
Dawn 

 Apollo and Diana Sorella were a young couple living together in the poorest of the city’s slums 

with hardly any money to their names. Apollo was an Italian immigrant whose family came to America 

because they’d heard it was the “land of opportunity”, only to find it wasn’t quite what they thought it 

was. Diana was the daughter of a wealthy business tycoon, but she turned away her family’s fortune to 

run away and start a new life with the man she loved. The young couple had to fend for themselves with 

nobody to depend on but each other. It was a daily struggle to stay afloat with the meager paychecks 

they received from their dead end jobs, but they managed to scrape by. 

Then one day, Diana gave birth to a baby girl. The young couple was worried about the extra 

stress a child would put on their already extremely precarious financial situation. But as soon as they 

saw their newborn daughter, with her mother’s snow white skin and her father’s raven black hair, all of 

those worries faded away. This child was the start of something new, a shining light in the couple’s 

otherwise bleak lives. And so Dawn Sorella, the newest member of the Sorella family, was born. 

 

Dawn’s childhood was not an easy one. She grew up dirt poor, living in a tiny, run-down 

apartment with her parents and younger brother, Leo. Her parents both worked multiple jobs just to 

pay the bills and put food on the table. So when Dawn wasn’t at school, she’d be at home taking care of 

her brother, meaning she didn’t have much of a social life. 

At school, Dawn was teased and bullied relentlessly for stuff like wearing ratty old clothes to 

school, falling asleep during class, and always sitting by herself at lunch. The combination of being 

bullied, not having any friends, and not having much time or energy for homework and studying made 

school a rough experience for Dawn. The only thing that kept her going was the knowledge that she had 

a loving family to come home to every day. But things only got worse when she entered high school. 



Not only did Dawn have to deal with the usual strange, uncontrollable changes in her body that 

came along with puberty, but much weirder, much scarier things began happening as well. Her eyes 

started getting more sensitive to bright lights, she’d notice her body seem to fade away sometimes 

when it got dark, and she’d occasionally fall flat on her face on her way to class because she stepped in a 

shadow and got her foot stuck in the ground. Dawn was terrified and neither she nor her parents had 

any idea what was happening to her. So after much deliberation, her parents contacted a man who 

claimed to be an expert in these kinds of phenomena. 

 Shortly thereafter, the man paid a visit to the family’s humble apartment and thoroughly 

examined their daughter. He concluded from his examination that Dawn was simply experiencing the 

manifestation of latent traits and abilities, commonly known as “powers”, that were the result of an 

extremely rare mutation at birth. He offered to provide ongoing assistance to help minimize the 

“growing pains” of these powers’ continued manifestation and teach Dawn how to control her 

newfound abilities. Unfortunately, just hiring him for the one appointment already set the family’s 

finances way back, and they couldn’t possibly afford to pay for this service. So Dawn would have to just 

figure things out on her own. 

 Dawn hated these new “powers”. She’d read about super heroes in the newspaper. People who 

were blessed with fantastic abilities that they used to help those in need. But her powers weren’t a 

blessing, they were a curse. These heroes all had flashy, exciting abilities like flight and super speed that 

they could use to fight crime and protect people. All Dawn’s power did was get her stuck in stuff and 

make people scared of her. 

If Dawn’s life at school wasn’t already rough enough, the addition of uncontrollable powers only 

screwed things up even more. Dropping her books in the hallway because her arms disappeared when 

she walked through a shadow, running late to class because her hand got stuck in her locker door when 

she went to open it , Dawn was a walking disaster. Most of the kids and teachers kept their distance and 



avoided contact with her. They didn’t know what she was and were afraid of what she might do if they 

messed with her. There was even a rumor that the Dawn from before committed suicide, and now her 

vengeful spirit was haunting the school. Unfortunately, her pale skin and ragged clothes and appearance 

only made this theory more plausible. 

Some brave souls even took it upon themselves to play hero and try to run the evil ghost out 

with threats and violence to protect the other students from her wrath. Dawn knew the teachers were 

probably looking for any reason at all to get her kicked out of school since they were as afraid of her as 

anyone else, so she refused to fight back. Her father was expelled from high school for getting into fights 

and her mother dropped out to run away with him, which ultimately led to their family’s unfortunate 

financial situation. Dawn knew how important it was for both her and her parents that she not make the 

same mistakes they did and to get her diploma, even if it meant putting up with some abuse. As a result, 

she got very good at being able to take a hit. She didn’t want her family to worry, especially her younger 

brother, so she tried her best not to cry when she came home from school and told them the bruises 

were from tripping and running into things because of her powers acting up. 

As time went on, Dawn learned more about her powers and how to control them. She started 

getting more comfortable moving around and doing things as a shadow, she learned how to pass 

through solid matter at will and maneuver around in the darkness inside walls and  the ground, and she 

even learned how to maintain her solid form when she was in the dark. It was already too late to stop 

the bullying and harassment at school, but she’d gotten used to it. And no matter how scary or 

detestable she seemed to other people, at least her family would always love her just the same. Life 

hadn’t exactly gotten better for Dawn, but at least it hadn’t gotten worse either…until tragedy struck. 

Leo, Dawn’s dear younger brother and closest companion in a cruel world that wanted nothing 

more than for her to just disappear, had just recently entered high school. He’d been bullied as well, 



mostly for his relation to Dawn. But Leo was still a normal kid, so he’d never had to experience anything 

near the extent of what she did. 

Then one day, Dawn’s greatest fear was realized. Her brother started showing signs of having 

“powers”.  The signs were hardly noticeable at first, stuff like tiny bursts of light at his fingertips and a 

subtle glow coming from his skin when he stood in the sunlight for a long time. But Dawn knew this 

subtlety wouldn’t last – she’d experienced it herself. Her brother, despite being 3 years younger, was 

tougher than she was. Leo had inherited their father’s natural strength and good looks, while Dawn had 

inherited their mother’s frail appearance and ghostly complexion. But even though Leo was a tough kid, 

Dawn couldn’t let her brother experience the same daily torment at school that she’d had to put up with 

for years. So she contacted the only person she knew of that could help him. 

