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Praise for THE MICHAEL VEY SERIES:



“Highly recommended. Michael Vey is thrilling storytelling, full of twists, action, intrigue, and outstanding characters. I wouldn’t be surprised if Michael Vey sweeps the world.”

—JAMES DASHNER, #1 New York Times bestselling author of the Maze Runner series

“My kind of book—fast, funny, and strange. Once Michael’s astounding powers are revealed, the shocks keep coming chapter after chapter.”

—R. L. STINE, #1 bestselling author of the Goosebumps series

“Michael Vey is one of the most original thrillers I’ve come across in years.”
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Dossier: The Electric Youths

Michael Vey

Power: Ability to shock people through direct contact or conduction. Can also absorb power from other electric children as well as through conduction from other sources.

Michael is the most powerful of all the electric children and leader of the Electroclan. He is steadily increasing in power.

Ostin Liss

Power: Not an electric child.

Ostin is highly intelligent, with an IQ of 155, which puts him at the same level as the average Nobel Prize winner. He is one of the original three members of the Electroclan and Michael’s best friend. Ostin and McKenna are a couple.

Taylor Ridley

Power: Ability to scramble the electric synapses in the brain, causing temporary confusion. She can also read people’s minds, but only when touching them.

Taylor is one of the original three members of the Electroclan. She and Michael discovered each other’s powers at Meridian High School, which they were both attending. She is Michael’s girlfriend.

Abigail

Power: Ability to temporarily stop pain by electrically stimulating certain parts of the brain. She must be touching the person to do so.

Along with Ian and McKenna, Abigail was held captive by the Elgen for many years because she refused to follow Hatch. She joined the Electroclan after escaping from the Elgen Academy’s prison, known as Purgatory. She is currently missing and is believed to have been abducted by unknown Glows.

Bryan

Power: The ability to create highly focused electricity that allows him to cut through objects.

Bryan is one of Hatch’s Glows.

Cassy

Power: An extremely powerful electric, Cassy has the ability to freeze muscles from a distance of more than two kilometers. She also has the ability to cause mass heart attacks.

Cassy was rescued by the voice before the Elgen knew of her existence. She was raised and trained in Switzerland by the voice.

Grace

Power: Grace acts as a “human flash drive” and is able to transfer and store large amounts of electronic data.

Grace was living with the Elgen but joined the Electroclan when they defeated Hatch at the Elgen Academy. She has been working and living with the resistance but has not been on any missions with the Electroclan.

Ian

Power: Ability to see through electrolocation, which is the same way sharks and eels see through muddy or murky water.

Along with McKenna and Abigail, Ian was held captive by the Elgen for many years because he refused to follow Hatch. He joined the Electroclan after escaping from the Elgen Academy’s prison, known as Purgatory.

Jack

Power: Not an electric child.

Jack spends a lot of time in the gym and is very strong. He is also excellent with cars. Originally one of Michael’s bullies, he joined the Electroclan after Michael bribed him to help rescue Michael’s mother from Dr. Hatch. Currently embedded with the Chasqui and believed to be a traitor.

Kylee

Power: Born with the ability to create electromagnetic power, she is basically a human magnet.

One of Hatch’s Glows, she spends most of her time shopping.

McKenna

Power: Ability to create light and heat. She can heat herself to more than three thousand kelvins.

Along with Ian and Abigail, McKenna was held captive by the Elgen for many years because she refused to follow Hatch. She joined the Electroclan after escaping from the Elgen Academy’s prison, known as Purgatory.

Nichelle

Power: Nichelle acts as an electrical ground and can both detect and drain the powers of the other electric children.

Nichelle was Hatch’s power over the rest of the electric children until he abandoned her during the battle at the Elgen Academy. Although everyone was nervous about it, the Electroclan recruited her to join them on their mission to save Jade Dragon, and she has become a loyal Electroclan member.

Quentin

Power: Ability to create isolated electromagnetic pulses, which lets him take out all electrical devices within twenty yards.

Quentin was once the president of Hatch’s Glows, poised to be in power, just below Hatch.

Tanner

Power: Ability to interfere with airplanes’ electrical navigation systems and cause them to malfunction and crash. His powers are so advanced that he can do this from the ground.

After years of mistreatment by the Elgen, Tanner was rescued by the Electroclan from the Peruvian Starxource plant and was subsequently staying with the resistance so he had a chance to recover. He was killed in Tuvalu during the battle of Hades.

