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  For every young soul who ever felt different, uncertain, or out of place—may you discover the strength hidden in your quietest moments, and the fire waiting in your heart. You are more powerful than you know.
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  Foreword



This book is the beginning of something new for me.




Primeborn started as a simple question: what happens after the power awakens? Not just the spectacle of abilities or epic battles, but the quieter moments—the friendships that form under pressure, the doubts that linger after victory, and the choices that shape who we become as we grow.




This series follows young, gifted protagonists at the very start of their journey. They will grow older, stronger, and more capable with each year—but power is only part of the story. I wanted to explore how trust is built, how it breaks, and how loyalty can be tested by fear, ambition, and loss. Some friendships will deepen. Others will fracture. Not everyone will stay on the same path.




As the series continues, the scale of the world expands, the stakes rise, and the lines between right and wrong become less certain. But at its heart, Primeborn remains a character-driven story about growth—about learning who you are, and deciding who you will be when the world expects too much from you.




Thank you for taking a chance on this story. I hope you’ll come with me on this journey, from first awakenings to everything that follows.




— David Cameron








  
  
  Prologue

  
  




The sky above the ruined valley burned two colours at once.




On the eastern ridge, a storm of violet lightning cracked open the clouds—Tempest Fang’s doing, her silhouette barely a flicker against the flashes. To the west, a molten river carved itself into the earth where Ironweave held the line, his shield shimmering like a dying sun as shock waves hammered him backward. Ghostline flickered in and out of existence around him, carving the shadows into weapons, keeping the enemy from closing in.




And at the centre of it all stood Solarius—glowing gold, radiant wings of heat and light unfurled behind him. His presence kept the battlefield from collapsing entirely. Without him, humanity would be watching the world end on their screens tonight.




The Sovereign Order—what remained of them after a decade of skirmishes—pressed harder. Two of their greatest threats stalked the valley floor: Seraphael, shifting forms with every step, and Tremorion, smashing craters in the earth as he walked.




“This would be easier,” Ironweave shouted over the roar of the storm, “if we weren’t fighting a shapeshifter and a walking apocalypse!”




Tempest Fang didn’t look back. “Then don’t lose focus!”




She reached out, pulling the storm tighter around her, weaving lightning into spears. They struck Tremorion first. He barely flinched.




Ghostline reappeared behind Seraphael and plunged a blade of condensed shadow into the shapeshifter’s back. Seraphael dissolved—literally—into a swirl of smoke, laughing as a new form solidified.




“You cannot kill what does not choose to die,” Seraphael whispered in a dozen overlapping voices.




Solarius stepped forward, light intensifying. “Then I will choose. For all of us.”




His radiance surged—an explosion of gold that lit the valley like dawn. For a heartbeat, everyone paused. Even the enemy. Even the wind.




Tremorion shielded his eyes. Seraphael hissed and shrank backward.




The blast that followed was not destructive, but commanding. A declaration of will. It threw the Sovereigns off-balance—long enough for Tempest Fang to bind Tremorion’s arms with chains of storm and for Ironweave to anchor Solarius’s stance with a shimmering barrier.




“Now, Ghostline!” Solarius shouted.




The infiltrator flickered behind Seraphael one last time, placed a device against the creature’s spine, and vanished.




A pulse. A flash. A containment seal snapped shut.




Seraphael shrieked as a lattice of pure light locked their shifting form into something fixed and bound. For the first time in a decade, the Sovereign shapeshifter looked… vulnerable.




Tremorion roared, breaking one storm-chain, then another—but by then, Solarius was already beside him. One touch of his hand unleashed another flare of blinding radiance.




When the light faded, the valley was silent except for the gentle crackle of burnt earth.




Tremorion and Seraphael were gone—teleported away by Sovereign extraction, alive but wounded. Still a threat, but no longer claiming the field.




The heroes stood in the smoking quiet, breathing hard.




