
   [image: cover]


   
      
         

         
            
               
[image: ]
               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            FOR KATE, MY WONDERFUL MUM/MAM-IN-LAW – TN

            FOR CHRIS & EMMA – DO’C

         

      

   


   
      

         
            
[image: ]
            

         

         
            
[image: ]
            

         

         
            
[image: ]
            

         

         
            
[image: ]
            

         

      

   


   
      
         

             Chapter One

            
               
[image: ]
               

            

         

         I was on a plane. Not that I could see anything. A blindfold was covering my eyes. But between the roar of the engine, the smell of stale air and the overwhelming desire for my ears to pop, a bit of cloth wrapped around my head wasn’t enough to disguise the fact I was airborne.

         But … how exactly?

         The last thing I remembered was walking home from the chip shop with some fish suppers for our tea. Mum and Dad are off touring with Aftermath – the band they manage – so my sister Lexi and I are staying with Gran for a few weeks. Not that I see much of Lexi these days. She’s always at training and… Actually, that’s not that important right now. What’s really important is that I’M ON A FREAKING AEROPLANE!

         I tried to think. I had this vague memory of a black van pulling up alongside me and then… Well, I couldn’t remember.

         I attempted to lift my hands to take off the blindfold, then realized they were strapped to the armrests.

         “Hello?” I said.

         “Sam? Is that you?”

         “Milo?” I cried, relieved to hear my best friend’s voice, even though it didn’t make the situation any less confusing. “What’s going on?”

         “No idea,” he said. “One minute I’m heading back from the toilet to join the guys for an interview in Dublin, the next I wake up blindfolded on a plane with you.”

         “And me.”

         “Lexi?” said Milo and I in unison.

         “Did… Did you say we’re on a plane?” asked my sister, her voice trembling a little.

         “That’s right,” said Milo.

         My sister is probably the bravest person I know. Except when it comes to planes. “Just breathe, Lexi,” I said, trying to sound reassuring. “We’re perfectly safe.”

         “And what part of us being abducted, blindfolded and stuck on a plane makes you think that exactly?” she asked.

         She had a point. Before I had time to think of a reply, I heard what sounded like a door opening.

         “Finally, they’re awake,” said a woman’s voice. “All right, get those blindfolds and straps off and let’s get started. We haven’t got much time.”

         I heard footsteps as someone walked towards us. The next moment, the straps around my wrists were undone and the blindfold was removed. I winced as light flooded my eyeballs. After about ten seconds of furious blinking I could see we were sitting in cream leather seats in what looked like a private jet. In the aisle stood a man and woman in black suits and dark glasses. The man was carrying a silver briefcase and was huge, a cross between a pro-wrestler and an even bigger pro-wrestler. Exactly the sort of person capable of grabbing someone off the street and bundling them into a van.

         Yet somehow it was the woman half his size who seemed the more intimidating of the two. Her skin was pale and her black hair was tied up in a bun so tight it threatened to snap her forehead.

         “Relax, everyone,” she said, with a thin smile. “No one’s going to hurt you.”

         “Who are you?” I said. “What do you want?”

         “My name is Special Agent Angela Banks,” she said, holding out an ID card stamped with the letters AIA. “And this is my partner, Gary Speed. We’re with the Apocalypse Intelligence Agency.”
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         Milo let out a snort. “You mean the agency that doesn’t exist?”

         “Precisely,” said Agent Banks. “The AIA was set up immediately after the Hyde Park Incident. The government realized they had been caught napping. If it hadn’t been for the actions of a thirteen-year-old boy the entire planet would have been destroyed. A new top-secret division was created with two goals – to shield the world from the truth of what happened that day, and to prevent it from ever happening again.”

         “To shield the world from the truth…” I repeated, realizing what she had just said. “So I’m guessing it was you who covered the whole thing up? Who made me out to be a liar?”

         “Yes,” she said calmly. “Understand, Sam, that the public are not best equipped to deal with the knowledge that they stand on the brink of destruction at any moment.”

         “They seemed to handle it fine from what I saw,” I snapped.

         Agent Banks shot me a withering smile. “We’re very sorry you didn’t get your parade, Mr Miller, but sometimes tough decisions have to be made for the greater good. Which brings me to why you’re here. We have reason to believe that a plot is under way to bring back the Horsewomen.”

         For a few seconds, the sound of the aircraft seemed to die away. Milo, Lexi and I looked at each other, the same shocked expression on our faces.

