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Genes. They come from your parents, right? What if 

you got one so horrible you could die because of it? No, 

I’m not talking about some hereditary disease. I’m 

talking about gene DAF-2. Only 1 out of every 10 billion 

people receives this gene. 

This makes no sense to you, right? Okay let’s 

rewind… a lot. It all started with the Genome Project. 

You know that show Heroes? How they found out who 

had the ‘powers?’  

They did the same thing basically. They are the 

people who study the Genome Project. The Phantoms are 

almost never seen and if they are, they are clad in black 

cloaks. That is how they earned the nickname ‘The 

Phantoms.’ These men are geniuses. I swear their I.Q.’s 

are incredible.  

Anyway, a few years ago the head researcher found 

out what this one gene could do and he vowed that he 

would get it, no matter the cost. What is it that could 

make this man go mad?  

Power.  

If you isolate the gene and enhance it you can 

become essentially immortal. They researched the people 

who had this strand of D.N.A. Most were untouchable. 

Bill Gates and some famous tennis player were among 

the people. The only person who they could go after 

because they weren’t in the public view was me, Danielle 

Nicole Anderson. 

The Phantoms are a crafty group of people. Finding 

anything out about them is so hard it’s hardly worth it. 

Most of what we’ve found out about them is from 

experience. I’m babbling again. Anyway, since the 

Phantoms found out who they could go after, they 

haven’t stopped.  
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The first thing they did was target my family and 

friends. They traveled the country becoming the most 

feared group in America since the Ku Klux Klan. People 

thought they were trying to bring the group back. People 

thought generally if they didn’t fall in the discriminated 

category of the Phantoms they would be fine.  

The first person they targeted was my dad. My 

parents had been divorced for a few months before my 

dad moved to Sacramento. My dad and I were really 

close though. The Phantoms were spotted up in that area. 

It was all over the news. That was three days before my 

dad’s work building blew up. Unfortunately, my father 

and a lot of other people were killed because of it. The 

next place hit was my sister’s college. A school shooting 

was discovered where no killer was found. My sister 

survived.  

I was a naive kid. I wrote these off as coincidences. 

It didn’t occur to me that they were targeting me. Then 

graduation rolled around. My best friend, Anthony, and 

my boyfriend, Chris, scrambled the certificates so we 

were all out of order. When my name was supposed to be 

called, the girl who took my place was shot.  

It was the Phantoms. They shot anyone who got in 

their way. As chaos broke loose, I ran into the hall. 

Anthony pulled me into a janitor’s closet to hide. I had 

lost track of Chris minutes before. We hid in there until 

the screaming stopped. 

We searched for families and friends. My family 

wasn’t among the harmed. I saw them huddled up against 

the wall. They weren’t damaged. We found Chris in the 

commons. He had been shot in the leg. He told us that 

the Masked One had come.  
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This was our first experience with the Phantoms. 

The Masked One was a complete mystery to us. Chris 

told us he was the only Phantom who had a face. In 

reality it was just a mask that he wore.  

Chris said that the Masked One mentioned my name 

several times before his hiding place was discovered. 

That is when I finally realized I was in danger.  

 Anthony went to the police with this information, 

but they didn’t do anything. It was like they wouldn’t . . . 

couldn’t take us seriously. I knew that we had to do 

something. I didn’t want to die just then. Chris, Anthony, 

and I dedicated ourselves to finding out what they 

wanted. After a few more scrapes with these Phantoms, 

we found out what they wanted.  

Chris went missing a few days later. Trying to figure 

out what happened to Chris, I experienced the terror of 

my mind’s eye for the first time. It’s this little pulling in 

the back of my right eye that lets me see into the future. I 

guess you could call me psychic. It is another side effect 

of this gene. I saw a Phantom injecting Chris with some 

liquid.  He shuddered and fell. The scene flashed to the 

injection needle. It looked like a super-soaker, but with a 

thin needle on the end of it. It resembled the little gun in 

Men In Black a little bit.  

Now I’m running for my life. Running come easy to 

me. I was an all-star on the school track team. What I’m 

saying is I can run.  

Anyway the Masked One, himself, is chasing me. 

This was the first time the Masked On has come for me 

personally. Usually he sends one of his flunkies. But I 

guess he got fed up with their failures.  

Angry knocking at my door startled me. I didn’t stop 

to see who it was. Pushing my desk in front of my door, I 
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grabbed a stapled pack of papers containing all our 

research. I shoved it in a backpack and grabbed my cell 

phone.  

I bit back a scream as the door splintered behind me.  

I struggled to open the window and slipped out. I reached 

into my room and picked up a few medium sized stones 

from my bedside table. Shoving them into my pocket, I 

ran down the fire escape. I planned to throw the rocks in 

the opposite direction of my path to confuse them. It was 

a cheap trick, but it was worth a try. I was so frightened 

my flight kicked in. Sometimes the smartest of people do 

really stupid things. 

As I jumped the last three steps to the ground a sharp 

coldness surround me. I looked up. The Masked One 

glared down at me. His face gave me chills. The mask 

was a cool white. The eyes were cut like a cat pupils. 

There were long fangs jutting from the mouth. I thought 

it was a rumor but feeling the air I realized it was true. 

The Masked One had eye surgery that allows him to 

manipulate the air around a person. He took the phrase ‘a 

cold stare’ quite literally. 

I ran like the devil himself was after me. I would 

argue that he was. He had quickly followed me down the 

fire escape. He trailed me like it was a game.  

