. In June, the summer before Jordan’s senior year, Jack was in a terrible accident. He stayed on life support for five days, and then he was gone.
Pamela cried for a long time, and for the first time she mourned for someone besides herself or her son. Jordan tried to stop his mother from crying. He was helpless though, and realized that he couldn’t protect her from everything. That he could not accept. He would become stronger. He would make it so that she would never be hurt again.
A few weeks later Pamela sold all of Jack’s real estate properties and banked one million dollars, intent on ensuring that she and Jordan would be taken care of for the rest of their lives. Jordan went back to school and Pamela again returned to work. On her first day back the place was packed, and everyone offered their condolences. For Pamela it was a bittersweet reminder that everyone present acknowledged her true love for Jack, whereas no one was there for her after Brent died.
In late August Jordan showed up for his senior year at Parkersville high school with a different attitude. Previously he had held back some of his abilities, and some of his strength. Now, from his middle linebacker position on the Wolves football team, he was taken off the field after injuring two of his teammates. William Jones, an all state offensive lineman, flew straight back into Jeremy Stevens, the Wolves quarterback.
“Jordan, settle down, its only practice. Save some of that for the game.” He was sitting in coach Kiffen’s office. “Are you ready to come back so soon after your father’s death? Do you need more time?” Jordan knew these questions were rhetorical, he knew that Kiffen wanted him on the field that Saturday.
“Coach, I’m OK, I just need to let off a little anger. I need to work this out my own way. My mom needs to see me play.” He was excited about that thought. His mom would see him that Saturday and she would forget everything for a couple of hours. He would destroy the other team and have his name in the paper again. She would be proud, and that would make him happy.
“That’s what I want to hear. Just don’t hurt anymore of our players, we need them all against Marion City!” Jordan understood coach’s concern and knew that he was paid to win, and no excuses. Everyone knew that Kiffen had almost lost his job four years ago after a 2-10 season, but thanks to Jordan showing up three years ago, he had the best defense in the state and went to the state title game. They won that game 35 to 7 and Jordan had been on the Minneapolis local news. That had really made his mom proud.
Jordan remembered with startling clarity what had happened halfway through his freshman year. One Saturday afternoon a man had knocked on the door, a tall, broad-shouldered man named Lief Callahan. They recognized him instantly from the news as the chief recruiter for the Order of Rayne. At first, Pamela was frightened that Callahan would take Jordan, but he reassured her right away. “We only want to know if he really is one of us. It will be his choice if he wants to join our Order, for training. We will watch him though, because it is our responsibility under the Treaty of Rayne to know the location of every advanced human.”
Lief took a sample of Jordan’s blood and tested it in a van right outside the house. The results did not surprise Pamela, she could see it written on Lief’s face. “He’s an EAP, isn’t he?” she asked. Lief just nodded.
Lief looked directly at the fifteen year old Jordan. “Do you want to go with me and help the Order make the world a better place?” Jordan saw the look of eagerness and anticipation, and sensed that this man really wanted him. Lief’s tests told him that Jordan’s blood had an unusually high amount of the DNA that made all advanced humans special. This boy was a pure-blood, and scored at one of the highest levels he had ever encountered.
“No sir,” Jordan replied. “I need to stay with my Mom. I won’t leave her yet. I am honored though and will consider it again when I’m older.” He did feel a little temptation to go. He knew he could make this world better; a world that had given him a violent drunk for a father and a school filled with mean-spirited classmates that had only come around when he had conformed to their rules. He could make it safer for his mother, and better still, would be with others like him. It was a comforting thought.
“I really wish you would reconsider, Jordan, but as you might know already, United Nations Rule 72 of the Order of Rayne Charter, and the Treaty of Rayne, expressly forbids the forcible enrollment of anyone without their free will consent, unless that person is demonstrably a menace to society.” Lief was disappointed. They could really use this boy. Who knew what kind of power he could develop with proper training? Of course there was the other side of the fence: without guidance this young man could be very dangerous.
Lief saw that the boy’s mind was made up, and decided not to force the issue. “I must make you aware that the Order will keep you under observation. It is our duty to regulate the use of your powers for the good of the human race. If you abuse them in a way that hurts others, then we will come for you. We know about your father, and your role in his death. We also know that you didn’t mean to do it, and that frightens us because you do not yet have control of your powers, and you can be dangerous to everyone around you.” Lief paused and tried one more time to enlist the boy. “We can help you learn to control your abilities, Jordan. Even now, you are still unaware of your potential.”
Pamela and Jordan looked at each other. They had never talked about what they both knew, that Jordan had accidentally killed his father. “I understand sir, but my mom needs me here. I have learned to control it better, and I haven’t hurt anyone since then. I promise I will be careful.”
Lief gave it up for now. “No paralyzed bodies on the football field then. I’ve seen you in action, you should probably slow down a little bit before someone gets hurt. If that happens, people will pressure us to do something about it.”
He walked out the door and the van drove away. Jordan knew he was right. An editorial in the paper had already outted him as an EAP. Everyone knew a kid his size, barely six foot and only weighing a hundred fifty pounds, couldn't be that good and that fast. There had been a couple of parents who complained to the superintendent, but U.S. laws forbade discrimination based on extraordinary ability. Another editorial argued that not letting him play would be akin to someone complaining that a seven foot basketball player shouldn’t be allowed to compete because they had an unfair advantage.
Pamela looked at her son. “Jordan, promise me that someday you will train with them. Promise me you will meet your full potential. I want you to be the best you can be.”
“I promise, mom.” Then he went into his room and worked on his homework, which took him thirty minutes despite the fact that all of his classes were Advanced Placement college courses.
Jordan heard coach cough and his thoughts returned to the present. “Uh, yes, you’re right, Coach Kiffen. Don’t worry, I’ll keep myself together.”
On the walk home, Jordan realized that he had gone over the line in practice, and left himself open to forcible assimilation by the Order. Coach was right! He had to settle down a little. Letters from the Order had come every month since the meeting. They were mostly just to keep in touch, but usually contained Order updates and news items of interest to potential members. Each letter described one of the heroes of the Order, and were very well written.
The letters also described the activity of rogues, people with power who had used it to do evil. These stories fascinated him, in particular, the story of a man named Jeremy Jonas, who had robbed a bank by putting everyone inside to sleep. Then Jonas woke up the bank manager and made him open the safe. Fortunately no one was hurt, but the Order found out that day and brought him in He was now incarcerated in a cell with ten foot thick walls. His only contact was another Order member who brought his food, and that individual was immune to psychological powers. Jeremy Jonas would possibly spend the rest of his life in that cell, Jordan thought, so he’d better watch himself.
Jordan understood that these rogue stories had their purpose, and that they were needed to deter advanced humans from criminal activity. Although even rogue EAP’s were protected by laws, they were also bound to a different punishment system. They could not be incarcerated by normal means, and so the Order had reached agreement with over half of the countries of the world. EAP’s had equal rights as long as they obeyed the law, but lost those rights once convicted of a crime. All advanced human criminals, worldwide, were the responsibility of the Order of Rayne.
One night as he sat alone in his room in silence, not even a television or a radio on, Jordan found himself soul-searching. He had spent his whole life trying to do for his mother. He hoped that he would not go down the wrong path and disgrace her. The danger now was that by trying to make her proud of him, he might accidentally do something to put himself on the wrong side. Like bashing his teammates in practice, or crushing someone in a real game. He wanted so badly to not make that mistake.
The problem was that he knew in his heart that he could give her everything. He had the feeling that if he put his mind to it, no one could stop him. Often when teachers talked to him, he felt irritation that someone so inferior could tell him what to do. He hated himself when he had those feelings, but sometimes he could not control them.
The real question, he asked himself, is ‘how far will I go to protect mom?’ And he knew the answer: anything. There were no laws, no organizations, nothing that would stop him from keeping her safe. Once he made that decision, he knew he had to start thinking about how to use his powers for that end. To protect her he may have to join the Order, he may even have to leave her for a while. One thought went through his mind as he fell asleep.
No matter what
I will protect her.
Chapter Four: New
Jordan laid on his bed, letting his mind go free. As far as he was concerned he was in his room by himself. He wasn't alone though.
Sandy slowly slid her hand up his leg. He wasn’t expecting anything different to happen though. He would pretend he enjoyed what was happening long enough to set his future in motion; one day he knew he would have to go through this human ritual to give his mother the grandchildren she wanted.
The problem in his mind was that he did enjoy it. As her hand inched closer to its destination he felt different, and it felt good. From his head to the lower reaches of his body, he tingled. She lent her lips to the equation and within a short time she was aware of his approval. For the first time in his life, he found something that truly took his mind off his mother; he had found pleasure, and it would be his new hobby.
After it was over, he expected Sandy to regard him as someone she had just conquered, but instead she looked at him expectantly. She knew she had satisfied him and she was happy about that. This was a guy she had wanted for a long time, and felt that she knew how to get him and keep him.
If she could have looked into Jordan’s mind, however, she would have been disappointed. Although he may have found something he liked in her, she was foolish to believe she could have him to herself. His destiny was in motion, and Sandy Jacobson was not to be part of it.
He thought again about joining the Order, and how those powerful friends could help him protect his mom even more. For now, though, he was intent on enjoying the moment. Sandy was lying next to him, expecting him to act.[see comments]He did. His understated physical superiority allowed him to make up for the fact that it was his first time. Minutes later, he looked down to see a look of incredible satisfaction on her face.
“Do you love me?” Sandy said, smiling at him with a look of longing. She was gorgeous, but he knew he could find better. He could conquer the best! He could have anything he wanted, and he knew it.
“Not a chance,” he said tersely, and her smile disappeared.
“So, same time, same game tomorrow?” he asked. Sandy’s smile reappeared. If she couldn’t have his love now, then she would try to earn it. Unfortunately, the only thing she would gain would be a heart break.
“Anything, any time you want. I am yours.” She was rubbing his legs again, hoping to entice him into a little overtime. Well, why not, he thought…
He woke up to the sound of a car in the driveway. Mom! The alarm clock said 10pm and he realized that they had fallen asleep. Oh shit. “Hey wake up, my mom’s home.” Sandy rose quickly and dressed, her beautiful nakedness covered much too quickly for his taste, but necessarily so. “Go out the window, quick.”
She didn’t even begin to argue. She would do what he asked. Power over another person was kind of fun, she thought, as she clambered out the bedroom window at the back of the house and made her way home. Jordan fell back asleep with a smile on his face, the first real honest smile of his young life.
