
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    CHAPTER 1 
 
    Bounty Hunters 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Where is this guy?” Norman asked as one of the six drones I had following him flew higher into the sky to look around. 
 
    “I don't see him,” I replied as none of the drones picked up anything. “He must be hiding somewhere, there is a fifty-seven percent chance that he knows you are coming for him.” 
 
    “Well of course he knows,” Norman said. “You are broadcasting everything live.” 
 
    “It is how the bills are paid,” I replied. Norman Van Buren, a.k.a. Eternal, was the name of a bounty hunter. After the Super Human Vigliante Act forbade any super human or anyone in powered armor from fighting crime, it limited what could be done to fight crime. I got around this by being a bounty hunter. Bounty hunting was still legal and Eternal was wearing regular ballistic armor with a few gadgets. I had six drones following him, two were cameras for the new reality show featuring Eternal and the others were armed with various ensnaring and disabling weapons to put down a threat. Eternal really wasn't live, there was a ten second delay so I can fix things. No one knew Eternal had a silent partner and thought everything was done by Norman himself. 
 
    “I think I see something,” Norman said as a man crawled out from under a truck holding a shotgun.  
 
    Norman reacted fast after that, he threw a flashbang at his foe and dove to the ground just as I started getting the drone that had the capability to launch pepper spray in position. The shotgun wielding criminal known as Bobby Jackson didn't get a chance to use his weapon as the flashbang went off. Jackson stumbled backwards and then received a face full of pepper spray. I calculated that there was an eighty six percent chance that Jackson’s next shot was luck. He swiveled his shotgun until it was aiming right at the drone and pulled the trigger. My drone fell out of the sky as my next drone, this one armed with a taser came down. Jackson was shocked and dropped his weapon. My other drone came down, this one armed with a clamp, and took the shotgun away. Jackson groggily got to his feet just as Eternal came forward. 
 
    Jackson was not as big as Eternal but took his shot. The first two punches he threw missed but the kick that followed up landed solidly against Eternal’s ribcage. That was the only blow that landed as Jackson was still feeling the effects of the pepper spray and was felled by a left right combination and sent to the ground. Eternal cuffed him up just as Eternal’s car, a 1969 heavily modified GTO Judge drove up. I controlled the car and opened up the rear compartment. Jackson was placed inside and I shut the doors. Eternal climbed into the driver’s seat. 
 
    “Is it up already?” Norman asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I replied. “Right now a montage is playing that we made earlier about how dangerous Jackson is and how his victims could rest knowing he was caught.” 
 
    “Well there goes another one,” Norman replied. “It has been two months and this is still a bit weird.” 
 
    “You are almost as famous as the other members of your family,” I said. “We can do many stories on unpowered humans to capture. It is safe and your face is everywhere.” 
 
    “You mean my mask is everywhere,” Norman replied. “Not many people know who I am.” 
 
    “You are still famous,” I replied. “There are websites dedicated to finding out who you really are.” 
 
    “Anyone figure it out?” Norman asked. 
 
    “Almost everyone,” I replied. “I could have fanned the flames though.” 
 
    “Then why do I need this mask?” Norman asked. 
 
    “Because there is a ninety-eight percent chance that knowing who you are but not being able to prove it is boosting your fame,” I replied. “My adopted father knew how to make money. All of Eternal’s bounties are donated in your name to various charities in whatever city you work in. This is knowledge I share on your social media account, internet sleuths figured it out. Of course all of your social media accounts show you being somewhere else and only the back of a head that looks like yours is shown.” 
 
    “Johnny we need to talk,” Eternal said as he took a breath. “My family asks about you.” 
 
    “I have still been in contact with your mother,” I replied. “I talk to her at least once a week, usually through her fitness tracker.” 
 
    “TJ asked about you,” Norman said hesitantly. 
 
    “You know my feelings on Omega,” I replied. “He did attack me and knock me unconscious. Thanks to him, most of my body is no longer organic, including my brain.” 
 
    “My dad let us know that he and your mom worked together often,” Norman replied. “He misses that relationship. Many bad guys like Mr. Madness were caught thanks to them. Now many supe villains are harder to track.” 
 
    “Not our problem,” I replied. “The government ended that relationship and your father smashed what was left of it to pieces. We are enemies for all intents and purposes. He did have the courts hold me hostage at your home.” 
 
    “He wanted to give you a semblance of a normal childhood,” Norman said. “He feels awful at what happened and thought the only way he could make it up to Daniel Dollars was to make sure his kid had role models and wanted for nothing.” 
 
    “I am rich Norman,” I replied. “I have never wanted for anything.” 
 
    “He wants to offer you the opportunity to join the H.L. again,” Norman said. “They are always looking for tech guys to help them out. You could maybe make it out in the field if you are willing to work under TJ.” 
 
    “Easy pass,” I replied. “I do not want anything to do with either of them.” 
 
    “Daniel Dollars liked money but he did a lot of good in this world,” Norman said. 
 
    “And what did that get him?” I replied. “I am in this strictly for the money. I do not care if every villain everywhere escapes and wreaks havoc. That is the responsibility of the H.L., not me. Right now we are doing good in the world and are making a lot of money while doing it. Our show is the fifth most popular webshow right now and we have been going after nobodies in small towns. Imagine if we start going after real high profile people.” 
 
    “I am not in this for the money,” Norman said. “I haven't asked for one dime. I have always wanted to be a hero.” 
 
    “And you are,” I replied. “And the bank account I have set aside for you is starting to grow. Last year the top webshow made thirty-six million. I think we are on track to make at least ten million. Three million will pay for supplies, gadgets and the cost of running the show. You are looking at three and a half million to your name. We have a good thing going, no need to stop it.” 
 
    “It’s just,” Norman said and sighed. “People have been tearing the H.L. apart and my father is the face of the H.L.. Ever since Daniel Dollars pulled his support from helping people out, crime has went up and people have been blaming the H.L., especially since the cheap suits you were selling were outlawed.” 
 
    “They are not outlawed any longer,” I replied. “The suits are legal for the purposes of self defense. I think they are useless now. They all need a new operating system. I know there has been workarounds but the suit is not as user friendly as it was before.” 
 
    “My dad is going to stop me from coming out alone as Eternal,” Norman said. “He says it is too dangerous even if I am working with you.” 
 
    “We can do an entire show around finding you a partner,” I replied. “Filled with famous people in costume. Almost like the Masked Singer except with bounty hunting.” 
 
    “Why can’t you just come with me?” Norman asked. 
 
    “I am sort of in hiding right now Norman,” I replied. 
 
    “For what?” Norman said. “You are not a wanted man anymore.” 
 
    “Says you,” I replied. “There is a ninety four percent chance that I would be followed by various people and organizations as soon as I reappear. Many people have been looking for me and I am sure the H.L. is one of them.” 
 
    “So what they are following you,” Norman replied. 
 
    “I would still rather remain anonymous,” I replied. “That was the first hero name I came up with, Johnny Anonymous.” 
 
    “I will talk to my dad about it,” Norman replied. “I think he is going to say no though. He isn't going to trust some random person to protect me.” 
 
    “If the worst happens, then contingencies have already been thought out,” I replied. “There are three people I have found that I think could replace you,” I replied. “You would have to do all of the voice work. We can introduce a new drone for you to control.” 
 
    “I guess so man,” Norman replied. “Life would just be a lot easier if my best friend and my family got along. The only time people laid off my dad was when I was seen in public with you. I know you lost your dad so you don't have any reason to help out mine.” 
 
    “Not happening,” I replied. “Money is what I am about now. Victoria says hi.” 
 
    “Tell her I said hello,” Norman replied. “Raegan still hates her.” 
 
    “She has told me that she doesn't care,” I replied. “There is a greater than ninety-nine percent chance that her statement was factual. She loves you though and wants to double date.” 
 
    “When?” Norman asked. 
 
    “I don't know,” I replied. “The logistics would be hard to figure out. I don't trust your family and I don't want them knowing where I am.” 
 
    “Good bye man,” Norman said as the car pulled up in front of the police station. 
 
    Norman would turn the criminal in on the behalf of Eternal Enterprises, a company created just to receive money from catching criminals. Afterwards he would come out and find a suit waiting to fly him to the nearest airport where he would then fly in a jet back home. I would still control everything so he would never be in any real danger. I turned to look at Victoria who was busy painting her toenails.  
 
    “How is Norman?” Victoria asked. “Is he still being difficult sweetie?” 
 
    “Divine’s popularity is still taking a beating,” I replied. “I do not plan on letting up on him. Every little uptick in crime I have multiple social media accounts blaming him and the rest of the H.L..” 
 
    “Do you still have that news guy?” Victoria asked. 
 
    “I do,” I replied thinking about Lane Klair. Klair had at one time been a famous media personality that was found guilty of statutory rape. He was disgraced and fired. Klair had been in hiding for four years before he had gotten an anonymous call asking him if he wanted work. Klair had been eager to work again and did not mind that he had to be biased and follow a narrative. The first four shows were ready, I just wanted a good time to release them. Currently I had advertisements all over the place talking about the new show.” 
 
    “Well then your plan will work,” Victoria said. “So are we going to go out tonight or what?” 
 
    “The Artificer wants us to lay low,” I replied. “Besides, we have everything we need right here.” 
 
    “There are no people around here Johnny,” Victoria replied. “If you have a super hot girlfriend you are supposed to show her off. I have already backed up my hard drive in case something happens. Let’s go out!” 
 
    “Where?” I asked knowing it was a bad idea. 
 
    “Let’s grab Norman,” Victoria replied. “It won't even be noon before he crosses over us. He could meet us in Kalamazoo and we can have fun in Chicago.” 
 
    “There is a less than one percent chance that we would remain anonymous during this,” I replied. “We also do not have any clothes for Norman to wear.”  
 
    “Then he can go as Eternal,” Victoria replied. “Don't be like other boys Johnny. Don't take a beautiful girl and lock her away from the rest of the world. I want to walk in the sun.” 
 
    “Are you quoting Cindy Lauper?” I said as my calculations came back with a near hundred percent certainty. 
 
    “It is a cool song,” Victoria replied. “But it is also true, I want to show off my new outfit.” 
 
    “The leather one?” I replied. “I made a compilation of public opinion regarding teen girls and skimpy or form fitting clothing. There is a hundred percent chance that you will be ridiculed for not dressing age appropriately.” 
 
    “Considering that I am not even two,” Victoria said. “I can deal with it. And stop giving me stats Johnny, just be my hot boyfriend. I even have something for you to wear. One of those outfits that regular people would never wear but you would get a pass just by being rich.” 
 
    “I think going out without some type of face covering would be a mistake,” I replied. 
 
    “I know what we could do!” Victoria said laughing. “How about I go as Raegan and you can go as Thomas Jr.. It would really make the Eternal connection even more obvious while protecting us. I still wanna wear the outfit I have, I will just Celestial it up a little bit.” 
 
    “I don't know,” I replied as Victoria leaned over and gave me a kiss. 
 
    “Come on Johnny,” Victoria pleaded. “You can have some fun time when we come back. Fun time involving me.” 
 
    “Are handcuffs involved?” I asked. 
 
    “I am talking about monopoly perv!” Victoria said as she playfully hit my arm. “This is going to be so great.” 
 
    I got up and followed Victoria. She had bought an Omega costume as a joke and I already knew it fit me nicely. We were planning on going as Celestial and Omega for halloween this year, Victoria thought it would be funny. I put on my costume and could see that Victoria had gotten dressed as well. For me she had a Guy Fawkes mask, I would look like Thomas Van Buren Jr. in a poor attempt at hiding his face. Victoria had on a small masquerade mask, it also looked like a poor attempt by Celeste at hiding herself. Once we were finished we climbed into one of my vans, they were all black but it was a wrap. I could tear it off and make the van white in just a few moments. Once we were finished the only thing left to do was wait. A suit was on the private jet I was controlling and as the jet got closer the suit activated. 
 
    Norman was easy to convince, he didn't even wait to reach O’Hare airport and instead opened the drop hatch on the back of the jet and flew off. Dinner would be at Ditka’s, it had an outdoor seating area that the suit could wait by. Reservations were made almost as soon as I agreed to go, hacking into their computer system and changing things was not difficult. Currently, Mr. VB Eternal had a table for three reserved for noon. I made it to Ditka’s and decided to just drive the van around until it was time to leave. Almost immediately people started pulling out their phones. I was even using some of their phones to broadcast on Eternal’s webchannel of him landing and greeting us out in front. The suit opened up and Norman stepped out of it, some people started yelling and cheering as Norman gave Victoria a hug and me a high five. Before we walked into the restaurant three people had already posted their theories about who Eternal was. 
 
    “I can’t believe you finally decided to come out,” Norman said. “You were in Chicago all of this time?” 
 
    “It is a big town Nor-” Victoria said as she mocked caught herself and gave Norman a wink. “Eternal. It is a big town Eternal.” 
 
    “Two people are trying to secretly record this conversation,” I said into Norman’s earpiece. 
 
    “Good for them,” Norman said. “Since we are being secretive and all, have you thought about what I said?” 
 
    “My answer is still no,” I replied. “Not worth arguing about. You know what drives me and we have been pretty good at it. I just put up a video about your impending retirement unless you can find a partner.” 
 
    “How is it going?” Victoria asked. 
 
    “I think there is a ninety seven percent chance that some of the supes that used to work for Dollars and now work for the H.L. will apply,” I said running the calculations.  
 
    “Why would they do that?” Norman asked. 
 
    “Because of Roger Rigger,” I replied. 
 
    “Roger Rigger?” Norman asked. “Who is he?” 
 
    “Exactly,” I replied. “Based on internet search history, Roger Rigger is the least famous H.L. member. Rigger has the power to make other people like him, it may not seem useful but fighting or shooting him is hard. It would be like fighting someone you care about, like your mother. Rigger is in charge of the smaller towns in the northern half of Alaska. He is a member of the H.L. but no one has any idea who he is. Many of the people who left my father to join the H.L. has found out that the money is not close and their fame is gone. The H.L. forbids making instagram money or making money off of your image. You are paid what you are worth in the H.L. to push up your base salary. That is why someone like Divine who routinely foils terrorists makes insane amounts of money. The government has to pay him what he is worth, in the private sector he would make millions. The former members of my father’s teams would not. They need the fame of the H.L., then they can use social media to make money. If they were not in the H.L. then they would be just another beautiful person with a social media account. They want the fame you have, if one of them walked through the door right now, do you think anyone would notice if they did not sit over here?” 
 
    “Point,” Norman said. “The amount of people near my house has quadrupled. You pretending to be me has no one fooled.” 
 
    “I think it is cool,” Victoria said. “So when are you going to find a date? You cannot tell me that it is hard for you to find some girl or guy to go out with you.” 
 
    “Girl,” Norman said quickly and then narrowed his eyes. “You set me up?” 
 
    “People were curious,” I replied. 
 
    “Listen,” Norman said. “You were done wrong, I know this and many other people know this. Your computer was too risky to have out but that is changing. Enough was learned from the one in Hawaii that a similar computer has been constructed. They already know how to break through most of the firewalls of the systems used around the world. Your computer isn’t that important anymore.” 
 
    I of course had known about the computer the government had. No expense was spared in making it but I thought it was done sloppy compared to VIC. The government covered skill with brute force. Their computer, called H.A.M.M.E.R., could get into ninety five percent of the systems that VIC could get into. The computer was not as operator friendly as VIC and used a lot more power as well. The government was happy with what they had, it was a copy of technology that they did not fully understand and would be difficult to. I now knew how VIC operated and even with that knowledge I did not know how to upgrade VIC. 
 
    “Well then I am not needed,” I replied.  
 
    “My drones have been recreated,” Norman said and screwed up his face. “People have tried fighting with them and the human controllers could not match you.” 
 
    “I am human Eternal,” I replied. 
 
    “You know what I mean,” Norman said. “I know without even asking that you were boosting the microphones of the phones around us and once I started talking about something else that their phones are no longer working. The H.L. thinks it is not your power, but the speed in which you use it is important. That and you can access your super computer to help you out of things.” 
 
    “Can we talk about fun instead of this stuff?” Victoria asked.  
 
    “Not for long,” I said as the waitress came over. “Three members of the H.L. is looking at us right now.” I finished as I handed the waitress a piece of paper detailing what everyone wanted to eat. My companions stopped what they were doing and looked at me oddly. 
 
    “You ordered me chicken,” Norman said as the server walked away. 
 
    “Of course,” I replied. “It was just for our server’s sake. I texted the chef a while back to have our food fixed when we arrived. It used to read that it was from the owner but now it is from a Mr. V.B. Eternal.” 
 
    “And here she comes!” Victoria said as our server returned holding our food.  
 
    “Could that had of been done by other people, yes,” Norman said. “But look at your speed. We would need A.I. to match something like that.” 
 
    “Well don’t look at me,” Victoria said. “I have already been killed once and I like this body.” 
 
    “I don't know if they want you too Victoria,” Norman said. 
 
    “They do,” Victoria replied. “They want to know how I was made or how I am here. They want to know all about me and wish they could make their own. My files, programs and everything else they want, only reason they haven't did a snatch and grab is because we have been hiding.” 
 
    “Omega has just been contacted and confirmed he is in Arkansas,” I replied looking at Victoria. “Celestial has been confirmed to be at school as well. The security team in Vermont has just confirmed that Norman Van Buren is not on property. I cannot find anything after that but I think it is time for us to go. The cameras leading up to this place have been taken over and I no longer can see through them.” 
 
    “Can’t you use VIC?” Victoria asked. 
 
    “Yes and no,” I replied as I controlled the van we rode in to drive by. 
 
    “Sorry about lunch Eternal,” I said as I tossed down two hundred dollar bills. 
 
    “Wait,” Norman said as he reached out to grab me. “What is going on?” 
 
    “Let me go Norman,” I said as I looked down at his hand. 
 
    “Not until you tell me what is going on,” Norman said as he got up. 
 
    “Someone, probably the H.L. is coming for me,” I replied. “I now think there is a eighty seven percent chance that you knew this and are in on it since you are trying to stall us.” 
 
    “Johnny they just want to talk,” Norman said as Victoria’s forearm took him in the temple. 
 
    “Sorry!” Victoria said as she gave Norman a wave.  
 
    Norman was dazed on the ground as we walked out of the restaurant. I motioned towards the suit Eternal came in and told Victoria to take it. A crowd had gathered around it but I was controlling the suit to keep anyone from tampering with it. Victoria walked over towards it as it opened up. I saw her get inside and then climbed into my van, seconds later we were both away. Victoria was spotted almost immediately, three helicopters started following her but would soon be outclassed. I could tell the traffic cameras had picked me up, I didn't want to try and take them over because I knew the powers that be was looking for a fight with VIC. They would lose the fight but they would gain knowledge into how strong VIC was and then throw a lot more computing power behind their machine and may be able to take him on in the future. I got on the interstate as four more of my vans joined me. 
 
    In less than thirty minutes a helicopter and ten unmarked vehicles were after me. I had called 911 about a possible kidnapping of a thirteen year old girl and used one of the vehicles following me as the description of the suspect. I was fighting a losing battle, two of the helicopters that attempted to go after Victoria were now on me and I could see three people were standing in the middle of interstate 57. Two were dressed in the government’s version of battle armor and the third was a man who called himself the Lion King. The Lion King had been a part of the attack on Daniel Dollars in Hawaii and was nearly killed when he was pumped full of lead. My vans should have been stuck in traffic if I didn't see the ambush coming, all of them got off the highway and then back on heading back for Chicago. I had jumped out of the one I was in and executed a combat roll to climb to my feet and started running. Omega’s costume I left, I was now in a casual version of body armor and I had a jet pack. The charge wouldn't last long but it would be good enough for what I needed it for. The helicopters hadn't picked me up yet but I knew they would, I was pushing the pack as hard as I could and had one of my flying suits on the way. My jetpack would give out before then but would put me away from the easy reach of pursuers, I needed time for my suit to reach me. The helicopters were coming around and I could see three people jump from them. I ignored them, they would catch up to me but then what? They would have to knock me out of the sky which could kill me, they would need a good reason for it and I knew that wasn't their goal. Most flyers were pathetic fighters, they used weapons to get the job done. The first flyer to catch up to me was Altitude, I already knew there was no running away from him. He was fast like he invented the word and his speed had only been outdone by the Ruby Racer. Altitude even beat Divine in a close but highly publicized match. 
 
    “Stop this now kid before you get hurt, we only want to talk,” Altitude said. 
 
    I theorized that facing him in the air would be impossible, I didn't have anything on me to beat him in a fight. What I could do was irritate him, his earpiece started sending high pitched sounds that were loud and harsh. Altitude screamed and went to yank them out of his ear when his cellphone blew up. Altitude was stunned and didn't notice me grab him. I had him in a choke hold as we flew, Altitude was trying to fight me off him but eventually went unconscious. I tossed his body as backup arrived, Eagleman who had wings sprouting from his back and talonlike feet and Moon Girl who had pale white skin and an above average flying ability. Eagleman was hit flush by Altitude and went down with him. I knew the hero would regain his focus and save both of them, that only left Moon Girl who was not looking sure of herself as I sped towards Lake Michigan.  
 
    My suit was five minutes out, the people controlling H.A.M.M.E.R. were trying to get a lock on it to take control. My suits were slippery, I could feel them trying thousands of codes per second and my work around was to switch the entry codes to something they had already tried. Eternal’s channel had instantly went dark and the money he had made I donated to charity to help defendants find competent lawyers. My jetpack cut out just as I reached Lake Michigan, I was plummeting towards the cold water but I was at a low enough velocity and altitude that it shouldn't bother me too much. Aquifer, a superhero with the ability to turn himself into water while he was in water was waiting on me. I hit the water and had misjudged, I knew how to swim but my new body carried a lot more weight than my old one so staying buoyant was difficult. I swam away anyway, my legs were strong but Aquifer caught me quickly. In the water he could grab and hold on to me, when I tried fighting back I only hit water. I was in a waiting game. 
 
    “You decided to just stop huh?” Aquifer asked. I couldn't see exactly where he was but knew he had himself wrapped around my arms. 
 
    “There is over a ninety nine point nine nine percent chance that I cannot do anything against you in the water,” I said. 
 
    “Good so we can stop fighting,” Aquifer said. 
 
    “We will still fight,” I replied. “I doubt you like the way I fight, the battle will be ongoing until either you or I perish.” 
 
    “Whoa that is dark kid,” Aquifer said. “You are just being brought in to talk. I am not going to let anyone hurt you.” 
 
    “I think my ride is here,” I said as I lifted my arm up. 
 
