Chapter Three

 Whenever a vehicle hits something, it always becomes an instant point of attention. Whenever that something is a person, everyone has to run to it and see if the person is okay. Whenever the person remains unfazed as the vehicle stops in its tracks, you’ve got to wonder what the hell just happened.

My situation was the third one, and I had people running to me. Nobody said anything though. Everyone was completely speechless. It was really eerie. The driver of the SUV opened the door really slowly and got out really slowly. I recognized her as Ashley Strauss, a girl who, in the past week, had almost gotten T-boned by my dad while he was taking me and Richard out to eat. She was on her cell phone then, too. She walked up to me and inspected me, as if I were a figment of her imagination.


By that time, the entire parking lot had crowded around me and Richard. Richard knew why I was okay, so he was slightly less dumbfounded than the others. He was likely wondering why I didn’t just rewind time and avoid this entire fiasco, saving everyone a lot of trouble. Which is true, I could have, but I didn’t. I wanted to see what would happen. Not one of my better ideas.

I took a step back from the SUV and revealed the Daniel-shaped dent that had been left there. That was a dent you couldn’t just bang out. I wondered how long it would be before someone spoke up. While I waited, I brushed myself off, as there was some minor debris on my person. As I was doing this, Joey, from out of nowhere, spoke.


“Dude, are you okay?” he said, obviously a bit spaced out. I wasn’t sure if he knew what had just happened was a real occurrence or not, but his concern sounded sincere, so I replied.


“Yeah, I’m fine. Not even a flesh wound. Can’t say the same for the SUV, though,” I said, glancing back at the vehicle. It was starting to smoke.


“How are you not…dead?” Ashley asked, still obviously trying to piece things together.

“I eat my veggies?” I said. I heard someone chuckle. 


“But you’re—you’re completely fine! It’s like I crashed into a rock!”


“The question we should be asking isn’t ‘Why is Daniel not injured?’ but ‘Why was Daniel hit in the first place?’ I believe,” Richard butted in, saving me from certain stupidity as usual. Richard turned to Ashley, who was left speechless. Everyone’s attention shifted from me to her, as everyone realized that just because I was okay doesn’t mean I wasn’t hit by a car.


“Rick’s got a valid point. Let’s assume I don’t have the mass of a brick of lead. I would likely be a lot flatter than I am right now. And your SUV probably wouldn’t have even flinched,” I argued, staring Ashley down. It’s probably hard to argue against someone who just stopped your SUV dead in its tracks.


“Well, I…” she began, but she trailed off. She looked around, started to tear up, and then bolted off, bawling. One of the school administrators who had seen the whole thing ran after her.


All eyes followed her. She was on the track team, so she could run pretty fast. I decided to lend the school admin a favor, so I flicked the air in her general direction, causing her to trip up and faceplant right in the grass. A few people laughed.

I turned to Richard. He had his serious face on. He was probably curious as to how I was going to get out of this mess. I gave him a sly smirk, and he buried his face in his hands. He hated that smirk.


“Danny, seriously, how are you not dead?” Rose asked, coming forth from the crowd.


I really had no idea how to explain myself, so I decided that the best course of action was to distract everybody. I thought for a few seconds about how to go about doing this, and then I came up with something. 


I turned to the SUV. It was still smoking. I used this to my advantage.


“Uh, I hate to dodge your question, Rose, but shouldn’t we be worried about how Ashley’s SUV is smoking up a storm?” I posed.


All eyes now turned to the SUV. Rose nodded. “He’s got a point. It could catch fire or something any minute.”

I walked over to the SUV and popped open the hood. Using a hint of divinity, I sparked a small fire in there. “Oh crap!” I yelled, “There’s already a fire in here! Someone go get some water!”


Someone whose name I did not know volunteered for the job, and they ran back towards the school at full speed. Hell, whoever it may have been was really fast. Everyone except me took a few big steps away from the SUV. 


Within a minute or so, the kid was back with a bucket of water. He ran up to the front of the SUV and doused the small flame, which I had kept from spreading. “Problem solved!” he proudly declared.


Fearing that attention would focus back on me, I decided to spark another distraction. Before I could act, however, something else did the distracting for me.

“You’re in deeper than ever, Danny boy!” a voice shouted from the sky. All eyes now shot skyward. A figure stood on what appeared to be a metal platform attached to nothing, arms folded. I squinted to attempt to discern his identity. He looked kind of familiar.


He leapt off of his platform and landed squarely on top of the SUV. The platform floated down and he grabbed it from the sky. After he grabbed it, it turned into a sort of scepter, which he then jabbed into the SUV, as if he was conquering it.


“Who the heck are you?” someone yelled from the crowd. As they yelled, I attempted to rewind time, as I had indeed gotten in deeper than I had planned or intended to get out of. I couldn’t.


“Me? My name’s not important right now. What is important is that your friend there,” he said, pointing at me with the scepter, “doesn’t live to see tomorrow.”


“What do you have against me?” I said to him, still attempting to discern his identity. 


“Nothing much. Just this!” he said, jamming the scepter back into the top of the SUV and holding out both of his palms towards me. Then, about a dozen tiny blades shot out from them towards me. I conjured up a quick shield and deflected them. They fell harmlessly to the ground. 

The jig was certainly up now. Apparently, there was no going back. I braced myself for another attack, but it did not come. 


“Oh, if you’re just going to be playing defense, this is not going to be any fun!” the man said maniacally. He continued, “I’ll be back when you look like you’ll put up a fight, Danny boy.”


After that, he snapped his fingers and disappeared. Oh Hell, I thought, not more jerks from the future. I heaved a heavy sigh, and I rewound time successfully, to the point where Richard and I had yet to cross the road. This time, I paused for a longer time before crossing the street. She sped by us, leaving her SUV unharmed.


The person she ended up hitting anyway wasn’t so fortunate.


“Son of a…” I muttered while burying my face in my hands. This was going to take more effort than I wanted.
