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The TV droned on in the background, the volume set low. The block text of the Closed 

Captioning revealed the story. 

It didn’t surprise her to see their names as part of the news report. It was now a top story. The 

disappearance of the Morgan trio, the family business and fortune in ruin. Stocks had plummeted. 

People were baffled and afraid. Was it terrorism? The unanswered questions and the lack of leads in 

the investigation made this headline news all over the world. 

Videos played—from their sessions in the training room, ones Levi had recorded to use in his 

blackmail. There was Callum as he manipulated water. And herself twisting vines to grow from a 

potted plant with nothing more than a flick of her wrist. Then Avery, created a ball of fire to set them 

alight. Eva sucked in a deep breath. 

In a voice-over, the reporter spoke of speculation that special effects had been used. More videos 

had arrived at the studio, she explained, giving credence to the truth. They weren’t altered. They 

were the real deal. 

Eva arched an eyebrow as the female reporter launched into another segment on the Morgans. 

This time she focused on Avery’s past misdeeds. There was the photo taken of him last summer, 

during the after party for some movie premiere. His bleary eyes, flushed face, and crooked smile 

suggested he’d been heavily drinking.  

With a shake of her head, she looked away from the TV and lifted her cup for another sip. She 

didn’t need to relive those memories. She couldn’t bear to think on the past.  



Just thinking about the fate of her brothers left a deep ache within her. She assumed they and 

Loren had survived the trip through the portal. Anything less than that was unacceptable.  

Eva dismissed the thoughts before they were able to plant themselves further in her mind and put 

her cup down abruptly. She picked up the newspaper instead and scanned the front page. She only 

skimmed the headline before she looked over the other articles.  

There was no mention of Ruth. Eva suspected as much, but she still searched. Ruth would strike 

soon and she wanted to be prepared. She’d taken as many precautions as necessary to give herself a 

low profile. 

There were no credit cards, which meant no paper trail of any kind. The money came from the 

many safes around the manor. She had a false name now, and false identification to go with her new 

alias acquired hours ago. 

Her disguise left her unrecognizable as the sophisticated businesswoman. She’d traded her 

pantsuits, skirts, and designer heels for jeans, t-shirts, and leather jackets. Her hazel eyes were 

masked behind brown contacts and her long brown hair was secured beneath the cap of a short 

blonde wig. Her make-up was nonexistent.  

In this get-up, no one would look twice or suspect she was Eva Morgan all along. She missed her 

expensive clothes, but there were more pressing issues than her fashion choices. 

She was now Erin Thomas, an only child. She hadn’t grown up wealthy and she didn’t have any 

superpowers whatsoever. If the circumstances had been different, a new life might’ve been 

refreshing. 

Neatly folding her newspaper, she put it aside and resumed drinking her coffee. As she did, Eva 

took a couple minutes to look around her surroundings. She wanted to be ever vigilant. 

Nothing seemed out of the ordinary so Eva resumed her meal. It may be the last full meal she’d 

have in some time, she realized, and though her appetite was slim, she forced herself to eat heartily. 

Her single bag held a couple changes of clothes, money, and easy to carry food items, and the folder. 

She might be in hiding for a while. 

As she bit into her toast, her attention shifted back to the TV. A commercial played and Eva only 

watched for a few seconds before she sought out another focal point. 

The man in the corner booth shifted. 

At first glance, the blond-haired bearded man was a bum—a homeless man right off the street. 

He held a cup of coffee between his gloved hands, the sleeves of his ragged jean jacket dirty and 

torn. His hair was long and unkempt, a knit cap pulled down over his ears. 



His gaze fixed steadily on her. There was something familiar about his face, but she couldn’t 

quite place it. Was he a former client? 

When he lifted his head in greeting to her, it came to her. Eva’s eyes widened as she quickly 

glanced down at her coffee mug. She drew her lips together and didn’t acknowledge him. 

Kenneth. 

Had he recognized her? She hoped not. The last thing she needed was an ex-boyfriend blowing 

her cover. Keeping her composure, Eva lifted her mug for one last sip and reached into her bag for a 

few bills to pay her tab. She slid from her booth and secured the strap of the heavy bag onto her 

shoulder. 

She chose not to look at him, keeping her goal on the door and getting out. She had a rental 

car—a dark-colored, nondescript sedan—with a full tank of gas. It would get her pretty far if she 

drove with minimal stops. It was in her best interest to put as much distance between herself and this 

city as possible and avoid recognition. 

