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CHAPTER ONE

I’m in a room. It’s hot, dirty and cramped. There are no windows, and the only source of light is a naked bulb hanging from the centre of the ceiling. A red, black and green flag with half a yellow sun in the middle of it is attached to a wall. It looks similar to the flags that decorate the campus at the Academy of the Sun. On the floor near my feet is a single mattress where a small girl no older than six sleeps. Her dark coils rest against a stained sheet that used to be white, and the tattered blanket covering her rises gently as she breathes. She looks ill.

I’m waiting for someone, but I don’t know who. I drop down to the mattress, my eyes drawn to the girl. A sheen of sweat covers her skin, but her face is relaxed as she sleeps. I reach out, running a light hand across her forehead. She’s hot. Suddenly, her eyes open.

‘I’m hungry,’ she moans softly.

‘I know, Chidinma,’ I reply gently. I don’t understand how I know this, or how I even know her name. I also know I have no food to give her and that we’re running out of time.

Then a loud banging on the door shatters the silence and Chidinma stiffens.

‘Stay here,’ I whisper to her.

Chidinma nods and I head to the door. I take a deep breath and open it to reveal a teenage girl with hollow cheekbones – one of our neighbours from downstairs. My stomach tightens at the fear stamped across her face.

‘The war is lost,’ she says in an urgent voice. ‘You should leave the village while you still can. There’s a bus departing soon to take people to safety.’

I look back at Chidinma’s weak body lying on the makeshift bed. There’s no way she’d be able to walk.

‘I need help,’ I murmur quietly. ‘My sister’s sick.’

‘We’re all sick and hungry and tired,’ the girl replies harshly. ‘That’s war.’

I grab her arm, desperate to make her listen. ‘Please, I can’t do this alone.’

Indecision crosses the girl’s face, then she shrugs me off and marches back out.

Chidinma whimpers as I pull her into my arms. Her head lifts in a slow, painful movement. ‘Is the war over? Did we win?’ she asks.

I cradle her and begin to rock her in my arms. ‘Yes. Everything will be fine.’

We both know I’m lying.

Suddenly, the dirty room and Chidinma melt away like smoke, and I’m alone in an empty place that feels lost to time. Where am I? Who am I? Then a gentle hand touches my shoulder and I turn to find Dr Dòyìnbó beside me, his grey-flecked hair haloing his smiling face. I flinch, immediately reaching for Ike, but my power doesn’t surface.

Next to Dr Dòyìnbó, I notice a boy wearing an academy uniform. His face is turned slightly to the side, but I can see his expression is blank, almost as though he’s not quite here. Something about him feels familiar though.

‘Be calm. You’re safe,’ Dr Dòyìnbó whispers. ‘But you must continue to serve Nigeria.’

His voice comes at me as if from a distance and I struggle to focus on it.

‘What was that?’ I gasp. ‘Who’s Chidinma?’ The image of the girl is still fresh in my mind.

Dr Dòyìnbó blinks at me then glances at the boy, who says nothing. His eyes return to my face, examining me from head to toe like he’s trying to figure out a puzzle.

‘Well, this is unexpected,’ he finally says. ‘Who she is doesn’t matter, Onyeka. It’s what she represents that’s important – an example of just one of the many different futures I’ve seen.’

‘I don’t understand.’

The smile he gives me is kind. ‘I know you don’t, but you needed to see what the future could have looked like so you can better understand why I’ve done all of this. Why I’ve been shaping this country and have used Solari to help me keep control of it.’

I turn away. ‘I will never understand. You’re a monster.’

Dr Dòyìnbó places a hand on my shoulder. ‘I’m Nigeria’s only hope. I’ve spent too many years creating the future you know, and I won’t fail now.’

I spin back round. ‘Yes, you will! Because I’m going to do everything I can to stop you.’

Dr Dòyìnbó sighs like I’ve disappointed him. ‘See how the young speak. So certain, yet with barely any experience or knowledge to back up their words.’ The hand on my shoulder tightens. ‘Though you’re right about one thing… We’re sure to meet again soon.’

