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House of unexpected adventures 

And strange creatures 

Holds many secrets 

 

Some creatures are nice 

Some creatures are dangerous 

But none are from here

 

From different dimension, they are

And that dimension is RED

 

Some are escaping

Some are hiding 

And some are hunting

 

Some sinister force

Sent them on the hunt

So, you better run!

 

 

 

by Helle Gade

 

 

 

 

 

 


Prologue - The Dark House

 

 

An old house sat on the corner of the street, dirty and rundown, seemingly abandoned. A dark and miserable place, a kind of building everyone knew was there, but no one seemed to notice. However, two men had. They had noticed not only the house but its secrets, too…

 The house had a mysterious secret, a gateway to another dimensions. The men had never been through, but they had seen the creatures that came out. 

The first time the two men had sent the creature back, they found it exciting. Now, they had been doing it for so many years, it was a chore.

 Fortunately, the dimensions only aligned for two hours every night. Taking it in turns to stop anything escaping from the other dimensions made it possible for the men to juggle jobs and families around protecting the rift.

 Unfortunately, what lurked in the other dimensions really wanted to come through...

 

 




 

 

 


1 - Late Again

 

Ben was twelve and he had his superpowers. 

Oh, his cousins, and his little sisters had them too, but Ben thought he had the coolest power in the world. 

He assumed it had something to do with the fact his mum had come through a dimensional opening to another world. Hearing that story almost made up for the fact his parents were now separated and had been for five years.

 However, three weeks ago, Ben’s uncle Ed and Aunt Joaen had disappeared. Ben was worried but thought at least he was lucky his parents hadn’t been the ones to disappear. 

His parents and his aunt and uncle took it in turns to patrol the old house, making sure that everything that came through the rift, returned where it came from. A day earlier or a day later, and it his parents would have been the ones missing. 

Ben’s parents couldn’t patrol the house every night, so they had been relying on his cousins helping them out. Tonight, it was Ben’s turn to tag along and he was delighted. He would finally get to see something from the mysterious dimensions he had heard about his whole life. Having his two fifteen-year-old cousins living in his tiny flat was almost worth it. 

Ben jumped back from the fence and groaned, he was supposed to be hurrying home so he could patrol the house with his dad, but now he was late, thanks to his daydreaming. Ben was angry with himself because now, he had to run to make it home before his mum’s early dinner. 

As Ben reached the door to his block of flats, he stopped to catch his breath. He lived on the sixth floor and there was no lift. Recently, he had been reluctant to head home, but today was going to change that. 

He started up the steps, two at a time, round and round; getting to the sixth floor was no fun. 

Finally, he was there, panting once again.

He opened the front door and walked into the small hall, kicking his shoes off without bothering with the laces. On the left, the kitchen door was open and, by the smell of it, his mother was cooking inside. 

The smell wasn’t particularly appealing. Reina had been raised on slugs and slimy squidleys in her dimension and some ‘things’ that came through became their evening meal. 

Ben almost wretched at the though. He tried creeping past unnoticed but, just as he reached the end of the hall and the safety of the lounge, his mother poked her head out of the kitchen door.

“Benjamin Henry Compton, where have you been?”

Ben sighed and turned around to face her, forcing a weary smile. “Sorry, mum.”

Ben just wasn’t good at keeping time, his mother knew it, but nothing she had tried worked. Superpowers he may have, time keeping skills, not so much. 

 

 

 


2 - Ben’s Family

 

Ben stood sheepishly in the hall as his mother looked at him in that motherly way, which said everything she needed saying. Ben knew she wasn’t happy with his time keeping. He didn’t mean it, but he was easily distracted.

“Go and tell your father dinner is nearly ready,” Reina sighed, turning back to the dinner.

“Dad’s already here?” Ben frowned; things had certainly got crowded recently.

The boy walked into the living room and looked around, no one was there. They had moved into the small three-bedroom flat when his parents had split up five years ago and it was set up for Ben, his mum and his two sisters. 

The table only sat the four of them. Today, his mum was cooking for seven. 

Ben headed for his bedroom, it was the smallest room in the house, but it was his personal space. Well, until three weeks ago it was. 

Now, he had to share it with his cousin, Tom. The room was only big enough for his bed and a chest of drawers, so Tom had a mattress on the floor, wedged between the end of Ben’s bed and the wall.

“Hiya,” Tom greeted, looking up from his bed on the floor. “You’re late, aren’t you? Big night tonight?”

Tom was fifteen and really cool, it was a shame he’d rather spend time with his twin sister than with Ben.

“Why’d you let me sleep through my alarm this morning?” Ben grumbled back.

“How’d you manage to sleep through me getting dressed?” Tom replied, shrugging.

Ben changed out of his school uniform into something warm. His father was taking him out tonight and Ben didn’t want to ruin it by getting cold. 

He rooted through his drawers for his gloves, wondering if he should take them for later. Everything had been moved around to make room for Tom, and the older boy had claimed three of the five drawers in Ben’s chest of drawers.

There was a gentle knock on the door before Faye walked in. Ben wasn’t used to people walking into his room without waiting for his permission, but the girl hadn’t even noticed him.

“Oh, Ben, sorry, I didn’t know you were home!” she muttered. She looked awkward, like she didn’t want to be in his room anymore.

She was very much like her brother. Both were tall with blue eyes and light brown hair but styled very differently. They both made looking cool so easy. When Ben tried to look like them, he just looked scruffy.

“Don’t worry, I’m not staying,” he replied. The twins made Ben feel unwelcome in his own room. 

He walked out and closed the door, pressing up against it to listen. The pair were instantly chatting secretively. 

Ben sighed, he felt left out, but he had to be understanding. Three weeks ago, his aunt and uncle had disappeared, and his cousins were trying to deal with the fact they may never see their parents again. 

Ben couldn’t begin to imagine how that would feel. He’d been spending a lot of time in the lounge with his mum, since they’d been taking over his room, listening to her talking about her childhood, and he felt a lot closer to her. But he wanted to be closer to his cousins, too.

 He could hear his sisters giggling from their room. They were silly ten-year-olds. If Tom thought Ben was too young to spend time with at twelve, then no wonder Faye didn’t like spending time with his sisters in the girls’ room.

Ben knocked on his sisters’ bedroom door and paused, waiting for their permission to enter. He could hear them giggling and bouncing around before they called him in. 

He opened the door and looked around suspiciously, trying to see what they had been doing. Their beds were placed against opposite walls with their chest of drawers between them. 

Faye’s mattress was on the floor in the middle of the room, the only bed that was made. Both girls were sitting on the same bed, but it was hard to say whose bed it was; the girls swapped regularly. 

They were identical in every way, and they made the most of it. They liked no one being able to tell them apart, so the fact Ben could, really annoyed them.

“Who am I?” one of the short, red-haired girls called, jumping up.

“Rosie,” Ben replied with a confident smile. He was proud of his ability to tell them apart and the fact he was the only one who could.

“Oh!” Amber groaned. “But we changed clothes and everything.”

“How do you do know?” Rosie groaned.

“It's about the only thing I’m good at," Ben laughed.

His parents found the identical twins very frustrating, relying on Ben to tell them which one they were talking to, but most of the time, the girls were referred to as the Freds. 

Ben knew his grandfather was called Fred, and he assumed it was something to do with him. Perhaps they bore some similarities with their grandfather, but he never met him, so he couldn’t tell.

“Dinner is ready," Ben sighed. “Did you know Dad is here?”

“Yes,” both girls replied in unison.

“Do you know where he is?”  Ben urged.

“Well, if he’s not here," Rosie started.

“and he’s not in your room," Amber added.

