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This message is to the dreamers who dream of being in a superpower world. The ones who dream of flying through space, viewing the cosmos. The ones who stay up too late to watch the latest episodes of their favorite hero's show, or the ones who get in a tough situation, feel sad, or struggle a bit, and ask themselves, “What would my favorite hero do?” 

Well, I'm here to tell you there is a hero in us all. We may not have super strength, ice breath, or X-ray vision. We do have our own special gifts, and sometimes it takes time to find out what those are. But when you do find your gift, it’s something magical about that, just ask Avery, Lina, and Jax. 

Explore with me a vast world of imagination, of superpowers, of space travel, and downright fun. 

Welcome, explorer, let's daydream just a little longer.
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This story started with a simple idea: What if the people who were supposed to save the world weren’t around, and kids had to step up instead? 

The characters in this book don’t always get things right. Their plans fall apart. Their inventions malfunction. Sometimes they even argue or feel scared or overwhelmed. But they keep going anyway. They learn from their mistakes, listen to each other, and choose kindness even when fear would be easier.

I wanted to write a story that shows bravery doesn’t mean being perfect. It means trying again. It means helping when you can, admitting when you’re wrong, and standing together when things feel too big to handle alone. 

We tend to think about what they would say if they knew, rather than how they would help if they did. This is a dedication to not being perfect, and that’s okay.

If this book made you laugh, think, or feel a little braver, then it did exactly what I hoped it would do.

Thank you for reading, and for saving the world in all the small ways that matter.
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Chapter 1
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The Day Things Got Weird
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Avery studied the holographic schedule glowing across the kitchen wall, which shimmered and blinked like it was alive... a reminder of her parents’ busy, ‘save-the-galaxy’ lives. This wasn’t a schedule for a regular middle school kid. It looked more like something meant for a super-serious space commander with a cape and a dramatic theme song. 

Today’s task flashed in urgent red:

PRIORITY ALPHA: Re-calibrate Dad’s Sonic Screwdriver

(Ensure optimal frequency alignment for temporal displacement.)

Avery sighed. The sound came out sad and floppy, like a balloon losing air. Re-calibrating a sonic screwdriver. Sorting alien gadgets. Dusting things that could explode. These weren’t the chores of a kid about to do something exciting, but rather those of a tiny assistant, a careful organizer, and a person who was way too responsible for her age.

The warning blinked again beneath the task.

Failure may result in temporal paradoxes of moderate to severe inconvenience.

Moderate to severe inconvenience. Right.

Once, Avery had left the screwdriver just a little off while fixing the projector. Just a hair. The result? The entire house flipped upside down. For ten dizzy seconds, the floor was the ceiling, the walls became the floor, and Bartholomew the teddy bear clung to the light fixture with a look of pure, absolute terror. Ever since then, Avery felt like something in the universe was slightly crooked—and it might be her fault.

Her dad, Captain Comet, was famous for ignoring maintenance. He preferred wrestling glowing space monsters or making peace with aliens who communicated through interpretive dance. Checking equipment always landed on Avery. She imagined what would happen if she forgot, and her stomach twisted.

Across the room, Jax slouched in a lab chair, staring into space, when his father’s voice suddenly boomed through the intercom.

“This is a Level Four Simulated Meteor Shower Evacuation, Jax!” Captain Comet announced. “Personal evacuation pods deploy in T-minus five minutes. Make sure everyone is secured.”

Jax groaned. He could already hear his little sister Lina squealing with excitement as she zipped into her bright, tiny spacesuit. Lina loved drills. She treated them like birthday parties with more fire.

“Working on it, Dad!” Jax shouted back, keeping his eyes on the wires in his hands. “Just recalibrating some... ‘very important equipment.’ You know. For emergencies.” He muttered the last part, rolling his eyes.

“Excellent initiative, son!” Captain Comet boomed again. “Prepared citizens keep the sector safe! Remember your training: Positive mental attitude!”

Jax snorted. Positive was not how he felt. He wanted to build real things. Invent stuff. Solve problems that would involve circuits and power surges, not pretend meteors crashing down for the tenth time this month.

At last, the crystal clicked into place. It glowed softly, steadily, and warmly. Jax slid it into the projector and flipped the switch, causing the air to shimmer. A shaky, see-through spaceship popped into existence above the device. It wobbled like jelly and looked nothing like the awesome holographic dragon he’d imagined—but it worked.

