
The assault force emerged from the ocean as silent as
wraiths.

Jake Hunter watched them from his craggy vantage
point. With the distinctive crunch of leather, Jake clen-
ched his gloved fist. His confusion and anger seemed to
enhance his superpowers. And after all the betrayal,
lying, and violence that had surrounded him recently,
the powers felt stronger than ever. It felt as though pins
were stabbing his fingertips.

‘Rats . . . there go my gloves,’ he muttered under his
breath as his fingernails extended like cats’ claws, thick-
ening as they ripped through the tips of his gloves. They
formed long razor—sharp talons that shone like black
marble in the moonlight.

A week ago he had just been an ordinary schoolboy.
And now he was a superpowered global fugitive wanted
for theft, kidnapping, blackmail; and he was instrumen-
tal in the pending destruction of the planet.

Not bad for a fourteen year old.
The spear of rock he was standing on poked from the
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surrounding jungle and allowed him to see clear across
the island. It was bathed in the silver light of a full
moon, which highlighted the white-sand beach. It could
almost be paradise were it not for the fact that Jake’s
actions had cost him everything: family, friends, and
security.

Cost him his whole life.
Knowing that it was all his own fault did not lessen

the anger he felt inside. Anger was the only thing keep-
ing him going right now.

The line of black amphibious Sea Crawlers that 
emerged from the ocean spoilt the view for him. The
Crawlers were the size of buses and rode on a set of 
caterpillar-tracks like tanks. Once they had safely landed
ashore, hydraulic ramps powered down at the rear of
each vehicle and soldiers emerged in military formation.
Jake could just distinguish that they were all armed with
rifles and wearing bulky combat jackets as they raced
towards the tree line.

They were Enforcers—an elite force of soldiers created
by the United Nations specifically to control super-
powered misfits such as Jake.

They must be warm with all that gear on, thought Jake.
He was sweating profusely and wiped beads of sweat
from his brow, taking care not to poke his eye out with
his lethal talons. The tropical heat was relentless, even
at night. His black jeans clung to his legs. Worse still
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they rode up his backside but he couldn’t pull them
loose for fear of slicing himself with his claws.

Jake rose into the air. It felt just like rapidly ascending
in a lift. He focused his mind, realizing that he was
going to need a lot of firepower if he was going to take
out the invading party. His fingers stretched painfully
apart as an invisible power swelled in his palms. He
closed his eyes and it felt as though he was holding a
pair of bowling balls at arm’s length. When he flicked
his eyes back open, they burnt like fiery coals. His vision
was bathed in red, enhancing living creatures from the
general background clutter by showing the electrical
pulses through their bodies. He now saw them as shim-
mering figures, almost like angels. There was nowhere
for them to hide.

Jake tilted forward and was suddenly rocketing over
the palm trees. Within thirty seconds he was at the
beach before any of the advancing army could reach
cover.

To the men on the ground it looked as if a huge black
vulture was descending on them. They all raised their
rifles to fire as he swooped overhead, arms extended to
wards the ground.

Jake felt twin cones of force erupt from his hands and
punch into the Enforcers. Some of the men were hurled
through the air. The troopers left standing had the pres-
ence of mind to squeeze their triggers and shoot.
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Most of the bullets missed Jake, and combed through
the air in the wake of his flight path. But some of the
Enforcers remembered enough from their training to
‘lead’ the target—shooting ahead of Jake’s trajectory.
These bullets struck him.

To Jake, the impact of the bullets felt as if he was
being tickled. They struck an invisible shield inches
from his body—and the air sparkled with fine blue
crackles as his translucent force-field absorbed them.

Jake brought himself upright, hovering just metres
off the ground-and spun round, firing another cone of
energy. To anybody watching, the cone looked life the
heat haze that danced above the surface of a road on a
hot day. His blast hit one of the Sea Crawlers just as the
last Enforcer jumped out. The Crawler buckled life a
can and flipped sidelong, rolling a dozen times across
the sand before splashing into the water.

Jake shot vertically up as another volley of gunfire
shredded the palm trees behind him. The soldiers took
the opportunity to sprint for their lives across the
beach, dragging fallen comrades to their feet and into
the shelter offered by the trees.

Jake was so high he was beyond the range of the
weapons. He paused to take in the impressive view of
the island, which sprawled around the smouldering
cone of a gigantic volcano.

He stared beyond his feet, and far below he could
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easily see the electric signatures of the troops who tho-
ught they were safely concealed in the jungle. He let
out a heavy sigh, knowing he had better finish this off.

Jake dived straight down, arms outstretched, and
willed another burst of energy from his hands. It zeroed
straight for the second Sea Crawler.

The Enforcers cowering in the trees watched as an
invisible hammer smashed the Crawler’s cab a metre
under the sand—the tail of the vehicle was left poking
at an angle into the air.

‘Sarge!’ wailed a terrified young soldier.
‘Pipe down!’ growled a muscular sergeant with a

Scottish accent.
Jake landed with a thump on the beach, facing the

men. He allowed his long claws to tap rhythmically
against his leg, in what he hoped was a menacing
manner. His clothes absorbed the moonlight, and his
glowing eyes gave him a fearsome appearance.

‘Er . . . right . . . ’ he mumbled. He couldn’t think of
anything suitably threatening to say since his head was
still swimming with recent revelations.

Then the ground shook, making every bone in his
body vibrate and his fillings jangle. The braver of the
troopers risked a glance behind, through the foliage, at
the volcano. A massive plume of smoke spewed from
the volcano’s cone, lit by flaming debris.

It had begun.
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Jake’s antics over the last week had been truly awful,
even by his own standards. But they were nothing com-
pared to the erupting volcano and what it signified.
Jake knew that the Core Probe had been launched and
was now burrowing to the centre of the earth.

After the backstabbing treachery of the last few days,
it looked as if he’d either be dead or in a cell on Diablo
Island before he found out the consequences of his
actions.
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