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When forces more powerful than she's ever known rise all around her, Freya begins to slip away from her destiny and question her ability to lead.

The girl with hands of light loses her sense of purpose and must depend on the love and guidance of many to prepare for the final chapter in the battle for Earth.

In the most uncertain times, in the company of strangers, in the throes of one’s selfish desires, the war for our soul rages most strong.

Freya must fight through her own desires and limitations in order to rally the Saviors for one last desperate attempt to challenge the Empress of Shadows who intends to consume the whole human world.
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Weak. Vulnerable. Out of practice. I try not to think it but I know it’s true. That’s what I am. It won’t be long before Ava realizes I don’t know what I’m doing. Not long before her energy sizzles the life out of my hands and throws me down to my shaky knees.

My blue high-energy beams fight to stay alive against Ava’s effortless, lightning-like waves. The pain isn’t that big of an issue as I can barely feel my hands, arms and shoulders. My head is a different story, throbbing with the pressing intensity of thousands of megawatts. The pulsating hammer in my brain blinds my eyes. I have to trust my energy field to find its way in the dark.

From some hidden source, new energy bursts travel up through my body all the way to my hands as I start to lose hope. I open my eyes just in time to watch Kroll run across the cornfield to tackle Ava from behind.

Ava loses her balance and her energy field dies out. “Grab her hands,” I yell at Kroll as I feel Damian’s arms around my shoulders. “You can’t let her bring her hands together,” I go on before I collapse onto my knees.

Damian helps me up and locks eyes with me. “What the hell is going on?” he says with a strained voice.

Searchlight beams illuminate the sky. Spring Town is awake and rushing to the cornfields. The Dark Legion guards look to me for instructions and I look to Dom, the commanding Exodus officer on ground who has just arrived at the scene along with everyone else. Dom takes everything in and then nods, quickly understanding that I need him to take charge of the situation.

“Take the kids back to their dorms,” he orders the guards. I’m glad he thinks of that because it’s of the utmost importance that the children don’t witness any more of Ava’s squirming and squealing while Kroll wraps her hands in the rubber gloves one of the guards has retrieved from the gardening shed. Kroll cuffs Ava’s hands behind her back. It’s a lot to process on a night when all any of us have thought about is how the drones could attack at any moment and destroy the shields protecting Spring Town.

Damian loosens up his grip on me. He walks over to Kroll and helps to guide Ava out of the field by placing his hand on her shoulder.

“It’s been her all along,” I say, barely able to breathe air into my lungs. “She’s the traitor.”

Ava stares at me with pure hatred in her eyes. “You’re a fool if you think you can win,” she hisses at me.

Kroll forces her to sit next to a tree. He ties her to the trunk with a thick rope that goes around her waist.

“What exactly happened here tonight?” Damian says. “Why did the drones shut down?”

I raise my hands under his eyes with my palms up. The skin has been torn off and the flesh underneath is raw and burned in several spots.

“Freya, that’s nasty,” he says, concerned. “Can you heal them?”

“I don’t know.”

I glance from Damian to Kroll to Dom and back to Damian. They’ve all seen how Ava and I were able to produce energy fields with our bare hands. Dom is the one who’s the most shocked as he’s never actually seen me handle a receptor. I’m sure he’s heard all the stories but hearing and seeing are two different things.

“You can do with your hands what you once could only do with the help of a receptor,” Kroll explains what has no doubt been on everyone’s mind.

“Not quite,” I say. “But pretty close.”

“At great cost,” Damian says, pointing at my hands.

“Yeah, I don’t think I’ll be able to do it again anytime soon unless I figure out how to buffer my skin.”

“This could be huge news,” Dom says. He’s a short but impressively muscular man with extreme determination. His eyes glimmer as he imagines the possibilities that this could open up for us.

I turn to him. “Relay the news to Exodus.”

“Negative,” he says. “I would have to open the shields to do that.”