         “But… But they’re gone,” said Lexi, the news appearing to make her forget that she was stuck in a tin hurtling through the sky, at least for the moment.

         “We fear not,” put in Agent Speed. “Ever since the events at Hyde Park, our agency has been closely monitoring all kinds of unusual phenomena. I take it you’ve heard of Fin Del Mundo.”

         “Who’s he?” I asked.

         “It’s not a who,” said Milo. “It’s a where. It’s that island that’s been all over the news.”

         “I’ve been trying to avoid the news,” I admitted. “After all those stories about me being a fraud and then Cruul getting off… I came off social media, I even got my hair put back the way it used to be. I just wanted things to return to normal.”

         Milo smiled awkwardly at this.

         “Oh, I don’t mean normal for you,” I said quickly. “I mean obviously you don’t want to go back to a normal boring life – you’re, like, a superstar now. Everybody loves you. I meant normal for me.” For some reason this didn’t seem to help with the awkwardness between us.

         “We’re a long way from normal,” said Agent Banks. She clicked her fingers and Agent Speed opened his briefcase. He took out two glossy A4 pictures and handed them to me.

         “These haven’t been released to the public,” Banks continued. “The top image was taken four months ago from one of our satellites.”

         The picture in question didn’t show an awful lot – just water.

         “Now look at the second picture,” she said. “The exact same location, three weeks later.”

         The second picture was of a jungle-covered island with a mountain in the middle.
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         “You’re looking at Fin Del Mundo,” Agent Banks said. “The planet’s newest island.”

         “I don’t understand,” I said. “How—”

         “The reason Fin Del Mundo hasn’t been discovered until now is because it wasn’t there,” she interrupted.

         “That’s pretty weird,” I admitted.

         “That’s not all,” she said. I’d thought it probably wasn’t. “Ever heard of the Bermuda Triangle?”

         “Sure,” said Milo. “Also known as the Devil’s Triangle. Lying in the North Atlantic Ocean between Florida, Puerto Rico and Bermuda, it’s famous for planes and boats mysteriously disappearing inside it.”

         Agent Banks nodded. “Exactly. Things tend to go missing there. They don’t usually get found. Especially not entire islands like this one.”

         “Actually, it’s been a while since anything went missing there,” noted Agent Speed, reaching into his briefcase and handing me another sheet of paper. On this one was a chart.
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         “Why does it drop off after the year 2000?” I said.

         “2004, to be exact,” said Agent Speed. “There could be any number of reasons. Improvements in communications devices, better-designed vehicles. Even changes to flight plans and trading routes might be responsible.”

         I could tell from the looks the agents were exchanging that neither of them believed those theories. “What do you think really happened?” I asked.

         “There’s something particularly significant about that year,” said Agent Banks. “It was when you were born.”

         I couldn’t help but laugh. “That’s your theory?” I said. “That baby me helped improve safety in the Bermuda Triangle?”

         “Not directly,” said Agent Banks. “But we do know that the Horsewomen took great interest in your birth. They monitored you closely, infiltrating your life early on at school as the Heatherstones. From that point on their focus was on you and their, admittedly justified, fears that you might be the one to thwart their plans to finally bring about the Apocalypse.”

         “OK, but what’s that got to do with the Bermuda Triangle?” said Lexi.

         “We’re not sure exactly,” admitted Agent Speed. “We might have assumed the timing was purely coincidental. But given the sudden appearance of the island and the fact that Nigel Cruul is on his way out there … well, we’re not so certain.”

         “You think Cruul’s up to something?” said Milo.

         Agent Banks nodded. “Oh, Cruul is always up to something,” she said. “Our concern is whether that something involves bringing back the Four Horsewomen of the Apocalypse. He was the Horsewomen’s right-hand man. We can’t ignore the possibility that they may have left him instructions in the event of their demise. A Plan B so to speak.”

         “Hang on,” I said. “Cruul’s on his way to Fin Del Mundo?”

         “You didn’t know that?” said Lexi. “He’s taking part in that new reality TV show End Games with some other minor celebrities, doing daft challenges on a desert island.”

         “It’s been all over the news,” said Milo.

         I shrugged. “You know I don’t follow the news these days,” I said. Then something troubling occurred to me. “Wait a second … where do we fit into this?”