Tara

Power: Tara’s abilities are similar to her twin sister Taylor’s in that she can disrupt normal electronic brain functions. Through years of practicing and refining her powers, Tara has learned to focus on specific parts of the brain in order to create emotions such as fear or joy.

Tara is Taylor’s twin (they were adopted by different families after they were born) and was raised by Hatch and the Elgen until she left them to join her sister.

Tessa

Power: Tessa’s abilities are the opposite of Nichelle’s—she is able to enhance the powers of the other electric children.

Tessa escaped from the Elgen at the Starxource plant in Peru and lived in the Amazon jungle for six months with an indigenous tribe called the Amacarra. She joined the Electroclan after the tribe rescued Michael from the Elgen and brought them together.

Torstyn

Power: One of the more lethal of the electric children, Torstyn can create microwaves.

Torstyn is one of Hatch’s Glows and was instrumental to the Elgen in building the Starxource plants. Once Quentin’s right-hand man, he is currently working as a drug trafficker.

Wade

Power: Not an electric child.

Wade was Jack’s best friend and joined the Electroclan at the same time he did. He died in Peru when the Electroclan was surprised by an Elgen guard.

Zeus

Power: Ability to “throw” electricity from his body.

Zeus was kidnapped by the Elgen as a young child and lived for many years as one of Hatch’s Glows. He joined the Electroclan when they escaped from the Elgen Academy.
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PART ONE
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1 Pink Dolphins and Alpaca Spit


My name is Michael Vey, and I’m back in Peru.

I hate Peru. I’ve got good reasons to hate the place. The first time I was here, my mother was being held captive in an electrified cage, the Elgen tried to feed me to rats, and one of my friends was killed. And, as thanks for saving their country from Elgen tyranny, the Peruvian government put us on their Most Wanted terrorist list. So, yeah, not my favorite place. I’m sure there are a lot of great things about Peru. Especially when they think you’re a tourist instead of a terrorist. I know because Ostin once went off on one of his diatribes and told me more about the country than I ever wanted to know.

For instance, Peru is home to most of the world’s alpacas. If you don’t know what an alpaca is, it’s basically a miniature llama that isn’t secretly plotting to kill you. Alpacas couldn’t kill you if they wanted to. They’re smaller, softer, and gentler than llamas, and their primary defense is spitting. Sure, it’s green and smells, but if that was my only defense, I’d avoid street fights.

There are interesting things in Peru besides alpacas. A lot of big things start or started here, like the world’s largest river, the Amazon. Potatoes come from Peru, ergo your french fries and potato chips. So did the Incan civilization.

The country boasts other curiosities. The tallest sand dunes in the world are in Peru. There’s a mountain that’s colored like a rainbow. One of the deepest canyons in the world is here—it’s twice as deep as the Grand Canyon. And Ostin’s personal favorite, the Nazca Lines, giant geoglyph drawings of animals that can only be seen from the air—which begs the question (cue the eerie UFO music), who were they drawn for?

Peru also has the world’s most expensive coffee. It’s called Coati Dung Coffee. It’s exactly what its name says it is—coffee made from beans that have been eaten by a jungle beast called the coati (basically a raccoon with a bigger nose), then pooped out. The local Peruvians collect the beans, wash the poop off them, dry them in the sun, and then sell the coffee for around sixty-five dollars a cup. That’s almost a thousand dollars a pound. I swear I’m not making this up.

In addition to the coffee-eating coati, Peru’s got a whole slate of weird animals the rest of the world doesn’t have, like pink dolphins, glass frogs, wood-eating catfish, hairless dogs, and penguins, which probably got stuck on an iceberg a thousand years ago, floated to Peru from Antarctica, and liked the neighborhood, so took up residence. I’m probably not making that up either.

But, like I said, I’m not here as a tourist, and I didn’t come for the dung coffee. I came to rescue Tara and Jack from the Chasqui, a break-off band from the Elgen with another megalomaniacal leader. At least that was our intention. Now Jack claims he’s one of them. What am I supposed to do with that? Could he have been brainwashed like in The Manchurian Candidate? I don’t know, but Jack’s the most loyal person I know. I’d trust him with my life. At least I would have. Now I don’t know. He’s just not one I would ever think could be a traitor. So, here’s the dilemma we’re wrestling with: Is it worth risking all our lives to save Jack from himself? And is that even possible?