“Open them,” I command him.

Dom remains uncertain for a moment, weighing his options. The shields have been locked in place to preserve energy, blocking communication channels and external interference. Opening them up could pose an immediate threat to the town and Dom knows that better than anyone. In the end, he nods and heads for the HQ.

“I trust you know what you’re doing,” Kroll says.

“And I trust the aliens won’t want to destroy Ava just yet.”

“Or you,” Damian says, looking up at the dark sky.

“I don’t know about that,” I say. “Ava should be enough for their plans.”

“Are you saying she’s a host?”

“What else could she be?”

“I don’t know, Freya,” Damian says, shaking his head. “If that’s the case, then why isn’t she locked up in a lab and made to carry alien embryos? What’s the holdup?”

“I don’t know. Maybe she’s too young. Maybe there are more like her.”

All three of us look at Ava. She seems even tinier than usual, fastened to the big tree trunk with her hands behind her back and her head hanging low.

Almost pitiful, I think but quickly put the thought aside. I cannot afford to lose focus.

“Have you heard of anything like that?” I ask Kroll. “When you were a resident of Plantation-15 and leading an army for the Empress?”

He shakes his head. “First time I’ve seen anything like this.”

My hands ache and itch now that the numbing effect created by the energy field starts to fade. I begin to regain feeling in my extremities. Medical attention should be in order, but my mind wanders off to different matters—like what the best course of action would be now that the tables seem to be turning.

My touchpad glows red, skinning away the murkiness of night. I reach for it without thinking and get an unpleasant surprise when the skin – or rather what used to be skin – of my right palm touches the cold metallic device. The pain almost drops me to my knees again.

Damian snatches the touchpad out of my hands and turns the speaker on. It’s Dom. “Freya, Commander Eldritch wishes to speak with you.”

“The attack on Exodus has been suspended,” Commander Eldritch says. His voice comes through the speaker strained and rough. He hasn’t slept much lately, that much is obvious. “We have every reason to believe all the forces are moving your way, Freya.” He coughs and clears his throat. “After what Dom has told us, at least we know why.”

It’s hardly a surprise but it sends electrifying waves of dread down my spine anyway. “Use the respite to better barricade Exodus,” I say.

“What are you going to do?” the commander goes on. “Do you need me to find reinforcements?”

I look to Damian for advice. He shakes his head. We’re of the same mind.

“No,” I say. “It would be pointless. Just concentrate on keeping the station safe. You will need all your available resources.”

“You haven’t told us what you’re going to do.”

“There’s a good reason for that,” I say with a sigh. “We’re between plans right now.”

Damian steps in to put Eldritch’s mind at rest. “We’ll figure it out, Sir,” he says. “We always do.”

“We will?” I ask him as soon as the feed is cut off.

“Let’s take care of your hands,” he says.

“Dodging the question. Very reassuring.”

“I’m not dodging the question. The answer could very well be in your hands.”

“He’s right,” Kroll says.

“Wow, you two agreeing on something. Now I’ve seen it all.”

Dom arrives with a pair of Dark Legion guards in tow. “Now that we’ve all been briefed,” he says, “what exactly is our plan?”

I turn and steal a glance at Ava. “Damian was right before,” I say.

“Thank you for acknowledging it,” Damian says. Then, after a moment of hesitation he adds, “I’m sorry, what are you referring to?”

“Ava. She can’t be like me. If she could breed, she wouldn’t be here. She can’t be a host. She’s... something else.”

“Don’t fool yourself,” Ava says, looking long and hard into my eyes. “They will come for me.”

“And we will be ready for them,” I say.

Ava laughs. “Yeah, I heard all about your plans.”

I go to her and grab her by the arm. “Get up,” I say with clenched teeth. “You are going to heal me.”

*
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DAMIAN TURNS ON THE LIGHTS in the examining room. A nurse joins us and quickly diagnoses me with deep second-degree burns on my palms.