         Agent Banks grinned. “That reality show? We’re sending you three on it too.”
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         I shook my head. “No. No. No. No. No. No,” I said, then in case I hadn’t made myself clear: “NO!”

         “But—” said Agent Banks.

         “No!” I repeated. “You can’t just go around abducting people and then expecting them to go on reality TV shows for you.”

         “We’re the government,” she replied. “I’ll think you’ll find we can.”

         Agent Speed shifted nervously. “Actually, boss, he’s right. We’re not really allowed to abduct people any more. We’re especially not meant to drug them and fly them out of the country.”

         Agent Banks screwed up her face. “No abductions? Seriously? Since when?”

         “Well, according to Simmonds in Analysis, we’ve never been allowed to abduct people,” he said matter-of-factly. “It’s just that we’ve seen it happen in the movies and think we can do it in real life.”

         “But it’s the best bit of the job,” she said, pouting slightly before remembering we were there. “Anyway, we’re talking about the greater good here. The fate of the world could be at stake. What’s a few abductions in the grand scheme of things?”

         I shook my head. Just the thought of being back in the public eye made me feel queasy. “Like I told you, I’m not going on a celebrity TV show,” I said. “I’m not a celebrity. Now get me out of here.”

         “But you’re perfect,” said Agent Banks. “You’re experienced in undercover missions. You know Cruul as well as anyone. We think your presence alone might be enough to put him on edge, to cause him to make mistakes.”

         “Can’t you just send some agents to the island?” I asked. “You know, people who are actually trained in this stuff?”

         Agent Banks shook her head. “We need someone who can get close to Cruul. That means we need someone on the show. And the show wants celebrities. We’d hardly be able to get a government agent on the show, would we?”

         That did seem a bit unlikely.

         “But I’m not even a proper celebrity,” I said.

         Agents Banks and Speed started laughing. “You haven’t watched much reality TV, have you?” said Speed.

         “Trust us,” said Banks, “compared to some you’re overqualified. The truth is, you’re exactly the kind of person who’d go on a show like this. Most of the contestants are washed-up stars hoping to make a comeback. No one would be surprised to see a former boyband member desperately trying to claw his way back into the limelight.”

         “And this is really just a reconnaissance mission,” said Agent Speed. “You three just need to find out Cruul’s plans for the Horsewomen, report back to us and we’ll handle the rest.”

         I knew enough about trying to save the world to know that things were never so simple. “What if I don’t,” I said. “And he manages to bring them back?”

         “Well, at least you’ll be nearby when it happens,” said Agent Banks.

         “Oh, great,” I groaned.

         Agent Banks smiled. “What I meant was, if it happens, you can just sing at them again, can’t you?”

         So basically I was a busker assassin. Then something else occurred to me and I felt my blood start to boil again.

         “If it weren’t for you guys lying about what happened at Hyde Park then none of this would be necessary,” I said. “Cruul would be in prison and you’d never have to worry about him bringing the Horsewomen back.”

         “On the contrary,” said Agent Banks. “If Cruul hadn’t gone free then we’d have zero leads on how to stop the Horsewomen. You think Cruul is the only Apocalyte out there? We seriously doubt that. There’s no telling how wide their network is. If it wasn’t Cruul doing the Horsewomen’s dirty work then it’d be someone else – maybe a movie star or a celebrity chef. It could be anyone who owes their success to them and wants to step up to prove their devotion. We’re lucky in that at least we know our enemy. We can’t do this without you, Sam.”

         I turned to Milo for backup, but could tell from his face I wasn’t going to get it. “What?” I asked him wearily.

         “I think we have to,” he said. “It’s like she says, we’re talking about the fate of the world. And we stopped them before, who better than us to stop them again?”

         “What about your tour?” I said.

         “It can wait,” he said. “This is more important.”

         I could feel the tide turning against me. “What about you, Lexi?”

         “Huh?” said Lexi. “Sorry, what were you guys saying?” Her face was white as she gripped the armrests with all her might. Clearly her focus was back on her fear of f lying.

         “They want to send us on a reality TV show to find out what Cruul’s up to,” I said. “What do you think?”

         “Will it get us off this plane?” she asked.

         “Well, yes, but what about your training and—”

         “I’m in,” said Lexi.