I know that the last time I wrote, I said that I was bored and wished something exciting would happen, but boring suddenly doesn’t seem so bad. Now I just wish people would stop trying to kill us. If I’m going to die, I’d rather do it in the comfort of my own home, not travel all the way to some piranha- and bug-infested jungle to be un-alived.

Like I said, I hate Peru.
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2 A Bad Deal


“You were right,” I said to Taylor, sliding the satellite phone back into my pocket. I was with the rest of Alpha Team and the Electroclan near the entrance of Jacinta’s zoo, about to head back to Alpha Team’s compound, when the phone had rung.

Taylor looked at me blankly. “What was I right about?”

“That dream you had last night.”

“You mean about Jack?”

I nodded.

Johnson turned back from the front seat. “Who was that, Michael?”

“It was Jack.”

Ostin leaned forward from the back seat. “Why would the Chasqui let Jack talk to you?”

“Because Jack is a Chasqui now. He’s joined them.”

“This just keeps getting better,” Johnson said.

“That’s impossible,” McKenna said. “Jack would never do that.”

“Nothing in the realm of human choice is impossible,” Ostin said. “As Einstein is said to have said, ‘The difference between genius and idiocy is that genius has its limits.’ In Jack’s case, statistically speaking it’s unlikely he’d join the Chasqui but not impossible.”

“Yeah, got it,” Taylor said, annoyed at Ostin’s diatribe. “Where is he, Michael?”

“It sounded like he was in a helicopter.” I looked at Johnson. “He says they want to do a swap. Taylor for Tara.”

“What?” Taylor said.

Johnson shook his head. “That’s never going to happen.”

“That’s what I told them.”

“Them?”

“Jack was with the Chasqui leader, Amash. He said they’re waiting for us.”

“That is not good,” Jacinta said.

“It might be good,” Ostin said.

“How could that possibly be good?” Taylor asked.

“Because it means they think our focus is on saving Tara.”

“It is,” Taylor said.

“No, our first mission is stopping the Chasqui from killing a hundred thousand people by burning down Arequipa.” He looked at Johnson. “Sun Tzu said that the whole secret of war lies in confusing the enemy so that he cannot fathom our real intent. While they’re guarding Tara, we destroy their bats. When they respond to our attack on their bats, we free Tara.”

“So you’re a tactician now too?” Johnson asked.

“War is just math,” Ostin said. “I’m a mathematician.”

“War is math,” Johnson said. “It’s also art.”

“War isn’t art,” Taylor said. “It’s horror.”

“I never said it was beautiful,” Johnson said.

Taylor breathed out heavily. “So what do we do about Jack?”
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PART TWO
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3 The Sovereign’s Response


Jack handed the phone back to Sovereign Amash, who had been staring at him intently during the call.

“I take it Mr. Vey wasn’t eager to make the trade.”

“No, sir,” Jack said. “Michael’s not going to do anything to endanger Taylor. He’s in love. He’d protect her with his life.”

“Young love,” Amash said, a dark grin crossing his face. “So full of hope.” He turned to Jack. “When you attacked the Starxource plant, how did you come in?”

“On the river.”

“How did you get into the plant?”

“Back then the Elgen raised bulls to feed to the rats in the Starxource plant. We got one of the bulls to charge the fence and damage it, knowing it would set off an alarm and the guards would come out to investigate. When they did, we jumped them, put on their uniforms, and took their truck back to the plant.”

Amash smiled. “You electrics are clever, aren’t you?”

“We do our best.”

“You can be sure your friends are planning to rescue their friend. Unfortunately for them, they won’t get the chance.”

“What do you mean?”

“We own the jungle, Jack. The jungle and everything in it. We know everything that happens.”

Jack nodded slowly. “What will we do with them after we catch them?”

“I suppose that’s up to your friends. First thing, we lock them up for a while, let them come to terms with the hopelessness of their situation. Then we start the process of reeducating them. We teach them the truth. Our truth. They’ll join us. They always do. You’d be surprised how easy it is to indoctrinate Homo sapiens. Especially the ones who think they’re smart.”

“What if they don’t believe us?”

“There’s always that possibility. If it doesn’t take, we do what victors have always done with the losers. We enslave them. We make them work to build the very thing they were fighting against.”

“…And if they won’t work?”

“Then we eliminate them.”

“Eliminate?”