When I ask about recovery time, she shakes her head. “It could take weeks,” she says. “You’ll probably need skin grafts. There will be some pain management. The doctor will be along to answer your questions.”

“There’s no time for that,” I say. “I will need my hands tonight.”

“That’s out of the question,” the nurse says, while sticking a needle loaded with painkillers in my forearm.

Ava is listening to the conversation strapped down on an examining chair at the far end of the room. It’s hard to determine whether I feel sorry for her or I am furious at her. Either way she’s the key to my plan.

Damian reads my mind. “Are you sure?” he says.

It’s a question I can’t answer. I choose by instinct, not by what’s wise or recommended. Too bad nobody has written a manual on how to avoid being pulverized by alien missiles while trying to grow new skin.

“That leaves you then,” I tell Ava. “You can make this easy on yourself and heal my hands voluntarily or I could give Kroll permission to do what’s necessary to ensure your cooperation. You’ve seen Kroll in action, right?”

This gets her attention. “You’d release that beast upon a child?”

“C’mon, Ava, you’re hardly a child. And isn’t that what your mistress does anyway? You know, the one you’re so loyal to?” I turn to Damian. “How many children do you think she has sacrificed for her own savage purposes?”

“We personally know of at least a few thousand,” he says as if corroborating some new idea.

I wink at Kroll who moves in, letting his full weight resonate hard with every footstep.

“Even if I healed you,” Ava cries out, terrified at the sight of the approaching giant, “you would never be able to understand or control the force of the raw energy field inside you. It would take months, maybe years of training. You’ll only burn yourself again or worse.”

“You let me worry about that,” I say. “I’m a fast learner. You only have to do that one simple thing.”

Kroll towers over Ava. When the sound of his weapons clinking against his armor quiets down, Ava tries frantically to shake her hands free from their straps.

“What’s to stop me from using my energy against you once my hands are free?” she yells at me.

“A gun at the back of your head,” I say.

Ava laughs. “It’s not in your nature to kill, we both know that,” she says.

“I didn’t say it would be my gun,” I say coldly as I place my hand on Kroll’s back. “Do what you have to do,” I tell him. I can only trust he can read my mind like he has claimed to be able to do so many times and that he knows I don’t really want Ava harmed in any way. I want her humbled and obedient but that’s it.

Kroll presses his thumb against Ava’s throat. Surprisingly, it’s all it takes. I had expected a little more resistance than that. Her eyes get teary, her cheeks flustered. She has not been prepared for this. Whatever she is, she’s not a fighter. When I look at her terrified eyes, all I see is a little girl who has no idea how to get out of the mess she’s created.

I lean in and gently remove Kroll’s hand from her throat. “I think she’s ready,” I say.

Kroll backs away, barely changing the vicious expression he has employed for the occasion.

“Redeem yourself, Ava,” I tell her. “Help us save Earth and our kind. You’re young and you made a mistake. Don’t let it define who you are.”

She remains silent, stubbornly looking away from me.

“Okay,” I say. “You don’t have to like it.”

Damian removes the straps from her arms while Kroll, Dom and the guards all form a circle, training their guns on her.

“I wouldn’t try anything funny,” Damian advises her. “I know you’re a good kid, Ava. You don’t want anybody killed.”

She remains silent, uninterested in all we have to say.

“Let’s hope she’s nowhere near as skilled with her energy fields as you were with the receptor,” Damian whispers in my ear, planting a rather uncomfortable image in my head of Ava creating fast swirls of energy that will blast away the entire building in a second.

“Thanks for that,” I whisper back as I step in front of her. “A little white light is all I need,” I tell her. “Then I will leave you alone.”

Ava shakes her head. “I don’t know how to do that.”

“I think you do,” I say. “Just think of something nice and it will come to you.”

“Does she know how to think of something nice?” Kroll says.

I roll my eyes at him, frustrated at the interruption.

