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CHAPTER	1

GO
I	woke	up	or	 at	 least	 I	 thought	 I	was	awake.	 I	 couldn’t	 really	 tell	 anymore.	This	whole
thing	seemed	like	a	big	dream,	with	all	the	superpowers,	magical	findings,	and	the	golden
Holy	Grail	tower	that	could	be	seen	from	hundreds	of	miles	away.

“Good	morning,	Arcadia!”	the	TV	blasted.

“Today	is	November	27,	and	as	you	should	know,	the	year	is	2068.”

Yeah,	it	was	real	this	time.	Though	the	oddly	precise	mention	of	the	date	did	leave	me
with	my	doubts.	I	grabbed	the	golden	Desert	Falcon,	a	plasma	charged	version	of	the	old-
fashioned	Desert	Eagle,	that	I	kept	under	my	pillow	(don’t	ask)	and	checked	the	remaining
charge	only	to	be	pleasantly	surprised	to	find	a	full	plasma	battery.	I	flipped	my	legs	over
the	side	of	my	bed.	I	always	slept	fully-clothed—no	telling	what	could	happen	these	days.
I	holstered	my	favorite	gun	and	stood	beside	my	bed.

“Another	 grail	 sighting	 in	 Soltania	 today,	 just	 off	 the	 coast	 of	 Florida,”	 the	 news
anchor	said.

I’d	 been	 to	 Soltania	 before,	 but	 not	 to	 hunt	 for	 the	 grail.	 It	 did	 help	 that	 the	North
American	 continent,	 newly	 known	 as	 “Arcadia,”	was	 only	 about	 a	 three-hour	 boat	 ride
from	Soltania.	This	was,	of	course,	assuming	you	still	owned	a	conventional	speed	boat.
Like	every	other	 thief	or	upper-class	member,	I	had	a	spacial	cycle.	And	for	 the	sake	of
my	 image,	 don’t	 ask	 which	 one	 I	 am.	 The	 apartment	 should	 speak	 for	 itself,	 though.
Besides,	this	baby	could	break	the	sound	barrier	with	ease,	making	it	worth	acquiring.

“There	are	already	grail	hunters	there	as	we	speak,”	the	TV	chimed	in.

Well,	 that	 was	 exactly	 what	 I’d	 expected.	 I	 had	 hoped	 I	 could	 beat	 them	 there.	 I
collected	my	gear—the	usual	gamma	blades	and	energy	cartridges—and	jumped	out	of	the
small	apartment	building’s	window.	I	landed	on	my	spacial	cycle	and	cranked	the	handles.
The	black	and	purple	cycle	was	labeled	with	my	name:	Jonathan	Cain.	It	had	cost	a	small
fortune	 for	 that	paint	 job	 so	of	course	 I	had	 to	 show	 it	off.	After	 all,	 this	was	my	prize
possession	and	most	valuable	 item	I	owned.	Though	I	wish	 I	could’ve	gotten	 it	 in	blue,
considering	purple	wasn’t	really	my	thing.

“All	right,	let’s	go!”	I	shouted	at	the	top	of	my	lungs.

I	drove	at	full	speed	toward	the	water.	The	cycle	glided	swiftly	over	the	sea,	escorting
me	on	my	way	to	Soltania.
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CHAPTER	2

HER
I	arrived	at	Soltania	ahead	of	schedule.	When	I	 touched	 land,	 I	could	see	 the	giant	gold
tower	the	grail	brought	to	every	location	it	traveled.	I	stepped	onto	land	and	was	greeted
by	 the	 blistering	 heat.	 The	 second	 I	 arrived,	 I	 could	 hear	 gunfire.	 It	was	 close,	 but	 not
aimed	at	me.	I	then	saw	a	young	girl—she	couldn’t	be	older	than	fifteen—running,	bullets
hitting	 the	 sand	 all	 around	 her.	 I	 quickly	 reevaluated	 my	 previous	 age	 estimation.	 I
watched	as	she	shot	back	at	her	attacker—or	attackers,	I	couldn’t	tell—with	a	gun	that	was
larger	than	her	arm.	I	heard	a	cry	of	pain,	and	the	bullet	storm	stopped	for	a	moment.	The
girl,	 however,	 didn’t	 stop	 running.	 She	 was	 kicking	 up	 sand	 as	 she	 sprinted	 before	 a
singular	bullet	caught	her	in	the	shoulder.	She	cried	out	and	rolled	a	couple	feet	before	she
came	 to	 a	 halt.	 She	 lay	 motionless	 in	 the	 sand.	 The	 figure	 that	 presumably	 pulled	 the
trigger	walked	over	to	her	hardly	twitching	body.	The	man	kicked	her	in	the	abdomen	with
such	 immense	 power	 that	 she	 flew	 back	 into	 a	 nearby	 boulder.	 She	 gasped	 for	 air,	 her
lungs	almost	collapsing,	before	sliding	down	the	boulder.	She	crumpled	into	the	sand	face-
first	before	attempting	to	lift	herself	up.