Dr Dòyìnbó’s eyes drill into mine. Pitch-black pools of determination stare back at me and a strangled scream crawls up the back of my throat—



I wake up suddenly, my stomach heaving as shallow breaths leave me in short, painful gasps. I feel like I’m going to throw up.

What was that?

It felt so real, almost as if it had actually happened. Then I remember Dr Dòyìnbó’s words and understanding dawns. That wasn’t just a dream I’d experienced; it was one of Dr Dòyìnbó’s visions. It had felt stretched and faded, like an old shoe that Dr Dòyìnbó had worn too many times before. Only this time, he’d forced me to wear it. But why?

I rub my face. Even though I just woke up, I’m still tired. I’m always tired these days. My eyes move to the digital clock on the bedside table. It’s almost eight in the morning and Adanna shifts in the bed opposite mine. We’re roommates again, just like we were at the Academy of the Sun – the special school for genetically enhanced kids like us called Solari. Niyì and Hassan are Solari too. They’re my friends, and along with Adanna, they make up the members of Nchebe. It means ‘shield’ in Igbo, and it’s the collective name given to the most deserving JSS1 students at the Academy of the Sun who are tasked with defending the school. Although I don’t even know if they can still call themselves Nchebe now.

Now that we’ve left the academy, there’s no one to shield the remaining Solari from Dr Dòyìnbó and his terrible plan to take over Nigeria by using Solari as his soldiers. I shake my head quickly, trying to rid myself of thoughts of our old head teacher.

Adanna stirs again and I freeze until she goes still. I can barely make her out in the dim light of the room, but the steady rise and fall of her lumpy form reassures me and my body relaxes. The soft buzzing of a stray mosquito near my ear pulls me out of my thoughts and I slip out of bed. They were never a problem at the academy because of the repellent tech embedded across the campus. Here at the farmhouse, they’re a total menace, but at least malaria is no longer a worry.

My feet move soundlessly as I make my way to the door, passing Adanna on the way. Her locs fan across her pillow, a dark contrast against the stark white fabric… just like Chidinma, the child in my dream. Adanna’s face is creased into a tight grimace. A reminder that even in sleep, none of us can find any kind of peace. Not from the degenerative disease that kills Solari if they continue to use their powers, nor from the constant worry that Dr Dòyìnbó will find us now we know his true plans. With a final glance at Adanna, I quietly leave the room and head to the kitchen.

The open-plan living area of Aunt Naomi’s farmhouse is simple. There aren’t even any pictures on the walls, just like our house back in London… when Mum and I were in hiding. The housebot blinks at me as I pass its charging station. The automated robot does all the cleaning and small chores. Another light flickers – this time it’s the motion sensor. There are several of them mounted around the house. Another reminder that we’re not really safe.

A tiny wall gecko scurries past, its green speckled body clashing with the reddish-brown walls beneath its feet. I pass the orange sofa that Hassan likes to sink into when he’s watching movies on the flat-screen TV that hangs above a stone mantel. Behind the sofa, a long, wooden bench marks the beginning of a surprisingly low-tech kitchen with mahogany cabinets. That’s where you can usually find my aunt Naomi. She’s my father’s twin and a scientist too, although I only recently found out she existed. She’s also always trying to feed somebody.

If Aunt Naomi’s not in the kitchen, then you can usually find her in the lab in the basement. It’s a replica of the one in Lagos, where we first discovered how deadly the disease is and found out my father had created a serum to cure it. Up until then, we’d thought using Ike, the power all Solari have, caused mild sickness.

A power that will kill me soon…

The thought flashes through my mind and I quickly push it away. It’s been two weeks since we escaped from the Ogbunike Caves and Aunt Naomi brought us to the compound where her farmhouse sits, somewhere deep in the Rivers Province. It’s one of the many places she used to hide from the Councils all those years ago after my father went missing, and it’s where we’re now hiding from Dr Dòyìnbó – the man who betrayed us. The man who knowingly exposed the citizens of Nigeria to trarium, an element he discovered, knowing it would cause mutations to their DNA.