“What?” he says. “I know I can’t.”

Ava resigns to her fate finally. She brings her hands together and rubs them gently.

“Don’t overdo it,” I tell her. “I’m watching you.”

“It doesn’t matter,” she says. “You don’t have the time or the knowledge to control this power. Even with healed hands, it will be useless to you. You’ll just get yourself and others killed.”

The white light covers up my palms without any visible effect. Ava keeps the energy steady but can’t make it do its job. I feel nothing.

“Have you tried this before?” I ask her.

She shakes her head.

“You have to find a focus point inside you and use it as an axis for the energy,” I urge her.

She looks at me with quizzical eyes.

“Like a lever,” I explain. “A tool to help direct the energy where you want it to go.”

Ava closes her eyes and after a short while the white energy starts to sizzle across my palms closing up the wounds and replacing the pink flesh with healthy, new skin.

“I’ll be damned,” Dom mutters. It’s his first time with the white light and it will stay with him forever. Both Damian and I know that all too well.

The skin feels soft and delicate to the touch but there’s no pain when I apply pressure. It would probably be a foolish idea to expose it to the kind of energy that destroyed it in the first place but that’s exactly what I plan to do. I’ll have to start practicing immediately and it’s more than likely that I will have no option but to fry my hands once again in battle without having Ava handy to heal them.

“Do you think they know you’ve discovered your new powers? I mean, the alien bugs?” Dom says.

“They aren’t exactly new, are they?” Kroll says. “She just didn’t know she possessed them.”

“Who can tell what they know or suspect at this point?” I say. Then a sudden thought enters my brain. I turn to Damian. “Who’s with Tobi?”

“He’s fine,” he says. “I left a couple of the older girls with him.”

My desire to see Tobi suddenly overwhelms me.

“What are we going to do with her?” Damian whispers pointing at Ava. “She’s a killing machine. She could probably escape any prison if she set her mind to it.”

“Maybe,” I say. “But somehow I don’t think she knows her capabilities. She wouldn’t be terrified of Kroll otherwise.”

“She managed to switch Torik,” Damian reminds me.

“Following strict orders she did not fully understand,” I say, uncertain. I’d like for my assertion to be true, but there’s no way to be sure. “Anyway, I don’t think that Kroll could be switched at this point. I released him myself, yet, here he is. He’s made a conscious choice to serve me.”

“We’ll keep her sedated for now,” Dom cuts in.

His pronouncement takes me by surprise. “I don’t like that,” I say.

“There’s no other way, Freya,” Dom insists. “We need to keep her safe and protected. We will need answers from her eventually.”

Damian nods in agreement. I look to Kroll for a different suggestion but all he does is shrug.

“Okay,” I tell Dom. “Do what you have to do. But remember that Ava is just a child who was manipulated and brainwashed. We cannot condemn her.”

“Understood,” Dom says.

Damian and I leave the Medical Facilities to go check on Tobi before we head for the HQ. With an aerial attack looming, there’s not a moment to spare.
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The sky remains menacingly dark and quiet with the drones ever hovering, looking dead-eyed and gutted. It could be that Ava’s hands were feeding them with energy and now that she’s gone, their supply of power has been weakened. Or maybe they’re just conserving what they’ve got left for when the attack begins.

The six Spring Town generators are all powered on and waiting for my energy field to breathe new life into them. The solar panels cannot provide much more than electricity. The shield is hungry for the power in my hands.

“Just like the drones,” I murmur as I turn to look at Damian who’s standing right behind me.

“You can do this,” he says. “Just take it easy.”

I nod and then regard my hands with a new kind of tenderness, almost as if taking a first glance at a newborn baby. They look vulnerable and innocent and undeserving of what I have in store for them.

Damian senses my uncertainty. “We have to reinforce the shield, Freya,” he says, placing his hands on my shoulders.