    My suit grabbed me and pulled me right out of the water. I was heading away and doing so quickly, I wanted to check my position on satellite but it was already in use. I sent the Artificer my position as well as my plan. I entered my suit and shut down my connection to the internet, it was the only way I could delete VIC from my personal system. My consciousness was split in two right now, part of me was in my body and the rest was out in the web. The web part of me kicked VIC out as well and went after the satellite, I was not as powerful but I was able to wrest control of it briefly from H.A.M.M.E.R. and shut the entire thing down before I was kicked out. The computer was trying to hack me, it pushed its power into me as I tried fighting it off. During our fight I found out that it was in the Pentagon, it was five times as large as VIC and four hundred of the government’s best people were working against me. I was losing the fight, I decided to redirect their fighting to attack the computers of Apple and went about it sloppily. Apple had picked up the intruder and now had their people struggling to find out what had gotten through their security system. I couldn't stop the machine but I could deflect it into many other companies which led to me having help fighting them off. It also let many of the companies know that they were vulnerable and how I got in. I soon had thousands of companies and governments across the globe fighting on my behalf. The government soon withdrew from all of them which left my online self secure, I was planning that move if VIC ever went after me.  
 
    Fighting against the two were different now that I saw what I was up against. I thought VIC had brute force but it was nothing compared to what could be tossed at me. H.A.M.M.E.R. wasn't pretty but it got the job done. The government had figured out my plan fighting against their hacking attempts and now was almost through the system in my suit. I had to cut power to my antenna, that kicked them out but gave me less control. I was still pushing my suit hard and was heading north now. I would have to be brought down in Canadian airspace if they were going to catch me. The suit I was in was built for speed, it didn't have a way to protect itself but used its elusiveness to get away. I climbed higher and higher into the sky as I flew, Altitude couldn't take the environment way up here in the cold air. I had just about made it when I felt strong arms grab my suit. The harder I pushed it, the tougher it was for me to get away. I was minutes away from Canadian border, there could only be one person who could have beaten me. 
 
    “Good try Johnny,” Divine said. “You gave as good as I told them you would. All my bosses want is a little talk and then you could be on your way.” 
 
    “Get your hands off of me,” I said as Divine started ripping into my suit to disable the flying. 
 
    “I will pay for that personally if the government doesn't,” Divine said. “And don't be too mad at Norman, he is just worried about you. I promised him that you would be on your way in less than a day.” 
 
    I said nothing as Divine started flying me in, I went through four thousand calculations in my head and I lost every one of them when facing Divine. It was weird being in two places at once, my body didn't know what the rest of me was doing and the rest of me didn't know what my body was up to. It was like I was two different people, I opened up my body to receiving signals again and got the rest of my brain back. Hacking began almost immediately, it was easy to close my body off again and kick out the attackers. They would pay for what they were doing, I had already made life difficult for many people and once I found out who they all were their lives would be inconvenient as well.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 2 
 
    The H.L. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When Divine landed I was surrounded by powersuits, members of the H.L. and men in dark suits. I couldn't search who they were since I was a closed off system but I kept their faces in my database. There were vehicles there, seven heavily armored SUV’s painted all black. Since we were in the middle of nowhere I could guess they wanted me to ride in one. The suit I was in was bulky and I was not planning on taking it off. The others saw the problem as well and then looked to Divine for leadership. 
 
    “Can you take off the suit Johnny?” Divine asked. 
 
    “No,” I replied. “I do not trust anyone here, especially you. I want to have some armor for when our fight goes down.” 
 
    “No one is going to fight with you kid, you have my word,” Divine said. “Just a little talk and then you will be brought back to wherever you were in Chicago.” 
 
    “I have no reason to trust you,” I replied.  
 
    “You almost killed Altitude, Johnny,” Divine said.  
 
    “And Altitude did help kill my father,” I replied. “If I wanted him dead he would be. If you plan on locking me in jail then I want actual law enforcement here to do it. I want my day in court instead of whatever this is.” 
 
    “Johnny if you don't come out of the suit I am going to have to fly you to wherever we are going,” Divine said. “You always use calculations and probabilities right? How likely is it that you get away from me?” 
 
    “Zero,” I replied.  
 
    “Well then do you mind?” Divine asked.  
 
    “I know it would inconvenience you,” I replied. “And you have already destroyed my suit.” 
 
    “I told you I would fix it myself if the government will not,” Divine replied. 
 
    “Just like you replaced the hundreds of millions of dollars I am out of?” I asked. 
 
    “Our government tried to hand Dollar Corps that money back but your bank account had changed and no one knew how to get it to you,” Divine said. 
 
    He was telling the truth, the senate and the house had passed the bill to pay back Dollar Corps since no lawsuit was ever filed. Dollar Corps went after the H.L. in the media and refused to stop, the biggest talking point was that the Artificer pointed out the government stopped hundreds of millions from flowing into neighborhoods to stop crime. Money was thrown at the problem to stop crime but it was hurting the overall budget since a lot of police forces bought things they didn't need like tanks. This caused another bout of drama so eventually people thought if Dollar Corps got their money back then things would go back to normal. The Artificer had made returning the money difficult and I knew she planned on continuing to do so. 
 
    “Of course you did,” I replied. “You will forgive me for not taking the word of a murderer.” 
 
    “I will take him in Divine,” the Golden Golem said. The golem was once a paralyzed man who was the only successful brain transplant on record. He was mostly machine, big, tough and a lot stronger than I was. He was also slow moving and easily avoided. 
 
    “I made my kid a promise that nothing will happen to him,” Divine said. “Me and Johnny have had our battles but I have no plans to hurt him. I got him, it just seems that we are going to be flying instead of riding in comfort. Nice leather seats, gummy bears everywhere, even a mini drone for you to have fun with.” 
 
    “I want it to be known that I do not want to go anywhere with any of you and I am being held against my will,” I said. 
 
    “No more tricks like when we first met Johnny,” Divine said. “Nothing recording and nothing going on social media. 
 
    “That was for your sake,” I replied. “There is a hundred percent chance no matter how this ends up that I would have little to say to Norman Van Buren ever again. I do hope whatever this is, that it was worth your son losing a true friend.” 
 
    “I am not coming between you and Norman and you would have been caught eventually with or without Norman’s help,” Divine said. “This was the safest way possible, no one got hurt and property damage was minimal. Now let's go.” 
 
    It was weird not knowing what the rest of me was up to, I believed Divine when he said no recordings were being made. We landed at K.I. Sawyer Air Force Base, I was placed under heavy guard consisting of the Golden Golem, the Lion King and two powersuits to go with ten Airmen. I rejected the food they attempted to give me and used my time to come up with a plan of attack. I knew Divine was somewhere around, he was the person I was worried about. I thought I could take the Lion King, he would do some good damage but so could I and I would take it better than he could. The Golem would be an issue, he could supplement the Lion King and the fight would be difficult. I sat in the same room surrounded by people for eight hours, my captors were even complaining about the time and all of them became worried I hadn't eaten yet. Finally three men in dark suits entered the room. 
 
    “Johnny Dollars,” said the Secretary of Super Human Affairs. Nelson Wilson was well known, he had been the head of the agency for twenty years and was generally well received by the public. I knew his tough guy act was not a persona, he made valuable supes disappear until they worked for him. “You have been a hard boy to track down.” 
 
    “Whatever you want my answer is no,” I said quickly. “You routinely work with murderers so I have no reason to be a part of whatever this is.” 
 
    “You don't even know what this is boy,” Nelson said. “You do not know what I have to offer.” 
 
    “My answer is no,” I replied quickly as Divine came into the room. 
 
    “I have five hundred million dollars that belong to you that says you will reconsider,” Nelson said. 
 
    “I decline,” I replied. “I was told I was only here for a talk and we had it.” 
 
    “No we haven't,” Nelson said. “You haven’t even heard my proposal.” 
 
    “Then say it so I can reject it,” I replied. 
 
    “I am offering you a chance to work with the most powerful computer on the face of the planet,” Nelson said. “And you will make an obscene amount of money to do so. I have kept my eye on you, your work with bounty hunting can be exploited. You track down criminals faster than I have ever seen. With the computer you will have at your disposal you could track down thousands of criminals everyday. You can keep your little webshow, I watch it myself it is so entertaining. Heck, you can make shows starring anyone of my people you want to work with and I don't mind if you keep most of the proceeds since you do most of the heavy lifting anyway.” 
 
    “I refuse,” I replied. “I am already in business for myself and I see no reason to involve you or the murderers you hang out with.” 
 
    “Kid I am giving you the chance to be more effective at what you are already doing and offering you a lot of money and resources to do so,” Nelson said. 
 
    “And I decline,” I replied. “Now can I leave?” 
 
    “You can leave here alright,” Nelson said. “Maybe a week in the Sub will change your tune.” 
 
    “Sir you never said anything about the Sub,” Divine said. “You told me you were going to talk to the kid and then cut him loose.” 
 
    “You see how he is acting,” Nelson said. “He wants to play a stupid game then he will win a stupid prize. Relax Thomas, he will break.” 
 
    “My honor has already been soiled,” Divine said. “Let him go like you said.” 
 
    “I think you need to realize who is in charge of the H.L.,” Nelson said. “You don't give orders to me Thomas, you take them from me.” 
 
    “So you lied to me?” Divine asked. “And now you are playing the boss card.” 
 
    “Call it what you want to,” Nelson said. “Take this kid to the Sub.” 
 
    “Don't do this,” Divine said. “I gave Johnny my word that he would be let free.” 
 
    “Divine do what I say,” Nelson replied. “What has gotten into you? This kid isn't the first supe we have hauled in until he acts right.” 
 
    “I gave him my word,” Divine said. 
 
    “So what,” Nelson said. “Now follow your orders.” 
 
    “I quit,” Divine said. 
 
    “What do you mean you quit?” Nelson said shocked. 
 
    “You heard me,” Divine said. “Do your own dirty work.” 
 
    “You are bound by secrecy agreements,” Nelson said. 
 
    “And I will keep them,” Divine said. “But I quit and I am going to let everyone know it was because of you.” 
 
    “You are throwing a fit like a child ever since you killed that nutjob Dollars,” Nelson said. “So what he died, I hated him and you did too. He killed himself by not giving up.” 
 
    “This is the reason the kid doesn't want to work with us!” Divine said. “You know what, it is not worth it. You said you are the boss and you are, I do not work here anymore. I should have left a long time ago.” 
 
    “You come back here!” Nelson said as Divine gave him his back. “You know you are going to come begging for your job back.” 
 
    “There is a ninety eight percent chance based on body language and the way he calmly shut the door behind him that he is gone,” I said.  
 
    “King, get a couple of guys and take this kid to the Sub,” Nelson said. “I have to call the Vice President.” 
 
    “You shouldn't have lied to him,” the Lion King said in a growling voice. 
 
    “Just do your job,” Nelson said as he turned around.  
 
    Soon as the Lion King walked over I was already moving. I gave him two good blows to the stomach and then threw him into the Golden Golem. Everyone in the room was stunned but I was already moving. I was at the door and out of it quickly, I had to act and act fast. I made it outside as a bright light flashed, it was an EMP but thousands of times stronger than I had ever felt. My body dropped like a rock. When I came to I was handcuffed in a jet. I thought it was a jet, I had a bag over my head and my arms were tied with multiple plasticuffs. I could feel the movement of my surroundings like I was floating on air.  
 
    “I know you are awake,” came a low growl. “You thought you were cute in there.” 
 
    “You are a murderer and are lucky you didn't get exactly what you deserved,” I replied. 
 
    “I know it was you,” the Lion King said. “You kept emptying my bank account or messing with my phone and computer. I am protected now and I have someone watching my stuff.” 
 
    “Where am I going?” I asked. “What is the Sub?” 
 
    “A prison for bad people and people too important to let get away,” the Lion King growled. “You are supposed to be there for a week.” 
 
    “A week means nothing to me,” I replied. “My answer is unlikely to change.” 
 
    “So says you,” the Lion King growled. “We are almost there.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 3 
 
    WORLD WIDE WEB ME 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Johnny!” Norman said for the tenth time. He was screaming into his cell phone but was getting no response.  
 
    “He is not answering you Norman, give it a break,” TJ said. “Nice costume by the way, my lil bro be kicking butt out there. You ever gonna ask me to join you one night?” 
 
    “Johnny puts everything together, I am just the action,” Norman said. “He finds them and I grab them.” 
 
    “I know, I watch your show,” TJ said. 
 
    “Where is he?” Norman said. “Dad said it would only be a few hours, it has been more than that.” 
 
    “Then it is just going to take a bit longer,” TJ said. “Maybe if I go out with you a few times Johnny will lighten up bro. He is always so serious. I know he cares about his bottom line, getting me or Dad to join in once or twice would drive his ratings through the roof.” 
 
    “That would be cool but Johnny really doesn't like you,” Norman said. 
 
    “That was just business,” TJ said. “I have no beef with the guy. He doesn't really know me to hate me, he just knows Omega. Most people from the H.L. are totally different as civilians than we are in costume. Omega has no issue with him though, he has turned my little brother into Eternal. I think you are more famous than I am, your last show had a million views in like three hours and all you did was put away some no name and then eat in a restaurant. I bet by now you are at an even four million, let me check.” 
 
    “It is fun getting the attention," Norman said. “Even better donating the money I receive to charities that I know are doing the right thing.” 
 
    “So all of the money is made on the show?” TJ asked. “Makes sense.” 
 
    “Johnny takes the profits, puts whatever he can back into the show to keep it running,” Norman said. “Whatever is left over we split down the middle. He has been talking about bringing someone on but it is only Victoria.” 
 
    “So you like that thing?” TJ asked. “Raegan hates it with all of her heart and soul.” 
 
    “Victoria is not too bad,” Norman said. “You have kicked it with her. She is like any other girl, I think even better since she plays video games.” 
 
    “She is made to be funny Norman,” TJ said. “Your real sister is angry she was made.” 
 
    “She looks like mom to me,” Norman said. “And mom likes her.” 
 
    “Maybe she can tag along,” TJ said. “I wonder how much making something like that costs? Just imagine we could send those things into dangerous situations instead of real people.” 
 
    “Victoria is a real person,” Norman said. 
 
    “I am not getting into it with you over a robot,” TJ said. “I am just pointing out that if it gets destroyed that you could put it into another body so you haven't really lost anything. I know it died before and she is back better than ever. If it never had to worry about permanently dying then no harm no foul.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Norman said. “But don’t call her an it. Victoria is my friend just like Johnny. He is going to be so angry at me.” 
 
    “He will get over it,” TJ said. “Dad isn't going to let anything happen to him just like I wouldn't. We are heroes Norman, doesn't matter if it is a bad guy or not, we have a code. Johnny is going to get a chance to join the H.L. and keep doing whatever he is doing right now for even more money.” 
 
    “Then why hasn't he answered me?” Norman said. “He normally keeps an ear out for me in case I get into any trouble.” 
 
    Norman was about to speak again when his phone rang. Norman looked at the phone and it was from a restricted number. Norman hung up without answering and his phone immediately rang again. This time the number was from Vermont but Norman didn't recognize it so hung up again. Norman hated the amount of telemarketers that bugged him about staying in a hotel, medicaid or paying off student loans he didn't have. Norman was just about to sit his phone down when it rang again, this time it was a number he recognized. It was from his own number, Norman looked confused as he answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” Norman asked into the phone. 
 
    “We are done,” a voice that sounded like his said. “We are done now and forever. I wish I could say it was nice knowing you.” 
 
    “Who is this?” Norman said confused. 
 
    “Someone who used to think you were a friend Norman,” the voice said. “Not anymore. Never think you are a good friend Norman.” 
 
    “I said who is this!?!” Norman said as TJ took away the phone. 
 
    “Who is this?” TJ said as he deepened his voice a little to sound more like Omega. 
 
    “Eternal,” the voice said sounding like Norman. 
 
    “What do you mean this is Eternal?” TJ asked. 
 
    “You can tell your brother our partnership is at an end,” the voice said. “For now and forever.” 
 
    “Listen, I don't know who you think you are but you have picked the wrong person to play games with,” TJ said. 
 
    “As you say, Omega,” the voice said. 
 
    “Don't you dare hang up this phone,” Omega said as he put the phone on speaker. “Who are you to threaten my brother?” 
 
    “You do not give orders to me,” the voice said. “Your brother was not threatened. Nowhere did you hear a threat. I am done with him and want him to know it.” 
 
    “Johnny is this you?” Norman asked. “Listen man, I was in a tight spot.” 
 
    “This not Johnny,” the voice said. “Goodbye traitor.” 
 
    “Hello?” TJ said as the phone hung up. TJ immediately picked up his phone and started dialing a number. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Norman asked. 
 
    “Tracing that number,” TJ said as he put his ear to the phone. “This is Omega, trace the last call to phone number 777-9311, Vermont area code.” 
 
    “Where did it come from?” Norman asked. 
 
    “Hold on, they are dialing it now,” TJ said. “No answer, it was bounced around twenty different satellites and the number it came back from was yours.” 
 
    “It had to be him,” Norman said. 
 
    “Well just call him,” Omega said. 
 
    “I don't have his number,” Norman said. “Normally I only have to say his name like a virtual assistant.” 
 
    “Hey,” Divine said as he walked into Norman’s room in full costume.  
 
    “Dad, where is Johnny?” Norman asked. 
 
    “In the Sub,” Divine said. 
 
    “What do you mean in the sub?” TJ asked. 
 
    “Nelson Wilson deemed him a vital asset just like they did the Diablo kid with the healing abilities,” Divine said. 
 
    “What is the sub?” Norman asked. 
 
    “A prison,” Divine said. “This is an election year and the powers that be want Johnny in the worst way.” 
 
    “You lied to me,” Norman said as he looked at his father. “You looked me in my eyes and told me a lie and cost me the only friend I ever had. Johnny is not a danger, he would have been a supe villain already.” 
 
    “He was Hot Stuff even if we couldn't prove it,” TJ said. “Or he definitely knew who was by now.” 
 
    “You are a liar too,” Norman said looking at TJ. “I want both of you out of my room.” 
 
    “I didn't lie,” Divine said. “I told you exactly what I was told. Nelson got angry and demanded I take him to the Sub.” 
 
    “And you did it because you didn't care what lies you told your son,” Norman said. “You told me you were going to protect him.” 
 
    “I told you Divine would protect him,” Divine said. “When Norman turned me into a liar I quit the H.L.” 
 
    “You did what?” TJ said shocked. 
 
    “I quit,” Divine said. “Divine is dead, my name is Thomas.” 
 
    “You quit?” Norman said in surprise. 
 
    “How could I live with myself knowing that I let my little boy down?” Divine aka Thomas asked. “You put your trust in me and I put it into Secretary Nelson. I dropped by the nearest H.L. office, filled out the paperwork needed, submitted it and walked away.” 
 
    “Dad you can’t quit,” Omega said. “You are Divine!” 
 
    “And Divine stands for truth, justice and the American way,” Thomas said. “Did our boss tell me the truth? Did he act like a man with honor? I get the annoyance with Daniel Dollars, he was a loud mouth with an insane amount of money. But he did a lot of good, taking his computer was the wrong thing to do. So what he made a bunch of cheap suits, then make them illegal. This entire thing was to take his computer because he was smarter than we were. It is great that we have our own super computer but at what cost? People do not trust us anymore. Is having an H.L. member in every city really doing anything overall? We are pumping billions into our programs just to get to the level of care Dollars was providing. Billions that could go into our defense budget or helping out those less fortunate. This isn't the H.L. I signed up for, I should have left when Michelle did. At least then I would still have a clear conscience instead of what I have now.” 
 
    “You have done a lot of good for the country Dad,” Norman said. 
 
    “And I killed someone who didn't deserve it,” Thomas said. “I knew I wasn't at full speed and should have quit instead of going on that mission. That has been eating at me, gnawing at me. Stephanie and I have worked as silent partners for years, I let Nelson ruin that. Quitting is the first time I have felt free in a year.” 
 
    “What did Nelson say?” Omega asked. 
 
    “He didn't think I would go along with it until I did,” Thomas said. “He tried to talk me out of it and got angry when I told him I refuse to ever work with him again. He reminded me of all the papers I signed about secrecy. I will not bring up Johnny but I will bring up that I can no longer work with him and if he isn't fired immediately that I am out and will never come back.” 
 
    “Man Dad,” Omega said. “This has gotten real. Are you sure you want to do this?” 
 
    “TJ, I will not think ill of you if you stay,” Divine said. “You have done a lot of good already and can do more.” 
 
    “Nah,” TJ said. “I think I am out too. We already got money, I can make a lot more in the private sector. Everyone needs a big strong guy to do something, maybe I will take up movies.” 
 
    “What did mom say?” Norman asked. 
 
    “She supports me no matter what,” Divine said. “I haven't told Raegan yet. I know she really wants to be in the H.L. to show off what she can do. I am going to let her know she still can.” 
 
    “This is going to be big,” TJ said. “The spin on this is going to be crazy. We are going to be dragged through the mud for this.” 
 
    “I know,” Thomas said. “Real friends will show their loyalty and false ones will let themselves be known.” 
 
    “The talking heads of the media are going to be the worst,” TJ said. “Well I might as well go turn my stuff in. The sooner this is all done, the better.” 
 
    “Dad, I got a call from Eternal,” Norman said. 
 
    “Eternal?” Thomas said confused. 
 
    “It was my voice,” Norman said. “Whoever it was said he wasn't Johnny. Did they grab Victoria?” 
 
    “She was fast enough to get away and stay away,” Divine said. “Her escape plan must have already been ready. The jet you normally fly in was stopped and searched. The pilot screamed and yelled about money and missed time so I am sure he plans on suing the H.L. for delaying and searching him.” 
 
    “Why would they go after her?” Norman said. 
 
    “They want to know how she was made,” Divine said. 
 
    “And how were they going to do that without killing her?” Norman asked. 
 
    “You mean without killing it,” TJ said. 
 
    “So then basically it is okay to take other people's things and destroy them?” Norman asked. “But Victoria is a person, not an it.” 
 
    “I don't know,” Thomas said. “I was told to only worry about Johnny.” 
 
    “I can't believe I ever wanted to join that place,” Norman said disgusted. 
 
    “We do a lot of good there,” TJ said. 
 
    “And so did Daniel Dollars until that was made illegal,” Norman said. “You were so worried about what the rest of the world thought about you when his team became famous over in Europe.” 
 
    “I was heated,” TJ admitted. “They were too fake and polished. Real heroes do not act like that. They were a bunch of pretty girls with all the right gear and help. My biggest issue with Dollars was that a real hero could do much better work if given the same equipment. You don't even have any powers and you have been doing a better job than any of his teams despite only being a kid.” 
 
    “So how was that his problem?” Norman asked.  
 
    “We do not need to drag the dead into this,” Thomas said. “If you are leaving TJ, then get a move on. Do you need me or Norman to go with you?” 
 