The first few days were proper rough because we were so scared that we’d be found at any moment. But as the days went by and no one came looking for us, we settled into a strange sort of routine. Aunt Naomi even baked me a cake for my birthday last week. We all know it can’t last, and that we need to go back to the Academy of the Sun eventually and face Dr Dòyìnbó, but so far no one’s been able to come up with a plan we can all agree on. Aunt Naomi wants to go to the Councils that run Nigeria. She’s sure they’ll help us bring Dr Dòyìnbó to justice. Hassan thinks we should just storm AOS, which is what we call the academy. Adanna is adamant we need to find the Rogues, who are a group of Solari also trying to bring down Dr Dòyìnbó. And Niyì barely says anything at all, not since he lost his Ike.

It turns out my father’s serum has a nasty side effect. It takes away our Ike. Niyì knew this when he stepped in front of a vacuum syringe full of the serum… a syringe that was meant for me. Aunt Naomi has spent the last two weeks trying to get Niyì’s Ike back, while also fixing the serum so we can cure our disease without removing Ike. She finally figured out the serum a few days ago, but we’re waiting for her to be able to return Niyì’s powers before we take it.

I heat up some Milo in the microwave and add three teaspoons of sugar. I need something sweet to take away the bitter taste of that vision. The cup has barely reached my lips when the door to my right swings open, revealing a tall boy. Niyì stands in the doorway, a haunted look on his face. It’s the same look he’s had since he lost his Ike. Niyì’s skin is dull under the bright lights, and he rubs his face impatiently. He looks washed out, like a faded version of himself.

I give him a small welcoming smile. ‘Couldn’t sleep?’

‘Something like that,’ Niyì replies. It’s still strange seeing him without Second Sight, the augmented reality glasses we all used to wear at the academy. That was another thing we had to get rid of so Dr Dòyìnbó couldn’t track us.

I extend my mug to him, and Niyì reaches for it gratefully before taking a big gulp.

‘Ergh…’ Niyì’s mouth stretches into a disgusted grimace. ‘How much sugar did you put in this?’

I frown back. ‘Sorry. I had a bad dream.’

Niyì’s face twitches. ‘A dream?’

‘Actually, it was more like a vision. It felt so weird.’ I shake my head, trying to dislodge the memory of the child on the bed. I grab back my mug of hot chocolate and reach for a new one to make Niyì his own.

‘Weird how?’ Niyì’s looking at me strangely now. His eyes are focused on me with a bright intensity.

The hairs on the back of my neck tingle. ‘It had something to do with a war,’ I reply slowly. ‘Then there was a boy in an AOS uniform and…’ I look down, unable to continue. Unwilling to say his name.

‘Dr Dòyìnbó was there too,’ Niyì finishes, taking the new mug from me.

It feels odd hearing the name out loud. We’ve all been avoiding saying it for weeks. Hold on… I lift startled eyes to Niyì’s and an answering fear greets me.

‘How did you know?’ I whisper.

Niyì’s hand tightens round his mug. ‘I had the same dream too.’
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 CHAPTER TWO

‘That’s impossible,’ I gasp and my hand drifts to the cowrie shell hanging from my neck. It’s the key that unlocked my father’s lab in Lagos and revealed the secret of the disease. It’s also how I found out where he’d hidden the serum in Ogbunike Caves. My father always meant for me to have the shell, and my Aunt Naomi has a matching one.

‘Wetin dey impossible?’

The question, spoken in Pidgin English, startles me and Niyì, and we both turn towards the new voice. Hassan shuffles sleepily into the kitchen. The lighter patch of skin round his right eye goes invisible for a moment as he rubs it tiredly. Aunt Naomi is always on at him for using Ike, but I don’t think Hassan can help it. Just like he can’t help slipping in and out of Pidgin.