“and he’s not in the lounge,"

“or the kitchen…”

“He must be in Mum’s room,” Ben sighed.

“Or the bathroom,” the girls giggled.

He left his sisters’ room and stood silently for a moment. He wished he got on with his sisters better; Tom and Faye always seemed to get on so well together. He’d suggest they shared a room if it didn’t mean he had to share his with the twins. There was no way he was doing that.  

“Ahem!” Reina made a coughing sound from the hall and Ben remembered he was supposed to tell his father about dinner. He smiled guiltily at his mum and shrugged. Reina looked at her son and pointed to her bedroom door.

Ben knocked and waited for a moment. “Dad, are you in there?”

“Come in,” Geoff replied from the room.

Ben felt a little awkward with his dad in his mum’s room. He just about remembered how much they used to argue and shout at each other before they split up. 

He had been upset when his dad left but now, he was old enough to understand. Reina had to work harder to afford the small flat, but she was much happier without him. And now, they didn’t argue anymore. Ben still saw his dad regularly, as he was always spending time at uncle Ed’s house when Ben would go around to visit.

“What’s up, mate?” Geoff called. He was standing on a chair with a drill, trying to fix the curtain rail.

“Dinner’s ready” Ben announced.

“Your mother told me that ten minutes ago.” Geoff laughed. “Your time keeping is terrible, Ben, why don’t you wear the watch I bought you?!”

“It keeps stopping.” Ben showed the watch was still on his wrist, but the time fixed on half past three.

“I’ll take a look at that for you later,” Geoff offered. “But I know there is something else on your mind.”

“I’m just thinking about tonight” Ben confessed. He had thought about nothing else all day.

“I have never met anyone as scatty as you,” Geoff informed him. “I hope you will have your mind on the job tonight.”

 

 

 

 

 

 


3 - Squidley Pie

 

Ben handed his father another screw and waited awkwardly while he finished fixing his mum’s curtain. He found it difficult to make conversation with his dad; the man wasn’t big on small talk.

“Did the Freds tell you their news?” Geoff questioned.

“No.” Ben frowned suspiciously, crossing his fingers that his sisters wouldn’t be going with them.

“Your sisters are coming with us.” Geoff announced.

“Why?” Ben gasped.

“Would you leave them here alone?” Geoff shrugged.

Ben looked down and shook his head, they were only ten and pretty reckless. They would cause more trouble than Ben with his terrible timekeeping.

“Can’t Tom and Faye stay with them?” Ben had been excited about tonight being his turn, without everyone else coming along. “They’ll ruin it, like they do with everything.”

“They have to come, or there will be no one to guard the dimension while I’m showing you around. They will be there but it’s your night to shine.” Geoff held his hand out for one more screw, but Ben’s mind was on the evening ahead. He wanted to impress his father so he could go out more often. 

Geoff got off the chair and fetched his own screw. Once finished with the curtain, he looked at distracted Ben and laughed fondly at his son, before he headed out of the bedroom for dinner.

Back in the living room, Reina had set the table, but only Ben’s parents and sisters were sitting there, Ben and his cousins were eating on the sofa. It wasn’t ideal, but everyone hoped Uncle Ed and Aunt Joaen would return soon.

Ben looked at his dinner, which certainly looked like it had crawled out of another dimension. It was pie, mash, and some kind of stringy green vegetables, but under the crust of the pie was the black and slimy filling. 
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He ate around it, as he knew from experience that it tasted as revolting as it looked. His cousins were politely trying to hide the meat under their plates. 

The unfortunate creature which had become the pie was known as a squidley, but most of the creatures his parents told him about were just called ’things.’ Squidleys were sea creatures that Ben rarely saw outside of a pie casting. 

His parents returned everything they could through the dimension openings, but Reina insisted anything left behind had to be useful. There wasn’t really any other option of a sea creature stuck in the middle of the city. 

Ben would love to see a live one, to confirm his best guess that it was a tentacled fish. It was hard to describe; there was nothing like it in his dimension. 

He imagined it as a fish with wobbly arms and legs, something halfway towards evolving as a land animal, but then got bored and evolved back.  

Maybe tonight, he would get his chance to see a real live squidley. 

 

 

 


4 - Patrol

 

Ben was stoked. Finally, his first patrol was happening. He could hardly stop himself from shaking, as he waited in the lounge for his sisters.

“It’s not that exciting,” Tom warned him.

“Yeah,” Faye agreed. “We sit and wait for hours and if we get lucky, we bag a squidley!”

“We might get another one of those robots,” Tom shrugged hopefully.

“Robot?” Ben gasped excitedly. “What kind of robot?”

“It’s just a metal ball with arms, but Aunt Reina says she’s never seen anything like it,” Faye dismissed the thought. “Uncle Geoff thinks it might be someone from here trying to probe the house for clues.”

“We kicked its butt though,” Tom rejoiced. “Best thing we’ve done since we started patrolling!” Tom sighed and Ben could certainly see the novelty of patrolling had worn off. 

Three weeks ago, when his cousins had been taken in by his parents, they were overjoyed to be going out on patrol, even more than Ben was.

“Ready?” Reina questioned, standing in front of the three, and Ben’s excitement instantly returned. 

Geoff was going to walk behind with the Freds, so Ben had the joy of seeing the inside of the house before them. There had to be some perks to being two years older. 

As they left the flat, he made a point of walking with Tom; he really wanted to be friends with his cousin. It would make sharing his bedroom so much easier. His cousins didn’t say much as they walked down, they hated the stairs. Once outside, they became chattier.

“What powers do you have, Ben?” Faye questioned. 

Ben didn’t like the way she said ‘powers.’ He had a superpower, but it was only one.

“You know his power. He can charge batteries and power plugs," Tom answered instead. “He could never control it as a kid.”

“Yeah,” Faye nodded, “Remember when Uncle Geoff made him hold the TV plug during that power cut so we could finish watching the film?”

Ben frowned, “I was eight!”

“Yeah, funny though," Tom shrugged.

Ben stopped walking for a moment and stayed behind. His superpower was controlling electricity. He thought it was a pretty cool power, but he was getting the feeling his cousins were less than impressed. Well, he would certainly show them; his power had developed quite a bit since he was eight.

“What powers do you have?” Ben called to the older pair, desperate for them to see him as more than just a kid.

“I fly like a bumblebee and punch like you wouldn’t believe," Tom crowed.

“Don’t be cryptic, he’s only a kid," Faye laughed.

“I’m not a kid!” Ben protested.

“Then you should know what he means," Faye encouraged.

“I don’t know," Ben confessed, shrugging. “But it’s got to be something cooler than just flying if you think my power is lame.”

It wasn’t that cryptic really, Tom had all but told him, but Ben was slightly envious if Tom could fly and had a super strong punch.

Tom didn’t like his powers being called lame, but he turned his head to look at his uncle as the others caught up with them, and he lightened up, laughing kindly until everyone joined in.

Ben stopped at the house as the group arrived; it looked even more mysterious in the dark. It towered above them against a garden of overgrown and tangled bushes. 

The house was abandoned, with torn and dirty curtains at the windows. No one would want to buy it, even if the mysterious owners put it up for sale. 

“We don’t have to do this all the time, do we?” Rosie groaned.

“You haven’t even done it yet,” Geoff laughed.

“Wanna see our powers?” Amber asked as the twins crowded around Tom.

“Okay, what can you do?” Tom replied, trying to pull his arms free from their grips.

The twins pointed their hands at the overgrown path and instantly, the weeds retreated into the ground.

“Cool,” Tom nodded.

“Great,” Ben muttered to himself, “Their power is cool but mine’s just funny.”

“No, but your power needs a TV,” Faye pointed out.