“You’ve	caused	me	a	lot	of	trouble,	girl,”	the	man	said,	gripping	his	bleeding	side.

He	 put	 the	 barrel	 of	 the	 gun	 to	 her	 forehead	 as	 she	 had	managed	 to	 sit	 herself	 up
against	the	boulder.	When	she	realized	she	was	probably	going	to	die,	her	eyes	widened.
Her	light	brown	eyes	welled	with	tears,	but	she	wouldn’t	let	them	fall.	I	could	tell	she	was
trying	to	maintain	some	kind	of	pride;	she	didn’t	beg	for	her	life	or	make	any	real	sound.

“Should	I	make	your	death	slow	and	painful?”	the	man	asked,	even	though	it	wasn’t	a
question.

He	 yanked	 her	 long	 red	 hair	 and	 pulled	 her	 to	 her	 feet.	 She	 cried	 out	 in	 pain	 and
grabbed	his	arm.	She	wasn’t	nearly	strong	enough	to	pry	herself	loose	and	simply	dangled
from	his	arm	as	if	begging	to	live.	He	kneed	her	in	the	stomach	causing	her	to	cough	blood
onto	 the	 dark	 sand.	 She	 fell	 to	 her	 knees,	 spitting	 blood	 to	 the	 ground.	 She	 raised	 her
wounded	body	 and	made	 an	 attempt	 to	 crawl	 for	 her	 gun,	which	was	 about	 fifteen	 feet
away.

“I	can’t	let	you	do	that,”	the	man	said.

He	had	some	pretty	strong	legs	because	he	once	again	hit	her	so	hard	she	landed	in	the
sand	almost	right	in	front	of	me.	Blood	oozed	from	her	shoulder	into	the	sand.	The	girl’s
eyes	were	glazed	over,	and	she	clutched	her	side	with	her	good	left	arm.	I	kneeled	down
and	lifted	her	head	up	so	she	wouldn’t	choke	on	the	blood	filling	her	mouth.	As	soon	as	I
did,	she	spat	blood	to	the	side.	She	looked	up	at	me,	struggling	to	speak.

“Help	me,	please.”	She	mouthed	the	words	slowly	before	passing	out	in	my	arms.

“This	isn’t	your	problem,	sir.”	The	man	didn’t	move	from	where	he	was	as	he	spoke.
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“I	suggest	you	stay	out	of	this.”

I	considered	his	words,	but	this	girl	couldn’t	be	over	eighteen	years	old.	She	had	a	life
to	live,	and	I	made	up	my	mind	that	I	couldn’t	let	this	man	take	that	from	her.	I	laid	her
down	 gently	 on	 the	 sand	 before	 standing	 to	my	 feet.	 I	 slowly	 drew	my	 golden	 Desert
Falcon	and	pointed	it	at	him.

“I	can’t	watch	a	young	girl	die,”	I	told	him	flatly.

“This	heroic	ideal	of	yours	will	get	you	killed,”	he	responded.

Without	a	word	I	fired	a	blast.	It	was	aimed	for	his	right	leg—I	didn’t	need	to	kill	him
—but	he	dodged	to	his	left	quicker	than	I	had	anticipated.	He	drew	his	own	gun,	an	AK-47
with	a	laser	attachment,	and	let	bullets	rain	toward	me.

Speed	multiplication,	times	ten.

My	ability	to	alter	my	body’s	limits	at	the	cost	of	my	magical	reserves	was	unique	to
me.	 I	 had	 consumed	 one	 of	 the	 false	 grail’s	 contents	 and	 instead	 of	 eternal	 life	 I	 was
granted	 this	 ability.	 I	 dodged	 the	 bullets	 ten	 times	 faster	 than	 humanly	 possible.	 A
multiplication	by	ten	was,	however,	my	limit.	I	got	closer	and	closer	to	him	before	he	was
even	done	emptying	the	gun’s	magazine.	Before	he	knew	it,	I	was	behind	him.

“How	did	you—”	he	began	before	I	broke	all	the	bones	in	his	body.

Strength	multiplication,	times	six.