‘Na Milo be that?’ Hassan says eagerly, spying the mug in Niyì’s hand.

Niyì pulls the mug closer to him. ‘Get your own.’

With a kiss of his teeth, Hassan sidesteps him and makes his way to the countertop.

‘We had a dream about Dr Dòyìnbó,’ Niyì says in a careful voice.

Hassan freezes, and his hand that’s reaching for the canister of chocolate powder flashes invisible for a second. Then he swivels back round. ‘Tósìn,’ he whispers.

‘You too, then?’ Niyì asks.

Hassan nods and swallows. ‘Yes o. E even wake me sef.’

‘Dr Dòyìnbó’s finally making his move,’ Niyì says, his expression tightening.

The mug in my own hand begins to shake and dark brown liquid sloshes out. ‘What are you talking about? What move? I don’t understand!’

Niyì takes the mug from me and sets it down. ‘We all had the same dream, which means it’s not a coincidence. Dr Dòyìnbó must be using Tósìn to access us.’

Hassan’s face creases into a frown and I stare between the two of them.

‘Who’s Tósìn?’ I ask.

Niyì sighs. ‘He’s the boy we saw. He’s a Solari at the academy who can manipulate memories and dreams.’

‘Na lie!’ Hassan bursts out. ‘Tósìn no dey enter dream.’

‘He can,’ Niyì insists, and Hassan whistles between his teeth. ‘Dr Dòyìnbó made him keep it a secret.’

My empty hand is trembling so much now. I clench it into a tight fist. ‘You’re saying Dr Dòyìnbó is using another Solari to hijack our dreams?’

Niyì nods and I swallow hard. It’s bad enough that Dr Dòyìnbó has been letting Solari die, just so he can take control of Nigeria and fulfil his twisted visions of the future, but now he’s invading our minds too. They’re the one place that should be safe.

‘But why?’ I gasp.

‘I think he’s trying to convince us that Nigeria is doomed without him,’ Niyì replies. ‘If he’s doing it to us, then I bet you he’s dream-hacking everyone else at the academy too.’ He taps the side of his head. ‘Think about it – he needs Solari to be completely under his control, and now that we know his secret, time is running out.’

Niyì’s words come to a rushed stop, and he looks away as if embarrassed. He’s holding something back, I can feel it.

‘How do you know about Tósìn and his powers?’ I ask in a quiet voice.

Niyì’s gaze swings back to mine. ‘I used to get bad nightmares… about Déb[image: ].’

I frown. When Niyì’s ice powers first showed up, he accidentally used them on his best friend. He’s been in a coma since. But what does Déb[image: ] have to do with this?

‘My dreams were becoming a distraction,’ Niyì continues. ‘So Dr Dòyìnbó got Tósìn to change them.’ He slams his mug down, splashing Milo everywhere. ‘It has to be Tósìn! It’s the only explanation.’

A small shudder runs through Niyì, and he clasps his arms round his body as if he’s trying to hold himself together. I caught Niyì watching us all a few days go as we played a game of Ayo round the kitchen table, his eyes following the clay seeds as they dropped into the pits of the wooden board game. But when I motioned for him to join us, he shook his head.

I still remember his expression. It was a mixture of envy and longing. He spends most of his time alone in the barn where we hide the Gyrfalcon, the super-sonic jet we used to escape Dr Dòyìnbó and his soldiers after they tried to steal the serum. Aunt Naomi says Niyì needs time to adjust, but I’m not so sure. When Niyì lost his Ike, it’s like we lost him too, and I don’t know how to get him back. It’s even worse now that Aunt Naomi has fixed the old serum. I don’t want to lose any more people I love.

I shut this thought down immediately… I can’t let myself think about how Dr Dòyìnbó has my parents locked up somewhere. A bitter taste rises up the back of my throat, but I swallow the feeling. I can’t lose control. I can’t risk using Ike and setting off the sickness that always follows. It’s so much worse for me because of how late my powers showed up, and because I kept using Ike when I didn’t know about the disease, it has progressed too far.