It had been a few years since her relationship with Kenneth ended. Eva wasn’t one for flings or 

one-night stands, so when she fell for someone, it was serious. Kenneth had been very important to 

her and she’d loved him. Once.  

She was from a well-to-do family, had wealth, and influence. Kenneth wasn't. He was a 

struggling writer. He made ends meet with odd jobs between unpublished manuscripts and freelance 

articles. Their lives were so very different, and they often clashed, but her feelings for him had been 

genuine. 

It all ended because of her secrets. 

Years later, it was all about secrets again. She couldn’t let him recognize her. It would put him in 

jeopardy and raise questions she still wasn’t willing to answer. With quick steps, Eva approached the 

door and stepped out into the night. 

She thought she could smell rain in the air. The sky was dark, stars blotted out by ominous 

clouds. A long drive was set to become even longer if she had to go straight into that storm. 

She took a deep breath and began down the sidewalk toward the parked car. She glanced back at 

the diner window and saw no sign of Kenneth in his seat.  

Two seconds later, he stepped out the door. When he spotted her, he started in her direction. 

Perfect. 

Thinking quickly, she quickened her pace and moved past the car. Her footsteps echoed on the 

sidewalk and Kenneth’s footfalls followed.  



Reaching the end of the street, Eva turned. She didn’t recognize this neighborhood, but she knew 

the kind. It was a textbook classification of the wrong side of the tracks. Her fear was minimal. She 

couldn’t afford to be afraid. She had to remain focused. 

She went into an alley and waited. Hopefully, he would continue and that would be the end of it. 

But Kenneth turned after her. 

Eva darted out quickly to grab him. She knew her strength, as incredible as it was, and her grip 

was tight but not crushing. She pushed him back against the wall. 

“Why are you following me?”  

As his back collided, he winced. His lips moved, but no sound came out. 

“Answer me!” 

“I-I thought you looked familiar. I only w-wanted to get your attention.” 

She weighed his words, her camouflaged eyes narrowing at him. “You never saw me, do you 

understand?” 

Kenneth blinked in confusion. Recognition flitted over his features. “Eva?” 

She should’ve just kept walking. Her grip tightened on his arm and he cried out. She relaxed the 

pressure of her hold. “Keep your voice down. And don’t say that name again.” 

He immediately ignored her. “Eva, what’s going on? You’ve been all over the news. People are 

searching for you and your brothers. They’re reporting crazy shit everywhere.” 

“Be quiet!” 

The urgency in her voice made his eyes widen and his mouth shut. 

She exhaled through her nose. Realizing her hold on him was still much too tight. Not wanting to 

risk breaking bones or bruising the skin, she released him and stepped back. “Kenneth, I wish you 

hadn’t followed me.” 

“I don’t understand what’s going on. All these reports are talking about superpowers. There are 

videos—” 

“Yes, I’m very aware.” Eva drew her lips into a thin line and forced her face to become as 

neutral as she could. 

“So it’s true? All of it?” He sounded unsure. 

Eva only hesitated for a fraction of a second. “Yes. It’s true.” Glancing around, she took note of 

the dark alley. They were the only ones present, but she still spoke in a whisper. “I have 

superpowers, and so do my brothers. And they’re missing.” 

Kenneth stared at her in disbelief. He pushed away from the wall, rubbing his arm where she’d 

gripped him. “What the hell, Eva? Were you always so strong? Is that one of your superpowers?”  



She shot him a look. “It’s a long story and you do not need to know the details. The less you 

know, the better.” She nodded her head toward the entrance of the alley. “Get out of here, Kenneth. 

Go.” 

He didn’t move, rubbing his bruised arm. He looked shell-shocked and Eva was instantly 

annoyed. 

“I’m sorry,” she said, keeping the edge from her voice, “but it’s safer for both of us if you don’t 

know me.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

Kenneth could be smart when he put his mind to something, but Eva was astounded by his 

simple-mindedness. She pursed her lips. “I don’t have time to stand here and explain it all to you.” 

“At least give me the bullet-points? Jesus, Eva. The entire country is freaking out because of you 

and your brothers. I get that you’re a wanted fugitive. I’m not stupid.” 

“I am not a fugitive,” she protested.  

“I don’t understand—” He cut himself off with a sharp shake of his head. “Never mind. It’s 

stupid. I’m an idiot. Forget it.” 

This was a huge waste of her time and she wasn’t keen on having the issue so easily dismissed. 

She should’ve walked away, but instead asked, “What is it, Kenneth?” 

His hand scrubbed over his face and he let out a frustrated sound. “I don’t understand why you 

never told me.” 