“It doesn’t!” Ben protested, quickly turning around to find his cousin standing right behind him.

“Enough bickering, please.” Reina stood ahead of the five youngsters. “When we enter, we will be in a place that is a multi-dimensional crossing. You all need to pay attention. Ben, that means you need to concentrate.”

“Yes, mum,” Ben groaned, wondering why he’d been singled out again. 

“Ready?” Reina opened the gate and everyone waited anxiously, as it creaked on its rusty old hinges. Even Ben was distracted from his protesting. He had never been inside the front garden before. 

The house itself may have looked like any other large, abandoned building, but it was trapped between worlds. 

It gave the air a cool chill and eerie feeling as the wind seemed to circle around the garden, and the plants didn’t look like any weeds Ben had seen in the gardens nearby.

“Remember, everyone, nothing is as it seems," Geoff warned.

Ben nodded; he had daydreamed his way through enough lectures from his dad for something to have filtered in. His dad always said Ben learnt by osmosis; if enough information was thrown at the boy, some of it was bound to get through.

But what Ben remembered most was the bit about things not being as they seemed.

 

 


5 - The Beasts in the Bush 

 

Stepping through the gate felt like entering a bubble, Ben felt his ears go pop. It was like being indoors again, there was no wind and it was distinctly warmer. He wasn’t going to need his gloves after all. 

Ben walked the path towards the house, but he couldn’t shake the feeling he was being watched. 

Even without the wind, the bushes were still rustling, as small, strange creatures ran unseen through the branches.

“Tom, you and Faye get to show Ben the ropes," Geoff instructed, “Girls, you two are coming with your mother and me."

Ben smiled, pleased to be with his cousins and not his parents, waving at Rosie as she followed her parents and sister around the corner.

“Now, what do we do?” Ben questioned enthusiastically.

“Now we wait,” Tom whispered to Ben.

“For what?” Ben frowned, expecting, at least, to be hunting for Squidleys.

“We wait for something to happen," Tom replied, “But it hardly ever does.”

“Please tell me that when it does happen, it makes all the waiting worthwhile," Ben sighed, sitting down as directed.

“Not really,” Tom said, as he sat next to him.

Ben sat with his arms wrapped around his legs, thinking sulkily about his power.

“Do you really think my power is rubbish?” Ben frowned glumly.

“It's not rubbish, but there is nothing electric here," Tom replied.

“Except your watch and phone,” Ben corrected, able to feel the tiny batteries at work.

“Okay, well, if I get a low battery, I’ll let you know!”

Ben sighed and lent back against the bush. If this was all they were supposed to be doing, it would be a long night. Maybe he would be better off staying at home the next time. At least, he could watch television, even if he had to power it himself.

It grew darker and colder. Ben was bored, as nothing was happening, so he fidgeted uncomfortably. Tom was bored, too, he could tell.

“Is this all you do?” Ben grumbled.

“No," Tom sighed heavily. “Usually, I’m running all over the place trying to catch squidleys and fuzzleplogs all night.”

“So where are they?” Ben questioned.

“I was hoping something big was scaring them all away,” Tom muttered, disappointed with his evening.

“Should we check?” Ben encouraged. “Maybe only its head fits through.”

“It would have to be pretty big,” Tom laughed. “Stay here, I’m going to talk to Faye.”

Ben watched as Tom shuffled away quietly, although Ben thought the creeping was so his parents wouldn’t see him. He didn’t think the reason was something big and scary hiding around the corner.

 After an hour, everyone was getting bored. Nothing had come through the rift, and it was looking like nothing would. 

Ben leant back against the bush again. It wasn’t the most comfortable backrest, but at least it was something. A branch crackled behind him, and he froze, almost tingling with hope. 

Then he heard leaves crunching. Something was definitely behind him. He slowly turned and crouched down low so he could see into the bush with his head torch.

“What is it?” Tom frowned, peering in.

The creature froze as the light fell on it and the pair staired at each other for a moment. 
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It was a small furry thing, about the size of a cat but more pig like in shape, with a head of a rat. It was actually quite ugly, but it matched his parents’ descriptions of a fuzzleplog.

“Hey there," Ben called softly “Don’t be frightened, we can get you back home safely.”

He reached his hand slowly towards it, hoping the creature would make it easy on him. The fuzzleplog stepped forward and Ben froze. He was hoping the animal would sniff his hand; he had often been told to hold out his hand to a dog to make friends.

“Hey.” Ben lunged at the creature, as it darted away from him.

“Don’t worry,” Tom smiled, placing his hand on Ben’s shoulder as he radioed for Geoff and Reina.

“Can’t you catch a little fuzzleplog?” Ben questioned dismally. “Is this all you do? You tell mum and dad if you see something small and let them do everything?”

Tom sighed and looked down, shrugging his shoulders.

“Great,” Ben grumbled, completely disillusioned about patrolling the dimensional rift.

 

 





 

 


6 - Fuzzleplog Herd

 

Ben waited for his parents. He had no choice, as it seemed that Tom and Faye weren’t going to do anything. He sat back down and crossed his arms. He was going to make it clear he wasn’t happy. It was only a little creature. Ben had always assumed fuzzleplogs were larger.

Tom suddenly turned around. He heard something behind him. It was another fuzzleplog. Ben had to check his creature was still there, and it was, just sitting in the back of the bush, barely out of reach. 

He frowned at Tom, when he heard rustling from another bush. Faye peered in and looked at another little fuzzleplog looking back.

“You’d best tell Aunt Reina," Faye informed her brother. “There’s another one.”

There were two more of the little things hiding in the bushes.

“Okay, let’s try grabbing a few,” Tom decided, trying to take charge of the situation. After all, they were only little things, they didn’t look very aggressive.

Ben was more than happy with the decision. He reached under the bush towards the fuzzleplog. He moved slowly and gently, trying not to scare it. 

Fuzzleplog didn’t seem to care about scaring him. The small creature launched itself towards him, squealing and growling. 

Ben lifted his hands to his head and rolled aside. Tom wasn’t having much more luck; the fuzzleplog he was after was just as vicious. Faye phased through her creature as it lunged for her.

“Okay, I didn’t think they’d be this nasty,” Ben insisted, backing out of the bush. Tom backed up to Ben as five snarling little fuzzleplogs came towards them. 

One lunged at them and Tom punched it hard, knocking it back to the ground. Faye disappeared and hurried off to speed up Ben’s parents. The five creatures ran at the boys, snapping at their feet and making the boys jump and dodge. 

Ben built up a charge in his hands and aimed it at one of the fuzzleplogs. The bolt of energy fizzed through the air and burnt the ground by the creature’s feet. It, and the rest of the creatures backed away into the bushes.

“No!” Reina screamed, but it was too late. Ben turned and looked at his mum, the look on her face was that of complete horror.

“We don’t want to frighten them, Ben. We just want to return them to their dimension,” Reina sighed, utterly disappointed with him.

“They were attacking us," Ben protested.

“Don’t be silly, Ben.” Reina bent down and picked up one of the fuzzleplogs and it hung contently in her arms.

“Aunt, they really were attacking us," Tom defended his cousin.

“Just round up the rest of them,” Reina ordered, turning away as she spoke.

“Mum," Ben called. “I’m sorry. They scared me. I just wanted them to stop chasing us.”

Reina just walked away from her son, leaving him open mouthed in surprise.

“Come on, let’s just find these freaky little things,” Faye comforted, placing her hand on his shoulder.

Ben bent down and peered under a bush. He was right, there was a fuzzleplog hiding under it.