Amash looked at him. “Yes. Eliminate.”

Jack thought for a moment, then said, “I think I can talk sense into Tara.”

Amash looked at Jack and smiled. “It’s not Tara I want. It’s Taylor.”

“Tara is the key to getting Taylor.”

“You may be right,” Amash said. “But perhaps it would be best to have them both.” He turned to the soldier next to the pilot. “Are the troops ready?”

“Yes, Sovereign.”

“Good.” He looked back at Jack. “Let’s go get the other one.”
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PART THREE
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4 The Second Battle Begins


The ambient thrum of the jungle was suddenly interrupted by the chopping blades of the approaching helicopters.

I looked over at Johnson. “Do you hear that?”

He nodded.

“Is it him?” Jacinta asked. “Is it Jack?”

We looked up to see three helicopters as they came into view above us. They were moving slowly, as if looking for a place to land. Or watching us.

“Ian,” I shouted to the other van. “Can you see who’s in those?”

“I’ll try,” he said.

“Tell me they’re tourists,” Taylor said softly.

“We’re never that lucky,” I said.

“Chasqui,” Ian said, walking to us. “Uniforms look like the Chasqui dudes we just took down.”

“I wish we had Tanner to bring them down,” Taylor said.

“I could be wrong, but”—Ian looked at me—“one of the soldiers looked a lot like Jack….”

“You’re not wrong,” I said. “He’s joined them.”

Ian looked at me with a confused expression. “What?”

“I’ll explain later.”

Ian turned back around, then shouted, “Ground soldiers, they’re coming. Four trucks about four hundred meters out.”

Johnson climbed out of the front seat of the second van and ran to the back, shouting out orders. “Alpha Team, battle formations. Now!” He grabbed a rifle and a box of ammo from the back of the van, then shouted, “We’ve got to hold the perimeter. Bentrude, secure the gate.”

Cibor and Bentrude sprang from their seats with their rifles. Bentrude ran alone to secure the gate.

“Everyone out of the vans!” I shouted. “Hurry.”

As Nichelle, Tessa, Quentin, and Zeus scrambled out of their vehicles, Ian shouted, “Incoming!”

Just as Bentrude reached the gate, a grenade struck a concrete pilaster about ten meters from him, blowing a hole in the concrete and knocking down the fence. Through the smoke we could see Bentrude lying on the ground, the fence on top of him. The air was filled with the sound of gunfire.

“Bentrude’s down,” Johnson shouted.

“I got him,” Cibor shouted, running to him even with bullets flying all around him. He knelt down next to him and put his ear against his chest.

“How bad is it?” I asked Ian.

“He’s got heavy shrapnel,” Ian said. “He’s bleeding internally, but his heart’s still beating.”

Johnson turned to Jacinta. “He’s bleeding. Can you help him?”

Jacinta had been a volunteer nurse at a jungle clinic before becoming a veterinarian.

“I’ll try. My medical bag is in the house.” She ran to the house.

Johnson shouted, “Cibor, get him inside.”

With bullets still whistling around him, Cibor began dragging Bentrude away from the gate.

“The trucks are still coming,” Ian shouted. “They have grenade launchers.”

“Quentin, Zeus,” I shouted. “You’ve got to stop those trucks!”

“More grenades coming,” Ian shouted.

Zeus shot so much electricity from his hands, it looked like lightning. The grenades blew up outside the fence.

“That was powerful,” I said.

“I helped,” Tessa said.

“Hit the trucks,” I shouted to Zeus.

“There’s too much smoke. I can’t see them.”

“About two hundred meters out,” Ian shouted. “Far right side of the road.”

Zeus shot again, the sound of his electricity crackling like ice on a hot grill.

“Hit,” Ian shouted. “You stopped the lead truck. It’s smoking. They’re piling out of the other trucks. They’re armed.”

“How many men?” Johnson shouted.

“Thirty or more.”

One of the helicopters moved directly above us, the sound pounding down on us with a dull throb.

“They’re directing the attack from above. Can you bring down that helicopter?” Johnson asked Quentin.

“It’s too far. That’s Tanner’s work.”

“Who’s Tanner?”

“Tell you later,” he said, turning to Zeus. “Can you get it?”

“I’ll try.”

“No,” I said. “Jack’s in there.”

“We’ll take our chances,” Johnson said.

“We’re not killing one of our friends.”