“Wake up honey,” Pamela said the next morning as she entered his room. “I want you to go to the grocery store with me.” Jordan woke quickly and looked over at the clock that read 9am. A normal high school senior would have probably been groggy so early on a Saturday morning, but he wasn’t cursed with such limitations. He often wondered if he even needed to sleep and guessed that since he did sleep, he probably needed it.
He threw on a pair of jeans, a wife beater, and his letter jacket and went out to the kitchen. “So was that Sandy Jacobson here last night?” He was only slightly shocked that she knew. She had learned to be more observant over the last few years, and Jack had allowed her to use her brain. She was definitely a stronger person because of him.
“Yeah, we kind of fell asleep. Won’t happen again, I promise.” He meant it. He should have kicked her out as soon as he was done with her. It was a mistake that he wouldn’t repeat.
“Don’t worry about it Jordan. I’m kinda happy you took an interest in a girl and she isn’t a bad one to have a thing for. She’s cute.” She was smiling at him with a knowing look. She was that age once, and in love. “I’m your mother, but I also know that I will not be able to control you much longer. You are meant for something special. I just hope I instilled enough morals in you to make the right decisions. Just be careful, you don’t need to be a father yet.”
“Thanks for understanding mom. I only want to make you happy. I know you want me to do things for myself, but it’s hard for me. I’ve always thought about life in terms of what you’d want me to do. Now I sometimes think about what I want.”
“That makes me happy,” she said, with the biggest smile Jordan had ever seen. “Seeing you happy is all I want.” She hugged him to her tightly. “By the way, I don’t want you waiting forever to make me a grandmother.”
Jordan thought about that. He might like a little one of his own, and maybe he or she would be powerful like him. With his greater experience, he could help his child grow up to use their powers wisely. Then he thought of last night; hopefully that little one wouldn’t come nine months from now!
Pamela and Jordan walked into the local Kello grocery store at about 9:30am. Jordan immediately noticed that Bob Kello was standing motionless behind the counter, a paralyzed look on his face. Across the counter was a man with a ski mask and a gun in his hand. He quickly turned his gun toward the two people entering the store. Without hesitation, Jordan stepped in front of his mother.
“Both of you, hands up and move toward me,” ski mask said nervously. “I ain't having you runnin’ to no cops.”
Jordan moved slowly toward the gunman, keeping his body in front of Pamela. “No sudden moves, motherfuckers!” Jordan felt a slow rage begin to burn inside him, but he decided to control it. He must think first of his mom, and Mr. Kello as well.
“Sir, you don’t need to do this,” Jordan said calmly, still moving carefully toward the man with the mask. “Put down your gun.” He felt it was only right to warn the guy first. “If you put the gun down now then I will not hurt you.” He never wanted to kill another person like he had his father, but if he had to…
The gunman looked directly at Jordan. “Shut up, motherfucker! I’ll kill you and you’re whore mother there. First I’m going to fuck her pretty face.”
Brent was the only person who had ever called his mom a whore, and he felt the rage fill him up again, but this time he acted swiftly. Now only ten feet away from the man, Jordan extended his arm in a lightning quick strike, just as the gun went off.
“NO!!!” Pamela screamed, covering her eyes, and opened them again quickly, expecting to find her son on the floor, a bloody mess. Surprisingly instead she saw Jordan open his hand, the bullet inside. The masked man looked at him, a horrified look on his face. Shit! he thought. I’ve just tried to murder one of them EAP’S!
“I’m sorry man,” the gunman said, trembling for his life. “I didn’t mean to shoot. I’m just a sick junkie man, I ain't never shot no one before. Please don’t hurt me, I’ll change.” He looked at Pamela. “I wasn’t going to rape you, I was just trying to scare ya.”
Jordan wasn’t listening. He grabbed the intruder and threw him violently toward the far wall of the store. The man’s head hit the edge of a shelf with a thud, boxes of cereal crashing on top of the now lifeless body. This guy wasn’t going to be a junkie any more, Jordan thought. Junkies needed to have a pulse to shoot up.
“Sorry I made your store a mess,” Jordan said to Kello, dismissing the man he had just killed without apparent concern. “I’ll help you clean up.” The fact that he had just ended a man’s life was secondary to the inconvenience of the store owner.
“Don’t worry Jordan,” Kello said nervously. “Let’s just decide how to spin this so that you don’t get in trouble. I didn’t hear him plead for his life did you?” Bob Kello knew he would probably be dead right now if not for Jordan. He also knew that Jordan would likely not get in trouble for what had happened; it was a clear case of self defense. That bullet though! The boy had simply caught it in his hand! Kello, although grateful, felt a pang of fear. From now on, he would have to stay on the good side of Jordan Michaels.
“No Mr. Kello,” Jordan replied. “I don’t want to hide the truth. The Order will want to know what happened and I will tell them. I know they’ll understand.” He knew this situation would change things. People already speculated that he was one of them, and now they would know for sure. Moreover, the Order would surely find out and he might now be subject to their discipline
The news stories focused on the holdup that night. “Yes it is true that a person with advanced abilities thwarted the hold up, and that person was our very own Jordan Michaels!” declared Anderson Fel, the police chief, at a press conference briefing. Fel was interested in answering all questions at once, and even more interested in the political capital that such a press conference would generate.
“No, he is not part of the Order of Rayne, but we have been in contact with them and I am happy to say that Adam Rayne himself is coming to our community to talk to Jordan, his mother, and myself,” Fel said with a broad grin. Now he just needed to see the public’s reaction and decide what side he would take. If the people supported Jordan overwhelmingly, then he would do likewise. If they felt him a threat, then he’d crucify the boy. He was confident of the former.
The next few hours validated his judgment, as hundreds of phone calls were logged at the front desk, asking him to tell the Order not to punish Jordan. Only a few of Parkersville’s elderly citizens wanted to know what he was going to do to protect the town from this abomination.
At home, Jordan prepared himself and his mother. “The Order might require my enrollment, because it might be the only way to keep me from being incarcerated, or worse. They might decide I’m too much of a threat.”
“Jordan, you’re being paranoid! Pamela said, astonished. “They know you did it to save us. They might want to train you, but do you think if they were going to destroy you that they’d set up a meeting with us?” Jordan thought about that; it was a good point. Even if the Order did not take him in, he was pretty sure they’d want to put a little control on him, and he was pretty sure it was a good idea.
“Mom, I’m going to go see Sandy for a little bit, just in case I don’t get to see her again. Her parents are out of town, I’ll be back in about an hour.” Pamela said OK and he walked out the front door, intending to hoof it the four blocks to Sandy’s house. He walked right by the media people camped just past the sidewalk, and refused to answer questions. When they tried to follow, he showed them how fast he could move, running the four blocks in a matter of seconds. He looked around to make sure no one saw where he was going, and entered Sandy’s house by the side door. He took out all the anxiety he was feeling on her, and she enjoyed it.
“I don’t care if you don’t love me Jordan, I love you! I always have and I always will. If they take you away, then take me with you,” she said desperately. “I’ll learn to make you happy.”
“You can start by shutting up,” Jordan replied flatly. “Look, I really like you, I more than like you, but I’m not ready for love. I have a lot of other things on my mind right now. Getting laid is one of them, love is not. If you follow me I'll only break your heart, I'm not going to be with just one girl right now and that’s the way it’s going to be. Anyway if I do stay here, then it’s the same way. If you can be happy with just being my friend with benefits, then we can continue this, but if you can’t then you might want to find someone else.”
Sandy’s face hardened. “Fine, then I will find some one else. I hate you, you make me sick! Just because you’re all over the news and you think you can have any girl, you think you can treat me like this. Well, you can’t! Now get the fuck out!”
He left knowing that it wouldn’t be the last time he had her. All he had to do was tell her he was sorry, and he actually was a little. He was trying to be honest in the only way he knew, and he didn’t want to hurt her. Unfortunately sometimes the truth hurts.
At noon the next day, Pamela and Jordan entered the courthouse and sat down at a small round table. Police Chief Fel greeted them. “Well you definitely have the support of the people here, my phone’s been off the hook with well-wishers.”
“Thank you Mr. Fel,” Jordan said deferentially. “I appreciate what you’ve done for me, and I assure you that I never meant to kill that man. It was an accident.”
“Don’t worry about that son, and if you don’t mind me saying, he had it coming to him. The man had a long criminal record. Several drug charges, and a couple of robberies. If not you, then someone else would have gotten him eventually.” Yep, he sure liked the fact that someone like that had got taken out in his town. Lots of good publicity.
“I know sir, but there are laws, and he should have had his day in court. I lost my composure, I promise you I will learn to control myself.” He had been thinking about the incident since he woke up. He thought about the guy’s mom, maybe even kids, that would be missing him right now. He had acted without thinking and it cost a man his life.
“I’m glad you understand your mistakes, Jordan,” said a voice from the doorway of the little office. There stood Adam Rayne, the most respected and detested person in the world, and behind him, a man and a woman Jordan did not recognize. Rayne was a big man, broad shouldered, and looked to be in shape, Jordan thought. He measured Rayne and decided that he was not a man to mess with.
“Now we need to decide just what we need to do to clear this all up,” Rayne said in a voice that was used to issuing commands and having them obeyed. “Mr. Fel, I appreciate what you’ve done, but this conversation is between the Order and Jordan Michaels. Mr. Doan here is the U.S. government representative monitoring our decision.”
The Police Chief left the office somewhat hesitantly, and the very attractive red-headed woman standing next to Rayne waved her hand, closing the door immediately behind Fels. “Jordan this is my associate, Annabelle Smith,” Rayne said. “She is one of the Generals in the Order of Rayne, and one of the wisest. Over here is Special Agent Steven Doan, from the Order of Rayne Liaison Office of the United States government. He will help us decide what to do with you.”
ORLO! Jordan thought, he must be in big trouble. He had read about those guys, they basically had the power to determine the fate of every advanced human. “Jordan don’t worry, we aren’t going to kill you or put you away,” Doan said, “but it is essential that you learn to have better control of your enhanced abilities. There is a lot of political pressure on the Order to make sure that there are no renegades out there. People get scared and not everyone trusts EAP’s.”
Annabelle Smith, still standing next to Rayne, said, “we have surveyed the situation. We’ve talked to the store owner and the Police Chief and we think we can spin the whole story to benefit us, and you. People have to believe that you truly felt that your mother and Mr. Kello were in danger, and that you did what you did purposely. We can’t have society thinking that you had no control over yourself.”