    “Maybe Norman,” TJ said. “I am going to need a new job so being seen with Eternal is bound to boost my popularity. You check out this suit Dad? First time he has ever let us see him in it.” 
 
    “It is a nice suit, even if it is a remake,” Thomas said. 
 
    “I am sure Stephanie Loyola designed it,” Norman said. “But Eternal is dead without Johnny, he did most of the heavy lifting.” 
 
    “No he isn't,” Omega said. “You got your bro working with you. The guys you go after cannot do a thing to me. We can wear body cameras and other things to get this show working. It is not that hard, just look at your latest vid,” TJ said as he held up his phone. 
 
    “The screen is blank,” Thomas said. 
 
    “Hold on,” TJ said and then pressed some commands into his phone and frowned. “I can't find your page.” 
 
    “He erased it,” Norman said. “I bet all of them have been erased.” 
 
    “He shouldn't be able to do that,” TJ said. 
 
    “It was his page, he was in charge of it and the revenue,” Norman said. “Remember I and Eternal are different people.” 
 
    “Everyone already knows you are Eternal,” TJ said. “Only an idiot couldn't see right through you. To be a smart guy, Johnny really sucked at keeping secret identities.” 
 
    “It was a big joke to boost ratings,” Norman said. “Now I am locked out from it all. I bet my money is going to go away too.” 
 
    “Johnny is tough but the hammer is tougher,” TJ said. “The hammer has been fighting whoever has been destroying the programmers that used to work for Dollars.” 
 
    “And if I admit to being Eternal, I expect the lawsuits to come rolling in for any damage I have ever caused,” Norman said. “Johnny normally handled it but with him gone I doubt the Artificer is going to see me as a friend.” 
 
    “Still don't matter,” TJ said. “We can make our own channel and do our own thing without Johnny. You’ll see.” 
 
    “This sounds like rent a hero,” Norman said. 
 
    “I am a hater,” TJ said. “Doesn't mean it wasn't a good idea. Instead of patrolling the streets and stuff we can snatch up bounties. It will be fun and a lot safer, maybe we can get Raegan and her tool in on the whole thing.” 
 
    “I cannot stand Victor,” Norman said. “I don't know what she sees in the guy.” 
 
    “You mean other than being big, handsome and incredibly smart?” TJ said. “He even figured out a way to keep his suit going.” 
 
    “You like him?” Norman asked surprised. 
 
    “Of course not,” TJ said. “The guy is a prick but I can see what she sees in him. Girls sometimes like guys like that. Speaking of girls, I gotta call Rhonda and tell her I am out of the H.L.” 
 
    “Rhonda,” Thomas said and pursed his lips. 
 
    “I know Dad,” TJ said. “She is shallow, spoiled and disgusted by everyone she thinks is beneath her.” 
 
    “Then why do you stay?” Thomas asked. 
 
    “Dad I know you are not blind,” TJ said. “She is smoking hot and has an army of followers on the gram.” 
 
    “So,” Norman said. 
 
    “Did I mention she is hot?” TJ said grinning. 
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    DISEMBODIED 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I thought it would be weirder not being able to connect to my body but I was surprisingly used to it. It had happened a few times before and I had gotten the hang of it. I didn't want to be caught spying on my body so I let them have it and hoped the part of me inside of it would understand. Their computer H.A.M.M.E.R. was a worthy foe, the army they had controlling it along with its virtual self was more than I bargained for. The weapons the H.L. used on me were also effective, I hoped my body was coming up with a way to shield itself from any EMP’s. 
 
    “Johnny are you there?” Stephanie Loyola, aka the Artificer said into her phone. 
 
    “Part of me is,” I replied. “The other piece was snatched up.” 
 
    “I told you that you cannot trust them,” Stephanie said. “I got a body for you in front of me when you want it.” 
 
    “I am already here,” I said as I started moving the robot around. It was a lot different and far more crude than being in my normal body. I felt like a puppeteer trying to create magic with my skills. The robot had a sizable hard drive that I was able to leave a piece of myself in. I shut down the antenna the robot carried to avoid being hacked into. That body would keep a piece of me inside of it but I could tell it was a different connection than with my main body. I felt like the same person and another person altogether in my main body. Maybe it was better to say one of us was like a super subconscious of the other. We were the same brain but had different functions. The robot I had empowered was just different. 
 
    “Good,” the Artificer said. “Victoria is making her way here.” 
 
    “Where are we?” I asked. “I am picking up by satellite that I am in San Francisco but I know that is a lie.” 
 
    “Nauru,” Stephanie said. “Dollar Corp has built a factory here and is the island’s biggest employer. We are outside of the law for now, we would have plenty of warning if anyone came to start trouble.” 
 
    “They are better than I thought,” I said. “There is a eighty seven percent chance that we have not seen the just of their abilities.” 
 
    “Well it seems like the H.L. is going to have its own problems pretty soon,” Stephanie said. “Divine quit the team.” 
 
    “He what?” I said as I was not sure if I had heard her correctly. I played back the conversation twelve times in my memory and knew I had heard her correctly. “Why would he do that?” 
 
    “He was told a lie,” the Artificer said. “He thought you would be set free and when you were not he quit.” 
 
    “How do you know this?” I asked. 
 
    “Because I have the place wired,” Stephanie said as she pointed to a monitor on the wall. I could see a small room with my body in it surrounded by people. 
 
    “How?” I asked amazed. 
 
    “Even with no legs I was the Artificer at one time,” Stephanie said. “It has been wired for a while and I know all of the ins and outs of VIC.” 
 
    “I thought you said to avoid going head on with the new computer,” I replied. 
 
    “You should,” Stephanie said. “I am going through their computer. It is a small backdoor that you cannot risk exploiting. I cannot do much but I can listen in without being caught. Even if I am caught I can just cut power, you cannot.” 
 
    “What are they going to do with me?” I asked. 
 
    “This is old footage,” Stephanie said. “They have already taken you to a subterranean prison called the Sub.” 
 
    “And Divine quit over that?” I asked. 
 
    “He gave his children a little speech,” Stephanie said. “It was for our benefit, it seemed to be rehearsed. I do not know if this is a game or not. On the surface he has gone. Check through the hard drive in the corner for the full story, I am working on something as payback.” 
 
    “I can help you,” I said. 
 
    “I have tried cloning a body,” Stephanie said. “I know the moral aspect of it. I have not been able to get it to wake up, it was created to be brain dead.” 
 
    “What sense would that make?” I asked and then did a quick internet search regarding clones. “You want to use it to harvest organs?” 
 
    “I wanted to do a brain transplant,” Stephanie said. “I wanted to see if I could put someone in a younger body. I also wanted to see if there was anyway to give Victoria a completely human body.” 
 
    “That would be impossible,” I replied. 
 
    “I know,” Stephanie said. “I still have the body, it is a perfect copy of Victoria.” 
 
    “So what are you going to do with it?” I asked. 
 
    “I have a doctor to fake brain scans and anything else,” Stephanie replied. “Victoria is going to be injured fighting off Bobby Knuckles. She is going to go into a hospital where she would be admitted as a patient.” 
 
    “I thought you said Victoria was on her way here?” I asked. 
 
    “She is,” Stephanie said. “It is just going to be a suit with enough blood on the inside to make it believable.” 
 
    “Why would you do this?” I asked. 
 
    “Because the H.L. and other powers that be want to dissect Victoria,” Stephanie said. “The hospital the body is at is wholly owned by Dollar Corp through a shell company. The H.L. will burst in and start demanding things they will not get. This will all be videoed, they would take her away and of course the body will die. They will not have an excuse for what happened and I would of course act outraged. They would have taken a patient and cut open her head for no reason. While they are in transit with the body plenty of brain images and other things will be made available to the public. I have all two hundred people from Whittier, Alaska that will swear they knew her growing up.” 
 
    “Why would they lie?” I asked. 
 
    “Because most all live in one building owned by Dollar Corps.,” Stephaine said. “Eighty percent of them do but all of them are dependent on the free electricity and gas they receive from me. I also own a sizable but extremely well stocked store in the area. Anyone flips, I will let it be known who did. The store would close and I would close up shop with my utilities. I doubt whoever that person is would be welcomed back ever. Victoria’s documents will check out.” 
 
    “It interests me to see this side of you,” I said. “I am smart but I am not brilliant. You think of scenarios that I cannot fathom. It is a wonder I stayed hidden from you as long as I did.” 
 
    “I was looking for Krav Maga,” Stephaine said. “He made a mistake recently, he is not in Montana or in New Mexico. He pretends to be homeless and actually lives in NYC. The cardboard box he pretends to live in has a secret entrance to a small apartment.” 
 
    “What can I do to help out now?” I asked. 
 
    “I upgraded the body you are in,” Stephanie said. “Try getting up and moving it around. Maybe throw a few punches or kicks. It looks nothing like you and you are going to be my muscle when I need it. There are six of these bodies in El Paso, they are going to stop villains when I need them to.” 
 
    “We are still crime fighting?” I asked. 
 
    “I never was part of the H.L.,” Stephanie said. “Yet I still made a difference in the little fight. You and Norman Van Buren made a difference as well. I am not going to let some politician decide what my actions should be. I am and always have been a vigilante.” 
 
    “So am I going to be part of a group?” I asked. 
 
    “You are just going to be one person,” Stephanie said. “If something goes wrong then you can always switch bodies. I do not care if you are discovered. They would have no way to prove it was you and couldn't do anything really with the body you leave behind.” 
 
    “I can practice with it,” I said. “Do you have any new gear?” 
 
    “A few,” Stephanie said and gave a rare smile. “I have been studying Mr. Madness for a while. I have been studying how his powers work and I have been studying the artifact the Russians stole from us that was the original cause of supes to begin with. I think I have figured out a way to give people powers, only on a very small scale.” 
 
    “The artifact was dangerous,” I replied thinking about it. “I have never seen it before.” 
 
    “It is kept secret for a reason,” Stephanie said. “The only thing I think I have been able to recreate is the ability to fly.” 
 
    “You have?” I asked. 
 
    “The ability is finite,” Stephanie said. “It doesn't make everyone Altitude. Short bursts may only make people be able to float and not very high or very long. On the strongest setting it could give someone true flight but probably not very fast.” 
 
    “You have tested it?” I asked. 
 
    “I have on the Russians,” Stephanie said. “Everything was done old school, no electronics and everyone involved were sworn to secrecy. We found the ability to fly by mistake, my invention involves astatine.” 
 
    “That is too rare to be of use and only lasts for eight hours under the best of conditions,” I replied as I looked up the substance. 
 
    “You are correct,” Stephanie said. “A very miniscule pocket was discovered on the artifact. It gave a scientist the power to float. I knew what it was but the Russians had no way to recreate the substance. Maybe it is better to say they could recreate it but not keep it stable. I along with Daniel have been trying to come up with a way to keep it stable. I have found a way and now have three grams of the stuff. The Russian who was experimented on can only float about a foot off the ground and only for a few seconds. Daniel was planning on sharing the Russian findings with our country but never had the chance. I think there are other rare substances when interacting with the artifact could open the door to other powers. The astatine I have has already interacted with the artifact unknown to the Russians.” 
 
    “Aren't you worried they will find you?” I asked. 
 
    “They have already tried to kill everyone associated with the project,” Stephanie laughed. “Never dawned on them that they might need the original team to help. Technically they did kill me, I was disguised as a woman named Katrina Annova. The real Katrina made her money by tricking Ukrainian girls to serve as sex slaves all over Asia. I forged her papers to make it seem like I was a prominent scientist. The real Katrina was hunted down and killed, they do not know what I have.” 
 
    “Where did you get the substance from?” I asked. 
 
    “Mr. Madness,” Stephanie said. “I was able to track him down and although he couldn't be bought, he could be threatened. His power is a variation of making rare substances that can take and give powers. I found this out after observing him for years. He gave me what I needed thinking it would be useless. It normally evaporates immediately when he does his thing but I was able to keep it. I am giving you a gram to play around with. I am not sure how much would be deadly to come into contact with. I have slowly been upping the dosage to see what could be safely done. A hundredth of a gram should be sufficient to give people the power to float ten meters off the ground for two minutes. Five hundredths of a gram could make someone fly, not very fast, around jogging pace but they could do it and stay aloft for three minutes. I have everything written down, I have not been able to test it as well as I wanted. My test subjects in Russia have gone missing, I am sure they were either taken for research or killed. Putin wants abilities in the worst way.” 
 
    “Why haven't you tried it on yourself?” I asked. 
 
    “Because it is a one time thing,” Stephanie said. “It can only be used once, you cannot up your dose later and hope for better powers. I also have reason to believe that people who already have powers cannot gain new ones. I have tried dosing Victoria and nothing has happened.” 
 
    “She does not have any powers,” I said. 
 
    “Her DNA donor does,” Stephanie said. “I want you to make a nuisance of yourself and hand out powers. I have a list of deserving people and the amount to give them. It should give you a half of a gram left to do with what you please.” 
 
    “Has anyone ever been given a half gram?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” Stephanie replied. “I think it could be too dangerous.” 
 
    “Then I will use your weapon as deadly force,” I replied. “If it takes with no problem then you know the new threshold. If it kills my attacker then at least you have good data.” 
 
    “You go practice with the new bodies and tell me what I could do better,” Stephanie said. “I need a few days to perfect the plans I have going on and to find out what is to become of you.” 
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    The Real Me 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up and looked around at my surroundings. I was in a nice bed and could feel my nanites were working overtime. Small EMP’s were going off around me and they were very localized. They were getting weaker and my body was able to fight them off better. I was in different clothes, these were tactical clothes and I could feel breastplates and other things. I stood up slowly and felt out my body, it felt different from before, less durable. My skin used to feel like it was stretched over stone, now it felt like it was stretched over something a bit more pliable. It was probably what was fighting the pulses, hopefully it could stop the big ones from happening. 
 
    “You are up,” said a voice from a speaker above me. “Come outside and meet your new team.” 
 
    I walked out of the room and noticed it had a camera. I walked out into a well lit great room that had others sitting down watching T.V. and eating. Divine was on the news, I could hear but focused my attention on the man I thought was in charge. He was a tall man, I approximated from his stance that he was six feet eleven inches and had a long beard that reached his navel. He stared at me and gave me a bright smile then gestured for me to sit. I recognized one person, Dante Diablo was the best healer that ever lived and the son of a villain. I knew the H.L. had tried to recruit him many times and he refused. He had tried to fix me once when Victor Vega beat me unconscious. 
 
    “Kid Fantastic,” Dante said. “I will save you the trouble. I have threatened everyone here, talked about a lawyer, fought with some of them and it did me no good. I just ended up in a cell for a few days until I calmed down and ate the same thing the inmates here do. I hate being here and the only way to get an outing is to do what they say, when they say to do it. The tall guy you have never seen before runs the team. He can make duplicates of himself and uses them to run things. You can get it out of your system and kill it if you want. Another will be back in a few days and you will be thrown into a cell. Big hitters from the H.L. work here so watch yourself.” 
 
    “I want to leave,” I said looking at the tall man. I could tell by his facial expression and posture that there was an eighty percent chance that he knew the question would come up and a hundred percent chance my answer would be no. 
 
    “You can leave eventually,” the tall man said. “I am Forgery, what do you prefer to be called?” 
 
    “Prisoner,” I said. I knew the way things worked is that someone would likely try to be friendly. This would infuriate them which could lead to mistakes later on. 
 
    “That is not your name,” Forgery said. “I have heard your friends call you Johnny but I would not assume you see me as a friend. I can call you by your handle Kid Fantastic until you tell me a better name.” 
 
    “I just did,” I replied. “What do you need me for? I can guess all of us in here did something that wasn't illegal but displeased the powers that be like Nelson Wilson.” 
 
    “You would be correct,” Forgery said. “Your skills are needed for your country and you have shown that you cannot be persuaded to help.” 
 
    “You mean give our skills away for nothing or far less than we could make on our own,” I replied. “I recognize my situation and that I cannot get out of it.” 
 
    “Your expertise in computers is needed,” Forgery said. “You will be compensated.” 
 
    “Since we are never getting out of here that means nothing,” Dante said. “Fantastic isn't an idiot like the rest of them.” 
 
    “Your skill with drones has been noticed,” Forgery said. “You fight with them like an extension of your body. No one, not even the best computers could make the actions you do on your level. You have been called on to help your country. No expense will be spared to help you. The best computers and the best minds will be available to you. We want to test you and see how you perform.” 
 
    “This is gold!” Dante said. “Divine quit the H.L. and his son left with him!” 
 
    I had been hearing the press conference but other than Divine and Omega leaving there was nothing I could use. I was intrigued when Divine called out Secretary Nelson directly. Divine critiqued his leadership and his honesty and swore that he would never serve his country again unless Nelson was immediately fired. The press ate up the soundbyte but Divine gave them no more. He was dressed in a plain black suit and had his family around him, including Raegan Van Buren aka Celestial. Questions flew at both Omega and Celestial who refused to answer any. The question that made them both wince is what would happen if a high level villain like Rampage or the Alpha Wolf decided to start killing people. Omega saved the day when he said he would let the H.L. and Secretary Nelson handle it. 
 
    “Of course he would retire now,” said a girl with hair that reminded me of a porcupine. “Why didn't he do that before he tossed me in here.” 
 
    “You would have been tossed in here anyway Porcia,” Dante said. “You went and started poisoning people. Bee Tee Double You Fantastic, watch out for Porcia. Her hair strands are quills and if she plucks one out and pokes you with it, you gotta do what she wants for 30 seconds. Almost like Whisper who put me in here. Pokes only works once though, your body can fight it off pretty quickly and make antibodies.” 
 
    “I never heard of you,” I said. I wouldn't connect to the internet and try to find the answer, I was certain someone somewhere was waiting for that to happen. 
 
    “That is because we don't exist anymore,” Dante said. “All of my relatives could care less unless there is money involved. They get access to the money I make here so no one is raising a stink about it. Amazed they grabbed you though, you are famous and a lot of people had to know what happened. I watched it myself but the video is gone now. Say, was Norman Van Buren Eternal?” 
 
    “Yes,” I replied. 
 
    “I knew it man,” Dante said. “I can see through things.” 
 
    “There is a test set up for you Kid Fantastic,” Forgery said. “It is simple and something you are believed to be known to do. If you decide to hold back, others will know and you heard what would happen. The test is to have you control a hundred drones if you can handle that many and square off against a team of human opponents.” 
 
    “Why should I decide to do this?” I asked. “I do not mind solitude, I have millions of bits of information inside of me that could keep me busy indefinitely if I decide to slow down how fast I enjoy them.” 
 
    “Because I will let you outside to live your life,” Forgery said. “I am aware of your physical abilities and there are people around that could persuade you to do the correct thing. Dante, Porcia and Voy all leave here routinely to go any number of places. This is just the place they retire for the night. I could have a powerful computer brought to you and you could still have your business going with Eternal if you are still speaking. You could go visit the android you have been seen with.” 
 
    “She has more human parts than I do by far,” I replied. 
 
    “You could still visit her if you wanted,” Forgery said. “You do not have to give up your life, your country just needs your help.” 
 
    “I decline and I do not mind going to whatever cell you have available,” I said as I placed my arms behind my back. “We can leave now.” 
 
    “Secretary Nelson wants and needs your help,” Forgery said. 
 
    “Well you can try torture,” I said. 
 
    “Nothing so brutal,” Forgery said. “You turned down more than five hundred million dollars to help.” 
 
    “That was my own money,” I replied. “You cannot steal and then want someone to be grateful you gave it back.” 
 
    “How about I trade you knowledge,” Forgery said. “Area 51, D.B. Cooper, whatever you want. There are many things written only on paper that you do not know. What about the sinking of the Scorpion?” 
 
    “There is a ninety percent chance based on your delivery and body language that you already knew what to offer,” I replied. “I am curious about these things and many others. How long do I get to stay studying them?” 
 
    “I can give you an hour per mission,” Forgery said. 
 
    “Your deal is acceptable for now,” I replied. 
 
    “Voy if you don't mind,” Forgery said as he looked at an obese woman who was eating a slice of pie.  
 
    The woman got up, she looked fifty. She calmly walked over and placed her hand on my shoulder. The room seemed to stretch and distort, when everything snapped back into focus I was someplace else. My stomach lurched but I did not vomit. Voy looked like she was expecting it and then frowned. She took her hand off of me and I could see her get sucked into a hole the size of a pinpoint and then she was gone. Forgery was standing in front of me and was on the phone. He was dressed differently so I knew this wasn't the same man in the Sub. He smelled different as well, maybe it was the area he was in but it was still different. 
 
    “Kid Fantastic,” Forgery said. “I have been getting people ready to fight and challenge you. A lot of them are creators of combat robots, drone pilots and fighter pilots and they are looking forward to the challenge. Your mission is simple, you are on one side of the area and the other team is on the other side. This is a fight to the end. You have the same number and type of robots that your opponents have. I went with mostly aerial drones since you favor them. All of your drones have cameras and cameras are all over the combat area. You cannot see the area with your eyes but right now all of your planes are sending out a bluetooth signal to let you know you can connect with them. You cannot sabotage your opponents by interfering with their controls. I need you to find and connect with them. 
 
    I knew something would be up but was confident I could fight it off. I opened myself up for a connection and hoped the part of me in the cloud somewhere would ignore it. I quickly put several do not connect warnings all around places I knew he would be and tried connecting to the drones. Immediately I felt an intrusion, it wasn't slippery like VIC but an outright attack like a wrecking ball. I instantly shut off my ability to send and receive signals and worked on purging the program from my system. 
 
    “I cannot connect to them,” I said as Forgery’s phone started ringing. Forgery listened to whoever was on the other line and then hung up. He looked oddly at me and then looked up. I could see he was looking into a camera. 
 
    “You were successful and had full control of the drones if only for a moment,” Forgery said. 
 
    “Something was blocking me,” I replied. “I cannot finish this test being handicapped.” 
 
    “Try again and do not worry about what is blocking you,” Forgery said. 
 
    “I refuse this test,” I replied. “I can go back to wherever now.” 
 
    Forgery’s phone rang again and he answered it. There was a near hundred percent chance that I was being watched and monitored and whatever they had planned backfired. Daniel Dollars had tried something similar once, he was successful which taught me how to fight such an intrusion. I knew based on my physiology that whoever got in couldn't see or do much. Dollars had shut my nanites down but they had figured out how to fight that. My vitals could be observed and so could whatever I was thinking about. I couldn't be controlled like a puppet or anything and my brain couldn't actively be searched looking for whatever but I still did not want them inside. Forgery hung up his phone and looked at me. 
 
    “You need to be able to intimately understand the program we have before you connect with the drones fully,” Forgery said. “It will boost your capabilities at least ten fold if not a hundred fold.” 
 
    “I do not want my capabilities boosted,” I replied. 
 
