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Green Fire 

Chapter One 

Kris 

 

There was nothing different at the start of that morning than any other morning. Kris got 

up, went for a walk as she did before work, showered and got dressed. Rubbish, her male 

ginger cat, made a nuisance of himself, he tried to get into the shower with her, then rolled 

around on her clean clothes. By the time Kris got the cat hair off her clothes, scolded the cat, 

grabbed her laptop, she was late getting out of the house for work. 

As she opened the front door, leaving the house, she did not notice the strange colouring 

of the sky. She was focused on arming the alarm, getting the front door locked in time, but as 

she turned around from the front door, she realised that the sky was a strange colour. Not 

dark as if cloudy, or misty, or nice clear sunshine, but there was a slight green tint to 

everything. She did not look up, just focused on getting her car from the garage and getting to 

work. As she unlocked her garage door, she heard a commotion from the neighbours, looking 

at their house she saw them outside pointing to the sky. Their action cut through Kris’s one 

track anxiety to get to work, and she looked at the sky. 

The sky looked like it was on fire; green flames were racing across the sky. Kris forgot 

about the laptop in her hand, her garage door keys in her other hand and her rush to get to 

work in time. Her anxiety moved to the pit of her stomach; it moved from being about getting 

to work to about the strangeness of the sky. She walked over to where the neighbours were 

standing, her feet finding their way to them as her eyes were fixed on the sky. The flames that 

raced over the sky above was hypnotising in its strangeness, “What is going on? Why does 

the sky look like that?” Kris talked to them, but with her eyes fixed on the sky. 

“We don’t know, the signal on the television is blurred, and we even tried the radio, but 

it also sounded funny. I have tried to phone my daughter, but it looks like the cell phones are 

affected by the sky.”  

“Do we need to be worried?” 

“I don’t know; nobody knows anything. They say we must stay calm, but I don’t think 

anyone knows what is happening and if someone knows they are not telling us.” 

Kris’s anxiety grew, then she saw something on the horizon. “Look, look there, what is 

that?” 



It looked like a green wave was coming over the horizon, like a sheet of rain falling from 

the sky. Kris was scared; she looked at her neighbours; they could only stare at each other. 

Without talking to them, she walked back to her house, unlock the front door, put her laptop 

bag down and went to her bedroom. Rubbish was on the bed, not asleep as usual; even the cat 

seemed to be on edge as if he was sensing there was something strange going on. Kris sat on 

the bed, picked him up and with her face buried in his fur, she waited. She didn’t know what 

was coming their way, but she wanted it to go away, she wanted to go on with her easy, 

boring life of going to work, coming home, eating, sleeping. She was fine with it; she was not 

ready for green fire racing across the sky or green waves gliding across the earth. She was 

late for work; all she wanted to do was go to work. Kris never knew when the green wave 

struck; there was no feeling, no warning, just darkness. 

 

Everything hurt, her head, her body, even her ears were ringing, and she wanted to 

vomit, or maybe she had already as her mouth tasted like that. With a groan she lifted her 

head, she was on her bed and still in the clothes she was in on her way to work. It felt liked 

she had been days in this position. 

The strange buzzing in her head increased as she sat up, her body felt strange, energised 

but also tired. She got up; her clothes were much looser than she remembered as if she has 

lost weight while she was unconscious. Kris stumbled to the bathroom and looked in the 

mirror. Her face was younger, apart from the lost weight, it seemed she has aged backwards, 

a fifty-year-old became a thirty-year-old and it all happened while she was unconscious. 

Kris was scared, the one moment her life was normal, she looked normal, then a strange 

green wave struck and everything changed. She walked to the lounge and switched the 

television on; maybe there were some answers, maybe the world was not mad. The television 

went on, but the transmission was fuzzy. The news anchor looked frazzled, but everything 

seemed to be normal. Then the banner and the news updates at the bottom started to caught 

Kris’s attention, the news banners read like a comic book.  