“Hello,” he called softly, reaching nervously towards the creature. He was wary, they had attacked them before, but his mum had picked one up easily.
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The fuzzleplog shuffled forward and sniffed his hand. Ben smiled and slowly moved his hand down its body, hoping to scoop it up and lift it from the bush. But it suddenly turned and lunged at his hand, digging in with its sharp little teeth.

As the animal closed its jaws around Ben’s hand he instantly pulled back, screaming. He jumped up, holding his wrist. The fuzzleplog still had its teeth clamped into his hand.

For a moment, Ben remembered his mum telling him how gentle fuzzleplogs were. No one had ever mentioned the fuzzleplogs’ teeth. 

“What’s wrong?” Tom called, racing over.

“Get it off me!” Ben yelled.

His dad ran over to him quickly, but he hadn’t come to comfort Ben. Geoff threw his hand over Ben’s mouth to silence his cries.

“Shh,” Geoff warned, pulling Ben back into his body with an arm around his waist. “There’s something else here.”

Tom and Faye grabbed the fuzzleplog and tried pulling it off. Tom held the wriggling creature, while Faye tried prising its jaws open. It wasn’t going to let go without a fight, kicking out at his cousins as they tried to free Ben’s bleeding hand.

“Stand back,” Reina commanded, as Faye stepped aside, and Reina stooped next to her whimpering son. She smiled sweetly at him and then pinched the animal’s nose.

“Poor little thing,” Reina sympathised, keeping her eyes fixed on Ben, although he was sure she wasn’t talking about him. 

Ben looked at his mother’s hand covering the fuzzleplog nose, so it couldn’t breathe. Its eyes were wide and bulging now and it looked quite frightened.

Reina wasn’t trying to hurt the animal, just encouraging it to mouth breath and release Ben’s hand. But Ben could see the poor thing beginning to panic, and came up with a better way to help 

He fed a small electrical charge into his hand and then released it in a short burst into the fuzzleplog body. It instantly released its grip on Ben’s hand and fell unconscious to the ground, as both Reina and Tom jumped away squealing. 

Ben hadn’t thought about the charge passing through into them. As the pair rubbed their singed hands, Faye grabbed hold of Ben’s wound and held it tightly.

“Faye, sort him out please,” Reina snapped, quickly walking away.

Ben’s hand was throbbing painfully, but not enough to make him scream anymore. Geoff let his son go and followed his ex-wife.

“Dude, did you kill it?” Tom gasped, trying to shake the tingling feeling out of his hands. “And you zapped me!”

“And your mum,” Faye added, glancing over at her aunt.

“Mum was hurting it," Ben protested “I didn’t like the idea of that poor thing being hurt. I was just trying to help it. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I’m sorry.”

“She wasn’t going to hurt it, Ben,” Faye announced abruptly, opening a dressing from her purse with one hand and her teeth. “It would have let go, so it could breathe through its mouth,” Faye sighed, wrapping the dressing around his palm.

“Well, I didn’t know that, did I?” Ben shrugged. “Fuzzleplog will be okay. I only used a little power. I’m sorry I hurt you, Tom.”

“It’s okay," Tom said, his hands still tingling “They don’t normally bite, something must be spooking them tonight.”

“Dad said there was something else here,” Ben agreed.

“They don’t usually tell us anything," Faye huffed. “I’d rather go back to how things were before.”

“Really?” Ben frowned.

“I miss my parents, and this whole patrolling thing is a load of crap," Tom stated. 

Ben lowered his head and nodded in understanding. He couldn’t even imagine not having his mom and dad.

“You’ll be going home now anyway," Faye informed Ben. “Go and apologise to your mum first.”

 

 


7 - Octobot

 

Ben looked over to where his parents were standing. They may have been talking in whispers, but their body language showed they were arguing. 

He checked his hand as he walked over. Faye had done a good job with the bandage, but he was worried his wound might need stitches. 

Reina and Geoff instantly stopped talking as he got closer, both turning to look at him.

“I’m really sorry I hurt you," Ben muttered sheepishly.

“No more patrolling for you tonight, Ben," Geoff smiled half-heartedly.

“I’m sorry,” he sighed.

“It's okay, Ben. All of you, go home," Geoff reassured, “Me and your mum will finish up here and then we’ll take a look at your hand.”

Ben looked at his mum and opened his mouth to apologise once again, but she just smiled sadly and turned away from him.

“Did I hurt her?” Ben bit his lip. “I didn’t mean to. I didn’t even want to hurt the fuzzle-thing.”

“It's not you, Ben," Geoff confessed. “There is something going on tonight.”

“Then why won’t she talk to me?” Ben protested, as Geoff turned him away. 

“Tom, take Ben home, please, and call me when you are safe inside.” Tom sighed and stepped away from his sister. 

Ben walked over to his cousins and picked up the fuzzleplog lying on the floor. He remembered his dad telling him that they couldn’t leave any red dimension evidence, and the little creature counted as strange. 

He knew he had blown it with his parents tonight, and he probably wouldn’t be invited on patrol until he was at least Tom’s age.

Ben watched his parents walk away until they were out of sight. His sisters and cousins waited by the gate for him. Ben knew he messed everything up with his powers. 

It was unusual for his mum to leave him like this; she would always hug him when he messed up, especially when he was bleeding. She must be really worried about her sister. 

Ben looked at the fuzzleplog and frowned. He couldn’t just leave it here. He had to take it home and nurse it better, so he could release it back into its home world. 

“Don’t get upset," Faye smiled kindly. “They drag us out here, but all we do is shout if anything comes out of the door.”

“Your folks are trying to find our parents, so we have to cover their job of waiting for things to come through the rift," Tom agreed, “and we have to cover our parent’s shifts, too.”

“It is never this quiet," Faye shook her head, “I guess your parents are really worried.”

Ben followed behind his cousins, distracted by his thoughts, when he walked into Faye’s back. He looked up to apologise but froze as he noticed why they had stopped. 

There was a grey ball floating right in front of them. It was about the size of Tom’s head, all metal and shiny.

“That’s the thing we saw the other day," Tom hissed softly, “Faye, get Uncle Geoff.”

Faye nodded and seemed to fade away until Ben could no longer see her.

“Ben?” Tom called quietly.

“Yes?” Ben replied hopefully and just as quietly.

“Stay behind me and don’t do anything,” Tom warned.

“Oh,” Ben sighed dismally.

 A small panel opened in the robotic ball and a long thin metal arm slithered out. At the end of the arm, was a two fingered claw, and it reached towards the group.

“Don’t do anything,” Tom repeated his warning, stepping across to block Ben’s view of the ball.

Ben yelled as the robotic arm swung at them, but Tom punched it away. The claw withdrew for a moment as seven more arms unwound from inside the robot.
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“What is it?” Ben frowned.

“Don’t know what it's called,” Tom shrugged, knocking away claw after claw as they came firing at him.

“What does this octobot want?” Ben questioned, getting the feeling the claws were trying to grab Tom. “You want me to have a go?”

“No need,” Tom alerted Ben’s attention to his parents running over, and added with a smile, “Octobot! I like it!”

Geoff and Reina hurried over to the children. Geoff raised his gun and started blasting at the octobot. 

The others ducked, but Ben found himself motionless, staring at the weapon his father revealed. He had a laser gun. The whole thing was white, with a short barrel and a wide opening, firing red shots like flares at the robot.
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“Ben, get down!” his father called to him.

Ben stepped backwards but he was puzzled. He could shoot energy bolts too, but everyone was treating him like a kid who can’t do anything.

“Don’t blow it up!” Reina called quickly, but Geoff had already fired the destructive shot. 

The octobot blew up into hundreds of pieces, showering tiny bits of hot metal down on them. Each robot fragment was red with rust from the blast, but it was still fascinating to Ben, so he hid a small fragment in his pocket.