“Do you think you can back up this story?” Doan asked Jordan. “I don’t think it’s far fetched.” Jordan surveyed the room, considering. Rayne and Doan stood stone-faced, waiting for his reply. Annabelle looked even more no-nonsense, and that was hot. His mother just nodded to him.
“Wouldn’t that be a lie though? It would be wrong, I didn’t have control, I lost it. I think I am dangerous.” They all looked surprised at his answer. They were giving him an easy out, a way to come out the hero. “I need training, I need to learn to control this thing, I don’t want to hurt someone I care about.”
“We can accomplish this without setting off alarms,” Rayne said with raised voice. Jordan could see that he was irritated. “Some people are looking for a reason to start a war between normal humans and EAP’s,” he said, calming down. “If we do it your way, we will have to take you in and let people know that you are being rehabilitated. Then after you are trained, everyone will be waiting for you to make another mistake, and you will have less than no room for error. It will make it very difficult on you and us. Please reconsider, we can train you without people wanting to burn you at the stake.”
Jordan sat there for a moment. He knew they were right. Of course, if it became broadly known that he was out of control, all of that wonderful public support would probably turn to fear and hatred. He had already made up his mind, but if he was to ever become the man he needed to be then he must learn to listen to others with superior knowledge. “OK,” Jordan agreed, “I’m ready to come in. Just let me know what I need to say. Whatever happens I want to be able to see my mother at least once a month.”
“That won’t be a problem,” Rayne said, satisfied.
“You will be back every weekend and holiday, and travel to and from Maine will be taken care of by the Order,” Annabelle said. “Jordan, I have a feeling about you, you’re special, you will be one of our leaders and your mother will have reason to be very proud of you. Use us for our knowledge, and we’ll use your skills to make the world a better place.”
Her words put a chill down his spine, for she had spoken them in a way that appealed to him. Not only because they were what he wanted to hear, but because he wanted nothing more than to be alone with Annabelle Smith for just an hour. As he thought this, her expression changed and she scowled, followed a second later by an eye wink. Damn, she could read minds! He was going to have to be careful of that.
“Then it’s settled.” Mr. Doan said. “We will have another talk with Mr. Kello to make sure he is on the same page, and with your humble law enforcement leader to make sure he will play ball, and we will hold a press conference declaring you a hero. Then we will pack you up and head to Maine. Jordan, this is going to be a big week for you.”
“Thank you for this opportunity, all of you.” Jordan looked over and saw a small tear in his mother’s eye, but she was also smiling. She knew she would miss him, but she knew he would be better off going with them.
Five hours later Jordan was in a jet that rivaled the nicest houses he had ever seen. Clearly, the Order was not financially challenged. “Strap in, young one,” Annabelle said to him. He put his seat belt on and she strapped in right next to him.
“So who’s flying this thing?” Jordan asked. Annabelle explained that it was Adam, and that he would also learn how to fly. She told him that all advanced humans had the ability to learn things quickly, and with their extraordinary reflexes they were all natural pilots.
As he listened, he couldn’t help but look at her perfectly formed body. Remembering that she could also read his mind, he looked away. “Don’t worry about offending me,” Annabelle said. “I can’t read your exact thoughts, I can feel intent though, and I’m used to men intending things with me. I just want to let you know that I am too old for you and I like to keep things business-like. So don’t get your hopes up.”
“Don’t worry,” Jordan replied, “I’m just your average teenage boy, my eyes just wandered a little, I have no real intent as you call it.” He had a little sneer on his face and she could tell he was trying to be a smart-ass. “But don’t think I wouldn’t do it if I had the chance.” He knew he could have any young woman in his home town, but Annabelle and anyone from the Order would be a challenge, and that sounded like fun.
Fun! He never thought he would feel comfortable with that word. Now he never thought he could live without it and he intended to swim in it for the rest of his life. He would save the world during the week and enjoy his life on nights and weekends. He thought he had it all figured out, everything was so simple. At that age isn’t life always simple.
Annabelle pulled out a small computer and started typing away. Company business, he assumed. Steven and Adam were up front in the cockpit, talking about the U.N. and Iran. Jordan just sat there wide-eyed, looking out the window and thinking about his mother. Over the next hour, his thoughts went back and forth from dreams about his future to how his mom would deal with life without him. He hoped she was OK, but he knew she would be. Since Jack died she had become much stronger.
“She’ll be OK Jordan,” Annabelle said suddenly, breaking into his reverie. “She will miss you, but you had to leave eventually. We all had to at one point. I was eight when Adam found me twenty years ago, ten years before the world knew we existed. If I didn't do this I would be a powerful young woman floating through life, using my gifts as a con or something. Now I make a difference. The pay is good too.”
“I know,” Jordan said, “but since I was little she was all I had. It’s been tough for me to move beyond that, to live for myself, to belong to something else besides my family. I guess football helped me change a little, but this is a big step.” His thoughts returned to the football team for the first time since his situation in the grocery store. They were playing a huge game, one they would probably lose without him.
If he never joined the Order, he guessed he probably could have become a professional football player and taken care of his family that way. That dream now seemed empty compared to what he assumed he would do with his new team. Saving lives was better than making a tackle. Stopping wars was better than stopping a quarterback.
He finally dozed off, thinking about the future. Strangely enough, he fell asleep thinking about Sandy. About how he had treated her, and how that made him feel. He hated that he felt less empathy for her than his enjoyment of the power he had over her. Hopefully he would one day be able to control those feelings.
The following is an excerpt from the Order of Rayne's website homepage, designed to answer some basic questions from ordinary citizens.
Order of Rayne: Definition of terms
EAP One: Slight evolution, very limited abilities
EAP Two, Three: May have light healing, telepathic abilities
EAP Three, Four: High potential, descent healing, telepathic abilities
EAP Five: Very powerful, can manipulate almost any normal human
EAP Six: Very quick healing, high elemental and mind manipulation
EAP Seven: Virtually immortal, do not age, heal immediately, must be
completely destroyed to terminate
Prospectus: New recruit, not yet actual member of the Order
Apprentice: Official member of Order, Lowest level
Associate: May have their own missions, do not need supervision of superiors
Advance Soldier: Completely trained, have their own groups to lead
Generals Elite Soldier: Highest ranking besides General, make all decisions
General: Leader of the Order of Rayne
Chapter Five: Academy
The aircraft landed in Maine at 10pm. The Order of Rayne’s base was all inclusive: they had their own airport, their own stores and bars, living quarters, training facilities, a bank, and even their own movie theatre. Only a small part of the base was reserved for members, and the rest was open to the public. Plenty of Order ‘groupies’ hung out just to be part of the experience, and as long as they didn’t get out of hand they were welcomed. Like any good diplomat, Adam Rayne took great care to keep amicable relations between the Order and the general public.
They were met on the tarmac by a young boy who could not have been more than a year older than Jordan. “Hi, you must be Jordan. My name is Espen Jules, I will be your roommate. I am glad to meet you, I’ve heard a lot about you.”
“Thank you, I'm glad to meet you too,” Jordan said, matching the others careful politeness. “I hope my snoring doesn't keep you up.” Jordan smiled and shook his hand. “So where do we sleep?”
Jordan followed Espen to a hotel located at the south end of the airport, about a hundred yards from where the jet had landed. “We’re on the fifth floor,” Espen said. “Vending machines are on the fourth floor and the pools are on the first floor. We’re up at eight every morning and done with general training at eleven. After lunch you will have your elective training. Your mentor will choose your electives. I would suggest the mind control lessons.” Espen raised his voice as he said those last words, attempting to probe the new recruit’s mind. “Well, I can tell that your mind is well beyond my ability to control, and I won’t try again.”
“So are there a lot of girls here? Any hot ones?” Jordan asked him. “Hook me up with some,” Jordan said mockingly, and Espen’s face turned an uncomfortable red. Then Jordan smiled a ‘just messing with you’ smile and they both laughed. “I guess no trying to control either of our minds then, huh?”
“Yeah you’re right,” Espen replied. “Sorry I tried, I was just practicing. The answer though is that most of the girls here are pretty hot. You know we are all descendants of Mr. Rayne, and let’s just say he didn't sleep with any ugly women. You will want to check the genealogy files in the main office before you try to score with an Academy girl, anything more than second cousins twice removed is frowned on. You’d be better off just picking up some chicks from the club, one of the ECP’s.”
“What’s an ECP.” Jordan asked.
“An Evolutionally Challenged Person. It’s kind of our little joke. Don’t say it around one of the instructors, they don’t like anything that isn’t politically correct. The ECP’s here don’t really care though, they even call themselves that. They’ll do just about anything to hang out with us.”
Jordan was amazed. In Parkersville, being an EAP was something to hide. When the local newspaper first outted him, some people thought he was a monster. Here though, he would be treated like royalty! He could finally be proud of who he was.
As they walked down the hallway, Jordan noticed a little girl floating toward him. “I didn’t know any of us could fly.”
“Not like in the movies!” Espen replied. “She is controlling the air under her to push her up, and altering her cellular structure to make her lighter. None of us has figured out how to get much higher than ten feet off the ground, but Ericka there can do it about as well as any of us; then again she’s only weighs about eighty pounds. You or I would have to have much higher skill than that to even get a foot off the ground. Where the skill helps us though, is jumping. We can usually add about twenty percent to our ‘ups’ as they call it in the hood.”
“Wow! I have a lot to learn, this is intense. I can’t wait till tomorrow. Let’s pack and go to sleep.” Jordan was already infatuated with his new life.
“No go bro,” Espen said, smiling. “Unless you actually have to sleep more than four hours, then we’re going out and having fun. You’re getting initiated. You don’t have to sleep much more than that, do you?”
“Not really. How much do you sleep?”
“Right now I can put myself into a meditative state at night that rests me enough in half an hour to be alert the next day. If I get an hour in then I’m golden,” Espen said. “That’s one of the first things you’ll learn. We don’t waste a third of our lives sleeping like ECP’s. Also, once you’ve learned a little you’ll be able to get wasted and instantly turn yourself sober. The instructors actually want you to practice that so you can do it in a real life situation, just in case you need to some day.”
The two boys walked a few hundred yards to a small village. On one end was a convenience store and next to that a coffee shop. Jordan wondered why a coffee shop if they didn’t need sleep, but he’d surely find out. Next to the coffee shop were two bars, one on the ground floor and one on the second floor of a large brick building. The bottom bar was called the Shark Tank. He could see a dance floor from the window with four girls dancing with about seven guys. The bar upstairs was called the Library. Espen explained that this bar was the older people bar, where you went to gain an extra edge in your education and in the use of advanced abilities. Most of the instructors frequented the Library.