With	 a	 kick	 to	 the	 kidney,	 I	 sent	 the	 man	 flying.	 He	 crashed	 into	 the	 ground	 and
comically	bounced	three	or	four	times.	When	he	finally	stopped,	he	crashed	into	the	side
of	an	abandoned	building,	which	collapsed	on	him	on	impact.	I	took	a	deep	breath	before
swiftly	walking	back	to	the	young	girl	I’d	left	in	the	sand.	I	tried	to	shake	her	awake,	but
there	was	no	response.

“What	to	do	now?”	I	asked	myself	out	loud.

I	knew	exactly	what	to	do.	I	reached	in	the	compartment	of	my	spacial	cycle	and	took
out	a	healing	gel	designed	to	stop	wounds	from	bleeding.	The	only	downside	was	it	hurt	a
lot.	I	applied	the	gel	on	her	shoulder	after	removing	the	bullet	with	some	tongs	I	had	in	the
same	 compartment.	 She	whimpered	when	 I	 did	 that,	 but	 she	 outright	 screamed	when	 I
applied	 the	 gel.	 She	 shook	 and	 kicked	 during	 the	 procedure,	 but	 calmed	 down	 after	 a
couple	minutes.	Night	was	 falling	 and	 the	 temperature	 of	 the	 desert	 dropped	 to	 around
nineteen	degrees	Fahrenheit.	The	girl	had	clearly	dressed	for	the	desert	during	the	day	and
was	wearing	some	dress-code	worthy	short-shorts	and	a	crop	 top.	 I	gave	her	 the	cloak	I
wore	 to	hide	my	face	 from	 the	normal	 sand	storms.	 I	got	back	on	my	cycle	and	sat	her
between	the	handlebars	and	my	body.	I	knew	of	a	nearby	city	and	figured	I	would	take	her
to	a	hospital	before	resuming	my	quest	for	the	grail.	Unfortunately	that	was	not	at	all	how
it	went	down.
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CHAPTER	3

GOLD
By	the	time	we	made	it	to	the	hospital	she	had	awoken	and	was	already	making	a	speedy
recovery.

“Thanks	for	saving	me	…”	the	girl	said	from	her	hospital	bed,	eyes	cast	downward.

The	fact	that	she	needed	saving	seemed	to	bother	her.	In	fact,	it	appeared	to	be	tearing
her	apart.	I	came	out	of	my	thoughts	to	ask	her	about	herself.

“Sorry.	Under	the	circumstances,	I	never	caught	your	name.”	I	said,	making	an	effort
not	to	shame	her	by	accepting	her	thank	you.

She	paused	for	a	 long	 time,	maybe	 trying	 to	 find	a	way	 to	hide	her	 identity,	but	she
couldn’t	think	of	a	way	around	it.

“It’s	Mia,	Mia	Alves,”	Mia	said.

“Well,	I’m	Jonathan	Cain,	if	you	wanna	do	the	full	name	thing,”	I	told	her.

There	was	an	odd	sort	of	muffled	laugh	from	her	before	she	went	quiet	once	more.	She
looked	at	me,	studying	my	face.	I	couldn’t	 tell	what	she	was	 thinking	but	up	close,	Mia
must	have	been	around	twenty	years	old.

“I’m	nineteen,”	she	said,	answering	my	puzzled	expression.	“How	old	are	you?”

“Twenty-one,”	I	replied	without	much	thought.

Her	 eyes	widened	 in	 surprise.	Mia	 opened	her	mouth	 as	 if	 to	 say	 something	but	 no
words	came	out.	She	awkwardly	looked	down	at	the	floor	and	appeared	to	trace	the	lines
of	the	tiles	with	her	eyes.

“I	thought	you	were	a	lot	older	than	me,”	she	muttered.

“I	thought	you	were	a	lot	younger	when	I	first	saw	you,”	I	replied.

There	was	a	long	silence	before	Mia	giggled.	I	raised	an	eyebrow	before	brushing	my
white	strands	of	hair	from	my	eyes.	Now	able	to	see	my	eyes,	she	was	looking	intently	at
their	golden	glow.

“Are	you	interested	in	how	this	happened?”	I	asked	as	I	gestured	to	my	white	hair	and
gold	eyes.

She	nodded	and	stood	up	 to	 lean	against	one	of	 the	white	walls.	Before	 I	began	my
story,	I	took	a	good	look	at	her.	She	might	have	been	nineteen,	but	her	body	was	that	of	a
fifteen	 year	 old	 girl.	 Not	 like	 I	 cared,	 but	 her	 figure	was	 rather	 undeveloped.	 She	was
around	 five	 foot	 three,	 about	 nine	 inches	 shorter	 than	me.	After	 a	 swift	 analysis	 of	 her
frame,	I	took	a	seat	in	a	medium-sized	metal	hover	chair.	Taking	a	deep	breath,	I	began	to
tell	my	tale.
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