Ironweave sank to one knee. “We can’t keep doing this.”




Tempest Fang stared at the horizon. “They’re getting stronger.”




Ghostline reappeared beside Solarius. “No. We’re getting weaker.”




There was no accusation in his voice. Only truth.




Solarius’s light dimmed to a soft glow. He surveyed the broken valley—the collapsed homes, the cratered ground, the charred treeline. He remembered the news reports calling Primeborn “weapons,” “monsters,” “accidents waiting to happen.” He remembered protests outside hospitals refusing to treat FX-positive children. He remembered mothers hiding their glowing infants from Neighbors.




And he remembered the fear in the eyes of the young Primeborn soldiers who had followed them into battles they never asked for.




“This isn’t a war we win,” Solarius finally said. “Not by fighting.”




Ironweave frowned. “Then how do we win it?”




Solarius looked at the smoking horizon, imagining something that didn’t exist yet.




“A generation from now, there will be children waking into power with no guidance. No safety. No one to teach them what we never learned ourselves.”




Tempest Fang’s storm dissipated around her. “You want to train them?”




“No,” Solarius said. “I want to raise them. Protect them. Shape them into something better than us. Better than all of this.”




Ghostline tilted his head. “You’re talking about a school.”




“A sanctuary,” Solarius corrected. “A place where Primeborn can come without fear. A place where they can be more than weapons—before the world decides they are.”




Ironweave let out a dry laugh. “Humans will riot if we build something like that.”




“Humans already riot,” Tempest Fang said softly. “They’re afraid. They’ve been afraid for ten years.”




Solarius nodded. “But fear won’t vanish by hiding from it. If we want peace, we must build a bridge. One generation at a time.”




Ghostline folded his arms. “And who exactly will run this place?”




“You,” Solarius said simply. “All of you. Us.”




Tempest Fang raised an eyebrow. “Us? As teachers?”




“You’ve trained soldiers,” Solarius replied. “I’m asking you to train children.”




The silence that followed was not rejection—it was dawning realisation.




Ironweave stood, examining his shield, dented and cracked. “Maybe it’s time,” he murmured. “We can’t fight forever.”




Ghostline smirked faintly. “And where do you propose we build this sanctuary?”




Solarius looked back toward the mountains—toward a valley untouched by this battle, a place he had scouted years ago. A place with potential.




“There,” he said. “A fortress. A school. A beacon.”




Tempest Fang smiled for the first time that day. “A name?”




Solarius turned to the others.




They were tired. Scarred. Haunted. But they were still standing. Still hoping.




“We call it Vanguard,” he said. “Because it will stand at the front of the world we’re trying to build.”




And far away, across the continent, a ten-year-old boy named Elias Wren shivered as frost danced across his bedroom window for the first time.




Half a world away, a frightened child named Jace Harrow clenched his fists as flames bloomed between his fingers.




The world was changing.




The first class of Vanguard Academy had already begun to awaken.
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  THE TEST OF TEN

  
  




Every child in the world knew about the Test of Ten.




Most spent years imagining the moment—wondering what colour the machine would glow, how the air would feel, whether their lives would change in an instant. Parents whispered stories to build excitement or calm nerves. Teachers held special assemblies. News programmes ran annual specials showing the smiling, trembling faces of children stepping up for their turn.




For Elias Wren, however, it didn’t feel like something out of a myth or fairytale. It felt like a doctor’s appointment.




A very important doctor’s appointment.




He sat in the waiting room of St. Bartholomew’s Children’s Diagnostics in central London, feet dangling above the polished floor. His trainers swung in a slow, anxious rhythm. His mother, Meredith Wren, squeezed his hand gently, thumb brushing the back of his knuckles in a steady circle. She’d been doing that since they left home that morning.




“Nearly our turn,” she murmured. Her voice was soft, comforting, carefully cheerful.




Elias nodded, though his stomach fluttered with butterflies big enough to carry him straight out of the building.