That hit her like a fist to the gut. It took all the air from her lungs and she struggled to breathe. 

Eva hadn’t known what to expect, but it certainly hadn’t been that. It took a few moments longer 

than she liked to recover.  

She lifted her head, steadying her gaze on him. “That’s what this is about?” 

“I knew you kept secrets, Eva, but damn.” 

“This is neither the time nor the place to rehash the details of our failed relationship.” This time, 

Eva didn’t try to keep the bite from her tone.  

“I’m not the one who ended the failed relationship. Now I understand why.” 

That was another blow. Eva forced herself not to argue back. She’d had enough. “Goodbye, 

Kenneth,” she said.  With all the dignity she could muster, she turned on her heel to leave the alley. 

A sharp laugh followed her. “That’s it? Goodbye, Kenneth?” 

She didn’t take the bait. She had other things to worry about besides an ex-boyfriend. She 

needed to focus on getting somewhere safe. 



She followed the path her shadow cast, chasing the long dark silhouette as it stretched in front of 

her. She forced her thoughts away from Kenneth and ignored his footsteps as he trailed after. 

Eva watched his shadow join hers. She lifted her head to the street. Another shadow joined them, 

another human silhouette. But there was only them. There was no one else. 

Her pulse spiked and she felt a coldness reach deep down within her. She paused in her step and 

stretched out her arm to stop Kenneth as well. 

He jerked from her grasp and she let him. “Quiet,” she whispered. 

“What now?” His voice echoed. 

Eva gave him a glare before glancing behind them. The alley was empty. She scanned the tops of 

the buildings, the fire escapes, any place a person could stand and cast a shadow, but there was no 

one.  

The shadow was still there. Her eyes narrowed. “Nasty little trick,” she murmured. 

“What is it?” Kenneth’s voice was quiet. 

The shadow, as if realizing their awareness, spread out and melded into the wall. Swallowed by 

the other shadows, it vanished. 

“What was that?” 

Eva took a deep breath and resumed walking, her pace faster. “That is a big problem.” 

It had to be Ruth. There was only one person she knew who could control and manipulate the 

darkness. If the shadow figure she saw belonged to Ruth, then she had no doubts Ruth knew her 

location and knew someone was with her. 

That put both of them in real danger. That was the last thing she’d wanted. It was just what she 

had feared. 

“Did you do that? Was that your power?” 

“No,” Eva replied curtly. She stopped and faced him. “My power is tied in with the element of 

earth. That was shadow play. It belongs to the person who exposed my family’s secrets to the 

media—the very same person who now knows where I am.” 

“Wait, what?” 

“We don’t have time for me to explain it. That shadow was her emissary, her scout. She is 

searching for me and has now found me.” She paused. “And you.” 

“Me? What do I have to do with it?” 

His questions were valid but annoyed her nonetheless. Couldn’t he figure it out himself? “If 

you’re with me,” she explained, “then she will perceive you as an accomplice and that puts you in 



danger.” She exhaled a breath, unable to contain her frustration. “Why did you have to follow me, 

Kenneth? Why did you have to put yourself in this position?” 

“Well excuse me, Miss High And Mighty, I didn’t realize I was aiding and abetting a fugitive.” 

“I am not a fugitive!” 

He pointed a finger at her. “Yes, you are. What else would you be? They’re talking about 

terrorism, government conspiracies. You’re a wanted woman. And yeah, I guess I’m an idiot for 

following you into a dark alley and now I’m a fucking accomplice.” His face reddened in his anger, 

turning splotchy in places where his facial hair hadn’t grown. “What the fuck are we supposed to do 

now?” 

We. She hated the sound of we. This was only supposed to be her. No one else. The fewer people 

involved, the fewer people she had to worry about. Her mind was already consumed with worry for 

her brothers and Loren. 

“Shut up. I know exactly what you mean, but that does not mean I’m a fugitive. I’ve done 

nothing wrong!” Eva immediately lowered her voice, realizing it was rattling off the alley walls. She 

sucked in a breath and strengthened her composure, lifting her head.  

“That’s not what the reports say.” 

“The reports are rubbish!” This time her words came out in a harsh whisper. She reigned in her 

temper quickly. “It doesn’t matter. You need to leave. If you go now, perhaps you’ll have a chance.” 

She didn’t want to think of the alternative, but she had to. The weight of the thoughts bore down 

heavily on her mind. “And if you don’t, then I’ll have no choice but to keep you with me for your 

own safety.” 