“This is only a small section of the complex,” Espen said. “We’re actually a fairly large city now, with our own government. I’ll show you around the place someday."
They entered the Shark Tank and went to the bar. “Watcha gonna have?” asked a tall man who looked to Jordan like a South Pacific islander. “Gonna have your usual Jack and Coke, Espen?”
“Yeah that’ll work, and make it two. This is my new roomie, name’s Jordan, he’s a powerful SOB. Tried my usual initiation tricks on him and they didn’t work.”
“Well sounds good to me. Remember the rules though, a four drink max until they hit Level Two; I don’t want another mess from one of the newbies.” Espen explained that two years ago, a couple of ECP girls were seriously hurt when a sixteen year old trainee got way too drunk and couldn’t control her powers. The Order paid over two million dollars to the families, and to keep the story out of the media..
“No problem Joe, I’ll keep an eye on him,” Espen said. “You seen Cindy around?”
“Yeah she just left a second ago, said she was going up to the Library to check on a friend. You know how she is though, she’ll be back in a minute.” The barkeep smiled and winked at Jordan. “She’s not gonna pass up an opportunity to catch an initiation night.”
Jordan grabbed the rocks glass, downed the contents, and immediately felt the effects. He had only ever had a couple of beers at a party once, and they didn’t affect him like this. “That was nice, how bout another one?”
“Coming up right away, only leaves you two more drinks man, might want to slow down after that.” Joe made the drink and placed it on the counter in front of Jordan. “Try sippin on dis one.”
Jordan nodded and turned to Espen. “So what now? Do I get beat down or tied to a flag pole? Bring it on!”
“Nope, nothing like that. You just have to take the hat off of Radja’s head. He’ll be the guy sitting over there at the Golden Tee game.” Jordan saw a huge man, easily 6’5” and three hundred pounds. The man acknowledged Jordan with a wave.
Jordan suddenly disappeared, moving incredibly fast, grabbed the hat and ran back to the bar. “That was easy!” But when he looked down at his hands, the hat was not there, “What the fuck?”
Jordan looked back to see the hat floating through the air toward Radja. A second later it was back on his head. “You didn’t think it would be that easy did you?” Espen said, and laughed. He then downed his drink and ordered his fifth or sixth, Jordan wasn’t sure.
“So what’s the trick then?” Jordan asked Espen. “His telepathy power obviously trumps my speed.”
“No, I ain't telling. That’s the whole fun of it! You have to figure it out, and you’ve got about three hours to do it.” As he said this, Annabelle appeared in the bar and a microphone floated toward her.
The music turned off and she spoke. “Ladies and Gentlemen, we have a new member of our family here today. He has the potential to be one our best colleagues. It is now our job to make sure he reaches that potential. I want you all to give a warm welcome to Jordan Michaels!”
As she said his name, all present, at least forty people, erupted in applause. Jordan saw that everyone was looking at him, including four cute girls sitting in the corner. The microphone floated toward him and sat in the air in front of him, waiting for him to pick it up. Jordan grabbed the microphone.
He was not unfamiliar with talking in front of people he didn't know. Post-game interviews with local media had eliminated his stage fright. “Thank you everyone, I only hope I can live up to the Order’s reputation and honor our code. I will work hard to be the best I can be.” Once more everyone applauded, the music resumed, and everyone went back to their business. A young brunette woman walked up to Espen and embraced him with a hug and quick kiss. She wore glasses and loose fitting clothes. She seemed to contrast with the other barbie doll wanna be's he saw in the bar.
Espen and Cindy walked over to Jordan with another girl. She was a nicely proportioned five foot two and with long, beautiful blond hair, one of her ears were visible and he noticed they were almost elf shaped. Interestingly the ears seemed to tie her all together. All in all she was about as close to perfection as Jordan had ever met. She wore a small T-Shirt with a picture of the biggest band at that time, Hollywood Burnout. “Hi my name is Carissa, I’ve heard you’re Espen's roommate. We'll probably be seeing a lot of each other.”
“Sounds good to me,” Jordan said. “I'll need some new friends here, and you look like my type.”
“It turns out you look like my type too,” she said, and blushed slightly. Jordan led her out to the dance floor and within seconds, she put her arms around him and kissed him. When the song was over, Jordan walked back toward Espen and Carissa went to the restroom.
“I think she likes you Jordan,” Cindy said. “Of course she’s heard how powerful you have a chance to be, and she wants a piece of that. She’s a good girl though, had her heart broken by a recent recruit. He told her he loved her and when he graduated, he stopped calling. She found out three months later that he was already married with a kid on the way.”
“Great, so I get introduced to someone who’s gonna be a basket case?” Jordan said. “Just what I need, a stalker.”
“No she’s not quite like that,” Cindy said, a little upset. “I would just ask you not play with her emotions. Powerful or not, if you fuck with her, I'll kick your ass. Right now she just wants to have a good time, and what better way to do that than with a cute new guy who could be the best?” She looked at Espen and added, "besides you, I mean."
“A good time’s what I’m looking for too. So it should work out.” Jordan turned around to take another look at Radja. He was at a pool table now. Jordan decided to give it another try. As Jordan walked up to the big man, he seemed to pay Jordan no heed. He reached up and took the hat right off the man’s head, and ran again. This time he held on very tight with a force that would make a vice-grip jealous.
He got about ten feet away and stopped in his tracks. The hat started moving back to the man with Jordan still holding on. He grabbed a railing, but the force of the telepathy was too strong. The hat and Jordan moved slowly back toward Radja.
Jordan got angry and concentrated on the hat. All of a sudden he flew backwards and landed on his back. The hat was still in Jordan's hands, but it looked a little tattered, as if something had exploded inside it. He got up and noticed that Radja had also flown backwards, his body leaning on the pool table.
Jordan ran over to him. “You OK, man?” Radja stood back up and grabbed the hat out of his hands and put it back on his head.
“Yeah, I’m alright,” Radja said and Jordan noticed the hat was new again. “Kinda caught me by surprise. What did you do? Whatever it was, it seems a little advanced for a new recruit.”
“I don’t know how I did it. I guess that’s why I’m here, to learn how to focus these things,” Jordan said. “Does that mean I beat the challenge?”
“You already did.” Espen interjected.. “Remember, the challenge was to get the hat off his head. You did that the first time you tried. It was your own decision that you had not accomplished the feat, and you added the other rules that caused you to fail in your own mind. If you would have claimed victory the second you took it off his head, you would have had it.”
Jordan understood. He assumed that he had to get the hat off his head and take it back or at least maintain possession. He did not listen to the instructions clearly enough. If that was the point of the exercise, then he was already the wiser.
“Game of pool, Jordan?” Radja asked. “No powers allowed. Makes the game kinda boring.” Jordan accepted, getting beat five times in a row. He had his other two allowed drinks and danced with Carissa two more times. Later, they visited one of the stalls in the men's room for a while. At about 3am Jordan was falling-down drunk, and Espen told him it was time to go home. Instantly, he felt fully composed and in control.
“Throw yourself on the sidewalk Jordan,” Espen ordered as they exited the bar. Jordan did not even hesitate, and launched his body onto the concrete. . “Now get up,” Espen said, and Jordan picked himself up. “You still have a lot to learn. When you were sober I would not have been able to do that to you. If we were attacked right now you would be no use to me. I would have to fight by myself, and protect you as well. Until you learn to stay in control, you won’t be allowed to drink again.”
Jordan gave him a disappointed look and Espen grinned. “Don’t worry Jordan, you should have that skill mastered in time to party tomorrow night.”
They walked to the hotel. Jordan went straight to sleep and Espen stayed up for three and a half more hours, studying. When the alarm went off at 8am they both woke up refreshed and got ready for Jordan’s first day. A day that he had always felt would come, but even yesterday wasn’t sure would ever happen. Now he felt that in time, he would be as powerful as anyone before him, and tomorrow was the first step. It would be the first drop of water in a pond that he hoped would one day become an ocean.
Chapter Six: Lessons
Jordan was taken to a classroom on the 12th floor of the hotel. A small man with a long mustache stood in front. To Jordan the man looked like his 7th grade math teacher, who was scared of his own shadow. However when this guy spoke, it was clear that this teacher was anything but skittish.
“Class, we have a new student today,” Anthony Johnson said in a booming voice, surprising Jordan, who had already assumed that someone of his stature would squeak like a girl. He was learning quickly not to stereotype anyone in this strange culture. “Jordan Michaels is genetically a EAP Seven,” he said to an astonished classroom, he let what he said sink in and continued.
Mr. Johnson walked over to the black board where a chart was already drawn out. “Our lesson today will be on the levels of EAP registration, would anyone like to explain this to Jordan?”
A small girl raised her hand. Kim Anderson stood up and after Mr. Johnson acknowledged her, the girl started to speak. “The U.N. Charters mandate that the Order of Rayne register the Evolution Level of all EAP's. We have seven levels of evolution. The first level are slightly evolved, they are governed by the same laws as normal human. All levels beyond are governed by the Order of Rayne charter. Level two through five are considered to be light threats if they turn against the charter. The Order of Rayne make all decisions in regards to them. Level sixes and sevens are governed by ORLO, the Order of Rayne Liason Office. If ORLO considers you a threat then the Order is required to incarcerate,” She paused for a moment, “or destroy them. The top two levels also have weekly reports written by Mr. Rayne himself and the U.N. Governments have the right to consider them enemies based on those reports. The U.N. Security Council reviews Mr. Rayne himself and have the power to supplant him as the leader.”
She paused for a moment and continued. “Level sixes are still mortal, will still age, though they can heal just about any disease or injury, they have the potential to live for a long time, we do not know how long that can be. As far as scientists have figured out a level seven is immortal. Other than completely destroying them they will not die.” She looked at Jordan when she said that, a look of envy momentarily showing on her face.
Mr. Johnson thanked Kim and resumed. “It will be our great responsibility to help him reach his potential. Espen, you are assigned the responsibility for his direct apprenticeship; but Jordan, according to our charter, can come to any of you with a higher ranking for help.”
“You will all spend the rest of the morning practicing your skills and working with Jordan. Just follow Protocols One through Five, you’ve all been through them before. You will be graded as a class by how much improvement he shows by tomorrow. We also need to prepare for our trip to Houston next week. If the hurricane is as severe as predicted, it will be our responsibility to limit the amount of damage. Practice some of your elemental shifting this week, and hopefully we can force it away from the city.”