Aunt Naomi has completely banned me from using Ike. She says if I don’t take the new serum soon, it’ll be too late. But it feels wrong to take it before we figure out how to return Niyì’s powers. He lost them saving me, so I owe it to him. But I’m running out of time to find my parents and I’m going to need my Ike to do that.

‘Who do you think the war was between?’ Niyì asks suddenly. ‘The neighbour in the dream,’ he adds at my blank look. ‘She said the war was lost.’

Hassan shrugs. ‘Maybe na village or city?’

We all pause as we try to figure out what it could mean. The idea of Nigeria at war feels all types of wrong.

‘Did Dr Dòyìnbó talk wit you for dream?’ Hassan asks after a while.

Niyì nods and I breathe a sigh of relief that it wasn’t just me Dr Dòyìnbó spoke to.

‘He said Solari needed to serve Nigeria, but it didn’t really feel like he was talking to me specifically.’ Niyì shrugs, then his eyes flick to me. ‘How about you, Onyeka?’

‘Me neither.’

The lie slips from me before I can call it back. Dr Dòyìnbó said my name. I don’t know why I’m covering up the truth, but seeing the way Niyì’s face relaxes makes me glad I did. Besides, I don’t want to worry anyone. I don’t even know if there’s anything to worry about yet.

‘You tink Ada dream am too?’ Hassan wonders.

If Adanna also had the same dream, there’s only one way to find out. The three of us stare at each other nervously.

‘No be me go wake am o,’ Hassan finally hisses, backing away.

Adanna isn’t a morning person, and the last time Hassan tried to wake her up, she threw her alarm clock at him.

I roll my eyes. ‘Fine, I’ll do it. But you’d better get Aunt Naomi too.’

Hassan nods eagerly, scrambling towards Aunt Naomi’s room before I’ve even finished speaking. Adanna isn’t that scary.

I make my way back to our bedroom and wake up Adanna, who immediately throws her pink Second Sight frames at me. She refused to ditch them, but they’ve been tweaked so no one at the academy can track them. After a few attempts and a ton of groaning, Adanna gets up and follows me into the open-plan living room. Aunt Naomi is already up and in the kitchen. Her tiny plaits swing as she chops up some peppers with the orange laser knife in her hand. The warm smell of akara hits me, and my belly rumbles in answer.

‘This better be good,’ Adanna grumbles behind me. ‘I only just got back to sleep.’

‘You had a nightmare, didn’t you?’ Niyì asks.

Adanna gasps and I turn round to find her mouth open like a startled fish. Then her eyes narrow.

‘How do you know that?’

Niyì brings her up to speed. ‘… Aunt Naomi didn’t have one, so I’m right in thinking that Dr Dòyìnbó’s only targeting current students,’ he finishes.

‘But we’re not at the academy any more,’ I reply.

Adanna pushes her Second Sight further up her nose. ‘Maybe it’s a warning,’ she says. ‘That he can reach us wherever we go.’ Her eyes get big. ‘Maybe he knows where we are already?’

‘I doubt it,’ Aunt Naomi pipes up. ‘The way I understand it, dream-hacking uses synaptic signatures based on exposure.’

There’s total silence, and I reckon Adanna is the only one of us that understood anything my aunt just said.

Aunt Naomi sighs and her multi-coloured eyes flash as she puts the laser knife down. ‘Basically, if Tósìn’s been in physical contact with a person, he’s probably been able to read their brain pattern. With that information, he can hack them from anywhere. But as far I know, it’s a one-way connection, so he shouldn’t be able to trace physical location. The fact you all shared the same dream would suggest we’re safe.’

But my dream was different. Dr Dòyìnbó spoke to me directly. Still, I say nothing, uncertainty keeping the words trapped in my throat.