         “Excellent. It’s all been arranged,” Banks said. “The producers were falling over themselves when we offered Milo. And Lexi was an easy sell too, what with that video of her beating up the Horsewomen going viral before we released the hoax story. And then there’s the dynamic of the three of you being on the same show as Nigel Cruul. No TV producer is going to pass up the chance for sparks to fly—”

         “So you’d already set this up,” I interrupted. “Before we even said yes?”

         Banks didn’t even blink. “We had to move fast. And we had faith that you would do what’s right. So yes, we got the ball rolling. We had your luggage packed and agents have been in contact with your parents and gran to explain the situation. We even had your hair done.”

         I ran a hand through my hair. “Ow!”
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         Banks pulled out a hand mirror from her pocket and held it up. My head looked like someone had stuck a blond porcupine to it. It was the same haircut I had sported during my time in Apocalips.

         “H-how?” I stammered. “W-why?”

         “We had it done en-route to the plane,” she explained. “When you were asleep. How else are people going to recognize you if you don’t have your boyband haircut?”

         I gave a long sigh.

         “OK,” said Agent Banks, looking at her watch. “I’m going to go check with the pilot, see how we’re doing. Agent Speed will run you through your initiation.”

         As she headed back up to the cockpit, Agent Speed did a little cough to clear his throat. “Right. AIA protocol states that all persons engaging in undercover operations on behalf of the agency will be subject to intensive and exhaustive training beforehand. This will help prepare them for any issues they may encounter in the field to maximize chances of a successful operation. Normally this could take anywhere from six months to a year but we’re going to have to cut that down a bit.”

         “How long have we got?” asked Milo.

         Agent Speed checked his watch. “About ten minutes.”
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         “Ten minutes?” I repeated, regretting my decision. “What exactly are we going to learn in ten minutes?”

         “Well, I thought we might go over how you guys will communicate with us,” Agent Speed said, taking some sheets of paper out of his briefcase. “Obviously, you won’t be able to pick up a phone so we’ll have to be a bit smarter. We can take advantage of the fact that this is a reality TV show. There may be opportunities for you to send coded messages to us. I’ve drawn up a guide of some examples that you should be able to slip seamlessly into the show without raising any suspicions.”

         We looked at the guide.

         
            
               
                  
                     
            
                        
                        	CODE
            
                        
                        	MESSAGE


                     
            
                        
                        	Is it just me or does that coconut look a bit like the prime minister?
            
                        
                        	Cruul is definitely here to bring about the return of the Four Horsewomen of the Apocalypse.


                     
            
                        
                        	Is it just me or does that coconut look a bit like the queen?
            
                        
                        	Cruul’s plan is almost complete.


                     
            
                        
                        	Is it just me or does that coconut look a bit like Taylor Swift?
            
                        
                        	Our lives are in danger. Send help immediately.


                     
            
                        
                        	Is it just me or does that coconut look a bit like Wayne Rooney?
            
                        
                        	Everything’s fine.


                  
               

            

         

         The list went on like that for several pages. “It’s quite coconut-based,” observed Lexi.

         “Yes!” Agent Speed nodded enthusiastically. “I was up all night working on it.”

         “What do we do if there isn’t a coconut nearby?” asked Milo.

         Agent Speed opened his mouth to speak, then shut it. “Oh,” he said. “I hadn’t thought about that. I’m sure you’ll figure it out.”

         Milo rolled his eyes. “Maybe we should go over something useful,” he said. “Like the Horsewomen themselves. I’ve been researching them during my downtime on the tour bus.”

         “You’ve actually found stuff on the Horsewomen?” I asked, impressed. I had tried googling them once or twice but all I had managed to find was random articles on cowgirls, centaurs and jockeys. I suspected Milo’s research techniques were a bit more sophisticated.

         “I think so,” he said. “It’s not been easy, though. It’s not like they’ve got Wikipedia pages or Facebook profiles. You have to look between the lines of history to find them but they’re definitely there. Especially whenever things went drastically wrong. And each seems to represent their own corner of misery and suffering: Death, War, Famine and Pestilence.”

         “The stuff they put on plants to keep bugs off?” I asked.

         “That’s pesticides,” said Milo. “Pestilence is a massively deadly disease, like the bubonic plague.”

         Suddenly things started sliding into place.

         “Wait a minute,” I said, “Veronica was Donnie in Apocalips. She had that booming voice and dressed in black. So she was … or is … Death?”

         “Yup,” said Milo, grinning. “And the others?”

