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I knew I was in trouble the moment the man stepped from the doorway. 
‘Look what we’ve got here,’ he said. 
I’d taken a wrong turn into a bad part of Maine City. It was my own fault. I’d been sick for a week, and continuously on the run. Instead of finding a safe place to settle for the night, I’d kept moving. 
Big mistake. 
Now the streets were gloomy, and I was in a stinking alley facing a guy twice my size. A flickering streetlight illuminated the road and a maze of dumpster bins. Beyond him, I could see people out for the night and enjoying themselves, but they may as well have been on another planet. 
I took a step back but stopped as two figures emerged from the shadows behind me. 
‘Leave me alone,’ I said. ‘You’ll be sorry if you don’t.’
I tried to sound confident, but my voice sounded weak. And who was I kidding? I was Sally Tyler, a nobody, sixteen years old, and starving. I’d be lucky to get out of this alive. 
The guys behind me laughed. 
‘She thinks she’s tough.’ 
‘Let’s see how tough.’ 
I pulled out a knife I’d recently found on a homeless guy. Holding it out straight, I wanted to look threatening, but my hand was shaking as the blade glittered in the flickering streetlight. 
‘You might end up winning,’ I said. ‘But not before one of you gets stabbed.’ I paused. ‘And I will stab you.’
The big guy’s eyes narrowed. ‘You shouldn’t bring a knife to a gunfight,’ he said, producing a handgun.  
The guy couldn’t even be original. 
‘I heard that in a movie,’ I said. 
‘Just put down the knife.’ 
‘If I’m going to die,’ I said, ‘I’ll die fighting.’
‘You’re not going to die. Not yet. We’ve got plans for you.’
The three of them laughed, and I felt sick. Afraid and sick. My stomach was cramping. My hand stopped shaking, but now I was aware of how slippery the knife felt. I need to be brave. It wasn’t easy. I was homeless and starving, and I might soon be dead. 
No one moved. No one spoke. A distant crack of thunder rolled across the sky. It was mid-summer, and a storm had been threatening all afternoon. Now the heavens opened up. Big droplets splattered the ground before the clouds surrendered, and rain cascaded down, its static roar deafening in the narrow alley. 
It drenched me in seconds. Water matted my hair, streamed down my face and neck. 
The three men took a step closer. 
A cat broke from cover and slid through a broken window. 
I couldn’t fight my way out of this, but I could make one of them bleed. At least I could do that. Maybe it would give me a chance to escape. Maybe. 
A light appeared in an upstairs window—the silhouette of an old lady. I opened my mouth to scream for help, but then the figure disappeared just as quickly. I clammed my mouth shut. She wouldn’t have seen or heard me, anyway. The alley was swimming with darkness, and the noise of the sudden storm was deafening. 
Besides, good people turn a blind eye to bad things all the time. They didn’t want to get involved, and I couldn’t blame them. They had to live here. I didn’t. I was just another homeless teenager—more trash on the streets of Maine City. 
Thunder rumbled again. The figure behind me jerked his arm. 
Whack!
A bottle slammed sideways into my head. 
It wasn’t that hard an impact, but the shock caught me off guard. The big guy in front moved fast. He didn’t shoot; he had other plans in mind. 
Crack!
The big guy’s fist caught the side of my face, and my world tilted sideways. I brought the knife up and tried to ram it into his ribs, but I was too slow. He caught my wrist and twisted it. A shriek of pain rocketed up my arm as the knife went clattering to the hard concrete. 
I yelled. The rain swallowed my voice as I saw the light in the upstairs window go out. 
Ring the cops! I wanted to scream, but it was all too late. The three guys were on me at once. Two of them grabbed my arms and pushed me backward onto the wet alley pavement. I inhaled the smell of rotting trash and something dead. The big guy slammed a fist into my gut. My breath exploded outwards. I desperately tried sucking in air against the pouring rain. 
The big guy’s face drew close. ‘Not so tough now,’ he said, his breath smelling of garlic. ‘Soon you’ll be begging for—’
That was as far as he got. 
A dark figure landed in the alley to my right as if from nowhere. 
For one brief instant, I thought it was another member of their gang. Then an arm shot out and connected with the big man’s chin.
Smack!