A digital screen on the wall displayed names as they were called. Beside it, a looping video showed children smiling as scanners lit up in different colours—soft violet for Minor resonance, bright teal for Base, vibrant green for Adept, and the rarer, swirling orange signature of Prime-level potential. There was even a brief clip of a Flux Zenith activation, though it was old and grainy, filmed decades ago. Nobody expected a Zenith reading from a ten-year-old. It was like seeing a shooting star—possible, but not for normal people.




Elias wondered, just for a mischievous moment, what colour he might be. Just teal, surely. Maybe green if he was very lucky.




He did not wonder what his life would look like after today, because he couldn’t imagine anything other than going home, playing games, and eating dinner with Mum while Dad called from whatever city his job had whisked him off to this month.




He didn’t feel like someone important.




He just felt like Elias.




“Wren, Elias,” called a nurse in a crisp white tunic.




His heart jumped.




“That’s us,” his mum said, smiling, though her own fingers trembled slightly as she stood.




The nurse led them through double doors and down a quiet corridor filled with posters explaining FX-Gene activation. Most used soft colours and cute mascots—little dancing DNA strands with happy expressions. Elias tried to focus on them instead of his heartbeat hammering in his ears.




The scanning room was bright and clean, with a large circular machine in the centre that looked like a cross between an MRI and a futuristic archway from a sci-fi film. Blue lines pulsed gently along its frame, like breathing light.




“Just step into the circle and stand still,” the nurse instructed. “It won’t hurt. You’ll feel a hum, maybe a warm or cold sensation. That’s normal.”




Elias swallowed and nodded.




He stepped inside.




The machine’s arch rose above him like a silver crescent moon. His mum stood just outside the boundary, smiling with her hands clasped together.




“Here we go, my love,” she whispered.




The arch began to hum. Elias felt the tiniest vibration in his bones, like standing too close to a speaker. The light grew brighter, spreading through the room.




His breath caught.




A pulse of cool air brushed his cheeks—and then the arch flared a soft, pale blue.




The nurse’s eyes widened. She typed something quickly on her tablet.




Meredith gasped—not in fear, but in something close to relief.




“You’re Primeborn,” she whispered. “Oh, Elias…”




Elias blinked. “So I’m… I’m one of them?”




“One of the lucky ones,” the nurse said warmly. “Pale blue means stable early resonance. Likely Base or Adept level once you’re older.”




“I—wow,” Elias murmured, staring up at the glowing arch. His chest swelled with something warm and proud and a little dizzying.




The light faded slowly, like sunrise retreating behind a cloud.




The nurse printed a small certificate for him: a card bearing his name, date of birth, and the emblem of the global FX-Gene registry. In the corner was a symbol shaped like two swirling strands—one light, one dark.




Elias traced it with his thumb. It didn’t feel real.




“You did brilliantly,” his mum said, pulling him into a hug. “Your dad is going to be thrilled.”




“Do I… get powers now?” he whispered into her coat.




She laughed softly. “Not yet. Not until you’re older.”




He nodded, though a faint spark of disappointment flickered inside. Waiting a whole year sounded impossible.




As they left the room, staff handed him a small gift bag—a holographic sticker sheet, a pin shaped like the FX-Gene, and a bright-orange pamphlet titled WELCOME, NEW PRIMEBORN! with cartoon mascots explaining what came next.




Everything felt shiny and unreal.




Children milled around the lobby holding their new certificates. Some looked ecstatic. Others frightened. Outside the building, Elias could hear chanting—high-pitched, angry voices. Protesters again. They seemed to show up at every testing centre in major cities.




But inside, everything was warm and safe.




For the moment.







In a testing facility in Arizona, several hours behind London, Jace Harrow was having an entirely different kind of experience.




If Elias stood still like a respectful guest at a ceremony, Jace approached the Test of Ten like a ride at an amusement park.




