CHAPTER ONE

  The New Heroes


In the near future, when there are very few heroes left in the world, and the earth is in the grip of evil.  New heroes will arise and save mankind for the future.

He always knew he was different from other kids, but he never knew why he was treated like a freak from the start of his life.  


His name was Edwin Leonardo Tracy, but he preferred to be called Lenard.  He was a handsome young man with blond hair and blue eyes.  

When Lenard was thirteen, his father John Tracy, and his mother, Gloria, divorced.  In his sixty-four years of life, John accumulated great wealth, a dead first wife, and a failed second marriage. 


As soon as the divorce was final, John moved Lenard, Jennifer, his daughter from his first marriage, and Rick his youngest son to Angel City.  

Little did they know that they were going to meat their destiny, and it would be a start of a great adventure.

It was about noon when the Tracys arrived at their new home in the Hills section of Angel City.  

“What do you think of the house kids?”  John asked as they walked in their new home.


“I think I’m going to the beach,” Jen said.


“I want to go to Dizzyland,” seven-year-old Rick shouted.


“What do you think, Lenard?”  John asked.


“I try not to, but I agree with the Amazon.”  He meant Jen, who was a nicely built six-foot-two-inch seventeen-year-old with blond hair and blue eyes also. I fact all of his family looked too much a like, as though they’re were clones in different stages of development.  “Let’s go to the beach.”

 
“All right, go have fun,” John said.  “I’ll take care of things here, and Lenard, don’t start any trouble.”


“Who, me?” Lenard had a smirk on his face.


About an hour later, Jen came out of the bathroom wearing a too small bikini top and cut-offs.  “Ready boys?”  She smelled of her Imeazy brand of perfume.


“We’ve been ready for the past forty-five minutes,” Lenard said.  He knew Jen was not going to the beach to swim.  Well at least not in water anyway.


They said good-bye to their father, who was talking on the phone.  They went to the garage, got in the hover Beemer.  Jen pressed a button, the roof disappeared, and then she put her thumb to a plate on the dashboard, to start the engine.  The car hovered out of the garage and they were on their way.


As they were hovering down the road to the beach, Jen waved and honked at every cute guy she saw.  Lenard sunk down in his seat so he wouldn’t be seen and put on his virtual reality glassed.


When they arrived at the beach, it didn’t take long for a bunch of guys flocked to Jen.  Lenard was enjoying his V. R. Program, and Rick started building a sandcastle.


The crowed around Jen dispersed when she started talking to one guy and ignored the rest.  

“My name is Zu Smith,” the guy said.


“Hi,” was all Jen could say, for she was lost in his glowing blue eyes.


“What’ s your name?”  He took her hand.


“Jennifer Rashel Tracy.  Zoo, that’s a strange name.”


“My parents were eccentric.”

They walked down the beach holding hands.


“Your name sounds like an ID tag,” Jen said.


“Good observation.  Aren’t all names ID tags?  Take your middle name, Rashel.  Why not Rachel?”


“Let’s change the subject.  I don’t wish to talk about that.”  A tear fell from her eye. 


“Rashel was your mother’s name.”


“How’d you know that?”


“It’s a gift.  I can’t read minds.  You might say it’s in the genes.”


“I better go.”  Releasing his hand, she ran too Lenard.


“Please wait!  It wasn’t meant as come-on.”


Lenard was daydreaming and looking out to sea when Jen reached him, crying.  

“What’s wrong?” he asked, putting his arms around her.  “Did that guy touch you inappropriately?” 


“Only if touching eternity is inappropriate.” 


Zu ran up to them.  “I’m sorry if you misunderstood what I said.”


“What’s this about?” Lenard asked.


“Lenard, he knew my middle name was the same as my mother’s first name,” Jen said.  “He read my mind.  He said it was a genetic ability.”


“Are you some kind of con artist?” Lenard asked.


 “I’m not a con artist,” Zu said.  “Jennifer, if you knew I was talking about genetics, why’d you run away?”


“You brought up memories that I locked up in the back of my mind, and I got frightened.”


“How can you read minds?” Lenard asked.


“I’ve been trained in Ninjutzu, so I know body language from a distance,” Zu explained.  “When I’m touching someone, I can sense thoughts, and that’s a genetic mutation.”  He looked into Jen’s blue eyes and took her hands into his.  “Now I can see that you are a person like me.  It must be fate that we have met.”


“Smooth, Man.  Real smooth,” Lenard said.


“What’s up?”  Rick asked, joining the group.


“The opposite of down,” Lenard said.  “It seems that our sister has been swept off her feet.”


“Her feet seem well planted to me,” Rick replied.