Man flew through building killing seven people; Man created an earthquake off the coast 

of California, everyone saved by earth mage; Boat sank off the coast of Spain, fish man saved 

everyone from drowning. 

There were images of flying people, leaping people, people throwing lightning bolts 

from their hands. Kris put her face in her hands; the world has gone mad as everything has 

changed from one heartbeat to the next. She got her phone, the battery was flat and with 

shaking hands, she looked for her charger. Once the phone was plugged in, she sat back on 



the couch; her hands clamped around her knees, her feet tapped the ground. Kris was 

nervous, waiting for the phone to charge enough so she can use it. As the phone switched on, 

the messages started to come through, from her boss, her ex, friends, her parents, all of them 

wanted to know if she was ok. Kris looked at the time and date on the phone; four days have 

passed since she passed out. Panic froze her up; she did not know what happened; she did not 

know why she was unconscious for four days, four days in which the world seemed to have 

gone mad. 

Kris sat staring straight ahead; she has always hated change and the change since she got 

up four days ago late for work and now at this moment was too much. She wanted to go back 

to bed and to hide there. At that moment, her phone rang, it was her boss, “Hello,” her voice 

sounded strange to her. 

“Kris! Are you ok?”  

“I don’t know, the world seemed to have gone mad, I don’t what is going on? The news, 

the strange people…” Kris could not go on. 

“Are you ok? You…. you are not one of them now, are you?” 

“One of what?” 

“One of the changed?” 

“What do you mean the changed?” 

“It seems some people who were hit by that green wave, well, they suddenly have 

powers.” 

“All of them?” 

“No, luckily not, we don’t know how many, everyone was not affected by the wave in 

the same way. Some people passed out; others didn’t. Some people, a few, changed, and that 

changed the world.” 

“The world cannot change just because a few people changed,” Kris shook her head, to 

herself, to convince herself it should be four days ago, it should be the moment before it all 

started, and that it never started. 

“The world changed; everything is still very unclear; no one understands what is going 

on; all we know is that some people were changed when the wave hit,” the cold hand that has 

been closing around Kris’s heart since she woke up, suddenly tightened and an almost 

physical pain shot through her body and made her double over, “Kris, you ok?” Lorna’s voice 

was slower and quieter than before; there was another question, hidden away in her tone. 

“Yes, I am ok, I was afraid, I hit away in my house behind locked doors. I saw the green 

fire and the wave that followed it. My phone died, and I just tried to stay safe and I did not 



know what went on outside and I did not want to know,” the cowardice in her words was 

believable, as she knew deep down in her heart that was what she was. She was a coward, 

and she was afraid of what it meant that she looked different, “Is everything back to normal at 

work?” 

“I am glad you are ok, we were worried,” Lorna’s voice still doesn’t sound convinced, 

“Everyone is still shaken up by what happened and all the strange reports coming in. I have 

kept the company closed till after the weekend. Giving everyone a chance to recover from the 

wave and the strangeness.” 

“Ok, thanks, I am still shaken by everything, I will stay indoors until Monday. Thanks 

for the call.” 

“Ok. Kris… you will tell me if there was anything wrong?” 

“Yes, I will, but there is nothing wrong. I am just very shaken up by everything.” 

“Ok, then I will see you on Monday.” 

The call disengaged, but Kris sat with the phone to her ear for another minute or two, 

staring ahead. 

With a start, she came back to the present and started to answer all the messages of 

people who wanted to know where she was and if she was ok. She gave her parents, brother 

and even her ex a phone call. Everyone else seemed ok, her ex’s voice was forced, but she 

said she was ok and Kris had her own problems to worry about than to think about worrying 

about something that might or might not be wrong with her ex. 

 

The next few hours, Kris watched the news, the reports of people wrecking the world, of 

people saving the world, of a world she does not understand and don’t want to be part of. She 

needed to get out; she can’t hide in her house anymore, as she needed to see for herself what 

was going on with the world. She showered and got dressed, in the smallest clothes she 

owned, clothes she always kept with the hope of wearing someday again if she lost weight, 

which she never did, well that was until the green wave came along.  