He strutted into the scanning chamber with a grin that took up half his face, hands shoved into the pockets of his hoodie.




“So I just stand here?” he asked the technician, a tall man who looked equal parts amused and exhausted.




“That’s right,” the tech replied. “Please try not to move—”




“You got it,” Jace said, though his foot still bounced in place.




His mother sat behind the obsidian-glass viewing panel, mouthing behave through the window.




Jace wiggled his brows.




The machine hum began.




Almost instantly, something felt… different. Like static electricity gathering under his skin, but golden and warm, not prickly. The air shimmered faintly around him.




Then the arch exploded in a brilliant gold.




A burst of light swept the room, flooding the walls, the ceiling, and every reflective surface with warm, dazzling radiance. The tech staggered back in shock.




“What in—?” he murmured, shielding his eyes.




Golden resonance readings spiked across every monitor.




Jace stared at his own hands, which glowed as if sunlight poured from inside his bones. The air rippled.




“Oh,” he whispered in awe. “That’s… cool.”




The machine struggled to contain the reading. Alarms pinged—softly, not dangerously, but urgently.




This wasn’t normal.




This was something extraordinary.




The scanner finally dimmed, the gold light retreating slowly. But the technicians wouldn’t stop whispering, glancing between the monitoring tablets and the boy who now looked very, very different from the average ten-year-old.




Jace Harrow had just undergone what news headlines would later call The Golden Activation.




He stepped out of the scanner with his usual swagger, though his heart pounded like a drum.




“So,” he said casually, “did I break it?”




“You may have set a… new record,” the tech admitted.




Jace grinned wider. “Sweet.”




Within two hours, the story hit local news. Within twelve, it hit global networks. Video clips of the golden flash played beside headlines speculating about a new Flux Prime or possibly even pre-Zenith candidate.




Jace’s phone, confiscated by his mum before the appointment, buzzed non-stop in her handbag.




The Harrow family was about to become very famous—very fast.







Across nations, children received crisp white envelopes, each bearing the emblem of The Vanguard School for Exceptional Youth. Acceptance letters were usually sent weeks after testing, but this year, something shifted. They went out within days.




Rumours spread that global activation numbers were up.




Scientists whispered behind closed doors:




“The Cosmic Catalyst is strengthening.”




“The resonance depth is deeper than projections.”




“This year’s Primeborn cohort is… unusual.”




Governments scrambled to predict what these readings meant.




Activists celebrated.




Anti-Primeborn groups doubled their protests, some chanting outside testing centres, others blocking hospital entrances. Most were loud and frightened, but not violent—yet.




The world tilted slightly, as if preparing to roll into something larger, stranger, and brighter.




And two boys—one in London, one in Arizona—took their first steps toward the same future.




Elias Wren, quiet and thoughtful.




Jace Harrow, bright and reckless.




Days passed.




And in households across the globe, parents unfolded letters bearing one breathtaking line:




“Your child has been selected to attend the Vanguard School for Exceptional Youth.”




Elias read his letter three times, breathless.




Jace read his once and yelled, “YES!” loud enough for the entire neighbourhood.




Neither of them knew the other existed.




Not yet.




But destiny was already arranging their meeting—shaping the paths of hundreds of children who would share those same halls, who would train together, laugh together, and someday bleed together.




Two boys.




Two lights.




Two futures bound to collide.




Their journey had begun.
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The letter arrived on a Wednesday morning, tucked neatly between a water bill and a leaflet advertising a new bakery. If not for the bright white envelope and the shimmering blue emblem stamped in the corner, Elias Wren might never have noticed it at all.




But every child who had ever dreamed of the Test of Ten knew that emblem—the intertwined silver helix of the FX-Gene Authority, wrapped in a soft halo of blue light.




Elias’s mother spotted it first.




“Oh!” she gasped, nearly dropping the stack of mail onto the kitchen table. “Elias, love—one of your letters came.”