“Oops, sorry,” Geoff sighed.

“It’s okay, you were protecting the kids,” Reina admitted.

“I’m sorry, too,” Ben muttered, wondering how his dad didn’t get yelled at as much as Ben was today. He was, after all, only protecting what was left of his hand. It was still hurting, too. 

His mum would say she was worrying because she loved him so much, but he hoped she still loved Geoff, too. His parents had to love each other deep down. Ben was counting on it. 

“We’ll take Ben home.” Tom pulled on the boy’s arm.

“No. We all stick together,” Reina turned and smiled at Ben, placing her hand over his. “Let’s hope those fuzzleplogs want to go home now that this thing is gone.” 

 

 

 

 


8 - Angry Mumma

 

Ben didn’t want to stay. He had waited and waited for his chance to enter the house with the dimensional rift. Now his hand hurt, he was holding am unconscious animal, and worst of all, he’d upset his mother. 

He wanted to go home. But everyone else wanted to find the small fuzzleplogs first. The dimensions were only in alignment for two hours, and if they didn’t get the fuzzleplogs back soon, they would be trapped until the rift opened again tomorrow. 

Ben had no idea what trouble they would get into if they were left to roam around for that long. 

With the octobot gone, the remaining fuzzleplogs came out of hiding and started snuffling through the leaves little like proper little pigs. 

Geoff demonstrated how to capture the animals by simply picking one up. Tom picked up another, even the twins managed to catch one each. Ben felt sorry for the small thing in his arms, but he was jealous of his family catching theirs so painlessly.

 Nothing in the red dimension was as straightforward as it seemed, Ben was leaving with more questions than he had coming here for the first time.

Geoff and Reina were keen to get the herd of fuzzleplogs back through the rift as quickly as possible and as they headed for the house, Ben realised why. 

He turned the corner and caught a glance of something in the corner of his eye. He had to look twice. It was a fuzzleplog, but it was huge. It was taller than him!

“Mum,” Ben called nervously, not daring to take his eyes off the huge thing.

“Ah, finally, the mother!” Reina smiled, reappearing beside the boy. “Let’s not hang around.”

Ben nodded and followed his mum inside. The hall was large and had been grand in its day. That was before the rift made the house uninhabitable. 

The rich red wallpaper was faded and peeling, and Ben was overwhelmed by a musty smell. The rift itself was in the doorway to the kitchen. Ben had imagined a glistening light, but the rift was just blackness. 

His eyes told him something wasn’t right in the hall, but his brain just wouldn’t tell him what it really was.

“Don’t look at it,” Reina warned, nudging the boy.

“Why?” Ben muttered. “Will it suck me through?”

“No. But you’ll get a headache.”

Ben nodded and looked at the high ceiling instead. 

One by one, his cousins and siblings dropped their baby fuzzleplogs back into the rift. Reina and Geoff kept hold of theirs, using their little squeals to lure the mother in. The rift would close in ten minutes. They had to get the family back or their evening would get much harder. 

“Ben,” Reina hissed.

Ben turned around and looked at his mum, then noticed the mother fuzzleplog. He was standing between her and the rift, and he was holding her unconscious baby.

“Get back, Ben,” Geoff ordered.

Ben froze. He didn’t know if he should drop the baby first. Faye slowly appeared beside him and pulled on his arm, urging him backwards to the wall. 

The fuzzleplog mother snorted, but Geoff started waving his arms around. His fuzzleplog baby squealed and the mother turned her attention back to her family.

The mother fuzzleplog started to charge at Geoff as he stood in front of the rift. Ben gasped in horror, but at the last possible moment, his father jumped aside and dropped the baby into the rift.

 The rift seemed to splutter and then it was gone. Ben leant against the wall and bent his knees, sliding down to the floor. He was tired and his hand hurt, he just wanted to go home.

“Kids, go home now,” Geoff suggested. 

Ben jumped up and hurried out of the house. Tom quickly hurried to his side and walked along with him. 

Ben had to forget about his bad evening and try making friends with his cousin now, while he had the chance alone.

“I am really sorry” he muttered “I didn’t mean to mess up your evening.”

“I’m sorry I was so hard on you before,” Tom replied. “Uncle Geoff said we should go hard on you to help you focus.”

“Really?” Ben frowned.

“I guess, we were putting too much pressure on you.”

“Well, if I’d been told what to expect…”

“No,” Tom interrupted. “Uncle Geoff was telling us over dinner, but you were too busy playing with your pie.”

“Okay, so I’m not good at paying attention,” Ben shrugged.

“Or time keeping,” Tom added with a giggle. 

The boys reached the flat and climbed all the way up the stairs. He was still hiding the heavy creature in his arms, and Ben found it hard to carry it all the way up to the door, so he had to stop on the fourth floor.

Tom walked on ahead and opened the door already. Ben finally arrived and went straight to his room, making sure to keep the baby fuzzleplog hidden.

Wearily, he put the little creature down and sat down beside it. Ben frowned at it, convinced the fuzzleplog blinked at him. 

He smiled, it was! It was waking up! 

 

 

 

 

 


9 - Alone Again, Naturally

 

Ben ate his fish and chips, thankful for the meals his father prepared. He knew he wasn’t going on patrol this evening; he hadn’t made a good impression on his one and only trip with his parents and he hadn’t been invited again. 

No one had mentioned the fuzzleplog in his room, leaving Ben hopeful that they had forgotten about the animal he’d brought home after accidentally zapping it. 

He’d rather stay home and play with his new pet before Tom found out and made him send it back through the rift to its waiting mum and siblings. 

Ben knew he should let it go home, but he was worried the mum hadn’t waited and the baby would be abandoned alone in a strange world. He wasn’t going to let the baby feel alone and abandoned. 

The Freds were the only ones who were unhappy about the whole thing. They had only tagged along because they couldn’t be left alone, but with Ben staying behind, they stayed at home as well. 

Ben almost wondered if he should tell the pair about his little pet.

By six o’clock, dinner was over, the twins were doing the washing up, while their parents and cousins got ready to go out.

“I’m sorry you can’t come, Ben,” Reina sighed, putting her arm around the boy’s shoulders, glancing over at Geoff. “We never planned to make it a regular thing.”

“It’s okay, Mum,” Ben smiled, but all he wanted was for her to just go so he could play with his strange little fuzzleplog. At the same time, he didn’t want to sound too keen to get rid of her, so she wouldn’t suspect anything.

“At least, you know what we do now,” Reina smiled.

“Thanks,” Ben replied. “I knew it was only a one off.”

Geoff gave a nod and Reina moved away from the boy, Geoff winking at Ben before he left. His parents didn’t blame him for what happened, he always managed to get things wrong. 

After his parents and cousins left, the twins sat down and switched on the TV, but Ben had had already decided to share his secret with them. He needed help caring for the creature in secret.

“I know you guys wanted to go on patrol again tonight,” Ben started.

“But you ruined it,” Rosie snapped.

“Not really, they weren’t going to take us tonight anyway,” Ben defended himself, “but as we’re all stuck here, did you want me to let you in on a secret?”

“A secret!” Amber gasped.

Ben smiled, he could trust the pair to keep the secret, they would do anything if it meant breaking the rules.

“Wait here,” Ben grinned, heading off to his room. He pulled the box from under his bed and looked at the sleeping animal inside.

“Come on then,” he said softly, lifting the creature into his arms. As he walked back into the living room with his pet in his arms, the girls jumped up excitedly.
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“Shh,” Ben warned, “he’s a little shy.”

The twins wanted to pet the thing and they huddled around.

“What is it called?” Amber cooed, tickling its nose.

“It doesn’t have a name yet. I thought you could help me with that.”