“I was speaking metaphorically, Dork.”


“Who’s this guy?”  Rick pointed at Zu.


“My name is Zu Smith,” he replied.


“Your name is Zoo,” Lenard laughed.  “Do you have brothers named Park and Aviary?”


“I think Zu is a nice name,” Jen said.  “Besides it is no worse than Edwin.”


“Edwin,” Zu chuckled.  “I thought your name was Lenard, not that it’s much of an improvement.”


“Touche!” Lenard said.  “So how did you learn Ninjutzu?” 


“I can’t tell you, but I think you’ll find out soon enough.”


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Lenard asked.


“Maybe you should ask your father.  He might know.”  His eyes glowed brightly and in an instant he was gone.


“What the hell was that?”  Lenard wondered.


“It’s sunset now,” Jen was freaking out, “It was just noon a minute ago, now the sun’s setting.”


“I’m scared,” Rick said.  “Let’s go home.”

As they got in their car, Lenard couldn’t stop talking about what just happened.  “It’s amazing,” he said.  “Missing time, that happens when people are abducted by aliens.  Your new boy friend is some kind of freak from the Twilight Zone, or Village of the Damned.”


“Shut up Lenard!  You’re scaring Rick.”  Jen was scared herself.


“He’s all right.” 

  
Rick was crying in the back seat.  

“During the time we lost, you were probably impregnated, and now you’re going to have an alien baby.”


“Well your sperm was probably harvested, and then they stuck a probe up your ass,” Jen retorted. 


“Cool.  I mean the sperm thing.  All that means is I got some good stuff in there.”  He laughed, “but if anyone needs a probe in any orifice, it’s you.”  

Rick chuckled.


“Do you want to walk home?”  Jen asked.


“No!” Lenard said.


“Then shut up!”


When they got home, their father met them in the doorway. 

 
“Dad, we need to talk,” Lenard said.


“Your right, son, but it’s to late for me now.  We have a visitor that will answer all your questions.”  He hugged his children fighting back tears.  “They’re all yours, Dorian.”


“There’s nothing to fear,” a man at the top of the stairs said.  He had pure white skin, black eyes, and black hair.  “My name is Kelson Dorian, and you’re coming with me.”


“We’re not going any where,” Lenard said.


“I’m afraid you have no choice.”  Kelson’s eyes glowed, a light flashed, Lenard, Jen and Rick blacked out.  

Kelson ran down to where the kids lay sleeping.  He waved his hand over them, and they disappeared.


“What’s to become of them?” John asked.


“Much the same as what happened to you, when we found you.  Jen and Lenard will be trained as superagents in the war against evil, and Rick will be a worker drone until he reaches puberty.”


Suddenly three gray beings seemed to come out of the wall.  They were tall, had big heads with black eyes.  One looked like a bird, another like a robot and the third an insect.  

The bird’s mask disappeared to reveal Zu Smith’s face, the insect’s mask disappeared to reveal a blond man, and the robot’s mask disappeared to reveal a beautiful redhead woman, with metallic gray eyes.


“Dem M’rb tro’ps illw’ eb inpl’sed ta’ ni undat’y,” the blond man said.  He explained the Morb were coming.  “Bor’ tro’ps ev’a des pl’se ens’rkl’y.”


“Yo’sha, Jay,” Kelson said, praising his friend on having their agents ready. 


“Jaythan and Baylara Hawkens,” John said.  “It’s been a long time.”


“Im hest eb’n go’n ot’y ling’a,” Baylara said.  “You’ve forgotten that time is an illusion.”


“E’ od’y o’t alk’t’y ot’y ebtr’yos,” Jaythan said.


“I’m not a traitor,” John said.  “I just thought the world should know what’s really going on.”


“As a result you’ve made a fortune on Sci-fi novels, and have been marked as a traitor ever since,” Kelson said.  “To bad no one believes what you wrote was real.  Well, no one credible.” 


“I also lost my beloved wife, Rashel.  Now it seems I have lost my children.”


“That’s why it was imperative that we got to them before the Morb did,” Kelson said.  “The only reasons we let them come home is so you could see them one last time.”


“So who’s this guy?” John asked about Zu.


“I’m Zu Smith.  I made first contact with your kids.”


“I don’t know who’s worse, you or the Morb.” John said.


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Jaythan asked.


“You work under the banner of truth and justice.  You make the Morb out to be the embodiment of evil, when all those ideas are just an illusion.  Two groups, so much a like, I can’t tell who works for whom.” 


The wall at the top of the stairs exploded.  

“They’re here,” Kelson said.  “Get ready, everyone.  John, you stay here.”