Jax smiled just a little. It was a start.

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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The Problem We Ignored
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Today, however, the danger felt especially serious. Lina had been strictly told not to even try levitating Bartholomew, a trick she usually pulled off with a giggle and a flick of her wrist. The stuffed bear, with its button eyes and a crooked smile, sat quietly on her bedside table as if it were behaving on purpose.

Lina traced the worn stitches on Bartholomew’s paw with one finger. It felt familiar and safe, but it didn’t stop the jittery feeling bouncing around inside her. Outside her window, the gardens stretched in neat rows, bursting with colors that didn’t exist anywhere else, thanks to her parents’ fancy space-plant technology.

“Lina, sweetheart, have you finished your galactic geography lesson?” Nebula Nova’s voice drifted down the hallway. It was smooth and calm, the kind of voice that could fix a broken hyperdrive or relax a nervous alien. But to Lina, it usually meant don’t even think about it.

Lina swallowed. The lump in her throat felt as big as a space rock. “Almost, Mom!” She responded, her voice bright and cheerful, just like she’d practiced. She didn’t mention the tiny, rainbow-colored ball of light she’d made a few minutes ago, the one that had hovered over Bartholomew’s head before she’d panicked and shut it off.

She grabbed her data pad. A glowing map of the Andromeda galaxy filled the screen, dotted with star names and swirling clouds. The words blurred together. Lina wasn’t really seeing the stars. She was thinking about the buzzing feeling still tingling in her fingers, like leftover magic she wasn’t allowed to use. She imagined the constellations not as dots in the sky, but as giant batteries, full of energy just waiting.

“Lina?” Captain Comet’s voice rumbled from the doorway. He stood there in his flowing red cape, tall and serious, as if he belonged to a statue. He didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t have to. Just seeing him made Lina feel very small.

“...admiring Bartholomew,” she muttered, staring hard at the teddy bear's button eyes.

Captain Comet’s face softened, but only a little. He walked over, his boots quiet on the shiny floor, and knelt beside her so they were eye to eye. “Lina, we’ve talked about this. Your energy abilities are different. Special. And until we understand them better—and until you have proper training—you can’t experiment. It’s about keeping you safe.”

“But Bartholomew doesn’t care!” Lina blurted out, her voice louder than she meant it to be. “He likes flying! I’d never hurt him.”

“It might not hurt Bartholomew,” Nebula Nova said gently, stepping beside Captain Comet and resting a hand on his shoulder. She smiled, hiding her concern. “But it could hurt you. Or someone else. What if you lose control and Bartholomew goes flying like a rocket?”

Lina looked at her dad’s waiting fist. Then she looked at Bartholomew, sitting calmly on the table like he always did. The urge to make him float, to feel that rush again, tugged at her hard. But making her parents scared was worse. Slowly, she bumped her small fist against her father’s.

“Agreed,” she whispered. The word felt dry and heavy in her mouth.

Outside, the last bits of sunlight stretched across the lawn, painting the grass orange and gold. Inside the huge house, everything went quiet. It wasn’t a peaceful, quiet, but the kind that felt like holding your breath. Avery checked the time on her wrist device; the sleek screen was glowing against the strange star patterns carved into it.

Lina sat cross-legged on the soft rug, hugging Bartholomew close. She hummed a gentle tune, soft and slow, like the sky settling in for the night.

As the sun finally disappeared, the siblings let out a shared sigh. The silence that followed wasn’t empty at all. It was full of things they wanted. Things they weren’t allowed to do.
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Chapter 3
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A Very Badly Timed Plan
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It began quietly, just a strange smudge in the usually bright blue sky. Avery, who always noticed things first, stopped what she was doing. Her hand froze above a complicated diagram covered in symbols and arrows. 

“Jax,” Lina said, tilting her head, more curious than scared. “The... air readings are acting weird today. The screen’s showing colors it never shows.”

Before Jax could answer, the sky changed again. The faint smudge darkened and spread, turning into a glowing, sickly neon green. It wasn’t a color Avery had ever seen in nature. It felt wrong just to look at it. The light pouring through the windows made the fancy study feel creepy and unreal. Bartholomew, squeezed in Lina’s small hands, seemed to tremble with his two stitched-on button eyes, just like the fear blooming in Lina’s chest.