         “Well, Vicky was always the most aggressive of the four,” I said. “And she was Warren in Apocalips… Wow, she didn’t even bother trying with that name, did she? She’s War.”

         “Two for two,” said Milo.

         “Violet was Frankie,” I said. “And I never once saw Frankie eat anything. So I’m guessing Violet is Famine.”

         “Leaving Valerie as Pete, so she must be Pesticides,” said Lexi triumphantly.

         “Pestilence,” corrected Milo.

         “Whatever,” said Lexi. “The point is they’re all massive jerks.”

         “Interesting,” I said, turning back to Agent Speed. “So what is it we’re supposed to do when we get to the island? If Cruul’s up to something, he’s not going to just tell us, is he?”

         “Our theory is that the island itself holds the key,” said Agent Speed. “That’s got to be why he’s heading out there. You’re going to have to explore the place and discover its secrets.”

         “And just how are we meant to do that?” I asked. “With cameras filming our every move. You’re dropping us in with no notice and no training… I mean, isn’t there anything useful you can give us?”

         Agent Speed scratched his chin for a few seconds before slapping his forehead. “Of course!” he cried. “Why didn’t I think of this earlier?”

         He reached into his briefcase and removed what looked like a small battery. “I just got this from O’Brien, one of our engineering boffins. I was supposed to give it to Agent Banks but given the circumstances, I clean forgot. I doubt she’d mind you having it, though. They call it a Time-Out. Press this little button on the top and it’ll send out a short-range, low-power electromagnetic pulse, strong enough to temporarily disable any electronic device within a fifteen-metre radius. Its effects will only last a couple of minutes, tops, but that should be enough to help with getting past cameras or buying yourself some time to speak to each other privately.”
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         Finally, something that might actually be useful. I could still see one problem, though. “How am I going to smuggle this on to the show?” I asked.

         “Easy,” said Agent Speed, taking out a roll of scarlet tape. He tore off a strip and wrapped it around the device. “This is government red tape – it retains its stick for years. Nothing will shift it.”

         He leaned over and buried the Time-Out deep in my hair. I raised my hand to touch it only to have Lexi grab my wrist.

         “Don’t you dare do that in here,” she warned. “As if it wasn’t bad enough flying into the Bermuda Triangle, you could disable this plane with the press of a button.”

         “Sorry,” I said.

         Agent Speed checked his watch then took out some more sheets of paper from his briefcase. “Now there’s just enough time to run through the other contestants. We’ve put together profiles on each of them.”

         “These look like cut-outs from a newspaper,” said Lexi as Speed handed us each a copy.

         “All right, fine,” grumbled Speed. “We didn’t have time for that so we just photocopied a pullout from the Daily Blowhorn.”

         “Look, Betty Black’s in it,” said Lexi.
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            For almost fifty years, Betty Black has graced our television screens as pub landlady and reformed jewel thief Norma Braithwaite in the country’s most popular soap opera, Cliffhanger Road. She broke viewers’ hearts last Christmas when she finally bowed out of the show in typical Norma style, throwing herself on a grenade hidden inside a Christmas pudding to save the lives of everyone in the Kings Legs pub. Betty, 72, is ready for a new adventure on Fin Del Mundo. Let’s just hope that all those years of playing streetwise Norma come in handy for this National Treasure.

         

         “Mum loves that show,” said Milo. “She cried for ages when Norma died. Oh, they’ve got that vlogger guy, Bo, too.”

         “Bo?” asked Lexi. “Bo what?”

         “Just Bo,” said Milo.
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            Vlogger, E-Sports mega star, entrepreneur and now … survivalist? Bo, the self-proclaimed King of the Internet, has created his own online empire. His videos, released almost hourly, average 100 million views each and his video explaining how to build a combine harvester in Minecraft has been watched over three billion times. Known for his enthusiasm and constant perkiness, the big question is, will Bo manage to remain upbeat when he realizes that there’s no Wi-Fi on the island?

         

         “Right, yeah, I think I’ve watched one of his videos,” I said. “He literally spent the entire time comparing apples and oranges—”

         “Ooh, Joe Bruiser’s on this as well!” interrupted Lexi.

         “Who’s Joe Bruiser?” asked Milo. “Wait … not that balding guy who’s always calling everyone a mug?”

         “That’s the one,” I said.

         “He’s only, like, one of the toughest guys in the country,” said Lexi. “And he only calls people mugs if they’re being mugs. And he’s not balding. Well, not much. What does it say about him?”