Easy for you to say, I think before I rub my hands together closing my eyes.

Muscles in my upper back and neck tighten, fearing what’s to come. The energy produced by my own cells feels like a mild electroshock that attacks every nerve inside of me. I become painfully aware of the kinetic rush beneath my skin. It’s not just muscles, bones and organs that suffer from the dull, persistent ache; it’s also connective tissues, hair and nails and all that I am.

I can feel almost every part of me now. The assault of sensations caused by electric signals traveling up and down my body eventually synthesize at the tips of my fingers.

My hands produce rays of blue energy that have a mind of their own. I struggle to keep them in line and just barely manage to direct them to the generators. The first step to enhancing the shields, and thus making sure they will hold in case of an aerial attack, has been achieved.

It will take several minutes for the generators to be fully charged.

“Take a break,” Damian tells me when he notices the redness across the palms of my hands. He knows I should be careful not to push myself for several minutes in a row.

“Just in time,” I say, realizing how close I’ve come to getting nasty burns all over my hands again. It’s pretty hard to tell when the damage is happening as I lose all sensation in my extremities while I form the energy fields.

“I wish this was easier on you,” Damian says, kissing my hands.

“I think you might love me a little after all,” I tease him.

“Yeah, somebody has to do it.”

I punch his shoulder and I swear he likes it. “Do you remember trying to tickle me to death one day up on the mountain camp when I was trying to power up the generator with the receptor?”

“No, what day was that? Tell me more.”

“It was just the day everything changed for the Saviors,” I protest. “The day that three scary Sliman warriors came looking for us.”

“Oh, that day.”

“You’re infuriating,” I say as he opens the tube the nurse gave us and rubs some ointment all over my hands.

“I still think we’d be better off if I had killed them that day,” he says.

“Really? Cause you’re so bad and mean?”

“A lot of things would have been different,” he says pensively. “Maybe I wouldn’t have been kidnapped and you wouldn’t have had to die a couple of times.”

“Maybe we wouldn’t have gotten together.”

“Maybe. And that would have been a much better choice for you.”

Maybe I should just kiss you to shut you up, I think, but then I get a jolt in my hands as the numbness goes away.

“It’s time to try again,” I say.

This time I am able to focus faster and in a more efficient manner. I can tell by the way I manage to retain some feeling in my hands while yielding the energy that powers up the generators. First step is finally accomplished.

I switch off the blue energy field to listen to the familiar sounds of the humming generators. All that needs to be done now is to direct the new power at the shield.

The control room in the HQ is equipped with two main consoles and a number of smaller control panels on tables. It all seems a little more complicated than necessary.

“It makes you wish Theo was here, doesn’t it?” Damian says.

“There’s a manual somewhere,” I say, pointing at a cabinet. “I’ve done this a few times with Theo. I’m sure I can pull it off.”

Damian finds the manual that Theo has written and illustrated. He leafs through it. “That kid’s a genius,” he says.

I smile as I start to mess with the keys on the console until the shield graph is brought up on the glass screen.

“Here,” Damian says, pointing at a drawing in the manual.

“Got it,” I say while scanning the three-dimensional mapping of the security field. I press the key as shown in the manual and watch the waves in the energy field get longer and stronger. A confirmation code on the screen lets us know that the enhancing process has begun.

“I can’t believe it might work after all,” Damian says with a smile.

“Let that be a lesson to you. Never lose faith in me ever again.”

“Right. You were the one who was completely freaking out.”

My reply never crosses my lips. A thunder cuts across the room and the sky outside the windows turns red. The drones have re-activated with a bang and a thud.

Kroll rushes into the room alongside Malzod.

“We have detected ships approaching,” Malzod says. “Fully armed according to our sensors.”

I turn to the screen to check the progress of the shield.

“Eighty-three percent,” I mutter.

“It will finish in no time,” Damian says.

Malzod looks at me respectfully. “Are you in control of this new power Kroll has been talking about?”