After digging up the old phonebook and locating the entry that had been circled 3 years ago, 

Dawn arranged a private meeting with the doctor that her parents had called when her own powers 

were just starting to manifest. When the agreed upon time drew near, Dawn headed to the Doctor’s 

office alone without a word to her family. 

When Dawn arrived, she was stunned by just how exorbitant everything looked. She figured the 

desk alone was probably worth more money than she’d ever seen in her life. Dawn was standing at the 

door in total shock trying to imagine how somebody could possibly come across this much money when 

the Doctor offered her a seat and asked if she’d like anything to drink. Dawn politely declined and cut 

right to the chase. She explained the situation with her brother and how important it was to her that he 

not have to be subjected to the same daily torment she had to endure because of her powers, fighting 

back tears as she recounted her traumatic experiences. After explaining everything and recollecting 

herself, Dawn took a deep breath and asked how much it would cost for the Doctor to help her brother 

control his powers before they started causing him problems. 



The Doctor paused for a moment, then pulled a form out from his desk drawer and slid it across 

to Dawn without a word. Dawn’s eyes scanned the form and her heart sank like a rock. Her parents were 

already working themselves to the bone just to keep the family afloat, and even if Dawn could somehow 

find an employer that wasn’t too scared to hire her, there’s no way she’d be able to come up with this 

kind of money before her brother was already out of high school and psychologically and emotionally 

broken from all the abuse like her. Seeing Dawn’s pained expression and the tears starting to reform in 

her eyes, the Doctor broke the silence.  

“Normally, when somebody can’t pay for my services, that’s the end of it, negotiations are 

over”, the Doctor said, “but this is clearly very important to you, and you yourself are a rather special 

case, so I may have an alternative option just for you”. Dawn snapped out of it and immediately gave 

the Doctor her full attention. The Doctor continued, “I have a certain contact that I guarantee would pay 

good money for somebody of your unique…talents. If you agree to go work for him for a while, we can 

consider the bills for my services paid in full”. 

Dawn was more than a little skeptical of this agreement, but the happiness and well-being of 

her brother was far more important to her, so she agreed…on one condition. The Doctor was to tell her 

family that he was doing this out of the goodness of his heart and keep his and Dawn’s agreement a 

secret. She didn’t want to add even more unnecessary stress and worry to their lives, and she knew her 

brother would refuse the Doctor’s help if he knew the real reason. The Doctor agreed and told her to 

expect a phone call in the near future before she took her leave. 

 

A few days later, Dawn received a call from the Doctor on her personal phone (a crummy, hand-

me-down flip phone from her mom with a pay-by-the-minute plan) outlining a time and location to 

meet. The call ended just as suddenly as it had begun, and when the agreed upon meeting time drew 

near, Dawn headed to the designated location. Normally Dawn felt most comfortable outside at night, 



all alone under the moon and stars (or at least what little you could see of them from the city streets), 

but she was instructed to wait under a streetlight where she was completely powerless to meet with 

somebody she knew nothing about. 

Eventually, Dawn was approached by a tall, lanky man wearing a leather jacket, hat and 

sunglasses. Once he’d confirmed her identity, the man led her to what looked like an abandoned 

warehouse tucked away in the outskirts of the city. The warehouse was old and dilapidated with 

exposed brick and chipped paint everywhere – not a pretty sight, but nothing Dawn wasn’t used to. The 

tall man walked up to the front door and knocked in what seemed to be a code. A few long seconds 

passed and the door opened from inside. The interior of the warehouse wasn’t very well lit, plenty of 

lights had burned out, but Dawn was perfectly fine with poor lighting. What she wasn’t so comfortable 

with were the building’s inhabitants. The warehouse was filled with large, intimidating men who looked 

like they could snap her like a twig if she made one wrong move. However, Dawn quickly realized from 

how they were all looking at her that many of them no doubt had other things in mind. Dawn knew she 

couldn’t trust the man who was escorting her any more than anyone else in that room, but she 

instinctively inched closer to him anyway. 

The tall man led her through the warehouse until they reached a back room, at which point the 

man stood aside and motioned for her to go inside. Through the door was a cramped office with no 

windows and an old, wooden desk sitting only a few feet away from the door – nowhere near as fancy 

or well-kept as the Doctor’s. At the desk was a scrawny looking man in a cheap suit smoking a cigarette. 

Physically, he wasn’t quite as imposing as the men outside, but the way he carried himself gave her the 

impression that he was the guy in charge here. There wasn’t a chair for her to sit in this time, so she just 

stood in the small space in front of the desk. 

The man, without getting out of his seat, looked Dawn up and down and chuckled to himself, 

“We don’t get many a you types around here, dame, what’s yer name?”. Dawn stammered back, 



“It’s…it’s Dawn…um…n-nice to meet you”. The man started laughing, presumably at how visibly nervous 

Dawn was, “Dawn, eh? Cute name fer a cute dame! I bet the boys’ll love you! You know, we got a 

special kinda work around here for cute little dames like you…”. Suddenly, Dawn broke out into a cold 

sweat. The man let her squirm for a few seconds before he continued, “but a mutual friend tells me 

you’s got somethin’ special about you…says you’s got some…uncommon abilities”. Dawn’s mind started 

to race trying to think of where he could possibly be going with this. 