“Will you make up your mind?” Kenneth crossed his arms. “Do you want me to stay, or do you 

want me to go? No, wait, never mind. Don’t answer. I know the answer.” With that, he pushed by 

her and started to exit the alley. 

He was infuriating. He was still the same passionate, impulsive man she’d always known. She 

quelled her anger and stepped after him. 

A great, gaping chasm opened before she’d taken two steps. The blackness of the shadows 

spread out. Eva saw it and grabbed Kenneth’s arm, pulling him back before he reached it. His eyes 

widened when he saw the shadows. 

“Is that—?” 

Her hand tightened on Kenneth’s forearm though she knew she needed to let go. “You need to 

go. Now!” 



Even if she could pry her powerful fingers from him, the shadow blocked their path. Their only 

exit was to turn and go back down the alley, but Eva knew that would be futile. A dead end. 

Kenneth attempted to wrench his arm from her grasp. She released him, but he didn’t move 

away. He stepped back and Eva put herself between him and the growing darkness. 

Figures began to emerge from within the void. Eva’s eyes narrowed as the woman appeared, 

flanked by several masked men.  

Ruth looked severe, with her dark hair pulled back in a tight bun, her dark eyes fixed solely on 

Eva. Various bruises covered her strong face. Eva could barely take satisfaction from the fact she’d 

caused most of them. She stared right back at her. 

“What the hell?”  

Eva gripped Kenneth’s arm again and pinched him sharply. He winced in pain but understood. 

He went silent, wide eyes darting. 

Ruth stepped forward. “Did you really think you would get so far? I have eyes and ears 

everywhere, you realize.” 

Eva held Ruth’s stare. To look away would display weakness, and Morgans were not weak. “I 

am well aware.” 

“Are you?” There was a faint touch of a smirk on Ruth’s lips. Eva detested it. 

“Who the hell are you?” Kenneth demanded. 

“Will you be quiet for once in your life?” Eva glared at him. 

Ruth laughed and the sound of it echoed off the walls. “Is this the lover? How sweet.” 

“Lover? Are you kidding me?” His voice lifted an octave and Eva was tempted to pinch him 

again. Instead, she brought her hands to her sides, clenching them into tight fists. 

Ruth’s painted lips curved into a mocking smile. “You’re not important anyway.” With a nod of 

her head, two of her masked goons stepped forward.  

Eva sidestepped again to put herself between them and Kenneth, but he had other ideas. He 

pushed her aside to meet one of the men head on. He drew back his fist and dealt a blow across the 

man’s face. 

“Kenneth!” 

There was no time for Eva to contemplate his rash actions, much less reprimand him for it. All 

she could do was react as the other man neared her. Her bag dropped to the ground as she pressed 

forward and wasted no time in throwing a punch of her own. 

Her super strength was incredible and Eva rarely liked to use it to her fullest potential. She had 

the capability to kill a man with a single, well-placed hit. She was always careful in containing and 



gauging her strength, and she was no less so when her fist connected with the man’s torso. Her goal 

was to disable, not kill. 

With the wind knocked out of him, her attacker hit his knees. She swiftly brought her knee up to 

his face with a small amount of force—not enough to break his nose, but enough to keep him down. 

She looked up to see Kenneth slam into the nearest wall. He groaned as his back hit the hard 

brick and slid down. The masked man gripped the front of his hoodie to pull him back up. 

Eva grabbed the man and flung him away. He went flying back into the opposite wall where he 

struck the surface and slumped to the ground. 

Ruth laughed again, but Eva didn’t spare her a single glance. Her focus remained on Kenneth.  

“Get up,” she muttered and hoisted him to his feet. He staggered for a second but regained his 

footing. 

“Eva!” 

The two remaining black-clad soldiers grabbed her arms and pulled her back. They were strong, 

but she was stronger. She jerked her arm from one’s grasp and drew her elbow back. She heard it 

crack against the man’s face and she cried out in pain. That time, she did break something, but she 

couldn’t dwell right now on whether he’d survive or not. 

Her gaze dropped to the pen-like device held by the other assailant. The inhibitor. One injection 

from it and Eva’s powers would temporarily disappear. She’d never been fond on Levi’s ingenious 

invention, no matter how useful it had been in the past. 

She couldn’t let them use it. 

A fist hit her across the face. The force of it sent her reeling back a few steps, the pain pulsing 

through her nerves. She was grabbed as she fought to recover, the inhibitor poised to strike. Eva 

pivoted, but the man’s other arm fastened around her from behind and pressed against her throat. 

