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The Story So Far…


My name’s Axel, and I’m a teenage superhero.
I know that sounds crazy, but it’s the truth. 
I’m one of five teenagers who had their memories wiped and were given incredible powers by a secret organization known as The Agency. Now we’re on the run from them, and if we’re caught, we’ll end up in jail—or worse. 
My name is Axel, but it could be anything. We were given names corresponding to the first five letters of the alphabet. I’m the A part of the alphabet, and I can control air, turn it into weapons, create barriers, or fly on it. 
B stands for Brodie. She’s a red-haired Australian girl with the strength and agility of three grown men. You wouldn’t want to be in a fight with her. You might win, but it’s unlikely. 
She was my girlfriend until recently, but all that changed because of Chad. 
Which brings me to the letter C. Chad is a Norwegian who can control fire and ice. Oh, and he’s a complete pain. He’s also my friend, but our friendship was tested in our last adventure when we saw a future where he and Brodie were a couple. Mind you, we’ve changed that future, but history might repeat itself. That possibility is never far from my mind. 
Now you’re probably wondering what D stands for. Well, it’s Dan. He’s the youngest of us. He’s Chinese, but speaks perfect English and can control metal from a distance. Dan can also read and manipulate minds, but those powers don’t work all the time. 
Then there’s Ebony. She’s Chad’s sister and entirely unlike him. Quieter and easygoing, there’s a tiger beneath her shy exterior. Able to change one substance into another, she can turn a wall into air or transform granite to lead. It’s a good talent to have. Turning iron into gold is handy, too, when you need money—and we always do. 
And now, I come to the final member of our team—Ferdy. He started off like the rest of us. Sort of. He’s a savant, and suffers from autism. 
He recently had his consciousness converted to energy. It should have been a death sentence, but he somehow survived the whole experience, and he now lives in the computer of our spaceship, Liber8tor. 
In a way, Liber8tor has become a member of our crew. Once owned by a race of beings known as the Tagaar, it has become our home, and it allows us to travel anywhere around the globe.  Without Liber8tor, The Agency would have caught up with us long ago. 
The world has changed a lot in the last few months. There are superheroes in every country, and The Agency has branches everywhere. 
There’s also a town—New Haven—in the state of Virginia where the occupants of a recently crashed spacecraft now live. 
And that’s about it. 
We’re trying to discover our true identities while staying one step ahead of the law. It’s not an easy life, but it’s the only one we’ve got. We don’t know what tomorrow will bring.
But then—who does? 
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‘Felix?’ Mavis Shaw said. ‘Is that you?’ 
If Felix had answered with anything other than a meow, she would have been amazed. Felix was her seven-year-old cat—an American shorthair—and had taken to wandering late in the day. Now it was 5pm, and there was no sign of her. 
Mavis sighed. She was seventy-seven years old, and although she would never run another marathon, her health was generally good. Privately, she hoped to see another dozen summers before her mind went. 
Luck could be on her side. Her husband, Harry, had been spared the indignity of dementia. He had passed quietly in his sleep two years ago. 
Her two sons had moved away from the little town of Targo, leaving her alone, but she wasn’t lonely. She had lived here all her life and was known and respected. Maybe that didn’t mean much in a lot of communities, but it did in Targo. It was a good town. A nice place to raise kids, grow old, and, yes, even a good place to die when the time came.
It’s My Life was about to start on television, and she would miss the beginning if she went cat hunting. Groaning, she threw on a coat. Mavis didn’t relish problems, but life had a way of dishing them out, anyway. 
You’d think I’d be used to trouble, she thought. 
Her screen door squealed open as she peered out at the same vista she had seen for the last half a century. Hers was the second last house in the street, the final one being the old Cooper place. Beyond it was miles of forest. 
Felix was nowhere to be seen among the potted plants that crowded her veranda. Nor was she lurking under the rose bushes in her busy front garden. 
Across the road, it was quiet. Dead quiet, those with a sense of humor would say, because it was the Targo town cemetery. Lord knows she and Harry had told, and retold, every bad joke about the place over their fifty-year marriage.
Everyone’s dying to go there.
You need a skeleton key to get out. 
A guy over there’s looking for his ghoul friend. Get it? Ghoul friend...
Ha ha. Or as the young folks would say, LOL.
Whatever that meant. 
Darkness fell early, here in the mountains. There was no reason to suspect anything had happened to Felix. Maybe she’d just gone wandering, searching for a boyfriend. The Smiths, who had just moved in down the hill, had a cat—an Abyssinian. Maybe Felix was on a date. 
Skeeeeeellllll.
‘My goodness,’ Mavis muttered. 
The sound had been barely recognizable as a scream. It wasn’t human. But it did sound—horribly—feline. 