“How is it here?” Rosie frowned. “I thought you put it back?”

“It was defenceless. It couldn’t run with its mum. He couldn’t be alone.”

“Razzle!” Amber announced.

“Random!” Ben laughed.

“Your fuzzleplog’s name!” Rosie giggled.

“Razzle,” Ben smiled fondly at the creature, handing it to Amber to cuddle.

The girls enjoyed playing with the fuzzleplog and Ben was relieved to be forgiven for their exclusion from patrol; this was much more rewarding.

“We need to find out what it eats,” Ben sighed. He knew so little about the creature. 

His mother would know all about it, but she would ban it from the house in an instant. Ben couldn’t risk telling her. Razzle had bonded to him and he felt responsible for it.

Amber held her hands towards a pot plant and it instantly swelled up and trailed along the ground towards Razzle. Ben crossed his fingers, hoping his pet was vegetarian, but the fact it had taken a chunk out of his hand gave him doubts. 

Razzle took a bite out of the plant and chewed contently. Ben sighed with relief.

 

 


10 - Octobots Return

 

Ben walked into the kitchen to get some snacks for him and his sisters, proud of how well they were bonding. He hadn’t been asked to go out on patrol with his parents and cousins tonight. 

Instead of feeling disappointed as he usually did, he was pleased. Even looking after his sisters wasn’t so bad today. He was thrilled that the girls liked the fuzzleplog who had made an amazing recovery. 

The twins were sitting down in front of the television, waiting for Ben to bring them their snacks. Razzle, the fuzzleplog, sat between them. It was certainly friendly now, having spent most of the night curled up with Ben in his bed. The fuzzleplog undoubtedly seemed to like the twins, almost begging them for affection. 

As Ben walked back into the lounge with the bags of crisps, he was startled by a crashing sound as the glass in the living room window was smashed. Ben turned quickly, and all he saw was a round metal thing floating in the air. 

He instantly recognised it as the same thing they fought the night before. It was just spinning on the spot, but Ben knew how hard it had been to destroy it before. 

He hurried to the home phone and tried his dad’s mobile number first. The twins were hiding behind the sofa, watching the thing, and holding tightly onto Razzle. But Razzle was trying to get away from them. 

Ben was distracted by his dad’s voicemail and didn’t see Razzle nip Rosie’s arm.

“Dad, one of those octobot thingies is in the flat!” Ben yelled at the voicemail, hoping his dad would pick it up soon. 

He would have left more of a message, but the octobot fired a metal arm at him, the claw ripping through the phone cable. 

Razzle ran at Ben, thumping into his leg and burying its head.

The octobot started moving towards Ben, more arms erupted from it, giving it a total of eight, all reaching towards the boy. 

With the fuzzleplog hiding behind him, Ben fired an energy bolt at the metal thing, knocking it back briefly. 

It wasn’t stopped for long and resumed its path towards Ben. Why was it after him? 

The boy fired another bolt, but it wasn’t enough, he needed an energy supply to draw power from.

“Ben, its after Razzle!” Amber called.

“Leave it, come here,” Rosie added.

Ben didn’t want to leave his pet, and he wasn’t sure the pet wouldn’t follow him. 

The metal octobot was too close for comfort now, its metal arms could almost reach him, but all Ben could do was pause it with his energy bolts. 

A claw reached towards his head. Ben turned his head away but the claw stopped short. The boy was relieved to see it was being held back by a plant vine, controlled by his sisters. Ben ducked underneath and ran towards the twins.

The metal octobot started spinning round and round, ripping free from the vines. A vine rippled back and thumped into Ben, throwing him forward. 

Ben yelled and covered his head as he flew rapidly through the air towards the wall.

 

 

 


11 - Robotic Thingy

 

Ben didn’t remember hitting the wall or toppling to the ground, he just remembered lying on the floor in pain.

“He’s awake,” Amber said. She was holding his hands tightly, trying to use her powers of healing to mend her brother.

Ben groaned and tried to sit up. He was worried about his fuzzleplog.

The metal robot was much closer than he remembered, but it was all tangled up in vines. It started spinning again and the vines fell away from it. 

Rosie worked very hard to wrap it up again, but she couldn’t stop it. Ben stumbled to his feet, letting Amber help him up; his ribs hurt and he couldn’t stand up straight. 

He was standing by the wall-mounted television. He had only missed crashing into it by a fraction, but now it could power his energy bolts. As his fingers closed around the cable, Ben could feel the electricity surging through his fingers, and then he let the current shoot out of his other hand towards the robot. 

The robot became engulfed in Ben’s power, surging through its circuits and shutting it down. Its metal arms recoiled inside and the body dropped to the floor, turning from silver to a bright red as its body turned to rust.

“Sorry, I hit you” Rosie apologised, grabbing Ben’s arm to help him run.

“Where is Razzle?” Ben called, doing his best to run with the girls, but they didn’t know the answer.

 The stairs outside of their flat were surprisingly deserted, considering the amount of noise coming from their flat. No complaining neighbours were there to witness the robot. 

Ben started down the stairs as fast as he could, but he was struggling to catch his breath.

“Is it following us?” Amber panted.

“Why is it following us?” Rosie added.

Ben looked up the stairs, another robot was floating down the stairs from the floor above them. 

He suddenly found the strength to run a little faster. Behind him, the ball floated down gently, none of the banging and stamping that the three siblings were doing.

“Over here!” Ben called to his sister, running into the corner of the stairs. “Let’s see if this thing can see.”

He pulled the girls in close to him and they waited. If the robot was movement sensitive, it would go right past. Even if it had basic vision, there was a chance it would miss them. 

The girls sighed with relief as the robot passed them and continued down the stairs. Ben gasped, still trying to catch his breath.

“Up or down?” Amber pondered.

They didn’t have time to decide, the robot slowly came back up the stairs and stopped right in front of them. 

Ben closed his eyes for a moment; the robot was obviously able to find them with heat sensor vision. Its tentacles reached towards them, the claws at their ends snapping open and closed as they tried to grab them. 

Ben put both his hands out and made an energy field between his hands. He focused really hard and the energy field grew until it reached the walls, protecting them from the claws.

“Any ideas?” Ben urged. “I can’t do this for long.”

The two Freds didn’t know he could do it at all!

“There are no plants, and no electricity here,” Amber groaned. “Can we distract it somehow?”

“If we could just get downstairs, there’s plenty of plants down there,” Rosie replied.

“Maybe I could keep it busy so you two could get away,” Ben suggested. 

It meant sacrificing himself, but if the girls could get downstairs before the robot, they could use the plants to help him, or at least, slow it until their parents returned.

“What about you?” Rosie gasped. “We can’t leave you.”

“Just get outside where there are plants,” Ben stammered. 

The shield was getting harder to keep up now. He put every ounce of strength into the shield and pushed it towards the robot, making enough room for his sisters to get through. 

The twins started running. Ben could hear their heavy footsteps thundering down the steps. He had to keep the shield going to give then time, but each time the metal claws hit his shield, it grew weaker.

Eventually, he didn’t have enough strength to keep his shield any longer and it disappeared with a fizzle. 

Ben felt drained, kneeling on the ground. He had to put his hands on the ground to support his body. It felt heavy and he was too tired to keep his head up.

Everything was happening quickly, each time he opened his eyes, several moments had passed and the robot was much closer. As his eyes closed, he felt the metal arm touch his back as it wrapped around his middle. Everything melted into darkness for a moment. 

It felt like barely a blink of an eye, but when he looked again, he was floating in the air, his body dangling down from the tentacle wrapped around him. Ben couldn’t understand why the robot came after him. Nothing from the red dimension had come after the family before; they didn’t have that kind of intelligence. 