The man continued, “Our mutual friend tells me you can do some crazy shit in the 

shadows…mind showin’ me what he was talkin’ about?”. Without warning, the man reached over and 

flipped the light switch. Dawn instinctively reverted to her incorporeal form and dropped into the 

ground to take cover. When Dawn came back to her senses, she noticed the man wasn’t showing any 

signs of aggression. He turned on his desk light to look around the room and called out, “Hey dame, 

where’d you go?”. Dawn cautiously peeked her head partially out of the ground and took a somewhat 

visible form, responding with a quiet “Um…what are you planning to do with me?”. Looking over his 

desk and seeing Dawn sheepishly looking up at him from inside the ground, the man swung his head 

back in uproarious laughter, “Oh, this is rich, real rich! You really picked a winner this time, Doc!”. 

When he finally calmed down, the man continued, “You’s a cute girl, but I think you and I both 

know your talents would be wasted as simple ‘entertainment’. So I tells you what…we got a whole 

operation goin’ here. Real smooth, real delicate. But some people don’t like the way we do things. So we 

need ‘enforcers’ to keep everyone in line and make sure they know who calls the shots around here, got 

it?”. Dawn lowered her head a little further into the ground, “But…I don’t want to hurt anyone…or break 

the law…”. The man laughed again, “Don’t you worry about nothin’, dame, all’s you gotta do is tag 

along. And if someone starts givin’ the boys a tough time, you just come outta those shadows like that 

and spook ‘em a little, don’t even gotta get yer hands dirty!”. 



Dawn pondered the proposition for a long while, “Well…as long as I’m not actually doing 

anything illegal…I guess…”. The man cut her off, “Fantastic! I got high hopes for you, dame, sky high! Do 

a good job and you may even catch the eye of Mr. Big ‘imself!”. Dawn raised herself up out of the 

ground, “Mr. Big? I thought you were the boss…”. The man reached over and turned the lights back on, 

“I am the boss around here. But Mr. Big is the boss of all bosses. He runs this city, and you do NOT 

wanna get on his bad side, unless you wanna…disappear”. The Boss continued, still smiling, “And not like 

yer little magic trick there…you piss of Mr. Big, you ain’t comin’ back when the lights turn back on”. 

Dawn couldn’t muster a response, so the Boss resumed, “But you look like a smart girl, so we shouldn’t 

have any issues. Be good to the Family and the Family’ll be good to you”. Then the boss looked her dead 

in the eyes, “And I’m sure you know how important family is”. 

With that, the boss waved her out of his office and the tall man from before escorted her out of 

the warehouse. So much had happened, but all Dawn could think about was that last statement, “I’m 

sure you know how important family is”. How much had the Doctor told him about her? Did he know 

who she was? Did he know about her family? Her brother? What would happen if she tried to get out of 

her deal? Dawn got the sinking feeling that she’d made a horrible, horrible mistake…but it was too late 

to back out now.  

Dawn’s daily life continued like normal. But at night, she’d head to the warehouse to assist with 

whatever the Boss needed of her. Fortunately for Dawn, the Boss wasn’t lying when he said she 

wouldn’t have to get her hands dirty. Her job was to just tag along with a small group of enforcers as 

they went around doing their job, typically stuff like collecting on debts owed from particularly stubborn 

individuals or dealing with rowdy street gangs who had overstepped their boundaries. All Dawn had to 

do was act as their “secret weapon”, as the Boss called her, which as far as she was concerned was just 

an empty threat to coerce people into cooperating peacefully. Usually, Dawn didn’t even have to come 

out of hiding, but sometimes people would call the enforcers on their “bluff”, so she’d have to be called 



out of the shadows to show them some proof. Fortunately, the mere sight of her proved enough to get 

people to change their tune, so Dawn never had to actually do anything to back up the enforcers’ claims 

about what she was capable of (which was good, because it seemed the enforcers had a lot of fun 

coming up with wild ghost stories to scare people). 

 With each passing week, Dawn found that she’d have to come out of hiding less and less. It 

seemed the rumors and stories alone were enough to make people think twice about opposing the 

Family, which was good for the Family because it made everything much easier for them and good for 

Dawn because she could just stay in the security of the shadows. Dawn was doing such a good job that 

the Boss even started paying her for her work. 

But best of all, Dawn was finally beginning to feel more comfortable with the other enforcers. 

She wasn’t sure if it was because they realized how valuable of an asset she was or if they’d just grown 

closer from spending so much time together, but the others no longer just treated her as a random girl 

or a tool make their job easier. They shared personal stories with her, told jokes and goofed around 

when they weren’t on the job, tried to lift her spirits when she’d had a particularly rough day at school, 

and even threw a few punches if any of the other guys in the warehouse tried to get fresh with her. They 

treated her like one of their own, like family. Dawn actually began to think that this whole deal wasn’t so 

bad after all. 

But not everybody was content with the way things were. One night, the enforcers were sent 

out to deal with a local street gang that had started getting a little too bold for their own good. When 

they arrived, the enforcers were drastically outnumbered, but they approached with confidence, 

knowing they had the upper hand with their “secret weapon”. The enforcers made their usual threats, 

but the gang leader didn’t back down. He said he knew their “secret weapon” had never actually done 

anything, that it was all just a hoax, nothing more than an empty threat to scare weaklings. As usual, the 



enforcers called Dawn out of the shadows to put on a show, and she slowly rose out of the ground and 

waited for the gang leader to inevitably back down. 

Suddenly, a lead pipe swung right through Dawn’s head from behind. She was a shadow, so it 

just passed through her without causing any damage, but she still shrieked and ducked below the 

ground to take cover from any further attacks. Having just witnessed the sweet, innocent girl they 

thought of as a younger sister become the target of a vicious, unprovoked attack, the other enforcers 

launched into an all-out brawl. Dawn was in shock, she’d been beaten and abused plenty at school, but 

this was the first time she’d ever been attacked with the intent to maim…or worse. Dawn quickly shook 

it off and looked up to see the chaos unfold above her. She was safe in the shadows underground, but 

her fellow enforcers were up there fighting the rebelling gang…and they were dramatically 

outnumbered. 