He stopped talking and disappeared. Jordan only saw a blur as the door opened and closed. Damn, that was fast Jordan thought, faster than he’d ever been; he wanted to learn to do that. Some of the students filed out of the room, and Jordan turned to Espen. “So that's why I've been getting so much attention here. How do they know who's an EAP One or a Seven, what else do they know about us? How do they know that an EAP One wouldn't be a threat?”
“That’s a big question Jordan,” Espen replied. “Our scientists have discovered that the so-called “junk” DNA in advanced humans has begun to self-organize,” Espen explained, speaking very precisely. “The genetic structure in EAP’s has much greater coherence, and gives us heretofore unknown abilities. One of the purposes of the Order is to research this phenomenon, because we don’t understand a lot about it ourselves. The more we understand what is happening to us, the better we can explain who we are to the world, and reduce the fear of us among the ECP’s.” Espen paused for breath and then continued. “So to answer your question, a EAP One would be able to do very little, they might just be very intelligent or strong above the average, but they do not have unusual abilities. Einstein, for example, was a EAP One. He was hardly a threat to anyone. Outside the Nazi's that is.”
Jordan was impressed. Espen was not only a warrior, but really smart! “Most people here are between EAP Three and EAP Five. I’m an EAP Five, that’s why you were assigned to me. My job is to help you to reach your full potential, to teach you our protocols and training regimens, and to help you to control your abilities for the greater good.”
“So how many other EAP Sevens are there?” Jordan asked.
“Three that we know of. Mr. Rayne, Joseph Black, and you. As you know Mr. Black is on the other side, and we hope that having you at full potential will help break the balance between good and evil. We hope that the Church of Black can be defeated. There is a lot of pressure from the government to end their threat.”
Jordan knew all about Joseph Black. He had taken over the government in Australia, and preached that super-humans had a right to rule. The general population embraced Black because in Australia there was zero unemployment, and advances in medicine funded by his Church had increased the average life span to almost 90 years.
The trade-off was that Black had set up an authoritarian, hierarchical government reminiscent of the old Soviet Union. Only advanced humans were allowed to hold political office, or occupy positions of power in the private sector, and these people had to be trained in Black’s Church. Rumor was that Joseph had plans to infiltrate and establish his rule in New Zealand, and then to other parts of the world.
The good news was that the Order of Rayne outnumbered the Church of Black by almost three to one. The bad news was that the Church was more radical, and existed only to further Black’s dream to one day be world leader. Those who met him said that Joseph Black was the most charismatic and charming person they had ever met, with almost hypnotic powers of persuasion. Even lower level EAPs could be lured by his voice, over long distances. There was no doubt that several of his cohorts were brought to his Church by this power. Others joined because they believed in his gospel.
“So you’re saying that I’ll probably get the chance to kick some Church ass, that sounds like fun. Train me so I can get started!” Jordan was excited. He had come to the Order assuming he would just fit in and learn a couple of new tricks, but he realized now that he would really matter. His mom would be so proud of him.
“Settle down, big boy! Part of what you need to learn is to control your emotions. Your incredible powers can be very dangerous without control. We don’t need you going rogue in the middle of a mission because you get too excited, a lot of people can get hurt that way.”
That sounded right to Jordan. He had already discovered it first-hand. All the power in the world was useless without control of it.
Over the next few hours he was like a sponge, soaking up Espen’s training, and being assisted by some of the other students. They returned to their dormitory for a quick sandwich. Jordan sat on the end of his bed, reflecting on the day. Espen came up to him with a syringe and injected him without warning.
“What the hell was that?” Jordan asked as he felt a sharp pain in his arm. He immediately felt woozy and nauseous.
“It’s King Cobra venom. If you don’t push the poison out of your body, you will die within fifteen minutes.” Jordan was shocked. Why would they bring him here and then try to kill him?
“How do I do it?” Jordan said, panicking. Pain shot through his shoulder and quickly down his arm. It was spreading! “I can’t even think right now! Why would you kill me?” He wondered how his mom would live without him. Would she give up on life?
“Don’t be silly,” Espen replied calmly. “All you have to do is concentrate. Ask your body to make the poison leave, and it will obey you.” Jordan stopped his whining and closed his eyes. He could feel his whole body now, and felt the pain moving out of his arm and into his shoulder. He asked his body to destroy the pain and it did. Within a few seconds the pain was gone, and his arm felt fine again. Soon the nausea receded and he felt back to normal.
“Let me guess,” Jordan said, staring hard at Espen. “That was a lesson.” He still felt a little angry, but realized that it was for the best. He also knew he could take whatever they threw at him.
“Now alcohol is technically a poison to your body. So tonight when you feel like sobering up, you’ll know what to do.” Jordan understood the lesson now. That afternoon he learned more about his powers and how to control them that he could ever have imagined. He was taught how to persuade an ECP to act against his will; that proved to be amusing, and could be something useful for the future.
The early evening consisted of combat. He learned to throw knives, using his mind to guide them to the target. He was shown pressure points to debilitate his opponent without killing him, that would have been a good one to know just a couple of days ago. As the day went on other students, some very young, some middle aged, came by and would show him a trick and then teach him how to use it.
That evening, Jordan studied Cultural History and World Politics. In Cultural History he learned about foreign cultures and how to behave properly when visiting foreign countries. In World Politics, he studied the treaties the Order had negotiated with other governments, and the boundaries of acceptable behavior and action for Order members. He absorbed it all. He didn’t want to walk into a third world country and not understand their culture. He didn’t want to offend anyone and he understood that his actions would always reflect the Order’s reputation. What one of them did, they all were responsible for.
That night was a repeat of the one before. He had his four drink maximum and met up with Carissa. This time, when he left the bar, he was immediately sober. Espen smiled, knowing that he had succeeded in his first day with Jordan better than most would in a week. Then again, none of his friends ever had the honor of teaching an EAP Seven before.
The next week was mind blowing. Jordan learned to jump higher, run faster, and lift more than he ever imagined he could. By the end of that week he had graduated from a Prospectus to an Apprentice. Anyone of a lower ranking was considered subservient to those ranked higher .
Adam was the General of the Order, he had three General's Elite Soldiers, who were the next in command. One of them was Annabelle. She and Jordan shared an afternoon together in the large auditorium right out back of the hotel. Her mission that day was to teach him to use his telepathic powers. As an EAP Six, he had the potential to one day pass her, but for now he just admired her. When she showed up for his training, she was wearing a skin tight body suit. She obviously wanted the attention and she knew she would get it. Luckily for Jordan he had learned to cloud his thoughts and she could get nothing from him. He wondered if that upset her, did she want to feel him wanting her? If he ever did surpass her in power, he planned on finding out.
Annabelle indicated that it was time for combat training, and handed him a hard plastic sword. “Now swing and hit me, and don’t worry, you won’t hurt me.” He grabbed the sword and swung as hard as he could. She simply stood there and reached out with her hand, and the sword stopped about an inch from her head.
“Pretty weak try. You’re strong physically, but mentally you have a lot to learn. Your physical strength will never match the strength you will learn to use with your mind. Now try again, and this time use telepathy with your muscles to push the blade at me. Combine your strengths.”
Jordan backed up a little and swung again, this time using his mind to propel his muscles. When the blade was within six inches of Annabelle’s head he sent a burst of energy into the blade and catapulted it through her defenses. The blade struck her head and the edge opened a nasty gash. Jordan stood in shock as she fell to the ground, blood gushing from her forehead.
“I’m sorry, you told me to swing hard! Why didn’t you protect yourself?” Jordan went to the ground beside her and lifted her head up. She just smiled at him and laughed. “It’s going to take a lot more than that to really hurt me.” Jordan looked at her head and saw that it wasn’t bleeding anymore. She got up and grabbed a towel and wiped her face off. When Jordan looked at her again she didn’t even have a scratch on her face. The only reminder of the lesson was some drying blood that the towel hadn’t picked up.
“You scared the shit out of me! Seriously, do you people always have to play tricks on people?” It was the second time in the last week that he had been played with, and it was beginning to annoy him.
“You have to be ready for anything at anytime,” Annabelle explained. “If you assume anything then you will not be prepared. Some of these Church people will play tricks on you, but they won’t talk to you about it first.” He was starting to get it. They knew what they were doing in their training methods, and they were right. He didn’t know what was out there and what evil people he would one day have to deal with. He had to be alert and on his toes at all times.
That evening he and Espen met with Mr. Rayne in his residence. It was within twenty feet of the hotel as he wanted to be close to his people. He was the only member of the Order who had a separate residence on the Academy grounds other than the hotel. All Apprentices and Prospectus were required to live in the hotel.
Once they became an Associate, or someone who was considered a full member of the Order, they were allowed to purchase houses in the village if they wanted. Though while they were training an Apprentice they were required to stay at the dormitories with them. Espen's own home had been abandoned the last two weeks as he had focused on the importance of his training Jordan.
Jordan looked around at what would be a living room in a normal house. In Adam's home though it was more of a conference room. Two large computer flat screens hung on the wall. One currently had a world map on it. Jordan noticed that the countries that honored the Order of Rayne treaties were in blue. The one's who currently resisted the Order were in red. He also noted the other screen currently had an English Cricket game showing. Jordan and Espen took a seat at the long oval table next to Adam.
“I hear that you are progressing very nicely with your training, Jordan. I am pleased. Thank you Espen, for your hard work.” Adam looked at Jordan and smiled. Then he pulled out a folder. “I have a mission for both of you. It won’t be difficult, but it will be good practice for Jordan.”
A mission already? Jordan was excited. He assumed that he would just train and learn for a while. Getting some action now, that was great! “You know about Al Carpenter don’t you?” Rayne asked him.
Jordan knew all about Carpenter. He had killed four people in Florida, one of them the daughter of a prominent businessman. Rumor had it that his business associates, outraged, had placed a bounty on Al’s head. “He is being transferred tomorrow to a maximum-security prison in Miami to begin serving his life sentence. Governor Pujols fears that without protection he will not make it. Not that he truly cares if this guy lives or dies, but he doesn't want any of his police force to get caught in the crossfire if someone attempts to kill him. I want you two to help with the transfer.”
Sounded like babysitting to Jordan. After a moment of thought he realized that it was just a first step; he would probably get bigger jobs later on. “Sounds good Mr. Rayne,” Espen said. “I will discuss the mission with Jordan tonight and make sure he is prepared.”