    “Six hours,” Forgery said. “Six hours for successful completion of this test.” 
 
    “No,” I replied. “You tried trickery and there is a ninety eight point three five percent chance you or others will try so again but will attempt to be more subtle.” 
 
    “Enough of this,” Secretary Nelson said as he entered the room. “Connect to the damn drones or so help me.” 
 
    I quickly realized that unlike the last time, Divine or the Lion King was not with the Secretary. The man had overplayed his hand in an attempt to be tough and had forgotten about his bodyguards. My first punch connected solidly, the old man was sat down quickly and I jumped on top of him and drove my knee deep into his crotch. He screamed out in pain as I gave him an elbow which opened up a cut above his left brow. I could feel someone hit me with a concentrated EMP, I could still fight but decided to act like they were successful. I knew I could not kill this man and the people that would eventually peel me off him could kill me while doing so. 
 
    “Get this idiot off of me,” Nelson groaned as Forgery tried moving me. I was heavy, too heavy for him as other men ran into the room.  
 
    “Why didn't any of you see if you could patch into him?” Nelson said in a pained voice as he laid on the ground. 
 
    “We tried Sir,” a voice I recognized said. It was Willem Burr, one of the people who used to work for Dollars but was a H.L. spy in deep cover. “I thought we were in, we used 100% of our processing power to get in and did get some things.” 
 
    “What did you get?” Nelson said as he began to breathe easier since I was dragged off him. 
 
    “Him noticing we were trying to get in,” Willem said. “He knew it was an attack. It happened so quickly I would have missed it without H.A.M.M.E.R., it could read his mind.” 
 
    “Well connect to him now,” Nelson said. 
 
    “I tried,” Willem replied. “He has no signal, we need him to connect to something to have a shot.” 
 
    “I can't believe that kid attacked me,” Nelson said as he got up. “I should throw him in prison for this.” 
 
    “He is already in prison Sir,” Willem said. 
 
    “Shut up,” Nelson snapped. “Forgery, offer the kid a day. As soon as the test is over snatch it back. That will show him not to play with me.” 
 
    I waited until a few moments after Nelson left and popped up. The move scared Forgery who pursed his lips and offered me a day. I accepted and told Forgery I am doing it because he seems trustworthy, I could see the man flinch when I said it. I connected to the drones and H.A.M.M.E.R. had gotten through. I could feel people trying their best to search my brain, it felt like a body part had fallen asleep. I thought about discomfort but the feeling intensified, I could tell they knew I could turn off the ability to receive signals and that they had figured out my nanities were fully functional. The drones I connected to responded instantly and the power I had at my disposal was incredible. 
 
    I couldn't call it a fight, I flew circles around my human opponents. Those with skill focused on one drone only to be destroyed by another. I could see the entire battlefield and every thousandths of a second I recalculated where I thought others were going to move and where I should move. I lost thirteen out of a hundred and if I wasn't trying to hurry up I could have cut that number in half. I landed the drones in a symmetrical pattern and then looked at Forgery. Forgery hadn't seen the battle but his phone had rang when I destroyed the last drone. I used H.A.M.M.E.R. to try and eavesdrop on his call and was successful for the first minute before I was kicked out. 
 
    “Secretary Nelson did not appreciate your attack and you cannot go study,” Forgery said. “But if you cooperate next time he will think about it.” 
 
    “There is a hundred percent chance that even if I follow every order your reward would be false,” I lied. “You would have me do what you want for nothing. I see no reason to work with you or this organization again. I am ready to leave right now.” 
 
    I did not know if they could catch me in a lie or not. I was not sure what I was giving away but this was a way to find out. If they knew I was lying then this would be a way to see. I could always make good on my threat which would leave them in an interesting predicament. Even if they could read all of my thoughts they would know I was serious. Forgery looked at me and did not move or say anything, I thought there was a seventy two percent chance that this version of Forgery was waiting for someone to call him. When no one did he picked up his phone, I was able to easily patch into and he texted the word ready to a number I now knew belonged to his other half. I started rapidly searching through the phone and curled my lip in disgust. That phone only ever received calls or texts from two numbers, Secretary Nelson and the other Forgery. Voy popped back into existence and touched my shoulder. As soon as I could feel my view distorting I cut the connection between me and the super computer and started expelling it from my system. I could see I was in the Sub again and Dante and Porcia looked at me. 
 
    “Yep,” Dante said. “Missions like that is your life now. You need any healing?” 
 
    “No,” I replied. “I am not going back no matter what.” 
 
    “They could always send some goon in here to beat on you,” Dante said. “Happened to me a few times.” 
 
    “They should try it,” I replied. “There are roughly thirty three individuals that I know of in the H.L. that could possibly defeat me. Ten of that number has a forty two percent chance that they could be killed in the encounter.” 
 
    “So if the Main Event walked in here you could take on those bruisers?” Dante asked. The Main Event were a group of capable heros that spent their time in places Divine could not be. They were a mixed group of strong heroes and speedsters, their leader Primetime wore a power suit despite being a supe with immense strength. 
 
    “No,” I replied. “But the Main Event would have to find a way to neutralize me. I suppose it could be done since I was just dropped for punching out Secretary Nelson.” 
 
    “No way,” Dante said excitedly as Forgery answered his phone. 
 
    “That is probably my cue to go fix him,” Dante huffed. “Wonder what they can offer me?” 
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    Nelson Wilson 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Divine threw a fit like a child when something didn't go his way,” Nelson said as he spoke into the camera. “He started thinking he was bigger than the H.L. since he was one of the people who started it. The H.L. is ran by people like you and me and I will not be bullied by some guy with more ego than love for his country. You heard his ultimatum, he wanted me gone because I wouldn't put up with his bull.” 
 
    “Secretary Nelson, any words related to the hospital kidnapping?” a reporter named Truther Dare asked. Nelson knew this person had the supe ability to detect lies, he was a perfect reporter and a pain in the rear. 
 
    “What kidnapping?” Nelson replied. “There are thousands of kidnappings every year.” 
 
    “Of Victoria Loyola?” Truther asked. “There are reports of her being injured and brought to a hospital. There is video that keeps getting taken down of men identified as H.L. members taking her away from the hospital.” 
 
    “Victoria Loyola is not a person but a realistic android,” Nelson said. “I am not able to comment on that any further.” 
 
    “Are you taking Dollar Corps. inventions again?” another reporter, Rachel Sale asked. “Are you stealing their products? Will the clone be returned?” 
 
    “Android,” Nelson replied. “And I cannot comment further on the matter.” 
 
    “The hospital has released xrays, M.R.I.’s and blood test results to the public,” Truther said as he cupped his hand over his ear. He was being fed information and Nelson knew it wouldn't be something he wanted to hear. “Victoria Loyola grew up in Whittier and her husband is distraught.” 
 
    “She didn't grow anywhere, it is not human,” Nelson said. 
 
    “A lawsuit was just filed against the government by her husband,” Truther said. “Any comment on the lawsuit?” 
 
    “No comment,” Nelson said. “If we are done here I have a busy schedule.” 
 
    “Any word on the entire Van Buren family leaving the H.L.?” Rachel said. “They think you are the problem.” 
 
    “They are just following their old man,” Nelson said. “At least they know loyalty.” 
 
    Nelson walked away from the podium annoyed. He had heard that the android had gotten injured in a throw down with some minor villain with a big punch and had to be rushed to the hospital. It was all over social media and she was grabbed from there. She was in some kind of coma or something, maybe her hard drive needed rebooting or whatever computers needed. Nelson had to have the doctors threatened before she was released. He could have ran the tests he wanted in the hospital but the doctors insisted they leave and they had many security guards that looked ready to throw down with the team Nelson had sent. An ambulance had been repurposed and the android was whisked away. Nelson didn't have an update after that since he had the press conference. Nelson climbed into his car and started speaking, H.A.M.M.E.R. was integrated into everything he had and made it easier for him to communicate. 
 
    “Where is the android?” Nelson asked. 
 
    “Secretary Nelson?” came a startled voice. “How are you speaking with me?” 
 
    “Where is the girl that was brought to you doctor?” Nelson said annoyed. “And do not worry about how I got on this line. I am everywhere, on your T.V., your phone and even in your radio.” 
 
    “She is dead,” Dr. Little said. “She was brought to me dead.” 
 
    “What do you mean, dead?!?” Nelson snapped.  
 
    “She was dead when she got here,” Dr. Little said. 
 
    “Well reboot her or do whatever it is your team is getting paid for,” Nelson screamed. 
 
    “There is nothing to reboot Mr. Secretary,” Dr. Little replied. “You brought me a human, not an android.” 
 
    “Divine himself said that the girl was not human,” Nelson said angrily. 
 
    “Divine said this particular girl or another girl that looked like her was an android, Sir?” Dr. Little asked. 
 
    Nelson wanted to scream. This was all the work of Stephanie Loyola, someone he had wanted to work with for a long time. She was devious and had helped out Divine numerous times when she was parading around as a supe. When she was unmasked she cut all ties to the H.L. and even helping out Divine. Nelson knew he had been played and wondered how he could get out of it. Returning a dead girl was out of the question, the case was already in the public eye. He would need to pay off some people, the man claiming to be her husband was the first one. 
 
    “Keep the body,” Nelson said. “Run whatever tests you need and take whatever samples there are. Incinerate it afterwards, leave no trail.” 
 
    Nelson was happy that whoever was running H.A.M.M.E.R. or the computer itself ended the call. If it wasn't one thing it was another, it was like he couldn't get any time to rest and Divine had left and taken his family with him. Divine was one of the things that made his job easy, he was dependable and always got results. Nelson would have to put others as the face of the H.L. now, he thought maybe he should get a woman or a minority to lead things. If only Divine wasn't such an idiot, they could have worked things out. Nelson was planning on letting the kid go once he calmed down. All of the experts had said he was logical, once his emotions calmed he would see he was in for a good deal. The kid would be let go and everything would be good. Thinking about the kid put Nelson in an even worse mood. 
 
    Johnny Dollars had sucker punched him. The kid hit hard and had broken his jaw. The healer refused to touch him until Nelson had to get creative to physically persuade him. The kid was a coward so it didn't take much but Nelson was angry he had to do anything. They were in an election year, if some bleeding heart replaced him then the kid would be set free to cause chaos. Right now the healer was helping out the country by keeping its leaders healthy. Two supreme court justices would have died if it wasn't for him. He would need to stay and now that Nelson had seen the rich kid in action he would need to stay as well. 
 
    The drone fight wasn't even a contest. The kid’s robots flew circles around everyone and it was like they knew the entire battlefield and had precognition or something. The kid’s thoughts could be read, that was something that shocked Nelson. Everything was in binary but was deciphered and then put into a medium Nelson could understand, the kid was talented. If he could control real jet fighters he could revolutionize air combat. On the smaller side he could control a bunch of robots and be anywhere and everywhere. Small robots could be dispatched to the bigger cities and he could control them remotely. With the right team he could be tough to stop. Nelson needed to speed things up and he needed to do them now to get his problems solved. 
 
    “Nelson,” the voice of the Vice President said inside of the car. 
 
    “Mr. Vice,” Nelson said. 
 
    “We are taking a beating Nelson,” the Vice President said. “You have had one mess after another, how are you going to fix this?” 
 
    “Me?” Nelson said surprised.  
 
    “You kidnapped the wrong girl and now she is dead,” the Vice President said. “That is a real cluster bomb if I ever saw one. I have no idea how you plan on cleaning that up. Many people saw you go after the Dollars kid and people are wondering where he is. Since he hasn't turned back up I am guessing things didn't go as planned. The entire Van Buren family has left the H.L. and had you as the reason. You have a week to finish this up or you are fired.” 
 
    “Fired?” Nelson said angrily. “I have seen this department through thick and thin. I pulled this thing together during the Mr. Madness crisis and when countless criminals have tried to destroy our way of life. You have H.A.M.M.E.R. because of me which has opened up countless of opportunities for spying.” 
 
    “And we will celebrate you because of it in a week during your retirement ceremony,” the Vice President said. “Or you can be fired. Only way you remain is to clean up those messes.” 
 
    “You have no one that can replace me,” Nelson said. “Who would want to deal with the personalities that I do?” 
 
    “Divine himself if he would take the job,” the Vice President said. “Or Michelle Myers, she is a Dollars employee, a woman and she is loved by all. You have a week Nelson, just one week to make the android and the Dollars thing go away. The public has started asking about when Dollars would get back the money they lost during the raid.” 
 
    Nelson already knew the Vice President had hung up. Nelson also knew that he would be fired or forced to retire over some garbage. Daniel Dollars still haunted him from the grave. It was the President himself who started all of this into gear. He was jealous of the respect and fame Dollars’s team was getting overseas and had some of his pet senators push through a bill that banned any superhuman crime fighting not sanctioned by the H.L. That was the beginning of the end for everything, they made a turd sandwich and had him figure out how to make it palatable. Nelson had a few things he could do to speed the process along to meet the Vice President’s deadline. 
 
    Money and violence talked so Nelson wasn't worried about whatever girl that had died. If he put the screws to people they would either bend or be broken. One of the liars would spill the truth and Nelson would put others out in Whittier to say they never heard of her. H.A.M.M.E.R. could solve all of the electronic work like home of record and birth certificate stuff. Nelson would do that immediately and then find out how to keep the kid tethered. For some reason, when the teleporter took him the connection broke off instantly. Nelson wasn't sure what the cause was but decided the kid could no longer travel that way. Maybe there was another way, one of his eggheads would have to work on it. 
 
    “Mr. Secretary,” came a voice Nelson did not immediately recognize. “A situation has occurred Sir.” 
 
    “Well fix it!” Nelson snapped. 
 
    “This requires your knowledge of how to proceed,” the voice said as Nelson finally recognized him as Agent Hanner, one of the non powered members of the H.L. and Surgeon Steel’s right hand. 
 
    “Give me the bottom line,” Nelson said. 
 
    “A man has appeared in a Walmart in downtown Gallup, New Mexico,” Hanner said. 
 
    “Mass shooting?” Nelson asked. “Just put someone on it.” 
 
    “He has chased down a family of five and forcibly gave one of them super powers,” Agent Hanner said. “He then gave two other random people super powers and has fled after threatening to do it again.” 
 
    “He has done what?” Nelson said. 
 
    “Given people powers,” Hanner said.  
 
    “Is it Madness?” Nelson asked perking up. That was one super villain he had wanted for a while. He was able to get his hands on him once, Madness didn't want to comply and had to be waterboarded before he started giving powers. Madness slowly figured out how to give people powers but with nasty side effects. He had given one person the power of invisibility but there was no way to turn it off. Another man had fire powers but whenever he coughed, sneezed, burped or passed gas he would set everything around him on fire. Nelson could never prove this was done intentional, the first hundred people Madness had performed on had no issue with their powers. Of course after a year everything went away. Those with hobbled powers had kept theirs for the last seven years. Gaining Madness could fix all of this. 
 
    “This individual is not believed to be Mr. Madness,” Hanner said. “All video of him was deleted.” 
 
    “What do you mean deleted?” Nelson asked. 
 
    “Deleted,” Hanner said. “At the time of the attack, I used H.A.M.M.E.R. to find out through phone gps signals who was in the area. All of those phones have been hacked and attention was paid to ten minutes before the attack and ten minutes after. There were no videos or pictures on any phones for that period.” 
 
    “This man just grabbed a random family and gave them powers?” Nelson asked. 
 
    “Mary Ursery was a blackhawk pilot who lost both of her legs in a crash,” Hanner said. “She had been working for Daniel Dollars Prosthetics before it was shut down and moved overseas. Since then she has been out of work. Her husband works at the Flying J gas station as an attendant. He has bounced around from job to job since Mary lost hers and was primarily a stay at home dad until Mary was laid off. He was putting the kids in the car when a man lifted Mary, wheelchair and everything, up and started running away. Her husband put his kids in the car and locked them in and then went after his wife. He saw her shot by a strange weapon and passerbys came to help. They report that the man moved oddly and was fast and jerky at the same time while fighting. He knocked one of them unconscious and shot him with the weapon. The other good samaritan backed away but was hit as well.” 
 
    “Then how did you come to the conclusion that whoever this was gave people powers?” Nelson asked irritated. 
 
    “Because Mary Ursery flew away from the fight,” Hanner said. “The last person to be shot saw this happen and then floated out of reach. The man with the gun said he is going to go into all public places and give everyone powers and then drove away in a black car.” 
 
    “Traffic cameras,” Nelson said. 
 
    “Could see him until he pulled onto the Navajo Nation Reservation,” Hanner said. “We have no right to be there. They are a sovereign nation and would kick us out. Even if we could get on why would any of them give up one of their own?” 
 
    “This man was a native?” Nelson asked. 
 
    “He had on a face mask that covered most of his face,” Hanner said. “He was described as being a black man.” 
 
    “Where is Professor Prodigy?” Nelson asked. 
 
    “Still teaching,” Hanner said. 
 
    “Put out a three, no make it a twenty million dollar reward for this person,” Nelson said. “How many Native Americans do we have working in the H.L.?” 
 
    “None Sir,” Hanner replied after a brief pause. “There are those who claim native ancestry but they do not look native.” 
 
    “What about in the military, F.B.I., or any other three letter agency,” Nelson asked. 
 
    “Five hundred eleven,” Hanner said. “One hundred of them are Navajo and from the area.” 
 
    “Reassign all of them to deal with this,” Hanner said then thought about it. “Make sure they could pass a background check and keep them wired the entire time they are on the reservation. Do not tell most of them what is going on. We can listen in on the phones they are sure to have with them. One of you can handle the logistics of it. The others can flesh out the plan, get moving.” 
 
    Why would some idiot hand out powers instead of selling them? Nelson wondered. If Nelson got a hold of this person he could make them a very rich man to voluntarily help out. If he refused then he could be held but the snatch and grab would have to be done with stealth. Nelson would make sure he wouldn't refuse but that was just one problem. After all the hard work Nelson had done on making H.A.M.M.E.R. a reality, they now wanted to shut him out of it. 
 
    Three people had unencumbered access to the machine. The first two were the President and Vice President and their access would end in four years assuming they were not reelected. Nelson made sure he had permanent access but needed a backdoor. Once he was removed someone would notice and cancel his access. Nelson smiled when he thought about how smart he was. He had foreseen this and given access to a hero known as the Silver Sentinel. That person was given unlimited access and no one would know it was him in a roundabout way. Even as an old man Nelson always wanted to get into the game. He always wanted to be a part of the H.L. as a hero, he just could never justify it. When Daniel Dollars was killed Nelson was sure to take some of the suits. He had lied to his bosses about none of them being better than what they had but that was for warfighting. For everyday individual crimefighting Dollars had a few suits that were amazing.  Nelson planned on wearing them and would go by the handle of the Silver Sentinel. Nelson had his best minds working on three of the suits in a black site. The suits were made to accept only one DNA and Nelson had made sure it was his DNA. The people working on it didn't know that though, they would never know it. Nelson knew how to pay them off, they were given big money and Nelson had more than enough evidence that they had used the supercomputer to make at least one woman’s life hell. Nelson would need these men or others like them. Dollars was so dangerous because he had many others helping him operate his suits, he literally had eyes in the back of his head. 
 
    “Get a jet ready for me,” Nelson said out loud. “Execute the Silver Sentinel protocol three four one two.” 
 
    That was the trigger to give the suits unlimited access. While Nelson was inside of one of them he would have access. Nelson already had tons of land in Idaho that he planned on retiring to. His suits would be perfect there and no one would be the wiser. Even H.A.M.M.E.R. couldn't be forced to track him if he didn't want it since Nelson had made sure it was built into the system. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 7 
 
    The Real Me 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Here is a watch,” Forgery said as he handed me a watch. “This watch will let you connect to the super computer and is one of a kind. You are to never take this watch off.” 
 
    “Why would I accept this?” I asked. 
 
    “Because you were told to do so,” Forgery said. “I have been told that you connected with the super computer before and your powers were infinitely boosted. A laptop with access will be given to you as well. I want you to connect to this computer and do not disconnect from it. The watch on your hand acts as a signal booster as well.” 
 
    “I am not going to do any of this,” I replied. “There is a hundred percent chance that I would be spied on. I do not want someone watching my every move.” 
 
    “You do not have anything to hide,” Forgery said. 
 
    “Neither do you but would you want a group of people watching your every move?” I asked. “When you eat, what you eat, when you go to the bathroom, when you bathe?” 
 
    “Everything would be done responsibly,” Forgery said after a pause. 
 
    “Not good enough,” I said as Forgery’s phone rang. 
 
    It was hard not having all of my powers available. I normally could have spied on the call by patching into the phone but if I did then I would leave myself open. H.A.M.M.E.R. would patch into me and kicking it out was a hassle. Forgery gave a small smile and then hung up his phone. 
 
    “You spy on people all of the time that do not want your presence,” Forgery said. “You see no problem in doing this and have done it for a long time. Your argument is invalid, you do not have a reason not to connect. You would be given more power and the ability to help. You would get all of the money you are owed to you back and you could leave. You would be needed to help out the H.L. with certain situations, you already help the Van Buren’s fight crime. You could keep your show and continue your partnership with them if you want. You just have to make yourself available to the H.L.” 
 
    I thought about it and connected to the watch. The computer was there instantly and I could feel some kind of diagnostic being ran. It was like when I first connected with VIC and was in the suit. The signal was stronger and someone was successful in connecting to my nanites but couldn't do anything to them really. I had trillions of cells and each one had to be connected to individually. They could not be given a group command any more since they had learned to fight off VIC and had evolved themselves. I thought it was safer to think that my original nanites were not vulnerable. They had recreated themselves but not from the same material they were made of since it was impossible to currently manufacture. The originals could destroy and remake any nanite acting to hurt me. 
 
    “I do not like this feeling,” I said. “Someone is giving me a very intimate search. I am kicking him out now.” 
 
    I awoke on the floor. I thought I was hit with another strong EMP. My nanites were working in overdrive and my internal clock told me I was down for seven minutes exactly. My nanites were getting better at coming back online and I thought the next time they would be even faster. I could feel H.A.M.M.E.R. was still there but whoever was controlling him had stopped whatever they were doing. They were most likely finished running whatever and was content to just monitor. I used the machine to find out what was done to me and activated the EMP on my own. 
 
    I awoke six minutes later but had maxed out the EMP. The Sub was in darkness, the attack had to knock out everything. H.A.M.M.E.R. was still in my system but wasn't being controlled by any one for the first second I woke up. I tripped the EMP again and was up this time in fifty seven seconds. My nanites were scrambling, it was like when H.A.M.M.E.R. first tried to force its way in. I tried to do it again but was blocked.  
 
    “What is happening?” Dante said as he looked around. 
 