Dawn’s mind raced trying to think of what she should do. The enforcers were tough, that’s why 

they were enforcers, but Dawn knew they didn’t stand a chance against the gang’s sheer numbers. 

She’d suffered plenty of one-sided beatings at school, but she’d never been in an actual fight before, 

especially not against criminals equipped with weapons. Even if she did try to help, she’d only get in the 

way and probably get herself seriously injured, if not worse. But the only reason the enforcers were 

fighting in the first place was because they wanted to protect her. 

Dawn watched as her fellow enforcers…her friends…were held down and beaten mercilessly 

with brass knuckles and baseball bats while she tried desperately to think of something…anything she 

could do to stop it. Suddenly, Dawn saw one of the gang members pull out a switchblade and start 

making his way toward one of the subdued enforcers. If she didn’t do anything, the enforcers weren’t 

going to just get beaten up and let off with a warning…they were going to die. 



At that moment, time seemed to slow down. Her parents, her brother, life at school, her 

involvement with the Family, her future…all of these thoughts left Dawn’s head, leaving only one word 

behind. 

 

“GO!” 

 

Dawn launched herself straight at the man without a second thought, eyes shut tight and 

shrieking in terror. She wrapped herself around him and put all of her being into pulling him away from 

her friend, dragging him down into the only place she knew he couldn’t do her friends any harm – into 

the shadows below. The man frantically struggled to break free, but Dawn’s mind and body were 100% 

focused on one thing and one thing only: stopping him from using that knife. 

 

Finally, Dawn came back to her senses. How much time had passed? What was she doing? The 

last thing she remembered was grabbing the man who pulled a knife on the enforcers and pulling him 

into the shadows. She didn’t even know she could take other people into the shadows with her. She was 

still underground with the man in her arms, but he wasn’t struggling anymore… 

… 

He wasn’t struggling anymore! 

The realization hit Dawn like a truck, and she frantically threw herself and her victim back up to 

the surface. She was just a high school student, she was just trying to save her friend, she didn’t want to 

kill anyone! The man laid motionless on the cold pavement, the color had left his face. Dawn’s heart was 

pounding like a drum, her vision fading, she felt like she was going to pass out on the spot. She could 

faintly hear someone yelling in the distance. Franky, the enforcer who was previously the target of the 

man lying in front of her, ran up to her. Dawn looked up at him, unable to form any kind of coherent 



thoughts or words. Franky quickly picked up on what was happening and got down to check the man’s 

breathing. 

After the longest stretch of silence Dawn had experienced in her life, Franky finally breathed a 

sigh of relief and gave Dawn a weak smile.  

“He’s alive”. 

This news shattered the crushing tension that was suffocating Dawn and relief hit her like an 

avalanche, leaving her a blubbering mess lying on ground. Franky pulled her into a tight embrace, tears 

welling up in his eyes, “Aw, Dawn, babe. Don’t you start cryin’! You know that if you start cryin’, I’ll start 

cryin’!”. Franky was a big, scary looking guy who’d been fighting all his life, but he was a real softie once 

you got to know him. He was only a year older than Dawn and the former “kid” of the enforcers family 

before she joined. He said he ran away from home to join the Family because his life at home “wasn’t so 

great”, as he put it, and now the enforcers were like the family he never had. 

The other enforcers quickly made their way over to the bawling heap on the ground that was 

Dawn and Franky. Benjamin crouched down and put one of his enormous hands on Dawn’s back, “You 

alright, Dawn? I saw that guy pulled a knife on Franky, then suddenly you fire outta the ground 

screaming like a bat outta hell and pull him under!”. Benjamin was a towering wall of a human being and 

by far the most imposing of anyone in the Family. He didn’t say much, but when the enforcers were out 

on their own and he came out of his shell, he was surprisingly well-spoken, and Dawn loved listening to 

his seemingly limitless supply of fascinating stories – she didn’t even care if they were true or not. He 

made everyone in the Family call him Big Ben (a nickname he came up with himself), but the enforcers 

were allowed to just call him Ben, and Dawn even received extra special permission to call him by his full 

name. 

Dawn lifted her face up from Franky’s soaked shirt and tried to speak between sobs and ragged 

breaths, “I…I was...so scared! You guys…were all…getting…beat up…and I couldn’t…couldn’t do… 



anything…and then a guy…took out…a knife…and was going to…to kill Franky…and I…I didn’t 

know…what to do…so I…I just leapt at him…and grabbed him…and next thing I knew…he wasn’t 

breathing…and I thought he was dead…and that…I killed him…and…”. Dawn buried her face back in 

Franky’s chest and resumed her bawling. 

Suddenly, Tony came tearing into the conversation, like he always did, “Hot damn, Dawn! Dat 

was insane! Dude pulls a knife on our boy Franky and you come blastin’ in outta nowheres an’ Boom! 

Pow! Sucka’s outta here just like dat! Dose wusses see deir friend get pulled into da shadows like a 

demon dragged ‘im to Hell and dey turn tail and run! We’d a been dead meat if you hadn’t a scared ‘em 

all off like dat! Looks like you showed ‘em you ain’t all bark and no bite!”. Tony was an…excitable fellow. 

He loved to talk big and was always the first to throw a punch in a fight. But Tony was the most loyal guy 

you’d ever meet, and you can guarantee that if anyone gave one of his friends any trouble, especially 

Dawn, he’d knock them out cold without a second thought, even if it was Mr. Big himself. He also had a 

deep, dark secret that only the enforcers knew…his real name was Anthony, but he told everyone it was 

Tony because he thought Anthony was lame and he wanted to fit in. His “accent” wasn’t even real, he 

just saw people talk like that in movies and thought it’d make him sound cool. 

Hearing the voices of all her friends, Dawn raised her head again, still sniffling and sobbing, “I’m 

so glad…everyone’s…okay”. 