Then they heard it... not an explosion... not a laser blast. It was a deep, growling roar that seemed to come from under the city itself. It seemed like the planet was angry. The sound was wrong. Strong... and hungry.

Avery’s training snapped into place, pushing past the shock. Her eyes flew to the corner of the room where Neo-Veridian’s status display usually glowed calmly. Now it flashed red, warning after warning piling up. The soft hum of the house vanished under a screaming alarm, not the neat beeps of a practice drill, but a wild, howling siren meant real disasters.

Jax’s hands hovered uselessly above his workbench as he stared up; his normal calm focus was gone. Fear filled his eyes. He locked gazes with Avery, and neither of them had to speak. Their parents—Captain Comet and Nebula Nova—were light-years away on a mission. They weren’t coming home anytime soon. 

Lina and Jax were alone.

“This... this isn’t a drill,” Jax said, his voice cracking. 

The green light grew brighter, stretching their shadows into twisted shapes across the walls. Outside, the roar grew louder, joined by distant crashes and the rumble of the city crumbling.

Avery forced herself to breathe, even though her hands were shaking. Her thoughts, usually neat and logical, felt scrambled. “Check the sensors, Jax! What is happening? Where is that sound coming from?”

Jax’s fingers flew across the controls as glowing screens shifted and spun. “Downtown,” he said. “There’s a massive energy spike. Bigger than anything I’ve ever seen. Buildings are—Avery, they’re not falling. They’re folding in on themselves.” He pointed at a flashing heat map. “The temperature is impossible. It’s like a tiny star went off, but it’s trapped.”

Lina clutched Bartholomew tighter; her humming gone, replaced by a tiny sob. She didn’t understand energy spikes or heat maps. She understood loud noises, scary colors, and the fact that Mom and Dad weren’t answering.

“Where are Mom and Dad?” she whispered, barely louder than the alarms.

Avery swallowed hard. “They’re on a mission, sweetie. An important one. They’ll come back.” 

The words felt thin, even to Avery herself. Their parents’ missions were never quick and never close. They were always far away, facing things that sounded like monsters from bedtime stories.

The roar deepened, shaking the house. Sparks burst from a ceiling panel as the lights flickered, threatening to go out. Avery’s mind raced through every emergency plan she’d ever learned.

“The defense grid!” Avery shouted. “Turn it on, Jax! Full power!”

“I’m trying!” Jax yelled back. “But the surge is messing with everything. The system won’t work. It’s like whatever’s out there hates our tech.”

“What... what is that?” Lina asked softly, pointing at the growing shadow outside.

Jax swallowed. “I don’t know. The reading doesn’t make sense. It’s giving off wild... broken energy. Nothing like this exists in any file.”

As he spoke, part of the city outside simply disappeared. No explosion was heard, and no rubble was seen. Everything was just gone, leaving an empty space where tall buildings once stood.

Avery remembered the stories their parents used to tell in serious voices... warnings about creatures from nothingness, things that didn’t invade but erased. She’d always thought they were exaggerated to scare them into listening. 

Now... she wasn’t so sure.

“Lina, behind me,” Avery said firmly and stepped in front of her sister, shielding her from the window. Jax hunched over his console, jaw tight, searching desperately for any way to fight back.

Then came a voice, and it was not from the outside, but inside their heads. Cold. Heavy. Ancient. It promised destruction without shouting.

“Your fragile age is finished,” the voice said. “Entropy rises. I announce its coming.”

The shadows twisted as the green light swallowed everything. Avery stood her ground. After all, they were Captain Comet and Nebula Nova’s children. They had been trained for moments like this, even if they’d hoped they would never arrive.

“Jax, the backup shields! Can you turn them on?” Avery shouted, her voice sharp and steady even as her stomach twisted. She didn’t look away from the massive shadow clawing its way across the sky. Looking away felt like surrender.

Jax’s fingers flew across the console so fast they blurred. Sweat beaded along his hairline as warnings stacked on top of warnings. “I—I can’t!” he yelled back. “It’s pulling too much power, Avery! The system can’t handle it! It’s like trying to stop the ocean with a paper cup—everything’s flooding at once!”

A shrill scream ripped through the air, higher and harsher than any alarm they had ever practiced for. It clawed at Avery’s ears, making her flinch despite herself. Outside, the gigantic shadow rippled, its edges hissing and folding in on themselves like smoke that refused to drift away.