“If he’s with them, he’s not your friend,” Johnson snapped back.

“We’re not doing it,” I said to Zeus. I knew I was openly challenging Johnson’s authority, but I didn’t care.

Johnson hesitated a moment, then said angrily, “Friend or not, we’ve got to get it out of here.” He raised his rifle and started firing off rounds at the helicopter. It immediately veered off to the side, disappearing behind the forest’s canopy.

Another grenade hit the first van, the one the Electroclan had been in, blowing it up. A black plume of smoke rose from its wreckage.

Nichelle and Tessa ran from it and hid behind the perimeter wall.

“Hiding behind that wall won’t help with the grenades,” Johnson shouted. “They blow shrapnel backward.”

“We need Cassy,” I said.

“She’s still in the second van helping unload the ammunition,” Taylor said.

As if in response to Taylor’s words, a grenade hit the front of the second van. The van’s engine compartment burst into flames.

“Cassy!” Taylor shouted.

Johnson grabbed a fire extinguisher from the front of his van. Then a second grenade hit the other van, knocking it over onto its side and blocking the sliding door exit with Cassy inside.

“Cassy!” Jax shouted. He ran to the van’s back doors and tried to open them but couldn’t. “They’re locked! Where are the keys?”

“They’re in the ignition!” Cibor shouted back.

The front of the van was now fully engulfed in flames, which were spreading back. Jax ran to the middle of the van and, using the butt of his rifle, broke out the window. He was about to climb up when McKenna ran up next to him. “Help me up!” she shouted.

“It’s going to blow.”

“Just do it!”

He lifted McKenna up onto the burning vehicle, and she let herself down through the side window. Just seconds after she was inside, the flames reached the gas tank, and there was a massive explosion. Flames blew out all the windows.

“No!” Taylor screamed.

“McKenna!” Ostin shouted, running to the burning vehicle.

Johnson shoved the fire extinguisher into the van’s window. The extinguisher’s clouds of phosphate blew out of the van’s openings.

In spite of the bullets flying around us, we were all fixated on the smoking wreck, wondering if we’d just lost two of our friends. Then Cassy’s head—slumped forward and white with the extinguisher’s powder—rose up through the window.

“Someone help me!” McKenna shouted from inside the van. She was pushing Cassy up through the window. Jax shouted, “Michael, cover us.”

I ran to the other side of the van and pulsed, making the bullets bounce off me while Jax climbed on top of the smoking vehicle. He pulled Cassy out the broken window and handed her down to Johnson. Johnson laid Cassy on the ground as Jax pulled McKenna from the wreckage, then jumped down himself, bullets ricocheting off me and the metal around them.

I ran back around the van to find McKenna and the others gathered around Cassy’s body. Smoke rose from her clothing, and her face and hair were singed and smudged with ash.

Jax grabbed her wrist to check her pulse. “She’s alive.”

“The blast knocked us pretty hard,” McKenna said. “It knocked her out.”

Jax looked up at her. “Why weren’t you burned up in the fire?”

“I am the fire,” McKenna said.

Cassy began to groan. Her eyelids fluttered and opened. “McKenna?”

“I’m here,” McKenna said.

“I’m here too,” Jax said.

“Let’s get her inside,” I said. “If we can.”

The whistling of bullets around us had only increased. It felt like we were in a hailstorm. Except it wasn’t ice flying around us; it was lead.

The Chasqui had taken position at the perimeter of the yard. They kept trying to come over the fence but were either picked off by Cibor, Jaime, and Johnson or knocked back by Zeus.

After another vault of grenades, heavy machine gun fire peppered the yard, splintering and ripping apart just about everything in its way. A wood power pole suddenly fell, tearing its wires from the house. One of the live wires danced on the ground, spraying the yard with orange-gold sparks. The lights of the compound went dark.

The firing abruptly stopped. A heavily accented voice boomed from a PA system like the voice of God.

“Electroclan, you have lost. Give us the girl Taylor, and we will let you live. If you refuse, we will kill all of you and take Taylor. Your survival is your decision. You have one minute to decide.”

“Not happening,” I shouted back.

Taylor looked over at me, her face strained with fear.

Johnson said to Jax, “Get Cassy into the house with Jacinta; then get back out here. They’re tearing us apart.”

“Yes, sir,” Jax said.

“I’ll cover you,” I said. “Let’s go.”