“Yeah, all thanks to you”, Benjamin chimed in. 

“You really spooked ‘em good, Dawn! That should make ‘em think twice about pickin’ a fight 

with the enforcers! So from now on, you can just leave the rough stuff to us”, Franky added with a goofy 

smirk and a pound of his chest, probably meant to inspire confidence despite the fact that Franky’s eyes 

were still red from crying. 

“Yeah!”, Tony interjected, “You can leave da fightin’ and lookin’ tough to us professionals! We’ll 

make sure no losers ever try to lay a finger on our Dawn again!”. 



Everyone came together in a big, reassuring group hug and headed back to the warehouse to 

report back to the Boss. Benjamin told Dawn he’d carry the unconscious man to the nearby hospital just 

to make sure he’d be alright and meet up with them later. On the walk back to the warehouse, Dawn 

and Franky teased each other over how much they had embarrassed themselves crying while Tony gave 

a spirited play-by-play of the fight that had just occurred, complete with acting and sound effects. That 

night, something changed in Dawn. Not only was she no longer the same helpless little girl she used to 

be, but she also realized that she really did have a second family in the enforcers. A family that she 

needed to do everything she could to protect. 

 

After that night, Dawn was filled with newfound determination. She asked the enforcers to 

teach her how to fight when they were off-duty, and they agreed on the condition that she only use 

what they taught her for self-defense. She still didn’t want to hurt anyone, and she wasn’t even 

particularly strong either, so she mainly focused on incapacitating would-be assailants by using her 

abilities to sneak up and grab them from behind, after which she’d choke them out in the safety of the 

shadows and drop them back on solid ground as soon as they lost consciousness. She also had regular 

sparring matches with the other enforcers to practice maneuvering herself in a fight and avoiding 

attacks without the help of her shadow form. Fortunately, the enforcers didn’t have to get into many 

more scuffles after they’d proven their secret weapon was everything they said it was. But on the off 

chance they did end up having to do a little extra convincing, Dawn was able to help the enforcers end 

any fights shortly after they began. 

Even her normal life was starting to improve. Dawn finally managed to make it to the end of 

high school. The whole room erupted into cheers and applause when she walked across the stage at 

graduation, and she had a feeling that it wasn’t because everyone was happy for her. But she didn’t 

care, because the loudest cheers in that room by far were coming from her family, who couldn’t be 



prouder. Even the enforcers showed up (though they had to peek in through a window from outside) 

and really went wild when she became the first member of their little family to get her diploma. It took 

all of Dawn’s willpower not to bust out laughing on the stage when she saw them all making total fools 

of themselves on her behalf. 

And now that she not only had a bunch of extra free time from finishing school, but also a 

paying job with the Family, Dawn could finally have a social life. She’d typically spend her days hanging 

out with the guys from the enforcer group just doing normal stuff like getting lunch together (usually 

fast food to save money) and going to the movie theater. The guys loved to take her to scary movies, 

partially because they were looking for fun ideas for how to scare people when they were on the job, 

but mostly because Dawn was easily spooked and they’d all get a big laugh whenever she screamed and 

hid under the seat from a cheap jump scare. Dawn even had time to go visit her parents at work during 

their breaks, since while she was in school, working for the Family meant that Dawn only ever had time 

to see her parents briefly for dinner before she had to head out for work. 

But most exciting of all, the Doctor kept his promise to help her brother. In mere months, it 

seemed like he had total control over his powers – a feat that in 4 years Dawn still hadn’t mastered (she 

still had a problem with dropping her physical form and reverting to a shadow if she got startled). And 

not only was her brother not getting bullied at school for his powers, but he was actually popular! Dawn 

was out of the school, so most kids didn’t seem to care anymore that they were related. And the other 

kids thought her brother’s powers (and his impressive control of them) were actually cool, not scary! 

Her brother even told her that he wanted to be a super hero when he graduated and use his gift to help 

people like his big sis would always do for him. When Dawn heard all that, she was so happy that she 

cried her eyes out and hugged him as tight as she could for almost ten minutes straight. 

 



Life went on like normal for a long while. Then one night, when Dawn arrived at the warehouse 

for work, the tall, lanky man that escorted her on her first night approached her, “Boss wants to see you 

in his office, says it’s important”. The other enforcers still hadn’t arrived yet, so she went to the Boss’s 

office right away. When she entered the tiny office, the Boss was grinning from ear to ear. 

The Boss stood up to greet her, something Dawn had never seen him do, “Dawn! There’s my 

favorite dame! Great news, dame, great news! You’s been doin’ a real bang up job out there! So bang 

up, in fact, that even Mr. Big himself has taken notice!”. Dawn was taken aback, “M-Mr. Big?”. The Boss 

wasted no time in responding, “Yeah, Mr. Big! He’s taken a special interest in you, says he wants to talk 

to you personally! Mr. Big don’t ever talk to no one personally, not even me! This is big, dame, real big!”. 

Dawn wasn’t sure how to feel about this proposition, “What does Mr. Big want with me? I’m just an 

enforcer…”. The Boss fired back instantly, as usual, “That’s the thing, dame, he’s heard all about you,  

knows you’s real special! Thinks you could go on to do big things, dame, real big! Says yer talents are 

bein’ wasted as a small-time enforcer. Says he wants you to work for him, maybe even be his right-hand 

man…er, dame…right-hand dame! Got a nice ring to it, don’t you think, dame?”. 

Dawn took a moment to think, “Well…I mean…I’m not sure…I kind of like just being an 

enforcer…”. The Boss seemed genuinely surprised for a second, but quickly resumed his usual behavior, 

“Aw, don’t be like that, dame. I know Mr. Big’s an intimidatin’ guy, but he already likes you, nothin’ to 

be scared of!”. As if able to sense that Dawn was still apprehensive, the Boss continued, “I know you 

ain’t exactly swimmin’ in the dough, none of us are – that’s why we’s here. But Mr. Big, he’s gotta be the 

richest guy in this rat hole of a city. You work for him, you’ll be livin’ the life. Penthouses in the ritziest 

hotels, gourmet foods that you didn’t know even existed, all the expensive clothes and jewelry you 

could ever want! You’ll be livin’ on easy street from here on out!”. 