Espen discussed the game plan over dinner that night at the Extremely Awesome Pizza place, aptly named by Bob Bayless, who's son Chris was a member of the Order, to be a play on EAPs. They would create a shield around Carpenter so that any gunfire would just bounce off. They practiced the technique for an hour or so. It was a nifty, but easy, little trick. I just required concentration.
They didn’t visit the bar that night, instead they meditated and visualized the next day’s mission. Jordan felt confident that they would be able to accomplish the job with their eyes closed.
Espen and Jordan arrived in Orlando at about 9am. Espen landed the helicopter on the jail’s helipad and they walked down three flights of stairs. As they came through the back door they were met by a portly police officer.
“Thanks for the help guys,” Eric George said cheerfully. “We were a little worried about the transfer, even if the guy deserves to die. The law’s the law.”
“Well sir,” Espen said, “if we let him die then we would be no better than he is, or the Church of Black. The Order of Rayne is honored to help you.” Espen had been very well trained in diplomacy and had worked with Jordan a little last night. A member of the Order was expected to be a perfect gentlemen or gentlewoman in public, and especially in dealing with normal humans.
“It’s an honor to be helped by the Order,” Officer George replied. “A lot of police hate the fact that you guys get so much credit, but hell you make my life a lot easier and safer. My job is to help stop crime and the less there is the better chance I have to keep going home every night.” The man seemed almost giddy to be talking to them.
“Thank you so much sir,” Espen replied almost deferentially. “It brings a smile to everyone at the Order of Rayne when we are appreciated; but even when we aren’t, we still do our jobs.” This very polite Espen was a far cry from the smart-ass Jordan had grown accustomed to.
They went into the jail and a small man with a shaved head was led out, handcuffed and gagged. He stared at the two super-humans with a look that said ‘I’d kill you too if I had the chance.’ Officer George told them that Carpenter had shown no remorse during the trial, telling the judge that all of his victims deserved to die, and seeming to enjoy it when they begged for their lives. “This guy slit their throats and then hoped that they would live a little longer so he could rub it in their faces that they were already dead,” the disgusted police officer said.
Jordan wondered how a man could end up so soulless. He had seen so much evil already, but nothing like this. He personally felt that a man like that should die. However, the U.S. had abolished the death penalty in 2013 and there were still plenty of conservatives pointing to this case as a reason to reverse the law.
Espen and Jordan each grabbed one arm and started walking. They set up their shield right away and extended it a little when they got outside. Espen sent a wave of persuasion in each direction that was meant to dissuade any potential attackers. They got to the chopper and entered without incident.
“Seems like we were unneeded.” Jordan said. “Nobody’s going to try to kill a guy right outside a police station!”
“Maybe, but we have to be careful and protect against all possibilities. Who knows, maybe the persuasion technique kept someone from doing it. Without us he might have been killed.”
Espen was right, Jordan thought. There was no way for them to know who was out there, or how desperate they might be.
“Besides, someone could be waiting for us in Miami. Keep on your toes, it may not be over.”
Jordan perked up a little. He was actually hoping for a little action, maybe a story he could tell later on. He knew these thoughts weren’t consistent with the mission objectives, but he was still human, and humans had egos.
The trip to the state prison took about thirty minutes Espen piloted and Jordan kept a shield over the copter, sitting in back with their passenger, and wondered what the guy was thinking right now. Then he realized he might be able to find out. He concentrated for a few seconds, focusing his mind on the prisoner, and was horrified.
Carpenter was dark, contemptuous of all life. Jordan began to feel depressed, and could feel himself wanting to hurt the man, to end his life. He could imagine himself destroying Carpenter right now. Under the insidious influence of this warped mind, he could also envision himself hurting others, and liking it. Jordan felt Carpenter’s sick glee, and the twisted feeling of power the man felt, in ending another person’s life. It was sickly fascinating, like looking at something grotesque and morbid, Jordan thought. A horror movie. Jordan now understood what the man felt in his horrific acts, and why he did them.
Suddenly he heard Espen yelling at him, and he snapped out of the man’s mind. “Hey concentrate! The shield is almost down, are you trying to get us killed?”
“Sorry, I guess I spaced out a little.” Jordan felt like himself again as he reinforced the shield, but now he also had the memories of the feelings he had snagged out of Carpenter’s mind. They haunted him, and yet they appealed to a part of his nature. He had actually empathized with Carpenter, and had allowed himself to momentarily lose control of his emotions. Jordan shuddered at his own evil side, and realized once again that Espen and Rayne were right. He had to get himself under control! He still did not understand the depth of his powers, and that made him feel invincible, but also frightened him just a little. He would have to be much more careful in the future.
Espen landed the copter in the prison yard, and they doubled up the shield again. They walked their prisoner into the facility and down a hallway. All the prisoners were locked in their cells, a precaution just in case one of them was looking to collect on the bounty.
Suddenly a large Hispanic man burst out of his cell with a knife. As he approached the three of them Jordan sent out a quick burst of energy and the knife flew out of his hand. The attacker’s momentum threw him forward into Espen, and he bounced off his shield.
A guard quickly tackled the man and dragged him to his cell. “The damn lock is broken on this cell!” he said, very angry. “Get Burns down here right now!” Apparently Donald French was serious about revenging his daughters death. Of course this attempt was pitiful, Jordan thought, but without two members of the Order, it may have been successful. Now he understood why Rayne had assigned them to this mission.
The prison guards, accompanied by Espen and Jordan, led Carpenter to a specially-prepared cell. With the threat on his head he would not be allowed around any other inmates, possibly for the rest of his life. He would live the remainder of his life lonely, with no one to talk to, and no human touch. Jordan could think of no worse punishment.
“You did well with the inmate,” Espen said after they had gotten back to the helipad. “Your burst was exact and you did not harm him. I’m proud of you,” Espen patted him on the back like a proud teacher with a brilliant, but inexperienced student. “You entered his mind in the copter didn’t you? You have to be careful with that, you haven’t practiced enough and you could fuck yourself up pretty bad.”
“It was awful Espen,” Jordan said. “That man was truly evil. He is everything the Order fights against, but for a second I wanted to be him, I wanted to feel his power.”
“You read his emotions. Never read someone’s emotions, even someone normal. Thoughts will never harm you. You can use thoughts against someone else, but reading someone else’s emotions, you can’t control that. The most powerful EAP can be messed up by the most feeble-minded normal human if they venture into a bad emotion, like an acid trip you can't escape.”
Espen was right again, Jordan thought. A powerful EAP could project emotion, they could cause a group of people to turn on each other and kill, but they could also drive themselves mad in the process.
“It’s good that you learned a new lesson today. You are learning quickly and soon you will surpass me. When that day comes we will all be more powerful, and hopefully we will be able to defeat the Church of Black.” That was a lot of pressure to put on an eighteen year old kid, but he was game, Jordan thought. The history books would sing his praises, and his mother’s name would forever be linked to his. He would make sure everyone knew that she was the one who was responsible for him becoming the powerful and successful man he knew he would become.
Chapter Seven: Game Plan
That same evening, back at the Academy, Jordan studied his diplomacy book. At about 10pm he hit the bar and this time Jordan pushed himself as far as he could. He became drunk, then sober, three times. He also met up with Carissa again, and talked to her about his life, his mother, and his late stepfather. He actually cried when he talked about Jack. He never knew he felt that strongly about him until that moment. One part of him felt better about himself; like he was finally starting to become a part of the human race; but another part of him was detached; like a terminator lining up his next victim. He didn’t yet understand himself, that was for sure.
Carissa listened very well. She was infatuated with him, he could tell. He cared about her, at least more than he did for Sandy, but he didn’t love her. He knew that one day he would throw her over, but he was already planning for that. He would learn to control her emotions. He would mercifully ensure that she had no feelings for him when he was done with her. He didn’t want to hurt her like he had hurt Sandy. For now though he would enjoy her company, at least as long as it took to make Annabelle his.
The next day was more combat training in the hotel gymnasium. Annabelle showed up again in a revealing outfit. Without even saying a word, she threw a knife at him. It hit an invisible wall and fell to the ground. It had taken Jordan a fraction of a second to see the knife coming at him, and less time than that to send a burst to meet it.
Then the knife lifted off the ground and flew back at Annabelle. She caught it by the blade with her bare hands. A small cut showed on her finger, but healed quickly. “That was very good Jordan,” she said. “You didn’t allow yourself to assume our lesson hadn't started yet. Also throwing back the knife was unexpected. You are learning well.”
She shook his hand and suddenly picked him up and threw him at a wall. He was able to slow his flight a little, but not enough to avoid hitting the padded wall with a thud. She was on him as soon as he hit the ground and kicked him right in the stomach. He flew another couple of feet, but this time landed on his feet. Her next attack was easily diverted by a force shield and he swept her feet out from under her. She would have landed on her back except that she slowed her fall enough to land gently on her hands and knees.
Then she threw a kick at his abdomen that landed, but he was able to block most of her momentum. He used his speed to get about ten feet away from her so that he could re-evaluate the situation. She stared at him a moment, a look that said come for me. He accepted her invitation and ran as fast as he could toward her. He saw her as an opposing quarterback that he was going to sack. He felt her defenses as he increased his energy field to negate hers. Now the battle was purely physical, where he had the advantage.
He was on her then, his face inches from hers. She tried to move but he held her firm. Annabelle sent an energy burst that would fling him from her, but Jordan expected that and deflected it. He stared into her eyes and saw her frustration. No one had ever done that to her, she had always beaten everyone, including the men, at hand-to-hand combat. “You can get off me now,” she snapped. “You’re not going to get me to do anything with you like you do those girls at the Shark Tank. I can see it in your eyes, you want me, you want to be in me.”
Jordan put a smile on his face. The way she talked just turned him on. Then the next thing he knew, he was flying off her and onto the hard gymnasium floor. She ran over to him and flung her body over his, pinning him with the formidable power of her trained mind. “You have a typical guy’s weakness,” she said. “You need to get over that, Jordan. Some day you might compromise a situation because you think a girl is cute.” She then kissed him. He wasn’t expecting that.
She got off him and helped him up. “I have a mission. I have agreed to be impregnated by another powerful EAP, I have felt it my duty to the cause. Until you showed up I was going to get artificially inseminated by Mr. Rayne so that our child could have the chance to be powerful and trained from birth. Since he has been like a father to me and is my great grandfather, I was somewhat uncomfortable with that arrangement. Since you showed up I decided to change my plans. You are to be the father.”