         
            
               
[image: ]
               

            

            Raised on the mean streets of East London, or “Lahndon” as he calls it, Joe Bruiser, born Joseph Bruisington, has carved out a career playing the tough guy with a heart of gold in such films as Look Who’s Cockney, Avin’ a Laff and You Silly Mug! Never shy of conflict it’ll be interesting to see how Joe gets on with some of the more difficult contestants. Will there be Barney Rubble (trouble) or will everyone be china plates (mates)? Watch and find out!

         

         “I’ve seen every film he’s ever made,” said Lexi. “Even the rubbish ones like Footie Heroes and Footie Heroes Eight.”

         Milo and I looked at each other. “What about Footie Heroes two to seven?” I asked.

         “They were all right,” she said, turning over the page. “Ooh, what a surprise, Zizi Summer is on this thing too.”
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         This was the first name I didn’t recognize. I glanced at her picture – a young glossy-haired girl, pouting at the camera – then turned to Milo.

         “You must have seen her, she’s everywhere,” he said. “She’s at all the award shows and parties we go to. And she’s always in the papers.”

         “What does she do?”

         Milo shrugged. “Nothing really,” he said. “She just kind of does this.”

         “What do you mean ‘this’?” I asked.

         “Shows like this,” he said. “She’s been on everything. The Only Way is West Sussex, Celebrity Caravanning, Celebrity Board Game World Cup. And she had those shows where they just followed her about in different seasons – Summer in Spring, Summer in Summer, Summer in Autumn and … there was another one but I forget what it was called.”

         We both laughed.

         “She’s the one that thought Brussels sprouts were just mouldy potatoes,” said Lexi, glancing out of the window for a second, before quickly turning away again.

         “That’s her,” said Milo. “And she once got an airport shut down when she tried to bring her dogs on the plane with her.”

         I pictured a couple of fluffy little dogs, small enough to fit inside a handbag.

         As if reading my thoughts, Milo shook his head. “There were fifty of them,” he said. “It was for a show she was doing where celebrities ran a dog kennel. After the series finished, she wanted to treat all the dogs to a fortnight in the Seychelles.”

         “Yikes,” I said.

         We quickly flicked through the profiles on Cruul, Lexi and Milo, given that we knew everything about them already. Lastly there was a bit on the hosts Ronald and Donald, two men with the faces of a couple of twelve-year-olds and the receding hairlines of guys in their forties. Sometimes it felt like they presented every show on television. Despite this most people could never remember which one was which, even though Ronald is about a head taller with black hair and Donald has blond hair and big ears.

         One profile was noticeably absent. “Where’s mine?” I asked.

         Agent Speed looked away. “Oh, is it not in there? I thought it was. It must have been a printing error…”

         “It’s in my copy,” said Lexi.

         “It is?” said Agent Speed, looking panicked. “It’s not meant to be! Um … I mean … how odd…”

         I snatched the page from Lexi before Speed could get to it. “Why don’t you want me to read it? Oh.”
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            The answer to the trivia question, who was the sixth member of Apocalips? Sam “Sammy” Miller went from hero to zero when the truth was finally revealed about the tragic circumstances at Hyde Park last year where the beloved boyband came to an untimely end. Miller, 14, had us all convinced that he had saved the world, when in fact the only person he saved was himself. Not a day goes by where we don’t wonder why a nobody like Miller was spared at the expense of five of the most talented young men this planet has ever known. So can the massive liar Sam master the skills required to survive on the island or… Ah, who cares? Hopefully he’ll get eaten by something horrible or his parachute won’t open. Sam stinks!

         

         I glanced up. “They don’t like me, do they?”

         Agent Speed looked apologetic. “I really wouldn’t take much notice.”

         “Yeah, who cares what that rag says,” offered Milo.

         “It’s easy for you to say,” I muttered. “You were up there onstage with the Horsewomen too but no one accuses you of being a fraud. You got a pop career out of it. I’m the one everyone slags off. What is it you said in that magazine again? You want to ‘distance’ yourself from what happened.”
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CRUUL IN THE CLEAR

Nigel Cruul will not face charges over his involvement
in the Hyde Park Incident, it was revealed yesterday,
following a several-month-long investigation by the
Metropolitan Police. Speaking outside his home, Cruul
told reporters: “I am glad that finally the truth has come
out. What happened at Hyde Park was a tragedy and
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