Dawn took another pause to ponder the offer, “Well, I…I guess I could at least…talk to him…”. 

Without missing a beat, the Boss interrupted, “Woah woah, slow down there, dame! I know you’s 



excited, but it ain’t quite that simple! Before Mr. Big meets with you, he needs you to prove you got 

what it takes”. Dawn hesitantly replied, “He wants me to…what?”. 

“Yeah, like I says, Mr. Big, he’s got big plans for you, real big”, the Boss answered, “He thinks 

you’s squanderin’ yer talents just spookin’ folks. See, Mr. Big, he likes to think big, real big. That’s why 

he’s Mr. Big! Thinks you could be doin’ so much more for the Family. But first, he needs to make sure 

you’s up to the task. So he’s got a little test for you”. Dawn didn’t like the sound of this, but she let the 

Boss continue, “See, there’s this kid runnin’ around messin’ up our operations. It’s delicate stuff, dame, 

real delicate. Even the tiniest rat can throw the whole thing outta whack. Normally a kid wouldn’t be no 

problem for us. But see, this kid’s got these crazy powers. Blindin’ our boys with flashes of light and 

knockin’ em flat from outta nowheres. This kid’s a real nuisance I tell you, a real nuisance!”. The Boss 

paused for a moment to collect himself, “But you got crazy powers a yer own, dame. So Mr. Big wants 

you to find this kid and…take care of ‘im for us”. 

Dawn broke out into a cold sweat, just as she’d done when she first met the Boss, but this time 

it wasn’t because she was concerned about her own safety. The way the Boss described this kid. Could it 

be…her brother did say he wanted to be a super hero. But he couldn’t already be doing something like 

this, could he? He was only 16! And there was no way she could “take care of” anybody, especially not 

her brother! The only reason she got herself into this mess to begin with was to help him! There’s no 

way she could do this! 

After a long stretch of silence, Dawn politely declined the offer. Suddenly, the Boss’s smile was 

gone, “Sorry, dame. I’m afraid that ain’t how it works. Mr. Big wants to see you, Mr. Big sees you. And 

folks who refuse Mr. Big’s generosity tend to…disappear”. Dawn was terrified now, she began backing 

away toward the door, “I…I understand…I’ll…I’ll disappear…you’ll never see me again…I promise!”. The 

door opened behind Dawn and the tall, lanky man outside grabbed her by the arms. The Boss started 

slowly making his way to the other side of his desk, “You still don’t get it, do you, dame? I told you once 



but I’ll tell you again. You piss off Mr. Big…”. The Boss was now inches from her face, Dawn’s eyes were 

tearing up from the overpowering odor of cigarette smoke and alcohol on his breath. 

“You ain’t comin’ back when the lights turn on…”. 

The Boss walked back to his desk and opened a drawer. Dawn started frantically looking for a 

shadow she could duck into, any way to get out of there. Then suddenly, a blinding light blasted through 

Dawn’s entire body. When her eyes adjusted she noticed the light was coming from the Boss. 

“Industrial grade flashlight”, the Boss said, “Bright stuff, dame, real bright. Call it my insurance 

policy”. The Boss closed in on Dawn, keeping the flashlight trained on her, “I know all about yer little 

magic trick. You may look scary when you’re hidin’ in the dark…”. The Boss ran his hand along Dawn’s 

cheek, “but in the light, you ain’t nothin’ more than a helpless little dame”. Dawn took the opportunity 

to kick the Boss in an attempt to make him drop the flashlight, but all it accomplished was angering him. 

This was the first time Dawn had ever seen the Boss so angry, “Alright, dame, I was gonna give 

you another chance to change yer answer, but now you’ve pissed me off”. The Boss turned his attention 

to the man holding Dawn, “Johnny, take her out to the main floor. Looks like I gotta make an example 

outta her”. The man dragged Dawn away, kicking and screaming for help, while the Boss calmly 

followed, keeping his flashlight trained on her. When they reached the main floor where the rest of the 

Family was gathered, Dawn was tossed onto the hard ground and pinned down by her arms and legs 

upon the Boss’s orders. The other members of the Family formed a crowd around Dawn, leaving a space 

for the Boss to walk through. 

The Boss handed his flashlight to one of the men beside him and slowly made his way to Dawn, 

“You was good, dame, real good. The moment I met you, you know what I says? I says ‘this dame, she’s 

got real promise, I can tell she’s gonna be big, real big’, I says. You could even be the right hand to Mr. 

Big himself! And that’s why I hate to do this, dame, I really do. But you screw with the Family…the 

Family screws with you”. Then out of his pocket, the Boss pulled a switchblade. Dawn’s face went stark 



white, “Are…are you going to kill me?”. The Boss laughed like Dawn just said the funniest thing he’d ever 

heard, “A course not, dame, a course not! You’s an invaluable member of the Family, and Mr. Big still 

wants to talk to you. I just gotta teach you a lesson so you think twice about bitin’ the hand that feeds 

you”. The Boss slowly and deliberately closed the distance between himself and Dawn, twirling the 

blade in his hand, “Mr. Big needs you alive, but all you gotta be able to do is play the scary movie 

monster for him”. The Boss was now holding the blade up to Dawn’s face, light glinting off of its razor 

sharp edge, “So whaddya say we make you look a little more…convincing?”. 

Dawn was going to be held down and carved up in front of everyone, and nobody was going to 

do anything about it. They called themselves a family, said they looked out for each other. But when it 

came down to it, they were all still criminals. She was an idiot for thinking that any of these men actually 

cared about her…that she actually had a family here. 