‘To be on the safe side, I can teach you all a special trick to protect your minds.’ Aunt Naomi flips some akara onto a plate before continuing. ‘It’s something I devised to prevent Onyeka’s father from messing around with me when we were children. Our Ike, somewhat like Tósìn’s, allows us to control minds, but it’s possible to put up a mental shield to protect your mind from being accessed if you recognize the signs early.’

‘How do we do that?’ Niyì asks, reaching towards the plate of fried bean fritters.

Aunt Naomi bats his hand away. ‘The second you feel someone trying to access your mind, you block them by using a special word. Then you empty your mind until only that word remains. The more you focus on it, the stronger your mental shield will be.’

It sounds a bit like the Fibonacci sequence my father taught me, and I say so aloud. Focusing on the sequence of numbers used to help me control my emotions.

‘That’s because your father stole the idea from me,’ Aunt Naomi replies with a twist of her lips.

‘But how do you know if someone is trying to get into your head in the first place?’ I ask, still confused.

‘It’s a very specific sensation once you know what to look for – a foreign thing in the back of your mind, poking away at you. Like this…’

Aunt Naomi’s voice trails off as her eyes narrow at me. Immediately, a strange sensation crawls into my mind. It feels like a searching finger, tracing an annoying pattern.

‘Oh,’ I gasp as understanding hits me.

‘Build your shield,’ Aunt Naomi commands.

There’s a moment of confusion, but then I remember her instructions. Finding a word is easy: Nchebe. I fill my mind with the word until there’s no other thought left. Slowly, the intrusive finger retreats and I smile triumphantly.

‘Well done,’ Aunt Naomi says with a strained smile. Using even a small amount of Ike wipes her out for hours. ‘But you should keep practising.’ Then she turns to the others. ‘All of you!’

The boys nod, but Adanna grabs a piece of akara, blowing on it hard. ‘If there’s even the smallest chance that Dr Dòyìnbó knows we’re here, shouldn’t we leave?’ Every eye in the room turns to her as she takes a bite. ‘What?’ she says around a mouth full of food. ‘It’s the logical thing to do.’

‘Where would we go?’ Niyì asks in a biting tone. ‘Logically, I mean.’

Adanna’s eyes narrow, but she stays quiet. There’s nothing to say, because there are no safe places any more. Not for us.
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 CHAPTER THREE

‘Perhaps it’s time we went to the Councils,’ Aunt Naomi says quietly.

Hassan frowns as he loads up a plate of akara, and Niyì just snorts.

‘We’ve been through this already,’ he says. ‘By the time we manage to get an audience with the Councils, Dr Dòyìnbó will have been alerted and he’ll find a way to stop us.’

‘Not if the Rogues help us,’ Adanna replies, waving her fork at him. ‘The Councils would have no choice but to believe all of us.’

‘What if my father was wrong?’ I whisper, voicing a very real worry. ‘What if Gbénga is even worse than Dr Dòyìnbó?’ No one has heard from the leader of the Rogues since he left the academy all those years ago. Since then, Dr Dòyìnbó has taught the Solari to think of him and the Rogues as traitors.

‘And how are we supposed to find the Rogues anyway?’ Niyì adds. ‘You spend ages every day on that digital notepad we found in Onyeka’s father’s lab, and still we’ve got no new information.’

Adanna’s been obsessed with fixing the corrupted data on the pad my father left for me to find in Lagos. It’s how we learned about the disease in the first place. It’s also how we discovered my father had been in contact with the Rogues and their leader Gbénga.

Adanna gives Niyì a death stare. ‘I’m not going to give up when we know it’s got all of Dr Uduike’s research on it. Not to mention his messages to Gbénga.’

Niyì’s glare is just as fierce. ‘It’s only useful if you can find it.’

‘I could if I used Ike—’ Adanna begins. Then she stops suddenly, her hand covering her mouth. ‘I’m sorry, I didn’t mean…’ Her voice trails off in a helpless dribble.