Felix.
Mavis peered up and down the street. The Smiths were half a mile down the hill. There was no movement at their place, and they didn’t arrive home till late anyway. They both worked in town—Bert at the library and Sarah at a legal firm. There wasn’t anything at their place that could hurt Felix anyway. Cats weren’t stupid creatures, and Felix wasn’t an exception. 
Her eyes strayed to the old Cooper House. It was an old building. Not derelict by any means, but nobody had lived there for twenty years. It belonged to her and Harry, or her, now that Harry was gone. As investments went, it was a stinker. They’d never been able to rent it because of the home’s history. Their accountant had urged them to sell it a dozen times over the years, but they had hung onto it for the land value. 
The building even scared her. Targo cemetery may not have been haunted, but the old Cooper place was a different matter...
Felix wouldn’t have wandered up there. That old cat would have no reason to—
The scream rang out again. 
Skeeeeeellllll.
Choking back a cry, Mavis charged up the road, but not before snatching up the rake from her front yard. Maybe that fool cat had gotten herself into trouble, or maybe somebody had brought trouble to her, but either way, she wasn’t losing her cat. Not so soon after Harry. 
Mavis had noticed someone near the house recently: Joey Kent. He was a bad boy, all right, his father in jail, and his mother an alcoholic. 
Bad kids were always looking for mischief, and they all too easily found it. 
Reaching the front gate, Mavis paused. The house was an old gothic building, the paint peeling, the roof missing tiles, and the iron fence red with rust. Chickweed, kudzu, and ground ivy choked the grounds. Buried under that jungle were rose bushes and cheerless garden gnomes. 
Pushing the front gate open was like hearing something in pain. Making her way up the cracked front path, Mavis suddenly noticed how hard her heart was beating. 
Mavis Shaw, she thought. You’re a tough old bird. Haunted houses don’t scare you. Or delinquent children. 
And she had her rake for protection. A poke to the eye or a jab between the legs would bring down any assailant. Joey Kent might be bad, but she could handle him. 
So why was she so terrified?
As always, the front door was closed and locked. So were the windows. All looked fine. Mavis squinted through the dusty glass. The room beyond looked identical to how she remembered it; a few pieces of furniture with dust sheets to keep them protected. 
We should have burnt this place down years ago, Mavis thought. And collected the insurance. 
But she and Harry didn’t operate that way. 
The sound came again, louder this time, and obviously from the rear. Tightening her grip on the rake, she rounded the building, trampling through the undergrowth. Night was near. The sun had disappeared behind the mountains, and insects were starting to chirrup in the undergrowth. 
Mavis shivered, as much from the cold as the fear jangling her nerves. The back yard was silent and deserted, the rear porch drowned in shadow. 
Cautiously creeping up the back steps, Mavis glanced in through the back window, but it was too dark to make out anything. 
‘Felix?’ she called. ‘Here, Felix.’
A tiny squeak came from inside. Felix must be in the building. But how? Maybe that brat, Joey Kent, had locked her in. Gripping the door handle, she gave it a twist and shoved it open.
‘Felix?’ 
No answer. Even the buzz of the insects had faded. It was so quiet, Mavis could almost hear her own heart beating. A vein throbbed uncomfortably in her throat. 
She was scared, and she didn’t like being scared. ‘Joey Kent,’ she said. ‘You’ll be in big trouble if you’ve hurt my cat.’
Shaking the rake threateningly, Mavis stepped into the room. At first, she could see nothing. Just more furniture shrouded in sheets and gloomy shadows. Then one of the shadows moved. 
Mavis gasped. 
Feeling light-headed, she grasped the doorframe as a man stepped from the dark. He looked like something from a nightmare. Wearing a long coat, buttoned to the neck, the only visible skin was scarred, as if he had survived a terrible fire. His hair had been reduced to a few clumps, and his eyes seemed to poke out from his face like two perfectly white golf balls. The fire had taken his lips too, reducing his face to a grinning skull.  
‘Who...’ Mavis struggled to speak. ‘Who are you?’
The man strolled across the room until his face was only inches from her own. His breath was all too human; it smelt of onions. 
‘Who I am is not important,’ he said. ‘But, I would advise you to think of something pleasant.’
‘Why?’ Her terrified voice was like a squeak. ‘What are you saying?’ 
She tried lifting the rake, but the scarred man already had an object in his hand. The size of a pen, the end glowed cornflower blue. 
‘You should think nice thoughts at the end,’ he said. 
That was the last thing Mavis heard. Her vision went dark, and she was only dimly aware of the rake falling from her grasp. She didn’t hear it clatter to the floor because she was already dead when she joined it a moment later. Her body hit the floorboards hard, making a wuumf sound in the silent house. 