    “Power surge,” Forgery said. “But a back up generator should have kicked in. 
 
    “It may take a while,” I said. “I was attacked and put down.” 
 
    “It was for your own comfort,” Forgery said. “It was a dirty trick but it had to be done. You shouldn't be feeling any unpleasantness right now.” 
 
    “This is the reason I refuse to work with you,” I said as I went for my watch. 
 
    “Keep it on until I figure out what happened,” Forgery said. “You are our only contact to the outside world and we are trapped with some of the worst villains known to man.” 
 
    The power came back on and Forgery received a call. He walked over towards me and stared into my right ear. Since I was already connected to the computer I tried to listen in but was blocked. I cut the connection to the super computer and started kicking the program out when Forgery held up his hand for me to stop. I continued what I was doing and he hung up the phone. 
 
    “You cannot use H.A.M.M.E.R. to break the law,” Forgery said. “Listening in on my calls requires a judge’s order. There is a robot much larger than the others inside of your ear. And it is attached to your brain. I think it has explosives in it.” 
 
    “It does,” I replied as I thought about when Victoria had jumped me and put it in my ear. “It is also none of your concern.” 
 
    “We are trying to help,” Forgery said. “Connect back with the computer, we have a situation brewing.” 
 
    “What kind of situation?” I asked. 
 
    “Connect with H.A.M.M.E.R. and you will be able to find out all of the details faster than I can,” Forgery said. “The EMP blast disabled some cells and violent inmates have set themselves free and are fighting to free others.” 
 
    I connected to H.A.M.M.E.R. and could see I was already too late for some. Gary Ghostly had the power of intangibility and had to be kept in a special room. When the power went out the machine keeping him from his powers was disabled and he was out. Catching him would be impossible or not worth the time. Not when Rampage was out and transformed. Rampage had torn a hole into the side of the Sub and was swimming to the surface. We were a thousand meters underwater and he would most likely make it. The flooded area was instantly closed off with pressurized doors, the building wouldn't crumble but the inmates in that area should have been killed if it wasn't for Airtight. This villain could make barriers around himself and had done so. It was a big circular barrier and the inmates around him, the Crimson Dynamo, who had kinetic powers, Chupacabra who could turn into a wolf and Mary Lamb who could turn people into sheep. Airtight was able to float them to the surface, the only other escapee was Passport who could teleport himself. 
 
    “Six inmates have escaped,” I said. “I have notified the authorities and the coast guard will pick up those that could reasonably be captured without too much problem. Rampage should be avoided at all cost, I will track him when he makes it to the surface. Passport is also gone and has not showed up on camera yet. The other four can be brought in and the intel is in your phone. Ghostly is wandering around and is not worth the trouble. The Lion King is locked into battle with Bullhead and it is too early to tell who the victor will be. Violet Violent is fighting Iron Maiden and it looks like she will prevail. The Amazing Red is with a group of others and are trying to break into the bay housing the submarines. Subsequently, Ghostly has just found the underwater tunnel leading away from here but is now trapped.” 
 
    “How did you know about the tunnel?” Forgery asked. “It is not on any blueprints and there are no cameras down there.” 
 
    “There are blueprints, it is kept in an area away from here,” I began. “H.A.M.M.E.R. knows them and one part of the tunnel has a camera and a system similar to the power nullifiers on the cells. Ghostly is now trapped there since I turned on the nullifier and enacted the drop down gates.” 
 
    “Then the subs are what we have to worry about,” Forgery said. 
 
    “They have already left the area,” I replied. “They are fifty meters away. There is a ninety three percent chance the inmates still here will give themselves up. Iron Maiden has just been thrown into Bullhead and Violet and King are running to escape. I have let them inside, they should be here in less than a minute. I am sending commands for all prisoners to lock back up voluntarily and have promised a menu based feeding system for the next month for all that do so in the next ten minutes. I have also threatened any who are still up after that will eat liver and green beans. These have been selected because in hundreds of nationwide polls children have consistently ranked them the worst. One day for each minute over ten that they are out.” 
 
    “This is unbelievable,” Forgery said as the Lion King came running up. 
 
    He was bleeding, he had been hit hard and often by the powerful criminal known as Bullhead and had been gored by the minotaur twice. Violet Violent also had signs of battle, two of her front teeth were missing and her left hand looked broken. She was relieved to see us, I had not known the woman but knew she took part in the attack on Daniel Dollars. I was moving before they had a chance to compose themselves. 
 
    The Lion King was caught completely off guard and soaked up two punches which put him down. Violet was a more precise fighter and was ready for me to attack. Forgery started screaming for me to stop but the fight had already started. Violet was strong, Bobby Knuckles type strong and she caught me with a solid kick that sent me across the room where I slammed into a wall. I was up quickly and had picked up a chair which I flung at her. She broke it with a kick and gave me the time I needed to be up on her. She was faster than I was and stronger as well. I had much better reflexes and soon figured out her moves as she went into them. She was nowhere near as durable as I was and I soon had her retreating while I closed the distance. Whoever was controlling H.A.M.M.E.R. was trying to shut down my nanites. They were successful at shutting some down but I had trillions, I calculated that by the time a million had been shut down the first of them would already be up and running again.  
 
    An EMP hit me, it was a sizable one but no longer on par with what could put me down. I continued my assault and now Forgery was trying to help her. He produced a gun and shot me, it was able to penetrate my skin but not very far. A stronger EMP hit me which made me pause. Violet produced a metal pole and whacked me with it. I flew again but her pole was bent from wrapping around my head. I collapsed on the floor as another EMP hit me. I sat down dazed, I only had seven percent of actual organic brain matter left and if Violet would have hit the other side of my head I wouldn't have that. I stood up slowly and blinked a few times while my nanites worked to fix the damage. Instead of shutting down my nanites, the people controlling the computer ran constant diagnostics and information popped into my head of where I was injured. 
 
    “I yield,” I said and sat down. 
 
    “Why did you attack me you idiot?” Violet said as her head pumped blood. “We are on the same team!” 
 
    “You helped kill my father,” I said calmly. “You should have known that whenever I am able to catch his murderers and I am in an advantageous position that I would attack. The only thing that could be done is that I could be locked up which I already am. I have taken your measure and at one hundred percent you would defeat me in a fight but would absorb too much damage to do so. With projectile weapons involved I have a ninety four percent chance of winning the battle and killing or severely incapacitating you. With bladed weapons my chances are even, whoever strikes first would win.” 
 
    “Your father was an idiot!” Violet said snarling. I knew her power relied on her anger, the more angry she was, the more likely she was to defend herself.” 
 
    “And so are you for battling me,” I replied. “In an hour or so I will be completely healed and you will still be down. I suggest you retire, if you are still around me at this time I will take you down.” 
 
    “I shot you,” Forgery said. 
 
    “And it hurt greatly,” I replied. “I am pushing the bullets out on my own.” 
 
    “Do not attack our allies,” Forgery said as information was put into my head about an attack taking place. 
 
    The man attacking was fighting a supe known as Big Time Billy, an obese supe that was eight feet tall and nearly invulnerable. Billy had fought Rampage a few times toe to toe and lived  which told of his durability. Billy was rated a ten in durability just like Divine and the future hero Gravestone. Billy had no other powers and was getting pounded on by a masked villain who had a strange weapon the size of an oversized rifle. The weird weapon was slung over his shoulder and the man fought with two batons. He was hitting Billy at will and I recognized the fighting style. 
 
    He fought like the Amazing Red which would be impossible. The man was jerky while fighting and not as smooth as others but attacked from odd angles. Information poured into my mind about three robots that were in the area, I patched into them and sent them after the man. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 8 
 
    Virtual Me, Sort of… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I had done research and was confident in my findings. I was both Johnny Dollars and someone else entirely different. My cloud consciousness as I referred to it had placed a piece of itself in this body and here I was. We were the same person yet different, the body I controlled had different experiences than the bigger part of the consciousness. I was me yet I was someone different. I longed to join the main consciousness, in this body I had no control over any external electronics and had to do everything manually. I knew why I would not be able to, if this body was compromised then the greater part of me wouldn't be and vice versa. I was holed up on a reservation and people were crawling to find out where I was. 
 
    I had given powers to a woman, she had been on countless news shows speaking about the experience and other than being startled had nothing bad to say about me. She no longer had to ask for help to reach something high or to move around. I had hit her with the maximum safe dosage while taking into account her compromised immune system since she did not have legs. She could fly for a few minutes and had shown off the ability. It had quickly been surmised that she had been shot with my weapon which emitted a visible light beam longer than the others I had shot. The H.L. had quickly gotten word of it and had numerous people looking for me, the main consciousness had identified them and let me know an absurd amount of money was placed on my head. I would need to stay in my hideout for a few months probably, I already had people knocking on my door but I had refused to answer it. 
 
    “You have been discovered,” I heard my voice say over my loud speaker. “They are trying to come up with a plan to pull you out of there. They cannot do so safely with the building you are in.” 
 
    “Underground then?” I asked knowing about the silo. The house I was in was built on a bunker during the cold war. It was sturdy and would provide at least twenty four hours of protection depending on who they sent to extract me. 
 
    “Big Time Billy, Rubber Lady and Mrs. Goodwin,” the main consciousness said.  
 
    I processed the information. Rubber lady would be hard to lay a decent hit on, she could turn herself into a rubberlike substance and would soak up physical blows. Piercing blows or bullet wounds would work but it was not guaranteed to injure her. Big Time Billy was not worth fighting, I had nothing that I could defeat him with. He was invulnerable I thought, nothing had kept him down so far. Mrs. Goodwin was the big hitter, her power was that she could bring nightmare movie characters to life. She would be tucked safely somewhere while her minions did her work. None of those people could get through the building I was in and that was without going underground. 
 
    “Others are being dispatched,” the main consciousness said. “I have vehicles racing to your escape. You have to follow my directions and leave right now. Your car is outside and I have the drones ready for you. Grab the weapon along with your batons. I have called in a bomb scare at every big box store near you and one person is complaining about a supe taking her hostage. This should make the H.L. split up.” 
 
    I nodded and went outside and into my car. It was a vw vanagon and had a dummy in the front seat. I controlled the van from behind the driver, I couldn't be seen as the car pulled out of my garage and started driving. Two people started following me immediately, they were not H.L. and were probably people trying to cash in on the reward. One was on a vespa and the other was in a truck. Their phones blew up almost immediately which made them pull over to deal with everything. I hit the highway and started pulling away, I noticed cameras all around me that did not exist before, I already knew the government wanted me. I was twenty miles down the road when I was first attacked, my van was driven off the road by two uparmored humvees courtesy of the army. I climbed out of my vehicle with the artifact powered weapon slung across my back and my batons in my hands. 
 
    This body was jerky and did not obey normal human physiology. It could attack fast and hard from many different angles and I would need it. Pinhead from the Hellraiser series greeted me as I climbed out and he was in a fighting stance. The thing moved unnaturally quick and had strength to match. It climbed all over me and tried to take the weapon, on a normal human it would work but against me it was impaled by the spike I made jut from my back. Pinhead disappeared and Frankenstein’s monster was in front of me. Like Pinhead he moved quickly but provided a lot more body to hit. My batons rang off of his body like I was doing a drum solo. The monster soaked up the blows well but I could tell the magic powering the creature had started to wane. 
 
    I had known Ms. Goodwins creations still kept a psychic bond to her and she had a limit to the amount of creatures she could create. She had only so much power and was probably attached to many of her minions since false alarms were all over the city. The monster faded away as the soldiers were out of their vehicles with their weapons drawn. They were being swarmed by the drones and several of them had already been tranquilized. I was about to hop into a humvee when a pickup truck stopped on the highway and Billy climbed out of it. 
 
    “It is the end of the line,” Billy said with a smile and a thick Alabama accent. “Why don't you come with old Billy and sit a spell. You ain't in no trouble yet but could be if you keep this up.” 
 
    “Get lost Billy,” I said. “I am not scared of you.” 
 
    “You are out of your league boy,” Billy said. “I don't try to be scary but I am much larger than you are.” 
 
    “Then I think we are through talking,” I said as I tried going around Billy. 
 
    He grabbed my shirt and I hit him with a baton. The weapon sunk into his face like putty and I could tell I hadn't hurt him at all. I followed up with some kicks and punches, Billy laughed at me but was surprised when I tossed him over my shoulder and into traffic. Billy was hit by a big rig and sent down the highway. I was about to leave when I noticed four strange drones were hovering near me. 
 
    “Give up,” said a familiar voice. It sounded like the main consciousness but could have been a trap. 
 
    I went after the drones with my batons, they were quick to move out of the way and one had struck me with a taser. The drones controlled by the main consciousness went after them. The trucker that had hit Billy climbed out of his vehicle hysterical when I ran over and shot him with the weapon. He would have a very mild type of flight but it was better than nothing. I climbed into the semi and took off down the highway, I would travel to Holbrook to see my next victim and my getaway suit. I passed by Billy who reached out and grabbed the truck as I slammed into him again and kept going. He was hanging on but was no stronger than a normal person his size. He would be trapped holding on to the front of the truck until he slipped off. 
 
    “We found him,” the main consciousness said. “We are controlling those other drones but we are integrated with the government’s supercomputer.” 
 
    “Did you learn anything so we can pull ourselves together?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” the main consciousness replied. “I am not sure if he knows who we are yet but it will come to him. I am sure he is being monitored so communicating will be difficult.” 
 
    “When will I have more company?” I asked. 
 
    “Soon,” my main consciousness replied. “Fighters from Kirtland Air Force Base are being scrambled after you. Altitude is also on his way.” 
 
    “Holbrook?” I asked. 
 
    “Phoenix,” the main consciousness replied. “I have been herding all of your targets into the same area. They have all won big prizes and are currently at the Hilton to receive it. They were given first class round trip tickets to Phoenix complete with airfare for a chance to win a million dollars. Anyone attending would get a guaranteed hundred thousand dollars, anyone not attending the drawing would be disqualified. They have all taken the chance to become millionaires and I will see to it that they are all in one room.” 
 
    “How will I get to Phoenix with everyone after me?” I asked. 
 
    “An upgraded mustang is waiting for you as you reach the Arizona New Mexico border,” the main consciousness said. I have moved three satellites that could track you. They are in the process of being moved back but will be two minutes too late to see the vehicle swap.” 
 
    I continued driving and felt Billy let go in a shower of curses. I wanted to laugh but this body had no real emotions or feelings. I didn't really have a sense of self preservation and only continued to accomplish the mission. I found the mustang and it was a self driving model. I got out of the truck and into the sporty car and the speed picked up tremendously.  
 
    “Every officer in the areas you are travelling in will be reassigned,” my consciousness said. “I expect our main body to clog up the roads and find us. We should be able to get to Phoenix, he will find us when we get there and then the trouble would start. I d not  
 
    have an exit plan, after you accomplish the mission I want you to use the rest of the power in the weapon on a Mr. Henry Haggleson. He is the one person wanted for a crime amongst the winners and is a convicted murderer. I will then have you fight until you cannot anymore and detonate that body. You will join the main consciousness just before that.” 
 
    I continued in the car, it was going the normal speed limit so as to not draw attention. The drive to Phoenix was not that long, the truck had been discovered and many people were out searching for me. I had not realized that the trucker had kept his phone in the car so I was being tracked that way until I left it. I arrived in Phoenix and was at the Hilton when I was notified that I was spotted. I went into a small meeting room next to the ball room and there were ten people inside and I aimed the weapon. 
 
    “This is for Carl!” I screamed as I started pulling the trigger.  
 
    I had no idea who Carl was and thought it would distract from my main mission. I caught two women who were nearing the door, they looked shocked when the weapon did nothing. Haggleson held a man up in front of him like a true coward. It was Everett Jones who had made a name for himself giving out free food to poor children in Oakland. I used the weapon on him and slowly worked my way around the room. I was just about done when the door burst open, it was Altitude who looked tired and annoyed. 
 
    “End of the line,” Altitude said as I shot another person. I had three tenths of a gram left and shot Haggleson with it and turned to face Altitude. 
 
    Altitude was already moving, he had a weapon called the neural scrambler with him. I was a robot and went right through the weapon and snatched it away from him. He pulled out a knife and stabbed me as I shot him with his own weapon. 
 
    “Five more outside,” the main consciousness said. “It is the Main Event.” 
 
    “On the roof then?” I asked the speakers playing my voice. 
 
    “Keep the neural scrambler and go outside,” I heard Stephanie Loyola say. “We might as well see how tough these guys are.” 
 
    I went outside and caught movement from my side. It was Velocity, a fast supe that looked like a human cheetah hybrid. He crashed into me and took me down easily, I was able to flip him off me and shot him with the neural scrambler. He was down and would be for a few minutes, the next member of the Main Event was a woman called Blitz. She wore spiked shoulder pads and had on a spiked dome shaped helmet. The neural scrambler didn't work on her so I threw the weapon at her charging form. The one of a kind weapon shattered against her helmet and I pulled out the artifact weapon and intended to use it as a ball bat. Biltz stopped her charge and Primetime, their armored leader, started talking. 
 
    “You are not in any trouble,” Primetime said. “You have found out how to do something people have been working for years to unlock. We just want to talk to you.” 
 
    “Like you talked to Dollars?” I said as I knew the main consciousness would be broadcasting it. “Nah you gonna have to come get me.” 
 
    “Listen here young brother,” Primetime said as he took his mask off. “We are both black, I am not going to let anyone kill you. I just need that weapon intact along with you.” 
 
    “You will never take me alive,” I said as I took off running. 
 
    Blitz came after me again and this time Dasher Pepper, a supe speedster was with her. Pepper caught me quickly but had to keep me. I was able to spin the top half of my body 360 degrees and caught her with an elbow which sent her into a heap. It was enough time for Blitz to be on me, she tackled me into the ground and began to rain blows down. Her punches would have hurt but I knew she was pulling them. I was in a metal body so with a little leverage I was able to toss her off me. The punch from Primetime folded me over and I could see he now had the weapon. I pulled out a fake grenade and pulled the pin. 
 
    “Whoa now,” Primetime said as he strapped the weapon on his back and moved closer. 
 
    “This is for Carl!” I screamed as I let go of the grenade.  
 
    Primetime jumped on it as I opened my body up to receive signals. I was now the main consciousness, I could see the robot start to self destruct. It wouldn’t be a big blast, the electronics were frying themselves and soon the entire robot was covered in thermite which would react soon after. No amount of water would put it out, by the time everything was solved they would have a molten pool of useless metal and the artifact weapon was also destructing. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 9 
 
    Norman Van Buren 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “That is Johnny,” Norman said as he looked at the TV.  
 
    “Johnny is in the Sub,” TJ said. 
 
    “No he isn't,” Norman said. “Look at how smooth everything is. I have fought him enough times to know things. He knew where every member of the Main Event was. He never planned on escaping.” 
 
    “What other evidence do you have?” TJ asked.  
 
    “Most of the people affected were pillars of the community,” Norman replied. “Johnny gave them a gift, at least the Artificer did.” 
 
    “What about the murderer rapist?” TJ asked. 
 
    “He was hit longer than anyone because Johnny wasn't sure if the dose was deadly,” Norman said. “The entire premise was a sham to get them together. This was well thought out and executed perfectly.” 
 
    “It sounds like Daniel Dollars M.O.,” TJ said. “But enough of that, you ready for tonight?” 
 
    “You are really excited about this,” Norman said. 
 
    “Everyone is,” TJ said. “Dad and Raegan are coming and the guys we are after don't stand a chance. It is going to be like the Yankees came down to take on the third place team of a local softball league. I have cameras in place, we just need to have a couple of sound bytes and we can take off.” 
 
    “Who are we getting after?” Norman asked. 
 
    “The toughest one is a gangbanger who never showed for court,” TJ said. “He was dumb enough to post on social media so we got him.” 
 
    “Give me a minute,” Norman said relaxing. “Eternal is hard to slip into. Johnny wanted him stoic and menacing, it is hard to keep that up. I don't get to say funny stuff or act like you do. It is what has made me so popular compared to the rest of your sunny attitudes.” 
 
    “Well hurry up and do it then,” TJ said. “You remember what I said?” 
 
    “I am not an idiot TJ, I have been doing this a little while,” Norman replied. 
 
    “Just checking,” TJ said. “When I am in that outfit I am Omega, not your big bro. You should treat me like Omega, a supe who knows what he is doing. Raegan is Celestial and Dad is Divine.” 
 
    “Just like I am Eternal,” Norman said. “I just hope I am ready.” 
 
    “What do you mean ready?” TJ asked. “You have me with you and I have went toe to toe with the Amazonian.” 
 
    “Our styles are different,” Norman said. “You are more like a tank, you roll up on the scene and go blow for blow with the bad guy. I am more like a sniper rifle, I stand in the shadows then strike quick and hard. I can't stand out there like the rest of you.” 
 
    “And you will not have to,” TJ said. “You are our Johnny, you can point us in the right direction and let us loose. 
 
    Norman gathered his things and thought he looked menacing as Eternal but things just didn't feel right. He hadn't spoken to Johnny or Victoria and both of them felt he had screwed them. Norman shook it off and tried gathering his intelligence he had collected. His first target was Sara Rueda, she was wanted for jumping bail on a drunk driving charge. She lived in a rough area in Biddeford, Maine and would be one of the easiest cases ever. BPD didn't care too much about apprehending bond jumpers and there were not too many bounty hunters in the area. She had been active on social media and had been running free for the last five months. She was currently at a friends house, all it took was to wait for her to leave. Once she left, she would be grabbed by either Divine, Omega or Celestial. Maybe Celestial, Norman thought. She would come across as the least threatening of the three. He would have to make a backstory about her to make the capture more dramatic than what it would be. 
 
    “Got the first one picked out?” Divine said as he peeked into the room wearing a much darker version of his costume. 
 
    “You trying to take my look?” Norman asked. 
 
    “We are all going to match you,” Divine said. “Maybe the Van Degroots should operate more at night.” 
 
    Norman smiled as he saw Celestial had a darker version of her costume as well. Norman was about to say something when he saw Victor was also there, aka Carnage and he was wearing the powersuit that had been given by Daniel Dollars. Carnage had taken the original operating system out of it and installed his own personal operating system based on android. It wasn't as user friendly as what Johnny had and Carnage went out of his way to ensure that his suit could not be hacked, it was a self contained system. 
 
    “Carnage wanted to come out with us,” Divine said. “He is still hoping that he can eventually be picked up by the H.L. and wants the experience.” 
 
    “Especially since your little girlfriend has dropped off the face of the earth,” Carnage said. “You two and the robot girl were decent but you didn't have my good looks or brain to work with.” 
 
    “I think with you and Carnage working together that you can make our team better than what you had,” Celestial said. 
 
    “I had the Artificer showing us the ropes,” Norman said. “I do not think it gets better than that. But at least I have my family here, you can blend into the background or something.” 
 
