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Vulnerable
By NostalgiaKick <feli290412@gmail.com>

life knowing that death could be around every corner?
I can’t let this fear hold me back. I can’t let it control me, to
stand idly by and do nothing when someone needs help.
Maybe that’s how they deal with it.
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***
I’ve never feared for my life before.
I’ve always felt secure, wrapped in a cocoon of
invulnerability.
Until now.
***
Three days ago, I thought nothing in the world could hurt menot physically, anyway. I’ve been hit with bullets, cars, bombs,
even a missile once, and the worst that’s happened is I singed my
cape.
And then I went back home to Smallville.
Being exposed to Kryptonite… I’ve never felt anything like it
in my life. Every breath, every movement, was pure agony.
I suppose it makes sense, in a weird way. Nothing from Earth
can hurt me because I don’t belong here. Nothing has needed to
develop a defense against an alien before.
But I hate the fact that one of the only pieces of my home
planet that I’ve ever seen is the only thing that hurts me.
Almost as bad as the pain was the helplessness.
The funny thing is, I’ve always wanted to be normal.
Suddenly I was, and it was one of the most terrifying experiences
of my life.
I couldn’t free myself. I couldn’t rescue Lois. I couldn’t save
my parents.
When Trask aimed his gun at me, I honestly believed I was
about to die.
The only reason I’m still here is because of Rachel Harris.
Now an old and dear friend has to live with the knowledge
that she killed a man.
And I have to live with the fact that there is something that
can hurt me.
The piece of Kryptonite that Wayne Irig sent to the lab has
disappeared.
I wonder who has it now.
It’s been used as a weapon against me before. What’s to stop
it happening again? It’s always going to be in the back of my
mind. Am I going to try to stop a criminal, only to be brought to
my knees by a piece of rock?
Suddenly my world doesn’t seem quite so secure.
How do normal people deal with it? How do they go through