A cat broke from the shadows. Sniffing at her body, it let out a plaintive meow. 
‘Your mistress has not died in vain,’ the man said, picking up the cat. ‘Her death is only a small part of a much larger plan.’ A door opened, and a woman who looked identical to Mavis appeared. 
‘She is dead?’ the woman asked. 
The man nodded. ‘Go to the house and familiarize yourself with it,’ he instructed. ‘You must know every corner of it by the time they arrive.’ As the woman left, the scarred man brought the cat to his face and read the name on the collar. 
‘Felix,’ he said. ‘A good name. Would Felix like some milk?’
The cat meowed contentedly. 
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‘Sydney Australia,’ Brodie said. ‘I didn’t know it was such a beautiful place.’ 
We were halfway across the Sydney Harbor Bridge. A cold wind swept over the iconic landmark, but I didn’t care. I’d faced death so many times that a stiff breeze was the least of my problems. 
Five of us—myself, Brodie, Chad, Dan, and Ebony—were directly over the glistening harbor. Chuffing across the water was a green and ivory ferry, the name Queenscliff emblazoned on her bow. A flotilla of sailing boats gracefully curved out of her path, heading out to sea. Leaden clouds nestled on the distant horizon, but the sky above was clear and blue.
The famous Sydney Opera House with its gleaming white sails shone in the midday light. I wished Ferdy could see this, but being permanently locked in the computer system of Liber8tor made sightseeing a problem. We’d left the ship in a large park, the cloaking device engaged, a few miles east of the city. 
‘None of this rings a bell?’ Chad asked. 
The breeze caught at Brodie’s hair. She was Australian. Like the rest of us, she had no memory of her previous life. 
‘No,’ she said, finally. ‘Sydney’s a wonderful city with a beautiful harbor and friendly people, but I don’t remember ever being here before.’
‘Maybe you haven’t,’ Dan said. ‘Australia’s a big place.’
Australia was a big place. Until we flew here in Liber8tor, I don’t think any of us had any idea exactly how big. We’d shaken off Agency pursuit ships—known as Flex craft—thanks to a new device built by Ferdy. His genius mind had once again worked out a way to make Liber8tor’s cloaking device invisible to The Agency. How long it would last, like so many other things in this crazy world, was impossible to know. 
‘That’s true,’ Brodie said. ‘I could have lived in a million places in this country. A different capital city, maybe, or somewhere in the outback.’
We’d flown over the outback, a vast region of red dirt and scrubland that seemed to go on forever. 
It had been a surprise to us all. The unchanging landscape, stretching from one horizon to the other, had looked like the surface of another world. 
Coming to a halt, Chad accidentally bumped into Brodie and apologized. Swallowing, I glanced away. I should have felt relaxed, but I’d been on edge ever since our last adventure where we’d traveled in time and seen what our futures held. In the strange, twisted future that we’d seen, Chad and Brodie were together and had a child, leaving me a bitter old man. 
We had changed history. The events of that terrible future might never eventuate, but it was hard to forget. I had to focus on the now, but that was easier said than done. 
Taking a deep breath, I turned to the gray structure around us. The Sydney Harbor Bridge had eight lanes, with rail lines and a dedicated bike track on the other side. Our side was pedestrians only. Men were working on the metalwork high over our heads. Ferdy had told us the bridge was being repainted continuously, as part of the process to keep it protected from the elements, particularly the salt air. 
I had to forget about Chad and Brodie. For the moment, we were free of The Agency, and freedom had to be enjoyed. If only it could stay like this—
Ka-boom!
The bridge shuddered violently. 
‘What the—’ Chad started. 
A fiery blast had struck the opposite side. Cars slammed into each other, cyclists came off their bikes, and a train skidded off the tracks. Tourists screamed and grabbed handrails for support as the bridge shook as if hit by an earthquake. 
‘Up there!’ Brodie yelled. 
Three black figures flew across the sky, nimbly skirted the web of trusses to land in the middle of the bridge. The letter E, in a circle, was printed on their costumes. Beneath the logos were numbers—One, Two, and Three.
Dan started. ‘They must be—’
‘—E-Group,’ I said.
E-Group was a worldwide terrorist organization dedicated to the destruction of the world economy. They weren’t mods like us. 
Instead, their powers came from their high-tech uniforms, ironic considering they were against technology and everything that came with it. The group had attacked over a dozen famous landmarks worldwide. 
It looked like the Sydney Harbor Bridge was next. 
One raised a hand and pointed it in our direction. 
‘Down!’ I screamed. 