He went sideways, the gun clattering to the ground. His friends yelled. They leaped at the newcomer, but the ominous figure spun, delivering a pair of expertly timed kicks at them. They went sprawling as the big guy crawled towards the gun.
Picking it up, he aimed at the newcomer.
‘No!’ I cried. 
Bang! Bang! Bang!
The figure went flying. 
I struggled to my feet and kicked at the weapon. More from luck than anything else, it flew out of the man’s hand. I punched, and my fist connected with his chin. He slumped groggily to the ground. Turning to the other assailants, I was just in time to block a blow to my face. I dropped to my knees and slammed a fist into his stomach. 
He raised a fist, ready to smash it into my chin—and stopped. An iron grip on his forearm had thwarted his assault. 
Somehow, the black figure was on his feet again. 
He executed a perfect twist, broke something in the man’s arm, and sent him flying. I staggered to my feet as the last assailant lunged towards me, driving me back against the wall. 
My head connected with brickwork and a sharp brightness exploded in my brain. I struggled to bring up my arms, but my strength was fading. The dark figure took out the last attacker as I slid into a pile of stinking trash on the alley floor. 
Lightning flashed again. My savior said something to me, but I couldn’t understand him. Everything was fading: light, sound, feeling. All of it going. 
The darkness in the alley gathered all around me, and I finally surrendered to the night.  
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I awoke to find myself on a thin mattress in a windowless stone room. A single bulb hung from the ceiling. The door was made from a sheet of solid iron. Somehow, bizarrely, I had awoken in a medieval dungeon. 
That’s stupid, I thought. It’s someone’s home. 
My head was pounding. Rising to my feet, I gripped the wall for support and tried to remember what had happened. It came flooding back. Lack of food. Exhaustion. The fight. I’d fallen and hit my head—hard. 
I was lucky I was still alive. A blow that hard to the head could kill someone. 
‘Hello?’ I said. 
The stone walls seemed to swallow my voice. 
My stomach turned over uneasily. 
Maybe this place belonged to the person in the alley. Had he kidnapped me? Why? What was he going to do? 
I felt my back pocket. My wallet was still there. Not that it contained much. Just a photo and some coins. Nothing else. 
I peered around more closely, and this time noticed there was a meal tray in the corner. The food wasn’t fancy—bread and water—but any food was good when you hadn’t eaten. Kneeling on the mattress, I wolfed it down, quelling the empty sensation in my stomach. Only then did it occur to me that the food could be drugged. 
Too late now.  
The steel door clicked, shuddering open an inch. I stared in silent horror, waiting for someone to enter.
Nothing. 
At least the room wasn’t shaking now as I crossed to the door. The food had done its job: I felt human. Almost. Easing the door open, I peered out into a gloomy stone corridor. Like the cell, it was fresh and free of odors. One end stopped at a wall; the other intersected with another passageway.
Stepping into the corridor, I glanced back into the cell. I noticed something I hadn’t seen before: a tiny camera set into a corner of the ceiling. 
I’m being watched.
This explained why the cell door had unlocked at precisely that moment. A quick scan of the corridor revealed even more cameras monitoring my every move.
Why not speak to me? Why all the mystery?
I didn’t have an answer, so I started down the corridor. Arriving at the T intersection, I saw another stone wall at one end, but a timber door in the other direction. Creeping down the hallway, my heart beating fast, I grasped the handle and pushed it open to reveal a vast chamber.
A library.
Half-a-dozen electric chandeliers hung low over the room. Bookshelves, packed with old volumes, ran from the floor to a gloomy mezzanine above. In the middle of the room sat a single oak table surrounded by a dozen leather-bound chairs. A spiral staircase in the corner led up to the mezzanine. 
There were no windows—it was another underground room—but at least this had a cozy feel to





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents


    

    
      
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter 20
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        21.
        
        Chapter 21
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
      


    
  



OEBPS/images/222def77-9156-4aca-a1ee-c139d01a4ba4.jpeg
DARRELL PITT

SHAREBITE

TEEN SUPERHERO BOUNTY HUNTERS
BOOK ONE

KENT STREET PRESS







