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Chapter 1: Summer's End
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The late August sun hung warm and golden over Zimmerman, Minnesota, as if it didn’t want summer to end either. The air smelled of cut grass, hot pavement, and the faint sweetness of ice cream trucks in the distance. Alexa Thompson pedaled her bike slowly along the familiar winding path toward the park, her shoulder-length brown hair whipping behind her in the breeze. The pretty blue barrette Sam had given her last month kept one side neatly tucked back. She smiled to herself — things felt almost normal these days.

Almost.

It had been a full year since the intense mission at the old chemical plant that had changed everything for all of them. The Whispers — those strange, glowing echoes of the resequencing agent — had grown much quieter. The dangerous leaks were mostly contained, and the Junkyard Detectives Club had finally been able to relax. Their meetings were now just as likely to involve backyard barbecues, Mario Kart tournaments, and endless laughter as they were secret training sessions. For the first time in a long while, Alexa felt like she could just be a regular thirteen-year-old girl.

Especially now that she and Sam were officially dating.

A big grin spread across her face as she spotted him waiting near the park entrance, leaning casually against the bike rack. Sam waved when he saw her, his shorter boyish hair messy from the wind. Even from a distance, she could see that soft, slightly shy smile he always saved just for her.

“Hey,” he said warmly as she braked beside him. Without hesitation, he reached out and gently took her hand. “Ready for one last big summer hangout before school starts?”

Alexa squeezed his hand, feeling that familiar warm flutter in her chest. “Definitely. The others should be here soon.”

They walked their bikes side by side toward the playground area, fingers still loosely intertwined. Riley, Tyler, Jordan, and James were already there, sprawled out on the grass near the splash pad. Riley was chasing Tyler with a bright orange water gun, both of them laughing and shouting. Jordan sat close to James on a bench, watching intently as he tinkered with one of his ever-present handheld sensors.

“About time you two lovebirds showed up!” Tyler called out with a big grin, dodging another spray of water from Riley.

Alexa blushed but didn’t let go of Sam’s hand. “We’re not that late!”

The group quickly settled into their usual easy rhythm. They talked about the upcoming school year, the county fair that was coming up, and how weird it was going to feel starting high school together. Jordan, who had just turned twelve but was still the youngest of the group, leaned against James’s shoulder while he excitedly explained his latest sensor upgrade.

Everything felt peaceful. Perfect, even.

Until it didn’t.

A sudden, terrified cry cut through the laughter coming from the splash pad.

“Mom! Something’s wrong!”

The club turned just in time to see a little boy — maybe eight or nine years old — standing frozen in the middle of the spraying water. His eyes were wide with panic. Then, right in front of everyone, the change began. His hair lengthened rapidly, his features softened, and his clothes suddenly looked too big on his shrinking frame.

Within seconds, he was gone — replaced by a scared little girl staring down at herself in complete shock.

“Mommy!” the child screamed, voice now much higher-pitched.

Alexa’s stomach dropped like a stone. She knew that scream all too well. She had made almost the exact same sound years ago in her own bathroom.

Chaos erupted around the splash pad. Parents rushed over. The mother scooped up her now-daughter, looking terrified. Other kids pointed and whispered. James’s eyes went wide as he quickly pulled out his sensor. It was beeping rapidly, the screen lighting up with warning colors.

“Echo spike,” he whispered, voice tense. “A strong one. This wasn’t random... the Whispers are back.”

The six friends exchanged urgent, knowing looks. Their peaceful summer had just come to a sudden, dramatic end.



Later that evening, as the sun dipped low and painted the sky in soft oranges and pinks, the Junkyard Detectives Club gathered in Alexa’s backyard. The familiar space felt both comforting and serious tonight. Maria had left out a big spread of snacks on the picnic table — fresh lemonade, chips, cookies, and a plate of cut-up fruit — but no one was really eating. The food sat mostly untouched as the six friends sat in a tight circle, their faces lit by the fading golden light.

Alexa sat close to Sam on the bench, their hands intertwined under the table. Over the past few months, the two of them had been secretly practicing their swap abilities together in private — late-night sessions in the backyard or hidden spots in the woods. What started as accidental swaps during emotional moments had become something they could now control completely.

Alexa could now switch to her boy form — Alex — and stay that way for days or even weeks if she wanted. Sam had learned the same, becoming Samantha whenever he chose. It had brought them even closer, sharing something so personal and strange that only the two of them fully understood.

“It was just like what happened to us,” Alexa said quietly. “That little kid... the sudden change, the panic. Except this one happened in broad daylight, right in front of everyone.”

Riley nodded slowly, her braids swinging. “The kid looked so scared. I felt my stomach drop just watching it. We have to do something. We can’t let more kids go through that alone.”