    “Not me,” Carnage said. “I am ready for the big time. I went toe to toe with the big boys.” 
 
    “And nearly got yourself killed both times,” Normal replied. “We do things safely, without exposing any of us to injury. Our first mission is a woman, Celestial should be able to take her easily without our help. We will all be in the background just in case things get out of hand but Celestial can swoop in and out and still have public favor. I have already marked out decent places in the neighborhood that we can use as a lookout along with a van that can become our makeshift base of operations. We are going to operate in Maine, it makes the logistics easier and we are unlikely to come across too many anti-law enforcement types.” 
 
    “Maine?” Carnage said and rolled his eyes. 
 
    “You can always go your own way,” Norman said. “I was doing this without you just fine.” 
 
    “Carnage will go along,” Celestial said. “How many are we going after tonight?” 
 
    “Three but it is dependent on how the first one goes,” Norman replied. “Then I have to spend at least a week splicing together all of the footage we grab to make the story flow better. It is a bit different from what you normally do with Divine and Omega. This is how we make our money and put the word out. I think we should take the motorhome to get there and then make the switch to the van. It will give me a little time to put together some of the footage I already have.” 
 
    The trip to Maine was as horrible as Norman thought it was, maybe he just couldn't stand to be around Victor. He bragged a lot about his smarts and how much better the team would be with him in it and the upgrades that he had made to his suit, Norman was getting tired of hearing him. Norman did not see what his sister saw in the guy, she could have had practically anyone she wanted, including Johnny before Victoria came along. Norman smiled thinking about her, he thought working with Victoria would be weird but she was cool people. It was Norman himself that wasn't so cool. At least Norman thought he had a good opening sequence for his new show, he even left Victor in it and changed the melody slightly. More drum and instead of a sax it was played by a harmonica. Norman thought it struck the right tone. Norman even had a good bit of editing done on the first part of the episode, his dislike of Carnage, the surprise at seeing Divine’s new uniform and his mother worried. Now though it was time to get to it, Norman had a miniature model made out of prefabricated 3d material that he made prior to leaving. It was of the area Rueda was in and Norman would auction it off after everything was done to save money.  
 
    “This should be easy,” Norman said as he had everyone gather around him. “Celestial I want you hidden on the roof of the home Rueda will be at. You will make your grab from there. Omega and Divine, both of you will have the job of placing my cameras around when it gets dark enough. I want you to place them at these locations so I can get better intel. Carnage you can help me inside of the van to give Celestial an idea of when she should make her move. Celestial I want you to be quick, you can identify yourself as you are flying away. When Rueda is handed over to the police department is when we relax, any questions?” 
 
    “Why do I gotta be with you?” Carnage said. “I should be out front nabbing whoever this chick is. If you want to hide out in the shadows then you should. I want to be out front doing what I do.” 
 
    “Because a big thug in a modified powersuit probably wouldn't go over well,” Norman said. “And while that thing gives you better power and more equipment to use, it isn't bullet proof. Any guy with a gun could take you out.” 
 
    “That was one of my first upgrades,” Carnage said. “This baby has armor plating.” 
 
    “You are also the only one skilled enough to operate all of my equipment after getting it explained to you without needing to ask a bunch of questions,” Norman replied. “It is a solid plan, stop trying to change it.” 
 
    “Whatever,” Carnage replied. “I better have a lot of screen time on your little show if you want the ratings to pour in.” 
 
    Norman ignored him and started getting ready. The rest of the trip Norman thought went smooth, he was still a bit nervous to be running the show. When the team was in place, Norman was able to see a backyard party in full swing. Rueda was visible but they would wait until she had less people around her.  
 
    “This is boring,” Carnage said. “You are taking too long. I am going to get this started without you.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Norman said as he turned around to see Carnage open up the van doors and climb outside. “This is not part of the plan.” 
 
    “That was a stupid plan,” Carnage said as he walked up to a 2006 Chrysler Sebring. “This is how you get it started!” 
 
    Carnage broke out a window in the vehicle and set the alarm off. Norman wanted to kill the idiot as Carnage took out another window and then another. People from the party started running out front and Carnage started pushing them out of the way until he found Rueda. Norman was ready to call in his other family members but had to pause. Carnage had just back handed an old woman who grabbed him to the ground and knocked another man clean out. 
 
    “Fall back,” Norman said. “I repeat, fall back. This is a busted mission.” 
 
    “Get back, I am warning you!” Carnage screamed as he hit another person.  
 
    Norman could hear gunfire go off as Carnage started taking hits from multiple people. Carnage responded by tossing Rueda down as Omega, Celestial and Divine descended on the crowd. Norman started up the vehicle and pulled off, in the confusion he had spotted Rueda running for all she was worth down the street. Norman pulled around the corner and took off his mask. 
 
    “Hey you need help?” Norman asked. “There are some guys down the street shooting. I am trying to get out of here before the cops show up.” 
 
    Norman thought it was too easy as she climbed into his van and right into a pair of cuffs. It was a little difficult getting her legs since she tried to kick him a few times but Norman was able to put her in the small holding cell inside of the van. Norman drove off towards the police station, his family could handle themselves. Norman dropped Rueda off to some very surprised policemen who asked for him to pose for pictures. After Norman finished that, he checked in on his family who was not only still dealing with the crowd, but the police had shown up as well. 
 
    “What are we still waiting for?” Norman asked over the communicators. “I said this mission was a bust.” 
 
    “Where are you?” Omega said as Norman could see from the cameras that his brother was floating in the air.  
 
    “A few blocks over,” Norman replied. “Unlike the rest of you, I don't have a powered suit or super powers.” 
 
    “Carnage is being arrested,” Omega said. “Idiot yelled at the cops who came and accidentally bumped one of them so hard he hit the ground. Divine is trying to get him off.” 
 
    “How many people did he send to the hospital?” Norman asked. “He hit a few of them pretty hard trying to be a tough guy. When I said the mission was a wash, everyone should have backed out.” 
 
    “Carnage was in too deep and taking fire,” Omega replied. “There is a crowd here and they are angry, the cops are doing all they can to hold them back.” 
 
    “Who is their anger directed at?” Norman asked. 
 
    “Carnage mostly,” Omega said. “But some people are not happy with us either. Looks like they are letting Carnage go with a ticket. He is most likely going to have to appear in court. Just what we need, a bunch of court dates.” 
 
    “Leave the cameras,” Norman said. “We can pick them up much later tonight when the insanity has calmed down. We took an easy snatch and grab and turned it into a disaster. This should have been a quick in and out. Meet me back at the motorhome.” 
 
    “Your girl got away,” Celestial said as Norman could see she was in the sky. “She ran in all of the confusion. We shouldn't let her go like this, she has already made us look like fools.” 
 
    “We can talk about it back at the motorhome,” Norman said. “I am driving there now.” 
 
    At times like this, Norman wished he had Johnny or even Victoria to rely on. One of them would have driven and the other would already have cut and edited footage detailing the operation of where it went wrong. He would have to just play four of the videos that he thought would show the best angles. Everyone was already inside of the motorhome when Norman reached it, Carnage was out of his suit and getting dressed down by Divine. 
 
    “We need to go find that woman,” Celestial said as soon as Norman walked in. 
 
    “I already know where she is,” Norman said. “But this team is not working well together. A simple mission turned into destruction of property, battery and deadly weapons were used. I am not working with Carnage anymore. All he caused was Carnage.” 
 
    “If you wouldn't have cut me out of your plans I wouldn't have had to take everything on myself,” Carnage yelled. 
 
    “You are a hot head who needs more experience,” Norman said. “Until you get that, no more collaborations.” 
 
    “That was one of the worst ops I have ever been a part of,” Omega said. “No offense to you Eternal, Carnage or Celestial, but I am used to dealing with professionals. Normally a mess up would be acceptable as long as the mission was accomplished. But with all of the damage and one of us getting ticketed, this was a failure.” 
 
    “We have to get that woman,” Celestial said. “We cannot let her get away. You said you know where she is hiding. Are we going to her house?” 
 
    “I already snatched her up and brought her to the police,” Norman said. “She was a little combative but I got her there without injury, it was the way every mission should go.” 
 
    “You secured her?” Divine asked surprised. 
 
    “All without incident,” Norman replied. “Finesse, good planning and timing beats raw strength. This operation needs to be looked at, more than Carnage made mistakes. For example, why didn't anyone secure the target and fly away during the ruckus? All it would take was one of you. One of you also could have snatched Carnage away from the crowd. Inaction gave others time to pull out their cell phones and start recording. I have a long night ahead of me of editing and putting out something coherent. If not, then cell phone videos would tell a different story.” 
 
    “You really have this down,” Omega said nodding. 
 
    “The Artificer must have taught you better than I expected,” Divine said. “She would often have a target secured before the H.L. even knew who they were looking for. If you have half of her talent, the H.L. made a mistake by alienating you.” 
 
    “That was the biggest screw up I have ever seen!” said a giggling female voice. “It was so funny to watch, beating up old ladies and breaking windows.” 
 
    “Who is that?” Divine said looking around the motorhome. 
 
    “Victoria?” Norman said confused. 
 
    “Yep, no thanks to you traitor,” Victoria said. “You sold us out to be a part of this? You couldn't even grab one woman without drama.” 
 
    “How is she coming across the speakers?” Omega asked.  
 
    “How is she coming across the speakers,” Victoria said in a mocking voice. “Is your whole family like this? By the way, hi little sister.” 
 
    “I am not your sister!” Celestial snapped.  
 
    “You look like my little sister,” Victoria teased. “Well I am better put together but you can have a boob job to fill out your bra.” 
 
    “What do you want Victoria?” Norman asked. 
 
    “Are we using first names now, Norman?” Victoria said. “Nah, I don't feel comfortable calling you that anymore. You are Eternal, Norman was the name of a friend of mine. Eternal is a meany face.” 
 
    “No one here knew what would happen with Johnny,” Divine said. 
 
    “Save your lies murderer,” Victoria said. “I just wanted Victor to know it was me. That is for beating up my boyfriend.” 
 
    “What was you?” Carnage asked. “You are just a stupid robot.” 
 
    “And your suit is trash,” Victoria said laughing. “The Biddefort Police Department was gifted a device to help take down anyone in a powered suit. Well anyone in a Dollars powersuit. It gave your suit the ability to send out a signal and downloaded code that would make your entire suit start killing itself. I mean you can start from scratch on the operating system instead of building android on top of what we already gave you like you did before. All very legal, after all, the police should be able to protect themselves from powered thugs.” 
 
    “You lucky you are not here,” Celestial said. 
 
    “I’m not?” Victoria asked. “I am right outside little sister. You wanna get our nails done or something? You can cry about having a tool for a boyfriend and I can tell you all about how your family first killed my boyfriend’s dad and then had him locked away to be poked and prodded. Good times.” 
 
    “She is outside,” Omega said. “On some kind of hovering craft.” 
 
    “Ding ding, we have a winner winner chicken dinner,” Victoria said. “So now that all of that has been solved, I think I am going to get out of here. Never know when some government folks will just come along and imprison you for no reason at all. Growing these bodies is hard and dying sucks. Just trust me on that one.” 
 
    “Girl Fantastic,” Norman began. “Can we talk?” 
 
    “Not really,” Victoria said. “I have been waiting for the H.L. which I know is listening to try and come get me. They have already dispatched someone, Transit. Don't know what he thinks he can do but it should be fun while it lasts.” 
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    “Where is this guy?” Altitude asked. 
 
    “Third story, last room on the left,” I replied. “He has three people in the room with him. Two you know about, the third you don't. Too much power for you to take out alone, it is Harbinger.” 
 
    “Harbinger?” Altitude asked confused. 
 
    “Unregistered Supe villain with the power of what he calls lessening,” I replied as I replayed what the man with the given name of Harold Kluster had told the target. “Anything done to him is lessened by ninety percent. The powers of the people around him are also reduced by ninety. There is a seventy eight percent chance that he would be able to take on you and Billy and emerge victorious with one of you killed.” 
 
    “How do you know all of this stuff kid?” Altitude said. 
 
    “Because I have been threatened, locked away and made to do this job,” I replied. “The plan with a ninety three percent approval rate would be to evacuate the building. I am controlling three military grade powersuits and they should be sufficient in fixing the enemy in place. Likelihood of collateral damage is ninety-eight percent without a full evacuation, this includes a low of five casualties and a high of thirty eight.” 
 
    “How are we going to get everyone out of the building?” Billy asked. 
 
    “I have taken the liberty to take over phones, computers and televisions,” I replied. “A message has been given explaining the situation along with the need to be quiet while they are exiting. The first floor is nearly empty now, law enforcement are on their way to send any civilians completely out of the area.” 
 
    “I could get used to this kid,” Altitude said. “You are insanely fast with your help, it is almost like I am in the room.” 
 
    “A live feed taken from a webcam in the room is available on your phone,” I replied. “Perpetrators still not aware of the exodus, building is sixty five percent clear. Moving into position.” 
 
    “I guess we just wait outside,” Altitude said. “The kid seems like he has this under control. We were walking into a trap, our powers at ten percent and whatever we have left is only ten percent effective towards him. We need Divine or another heavy hitter for this guy.” 
 
    “It also means that those around him are also at ten percent unless he can direct that power,” I replied. “A teleporter just ported in. It’s Portal.” 
 
    “Portal is here?” Altitude said shocked. “We have been after him for years, what is he doing here?” 
 
    “There is a sixty two percent chance that this operation is compromised,” I replied. “This was a trap but based on the supposed mastermind, I calculate a higher than eighty percent chance that Fallout does not have the resources or skill to put this together. Portal has created a portal and they are all leaving. His range has been estimated at a hundred miles. A device was left behind, there is a sixty five percent chance this device is explosive. Device has been disabled, it is safe to enter.” 
 
    “Now this is what I am talking about,” Altitude said. “I am going to go through the window, Billy you got the inside.” 
 
    “There is the bomb,” Altitude said. “Nothing blinking. This thing looks heavy, no way can I bring this thing down.” 
 
    “Well we can wait on it as long as it has been deactivated,” Billy said. “Good job kid, remind me to get you an ice cream. You do good work.” 
 
    “I would prefer my freedom,” I replied. “You can keep your ice cream.” 
 
    I walked back to my room in the sub. I searched for information about myself on the internet and saw that many people were wondering where I was. One person correctly deduced that Dante had also been taken along with Voy. Porcia was still unknown and I thought it was humorous. I took off the watch I had been given and I started purging H.A.M.M.E.R. out of my head when Forgery walked into the room holding his phone. 
 
    “Doesn't matter what you say, you are a liar,” I said. “You have already been proven untrustworthy and I do not care to ever help the H.L. again. You can tell that to whoever is on the phone with you. This was a one time thing.” 
 
    “You were going to be let out today,” Forgery said. “You just had to go through with a press conference and stay connected.” 
 
    “There is a hundred percent chance that someone in the H.L. have thought about contingencies on if I disconnect,” I said. “If I am being let go, then let me go. I see no reason or need to work with you again Forgery. You are a liar and if you do it once you will do it again.” 
 
    “That was good work out there kid,” Nelson’s voice said as it came through the phone. “Divine himself couldn't have done a better job than you did with the knowledge you gave us. H.A.M.M.E.R. has the power but it is still controlled by ordinary humans. You think a lot quicker and can patch into things in seconds that would take a team of humans at least an hour to get through. I have your money from Hawaii, it has been placed into an account with your name. The figure is sizable and was calculated from what was lost in Hawaii plus interest, standard late fees and a little extra for a job well done for your country.” 
 
    “What do you have to say to that?” Forgery said. 
 
    “There is a 99.95% chance that the image of the H.L. is taking a beating due to me being publicly kidnapped,” I began. “I also hear that you have killed my girlfriend which was also very public and has many people calling to defund the H.L. due to ignoring the law. You are murderers who in killing my father, did not take into account of all of the second and third order effects. The President has been blamed for this and countless sources have calculated the amount of money being spent to replace everything that Daniel Dollars brought to be a conservative estimate of nine hundred million to eight billion dollars a year. This does not include the loss taxes, wages and charity that were eliminated when Dollar Corps. moved completely out of the United States and has been making the European Union much stronger than it should be. The President will not be reelected because of this, and because Stephanie Loyola will continuously pay a lot of money to keep up a steady stream of attacks on the President. He will seek to undo the damage starting with the H.L., Divine and his family has publicly quit in disgust and has named the Director of the H.L. as being corrupt and a liar as why. I calculate a seventy-five percent chance that the current director will be removed inside of a month and a ninety four percent chance that it will occur inside of two months if things continue the way they are. If I accept the money and say the things you want, like how my father’s death was unfortunate, my girlfriend is not a real person and I was taken in for my own safety or to serve my country, those odds retreat to twenty five percent and eighteen percent. I refuse this deal, I do not care of the consequences.” 
 
    I could feel a strong intrusion into my system, whoever was controlling H.A.M.M.E.R. had brute forced their way inside and it was little I could do to stop them. My thoughts were being read, I couldn't stop that. Some of my nanites were being turned off but they would be back on before anything bad could happen. In short they couldn't do much to my body, only affect my ability to connect to the internet or machines by blocking certain accesses H.A.M.M.E.R. gave me. I supposed they could try downloading my memory, it would quickly max out any server since my brain was a super computer in itself and I thought about billions of topics everyday. I wondered if they had tried it already? If so, someone had the horrible job of trying to decipher all of that. 
 
    “You think I am scared about losing my job?” Nelson raged. “I can retire right now and be happy. You know what kid? Forget about it, the money is off the table, your freedom is off the table.” 
 
    “Until you are replaced,” I replied. 
 
    “Why would you antagonize Secretary Wilson?” Forgery asked. “You were gaining your freedom and a lot of money.” 
 
    “You have lied to me once Forgery,” I replied. “So has he. Why would I trust anything you have to say? I still have not had my time in the Library.” 
 
    “I am sure Secretary Wilson if you ask nicely enough will let you look around,” Forgery said. “Perhaps as long as you might like if you join the H.L., it would be what you normally do. You just helped stop criminals that would have killed many people while not breaking a sweat. You could continue on with your normal life and use that impressive brain to help out when needed.” 
 
    “Not if it helps Secretary Wilson in any way,” I replied. “My father is dead, or is that something I am supposed to forget? H.A.M.M.E.R. exists because of stolen technology, stolen from me. In a few months this will be a moot conversation, I have a 99.99% chance of being set free in four months and as soon as I am I plan on telling all I know about Dante and the rest. I am sure the escaped Supes have let themselves be known and I can reliably tell the public what happened with that. I think we are done, I am going to retreat into my headspace and pass the time.” 
 
    “Who do we have that can beat some sense into that kid?” Nelson said. “I can make your last days here horrible if you want it. Bring in Pop Up, I know she can teach this idiot some sense.” 
 
    I was not familiar with the name. I had never heard of a supe named Pop Up, I attempted to scour the H.L. files but I was blocked from accessing anything since I had to go through H.A.M.M.E.R. to get it. I locked my system just as a tiny female appeared, she looked younger than I was and had her hair in pigtails. She sucked on a lollipop and took a look at me. A heartbeat later I was falling out of the sky with nothing below me but a sea of blue. I hit the water in a dive that would make any olympian proud, I was heavy so I naturally started sinking when I, along with the water I was in, was transported into a cold dark cave. Pop Up had gone, I was wet and there was nothing around me. 
 
    There was nothing around I could use I thought. Around me were frozen bodies of people who had probably been left there before by Pop Up. I knew staying there could result in the same happening to me so I peeked out of my cave. I ruled out being in Antarctica or anywhere foreign, if I was successful at getting out then I would be forever lost to the United States. Alaska seemed likely, possibly Mt. McKinley. It had the record of being the coldest place in the United States and there wasn't many places I could go. I took off the watch and tossed it into the cave. 
 
    Everything was white as I threw myself off of the cliff. There was a lot of hard impacts, one drop seemed equivalent to a ten story fall and I was sure I had broken my arm from landing on a spiky piece of stone, but still I fell. It took me two hours, twenty three minutes to reach the bottom of the mountain. That took considerable time off of the average, a non-supe mountain climber would take at least two days to get off the mountain and only if he or she were exceptionally skilled and fit. My blood felt like it was coagulating, I wasn’t on the mountain but the ground wasn't level and I still had little peaks around me. I looked at the sky and was sure I just came down the north face of Mt. McKinley, my data was old but there should be a few towns southeast of where I was. Unfortunately they were over a hundred and fifty miles away. 
 
    I started to run, I needed to keep my body heat up and being frozen in snow did a considerable job getting rid of it. My body temperature was still dropping despite me running flat out, there was no way for me to make any fire and I didn't see a shelter. I was hesitant to connect to anything, it was possible whoever ran H.A.M.M.E.R. was probably looking out for my particular IP address. I did know Dollar Corps. had a secret satellite and patched into it. I wouldn't stay on longer than necessary but long enough to send my message through and hope someone was listening. I ran various scenarios through my mind and decided the best thing to do was stop. The air was so cold it hurt and being able to feel I thought was a good thing. I started making a dwelling in the snow. The snow was deep and I soon had a nice little burrow to either hide from the elements or die. The Artificer would know where I am eventually and so would the rest of me. My coordinates had already been sent and I took the time to send them again with a message before I disconnected. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 11 
 
    NELSON WILSON 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Ten minutes is enough,” Nelson said over the phone. “Go get him and see if he has changed his tune. If not I want you to bring him right back out there Pop Up.” 
 
    Nelson rubbed his temples and then heard a chime on his phone. He had hung up from Forgery and wondered who it was. Nelson answered his phone and could hear a female’s voice. She was young and flirty sounding, it didn't take Nelson long to figure out it was either Divine’s daughter or the android. She was toying with the Van Burens, Nelson was about to say something when a feed came through his T.V. showing the entire Van Buren clan locked into a battle with some civilians. When Nelson heard gunshots he smiled, he dare Divine think he was bigger than the department. Now the supe had screwed up and he would call him out on it. 
 
    Nelson could do that later, he thought he heard the voice of Victor Vega, the teen who wanted to be known as Carnage. He would do well working with H.A.M.M.E.R. but the young man wanted to be a face. Nelson had a plan that he would let him provided he could get his girlfriend Celestial to join. It would go a long way in getting people to trust him again and Nelson wondered if he should just offer the young man a job straight away. Nelson was about to cut away from the footage when multiple angles started popping up. He clicked on one and saw the Van Buren’s were after one woman and in the ruckus she had gotten away. Nelson clicked onto her and had to wait a few minutes before someone running H.A.M.M.E.R. was able to get footage off of several doorbell cameras of her running down the street. Nelson rewound the footage until he could see the woman’s face. Her last name was Rueda and her current location was in the local jail. A few more minutes went by and a video popped up showing Eternal, the Van Buren's non-powered kid making the grab and turning her in. That is what Nelson needed. 
 