From the corner of her eye, she caught Kenneth block a hit from the masked assailant she’d 

dropped a few minutes before. The next blow managed to land and Kenneth fell. 

Her vision dimmed from her lack of oxygen, but she didn’t stop her struggles. She held the 

man’s arm, keeping the inhibitor pointed away from her. She had to fight. 

Digging deep down, Eva drew on her powers to give her more strength. It emanated from 

beneath her, through the concrete, through the dirt and even deeper down. 

She brought up her other hands to grip his arm, then she applied pressure and braced herself. She 

heard the audible snap as she broke his forearm. 

He cried out and released Eva, but she held on, swinging him away from her. He was airborne 

for a few seconds before he hit the ground and rolled. The inhibitor clattered away from him. 



She took deep breaths of air, lifting her gaze to Ruth. Their eyes met, Ruth’s narrowing angrily. 

They both rushed for the device. 

Eva didn’t get far. A deep, gaping void blocked her path. The shadows spread out in a pool of 

black toward her feet. Eva stepped back to avoid it, but it trailed along the concrete toward her. Ruth 

stood in the center of it, her arms outstretched, a triumphant smile on his lips. 

“Eva!” At Kenneth’s shout, Eva turned her head. The inky blackness surrounded him. She’d 

seen a similar trick done before, with Avery. The shadows were as thick as tar, gripping him in a 

deadly embrace. His eyes were wide in fear, face white.  

But Eva was trapped too. The coldness of the shadows penetrated her, encircled her. She quickly 

glared at Ruth. As the shadows overtook her feet and moved up her legs, she held the woman’s 

victorious stare. 

“No.” 

The ground began to rumble and shift beneath their feet. The pavement cracked with the force of 

Eva’s power. 

Ruth’s eyes widened with realization. “Stop!” she shouted. 

Vines shot up, breaking through the concrete. Each tendril was as thick as Eva’s forearm and 

they lashed out like snakes. They wrapped around Ruth’s arms, forcing them to her sides. They 

coiled around her, trapping her. 

With her concentration broken, the shadows receded. The vines were strong. They’d hold long 

enough. It was time for them to get out of here. 

“Kenneth, go!” She gripped his wrist tightly, pulled him from the remaining blackness that clung 

to him and dragged him through the alley. She didn’t care if her hold was too tight, or if he protested. 

They needed to move. 

She paused only to grab her fallen bag and ran with him from the alley. When she reached her 

rental car, she released Kenneth. Without waiting for a command, he crawled into the passenger’s 

seat. “Go! Come on!” 

“I am.” Eva clenched her teeth. She shoved the key into the ignition and tore away from the curb, 

narrowly missing a car as it turned onto the street, horn blaring. 

“Holy shit,” Kenneth said between panting breaths. “Holy shit.” 

It wasn’t until they were on the highway Eva realized her entire body was trembling and her 

heart was pounding. She looked in the rearview mirror, but there was nothing but a line of headlights 

as far as she could see.  



Ruth would find them. Eva had no doubts of that. She took a long, deep breath and glanced to 

Kenneth. 

He shifted in his seat to view the cars trailing them before his eyes met Eva’s. “What the fuck?” 

Her only response was to grip the steering wheel tightly. Her fingers left deep grooves in the 

leather. She exhaled again and returned her gaze to the road. She watched the dark highway stretch 

before them and desperately tried to calm herself and her thoughts. 

Explanations would have to wait until later. For now, they needed a safe place to rest, but 

nowhere was safe.  

“Eva. Answer me.” 

“Not now, Kenneth,” she said. The calmness of her voice belied her anxiety. She kept her eyes 

on the road.  

Kenneth sighed. “Come on!” 

“We need a place to go. Temporarily. To regroup.” She risked a glance at him. 

Kenneth sat straight in his seat, staring at her. He shook his head. “I guess I’m in it for good 

now, huh?” His tone was bitter. She didn’t blame him for that. 

Her hands flexed again. If she wasn’t careful, she’d tear the steering wheel directly from the 

column. “I suppose so. And before you start, I don’t like it any more than you do.”  He shouldn’t 

have followed her in the first place. He should’ve left when she told him. 

Now, he was in the middle of it all—the worst place for anyone to be.  

“Where do we go then?” 

Eva didn’t know. She shook her head and kept her focus on the highway. The only thing she 

knew to do now was move forward, and that’s what she did. 

She drove on; the lights of Westacre grew small in the rearview mirror and the darkness of the 

unknown stretched before them.   

 