Elias hurried over, wiping jam from his fingers onto a napkin. His heart thumped with the same nervous thrill he’d felt during the scan itself. His name was printed carefully on the front, the letters crisp and official.




ELIAS MARK WREN




PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL




FOR RECIPIENT ONLY




His hands trembled a little as he took the envelope.




“Go on,” his mum urged. “Open it.”




The envelope peeled apart with a faint whisper of paper. Inside was a single sheet of heavy card stock, embossed with blue filigree and formal lettering that gleamed when it caught the morning sun through the kitchen window.




Elias read the heading aloud:




“The Vanguard School for Exceptional Youth – Official Notice of Acceptance.”




His breath vanished.




He read the opening lines silently, eyes wide.




Dear Mr. Elias Wren,




Following your successful FX-Gene activation assessment, you have been formally selected to join the incoming Year One cohort at the Vanguard School for Exceptional Youth.




This is a great honour, bestowed only upon those identified as early-stage Primeborn candidates with high developmental potential.




His mum clasped her hands over her mouth, tears already forming.




“Oh, Elias… this is magnificent. I’m so proud of you.”




He barely heard her. His gaze drifted dreamily over the rest of the letter—the invitation to orientation, the explanation of protocols, the list of recommended supplies. It felt unreal, almost like a prank someone might play on an unsuspecting child.




He looked up at his mother with wide eyes.




“I… got in?”




“You got in,” she said, laughing through tears. “You truly, truly did.”




Elias folded the letter carefully and held it to his chest.




The world outside looked the same—the same row of brick houses, the same gentle hum of a London morning. But everything inside him felt forever changed.







Across the world, dozens of households experienced their own remarkable morning.







ARIZONA – JACE HARROW’S HOUSE




Jace didn’t wait for anyone to hand him anything.




He snatched the envelope straight out of the mail slot the moment it dropped onto the tile, tore it open with his teeth, skimmed two lines, and then yelled loud enough to rattle the windows:




“YES! I KNEW IT!”




His mother, half-asleep with a cup of coffee, nearly dropped her mug.




“What—? Jace, what is it? What happened?”




“I GOT IN!” he shouted, waving the letter above his head like a golden ticket. “I’m officially going to that super-school! The Vanguard thing!”




“Language,” she reminded automatically—not because he’d sworn, but because Jace tended to shout so loudly that his voice could be considered a weapon.




He skidded across the kitchen floor, grabbed a blueberry muffin in mid-air, stuffed half of it into his mouth, and kept talking.




“I’m gonna be the strongest Primeborn alive! The golden scanner knew it! They all knew it! I knew it!”




His mother tried—and failed—not to smile.




“You’re going to be many things,” she said softly, “and we’ll talk about humility later, but right now… oh, sweetheart. I’m so proud of you.”




Jace hugged her with muffin crumbs still clinging to his chin.




“Do I get to fly? Can I fly there? Do I get a costume? Do I get a cape?”




She laughed. “Let’s start with packing a suitcase first.”







NORWAY – ARIA SOLBERG’S HOME




In Oslo, Aria Solberg’s acceptance letter sat unopened on the dining table while her mother paced the room with trembling hands.




“Let me open it! It’s my letter, Mama,” Aria insisted for the third time.




“I know, I know,” her mother whispered, wiping her eyes. “You’re just… so young to be leaving home. And I’m so, so proud.”




Aria smiled shyly and opened the envelope. Her silver-blonde hair gleamed in the morning light as she read each line carefully, mouthing the words under her breath as though afraid to mispronounce them.




A single note of soft, harmonic sound escaped her—a subconscious pulse of the latent power she’d yet to unlock.




She pressed the letter over her heart.




“I’m really going,” she whispered. “I’m going to learn to use my voice.”




Her mother hugged her gently, swaying in place.




“Oh, Aria, love. The whole world will hear you one day.”