 

She left the house and for a moment a paralysing fear gripped her. She stood still, maybe 

for a minute or two, then the resolve took hold of her again, and she stepped forward. She 

unlocked the garage and pulled the car out, the fear still cold in the pit of her stomach.  

Kris drove to the nearest mall, the roads were quieter than usual, but apart from that, 

everything was the same. She parked and started to walk through the mall; no one seemed to 

notice her or looked in her direction. Everyone was going about their business, as usual, 



although quicker and more aware of their surroundings than before. Kris enjoyed the almost 

normalness of the mall, so much that she sat down on one bench in the middle of one 

hallway. People walked past, an old man held his wife’s hand, looking at her now and again 

with a smile on his face, a couple walked close together as the husband kept his son in his 

arms protectively, a young woman was on her way somewhere, but kept glancing over her 

shoulder as if she wanted to make sure that no one was paid attention to her. People were 

acting normal as if they tried to made it look like nothing changed, but the change the wave 

brought, could not be erased. 

Kris stood up, smiling, maybe when the memories of the wave got older, people will get 

back to not having to act normal but can be normal. She was on her way back to her car when 

the buzzing in her head started, Kris tried to ignore it, but with every step, it got worse. Then 

she saw him, in the middle of the food hall, he looked confused. It seemed like his outline 

was blurring as if his whole body was at war with him, his outline started to change shape, it 

warred between thinner, fatter, uglier, more handsome, it was as if his body could not decide 

what it wanted to be. Everyone started to scream and ran, some men grabbed their wives and 

hid them behind them, the single men were looking for any kind of weapon. The people were 

both angry and scared; Kris was rooted to the spot. The buzz in her head became louder and 

louder, she wanted to grab her head, but she did not want to attract any attention to herself. 

She did not want the same attention on her than the changing man has on him. 

He saw the people ran, some screaming at him and some men advanced on him with 

makeshift weapons, chairs, things they grabbed to threw at him, and one man with a pistol, 

his face both afraid and determined. The man started to ran in a direction, everyone tried to 

get away from him, then Kris realised he ran straight for her, but she could not move. Her 

head was splitting with pain, and when the man hit her while he was looking back, the impact 

sent her flying backwards.  

Kris groaned, she has hit her head, and her breath was knocked from her. Slowly she 

rolled to her side, coughed and wheezed to get her breath back. As she started to breathe 

better, she came to a sitting position and realised the man was lying still, his eyes closed, 

close to her. He looked normal; there was no sign of the changes that had everyone scared a 

few minutes ago. The buzzing sound was gone, Kris stood up, the surrounding people was 

concerned, as they kept asking her if she was ok. Their attention was not focused on her for 

long as she seemed ok; they were still pointing their fingers to the man on the ground. Kris 

was afraid for the man, there was a fear of the unknown that was fuelling the people, they 

were becoming a mob, and a mob was always dangerous. 



 

Kris got back to her car and drove home as quick as she could. On her way, the incident 

was on repeat in her brain, she barely saw the road she was driving. She got home and started 

to pace, her mind tried to make sense of what happened at the mall. She walked to the 

bathroom again and looked at herself in the mirror; it was the same face she saw this 

morning, twenty years younger. She did not want to look like this, her normal was the face of 

a fifty-year-old. Slowly her face started to change; it became what she was used to, the face 

she has been looking at every morning until the morning the wave struck. Kris was shocked, 

and her face looked younger again. She concentrated again, and her face changed again to her 

old face. Kris’s knees gave way, and she sat down in a heap on her bathroom floor. The wave 

changed her, but in what way she doesn’t know yet, all she knew was that she has to hide it 

from everyone and with the ability she got from the man in the mall, she might get away with 

no one finding out that the wave changed her. 