A deafening silence fills the room. Since we arrived at the farmhouse, we’ve been avoiding talking about Ike and we’ve tried not to use it either. After what happened to Niyì, it feels wrong to call on our powers.

‘We all agreed to wait until Aunt Naomi returns Niyì’s Ike,’ I hiss, throwing Adanna a sharp look.

‘It’s fine,’ Niyì mutters, then he takes a deep breath. ‘I think we should go back to AOS and convince the other Solari to help us, before it’s too late.’

‘It’s already too late,’ Adanna mutters, and all eyes turn to her. ‘I was checking AOSnet yesterday.’

Niyì releases a loud breath. ‘You said you wouldn’t go on it any more!’

‘I know, but it’s the only way to track what’s going on at the academy.’

‘What if you get caught?’ Niyì says. ‘What if Dr Dòyìnbó tracks us here?’

‘I’m being careful.’

Niyì glares at her, and Adanna stares back with her own stubborn expression. They’re about to kick off again, I can feel it.

‘Wetin you find?’ Hassan asks, trying to distract them before they really get going.

Adanna hesitates for a second before continuing. ‘Dr Dòyìnbó issued a school-wide bulletin declaring us Rogue spies. He’s telling everyone that we betrayed our friends, our school and our country.’

Niyì’s face falls. ‘What?’

‘I guess he had to come up with an explanation for our disappearance,’ Aunt Naomi says.

‘You should see the comments under the bulletin,’ Adanna mutters. ‘Ẹni and her friends are having a blast.’

It’s hard to miss the pain in Adanna’s voice. She’s spent years fighting to be accepted at AOS after Ẹni, her former roommate, spread jealous lies about her being a Rogue spy. We thought winning Ìdánwò, the inter-house tournament would help, but now Dr Dòyìnbó has just gone and backed Ẹni up. I can hardly believe Ìdánwò was just a few weeks ago. It felt like the most important thing back then, and I’d give anything to go back to that simpler time.

If Dr Dòyìnbó is lying to the Solari about us, he’s probably lying to the Councils too, so there’s no way anyone will believe us now. It feels as if the walls are closing in as all our options disappear like the akara did from our plates. Dr Dòyìnbó is too powerful and we’re just kids.

An overwhelming swell of fear rises in me, rushing through my body until I’m almost vibrating with the intensity of it. I try to keep a lid on it because it isn’t safe for me to feel this much emotion, but it’s too late. The horror of Dr Dòyìnbó’s vision and the hopelessness of our situation finally crumbles my defences.

‘It’s not fair,’ I gasp as tears fill my eyes.

‘Uh oh,’ Adana mutters. ‘She’s losing control again.’

‘We’re not traitors,’ I sob.

I’m a volcano that’s been asleep too long. The red-hot emotions that have been brewing since we discovered the truth about Dr Dòyìnbó erupt in my belly.

He lied about not being a Solari.

He betrayed us so he could turn Solari into his own personal army and take over Nigeria.

He took Niyì’s Ike.

He has my parents!

It’s all too much and I don’t know how to carry the weight of it any more. The last of my barriers dissolve, and with nothing left to hold it back, Ike rises up immediately. It prickles a painful path across my scalp as a bolt of my hair whips out, smashing into one of the kitchen cabinets and splintering the solid wood.

‘Onyeka!’ Adanna hisses, and my scalp thrums in response to the anchoring pull of her voice. ‘You’ve got to calm down.’

I’m beyond listening though. ‘We’re never going to find my parents.’ My voice is a broken wail as my fear and pain spills over.

Another bolt of hair whistles through the air, this time knocking over the kettle. Hot water leaks from it, like the tears spilling down my face. Aunt Naomi gasps and Hassan stares at me with a look of helpless worry. Niyì’s face is blank. I can’t read him these days.

Adanna leans in close. ‘We’ll figure it out, I promise. But first you need to focus on the four of us to help you calm down.’