Jax took Cassy in his arms and ran toward the house with Taylor, McKenna, and me following after, as the battle raged on behind us. I wondered just how much longer we could hold them off.






[image: ]


5 Losing a Friend


“What’s their obsession with me?” Taylor asked as we reached the house.

“They want a prophetess.”

“I’m not a prophetess. I have nightmares.”

“Nightmares that come true,” I said.

The house’s power was out, leaving the room dim and lit only by the ambient light coming in through the mosquito-netted windows. It was still light enough to see the pain on Jacinta’s face as she looked up at us. She was sitting alone on a chair outside the home’s only bedroom. Her hands and blouse were covered with blood, and her face was streaked with tears.

“We lost him,” she said.

Jax blinked. “Bentrude?”

She nodded, wiping her tears with her forearm. McKenna walked over and put her arms around Jacinta. They both cried. After a moment, Jacinta said, “I’m sorry, we don’t have time for this right now. What’s happened to Cassy?”

“The van exploded,” Jax said. “She was knocked unconscious. She has burns.”

“Lay her down, here,” Jacinta said.

Jax laid Cassy down on a blanket that Jacinta had spread out across the floor. Jacinta examined her.

“She needs some aloe salve and bandages. Watch her, please.”

She left the room and returned a moment later with a small first aid kit. McKenna said, “I can help.”

“I’ll clean her burns. You wrap them in gauze.”

While they were working on Cassy, Taylor said to me, “They’ve killed three of us and taken two more. Now Cassy’s hurt. They just wanted me. I could have stopped all this.”

“What do you want me to do?” I asked. “Surrender you to them?”

“Do the math, Michael,” Taylor said. “I’m not worth five people. Or more. They’re not going to stop until they have me.”

“They’re not going to get you,” I said. “This is no time to be a martyr.”

“This is exactly the time to be a martyr.”

“What are you saying?”

Taylor didn’t answer. We just looked into each other’s eyes. I was afraid of what she was thinking. “We’ll talk later,” I said. “Don’t do anything stupid.”

“I won’t. I promise.”

Jaime ran into the room. “Michael, Jax. We need you now.”

“What about the prisoners in the cage?” I asked. “If the Chasqui free them, they’ll double their forces.”

“I’ll cover them,” Jaime said.

“I’ll help,” Taylor said.

“I will too,” I said.

“No,” Jaime said. “Johnson said he needs you and Jax up front. We’re barely holding them out.”

“He’s right,” Jax said. “You’re of more use up front. We’ve got this.”

“We’ll help,” Ostin said.

I said to Jaime, “Keep her safe.”

“I will. I promise.”

I looked at Taylor. “I’ll be back.”

She looked at me with a peculiar expression, clasping my cheeks with her hands and looking directly into my eyes. “I love you. Remember that. More than anything.” She kissed me, then said, “Hurry. Before it’s too late.”

My heart ached as I left her and ran back to the battle.
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6 We’re All Dead Men


By the time I got back out to the front gate, the assault had intensified. Zeus was firing from both hands, knocking back men who were charging the yard, while Jax and Johnson were firing nonstop toward the gate, trying to keep the advancing soldiers from entering.

Ian waved me over to the wall that he, Cristiano, and Johnson were pinned behind. Cibor, Quentin, Tessa, and Nichelle were across from us, firing from behind the smoldering wreckage of the second van. I ran over to Johnson and Ian, bullets bouncing off the bubble I’d created.

“Wish we all could do that,” Ian said. “We could use the lightning god about now.”

“I could too,” I said.

Cristiano looked pale. “If they catch me, I’m a dead man.”

“We all are,” Johnson said. He turned to me. “There’s too many of them. We need Cassy back in action.”

Suddenly Ian grabbed his eyes. “I can’t see….”

Across from us Quentin shouted, “RESATs!”

I felt the familiar twinge of pain, as piercing to the nerves as a dental drill. Except for Nichelle and me, the rest of the electrics fell to the ground. The RESAT had never worked on Nichelle, since she basically was a RESAT herself, and after being struck by lightning in Hades, I had grown past its power, though it still weakened me.

“We’re screwed,” Zeus said, grimacing with pain.

I looked around the yard at the advancing soldiers. “Not yet.”
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PART FOUR
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7 A Logical Decision


“Do you still have the keys to the cage?” Taylor asked Jaime.

“Yes.”

“Give them to me.”

He looked at her quizzically. “Why?”