Tyler flexed his hands. “The Whispers are back. But different this time. Like... echoes.”

James adjusted his glasses, staring at his sensor readings. “I’ve been picking up scattered signals for the last two weeks. I thought it was just residual noise, but after today... it’s spreading again. Smaller doses, but more unpredictable.”

Jordan looked worried, twisting a strand of her longer hair. “What do we do? We can’t just ignore this.”

Alexa took a deep breath and looked around at her friends — her team. “We start by helping. Dr. Patel has been studying this for years. Maybe it’s time we officially start that support group we talked about. A safe place for kids who get affected. For ‘Metas,’ like us.”

Sam squeezed her hand gently under the table. “I’m in. Whatever it takes.” He gave her a small, private smile — the kind that reminded her of all the late-night practice sessions where they had learned to master their changes together.

The group fell silent for a moment, then slowly nodded in agreement.
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Chapter 2: The Support Group
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The next morning, the Junkyard Detectives Club met bright and early in Alexa’s backyard again. The air was cooler than the day before, carrying the first crisp hint of fall. Leaves on the big maple tree were just starting to show faint edges of gold and red. Alexa arrived last, having taken a few extra minutes inside to brush her hair and clip in her favorite blue barrette.

Sam smiled at her as she sat down beside him on the picnic bench, their hands brushing naturally. “Morning,” he said softly, his voice warm.

“Morning,” she replied, feeling that happy little flutter in her chest again.

Riley, Tyler, Jordan, and James were already waiting with serious expressions. James had his notebook open and his sensor sitting on the table like a centerpiece, the screen still showing faint readings from yesterday.

“We need to talk to Dr. Patel today,” James said without wasting time, pushing his glasses up his nose. “If these echoes are spreading, we can’t handle this alone. Especially if more kids start changing suddenly like that boy at the park. We saw how scared he was.”

Everyone nodded in agreement. The memory of the child’s terrified scream still lingered in all of their minds.

Tyler leaned forward, elbows on the table. “We should go see her this morning. The sooner the better.”

“I already sent her a message last night,” James added. “She said she can meet us at the clinic at ten.”

Alexa looked around at her friends — her team. The same group that had stood beside her through her own frightening change years ago. “This feels big,” she said quietly. “Bigger than just us investigating. We need to help other kids who might go through this.”

Jordan, sitting with her knees pulled up on the bench, nodded. “A support group could really make a difference. Somewhere safe where they can talk about what’s happening.”

Riley twirled one of her braids around her finger. “Yeah. No one should have to figure this out alone.”

Sam gave Alexa’s hand a gentle squeeze under the table. “Then let’s do it. We’ll tell Dr. Patel everything we saw yesterday and offer to help however we can.”

The group spent the next hour planning what they wanted to say. James reviewed his sensor data, Riley suggested ways to make new kids feel welcome, and Tyler kept the mood from getting too heavy with a few jokes. By the time they hopped on their bikes and headed toward Dr. Patel’s clinic, they felt united and ready.

By mid-morning, the six friends had biked across town to Dr. Patel’s small clinic on the edge of Zimmerman. The building was modest — a single-story brick office tucked beside a quiet street lined with maple trees just starting to turn color. They locked their bikes outside and filed in, the little bell above the door jingling as they entered.

Dr. Patel was waiting for them in her office. She was a kind woman in her forties with sharp, observant eyes and a gentle smile that immediately put people at ease. She motioned for them to sit in the chairs arranged in a semi-circle.

“Tell me everything,” she said, folding her hands on her desk.

The group took turns explaining what had happened at the park the day before — the sudden cry, the little boy’s rapid change in front of everyone, and the terrified scream that followed. James showed her the sensor readings on his tablet. Dr. Patel listened carefully, her expression growing more serious with every detail.

When they finished, she leaned back in her chair and let out a slow breath, looking both deeply concerned and quietly impressed.

“You’ve all grown so much since this started,” she said warmly. “I’ve been treating a handful of cases quietly for months, but the numbers are increasing. These new ‘echoes’ are unpredictable and appearing in public now. A support group is exactly what we need — a safe, private space where Metas (that’s what we’ll call the affected kids) and their families can talk openly, learn coping strategies, share experiences, and support one another.”

Alexa sat up straighter, her heart beating with determination. “We want to help run it. We’ve been through this ourselves. We know what it feels like — the fear, the confusion, the questions no one else understands.”

Dr. Patel’s smile widened. “I’d be honored to have the original Junkyard Detectives












d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
METAMORPH
FILES soocs

ECHOES OF THE AGENT

By Jennie Snooks





d2d_images/image012.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image008.jpg