Through the reinforced windows, they watched in helpless horror as buildings caught in the spreading wave simply... disappeared. Neither crashing, nor crumbling... just disappearing. One moment there, the next erased, leaving behind empty space where streets and towers had been. The city—their city—was being wiped away... piece by piece.

Avery’s stomach rolled. The neon green sky pulsed again, brighter this time, and the voice returned. It didn’t come from above or below. It slid directly into their minds, cold and smooth, like fingers made of ice.

A voice whispered. “Your world comes apart. Order is kindness, little sparks. Chaos is cruelty—and I will end it.”

The roar surged back, louder than before, filled with triumph. Another pulse of destruction rolled outward. Avery recognized places as they vanished... the training spire where she’d learned to fly, the plaza where Jax once dropped his first invention, the park where Lina fed glowing birds. All of it was gone, as if it had never occurred.

“We have to do something!” Lina cried, her voice breaking. She clutched Bartholomew so tightly his stitched seams creaked. “We can’t just watch!”

Avery turned toward Jax, her heart pounding so hard it hurt. His face was pale, almost gray, but his eyes were locked on a single point on the display, a tiny blinking dot, barely visible among the chaos.

“What’s that?” Avery demanded, stepping closer.

Jax leaned in, squinting. “I—I don’t know. It shouldn’t be there.” His voice dropped, careful, and awed. “It’s small. Really small. But it’s coming from the city’s core. It’s... pushing back.”

“Pushing back?” Avery echoed.

“Yeah,” Jax said. “It’s a spark.” 

Avery stared at the flicker. A spark. Against that. The idea felt ridiculous, and yet, her chest tightened with something dangerously close to hope.

“Can you boost it?” Avery asked. “Focus it somehow?”

Jax hesitated, then glanced at his workbench. His eyes landed on a half-finished device: crystal shards locked into metal rings, wires humming faintly. “Maybe,” he said slowly. “My resonance amplifier. If I can tune it right—if I can stabilize the frequency—it could focus the spark.”

“Do it,” Avery said instantly. Her voice didn’t shake. “Lina, stay with me.”

She pulled Lina close, placing herself between her sister and the window. Avery squared her shoulders and faced the darkness beyond the glass. 

The creature finally revealed itself fully.

Its name pressed into Avery, Jax, and Lina’s minds like a brand—Malakor!

A devourer of worlds. A thing that lived between places. Its massive form shifted constantly, made of shadow and crackling green light twisted together. Within it, faint glimmers flickered... like trapped stars, or maybe something worse.

Cold fear slid down Avery’s spine. The voice brushed her thoughts again, almost gentle.

“Every bond you protect,” it whispered, “gives me something new to break.”

Malakor lifted a claw shaped from living darkness. A line of blinding green fire burst from it, slicing cleanly through the skyline. Everything in its path vanished instantly, erased without sound or flame.

Jax stared, frozen. His hands hovered uselessly above the controls as his screens glitched and stuttered; numbers collapsing into nonsense.

The tiny spark on the display flickered.

Once.

Then it disappeared.

“No—” Jax breathed. “It’s gone.”

Lina pressed her face into Avery’s side and sobbed softly. Avery held her tighter, but the cold wouldn’t leave. It seeped into her bones, heavy and suffocating.

Jax stared at the console again—not at the chaos outside, but at a single light fading fast. “The amplifier,” Avery urged. “You said it might work. Is there any chance at all?”

Jax shook his head slowly. “It’s too small. Even with all our power, it’d be like fighting a star with a match. Malakor isn’t just breaking our systems—it’s absorbing them.”

The ground shuddered as Malakor pulsed again. The neon green light flickered, threatening to swallow everything.

Avery felt dizzy.

Malakor raised its claw once more and hissed, “You shine so brightly, “And you will burn out just as fast.”

Avery tightened her grip on Lina’s hand. Jax stared in disbelief as his screens went dark one by one.

Bartholomew gave a soft hum, warm and steady. A tiny sound, but it cut through the fear.

“The anomaly,” Jax said suddenly, his voice was rough. “The thing that let Malakor in—it’s a doorway.”

Avery’s thoughts snapped together.

“A doorway,” she said.

