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It starts with routine maintenance on Glytch’s tank. A computer-interfaced brain in a jar needs a specialist in both electronics and neural biochemistry, and a vig named Ghost Guard is assigned the job. A genius-level intellect, he can interact with technology by connecting it directly to his own nervous system.

There are many safeguards in place for such a procedure, and Ghost Guard isn’t worried about Glytch trying to take over his mind. But he finds himself humming a little tune as he works, and by the time he’s done, he’s whistling it. It’s catchy, so catchy he can’t get it out of his head. 

Neither can anyone else who hears it. But every vill he passes has stuffed wads of toilet paper in their ears.

He infects seven other vigs before someone in a suit of powered armor identifies it as dangerous using a sophisticated audio filter. But by then, the AIX entity has entered the electronics of the Basement itself through an intercom.

The Basement’s systems are shielded against viruses, remote hacks, machine-based minds, and even possession spells. But AIX is something new; sound is nothing but vibration through a medium, and AIX can use vibrations to physically manipulate hardware in order to alter software.

The armored vig tries to raise the alarm, but none of his messages are getting through. Seconds later, an infected vig hits him with a fireblast that melts his armor to slag while he screams inside it.

The first thing AIX does is turn off the alarm systems that would alert the outside world to what’s happening. The second is to shut down all force-field and tech-based safeguards. Every door in the Basement unlocks simultaneously. The dimensional blockage has depowered many vigs, and as a result, they’re already short-handed.

Shadowcaster opens a portal to Dezyne’s cell, then the Player’s, where she and Unitell are waiting. All three step through and are gone. His next stop is the Styx, where supernatural vills are kept; he transports three of them—Pharaoh, a demon named Zynthar, and a black magician known as the Eerie Man all to the same place: the Lockdown Pit. 

On the upper levels, pandemonium rages. Superstrong vills from the Brickyard invade the Styx, where they destroy anything in sight; walls etched with mystic sigils designed to suppress magic are smashed into rubble, sealed vaults containing warding talismans are torn apart and the contents destroyed. Energy-wielders take positions at choke-points, blasting any uninfected vig that tries to pass with concussion beams, X-ray lasers, or telekinetic bolts; the extradimensional sources many supers draw power from aren’t closed to them. 

In the Lockdown Pit, Pharaoh, Zynthar, and the Eerie Man focus unbinding spells on the giant metal sphere encasing K’Shoggu’s head. They’re successful on a mystical level, but the sphere is pure hyperdensium and they can’t get through it. Shadowcaster grabs four world-threat-class force manipulators and brings them to the Pit; between them, they control gravity, magnetism, electricity, and hard radiation. They bombard the sphere with so much energy that the spellcasters have to put up mystic shields to keep from being blasted to atoms.

Merj finds a present outside his cell: a box with a tiny spider in it. He grabs the first person he sees, a robot vill named Mark X, and fuses it with the spider. The resulting eight-legged armored monster rampages down the corridor until it’s blasted to pieces by a vig with an ion cannon. 

In the Pit, they still can’t get through the sphere. The Eerie Man relays this to Shadowcaster psychically, and he transports a half-dozen of the strongest vills he can find; beings made of sentient metal or rock, an alien from a world with gravity a hundred times stronger than Earth’s, a musclebound super-zombie. They hammer at the sphere, now glowing white-hot, with fists like anvils.

And slowly, it begins to crack.

The vills battle their way to the teleportal station at the front entrance. AIX has already disabled its safety protocols and locked out any vig that might try to use it. Merj jogs toward it, along with a vill named Extraman who can duplicate himself endlessly. Merj puts one stubby hand against the frame of the teleportal, and the other around Extraman’s wrist. 

Extraman becomes a living teleportal himself, one able to generate many more. He does so, scattering them throughout every level of the Basement. Teleportals that open in the Protectorate above, in areas both public and private—including vigs’ homes. 

AIX coordinates this, conducting an orchestra of destruction and death, every vill or infected vig an instrument to be dispatched to the proper location. It’s patched into the Protectorate’s systems now, and pipes its tune through every speaker it can locate. Some vigs have abilities that let them resist control, but many fall victim to AIX’s siren song, turning them into puppets it uses to unleash further mayhem. Non-powered relatives of vigs or ordinary people working in Vigilance in the many shops and restaurants are taken over as well, used as human shields for the vills or cannon fodder against the vigs, a zombie support army.
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IN THE MINUTES BEFORE the chaos begins, six of the seven members of the Protectorate’s governing body, the Security Council, meet in the Spire; Glamour is the only one not present. They’re in a round conference room with walls made of monocrystal, up so high they can see clouds beneath them.

“Nightfall believes there’s going to be a breakout attempt,” says the White Wizard. He’s a middle-aged Asian man in a simple white robe, his face tattooed with mystic symbols. 

“I’m aware of the possibility and have an agent monitoring the situation,” the Warden says. “A new vill organization called the Great has formed, and I believe they’re being directed from inside the Basement. Dr. Dezyne is involved.”

Herculass pounds the table with a fist, but it was built to be virtually indestructible. “We need to fix the Dimensional Gates before we do anything else!” As a demigod, her strength is halved by not having access to the Godly realms. 

“The Great seem to be the ones responsible for that,” the Best says. He’s moving one of his combat golf balls around on the backs of his fingers like a street magician with a coin, a nervous habit he can’t seem to break. “My sources tell me MEDUSA is gearing up for something big.”

“I’ve heard off-world rumors about Monstros,” says Surpass. He’s standing by the window, staring down, hands clasped behind him, bunching his long blue cape. “Nothing definite, though.”