It slowly registered that he was moving up the stairs, not down. Was the robot going back for Razzle? Ben was very aware that his sisters wouldn’t think of looking up for him.

The robot was looking for it’s companion, but abandoned the hunt when it found he rusty ball on the floor. Ben found a little more strength as he was carried back into his flat, finding some encouragement in the familiar surroundings.

It didn’t make much difference to the robot as Ben wriggled but the boy soon regretted his efforts as more claws reached down to grab him. 

He couldn’t hold them off for long and he quickly had metal claws clamped around his wrists. If that didn’t put him off fighting, leaving his home, via the window six storeys up, certainly did. 

If the robot dropped him now, he didn’t stand a chance. The metal thing continued moving, heading in the direction of the creepy old house where the dimensions met. 

The outside air helped Ben feel better and he could at least keep his eyes open now. The robot was slowly getting lower to the ground. 

Anyone walking outside would get the shock of their lives if they saw the boy in the grip of a flying robot. Ben hoped they would call the police, as he needed all the help he could get.

He could see the house now, the darkening sky around it sent a chill down his spine. He was suddenly worried. 

What if the robot took him through the rift into the red dimension? What if he was then trapped there like his aunt and uncle? What if all he had for dinner was squidleys?

 

 

 




12 - Kidnapped

 

Ben gave up struggling against the octobot, as it carried him down the street towards the dark house. The only good thing about the situation was that his parents were already there. 

Ben’s breath caught in his throat as he went through the dimensional bubble that existed around the dark old house. 

It was the second time he went through it, but this time, he wasn’t excited, he was terrified. He was being carried by a strange robotic ball with tentacle-like arms, one of which was wrapped tightly around his middle. His mum was going to be so annoyed about this. 

Ben couldn’t help wriggling, even though, two more tentacle claws held his wrists tight to the sides. 

He was carried in through an open window on the top floor, a small dormer window into an empty, shabby room. Ben had never been inside an attic before. 

Plaster was missing from large areas of the walls and the bare floorboards needed replacing, but Ben wasn’t looking for that; he wanted to find someone who was controlling the robot. 

The musty stale air hit his lungs and made him cough. He was grateful when the robot lowered him enough for him to stand on his own feet.

Three more robots floated over to the boy, hovering in a line in front of him.
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“What are you?” Ben called. “Why have you brought me here?”

“This is not the one we seek,” the middle robot spoke in a metallic voice.

“Who did you want?” Ben frowned, unsure of he was pleased the robots could speak. “Razzle?”

That sounded daft, why would they be after a little fuzzleplog?

“The master will not want this small thing,” the rasping metal voice continued. “Return to seek his command.”

The robot on the left floated out of the room and the remaining robots left just hovered motionless. Ben frowned and tried pulling his hands together, he hoped he could use one hand to pull the other free.

“Lord Symion wishes to know who the child is?” the middle robot enquired suddenly, making Ben jump as it moved quickly towards him.

“Er, my name is Ben,” the boy muttered, looking around for Lord Symion.

“Ben.” the robot repeated, talking more to itself than Ben. “This is not the one who fought us.”

“Fought you?” Ben questioned. “That was Tom. You were after Tom?”

“Lord Symion wishes to know about your blue dimension,” the robot questioned. “Who is your master?”

“Do you mean my parents?” Ben pondered. “I don’t have a master.”

“The small person has no master,” the robot repeated. Ben frowned. It was talking to the other one, or through the other one, relaying a conversation with Ben to Lord Symion.

“I’m not telling you anything else until you tell me what you want, or let me go!” Ben demanded, fighting as hard as he could against the robot behind him. 

He lashed out with his foot at the robot, but it instantly caught his leg in its claw and held it in the air. Ben instantly regretted his action. 

The robot’s claw slipped into Ben’s jacket, pulling out the tiny rusty souvenir he had taken when his dad destroyed the first robot. It explained how the octobots knew where to find him. 

“Lord Symion, master of the red dimension, bids you greetings,” the robot introduced. “He wishes to know more about the powers you demonstrated during your acquisition.”

“Acquisition?” Ben frowned. “Do you mean when you were kidnapping me? My parents will come after you.”

“Lord Symion thanks you for your warning,” the robot replied, rising, up and away from the boy, dropping his foot back to the ground.

“Secure the small person. The one we seek will come to recover him.”

“You’re going to use me as bait?” Ben gasped. “You can’t, please!”

The robot moved back to the boy and one claw reached towards his face. As he turned away, his robot captor released an electric charge into Ben’s body through the pincers holding him. 

Ben screamed, as the charge hurt his body. His only comfort was the rapid recharge his own power was getting.

 

 


13 - Bait

 

Ben felt a jolt and he opened his eyes. For a moment, he couldn’t remember where he was or what was happening. He felt cold and stiff and his whole body tingled. 

Slowly, he remembered the robot coming into his home and taking him to the old house, while he was trying to get away. 

He wasn’t in the small shabby attic room now, though. He looked down at his feet and how far below him the floor was. His odd socks looked ridicules in the circumstances. 

Ben lifted his head and took a good look around, wriggling his stiff body. He was hanging just below the ceiling in a very large room, the dirty old appearance showed it had been quite grand in its day. 

The robot was still holding him around his middle and wrists, but two claws now held his ankles, and another held the back of his neck, making it hard to turn his head.

Ben noticed movement in the corner of the room, as his father entered through the doorway. He held his blaster gun in each hand, shooting red light into the room. It was only then that Ben noticed dozens more robots waiting all around the room.

 

 

“He’s in here!” Geoff called back into the hall. His guns worked well against the robots he hit, but they were quick and he didn’t always hit them.

 

“Don’t worry Ben, we’re coming!” his father called.
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“Dad, it’s a trap!” Ben shouted at him. He wished he knew who the trap was for.

His cousins entered the room behind their uncle and then the Freds. Ben clenched his fists as he saw his mum enter last and all he wanted was a hug. 

Reina put her hand to her mouth, looking horrified at the sight of her son held prisoner.

All Ben could do was stay still and watch, as everyone else did all the work. He knew his cousins had powers but now he had the chance to see them in action.

Tom flew up into the air, punching the robots which got in his way. From the air, he was the only one who could get to Ben, so he kept a close eye on him. 

His cousin may pack a pretty good punch, but he had to dodge the tangle of wiggling robot limbs with his nimble flying. Ben couldn’t help thinking that Tom’s powers were pretty cool, now he could see him in action. Not as cool as his own, but certainly better than the twins. 

Ben looked down, feeling a little giddy. Below him, Faye was running around. She seemed to be moving at an amazing speed. Ben was impressed with her ability; he thought it was better that his sisters’, but it wasn’t as good as his.  

A robot came right at her but she passed right through it. Ben was amazed as the robot simply switched off and dropped to the floor. 

The twins were fighting well too, controlling their vines, punching right through the octobots. The plants were a lot stronger than the ones they had been using in their flat. If only they had been able to do that when the first octobot had attacked them. 

All of a sudden, their power seemed a lot more impressive. Ben thought about how little use his power had been against the octobot as he watched his family. 

Geoff blasted his laser gun at the robots, helping keep Tom clear of their claws, as he flew over to Ben. The only family member who had no means of fighting the robots was his mother.

Tom floated right in front of Ben and then punched the robot. It instantly exploded and for a moment, Ben was happy to be saved. 

The next moment, he was dropping to the ground, wriggling free from the metal restraints. Tom dived down and caught hold of Ben’s arm.

“You okay?” Tom questioned, lowering him gently to the ground.

“Okay,” Ben stammered, hanging by his elbow. He watched the floor moving towards his odd socks and felt quite faint.