    The Dollars kid had made the Van Buren’s gimp into a famous superhero. Nelson wanted him to do something similar with the H.L., talent like that put behind a real supe could be excellent. Nelson thought that maybe he should focus on building up a few supes of his choosing like Daniel Dollars did. Take someone insanely loyal to him and make them into a hero. They didn't even have to be all that talented, in fact maybe Nelson should insist on it that they are not. If they go rogue like Divine had tried to do they would fall flat on their faces. They would be beholden to him because they were nobodies without him. The Main Event was nice, they got results and they could boast that they always got their man in the end but this could be something else. Nelson sighed thinking about the Main Event, it was another thing he had to clean up. 
 
    Some mad scientist had created a lifelike android that was running about and giving people powers. Nelson would have loved to get ahold of that thing to really start playing God. Determining who could and who could not have powers, he would give himself a high dose. So far, none of those hit by the strange ray had shown any effects. In fact, the last person hit by the ray became somewhat radioactive for a few hours and a weaker version of his gift had somehow been transferred to the first responders who went to check on him. Nelson would bet dollars to doorknobs that the Artificer was somehow behind the ray, Nelson had wanted to get her on the payroll for years and now that he finally found out who she was, she wanted nothing to do with the H.L., just another headache. 
 
    Supes and their damn secret identities. So what he knew who they were, he was the damn Secretary. It wasn't like he was going to blab it or send some secret hit squad to off them. The Artificer had indirectly worked with the H.L. for years but now she would rather let her country suffer because her little identity was discovered. Nelson looked back at the footage and could see when the Rueda woman was grabbed and shut off his phone. He would get a list together to join the H.L. and thought Victor Vega and the Van Buren gimp would be the first few on his list. Maybe it would make the Dollars kid actually join up instead of trying to be difficult. 
 
    “I can’t find him,” Pop Up said as she sucked on her sucker and shivered. 
 
    “What do you mean you can’t find him?” Nelson said irritated. 
 
    “I don't know where he is,” Pop Up said. “I looked all over the cave and outside.” 
 
    Nelson looked at his phone and could see a signal was coming from the cave. Nelson got up and grabbed his heavy coat and tossed it to the girl and put on his light jacket. He was only going there for a few minutes so he should be alright. 
 
    “Take me there,” Nelson said as his world twisted. 
 
    Nelson vomited immediately after appearing in the cave. His body always reacted violently to teleportation and it took him a few minutes before he was well enough to look around. Nelson quickly found the watch and cursed to himself. That fool had probably seen the bodies and took off down the mountain. 
 
    “Start checking all over this mountain,” Nelson said. “He couldn't have gone far and you should be able to see some footprints. H.A.M.M.E.R. I want every agent in distance to come here and start searching. All teleporters who are able to get to this location should be here and dress appropriately. I want all of the surrounding towns thoroughly checked and if there is satellite footage of this location anywhere I want to see it. Pop Up take me back before you begin your search. My bathroom preferably, travel always makes me ill. 
 
    It took Nelson a moment before he came to himself. Pop Up had dropped him off and he was heaving since he arrived. There were numerous messages on his phone, the most pressing was a voice clip from Transit, he had been dispatched to bring in the android and had actually done it. It was good news Nelson thought until a video began showing him what happened. The girl really didn't try to fight him back. Transit was a slow teleporter and the machine should have beaten him silly while he tried to take her. Instead she just gave up. Divine’s son wanted to help, Nelson could see the irritation in the gimp’s face as Divine held him back. At least now he had proof that he didn't kill this girl and would get the android itself to say it. Of course there were people who would still question the body he had taken. 
 
    “Take her to the Sub,” Nelson said to no one in particular, trusting his people at H.A.M.M.E.R. would relay the message. I want a full scan done on her right now along with samples taken of her hair, nails, tissue and anything else that might provide insight.” 
 
    “Do you want me to vivisect her?” came a voice from all around Nelson, probably one of his eggheads. 
 
    “I want Surgeon Steel and any other cyborg brainy types on this,” Nelson replied. “This is security level alpha, we can play God here. If we figure out what was done to create her, we can create our own super soldiers. Do not take her apart just yet, for now just take the samples.” 
 
    Nelson smiled, he was finally getting some wins but his losses were keeping him in the same place. At least he still had The Silver Sentinel. Nelson couldn't wait to introduce him to the world but just needed the right opportunity. No, that would have to wait for later. He had people escape off of the Sub that he still needed to look for, only the ghostly criminal was ever apprehended. Later on Nelson would think it was karma for thinking about the escape. Rampage was in downtown Buffalo during some protest and had just killed eight cops. Nelson was happy to see H.L. heroes were being dispatched. The Main Event was on its way along with help from Gigolo Gary. Nelson rolled his eyes thinking about that idiot. Basic pretty boy who had super strength but not on the level on Rampage or any of Divine’s children. He would probably get himself killed but maybe he could keep Rampage busy for ten minutes. Rampage only could stay changed for an hour and after forty five minutes of fighting the bruiser always sought to escape. Where was that damn Dollars kid? This is just the kind of thing he would be good at, locating Rampage when he changed back into a weakling and allow others to move in. Now that Divine was off the H.L., maybe Nelson could even kill the monster and be done with it. First he needed that damn kid back. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 12 
 
    Girl Fantastic 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Get your hands off me creep, I am not that kinda girl,” Victoria said as she yanked away from Transit. “Go live out your kiddie rape dreams somewhere else!” 
 
    “What?” Transit said shocked. Victoria knew he was a devout christian and would never cheat on his wife. She also knew it would shock him for even mentioning it. 
 
    “Stop being all grabby,” Victoria said. “I already have a boyfriend and even if I didn't you are not my type, creep.” 
 
    “I wasn't trying to do anything untowards with you,” Transit said as his eyes bulged. 
 
    “You kidnap me, bring me to some unknown secret place and you act shocked?” Victoria asked. “I am not rubbing on any lotion or putting anything in the basket.” 
 
    “What?” Transit said confused. 
 
    “I bet you are the type of guy to get off through the back door, huh?” Victoria asked. 
 
    “Have I never,” Transit said as he grabbed his chest. 
 
    “That will be enough of that young lady,” Forgery said as he walked into the room. “Transit you may leave. As for you young lady, I need a few samples of your dna. If you can feel pain, some may hurt worse than the others.” 
 
    “What do you mean, if I can feel pain?” Victoria asked as Transit left. “You can feel pain, can’t ya?” 
 
    “I can,” Forgery replied. “But I am much nicer than anyone else who will come through that door. Will you allow me to collect the samples.” 
 
    “Well come on over,” Victoria said as she started stripping down. “Are you gonna start with a pelvic exam? Can I have a red speculum?” 
 
    “Put on your clothes!” Forgery practically yelled as Victoria was undressing and walking towards him.  
 
    Victoria marveled at how close she had gotten to the man. Victoria leapt and grabbed the hero by his neck, a second later a loud snap could be heard and Victoria let him drop. Alright I think I am inside. I know you can’t reply to me but I love how I can reply to you. I am expecting company in a bit, I am going to get out of this door and tell you what I see.” 
 
    Victoria took a deep breath and opened the door. Coming here was her idea, ever since she heard her creator mother had made this body with the ability to send signals, it just couldn't receive it. Right now she was broadcasting exactly where the Sub was located and Victoria was doubtful that her body would leave this place alive. At least she was also broadcasting everything she could see with her small camera, super computer or not, Victoria had access to some great tech that she was using. 
 
    Victoria saw she was in some kind of hallway, she walked it until she found someone. Victoria thought this guy was a doctor, he wore a white lab coat and Victoria thought she could take him in a fight. The man looked at Victoria and sighed. He pulled off his glasses with one hand and sat them and the clipboard he was holding down on the table he was next to. The man slowly took off his coat when Victoria searched through her hard drive.  
 
    “I see you have gotten out of your room,” the man said as he took off his tie. “I just got here myself. I can recreate any technology with the right materials. Maybe not the software but definitely the hardware. I was going to put you to sleep and see if I could take that magnificent computer out of your head as well as whatever else is in that body. I would have put it back in, I think I could have gotten it to work as well. After all, if I can take it apart, I could put it back together.” 
 
    “What a weirdo,” Victoria said. “I am not going to let some wacko take my head apart.” 
 
    “You even sound like a real girl,” the supe said. “It would be nice to have more than one of you around, it would be like playing God.” 
 
    “You wanna see God?” Victoria said as she stepped forward. “I can get you there, tell him Vicky says hi!” 
 
    “You think you scare me?” The man said as he took off his shirt. Victoria could see a lot of his body was encased in a metal torso. “I am a cyborg, perhaps only the Golden Golem has more parts than me, however you and your little boyfriend are close. This is my body after I have slowly modified it over the years. My brain is intact, so are most of my organs. I need them to ensure I can keep my gift. The rest is all top of the line robotics, the government has spared no expense and I have had the best surgeons and healers available for me. What this means to you is that I feel no pain and I am likely stronger than you are.” 
 
    “So you gots a bunch of robo stuff inside of you?” Victoria said. “That means you need a real power source somewhere that is not your circulatory system. Easy peasy lemon squeezie,” Victoria finished as she gave him a controlled EMP burst.” 
 
    “What have you done to me?” The man said as he froze in place. 
 
    “Nothing really,” Victoria said as she walked over and stuck a device on his chest. 
 
    “I am in control,” came a robotic voice Victoria knew was the Artificer in disguise. 
 
    “Can you tell me where he is?” Victoria asked. “This would go a lot easier if I had a map.” 
 
    “Something just came in,” the robotic voice said. “I think I can reach him, all available resources are converging on the location. If you can escape then do so.” 
 
    “So I guess you have some kind of key or something on you,” Victoria said as she started searching his shirt and pockets. “Pay dirt.” 
 
    “What have you done to me!” the man screamed as he started jerkily walking in front of Victoria. 
 
    “Nothing much,” Victoria replied. “We just came for a friend.” 
 
    “Hey aren't you Johnny’s girl?” came a voice from Victoria’s side. 
 
    “Girl Fantastic, in the flesh,” Victoria said. “You are the healer guy, right?” 
 
    “I want to get out of here,” Dante said. “I haven't done anything wrong, they just want to use me for my powers.” 
 
    “Well come along,” Victoria replied. “I can't guarantee you will not be killed. How do I get out of here?” 
 
    “You are going nowhere!” the man screamed. 
 
    “What did you do to Doctor Imagine?” Dante asked. 
 
    “He is a robot, and I have ways to control robots,” Victoria said. “He is our ticket out of here. They thought this place was so top secret and hidden. That was until they made sure their super computer had a way inside. We just needed to know where this place was at, now everyone knows where this place is.” 
 
    “I know where the submarines are,” Dante said. “Can you get me outta here, as in off their radar?” 
 
    “Don't know,” Victoria admitted. “But let’s find out.” 
 
    “Where do you think you are going?” Violet Violent said. “Two criminals looking to escape, I am going to lock you up Dante and take this android apart.” 
 
    “Nine mil says what?” Victoria said quickly. 
 
    “What?” Violet asked as three bullets pierced her chest. “You think these bullets are going to stop me?” 
 
    “Well you are bleeding and now you are stumbling,” Victoria said. “And I still have eleven more. Hiding this thing was hard, you do not want to know where I had to keep it. Anyway, it is blast off time.” 
 
    “Stop!” Transit said as he came running up. 
 
    “Well I plan on smoking this chick like a hobo on a free vape pen,” Victoria said. “Does that make sense? Anyway, if you get me out of here, I will not blast your little girly friend into the next life. She has shown she is willing to kill and so am I. First law of robotics do not apply to me.” 
 
    “Where do you want to go?” Transit asked as Victoria leveled her gun. 
 
    “How about San Francisco?” Victoria asked. “Um, Pier 39?” 
 
    “Okay, just drop the gun,” Transit said. 
 
    “If he lies I will use this body to kill the woman,” the robotic voice said as Dr. Imagine reached out for the weapon.” 
 
    “I can't stop her,” Dr. Imagine cried out. It is this thing on my chest.” 
 
    “Make your choice quick sweetie,” Victoria said. “I know Violet can heal, but I am about to have our friend pump three into her stupid ugly face.” 
 
    Victoria grabbed Dante and was surprised that Transit kept his word. She was in San Francisco and the pier was loaded with tourists. Transit disappeared as Victoria grabbed a pedal car along with Dante. Victoria knew that the super computer would be looking for their faces and rode until she came to pier 41 where a Dollars ship was always moored. Victoria hurriedly climbed inside along with Dante. After she unmoored it, the ship started to work by itself and pulled out. Victoria led Dante below deck where there was a submarine. She climbed inside along with him and took off one way while the ship went out to the ocean. 
 
    “You had this all figured out,” Dante said amazed. 
 
    “Nah, not really,” Victoria replied. “I can't even drive this thing, I have help. Any luck the bad guy good guys will go after the ship. That is if they know we are gone at all.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” Dante asked. 
 
    “Treasure Island,” Victoria replied. “It is not too far away from here and we have a whirly bird we can get on. From there we just need a safe house and we have two in Oakland. We can get out of California once we get some more supplies.” 
 
    “Supplies have been ordered and are on the way,” Johnny said. 
 
    “Johnny?” Dante asked. 
 
    “Not quite,” Johnny replied. “I mean it is me, and it isn't me. You may get away with this babe. Rampage is tearing up property and right now it seems every supe worth anything is on the scene. Someone has stolen my father’s tech, a suit like what my father had is on the scene taking the brunt of it. Rampage is not going down easily.” 
 
    “So why did we call this off?” Victoria asked. “Were you found?” 
 
    “Four of our supersuits are headed that way,” Johnny said. “They already know where I am. The H.L. have also started bringing people in, they are in the wrong place right now. I am unsure of how long it will take them to find my trail. Everything has been put into place to allow you safe passage.” 
 
    “How is our Exie Bestie doing?” Victoria asked. 
 
    “Still arguing about things,” Johnny said. “Carnage is going to be kicked out of the group. He even has Celestial on his case.” 
 
    “Well see you in a bit sweetie,” Victoria said. “Before that do you want to get all of the stuff Dante knows about the H.L. out there?” 
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” Johnny said. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 13 
 
    Main Body 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was cold, my nanites started vibrating and had come up with a way to keep my body temperature up, even if it was a bit uncomfortable. I was there for an hour before I could hear someone digging for me. I stood up to help them out and saw it was one of the suits. I got into it and took off, it was cold inside but the environmental controls had kicked in and things were getting warmer. There were only a few heroes that could catch me, with Divine gone and Altitude doing other things it was unlikely I would be stopped. I didn't even think anyone in the H.L. saw that I was rescued yet, I made sure my system was purged of all things H.A.M.M.E.R. and connected to myself. 
 
    I felt whole. A lot of information had flooded my brain and I was happy to see all kinds of plans had been enacted. I had actually fought myself when I was in New Mexico, it made me laugh. The H.L. was fighting Rampage and things had gone from bad to worse. Crimson Dynamo, Airtight, Mary Lamb, Fallout, Harbinger, and Portal had all entered the fight. Pop Up was there and she grabbed Rampage and took off with him somewhere. I saw that Rampage had managed to turn his body around and threw an elbow as they blinked out of existence. If it connected she was done for, just like Gigolo Gary. Gary had been killed by Rampage who had also put down the shiny hero in a Dollars Suit. I couldn't tell if the power suit wearer was dead but Gary was. Mary Lamb was able to use her power on the Lion King, instead of a human lion hybrid he looked like a lamb human hybrid. Harbinger was trading blow for blow with the Purple streak, a speedster who found her powers severely hampered. The man in the powersuit changed the dynamic when he stirred enough to lift his hand and shot Harbinger in the head with what I knew was a .50 caliber slug. 
 
    Harbinger didn't have any super durability. He died on national television. Portal was taken down as well, the powersuit wearer was able to get up and flew right into the teleporter, knocking him down before he could flee. Fallout started turning a bright yellow color, I knew he was activating his power. Fallout was a living bomb, he could cause small explosions but I had never seen his entire body go yellow. Seconds later a bomb a tenth of the power of the atomic bomb dropped on Hiroshima exploded. Many people, civilians, police, criminals and heroes were caught up inside of it. I couldn't see anything else after that, all of the cameras were just gone. I replayed what I had seen and froze frame by frame. The powersuit wearer had tried to fly away from the fight at the last moment but it was unknown if he survived. 
 
    It took an hour before a group was on scene. It was Divine, Celestial and Omega. They were fitted with cameras and microphones, I could patch into them but it turned out I had no need to. The Artificer already had patched into all of them and I could listen on with what she was saying. 
 
    “Are you detecting any life signs?” the Artificer asked. 
 
    “Loyola?” Omega said as he stood still, confused. 
 
    “No,” Divine replied. 
 
    “The buildings near where you are were not made to handle a blast like that,” the Artificer said. “You have three buildings that have an underground parking garage or basements. Look at your phones and I will give you their location.” 
 
    “This is Loyola?” Omega asked again. 
 
    “Yes, now listen to her,” Divine snapped.  
 
    “You need to move fast,” the Artificer said. “I have called every available super to your area along with civilian law enforcement and emergency services.” 
 
    “I can handle communication to see about all of the care facilities,” I said entering the conversation. “I have five spots that can serve as temporary care facilities. I am on the phone with the Governor asking permission to call out the National Guard along with the state militia force. A call has been given out across all forms of communication asking for help in nearby cities along with where they could provide the most help.” 
 
    “Have you looked into occupations and experience?” the Artificer asked. 
 
    “I have and have already used the Incident Command Structure from FEMA to get everyone situated,” I replied. 
 
    “We have the logistics,” the Artificer said. “I need power.” 
 
    “Just point us to where we need to go,” Divine said. 
 
    It was a few hours before everything started coming together. No news cameras worked or any other recording devices worked by order of the Artificer. Their owners were sent a message of either help out clearing the destruction or leave. Anyone not complying found their devices permanently fried. The supe in the powersuit was located, two other powersuits dug him out of the rubble and carted him off somewhere. I was shocked he could withstand a blast like that. I knew about how strong the powersuits were and didn't think it could survive a blast like that. The supe had given himself a chance by flying directly into the sewer but I still didn't think that would have worked. My calculations gave him a 2.23% chance, unlikely but not absolute. 
 
    Pieces of the other heroes and villains had been found, including that of Fallout. Normally he could just clap his hands together and make explosions. I surmised looking back at footage that there was a 74% chance that after he saw Harbinger was killed that he figured he was next and wanted to take everyone with him. He did a decent job at that, everyone at the fight was confirmed dead with the exception of the powersuit wearer. 
 
    Pop Up’s body had been found at the cave she had abandoned me in. Her neck was broken and I really couldn't feel sad for her once I saw how many people she had left there to die. Rampage had surprised the heroes that were on the mountain looking for me and had killed a few of them. He had been able to get off the mountain but had run out of time. One of the mightiest supes known to man was killed of exposure since he transformed into a half naked human miles away from civilization and in the snow. The heroes on the mountain that survived tracked him, they made sure he was dead and made no attempt to get at his body. That was just half of the things going wrong for the H.L. 
 
    No one could get into contact with Nelson Wilson, I know Divine tried through H.A.M.M.E.R. and the Artificer couldn't track him. Dozens of supes dead and the head of the H.L. was nowhere to be found. The Artificer was officially running things and had given five interviews so far as it related to the attack. When reporters got off the subject, she admonished them and promised never to work with their stations again as long as said reporter was employed by them. The Artificer had just finished an interview with the reporter Truther Dare. His powers didn't work over technology but he asked all of the right questions. Questions that were fed to him by the Artificer beforehand, questions that I wrote. 
 
    America knew there was a supe villain attack and that Dollars Corps. had been working the logistics of everything and that Divine had been getting the supes that showed up in order. I used CGI to give interviews in twenty other countries about what happened during the attack. The questions eventually went towards what happened to me, where I had been and where was Victoria. I answered them using mostly the truth which I knew had an almost absolute chance of angering Secretary Wilson. 
 
    Everyone knew I was working with a partner as a vigilante. Although they asked, I never named Norman Van Buren as the partner. All they knew was that someone I thought was a friend worked with the H.L. to kidnap me and force me to do things. I mentioned everything I knew about others who were kept against their will and some of the people Dante had been forced to heal. I was behind thirty social media accounts in the United States bashing the H.L. and anyone affiliated with them. Divine did not get off easy, he killed Daniel Dollars, crashed the funeral and held me virtually captive at his home. I had no reason to think about Norman anymore and didn't need to provide much spin. 
 
    I was sure Nelson Wilson was done. I had began my attacks on the President about where his Secretary was during a big event that killed more civilians than 9/11. The President was trying to do his job but I ensured the narrative always went back to Nelson Wilson. When the day ended, Wilson still had not been located and the city was rubble but thirty eight people had been rescued. Five temporary care facilities had been erected to treat patients courtesy of Dollars Corps. and Rampage’s body had been publicly identified along with the cave Nelson Wilson sent people to die in. 
 
    The next day was filled with automated machinery. Dollars Corps. had flown out large construction equipment and unmanned heavy lifting copters to the site. I ran them all, getting rubble from one place to another to be destroyed or recycled. The media blackout was still on which gave them something to talk about. Many blamed the government, the Artificer had let it be known that as soon as one government official came to the area to try and run things that Dollars Corps. would back away and let them. She had been on the phone with the President and told the man that it meant she refused to work with him or his people and would withdraw all of Dollars Corps. resources if they showed up. The President had told her she was being selfish and unreasonable, the Artificer pointed out that she wasn't making any money and was losing it to help out the country. The third day is when FEMA officially took over, true to her word the Artificer started pulling back her equipment and Dollars Corps. resources. It made things hard for the people coming to help. An emergency decree went up demanding all civilian equipment stay on site for use by the government. The Artificer just spent her time ripping into the President about the stealing of Dollars Corps. equipment along with the hundreds of millions of dollars she was out of. The equipment was mostly automated and was useless since I had stopped controlling it. H.A.M.M.E.R. could control it but it was easier to just hire someone who operated heavy machinery. 
 
    My body had been successfully brought to Nauru along with Victoria. Dante had been relocated along with the rest of the wanna be villains that were working for the Artificer. Nelson Wilson still hadn't been found but the Artificer was now looking for him. It was unlike the man to just disappear and a blowhard like him would have at least tried to defend himself. 
 
    “I got something,” the Artificer said as she sat at her computer. 
 
    “I have not heard his voice in over thirty six hours,” I replied. “I am thinking about voluntarily connecting with H.A.M.M.E.R. to ferret him out.” 
 