A bolt of power flew through the air and would have killed us—if not for the titanium wall thrown up by Ebony. It held, but only just. Two fired a bolt at the bridge itself, cutting the deck in two. Cars tumbled towards the gap. 
‘They’re using some kind of laser,’ Ebony yelled. 
‘No kidding!’ Chad responded. 
‘You go after them!’ Brodie yelled to me. ‘We’ll look after the people.’
Taking to the air, I fired a blast of air at Three. He was thrown backward, but Two followed up with a fiery blast of his own. I threw up an invisible barrier of compressed air, but not quickly enough. The explosion sent me flying over the side of the bridge. For what seemed like an eternity, I fell towards the sparkling waters of the harbor. Then a blast of hot air hit my face, and someone grabbed me.
Chad.
He had been trying to perfect his flying skills for months, creating a cushion of hot air for him to travel on. The results had ranged from competent to dangerous. At least this time it had worked. 
‘Thanks,’ I said, squirming free from his grasp. ‘I’m fine.’
He looked annoyed, but simply nodded as I flew back towards the bridge. 
As he disappeared over the top, I saw something begin to tumble over the other side—a train.
Putting on a burst of speed, I threw myself under it, firing a blast of air at the locomotive. Halting its descent, I started pushing it back towards the bridge, but then I saw a door slide open. A young girl, clinging to a railing, gave a scream as she fell through the gap. Catching her in mid-air, my focus on the train lapsed, and it continued over the edge.
Then I saw the metal of the train melt into the bridge. 
How—
Dan’s head appeared over a railing. 
‘Just call me Metal Boy!’ he yelled.
‘I’ll give it some thought!’ I said, not too seriously. 
Returning the girl to the bridge, I landed near the others. Brodie was engaged in a fistfight with Two, or a more accurate way of saying it would be that Brodie was introducing him to her fists—close up. He was firing blasts at her, but you can’t hurt what you can’t hit. She was simply too fast. 
Swinging about, she sent a roundhouse kick into his face, and he went flying. Hitting the ground, he did not move. 
The bridge gave an enormous shudder. One had taken to the air and was firing blasts at the suspension cables. It was only a matter of time before the weight became too great, and the whole bridge collapsed. Ebony raced over to the deck and touched the road. A bolt of metal shot towards the upper span and linked. That would slow down the destruction, but wouldn’t stop it indefinitely. 
Chad flew towards One, firing icy bolts at him. A shaft of ice struck One’s rocket pack, and he lost power, crashing into the deck of the bridge. 
I glanced back at Brodie. Two was now on the ground. That meant more than half of their team was finished. But where was—
Three emerged from behind a crashed car. As he fired a bolt at me, I threw up a shield to block it, but he followed up with two blasts aimed at the main supports of the overhead span. Twisted metal and cabling fell. I ducked, running for cover.  
Taking refuge behind an abandoned car, I fired compressed air at Three. He went flying and did not move again. 
Ebony and Dan quickly went to work, reconnecting the deck of the bridge. As I took to the sky, I caught a glimpse of Chad working on the opposite span. He was melting shattered crossbeams together and freezing them to form joins. I went to the other span, using air to merge the broken pieces back together. This wasn’t going to be easy. My powers were good at wrecking things, but not so good at putting them back together. 
‘Having fun?’ 
Turning, I saw a woman in midair next to me. She wore a blue mask over the upper part of her face and a red-and-white tightly fitted uniform. 
‘Not really,’ I said. 
‘Mind if I lend a hand?’ 
‘Please do.’
She pointed, and the two pieces of span melted back into a solid join. 
‘You must be Agent Australia,’ I said. The uniformed hero had made the news several times in the last few months. ‘That’s quite a costume.’
Underneath that mask was a friendly-looking woman, blonde with blue eyes, a few years my senior. It took me a moment to remind myself that many superheroes worked for The Agency.
‘That’s me,’ she said. ‘And you are?’
I didn’t say anything as we floated down to the deck. Sirens filled the air as police vehicles and ambulances approached. Injured people were all over the road. Several had been killed. Traffic was gridlocked and would stay like that for most of the day. 
‘A mystery,’ I said. 
‘One I should probably be investigating,’ Agent Australia said. She held out a hand. ‘Thanks for helping.’
‘Our pleasure.’
‘You should probably be going, Axel.’
So she knew my name. 
‘Thanks for the advice,’ I said. 
I joined Chad and the others. Mingling with the crowds, we were off the bridge in minutes. We’d saved a lot of lives today, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Agent Australia. She had been on our side. Not everyone who worked for The Agency was against us. 
‘Where to now?’ Dan asked. 
‘Liber8tor,’ I said. Sydney was in chaos. People had lost loved ones. Countless lives had been changed forever. ‘That’s enough sightseeing for one day.’ 
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