“Mum!” The boy gasped as he spotted her right in front of him.

“I know, honey,” Reina reassured, grabbing and hugging him before his feet were even properly on the floor.

 

“It’s a trap,” Ben stammered. His knees buckled and he had to sit down.

“We’ve had to fight a whole army of octobots to get anywhere near you,” Reina soothed, sitting down with the boy.

“Perhaps this is not over yet,” Geoff distracted his ex-wife. “Let’s just get Ben home safe.”

 

 


14 - Almost Saved

 

Reina drew in a deep breath and nodded, lifting Ben with her as she rose.

“Come on, I’ll carry you, Ben,” Geoff instructed, holding his arms out.

“I can walk,” Ben replied, angry with himself for being so weak. He felt pathetic, being captured, needing rescuing. He wasn’t going to let himself be carried home.

“Ben, you were unconscious for quite some time,” Reina insisted. She only used his full name when she was serious, and Ben knew she wasn’t to be argued with.

“Please, Mum,” Ben tried his luck at changing her mind anyway.

“No. You have no shoes,” Reina insisted. “Your father is carrying you and that it that.”

As disappointed as he was for missing the fight, he was glad it was over. He felt tired and stiff, and all he really wanted was to go to bed.

“So, Lord Symion is gone?”  Ben sighed happily.

“Lord Symion?” Reina gasped, her eyes opening wide. “What do you know of him?”

Ben frowned; his mother was clearly afraid of the mere mention of his name.

Ben allowed himself to be scooped up in his dad’s arms. His parents certainly wanted to leave quickly now. 

As they walked out into the hall, they came across a lone octobot in their path. Geoff lifted his blaster ready to take the shot.

“No, Dad!” Ben called, jumping from his arms. “That’s the one I was talking to. The one who told me about Lord Symion.”

“How can you tell it apart from all the others?” Geoff questioned.

Ben shrugged. It didn’t matter. What mattered was he could tell it from all the others, in the same way he could always tell his sisters apart.

“Reina?” The octobot’s metal voice grated the woman’s name into the room.

“Symion?” Reina gasped. “What do you want?”

“I want to know where you’ve been," the metal voice replied.

“Don’t talk to it," Geoff insisted “Let’s just destroy it.”

He fired his gun at it, but the shots just bounced off. Faye walked forward and phased through the octobot, she managed to pass through, but nothing happened to the robot. 

A tentacle appeared out of its body and grabbed the girl before she even realised she had failed to shut off the bot.

“You told me to leave,” Reina muttered as Faye phased straight out of the octobot’s tentacle.

“But you managed to leave the whole dimension,” the octobot scalded playfully “and you didn’t tell me there was a whole new world for me to conquer.” 

Ben frowned, some of this was beginning to make sense. So far, only creatures had come through, because none of the people in the red dimension knew about it. 

But his mother had come from the other side. She had found the gateway when hiding in a cave and she had gone through, never looking back.

“Tom,” Geoff prompted, urging the boy to fight the robot. 

Tom stepped forward and stood right in front of the octobot. He punched it hard but all it did was move it back a little. He tried to punch it again but a tentacle caught his hand and threw him aside as if he weighed nothing. 

Faye tried phasing through the bot again as Geoff started firing at it. Ben felt his mother’s arms around his waist as his little sisters joined in fighting the robot. The boy realised she was protecting him.  

Ben may have needed protection, but the way everyone had come together to save him, lifted his heart. With his family by his side, Ben's skills could only get better. 

Except maybe his time keeping. There probably wasn't any hope for that happening.

 

 

 

 


15 - Home at Last

 

It didn’t feel like a long walk to get home, especially as Ben wasn’t walking it. He clung around his dad’s neck and rested while his sisters told their tale. It was nice to hear them talk about his part in the robot fight, and how proud they sounded. That made him smile a bit. 

“So, who is Lord Symion?” Tom questioned at the first opportunity he got. 

“He rules over the land in the red dimension,” Reina confessed. “It’s where Joaen and I grew up, until we ran away. We hid in a cave, and then the dimension rift opened, and we escaped. We have never been back.”

“Until three weeks ago,” Tom added. “I bet that’s where my parents are.” 

“I don’t know, Tom, but I promise to do everything I can to find them.”

No one mentioned going into the red dimension for a daring rescue mission, but that is exactly what Ben expected. After their display of powers today, there was no way his parents wouldn’t want them all by their side for this. 

They worked together, fought hard, and won the battle, but it was not over. There was still more for them to face and Ben was excited to be part of the adventure. 

But for now, they were safe and happy and, for that, Ben was grateful.

Walking up the stairs with Ben on his back was too much for Geoff, so Ben had to walk the last three floors on his own. He didn’t mind, it gave him a chance to gush about how amazing his cousins’ powers were. 

He wasn’t sure how they all had such different abilities but given the choice, Ben would still pick his. What he had done today made him feel better about his power than ever before. 

Tapping into the TV’s power had made him feel great, and he had destroyed one octobot and protected his sisters from the second one. His watch was well and truly fried after today, a layer of black stained over the glass, making it hard to read time. 

Everything was finally looking up. He was closer to his sisters and his cousins. His parents had a plan to find Edward and Joaen which absolutely had to include him, and he felt amazing. 

Nothing could take away his good mood. 

Reina pushed the open front door of their flat further and stopped in the doorway, her breath quickening. 

And then she entered. There was mess everywhere, leaves and dirt covered all the surfaces, and Ben was just glad that he was not the cause of it. 

He was more to blame for the television, an unfortunate victim of his explosion, now lying face down on the carpet. 

Ben had nothing to do with the missing pane of glass from the window, even if he had guided the octobots there with his piece of metal. 

"It’s not too bad,” Geoff commented diplomatically. “I’ll get the window sorted first thing in the morning and we can clean up the place, can’t we, kids?” 

Everyone nodded quickly, but it was no use, Reina just stood there in a stunned silence. 

“Ben, what on earth is that doing here?” she muttered finally. Her eyes were glued on the fuzzleplog rooting through the debris on the floor as it chased a ripped packet of crisps. 

“Ah.” He couldn’t pass the blame for that one. 

“Benjamin Henry Compton, you are grounded for the rest for your life.” 

Suddenly, everyone abandoned him to the safely of their bedrooms. 

Oh well, Ben sighed. Maybe nothing had changed after all, but at least, he still had Razzle.  

[image: ]

 

 


About Sarah Howlett

 

Sarah Howlett is a prolific author of children’s fiction with numerous books published, delighting children of all ages. She started writing at a young age, filling countless notebooks with her beautiful stories. But it was her profession in developing literacy and teaching children with special educational needs that propelled her into the publishing world. She firmly believes in helping parents to help their children, so she pours her heart and soul into her words. She loves writing fantasy adventures for girls and boys of all ages with unique characters and out-of-this-world places, and her books span from pre-school education through to teen books.

Sarah lives in England with her husband and four children, and a host of animals, including their cat-goat-beaver who doesn’t know she’s really a spaniel.

 

 

Other BDP books by Sarah Howlett

 

The Western Witch and the Gauntleteers (The Western Witch Trilogy Book One)

Soul’s Awakening (Rise and Fall of Bubarus Book One)

The Pit of Wind and Whispers (Kaleidoscope House of Adventures Book Two)

 

cover.jpg





DadLaserFight.jpg





lasergunbattle.jpg





FuzzlePlogShrubs.jpg





Fuzzleplog.jpg





SquidleyPie.jpg





BenandFuzzleplog.jpg





bdp-logo.png
-
BUTTERDRAGONS

PUBLISHING





octobot.jpg





Lasergun.jpg
fffff m)-m