Dawn’s fate was sealed as soon as she’d agreed to be a part of all this. She was surrounded by 

thugs in an isolated warehouse that everybody thought was abandoned, pinned down and helpless to 

fight back. She couldn’t move, she couldn’t escape, she couldn’t even call for help. All Dawn could do 

was shut her eyes as tight as she could and wait for it to be over. 

 

Suddenly, Dawn heard the hard thumping of footsteps on the concrete floor, then a loud crack, 

a cry, and the clattering of metal on the ground. Dawn opened her eyes to a shocking scene. 

“Sorry, Boss, anyone who messes wit’ an enforcer gets a personalized clock cleanin’ from yours 

truly, no exceptions!”. The Boss was on the ground nursing a bloody nose, and standing above him was 

none other than Tony. Tony straightened up and turned to the mass of stunned men around him, 

“Anyone else wanna take a crack at my girl, Dawn? I got plenty a punches to go around!”. No matter 

how grave the situation and how much the odds were stacked against him, Tony never seemed to take 



anything seriously, always smiling and jeering even in the face of death. But there wasn’t a trace of a 

smile on Tony’s face now. For the first time in his life…Tony wasn’t joking around. 

The Boss, still on the ground, pulled his hand away from his face and looked at the blood from 

his now broken nose. The look of shock on his face was very quickly twisted into rage. 

“WHAT’RE YOU CHICKEN SHITS DOIN’!? GRAB THAT FUCKIN’ TRAITOR!” 

The surrounding men were still mentally recovering from the scene that had just played out 

before them, but the sound of their boss’s voice stirred them to action. A few of the men who were in 

closest proximity to Tony started running at him, but were quickly stopped in their tracks. Benjamin 

grabbed them all in a crushing bear hug from behind and lifted them up off their feet, bellowing in his 

signature booming voice, “The enforcers are a family! You pick a fight with one of us, you start a war 

with all of us!”. 

As if called to action by the words of his allies, Franky came barreling through the throng 

surrounding his friends, roaring a battle cry at the top of his lungs, and tackled the men who had Dawn 

pinned down. He wailed on the men and shouted, “I’ll teach you bozos to lay a hand on our sweet little 

sis!”. 

The warehouse was embroiled in an all-out brawl now. The men all seemed to have forgotten 

about Dawn and converged on the other enforcers. It was like the fight with the street gang all over 

again…but this time was different. Dawn had learned how to hold her own in a fight, she could help! 

Dawn got up on her feet and… 

“Get outta here, Dawn! We’ll hold ‘em off so you can escape!”, Franky shouted at Dawn while 

fighting off 3 guys at once. Dawn couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She couldn’t just abandon her 

friends…her family…to save her own skin! Dawn opened her mouth to protest, but she was quickly cut 

off by Tony. 



“Yeah, don’t forget you promised to leave da fightin’ to us professionals! We’ll make sure dese 

clowns don’t lay a finger on you! I’ll take on da whole world myself if I have to!”. 

Dawn looked over to Benjamin, who was taking on what looked like half of the warehouse by 

himself, “Don’t worry about us, Dawn! We’re the enforcers! The best fighters this city’s ever seen! I’ve 

beaten tougher guys than this with my eyes closed!”. 

Franky was still throwing punches with all of his might, “Fightin’s all I ever known my whole life. 

I don’t got nothin’ else in this world besides the enforcers. You guys are my real family! And I’ll fight to 

my last breath to protect you!”. 

Dawn was frozen in place. Her mind was screaming “Fight!” and “Run!” at the same time, and 

her legs weren’t responding. The Boss screamed at his subordinates to grab Dawn before she could 

escape. One guy broke off from fighting the others and made a break for Dawn. She saw him coming, 

but her body wasn’t moving. Sensing Dawn’s hesitation, Franky shouted at the top of his lungs. 

 

“GO!” 

 

The enforcers watched as Dawn turned and ran for the door, they knew all she had to do was 

get outside and she’d be safe. They’d put on a brave face for Dawn, but they were vastly outnumbered. 

There was no way they’d be making it out of this warehouse alive. They’d done a lot of bad stuff in their 

lives. They’d been working for the Family long enough that they’d lost track of just how many sins they’d 

committed…how many people they’d hurt. They sold their souls to the Devil and now they were paying 

the price. But at least they’d managed to save the one member of their family who could still be saved. 

And perhaps by doing so…they’d saved themselves. 



Then something happened that nobody could’ve expected. A loud crash, a snap of electricity, 

and suddenly the warehouse was plunged into darkness. The fighting stopped. Everybody froze in place. 

The warehouse was dead silent. 

The Boss grabbed his flashlight and pointed it at the door, but Dawn was nowhere to be seen. 

He yelled at the man who had been pursuing Dawn to turn the lights back on and chase after her. The 

man tried to turn them back on, but the panel had been smashed in with the nearby fire extinguisher. 

Then he tried opening the door, but to no avail. The door had been jammed too. A wave of anxiety 

swept over the inhabitants of the warehouse. They were all trapped in there…in the dark. Then the 

silence was broken by a sound that seemed to be coming from everywhere and nowhere. A sound more 

chilling than anything those men had ever heard…the soft sound of a girl’s laughter. 

The Boss pulled himself back together and shouted to the men, “Don’t be such wusses, it’s just 

the dame! You all seen she ain’t a real ghost! She can’t do nothin’ to you, especially not when I got this 

flashlight here!”. The Boss pointed his flashlight back toward the man at the door, “You! Get that door 

open so we can–”. 

But the man was gone. 

“Have you heard the stories about the ghost that haunts this city’s streets?”. 

A shriek of terror rang out, “Someone just got pulled into the ground!”. 

“Some say she was relentlessly bullied at school and driven to suicide…”. 