A questioning look appeared on his face immediately. "So why the kiss if you're going to just milk me for some semen?"
“I have chosen to do it the natural way. When I see our child I want to know that he or she was made the same way we were. I don’t want my baby to be a scientific experiment. This is tough though, I vowed celibacy at an early age. This isn't about you and me; it’s about something much bigger.” She leaned over and kissed him again. A closet door opened and a mattress unfolded and flew toward them, landing inches away. “Jordan I have never and will never be in love. This will be my first time with a man. The Order is my life, so please don’t get unreal expectations out of this situation.”
Knowing that he was the experienced one here, barely, he undressed her slowly and gently. He made love to her better than he had either Carissa or Sandy. He made her scream, and knew that she had betrayed her emotion to him. He could feel her love exit her mind and into his. He knew it was dangerous to dig around for such things, but he didn’t care, he needed to know how she really felt about him. He could tell this was the first time she had let her guard down, and that she enjoyed it.
When they were done she immediately got up and dressed. "I really don't get the big deal about the whole sex thing, don't think I could ever enjoy such a ridiculously primitive act,” Annabelle said without emotion. “Besides, it hurt! Maybe someday I will find enjoyment in it, and do it for a reason other than the Order. Maybe a man will make me understand the human obsession with it. You just need to know, Jordan, that man won't be you."
Jordan knew that she left the gym a liar. She would want more and she would have it, he thought. If they were building him up to be some kind of king, then she would be his queen. It was his destiny, he was sure of it.
He put his clothes on and headed to his room, his heart still beating heavily and the closest thing to love he had ever felt for someone (other than his mother) vibrating in his mind and his emotions. Or maybe it was infatuation. Either way he liked it and wanted more of it.
The next day was their trip to Houston, to try to calm the hurricane that was coming. Five Order jets brought the thirty EAP's to the local military base. From there they drove Humvee's to their specific spots around the Gulf Coast. Jordan and Espen's job was to help with crowd control, and rescue stragglers or those trapped in the storm. Adam, Annabelle, and Lief Callahan would lead the crusade to manipulate the sky in an effort to prevent the storm from reaching land. They had succeeded on much smaller storms several times in the last few years; in fact no hurricane had hit anywhere in the world since 2014, almost exactly five years ago. The other twenty five EAP's had the same job as Jordan and Espen, just different areas.
This storm was different though; it was projected as being even bigger than Hurricane Katrina. This time though the world had an advantage. This time, no dip-shit President would be able to mess it up.
"So Espen, we are going to hang on the outskirts of town and monitor the people,” Jordan said. “Sounds kinda like a job for a normal person, not us." Jordan was eager to be in the thick of the action. On this mission he would be separated from the woman of his dreams. Had he been by her side, he could have shown her his power. He had practiced wind manipulation the last couple of days, and was getting good at it.
"Have patience Mr. Michaels, you'll have your day. There is a great chance we will deal with hysterical people here. Your mind manipulation will play a great role. You know how people like to see a disaster, but then don't know how to get themselves out of it once it goes bad."
Jordan understood what Espen was saying, but he still didn’t like it.
Espen's drove up to an abandoned square and they got out. There were a couple of people still closing their shops, but most everyone had already gone home for the day. A man in an antique store gave them a wave. "You guys here from the Order to help?"
"Absolutely, sir," Jordan yelled back in his best diplomatic voice. "Are you on your way home? We don't want anyone to get hurt."
The man yelled back that he was. Espen then went shop by shop, talking to whoever remained. No one argued, they were just there to board up windows and take other precautions against the coming storm. Behind him Jordan heard a motorcycle. He turned around to see a well-built young Hispanic man in his early twenties ride up.
"Sir, we must ask you to head farther inland,” Espen told him. “It may not be safe for you here. Please turn around and head the other way." Espen sent a quick persuasion thought to the guy and he stopped.
"Sorry, I just need to board up my tattoo parlor,” the man said. “Is that OK?" He got off his bike and walked over to a small shop at the end of the little strip mall. The sign over the parlor read Perfect Skin.
”Just hurry up,” Espen yelled, “you've only got a few minutes before the storm hits.". The man entered the shop and started boarding up the windows. The sounds of pounding nails were drowned out now by the howling wind..
"Jordan, we'll just stay here until something happens. If the storm hits land then we start looking for people in trouble. If the storm stays out to sea, then we take off." The two of them had already gone over the boring game plan about ten times. Jordan knew what to do.
"Doesn’t it look like the storm is getting bigger?" Jordan asked Espen.
"Let me check in with Adam," Espen said. He got on his phone and dialed Mr. Rayne. After talking to him for a minute he turned to Jordan. "Adam said that the storm is getting stronger, he doesn't understand it. They are using all their power and it just gets bigger and closer. He doesn't think they can keep it from hitting."
"We need to help, we can add our abilities and it might be enough." Jordan said.
"No, if we do that we might just throw the whole thing off. Our vantage point is too far away from where they are, it will complicate things." Espen was upset. "Just get ready to play clean up."
Suddenly Jordan swung around. "I just felt something, an energy burst. Someone is manipulating the wind!” Jordan's attention was drawn to the tattoo parlor, and he reached in with his mind. The man in the tattoo shop seemed surprised, and Jordan knew that the other could feel him in his mind. "The man in there, he's sabotaging it!" Jordan yelled to Espen.
"I don't feel anything, I reached out with my mind and I just don't feel it. I trust your feeling though. Let's go get this guy." But it was too late; a car was already in the air, rushing toward Espen. He was caught off guard and sent a weak energy burst at the car. Fortunately Jordan had seen the situation and reacted immediately, sending a burst that redirected the vehicle out of harm’s way.
Without thinking Jordan picked up a stray two-by-four blown by the wind, and rushed at the guy who was now standing outside the shop. Espen could tell that the storm had immediately lost strength as they pulled the man's attention away from the hurricane. Jordan swung at the man, but both he and his weapon flew backwards in a large gust of wind. This guy was powerful!
"You cannot stop me,” the man said. “The Church has trained me all my life for this one moment. All my power is focused on the wind, and it is my destiny." So the guy was sent by Black to sabotage the mission, Jordan thought. They would have to stop him.
Suddenly both Espen and Jordan were lifted in the air by a mini-cyclone, and neither could move a muscle. Jordan attempted to send a burst at the man, but it was lost in the wind. "You two will be great sacrifices to my Lord, he will be proud of me."
Jordan felt the muscles in his arms and legs tighten and the intensity of the swirling wind pressured his lungs, strangling him. He had to find a way out of this or he would die! In a last-ditch effort he sent a suggestion. With all his strength he put the image of an attacking Cobra into the man's head. Suddenly, the cyclones dissipated and the two young men fell to the ground.
The man's conscious mind detected the hallucination just a moment later, but that split-second of lost concentration cost him. Jordan and Espen both sent a burst, their combined power enough to knock him to the ground. Jordan entered his mind and convinced him to go to sleep.
"Guess you wish they would have taught you to control more than just the wind, huh fucker!" Jordan crowed. Just to be on the safe side, Espen hit the man in the head, and knocked him unconscious.
They looked out to sea and noticed that the storm had moved away from land and was now much smaller. Espen got on the phone and reported in to Adam. "We will meet you at the rendezvous, and we've got a prisoner."
Chapter Eight: Church Revelations
The next morning Miguel Juarez woke up in a room, tied up to a chair. The room reminded him of an interrogation room he had seen in a movie once. His head was banging with a thumping migraine. The last thing he remembered was those two punk kids, the kids who had fucked up his mission. His Lord would be so disappointed with him. He may even decide to punish him with death, or even worse, banishment.
"Hello young man, I see you're awake," a voice over an intercom rang out. Hearing the voice made Miguel’s head thump even more. He attempted to rain a gust of wind at the wall in front of him, but there was a helmet on his head. Not only did the gust of wind come out very weak and harmlessly bounce off the glass wall, but a jolt of energy surged through him from the helmet, temporarily paralyzing him.
"It won't work, you are incapacitated,” the voice said. “We will not harm you any more than you force us to. My name is Adam Rayne, I am the person in charge here." That name drew Miguel out of his stillness, and he perked his head up.
"Yes, I know of you, you are the other god. You are the one who opposes my Lord. I am not worthy to be in your presence, I am but a pawn in this war." Miguel then lowered his head in a respectful nod.
"I am no god, and neither is Joseph Black,” Rayne replied. “We are just men who were given great gifts. You have been brainwashed, and very well trained I might add. How you were able to battle three of our highest ranked operatives by yourself, is what we intend to find out." Adam had been waiting all night to have a conversation with this man. They tested him while he was out, and he was definitely strong, but only a EAP Five, well below the three that were trying to deflect the storm.
"You are wrong Mr. Rayne. We are all gods, all of us with powers. You and my Lord are just the most powerful of the gods. It is your destiny to join him to rule the world. It was my destiny to make the world see just how much it needs us. For humanity to see the truth of our right to rule."
Rayne shook his head, saddened. Miguel was incoherent, and his mind had obviously been manipulated far past the point of no return. Rayne once again thought of the new humans, and the evolutionary future of mankind. Where was humanity headed? Unless there was a leap in consciousness commensurate with the leap in genetic evolution, the human race was in a lot of trouble. There was only so much he and the Order could do to monitor the new humans. More and more of them were born every year and, their records showed, at an increasingly rapid rate.
"You will be kept here,” Rayne said calmly. “We will find out what we want and unfortunately I do not see any way of ever being able to release you. You will not be harmed, however." Adam hated this part of the job. It wasn't this man's fault that he had turned down the wrong path, but if he let him go he would be a threat to anyone around him. Quarantining him was their only option.
“Miguel, let me ask you a question,” Rayne said. “Do you really believe that one man’s desire should run roughshod over the whole of humanity?”
Juarez laughed. “I see that you are weak, just as Lord Black has stated. The strong are destined to rule the timid,” he said, as if quoting from scripture.
“All right Miguel, I understand.” Rayne understood only too well, and he felt the frustration of those who can see clearly toward those whose vision was more limited. He felt like the wise father he was, with the accumulation of 500 years of life experience, talking to an eager but deluded child.
“Well Miguel, I have to tell you that your Lord cannot possibly succeed in his evil plan,” Rayne couldn’t help himself from adding. “Humanity is rising above such petty and primitive beliefs. The race is evolving, but Black and all those like him are throwbacks; genetic eddies that will either die away, or join the mainstream to a more evolved state.”