TOKYO – KENJI SATO’S APARTMENT




In a high-rise flat smelling faintly of green tea and soldering tools, ten-year-old Kenji Sato stared at the acceptance letter with eyes so wide they barely blinked.




His hands trembled.




His mini drone—currently perched on the kitchen counter—glitched, wings flickering with teal light.




“Kenji,” his father said gently, placing a hand on his shoulder. “It’s alright. Breathe.”




“I’m trying,” Kenji whispered. “But my drone is syncing with my heart rate and I… I think I’m vibrating.”




His drone beeped twice in sympathy.




Kenji let out a shaky laugh.




“I’m really going to Vanguard. The first Sato in our family history to go abroad for something other than corporate work.”




His mother brushed a tear from her cheek.




“You’ve always been destined for something big, Kenji-kun.”




The drone chirped, as if agreeing.







MUMBAI – SARINA PATEL’S HOME




In a colourful apartment filled with cousins, aunts, uncles, and the smell of cardamom tea, Sarina Patel sat at the kitchen table, clutching her unopened envelope.




Her parents stood behind her.




Her grandparents watched hopefully from across the room.




“Go on, beta,” her father said. “Whatever it says, we are proud.”




She inhaled deeply.




Her illusions hadn’t manifested yet, but her imagination burst into colours—silver sparks, swirling patterns, trembling light.




What if she disappointed them?




What if her scan had been wrong?




With shaking fingers, Sarina opened the envelope.




Then she burst into tears—not of sadness, but of pure relief.




“I got in,” she whispered. “I really… really got in.”




Her whole family erupted in cheers.




Her grandmother pressed a warm hand to Sarina’s cheek.




“You will shine, my little star.”







The letters arrived everywhere:




Brazil.




Kenya.




Canada.




Jordan.




New Zealand.




South Korea.




South Africa.




Ireland.




And dozens more.




Thirty special children, all ten years old, all preparing to leave the only lives they had ever known.







The following morning, the world woke to another surprise.




Large black cars—government-issued, gleaming with tinted windows and official seals—arrived at the homes of accepted students.




Not the dramatic kind seen in films. Not secret agents. More like polite representatives in suits with neat badges and warm smiles.




Still, the sudden knock on the door startled every family.




When Elias’s mother opened the door, a woman in a crisp navy blazer extended a hand.




“Good morning. My name is Katarina Hale, Senior Liaison for FX-Gene Youth Services. May we come in?”




Elias peeked from behind his mother. The woman smiled warmly.




“Hello, Elias. Congratulations.”




He blushed. “Thank you.”




Two more escorts stepped inside, carrying folders, ID cards, and information packets. They explained everything calmly:




Travel arrangements




Uniform fittings




Orientation schedules




Security protocols




Contact procedures




Digital identification wristbands




What to expect in the first week




And, most importantly:




“This must remain confidential. All movements of Primeborn minors are handled with utmost care.”




Elias nodded, absorbing every word with wide-eyed seriousness.




“We’ll transport you to Heathrow in three days,” the lead escort continued. “You’ll meet other accepted students and board a secure aircraft to the Vanguard island campus.”




“It’s on an island?” Elias whispered.




“Yes,” the woman said with a smile. “A very beautiful one.”




When they left, Elias could only stare at the sleek pamphlet they’d handed him—a glossy picture of a sprawling stone-and-glass academy overlooking an emerald sea.




It looked like something out of a dream.







London — Elias




That night, Elias lay awake in his room, staring out at the London skyline. The city lights twinkled like curious stars.




He imagined:




Dormitories full of kids like him.




Training halls where powers sparked and shimmered.




Teachers with abilities beyond imagination.




Secret corridors.




Hidden libraries.




A grand dining hall filled with students from every corner of the world.




He pressed a hand to the window, feeling the cool glass under his fingertips.




In just a few days… he would be there.




The thought turned his stomach with both excitement and fear.