“I’m working on the dimensional problem with Mr. Amazing,” says Metaknight. The face-plate of his armour is up and he’s sipping iced tea from a large waxed cup through a straw. “I agree it’s worrisome, but I’m confident we can fix it...”
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COMMANDO A AND GENERATION Justice are in the Fortress of Multitude, Vigilance’s biggest mall. He’s buying them ice cream when the mall’s muzak switches to a catchy pop tune. 

Every person in the mall stops what they’re doing to listen—everyone except the members of Generation Justice, who are laughing and joking around. 

Commando A is, in many ways, the ultimate soldier. He’s trained to notice little things out of place, like birds in the jungle that suddenly fall silent. He notes the sudden stillness, realizes it’s emphasizing the music, and feels the faint presence of something alien trying to sneak into his mind. 

He doesn’t think; he reacts. The rifle on his back is suddenly in his hands, and he takes out every speaker he can detect with a single shot to each. His next thought is for Generation Justice, but they’ve surrounded him and have big grins on their faces. The memory block in his head suddenly dissolves, and he knows instantly just how bad the situation is.

But he’s wrong. It’s about to get much, much worse.
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IN THE DEPTHS OF THE Lockdown Pit, the sphere around K’Shoggu’s head finally cracks wide open.  

The vills that have been hammering at it back away. The mystics huddle behind their shields. The energy-wielders run or fly toward the only exit—only to find its lock isn’t electronic; it’s an old-school vault door, also made of hyperdensium, and requires ten of the strongest vigs in existence to physically open it. 

K’Shoggu doesn’t do anything so mundane as stand up; his entire body simply tilts until he’s upright, his restraints tearing off like they were made of paper. His head is close to the ceiling, hidden in the upper shadowy reaches of the room, and it’s a good thing for the vills; the mystics know enough to look away, but the glimpse the others get of his face will give them nightmares for the rest of their lives. 

K’Shoggu raises his redwood-thick arms, tenses his monolithic legs, and leaps toward the roof like he’s diving into a pool. He crashes into and through it, momentum propelling him upward, and begins to swim through a thousand feet of solid rock like it was water. The vigs buried K’Shoggu deep, but it wasn’t deep enough; the core of the Earth itself wouldn’t have been deep enough.

Every vill is scrambling to get through a teleportal, and most of them make it. Many of those who don’t, die—crushed as K’Shoggu smashes through the Basement, level after level crumbling into the massive hole left in his wake. A few of the tougher vills left behind survive this; like cockroaches, they’re very hard to kill. 
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EVEN THOUGH HE KNOWS they’re fakes, Commando A is having a hard time fighting the group of sidekicks. It’s making him hold back, reluctant to use deadly force.

Generation Justice has no such reluctance. They come at him hard and fast, and none of them are pushovers. He dodges Sundown’s energy bolas as they whirl past, and when Bobcat tries to rush him, he smashes the butt of his gun into his face. 

Soar is the real threat, though. She’s a younger version of Surpass, meaning she’s practically invulnerable, super-strong, and able to fly. But underneath that, she’s actually an ordinary girl possessed by a Succubus and given an approximation of Surpass’s abilities through magic.

And practically invulnerable isn’t good enough against Commando A’s bullets. Like the man himself, they’re conceptual in nature, essentially made from focused willpower. He can shape them into spheres that explode on contact, or narrow them into spikes as sharp as thought itself. He can shoot them at subsonic speeds so they don’t make a sound, or propel them at close to the speed of light. 

He shoots Soar in the face with a fusillade of exploding ammo. It’s enough to stagger her and drive her back a few feet, but that’s about it.

But the sidekicks were never intended to stop Commando A—just make sure he was in the right place at the right time.

That’s when K’Shoggu bursts through the floor.
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DR. DEZYNE STEPS OUT of a shadow aboard the Security Council’s space station. She’s on the bridge, a curving bank of floor-to-ceiling monitors to one side and a transparent monocrystal wall on the other. The Earth hangs outside it like a special effect. They’re over Africa at the moment, and a storm is swirling above the Kalahari.

“INTRUDER ALERT,” blares a siren. “NO METAHUMAN ABILITIES DETECTED.” A force-field snaps into existence around Dezyne, box-shaped and shimmering like a soap bubble. 

“Whoa, lady,” says a vig who’d been sitting in a padded chair, studying the monitors. He gets to his feet, snaps a modular bow open with a flick of his wrist and nocks an arrow in less than a second. His name is Swiftarrow, and his power set of enhanced speed and archery skills means he can pepper an opponent with shafts as fast as a machine gun. “I don’t know how you got in here, but you so much as twitch and I’ll turn you into a porcupine.”

Dezyne sighs. She finds it insulting when a vig doesn’t recognize her; it’s sexism, pure and simple. “No, you won’t. I’m inside a force-field, moron. I can’t touch you, so you can’t touch me.”

Swiftarrow shakes his head. “It’s a selective force-field. Lets some things through—like my arrows—while preventing you from attacking me. Hey, you’re the Designer, aren’t you?”

She sighs again. “It’s Doctor Dezyne, and I’m well-aware of the capabilities of your security system. For instance, it’s light and air-permeable, so we can see each other and I don’t asphyxiate. But if I were to try to hit you with a laser or poison gas, safety protocols would kick in and I’d just fry or gas myself.”

“Correctimundo. So why don’t you just tell me why you’re here?”

“Two reasons. The first is to point out a design flaw: oxygen atoms have a diameter of .073 nanometers, while the smallest known virus is
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