Another scream, “I just found Johnny, he ain’t movin’!”. 

“Some say she sold her soul to the devil and now goes around dragging people down to Hell to 

keep her company…”. 

A cry, “HELP! SOMETHIN’S GRABBIN’ M–”. 

“Some say she was held down and sloooowly cut up into teeeeny, tiny pieces by a group of 

twisted street thugs…”. 



A desperate plea, “P-PLEASE! I WAS JUST FOLLOWIN’ ORDERS! P-PLEASE DON’T–”. 

“And now her tormented spirit can’t rest until those wicked men have experienced the same 

horror that she had to endure…”. 

A frantic pounding on the door, followed by the sound of fingernails scraping against metal. 

“I can’t tell you if any of these stories are true…”. 

The Boss, unable to hide the shaking in his voice, called out to his subordinates…but there was 

no response. 

“But I can tell you one thing for certain…”. 

The Boss backed himself into a corner of the room, whipping the beam of his flashlight around 

in a futile attempt to see the monster that was no doubt closing in. 

“I know what Hell is like…”. 

The Boss’s legs gave out beneath him and he slid down the wall onto the floor, shaking like a 

leaf, “P-p-please! I-I’m sorry! Y-You win! I won’t bother you no more! I-I swear!”. 

“And if I ever catch you anywhere near my family…”. 

Suddenly, he felt something gently wrap around him from behind…something that turned his 

blood to ice. Then a soft whisper in his ear. 

“I’ll make sure you experience it too”. 

An ear-splitting shriek rang out through the warehouse, and then total silence. 

 

When everyone had been dealt with, Dawn unblocked the door that she’d barricaded from the 

outside with a large rock and let her friends out of the warehouse. Tony was the first to speak, “Damn, 

Dawn! Dat was a real fine show you put on! Bet dose poor saps won’t be messin’ wit’ us anytime soon!”. 

Franky followed up, “Damn straight! Looks like all those scary movies paid off after all, eh, Dawn?”. Then 

Benjamin chimed in, “Yeah, saved by Dawn yet again. Looks like we’d better step up our game!”. Dawn 



chuckled, all the praise kind of embarrassed her, but she was mostly just happy that it was all over and 

her friends were okay. Dawn had been acting all tough and imposing just minutes ago, but her knees 

were still weak and her body still violently trembling from the harrowing experience. 

Franky spoke up again, “So Dawn, you gonna turn these guys into the cops?”. Dawn pondered 

for a second before coming up with an answer, “Nah…they didn’t step in to help me like you guys 

did…but it was probably because they knew the same would happen to them if they opposed the Boss”. 

Dawn flashed a smile, “They can consider this a warning. And if they don’t turn their lives around after 

that, then they know who they’ve gotta answer to”. Benjamin teased, “Damn, Dawn, I saw that glint in 

your eye when you said that. Now you’ve even got me scared!”. Dawn’s normally pale face turned bright 

red, “Wh-what glint!? I’m not some kind of sadist or something! I just want to make sure that they don’t 

hurt anyone else!”. The other enforcers had a big laugh over how flustered Dawn had gotten. 

When the laughter finally died down, a quiet fell over the group as they looked up at the 

warehouse, reflecting on their experiences. Tony broke the silence, as usual, “You know, dis warehouse 

is a run-down piece a shit, and we almost just got killed in dere…but I’d be lyin’ if I said I wasn’t gonna 

miss da damn place…”. Benjamin chimed in, “Yeah, after that stunt Dawn just pulled, I wouldn’t be 

surprised if this place was empty by tomorrow. Looks like the enforcers’ll have nothing left to 

enforce…”. The enforcers continued staring at their old home without a word. 

Finally, Franky spoke up, “You know…what Dawn said earlier…about givin’ those guys a chance 

to turn things around, and makin’ sure they don’t hurt nobody else…it got me thinkin’…”. The others 

turned their attention to Franky. Franky continued staring up at the warehouse, “There are plenty of 

other branches of the Family in this city, and they all got guys who’re in the same situation that we 

was…guys that made a deal because they was in a bad spot and now they’s stuck in a real bad situation 

with no hope of escape…”. Benjamin gave Franky a shocked look, “Franky, are you suggesting we…take 

on the Family?”. 



Franky responded, “Fightin’s all I ever knew…all we ever knew…and all this time we was fightin’ 

for the bad guys because we didn’t have no other choice…we was no different from any of those bozos 

in there…”. Franky turned his gaze from the warehouse over to Dawn, “But then Dawn comes along and 

gives us another chance…a chance to be the good guys for once!”. Suddenly, Tony (as usual) shattered 

the somber mood, “Yeah! Yeah! I’m in! We’s no doubt already at da top of Mr. Big’s shit list after what 

we pulled back dere, might as well make it a proper fight!”. Benjamin cracked a smile at Tony’s 

excitement, “Well, you two do make a compelling argument. What do you think, Dawn?”. 

The other three looked at Dawn, awaiting a response. She hated being put on the spot like this, 

she was never very good under pressure, and the sound of this plan terrified her. The Family ran this 

city. Only somebody with a death wish would try to oppose them! Dawn and her friends weren’t super 

heroes, they were just 3 particularly strong guys and a girl who could scare people and not much else. 

But at the same time, Dawn wasn’t sure how much the Family knew about her, her parents, her 

brother, or even the families of the other enforcers. They could all be in danger now because of her. And 

it’s not like Dawn or anyone else involved had the money or the means to run away. And even if they 

could run away, how far would they have to go to escape the Family? Would they ever be able to stop 

running? No…the others were right. They may not be super heroes, but they could still stand and fight. 

They could fight to protect the people of this city and free them from the Family’s tyranny. Dawn very 

well knew the risks involved, that she and her friends would be putting their very lives in danger. But 

Dawn had made her decision. 

 

“Let’s do it”. 