It would be nice to have a good answer. I try to collect myself, show the kind of leadership that is expected of me. Even though Damian has reclaimed his place as leader of the Saviors, the people of Exodus and Spring Town depend on my so-called powers at times like these.

The room falls silent. I choose to follow my instinct which has sustained me through several crises. It has also come near to destroying me and everyone I care about at least a few times. But since no one offers an alternative...

“I don’t really have to be in control of the energy,” I say. “I just have to make the aliens believe that I am.”

“How will you do that?” Damian says.

I turn to Kroll. “Call Dom. He can’t sedate Ava just yet.”

Kroll vacillates between obeying my orders and speaking out his mind.

“What is it?” I say. “There’s no time to waste.”

“I can make her do whatever it is that you need her to do,” he says slowly. “There is a deep fear planted in her soul. I know where it’s coming from.”

“Well, that’s good then,” I say. “That you know how to get her to help us.”

“You don’t understand,” he says. “I can put more fear in her. But the fear will drive her crazy in the end. Or kill her.”

He says that last part indifferently, almost as if suggesting that I shouldn’t worry about it too much. My blood freezes as his meaning sets in.

“Enough with talking,” Malzod cuts in. “Do as Freya says.”

Kroll’s dislike of Malzod takes over his face. “I take no orders from you.”

“Kroll, enough,” I say. “First things first.”

“I got Dom,” Damian says, showing me his touchpad. “It’s done.”

“Thank you,” I say, relieved that at least one thing has been resolved.

Kroll grinds his teeth and bows his head slightly.

“Oh, it will take a lot more effort than that on your part,” I tell him half-jokingly but he doesn’t seem to get the joke. His eyes stay glued on me in search for a sign that he has been forgiven. I nod because it’s impossible to hold that gaze for much longer. It reminds me how unfair this whole arrangement is to all of us – especially Kroll.

The camp is up and about again with almost everyone over the age of sixteen gathered on the paths that lead to the fields. The younger children have supervisors who have been wise enough not to let them out.

I spot the drones in the distance. They are lit up with red lights. Their engines are on hyperdrive.

It’s no small comfort that the shield is as ready and strong as can be but when the ships sweep silently in next to the drones, I begin to fully understand the depth of our predicament.

We’ve never seen anything like this before. These ships are twice the size of any spacecraft known to have entered the atmosphere and not depend on propelling systems. Instead, they feed on energy fields similar to what Ava and I generate. This makes them fast and agile like dolphins in water.

They are round and fat, they can hover, they can come to a halt in a second, they can go up and down, back and forth, pretty much like a space satellite not restricted by gravity, and they are armed to the teeth. With weapons we might never be able to understand.

The aliens want Ava really bad. Probably me as well. Because, as dangerous as they are, if these ships don’t get back to their base on time, they’re running the risk of losing all energy. They would then drop to the ground like ripe apples. They’ve put everything on the line for her.

Sunrise bleeds into the sky with slow, deliberate spurts of a peachy pink paint. Kroll and Dom walk up to me with Ava between them. Little, tired Ava whose soul, according to Kroll, has been injected with fear.

If we push her, she will do whatever we want. But at what risk to her and, ultimately, to us?

“Ava, you have to help me,” I tell her. “You and I have to send a message to the aliens.”

She turns away from me for a second but then decides to face me. “I can’t help you,” she says. “They know what I do. They know what I think and what I feel. They know I’m captured.”

“Trust me, they don’t know what you feel,” Damian says.

“You are monitored,” I tell her.

“Of course,” she says with her eyes locked on Kroll who has produced a small digital syringe in his hands.

“Should we send everyone who can’t fight inside?” Dom says.

I shake my head. “It makes no difference. The shield is either going to hold or not. In the latter case, there’s no taking cover.”