"You are the one who is wrong, and you will learn nothing about me. My Lord will rule the world and if you do not join him, he will rule alone." Miguel began to put his entire mind into a gust of wind toward Adam, invisible behind the one-way glass. The jolt of electricity from the helmet that had paralyzed him before seemed now to fuel him. The winds still banged helplessly against the extremely strong glass, but he did not stop.
"Cut power to the restraining device, he's going to kill himself!" Adam yelled: but it was too late. Blood gushed out of Miguel’s nose and ears as his body flailed violently, then stopped moving. He had decided to commit suicide instead of betraying his master! Adam realized that he was fighting against a much more determined and perverse enemy than he had originally thought. The fact that Joseph Black was not a god did not matter. The fact that his people thought he was, did. Adam’s long life span and his study of history had shown him that more destruction had been wrought by religion than any other reason. This war between advanced and normal humans—if it came to that—could be the bloodiest in human history.
That weekend Jordan went to visit Pamela. It was only his second visit in four weeks despite his promise of being home every weekend. However, he felt that because of his training the extra time was needed. When his mother saw him coming up the driveway, she ran to him and wrapped her arms around him tightly. Jordan could feel her relief at seeing him again. He knew he was not supposed to probe anyone’s emotions, but this was his mom. He felt the love that emanated from her and it made him smile.
"Mother, I've learned so much! I feel so much stronger and in control. I think I'll be able to get out of the Academy early and you'll be able to move with me." Jordan so wanted his mother nearer to him, he was worried about her being all alone.
"That would be nice, I can't wait," she said from the comforting embrace of her son’s arms, and held him even tighter. He had learned to ignore most physical pain, but he could still feel things when he allowed himself to, and her hug was definitely wanted. He looked up to see a woman and two small children standing in the doorway. He recognized them as Amber Smith and her son and daughter.
"Amber moved in with me a week ago. She needed to make a hundred dollars last Saturday night to pay her rent, and some punk kids came in and stiffed her. Her landlord kicked her out, so I took her in, she would have done the same for me." Jordan knew this to be true, his mom had grown a much bigger heart since her second marriage to Jack. If Grandma Coral were still alive, Jordan thought, she probably would have been upset to see her daughter acting with such unselfish generosity.
"I miss you so much Jordan, I never knew it would be so hard. You should call more, I just want to hear your voice," Pamela said.
"I can do better than that." Suddenly she could hear his voice in her head. Then she felt his presence, a warm presence. She smiled even more. "I can do this over thousands of miles. I can send you my happiness when you are down. I can reassure you when you have doubts. All you have to do is call out in your mind."
She squeezed him in loving acknowledgment. They went in and had dinner. Having company made their gathering feel more family-like. Having the kids around made him long to have his own, to give his mother the grand-kids she wanted. "Mom I have news. I am going to be a father soon."
Pamela’s soda sprayed out, she was so surprised. "Wow! I wasn't expecting that so soon, who's the lucky girl?"
"Well it isn't official yet, but I and the woman who came down to take me away have been ordered to have a child, to see if the offspring of two powerful parents will be even more powerful. We've been working on it for a week and she goes in tomorrow for a pregnancy test.”
"So my grandchild will be a guinea pig, I don't know how I feel about that. What about you and this woman, are you together, will the child have a stable family?" Pamela seemed unhappy about the situation, and Jordan didn't expect this reaction.
"Mother, we've talked about it. Even if Annabelle and I are not together the child will have two loving parents." Jordan said. "And a loving grandmother. Besides, I intend to be with her. She puts up an emotional shield, she's tough to get through to, but I can feel her opening up. I think she loves me but can't admit it."
"Jordan, I'm happy for you. I just know that she will fall in love with you." Pamela rubbed her hands through his hair. "How could anyone not love you?"
The next two days were great. They went to the zoo together and ate at the nicest restaurant in town. The Academy had supplied him with a bank account that had roughly a hundred thousand dollars in it. The Order supplied all his needs though, so money didn't mean too much to him. The money earned by Order members in good standing was more for their family, and for retirement.
When he got to the airport, where Espen was waiting with the one of the Order's jets, his mother hugged him tighter than she ever had. "I am so proud of you. No other parent has ever felt this much pride, ever. Keep growing, keep learning, keep on your path to being the greatest person on earth, I love you."
He kissed her on the forehead and got on the jet. As they lifted off he could see her, head down. He fished for her thoughts, masking them from Espen. She was sad. He sent her a message, ‘I love you,’ and a positive and happy aura. She immediately looked up, a huge smile on her face. They both realized at that time that they would never be alone. They would always have each other, until the day one of them died. He knew he would do whatever it took to make sure that day didn't happen for a long, long time.
Back at the Academy grounds, Jordan was eager to see Annabelle. He couldn't lose in the situation: either she was having his child, or they would have to try again. He was kind of leaning toward wanting her not to be pregnant again. They had slept together four times in the last week and she was getting better each time, even though she claimed each time that it was strictly business.
"Jordan," she said as he walked into her dorm room, glowing. He knew her news. "It is official. We are going to be parents." She hugged him and held him tight. He smiled and looked into her eyes. They held each other at gaze for a few moments and then she kissed him, impulsively.
"I'm so happy." Jordan said. "I know our child will be special. You're special and if the kid is anything like you then I've hit the jackpot." They were still holding each other. He probed her mind and she probed back; what they found was a mutual desire to have an emotionally normal child. She wanted to be with him. He probed her emotionally as well. He felt her disapproval of his search, but then she opened up to him, finally. The euphoria they felt at that moment, united as one being, was only matched by the feeling of their bodies moments later as they physically united in the act of love.
Neither of them had ever expected this. Jordan had only wanted a grandchild for his mother; Annabelle had only wanted to do her part for the Order. They had finally found something far greater than they had ever imagined in a relationship. They found love, and both knew nothing could ever destroy that bond.
The next day the two of them were watching the television together. A news break told the story of a gang in Los Angeles who had killed two families that refused to pay a "tax" in their neighborhood. They had even killed a two year old boy, chopping off his hands and letting him bleed to death.
"Why don't we do something?" Jordan asked Annabelle. "We could have that whole gang in jail within an hour. The L.A. police are just going to fuck it up."
"That isn't our job, we have our place." Annabelle replied.
"It just seems like we are the criminals when we let something bad happen when we could easily stop it. It would be like seeing a person drowning in a lake and not jumping in to help."
"It isn't that simple Jordan,” Annabelle replied. “If we start playing judge and jury then we are no better than Joseph Black. Rules are rules, my love, it isn't for us to question them, just to follow them." She kissed him, temporarily making him forget all about his concerns.
Nothing came of Jordan’s proposal, but over the next couple of weeks he began to question the purpose of the Order and its policies. Their functions seemed almost cosmetic, set out to deter crime, but not hitting the criminals where it hurt. He truly felt that if they were allowed to do things to their full potential, they could clean up almost all crime in the world. Just one gang being wiped out completely would send a message to all the other gangs, and to those in places of power who profited from their activities. If he ever advanced far enough to make decisions for the Order, he would change that.
During the next few days, Jordan and Annabelle spent almost every second together. They had the blessing of the Order, as Adam felt that Annabelle could help progress Jordan's training to new heights. They made sure to include Espen in most of their non-private moments, not wanting to alienate Jordan's only true friend.
At least once a day Jordan reached out to his mother. Pamela had decided to move her house guests in permanently, and Jordan knew that would be good for her; it would keep her from being lonely. He would also send a positive energy burst out to her once a day. He could always feel her mood turn to happiness instantly, and it usually lasted all day.
A few days later Espen had word for him. "Jordan, Adam wants to see you, I think he's promoting you again. I don't think there's anything else I can teach you, you've surpassed me." Jordan could see two emotions in Espen's eyes. One was pride. Pride in his friend and pride in his training. He also saw sadness. Espen knew that he wasn't needed anymore.
"Don't be sad friend, I will always need you." He embraced Espen and started walking to the Adam's residence. Each of the top ranked EAP's in the Order had assigned seats. Annabelle's seat was directly to the left of Adam's, a large E above her name signifying her as an Elite. Lief Callahan's chair was labeled the same. As Jordan walked in he noticed his own name, directly to the right of Adam's, an E above his name also. He was shocked as that meant he would skip from an Associate ranking all the way to a General's Elite Soldier title, surpassing Advanced Soldier ranking.
"Sit down Jordan, right here,” Adam said, using his mind to pull the chair out for him. Jordan sat down. "I know that it will be controversial to promote you so rapidly, but I know everyone here agrees that it is the right decision. You and Annabelle will form a very powerful team, and will help us to neutralize the Church of Black."
"First, however, there are things you need to know. Your mother is my granddaughter. Your grandfather was my son. Neither of them has any power, it always lay dormant within them. Annabelle is my great-great-great-great granddaughter. She is descended from my second wife, Sarah. Joseph Black is my son. He is the only child of my current wife. He has brainwashed her and has her imprisoned in Australia with him.
"We are all family. I still love my son Joseph, but I know he must be rendered harmless, or destroyed. I’m afraid that Joseph’s mind has been warped by his genetic advancement. That happens to some of us: mentally, we cannot integrate the too-rapid realignment of our DNA. You must make the same choices in your life Jordan; no relationship is worth putting the world at risk. Therefore, you must make sure that you prioritize what is important. At some point you will have to make very difficult decisions, just as I have had to, concerning Joseph."
“I have recently been getting a lot of pressure from the United Nations to defeat Joseph. My leadership in the Order is for the first time being questioned. If we do not move to eradicate the Church soon they could decide to replace me.”
Jordan gave him a very questioning look at the remark. Adam continued. “Yes, Jordan, it is possible for the UN security council to name another General to lead the Order. The treaties allow for accountability. If I could not be replaced I would have no way of being accountable. When I signed this provision of the treaty I did not foresee the rest of the world being so impatient. This generation of people wanting instant gratification.”
“By naming you to this position I can begin planning for the war. It will be enough to satisfy the world leaders that we are moving forward and that we will rid the earth of this menace.” Jordan understood and he felt ready. He would be the one to lead them to victory. He would be a true hero.
Adam looked over at a small wooden case standing to the left of his chair. The doors opened and a bottle floated over to him. "Enough with the lecture! We have plenty of time to discuss your role. Have a drink with me. This excellent Chambertin was made by a neighbor of mine back in 1759, when I lived in Gevrey in France. I have waited for the right moment to open it."
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