“In case I need to get closer to reboot them.”

Jaime wasn’t sure about her reasoning but gave them to her anyway. Then he, McKenna, Ostin, and Taylor crawled along the low concrete wall that ran opposite the path that fronted the puma and jaguar cages, where the Chasqui prisoners were being held.

“Do you feel that?” McKenna asked.

“RESATs,” Taylor said.

They were far enough away to not be crippled by it but close enough to feel its sting.

“If they bring them closer, we’re through,” McKenna said.

Taylor said nothing.

The prisoners were riled up, and there was a lot of shouting going on in the cage. The Chasqui soldiers had blown a small hole in the concrete wall behind the cage and were now occupying the space between the outer fence and the cage’s metal bars. They had thrown smoke grenades inside the cage to conceal their actions.

Bullets began hitting around Taylor and the others, pinging off the concrete they crouched behind and filling the air with dust and rock.

“They’ve armed them,” Ostin said.

“What do we do?” McKenna asked.

“We stay down,” Jaime said. He asked Taylor, “Can you reboot them?”

“I don’t know. They’re pretty far.” Taylor turned back toward the wall. “I need to see them to reboot them.”

“If you stand up, they’ll shoot you,” McKenna said.

“Everyone, stay down,” Jaime shouted. “Just stay down.” He lifted his gun above the wall and began firing toward the back of the cage.

There was another loud explosion. When the smoke cleared, there was a two-meter hole in the cage, the bars blown forward and curled.

The prisoners scrambled to escape. Jaime lifted his rifle again to shoot, but the concrete wall his group was hiding behind was immediately riddled with intense machine gun fire, showering them with pieces and dust of concrete. Jaime ducked back down, his arm covering his eyes. Blood ran down his temple to his jaw.

“Were you shot?” McKenna asked.

“I was just hit by concrete,” he said. “I can’t see.”

“They’ve just doubled their forces,” Ostin said.

“We can’t let them get around us,” Jaime said, his hands over his eyes, “or they’ll flank us.”

“How do we stop them?” McKenna asked. “There’s way too many of them.”

“There’s more of them up front,” Ostin said.

Taylor could see the fear on McKenna’s and Ostin’s faces, while Jaime was trying to clear the concrete dust and blood from his face. There was no way they could repel an attack of that magnitude.

A few feet behind her was a branch. She grabbed it, pulled off the bandanna she had around her neck, and waved it above the wall. To her relief, no one shot at it.

Ostin looked over at her. “What are you doing?”

“I’m giving them what they want.” Taylor took a deep breath, then shouted, “Don’t shoot! Alto. Alto.” She slowly stood up, her hands lifted above her head.

“Get down,” Jaime said. “They’ll shoot you.”

“I’m Taylor,” she shouted. “I’m Taylor. I’m the one you came for. If you shoot me, your boss will punish you.”

“Get down,” Jaime shouted again. “They don’t speak English.”

Taylor looked down. “Then you’d better talk to them, Jaime. Tell them I’m the prophetess, before one of them shoots me….”

Jaime looked at her with fear.

“Now!” she shouted. “Or we’ll all die!”

Jaime shouted out in Spanish, “Stop shooting! This is the prophetess, the one the sovereign is looking for! Stop shooting.”

The firing stopped.

“I’m coming to you,” Taylor shouted, climbing over the low wall.

“No,” Jaime said.

“Stop!” McKenna said.

“It’s too late for that,” she said. Taylor took the cage keys out of her pocket as she walked toward the cage, unlocked the lock, and then stepped inside. She tossed the keys to the ground; then, with her hands up, she walked to the back of the cage, with at least a dozen rifles pointing at her.

“Come and get me.”
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8 Someone’s Missing


Around the front of the zoo, the battle intensified as the rest of the Electroclan writhed on the ground, doubled over and groaning with pain. The RESAT broadcaster the Chasqui had brought was more powerful than anything I’d experienced, and even my power was weakened. Johnson and his Alpha Team looked confused. They had never seen the effect of the RESAT before. To them it was like a high-pitched whistle that a dog can hear but no one else.

Alpha Team did their best to keep the Chasqui soldiers from advancing through the gate, but it was like trying to plug a dozen holes in a boat with ten fingers. We were sinking.