Fear threatened to freeze my muscles. My traitorous 

brain told me I was no match for him. Even with my 

psychic advantage. I told it to shut up and ran from my 

apartment complex down the street.  

Cool wind whipped through my brown hair. Cutting 

through people’s yards, I ran through a sprinkler in the 

back yard of someone’s house. I skidded to a stop as I 

stared in horror at the newly built privacy fence in my 

way. There was no way around it. It was connected to a 
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chain link fence. The chain link fence had an angry dog 

housed in it. I didn’t want to risk it. My pursuer was 

closing the distance. I considered my options. Let him 

catch me and murder me? Absolutely not! Climb over the 

fence and risk life and limb with the vicious dog? Um . . . 

Rather not. 

I glanced behind me. The Masked One entered the 

yard. He stared at me. I shivered in the air he bent around 

me. He didn’t move. In his cruel voice he mocked me. 

I’m not going to repeat it. It isn’t really the most 

appropriate thing in the world.  

He just stood there staring at me. He wouldn’t move. 

I couldn’t make sense of it. It was only a sprinkler. As 

the water moved closer to him, he took a small step back. 

I ran up a side yard to the street. He let out a blood 

curdling scream as he bolted through the sprinkler after 

me. I didn’t look to see what happened to him, but I 

understood. He couldn’t stand the water. 

The Masked One slipped away into the shadows as I 

approached Anthony’s street. I was trying to make it to 

Anthony’s house. Anthony always knew how to make 

things right. I stopped just before I crossed the street.  

Pulling my cell phone I sent a message to him telling 

them I was almost there.  Foreboding crept up my neck. 

Something was wrong. And my mind’s eye wasn’t 

volunteering any information.  

I jumped as a hand covered my mouth. I felt 

something sharp pressed to my neck. The Masked One’s 

voice spoke in my ear, “Finally. After all this bloody 

time.”  

I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t move. I frantically tried 

to control my thoughts. They weren’t organizing. I felt a 

little pulling behind my right eye.  
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The Masked One slits my throat. He laughs with his 

bloody knife dripping. 

I thought, “I already knew that.”  

The muscles I was pressed against twitched. I knew 

it was coming. Suddenly, my stupid body came unglued. 

With all my strength I rammed my elbow into his 

stomach. The knife dropped from his hand, but not 

before I was cut just below my collar bone.  

I turned as he straightened. Not knowing what to do, 

I fished a stone from my pocket.  I looked at it sitting 

perfectly in my hand.  Not taking the time to aim I 

chucked the rock at my enemy. Let’s just say it hit him in 

a . . . tender area. He bent slightly and I kicked him in the 

face. He fell back his mask askew. 

I looked upon the face of the man who has tried for 

just over a year to kill me. Nothing could have prepared 

me for who I saw under that mask. My heart just about 

stopped.  

The man I call Dad sat up massaging his nose. I 

probably broke it but I didn’t care. How?    

I wracked my brain for any sign that could lead me 

to come to this conclusion. He had faked his own death 

so he could come after me. Who would hunt a dead man? 

I have to say I took a step back. My damaged heart 

turned to stone.  

Owen Anderson tried his best to convince me that it 

was just a trick. He told me he wouldn’t ever hurt me.  

When he realized that I wasn’t going to be 

convinced, the cruel voice I had come to know came 

through, “We can’t always have a perfect ending.”  

I shook my head. I needed to think. I couldn’t look 

at him and I couldn’t run.  

I felt the pull of my mind’s eye.  
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“Not now!” I begged silently. 

Phantoms crept out of from behind the houses and 

trees to where Owen and I stood. They silently 

surrounded us. Every single one of them had an injector. 

I knew I had to get away from them. I had to leave. 

One thing stopped me. My father knew this town better 

than me. There wasn’t a place I could hide.  

“Just give up Danie Belle. You won’t win.”  

I thought of all the cheesy lines I could say at the 

moment but I just said, “No.”   

I gave him a hard look before I took off running 

again. I prayed I had enough will and courage to keep 

going.  

I angled myself for the pier. It was next to the river. I 

hoped could easily get away from him there. Did he 

know what I was trying to do? Did I even know?  

The answer is the same for both. No.   

His minions would try to block me off. I tried to 

disappear into the crowds. There must have been a sign 

above my head glowing luminously said, “I’m right 

here.” 

As I ran toward the Ferris wheel, I was surrounded. I 

had to out think them. But how? 

I memorized the positions of each of them. Since I 

never stopped moving they didn’t know that I had seen 

them. They were in a loose formation with a big gap 

leading to the board walk. The water must have them that 

scared. I changed direction heading diagonally to the 

gap. They closed in behind me.  

A throng of tourists stopped in my path and I ducked 

into the crowd. I looked down at my clothes. I was 

wearing bright pink. I paid someone to switch jackets. I 

gave her my backpack. I ducked out of the crowd again. 
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Several followed the group of tourists. A couple 

suspected a trick and pursued me still.   

I continued my indirect path to the gap. I knew that 

if I could get past the paved area they wouldn’t pursue 

me. The front line of Phantoms tightened slightly as they 

saw my target.  

I hoped my speed would be enough. I ran to the gap. 

Someone caught my sleeve. He growled. I yanked back. 

It sent both of us toppling into the water. I swam away 

from the screams of the Phantom in the water.  

I hoped Chris and Anthony would understand me 

just running off like this. I couldn’t endanger them any 

longer. Some how I’d get a message to them. 

 I looked back at my father. He was standing on the 

edge of the pier silently enduring the painful spray of the 

water. He yelled, “I’ll find you!”  

I whispered, “Till we meet again.”  

 