    “Surgeon Steel has also gone missing,” the Artificer said. “The hero in the stolen powersuit is identified in the H.L. database as the Silver Sentinel. He has supposedly been in action for ten years but in small towns and had saved a few people. A hero with that power level would have never been stationed in North Dakota. I have found newspaper clippings online along with a few old T.V. interviews.” 
 
    “I have never heard of him,” I replied. 
 
    “Which is why this is suspicious,” the Artificer said. “It is even more so since the people interviewing him have only conducted interviews with only him. Nothing about sports or other current events, just him.” 
 
    “What does this have to do with Nelson WIlson?” I asked. 
 
    “The Silver Sentinel is not a copy of one of Daniel’s prototype suits,” the Artificer said as her voice mellowed to party girl Stephanie Loyola. “It is one of his suits, Johnny. Only one person would be able to snatch up something like that and keep it secret.” 
 
    “Nelson Wilson,” I replied. “Which explains why he hasn't been seen. Is he dead?” 
 
    “I think your fried Nelson is the Silver Sentinel,” Stephanie said as she switched from her Artificer persona. “And he got the Surgeon in an effort to fix it all. Well I am tired of playing the Artificer, let's go get something to eat.” 
 
    “Eat?” I said confused. “We are still wanted by the H.L.” 
 
    “No one knows I am a supe Johnny,” Stephanie said. “They think I am just some party girl and many countries are on our side. Too much bad publicity already for the H.L., they will leave us alone and I am tired of being on this island.” 
 
    “You are not a supe,” I said. 
 
    “To be such a smart guy you are dense sometimes babe,” Victoria said. “Of course she is a supe. She is a changer, instead of some monster she turns into super smart Artificer. You haven't figured that out by now.” 
 
    “I am not following,” I said. 
 
    “You think the Artificer is just part of my personality?” Stephanie asked. “Not even. Anyways, it looks like we can at least be seen in public again with all of this going on and Nelson Wilson out of action. Do me a favor Johnny and let everyone know that Silver Sentinel is Nelson Wilson. He is going to lose his job anyway, might as well stomp on any future hero work he is thinking about.” 
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    “Now this is a good place to eat,” Stephanie said as she popped a cheese ball into her mouth. “It has been so hard to get out with Dan gone. I have been dragging you two down and you just wanna chill.” 
 
    “What is your plan if someone stops us?” I asked. We were in Itaewon, a neighborhood in Seoul. 
 
    “Nothing,” Stephanie replied. “What are they gonna do? Send Divine to come get us? They got no one, I have you and Victoria.” 
 
    “We are going to get attention,” I said. “Four people have already taken pictures and put us on social media. This number will grow the more we are out here and before long the South Korean authorities will know where we are as well.” 
 
    “We haven't done anything Johnny,” Victoria said. “Now lean in and smile for the camera. If other people are taking pics I wanna take some too! Can you make me some social media pages and give me some cool friends to share this with?” 
 
    I did as she finished taking the picture and just for fun tagged Dollars Corps. in all of them. Twenty nine seconds went by before a relatively unknown K Pop group resent it to their few followers. I responded with how much would it cost to get them down to the Dollars Hotel and restaurant to perform. They responded back immediately and said they would do it for free if we could wait two hours. I haggled and told them one million won if they could make it in under an hour. 
 
    “I have music coming,” I replied. 
 
    “Now you are relaxing,” Victoria said. “So are we staying here the night or what?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Stephanie said. "Tomorrow though I think I am going back home to NYC. I have been gone for too long and in hiding. If they want to snatch me up I am going to let them. Artificer thinks that the bad press would drown them, the President already has horrible poll numbers and it is an election year.” 
 
    “Good enough for me,” I replied as I took a sip of water. “I have a group coming out. Right now I am ensuring they have nothing but green lights on the way here. I might be in trouble since I am a known supe and I am in another country without permission.” 
 
    “Dan was born in Canada,” Stephanie said. “Your Canadian dual citizenship has already went through along with mine.” 
 
    “I never thought about that?” I replied.  
 
    “Nauru gave me my own passport,” Victoria said. “I’m a real person now, still feels the same.” 
 
    “We can put in for you to be recognized in other nations,” I replied. “I have just put in your paperwork for all countries in the EU for you to be recognized as a citizen.” 
 
    “If they decline I will just pull our stuff like we did to the U.S.,” Stephanie said. “Enough talk about work, more talk about play. Are we trending yet?” 
 
    “Yes,” I replied. “There is a sizable crowd on their way to this hotel to see us. In addition, twelve senators are watching our feed as more pictures are taken by our staff.” 
 
    “You see,” Stephanie said. “It is okay to have fun sometimes. Where is this band? Who are they?” 
 
    “A small group no one has really heard of,” I replied. “They only have thirty followers who are mostly friends and family.” 
 
    “We are about to make them rich,” Stephanie said. 
 
    “They are almost through the door,” I replied. “I have already sent emails to the staff to show them right in and to our table.” 
 
    The group had just started to play when the rush came in. I examined every video they had of them singing on social media a hundred times before I was comfortable to stand up and sing with them. The group was shocked I knew their songs, Victoria danced while I sang and I felt human again. Everything was right in my world. After the band left we posed for pictures and Stephanie decided to leave for the United States that night. Our movements were well documented since we flew commercial. Once we landed in Washington, the plane was refueled and we were off again. We landed in New York and the H.L. was already there. Deputy Director Nonan Spoon was running the H.L. since I had let it slip that Nelson Wilson was believed to be the Silver Sentinel. 
 
    Big Time Billy was the biggest name there. He was dressed in a sleeveless flannel shirt, jeans and boots. He was flanked by some of the junior members of the H.L. that used to work for Dollars, Pillow Talk, a young woman with model looks and who could turn inorganic objects to cotton. Sam Sam, a supe who could turn his skin different colors and Firefly, A supe who had the ability to glow brightly. Nonan Spoon walked over and the supes with him fell behind in step. Nonan fixed his tie and then looked over at Stephanie Loyola. 
 
    “Artificer,” Nonan said after he grunted to clear his throat. “You are going to need to come with us.” 
 
    “Not unless you are arresting me,” Stephanie said as she popped her gum. “I’m not going in for questioning unless my lawyer is present. I can have them here if you really want.” 
 
    “Federal law #1378927 states that…,” Nonan began. 
 
    “States that you can haul in suspected supes who have not made themselves known,” Stephanie said. “I’m not a supe and everyone already knows it. I don't fall under your law, so you can go away.” 
 
    “Why it gotta be like that darling?” Billy asked. “Why don't you come with old Billy and I’ll make sure you stay safe. You can ask young Johnny there if I am trustworthy.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Stephanie said. “But the H.L. kidnapped my Johnny and then left him on top of a mountain to die. I am sure the video will be out shortly.” 
 
    “This does not have to turn violent,” Nonan said. 
 
    “Yeah it does,” Stephanie said. “I am not coming with you and I know you can’t make me. I have NYPD on the way here so you can talk with them about the law if you want. Come on kids, let's get to our hotel and leave these people alone.” 
 
    “Your android tried killing an H.L. member,” Nonan said. 
 
    “Then give her her day in court,” Stephanie said. “My daughter has two passports confirming her citizenship and we still know the law over here.” 
 
    “He just wants to talk, honest,” Pillow Talk said. “I wouldn't be a part of this if it was something else.” 
 
    “Didn't you like, stay with the H.L. after they killed Danny Dollars?” Victoria asked. “I trust you as much as gas station sushi. So can we like, go now?” 
 
    “I could take your android right now in the name of national security,” Nonan said. “But I am not, I only want to talk about how we can help each other.” 
 
    “There is a 99.96% chance that the H.L. has nothing to offer you that you need,” I said. “There is also an 87% chance that Nonan Spoon has no plan to detain you if we walk by him. By having the more mild super humans with him, he is hoping to be able to talk you into going.” 
 
    “Yeah, figured as much, Stephanie said. “Nah, I don't think I am going to talk to a bunch of murderers and thieves.” 
 
    Stephanie walked past Nonan followed by Victoria and myself. The H.L. parted for us as an automated vehicle pulled up. As soon I got into it, I could feel H.A.M.M.E.R. trying to take over the vehicle and I let it. Whoever it was would have some explaining to do if the vehicle went someplace different than we programmed in and it was easy to just manually override and drive ourselves to our hotel. When we arrived at our hotel, there were other H.L. members there, Altitude and the Main Event. Stephanie glared at Altitude as he walked over. 
 
    “I am supposed to stop you all to have a chat,” Altitude said. 
 
    “Based on my calculations, any fight between us would result in your death unless you flee,” I said. “I can control Primetime’s suit which would effectively eliminate many of the people on his team from the fight. This is without taking into account that both the Artificer and my girlfriend Victoria are both accomplished fighters.” 
 
    “Whoa there young blood,” Primetime said. “We are not here to fight.” 
 
    “So then why are you hanging out with a murderer?” Victoria said as she gestured to Altitude. “Anyway, so are we gonna like fight or what?” 
 
    “We just want a truce,” Altitude said. “We have our own supercomputer that Johnny can tell you is a pleasure to work with. Better speed, more power and you have the backing of the government behind you. That business with Fallout proved why we needed H.A.M.M.E.R., why we need to team up.” 
 
    “Listen,” Primetime said. “You folks are the hardest people in the world to give money to. The President and our congress knows you are owed money. They are trying to give it to you freely. You haven't even filed a lawsuit to get the money you are owed, you only spend your time bashing the H.L. and making our President look bad. You got a raw deal, I know it and the American people know it. We are trying to make things right, your whipped puppy routine will eventually get old. Get your money now playa, you can do a lot of good with it.” 
 
    “Is whatever this is done?” Stephanie asked. “We are here to party, not hang out with murderers.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Altitude said. “I guess the time for talking is done. Enjoy your night.” 
 
    I followed Stephanie and Victoria inside, our room was already waiting for us and we went into it. It was less than five minutes before we heard a knock on the door. I replayed the video footage and saw it was Divine, Omega, Celestial and Eternal at the door. I put the footage on the T.V., Stephanie looked at the screen and for the first time I noticed a shift. Her body language changed and so did her expression. The Artificer was in control and she quickly opened the door. The Artificer didn't open it all the way up, just enough for her face and half of her body to be seen. I moved into position along with Victoria. 
 
    “What?” the Artificer said and narrowed her eyes. 
 
    “I have come to talk,” Divine said. “I am not here on the behalf of the H.L. or anyone else except myself and my family.” 
 
    “Then talk,” the Artificer said. 
 
    “Outside in the hall?” Omega said, insulted. 
 
    “You can leave the building,” the Artificer said. “Get control of your kid Divine.” 
 
    “Or you will do what?” Omega said angrily. 
 
    “Come at me if you want,” the Artificer said.  
 
    “Your fake legs do not scare me,” Omega said. 
 
    “This isn't a fight,” Divine said. “I want to apologize to you and your family. We did good work together.” 
 
    “So what?” the Artificer said. “Most of the work was done on my side. Anyone could be muscle, I didn't need you or your kids once my machinery came on line.” 
 
    “I still want to apologize,” Divine said. “We have worked well over the years.” 
 
    “And you threw it away for an idiot,” the Artificer said. “The enemy of my enemy is not a friend.” 
 
    “Johnny I know you can hear me,” Divine said. “For what it is worth, if I knew what Nelson had planned I would have never grabbed you or even stepped foot in Hawaii. I know it is hard to start over but I want to fix the rift between you and my family. You lived with us for months, you know we are not bad people.” 
 
    “You killed an innocent man,” I replied. “And stole his things for Nelson Wilson’s personal use. The good you have done for the country outweighs that act as it relates to the U.S.A. as a whole. As it relates to Dollars Corp. who has only shown you respect and has helped you out, you have done nothing to make up for your murder and theft. Your argument is invalid.” 
 
    “So uh,” Victoria said as she moved the Artificer out of the way and stood in the door. “Now what?” 
 
    “You,” Celestial said and narrowed her eyes. 
 
    “Hi little sister,” Victoria said. “You need a bit more work before you do the hero thing. Absolute trash with the snatch and grab. I feel like I already said that. Anyways, so we are not scared of the Daddy and children of the Corn so now what?” 
 
    “I have heard that my name has been tossed in to become the next Secretary,” Divine said. “I plan on taking the post and reversing some of the policies from Wilson. I want to go back to having a working relationship.” 
 
    “No,” the Artificer said. “We are not heroes and I would give up crime fighting altogether if it means helping you. The thing with Fallout was me helping the country. That is as far as I am going. Now take your kids and leave before I have security throw you out.” 
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    “This feels weird,” I said as I could feel a very muted H.A.M.M.E.R. connected to me. 
 
    “It is simple,” the Artificer said. “Every time they try to connect to you, it is being redirected to this server. The only purpose this server has is to routinely read a hundred books in languages such as elven, klingon, thirteen dead languages that I am sure no one input into their computer and difficult to crack languages that VIC made up long ago. It will take a few hours to even decipher a few seconds of this server.” 
 
    “Are we ever going to give VIC the raw power H.A.M.M.E.R. has?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes and no,” the Artificer said. “VIC was made for stealth despite power. Better programming is needed, not more equipment. When the H.L. tried connecting with you the first time and you directed their fight to other companies, it taught them and us some things. Their machine can still brute force its way into anything, the issue is that they can no longer do so secretly which is making a lot of companies change the way they do things. I have some ideas but it involves minimal upgrades, not full blown acres of equipment.” 
 
    “None of us really know how to improve upon VIC,” I said. “It was made to improve upon itself but it needs help from its creator. A more pressing question is why did H.A.M.M.E.R. try and connect with me.” 
 
    “That is because Mr. Divine was full of it,” Victoria said. “He wants you just as bad as he wants me.” 
 
    “I think this is more than Divine,” the Artificer said. “Divine is not a liar, he knows he messed the bed and will try to fix it. This thing with the computer is not him, I have a few suspicions but I am not sure.” 
 
    “Nellie?” Victoria asked. 
 
    “He is in hiding somewhere,” the Artificer said. “No one can find him or Surgeon Steel. The government has tried to use their computer to locate him but it is like Nelson Wilson never existed. He has no electronic footprint and no one can even find a birth certificate. No video of him exists anywhere and only pictures confirm the man ever existed. Wilson built himself a failsafe into H.A.M.M.E.R., a failsafe that no one can get passed.” 
 
    “Well everyone knows Nellie was the guy in the suit,” Victoria said.  
 
    “That would have to be proven,” the Artificer said. “No one has seen him to prove it. I think he still has control of the computer and could possibly do what we are doing here. He will have his own team to clean up after him and handle the logistics of crime fighting.” 
 
    “I think if he gets ahold of us that it will be impossible to get away,” I said. “I think you are correct when you told me I need to be in more than one place.” 
 
    “Which is why there are four bodies that look like you all over,” the Artificer said. “It will cut down on what would happen if you are taken. You are decent at walking now, no one will be able to tell if they have your original body or not.” 
 
    “They look okay,” Victoria said. “Not as nice as me of course but having synthetic blood and skin has really upped the game. I would think they are really you, especially with the new mask. You don't think it is overkill having them dress up in a costume and wear a power suit?” 
 
    “Not even a little bit,” I replied. “If I get snatched again I want to be able to still visibly walk free. I could have done so before but the technology wasn't there and I didn't know what H.A.M.M.E.R. was capable of. Now I will blab to whoever is watching if I am grabbed and by who. Being able to shake H.A.M.M.E.R. is liberating. I calculate a 78.3% chance that even if the person who is connecting to me is Nelson Wilson, that someone affiliated with the H.L. would eventually do it, with or without Divine’s permission.” 
 
    “Well you are both not going to like my next words,” the Artificer said. “I want you to go back to school. I eventually have to be replaced and if I can find more talent to bring into our operation the better.” 
 
    “How is the guy you shot with the thingy doing?” Victoria said. “Did he die?” 
 
    “He is alive and thriving,” I replied. “He was taken into H.L. custody by Nelson Wilson but he has since disappeared from H.A.M.M.E.R., VIC has found him a few times but he has since disappeared. There is a good chance that there is something blocking me from pinpointing his voice.” 
 
    “A good chance?” Victoria said. “No percentage?” 
 
    “I am trying to be as good as you are at talking,” I replied.  
 
    “Following the leader,” Victoria said. “I bet my little sister is going to be angry when she sees us going to the same school. Last time I talked to her she was angry.” 
 
    “When was the last time you talked to her?” I asked confused. 
 
    “Yesterday when I went to see Carnage,” Victoria said. 
 
    “Is he still under consideration?” I asked. 
 
    “Even more so now that he has been humbled,” the Artificer said. “Divine has told him that he will not make it into the H.L. as a face after what he did in Maine. He has the upside but is in too much of a hurry to prove himself. He should stop trying to Divine and operate more in the shadows.” 
 
    “Carnage wants to be famous and he is,” I replied. “The video of him punching females and old men has went viral.” 
 
    “You know what she means,” Victoria said. “I think the guy is doggy doo but I suppose he has his uses. If he didn't have that horrible attitude and actually wanted to learn something he would be great. Norman was famous for taking down nobodies. Say, are we still in the bounty hunting business?” 
 
    “Yes, you are,” the Artificer said. “I know that law they passed is no more. We are not going to play the game, it is still easier collecting bounties and we can do so safely. Stephanie wants to open up a show about a bounty hunting team. Non supes will be allowed to join, I am thinking of putting one of Stephanie’s friends she hasn't seen in a while on the team. There are plenty of rich girls that are famous just because they are rich that would love to improve their brand by doing something like this. No powersuits, the drones and gadgets we have are just as good.” 
 
    “That could boost our ratings,” I replied. “I think the show would be even higher rated than what I had going with Norman Van Buren. Now how did you talk with Carnage go?” 
 
    “See for yourself,” Victoria said. “I recorded it.” 
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    “Look who it is,” Victoria said as she sat down next to Carnage. “Mr. Super Hero himself.” 
 
    “What do you want android?” Carnage said annoyed. 
 
    “Android?” Victoria laughed. “Is that why you can’t take your eyes off me? Do I make you happy?” 
 
    “I am not scared of your little boyfriend,” Carnage said. 
 
    “He beat the smack outta you the last time you both fought,” Victoria said. “And now you are here with no super suit and going back to the old Carnage. Poor baby, back to being weaker than your girlfriend. Even her meany brother with no powers has more fame than you do.” 
 
    “I’m warning you,” Carnage said angrily. 
 
    “Pluh-ease,” Victoria said and rolled her eyes. “I am faster and stronger than you are. Save your little threats for someone it would work on.” 
 
    “You are nothing but a pathetic clone,” Carnage said. 
 
    “Me, pathetic?” Victoria laughed. “You are here in your Carnage costume in the middle of a food court in a busy mall and no one has asked for an autograph or anything. No one even knows who you are unless you have on your powersuit and I don't even have to mention why you are famous. You are like one of those fail videos, funny and painful to watch. I came over to ask…” 
 
    “No one cares what you came over to ask,” Raegan said dressed in a pink sweatsuit. 
 
    “Hiya lil sis,” Victoria said. “How are you doing? You wanna go get our nails done and shop and stuff since we are both here?” 
 
    “What do you want?” Raegan asked. “Can’t you just leave us alone?” 
 
    “Wow so this is an entire family thing?” Victoria said as she saw the rest of the Van Buren family walk up. 
 
    “Victoria?” Mrs. Van Buren said. 
 
    “Hi Mom,” Victoria said and gave her a hug. “I missed you.” 
 
    “I have missed you too,” Mrs. Van Buren said. “How have you been?” 
 
    “Well I was almost kidnapped by some people who wanted to kill me and take me apart,” Victoria said. “Then I was on the run and hiding in Nauru. Then I came back, was captured by the H.L. who tried to kill me. Killed this clone guy who was trying to get me naked. Some dude named Dr. Imagine was going to beat me and have one of the chicks that killed Danny Dollars help him. I ended up getting out of there with some people the H.L. had kidnapped and now I am here.” 
 
    “That seems like quite the adventure,” Mrs. Van Buren said. 
 
    “Stop being so dramatic,” TJ said. “You are an android, you can just get another body.” 
 
    “Dramatic?” Victoria said. “It is a wonder you were ever a super hero. If some girl got taken advantage of would you tell her to stop being dramatic because she can have sex again? What a tool, I see why Johnny hates you.” 
 
    “Who do you think you are talking to?” TJ said angry. 
 
    “That’s right big guy,” Victoria said. “Go beat on a girl because she is saying something you don't agree with. What a real tough guy, I am going to put you in for a medal.” 
 
    “Whatever they used to make you could save a lot of lives,” TJ said. 
 
    “Hmm,” Victoria said. “So if you create a bunch of people that can feel pain and do have emotions, they wouldn't care about running in somewhere to get killed? Sounds like a great way to make skynet a reality.” 
 
    “Well, uh,” TJ stammered. 
 
    “Well un nothing,” Victoria said. “I know you are a meany face, I didn't think you were an idiot too.” 
 
    “Who are you calling an idiot?” TJ said. 
 
    “You, duh,” Victoria said. “Unless you think you are smarter than I am.” 
 
    “Victoria and TJ be nice,” Mrs. Van Buren said. “Victoria do you want to join us for a meal?” 
 
    “I would love to,” Victoria said. “I haven't eaten anything and I like hotdogs on a spike.” 
 
    “On a stick,” Norman said. 
 
    “I am not talking to you, meany face,” Victoria said. “Go lie to some other friends. It took a lot for me to get Johnny to come out. You had him grabbed by some people that tried to kill him on the same mountain Rampage was killed on.” 
 
    “That is my fault,” Divine said. “But I am working to pull back the curtain of every shady deal Nelson Wilson has ever had a hand in.” 
 
    “And what does that have to do with me?” Victoria said. “You can’t take it back. You and meany Norman almost got me and Johnny killed. I expected you to, you killed Danny Dollars with your bare hands. Never thought Norman would, but maybe he is Eternal now. Either way I don't care to correct anything. Can you imagine how bad I felt after telling Johnny to go out and almost getting him killed?” 
 
    “Everyone felt bad Victoria,” Mrs. Van Buren said. “Bad enough that Thomas resigned and so did TJ after being lied to.” 
 
    “Still doesn't make it right Mom,” Victoria said. “Say, are you ever going to visit me in New York?” 
 
    “New York?” Mrs. Van Buren said. 
 
    “Well Johnny is there but he hardly ever wants to go out,” Victoria said. 
 
    “Don't call her Mom,” Raegan snapped. 
 
    “Look people are taking pictures, smile lil sis,” Victoria said as she grabbed a surprised Raegan as a passerby snapped a picture of them. “Well I have to go, things to do, people to see. Good luck on the bounty hunting lil sis. That was one of the most horrific things I have ever seen. You will get better with time, you just got to have everything in the background handled before you make the big grab.” 
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