“What if they don’t like me?” he whispered into the dark. “What if I don’t… belong?”




A soft breeze drifted through the open window, as if answering:




You will.




You do.




You’re meant for this.




Elias closed his eyes, imagining the academy again. Imagining the friends he would meet.




He didn’t yet know the name Jace Harrow.




Or Aria Solberg.




Or Kenji Sato.




Or Sarina Patel.




But their fates were already weaving into his.







Arizona — Jace




Jace didn’t sleep.




He bounced on his bed, performed mock martial-arts moves, shouted victorious speeches into his mirror, toasted himself with fizzy drinks, and proudly informed the next-door neighbour’s cat that he was going to be “the future strongest Primeborn in the world.”




His mother eventually had to confiscate his soda and order him to bed.




“Big day tomorrow,” she warned. “Uniform measurements.”




Jace flopped face-first onto his pillow.




“I’m gonna be amazing,” he said into the mattress. “You’ll see.”




And for once, the house was quiet.







Mumbai — Sarina




Sarina sat cross-legged on her bed, diary open, scribbling every feeling—excited, nervous, terrified, hopeful. Her cousins peeked through the doorway giggling, but she didn’t mind.




“Dear future me,” she wrote, “I hope I make you proud.”




She tucked the diary under her pillow and hugged it tight.




Tomorrow, everything would change.







Oslo — Aria




Aria sang softly—wordless, gentle, lilting. Her mother sat beside her bed, brushing her hair slowly.




“You’re going to find your own song,” her mum whispered. “And it will be beautiful.”




Aria drifted to sleep imagining glowing music notes suspended in the air.







Tokyo — Kenji




Kenji triple-checked his gadgets, tucked his drone into its charging nest, and filled an entire notebook with ideas about what the academy might be like.




“Maybe there’ll be a robotics lab,” he murmured. “Or a resonance chamber. Or a secret underground base…”




His mother pressed a kiss to his forehead as he drifted off, mumbling softly about circuits and energy fields.







In every corner of the globe, hope bloomed inside small bedrooms.




Thirty children.




Thirty futures.




Thirty destinies beginning to glow.




Their journeys would carry them across oceans to a place unlike any other—an academy where they would laugh, learn, grow, and become something extraordinary.




But for now, on this calm night, their worlds were still small and familiar.




In the morning, everything would shift.




Forever.
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  DEPARTURE DAY CHAOS

  
  




Airports were never calm places to begin with, but today felt like the whole world had decided to squeeze into Heathrow at once.


Uniformed staff rushed between gates with clipboards. Security officers barked orders over radios. Families clustered in tight circles, holding hands and wiping away tears. Luggage trolleys rattled past in frantic lines. Giant screens flickered with departure times—but the only one anyone seemed to care about was “SPECIAL FLIGHT – PRIMEBORN RESIDENTIAL TRANSPORT / 14:00.”


Elias Wren stood just inside the main terminal, clutching the handle of his suitcase and trying not to stare.


He had never seen so many cameras. News crews hovered near the edges of restricted areas. Microphones waved like curious birds. Reporters whispered to their teams, hoping for a glimpse of a “notable activation child,” or—even better—someone from the Harrow case. Elias wanted to shrink into his hoodie and disappear.


His mother knelt beside him and fixed the collar of his shirt for the fifth time.


“You look perfect,” she assured him, smoothing his hair. “You’ll be brilliant.”


“I know,” he said softly—but the truth was he felt anything but brilliant.


Outside the wide glass windows, shouting echoed faintly. Protesters, gathered beyond police barricades, held signs reading:


“NO MORE SUPERCHILDREN!”


“HUMANS FIRST!”


“SCANS ARE A LIE—FX-GENE IS A CURSE!”


Some waved their signs. Some yelled angrily. Some looked frightened themselves. The crowds weren’t close enough to be dangerous, but their presence throbbed like a bruise on the edges of the
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