‘What she needs is the new serum,’ Niyì growls. ‘There’s no point waiting any more.’

‘No!’ I pant, his words pushing through my panic. ‘Not until we fix you.’

Niyì flinches and looks away. A wave of nausea hits and, at the same time, pain rips through my head. I wince at the intensity of it. This is the worst the sickness has ever been, but we have to hold off on taking the serum. I know Aunt Naomi said she’ll keep working on restoring Niyì’s Ike, but we should all be able to use our powers together. It isn’t fair otherwise.

‘Focus on us,’ Adanna tries again. ‘Focus on our connection.’

She grabs my hand and gives it a squeeze, but it’s not enough. My connection to her and the others as my anchors has been strained since we got to the farmhouse, and I can barely focus on it past the pain.

Hassan frowns. ‘E no dey work o.’

‘This is stupid.’ Niyì turns to Aunt Naomi. ‘She needs to take the serum, and fast!’

Aunt Naomi nods and moves away, disappearing down the corridor that leads to the lab. I know immediately what she’s doing. I also know that Niyì’s right and I’ve run out of time. But it still feels wrong.

It doesn’t take long for Aunt Naomi to return with a vacuum syringe in one hand and four vials filled with clear liquid in the other hand. She quickly loads one of the vials into the syringe, then drops down beside me. Her eyes meet mine, pleading silently for understanding… for permission. I turn to Niyì, but his face is blank again.

I nod and Adanna grabs my arm as Aunt Naomi presses the syringe into it. At first, I feel a firm pressure, then a cold heat spreads up my arm. As the freezing burn races through my body, the pain and nausea retreat, chased away by the power of the serum now rushing through my system. My hair subsides, but I can still feel the raw power of my Ike bubbling under the surface of my skin.

‘I’m not in pain any more,’ I whisper.

‘That’s a good sign,’ Aunt Naomi replies. ‘Can you try to use your Ike?’

I struggle to find an emotion to fuel my Ike at first. Where there should be joy, I find only guilt churning inside me because of Niyì.

With no other choice, I tap into the emotion reluctantly and immediately my hair flares up around me again. Adanna and Aunt Naomi step back as the halo of coils swirls in the air in a happy dance. There’s no prickling pain, not even the nausea I’ve become so used to whenever I use Ike. Before I can stop it, a small laugh escapes my mouth.

Aunt Naomi’s lips curve up in a relieved smile. ‘I’ll still need to run some additional tests, but I’m fairly certain the serum has worked as expected.’

‘So, na our turn?’ Hassan asks.

Aunt Naomi glances at Niyì. His expression is tight, like he’s trying to hide his true feelings, and my heart sinks.

‘If we’re going to take down Dr Dòyìnbó, we need to be ready,’ Niyì mutters. ‘We can’t wait any longer.’

No one argues this time and, within moments, the remaining three vials of serum are inside Hassan, Adanna and Aunt Naomi. Nothing happens at first, then Hassan stretches out a hand and a yellow energy field bursts from it.

‘I feel amazing,’ he breathes, switching to English.

Suddenly, the TV blinks awake and music spills from the integrated sound system. I spot the satisfied grin splitting Adanna’s face. She must have used her technopath power. I guess this means she’ll also be smelling and hearing our emotions again. Adanna’s a synaesthetic empath too. I’m not sure I miss that particular Ike. I smile at the both of them, though, glad that we have one less thing to worry about.

But when I look at Niyì, the expression on his face freezes the smile on my mine. Longing blazes back at me, and I suck in a sharp breath. Niyì catches me and flinches, then he spins away, heading towards the double glass doors that lead to the barn. I move to follow when a hand on my shoulder stops me.

Aunt Naomi shakes her head. ‘Leave him. He needs some space.’

A heavy weight settles in my belly as Niyì retreats from us. This is what I was worried would happen. This is why I wanted to wait. We should all be celebrating right now, but what little joy there is evaporates as Niyì moves further away into the distance.
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