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STORY 1



 


 

“WE’VE DETECTED the intruder,” said Chancellor Rex through Professor Yokata’s Oracle earpiece. “You’re cleared to intercept.”

“About time,” muttered Yokata. She’d been waiting on the rooftop of the Ventura City Museum for most of the day. Chancellor Rex had used his ability to see the future to know that the thief would strike here at some point, the latest in a series of mysterious thefts across the city.

Yokata sprinted across the rooftop of the museum, letting her suspension cord unspool from her belt. At the edge of the skylight she leapt into the air, drew a blaster and fired downwards. The glass exploded inwards as she fell. The marble floor of the main gallery rushed up from below, and just a metre before she slammed into it, the cord went taut and stopped her. Yokata unclipped herself and dropped to the ground, her feet crunching on to glass fragments.

Alarms blared across the room, flashing lights casting everything in a blood-hued glow. It was the museum’s medieval exhibit, with suits of armour, weapons and tapestries on display. Straight away Yokata saw she was too late – the case that had once contained a crown was shattered and empty.

But that didn’t mean the thief had left. The security door had come down already, sealing off the room. They’re in here, somewhere …

Yokata spun towards the sound of whispered laughter echoing through the gallery. It was hard to tell where it came from.

“Come out!” she said. “You’re trapped.”

“No, you’re trapped,” said a female voice.

Yokata’s eye caught only a blur of purple movement, an indistinct figure wielding two katana-style swords. Yokata ducked a swipe, then jumped up on to an ancient stone altar. The shape darted across the room, but Yokata pulled forth her second weapon and fired. The stun flare caught the fleeing shape, who tumbled into a heap on the ground.

“If you know me, you know I never miss,” said Yokata. “Who are you?”

“Please, don’t shoot,” said the woman. “I give up.”

She lifted one hand in surrender.

“And the other,” said Yokata.
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The woman’s arm whipped out faster than a striking snake and Yokata saw a dagger spinning towards her heart. She dodged, but not fast enough. With a thunk, the dagger embedded itself into the wall, pinning Yokata there through her sleeve. Yokata tore herself free. At the same time the attacker grabbed the wire still hanging from the skylight.

“Too slow,” the thief laughed.

The woman shot upwards with astonishing speed, and vanished.

Yokata holstered her weapon.

“Did you stop the thief?” asked Chancellor Rex in her ear.

Yokata’s face burned with shame. “No, sir,” she said. “She escaped.” She hated letting down the Chancellor.

“This is the fourth theft in as many weeks,” he muttered. “What on Earth are we up against?”

“I don’t know, sir,” said Yokata. She was about to climb back out when she spotted the knife, still jutting from the wall. On its pommel was a strange engraving: an eye wreathed in feathers. “But this time, we have a clue.”
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THE DECK pitched under Jack’s feet as another giant swell rolled beneath the Lancer.

They’d been forging a path north for the last day, and were well inside the Arctic Circle. The conditions had been worsening by the hour.

The wave crashed over the ship’s bow and threw spray at the front shield of the bridge. The Lancer was one of Team Hero’s most high-tech exploration vessels, and built to withstand the toughest of conditions, but that didn’t mean it was always a comfortable ride.

We’re on a mission though. No turning back now.

The key had been the dagger. Though Professor Yokata had failed to stop the theft at Ventura City Museum, the culprit had slipped up and left the knife behind. Jack remembered the shape of the engraving well – an eye, open wide, with feathers for lashes. It had meant nothing to him, but Chancellor Rex had turned quite pale when he saw it. “The Sisterhood,” he’d whispered. “I thought they’d all gone.”

“Looks like they’re back,” the Professor had said. She’d then explained in the briefing that the Sisterhood were an ancient organisation based deep in the Arctic Circle. Once they’d been allies with Team Hero against the underworld forces of Noxx, but it was believed they’d disbanded after the conflict ended.

A door swished open, and in strode Captain Harrah, followed by a couple more crew members in uniform.

“Nothing like a bit of weather to get the heart pumping, eh?”

“It’s Danny’s stomach that’s about to start pumping,” said Ruby. She was sitting beside the navigation console.

“Not all over my bridge, I hope!” said the Captain.

“Maybe we should turn back to calmer waters,” groaned Danny.

“Nonsense,” said Harrah. “Stay on course.”

“Sir,” said Ruby. “Hull tolerance is near maximum. We take a big hit now, and it could cripple us.”

Captain Harrah reddened. “Are you an Admiral, girl?”

“Er… no sir,’ said Ruby.

“Then you don’t outrank me?”

“No, sir.”

“Then keep your landlubber opinions to yourself!” screeched Harrah.
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