The ships begin to move closer at a slow pace giving us time to contemplate the gloomy prospect of their attack. My focus is on Kroll, though, and the syringe in his hands that seems to contain some form of transparent liquid.

“This is a dose of hallocic serum,” he tells Ava. “You’ve seen it in the plantation labs. You know what it does.”

We all know what it does but how did Kroll get his hands on it? He must be bluffing although nothing about the severe expression on his face and the confidence in his voice would betray that.

It’s lucky Ava doesn’t know Kroll like I do. Or at least I hope I know him as well as I think I do. At this moment, he’s unreadable.

A sharp, wailing howl comes from the sky. The bombs begin to fall.

Instinctively, Damian puts his arms around me. The shield holds easily and when the bombing stops, there’s not a single crack in sight.

“That was only for exhibition purposes,” Ava says.

Kroll sinks the needle into her arm. “You can just do as you’re asked or I can push the serum into your veins by pressing a small button on my controller.”

His threat cannot be taken lightly. The serum can turn a brain into a hallucinating pulp filled with images of sheer terror and a diminishing will power. I’ve never seen this kind of drug in action but I’ve heard the stories from Gritu and Malzod.

“You haven’t even told me what you want from me,” Ava yells at Kroll.

“It’s easy enough,” I say. “We want you to use your energy to enhance mine.”

“That’s your big plan?” she says with a dismissive tone.

“I told you before you shouldn’t concern yourself with my plans. Stick to the part that involves you.”

“How do you even suggest I do that?” Ava says, stealing glances at the controller in Kroll’s hands. If he so chooses, he can release the serum in her arm in an instant. There’s no telling if she would be able to produce any energy if that happened, but it would be worth a shot.

“When I create my energy field,” I say slowly, “I need you to stimulate my nerve impulses by directing your energy field at my spinal cord.”

Damian puts an urgent hand on my shoulder. I turn to face him and as we look into each other’s eyes, he begins to understand and accept that we’re running out of options. That’s good, I guess, as I myself don’t fully understand what I’m doing. But if he sees some logic to my plan, maybe I’m not completely off in my calculations.

“That’s ridiculous,” Ava says. “I could kill you so easily.”

“Yes, but you won’t,” Kroll says, “unless you want to die yourself after a series of blood-curdling nightmares that will make you wish you were dead. I know you already understand. The serum has been used on you before, hasn’t it?” Kroll stares into her eyes like a concerned father. “I can free you, Ava. I know how to reverse the control you’re under.”

A second bombing session begins before Ava has a chance to respond. The blasts bounce off the shield in a multitude of colors and shapes just like they did back up on Exodus L21 when I watched the explosions with Finn. As soon as they hit the force field, the blasts turn into sparks and flames that fade away within seconds leaving a trail of smoky light behind.

“It will not work,” Ava says.

“We have to move fast,” Damian tells me. “It will be like that day at Plantation-8 when you used the energy from the alien receptors to bring down the doombirds.”

I nod. “You’ll have to guide Ava’s energy. I can’t do it this time.”

The bombing stops but the first crack in the shield is visible on our monitors. It’s about an inch wide and a few feet long but it’s only the beginning.

“It’s now or never,” I say as I start rubbing my hands together. I can handle the feelings of pressure and tension that ripple throughout my body. What I can’t handle is not knowing what Ava is willing to do.

Her power is far greater than mine and once her hands are free, all that will remain between her and the drones above will be Kroll’s little needle in her arm and Damian’s guidance.

Add to that the fact I don’t believe there’s any hallocic serum in Kroll’s syringe. There’s no serum of any kind. Sugar water is my best guess.

Damian releases Ava as a blue energy field starts forming in my hands like a crystal ball. He puts his hands over hers to stabilize them.

I turn to Dom. “Go to control










































[image: ]









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
| ‘STELLA FITZSIMONS

‘- : YOUNG ADULT DYSTOPIAN NOV%

WE THE MUTANTS, BOOK 5





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