And doorways go both ways.
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Chapter 4
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We Messed This Up


[image: ]




The immediate threat, however, was Malakor with his shadowy shape still a churning storm of destruction at the heart of their broken city. His voice was like a cold whisper that scratched at their thoughts, echoed inside their heads. It was filled with cruel amusement.

“Such predictable reactions...” said Malakor. “Fear. Despair. The signs of a species clinging to a reality that has already ended.”

Jax’s face hardened. He ran a hand through his already messy hair, and his eyes moved toward the swirling vortex of Malakor’s form in the distance. “And if it’s still open... it means he could’ve brought others with him. Or it could be a doorway for more of his kind.”

Avery felt a chill slide straight into her bones. Their parents were stuck on the far side of a time rift, unable to come home, and Malakor, a being made of destruction, was now unleashed on their city.

“The emergency protocols,” Avery said, forcing her voice to stay steady. “Jax, what do they involve? Full lockdown?”

Jax nodded as his thoughts raced. “Shields to maximum, all nonessential power diverted to defense systems, and the air filters need recalibrating in case Malakor’s... whatever that is, poisons the atmosphere. The main shield grid is already straining from his first surge. I’ll have to reroute backup power to reinforce it.” 

Lina tightened her grip on Bartholomew and looked from Jax to Avery, her eyes shiny with unshed tears. “But... what if the shields don’t hold? He erased buildings, Avery. He’s not like anything we’ve ever faced.”

Avery knelt beside her sister and pulled her into a gentle hug. “But we must try. And we have Bartholomew. We can’t let Malakor take that, too.”

Jax let out a sharp groan. It looks like Malakor didn’t break the shields directly; instead, he hit the entire power network. It’s like he’s tearing apart our systems on purpose.”

Avery didn’t look away from the flickering portal. Her thoughts spun wildly. Dangerous? What could be worse than Malakor tearing through their city? She thought. 

The portal was the only thing linking them to their parents, the last real connection to a world that felt farther away every second.

“But Jax...” Avery said, her voice growing stronger, even surprising herself. “If the portal collapses, we’ll never get Mom and Dad back. We’ll never be able to... to get help.” She stared at the controls, a maze of glowing crystals and etched symbols, each one tempting and forbidden. “We must do something. We can’t just watch it fail.”

Jax hesitated, his eyes darting between the unstable portal and the forbidden controls. The lockdown sirens blared nonstop, but they felt distant compared to the sight of the portal breaking apart. He understood Avery’s fear... because he felt it, too.

“The main energy conduits,” Jax muttered, tracing a pattern across his console. “If I redirect a controlled surge from the backup core, it might stabilize the field... just for a little while. But it’s dangerous. It's dangerous. It’s not approved, and if I get it wrong—”

“You won’t,” Avery said quickly, her voice firm despite the fear in her chest. “You’re the best with tech, Jax. You know this system better than anyone, even without clearance codes. We trust you.” 

She looked at Lina, who nodded hard, squeezing Avery’s hand.

“Okay,” Jax said, letting out a shaky breath. “Okay. But you both stay back. Way back. If this fails, the energy blast could be... bad.” 

He began typing in a string of commands, his hands steady despite the chaos around them. The console clicked and hummed, the holographic display shifting into glowing diagrams of the portal’s energy flow.

As Jax worked, Avery drifted toward the edge of the garage; her eyes locked on the portal. The sparks were coming faster now, and they were brighter too, their green light painting everything in an eerie glow.

Lina, sensing Avery’s unease, leaned into her, her small body trembling like she was trying to disappear. “Is it going to be okay, Avery?” She whispered, her voice catching halfway through the question, like she was afraid of the answer.

Avery pulled her sister closer, wrapping both arms around her and holding tight. She tried to sound calm, tried to sound like she knew everything would be fine, even though her chest felt tight. “Jax is working on it, Lina. He’s going to fix it. He always does. We just must have faith.”

She glanced down at Bartholomew, tucked securely in Lina’s arms. His fur was soft and warm, and his gentle hum filled the space between them. The small creature, a gift from their parents, always seemed to know how they were feeling. Right now, he glowed faintly, steady and calm, offering comfort when nothing else could.

Suddenly, a violent surge of sparks exploded from the portal. A sharp, cracking boom echoed through the garage, loud enough to make their ears ring. The high-pitched whine shot into a piercing shriek, and the entire garage vibrated as raw, uncontrolled energy tore through the air.
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