Surrender wasn’t an option. Our only hope was to try to escape into the jungle. That’s when I heard the crisp crackling of arcing electricity. I looked over at the fallen power pole. The electric lines that came from it were flailing around like fish out of water. Pulsing with all I could to repel the bullets, I made a run for it. I jumped and grabbed the loose wire. It gave me an instant jolt.

I immediately felt energy burst within me. Electricity arced between my fingers, and my skin began to turn whitish blue. It wasn’t the same as being struck by lightning, nothing close to it, but it had more than offset the effect of the RESAT.

I looked around the yard at the dozens of Chasqui soldiers that had their guns pointed at me. I reached my hand out and pulsed, knocking them all back. Then, when I felt I’d absorbed enough, I started running toward the front gate and the soldiers around it. Some of them started shooting at me; then, seeing that their bullets did nothing, they turned and ran.

I grabbed the zoo’s metal fence and pulsed powerfully. About a half dozen men shouted out in agony as they dropped to the ground. Then I walked out onto the road, pulsing and throwing electric balls while they emptied their weapons at me. Their bullets made a crisp ping as they hit the electric bubble I had created around myself.

Ten yards from the gate there were two men standing behind a washing-machine-sized apparatus. I had never seen the machine before, but I could guess what it was: an oversized version of the RESAT. I threw an electric ball at it, four of them, but that did nothing other than scare off the men, who looked surprised that their machine wasn’t working against me.

Even with the electricity I held, I could feel the machine’s power grow as I got closer. I grabbed a handle on the machine and pulsed, and the lights on it went out. A small puff of smoke rose from the machine. I kicked it over. Almost immediately lightning bolts filled the air as Zeus began firing again at the few Chasqui who hadn’t fallen back.

About a quarter mile down the dirt road a helicopter dropped below the forest canopy. There was excited chatter on the radio devices left on the bodies of the dead around me. I couldn’t understand what they were saying, but from what I was seeing, it looked like a call to retreat. The firing had stopped, and the Chasqui soldiers were running to the two trucks that still remained.

Ian, Johnson, Cibor, and Jax continued firing at the fleeing soldiers as my friends made their way to my side. In the distance a helicopter rose.

When we came back together, Jax said, “We did it. We scared them off.”

I shook my head. “Something’s not right. Why did they give up so quickly?”

“Michael’s right,” Ian said. “They’re not running from us. They’re leaving because they got what they came for.”

I looked at him. “What do you mean?” Then I saw Jaime, Ostin, and McKenna walking toward us, and it struck me.

Taylor wasn’t with them.
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9 When Is a Traitor Not a Traitor?


Debris from the helicopter’s wash nearly blinded the guards as they rushed Taylor onto Amash’s waiting helicopter. There was a guard holding each of her arms, and they had handled her roughly since they’d seized her inside the cage.

“Stop pushing me,” she said, though she doubted they understood her, or cared, for that matter.

The guard sitting inside the helicopter’s door pushed her into a seat, strapped her down, then made a hand signal to the pilot, who turned to Amash.

“Listo?”

“Take us up,” Amash said without even looking at his prisoner.

The helicopter’s rotor sped up, and the craft lurched slightly forward before ascending back into the sky. Only after they had cleared the trees did Amash turn back.

“The one and only Taylor Ridley. Welcome. You recognize our mutual friend, of course.”

Jack also turned around. He was dressed in a black Chasqui uniform, just as she had dreamed. Taylor just glared at him. He reached out to touch her, but she pushed back into her seat. “Keep your hands off me.”

“Whatever,” Jack said, turning back around.

“You have no idea how long I’ve waited to meet you,” Amash said.

“You have no idea how much I don’t care,” Taylor replied.

Amash grinned. “Insolent. I like that.” He nodded to the guard sitting across from her. “Put it on her.”

The soldier held out a RESAT vest. “Put this on,” he said in heavily accented English.

“I’d rather not.”

“It’s not a request,” Amash said. “You’re a powerful Glow. It’s better to be safe than dead.”

“Why would I hurt you? I surrendered to you.”

“And the reason you surrendered is still a mystery. Maybe even to yourself. Perhaps you have a death wish and plan to crash our helicopter.”

“I don’t have that ability. Or a death wish.”

“I know exactly what you can do, Taylor. And crashing this helicopter is something you could do if you put your mind to it. Definitely something you could do.” He looked at her. “We’re in a little bit of a hurry. I’ll tell you what, put the vest on, and I won’t turn it on unless you give me a reason to.”
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