Tempest

So here I am, at a loose end and bored, while waiting for Robert to get back from his trip to the coast. We need to know where to go next so he had to investigate, but waiting is boring. Why he wouldn’t let me go with him but took Firestorm and Flashman, I still don’t know. Maybe that last joke was a bit too much. No sense of humour, that’s his problem. 
Soldier is resting up after our last scrape, but I just feel too energised and twitchy to settle. 
After fixing a sandwich and coffee, hoping food will distract me, I head out through the patio doors into the garden to relax there. Hoping the warmth of the late morning sun will settle me.
I eat and drink and sit for a bit but no. No go. I just can’t doss around here while I have so much energy to burn off. Or should I say, wind to let off. 
“Ha”, I think, “so many jokes at my fingertips, just like my power”.
I swirl a small vortex off my finger and flick it at the flowerpot I can see sitting on the ledge across the lawn… My first effort only shifts the flowerpot a bit, making it rock a tad at most. so I focus more fully and force more power into spinning up the air. I realise too late that this time I have put in far too much power. A whirl of dust swept into the narrow vortex of air allows me to see the burst of wind as it hurtles across the garden and smashes the flowerpot off the ledge, shattering it on contact. The noise is definitely going to get noticed, Darn it.
Soldier emerges from inside, wearing his normal outfit. As a person he is just your normal everyday guy; maybe a bit tall and thin with dark hair and a slight tan. But as he changes, his body bulks up as his muscles increase in size and density. He seems visibly to become more ponderous as he walks. I can see footprints left in the lawn as he heads over towards me, maybe half an inch deep in the turf. Not going to go down well with Robert when he sees what we, I mean Soldier, has done. 
“Stop. Off the lawn. Or change back.” I say.
“What was that crash then?” he asks. 
“Sorry if I startled anyone but I was just practicing. You know I just have to let rip once in a while. Fnar Fnar“ 
“God how I love to make a double entendre. I really must stop reading ViZ. Nah.”
“There’s practice and then there’s just carelessness. I would say that was just careless.” He glances at the fragments of pottery before looking down to see his sunken footprints crushed into the grass. 
“Bugger, Robert won’t be happy about his lawn,“ he mutters under his breath. ”Why don’t you go and get some exercise then? Don’t just sit around here breaking stuff. Use the woods, they should be out of sight. But take your comms and earpiece in case you are needed.”
Of course, I could hear every muttered word clearly. One of the advantages of having control over wind is that sound carries to me pretty much automatically. 
 I could also tell he was trying for ‘annoyed’ with a growling tone But I knew he wasn’t really angry. Just as bored as I am. We were going a bit stir crazy here, waiting for Robert and news.
Soldier relaxed, reverted, shifting back to normal, before stalking back inside. I watched him go; saw him fingering his knives, all unconscious habit.
“Well there you go” I thought, “I have his blessing. Not that I need it”. With that thought, I head over to the side gate and open it, stepping out onto the pavement outside. 

A brisk walk takes me to the local woods. As Soldier said, it was high unlikely there would be anyone about here as it has a slightly unsavoury reputation. To be fair that had been due to drug dealers hanging out, but we had run them off. Then Robert had laid out some sort of high tech ‘ward’ around the place which put ordinary folk off. 
Robert did try to explain how he had achieved this, but I hadn’t really been listening at the time. Something to do with mental resonance patterns I think, but I couldn’t really care less as long as it works.
Once in the glade at the centre of the copse of woods, I summon as much energy as I can safely use in such local setting. Holding my hands down by my side I release a really large vortex from my hands, pointed downwards. 
The winds whip about me as I rise from the ground, carried ever higher by the buffeting swirl of air. The wind is gushing downwards to give me lift. I practice rising quickly then lowering myself slowly before changing the angle of the winds, drifting sideways. 
FLIGHT! Nothing like it. So Cool. 
I shout with the joy of it, “Pump power”. 
“My own catch phrase, perfect for annoying the others” I think.
As I drift back to earth and step onto solid ground, the winds settle.
At that moment I can hear a growl from the tree line just by me. It was low and quiet, but the sound was carried to me by a zephyr. I know immediately I have made a tactical error. I hadn’t checked properly first before playing (I mean practicing). 
A large wolf like creature launches itself from behind a nearby tree, moving fast as anything. It stands about 5 foot at the shoulder and radiates menace. The muzzle is wrinkled as its lips curled back from huge fangs in a snarl. Spittle flies as it rushes me. The red eyes and slight brief hint of red around the huge hairy body give away that this is not a normal person.
“Yeah, ok, just the drooling fangs were enough of a give away.”
One on one in a fair fight, I am pretty sure I can take it. I have been trained for action and this thing looks wild; mad even. But it is too close to allow me much in the way of a reaction, before claws slash across my side. 
My shirt is slashed down the side with four great gaping holes as the scythe like claws lash at me. I feel them rip into my side and hot blood spurts out. The pain from the injury hits me. 
I stagger a bit but manage to get my left arm up to block it as the creature lunges forward to bite. My instinctive reaction would normally have been to jump back, but past experience tells me this is a bad idea, giving up any chance to block the monster’s attack. 
“Soldier’s tuition has stuck, after all.” I think, surprised.
Its claws give it a good reach and the powerful jaws are extremely dangerous. 
“Never give them a chance. That’s what he said.” I repeat this to myself like a mantra even as I prepare to respond. 
Lifting my left arm up with the bloody great monster trying to chew the whole thing off, I shove my right-hand fingers into its mouth, forcing them past my shredding arm. I am pretty sure that I have suffered crushing damage to the arm and ripped tendons, but I have to work past this or die. 
Summoning my power isn’t easy with the sheer pain from my wounds but that’s what training helps with. 
I blow a huge gust of wind down its throat. The sheer volume of air is like using a high-pressure hose. The monster goes in an instant from snarling to whining as the pressurised air I am forcing down its gullet inflates its internal organs like a balloon, straining larger until it just explodes in a shower of gore. 
The thing drops away and disintegrates into ash, burning with a red flare as it dies. Thankfully the gore also goes the way of the creature, leaving me with a torn shirt, my own blood down my side and a mangled arm. And ash everywhere. 
I collapse on the floor, curling up to cradle my left arm and side.
God the pain. 
Fortunately, the rents in my side and arm quickly stop bleeding. The ones in my arm begin to knit and reform and skin gradually stitches itself together as I lie there. I am careful to extend the arm into a proper position, so it heals cleanly. 
I know if another creature like that comes along, I am effectively helpless for the next few minutes. 
As the pain fades slowly, I am able to stand up once more. 
Recovering from my wounds takes time and hurts like the blazes but no scars, no pain remain. My healing factor creates scars that slough off as the healthy skin pushes it away. Nice.
However, my clothes are a write off. Again. 
“What doesn’t kill us makes us stronger” I think. 
I have to call Soldier and ask him to bring me a new shirt and a bag to hide my ruined rags before I can head back. I know he will give me grief over this but I just feel elated. 
It has been a literal blast - I just blew the damned thing away.
When Soldier asks about the incident I reply, “Nothing to it, it was a breeze”. God I love a good pun. 

