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​ The Pen & Cape Society Welcomes You

If you must blame anyone for this
anthology, you should probably start with Drew Hayes. After some
back and forth social media discussion between him and me, he
created a now-defunct Facebook group for superhero fiction authors
in early February 2014, inviting many of the authors he knew. His
circle tended to involve more serial authors, while mine tended
more toward novelists, so between us we had a lot of folks to
invite. You might be surprised just how many people are writing
superhero fiction out there, and how much of it is really, really
good. Then again, you’re reading this anthology, so you might have
an inkling of what kind of fantastic entertainment is barreling
your way.

After a few fits and
starts, the official Pen & Cape Society came into being, with a
website designed by Jeffrey Allen, a mascot named Willow Wisp,
whose badassness is gracing the cover of this volume, and content
from some of the best authors working in the superhero fiction
genre today. Want to know more about any of the authors whose work
is in this anthology? Visit the Pen & Cape
Society for all the information
you could want.

As a group, we are dedicated to
promoting the genre of superhero fiction, whether in online
serials, ebooks, or in print. We are committed to providing quality
stories for our readers, and to sharing each others’ work far and
wide. So whether you prefer gritty realism, fanciful romps, college
re-imaginings, stylish alternate worlds, or a mashup of them all,
you’ve come to the right place.

Ian Thomas
Healy

May, 2014
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​
Bedtime Story

by Scott Bachmann

About the Scottcomics
Universe

In the Scottcomics universe, super powers
are simply a part of the continuum of normal to gifted people,
plotted on the bell curve of average human abilities. Most of the
gifted are impressive, like concert pianists or brilliant
scientists, but a few have abilities beyond the rest of mankind.
They are rare, but they have had a big impact on history. After
World War II, when the organized use of the gifted as weapons
happened for the first time, the nations of the world declared
regulations on their use, along with nuclear weapons. The United
Nations sanctioned a team of the strongest of the gifted to aid the
nations of the world with dealing these individuals when they broke
law or were involved in threatening other nations. This team became
the Defense Force, led by the Paragon. Liza Lang-Ramiro was the
fourth person to become the Paragon, and many of the Scottcomics
stories revolve around her. The stories are told in both novel and
graphic novel format, and are written for different age groups
depending on the subject matter of the story.

 


About the Author: Scott
Bachmann

Scott is the founder,
publisher, and primary author for Scottcomics. Scott's works are
available in both print and digital formats at http://scottcomics.com.
He also has an all ages webcomic about Liza at http://oursupermom.com featuring the art of Scott D.M. Simmons. You can follow
Scott’s work at Twitter: ScottABachmann, 
FaceBook: Scottcomics and
the Pen & Cape Society.

* * *

“When’s daddy gonna be
home?” Markie moaned as he and his older sister Gail climbed onto
his bed.

Liza, Markie’s mom, hovered in the air by
the nearby bookshelf, trying to pick a book they hadn’t already
read a dozen times, and one that she didn’t hate. “Just two more
weeks, hon, then his book tour will finally be over. Promise. I
miss him too and he forgot to call again so he is in trouble.” Liza
straightened some of the mess on the shelf and found a book she
hadn’t seen in a long time. “What about the Jonas the Grumpy Plane?
You used to love that one?”

Gail rolled her eyes as dramatically as
possible, “Mom, that was my old book, when I was little. Could we
at least have a chapter book?”

Markie barked, “No!” making Gail jump and
Liza drop the picture book. “I want a NEW story! Daddy always makes
good stories. I want one of those!”

Liza selected a few more books and floated
over to the bed. Markie had a full on pouty face going as Liza
settled into the big chair beside the bed. “We’ve been over this.
There are some things I’m not good at, and stories are one of them.
Now which would you prefer?” She held up two books, “The Powerful
Puppy Adventures or Fairy Magic Quests?”

Gail groaned, loudly, making sure everyone
heard. “Can I just read my own book?”

Liza ground her teeth, but took a deep
breath so she didn’t snap the books in half by accident. Super
strength required a super temperament. “Young lady, this is family
time, and it will remain so.”

Gail knew better than to argue when her
mother used that tone, but then an idea brightened behind her eyes.
She tilted her head, the idea rattled around in it, and then fell
out. “What about a REAL story?”

Markie’s eyes went wide, knowing exactly
what Gail meant, “A Paragon adventure! Please? Please? Please?”

Liza sighed, “You know I can’t talk about a
lot of them. They’re classified.”

Markie pleaded, “But some aren’t crassified?
Please?”

Liza stared at the ceiling trying to think
of a way out of this, and coming up blank. “I suppose I could just
leave out some of the details.”

Gail said, “You’re retired mom. And you’re
old. The statute of limitations must have run out by now.”

Liza’s brow furrowed, “Where did you learn
about ’statute of limitations’?” Liza asked more out of habit then
genuine curiosity. Gail’s voracious studying habits were endlessly
surprising—to the point that they weren’t really surprising any
more. It was like raising an encyclopedia, with an attitude.

Gail opened her mouth, but Markie
interrupted, “I want fights! And super stuffs! A REAL
adventure!”

Liza pursed her lips, thinking. “Have I told
you about the Serpent Lord? That was back when I first started out.
Before I met your dad even.”

Gail shook her head, “No, but I know ALL
about it. It’s on Superpedia.”

“Superpedia,” Liza chided,
“is more wrong than its right. But if you already know it and don’t
want to hear it . . .”

“SURFANTS! SURFANTS!”
yelled Markie, bouncing on the bed.

“Serpents dummy,” said
Gail, “They’re snakes. You’re scared of snakes.”

Markie’s motions came to a dead stop. “I
don’t like snakes.”

Liza reached over and scooped up her son and
set him in her lap. “He wasn’t a real snake. He was just a crazy
guy that wore a snake mask.” Liza spun her fingers next to her head
to emphasize the crazy.

“Did he bite people?”
Markie didn’t look convinced.

Liza shook her head, “Not that I know of. He
called himself the Serpent Lord because he could hypnotize
people.”

Markie asked, “What’s, hippo-size?”

Gail leaned over Markie with a spooky look
in her eyes and wiggled her fingers, “He could control your mind!
Bwa-ha-ha! Though yours would be too easy.”

Liza frowned, “Do you want to be sent to bed
right now?”

“Do I get to read my own
book?” Gail asked, hopefully.

Liza’s frown deepened. “No.”

Gail flopped down on the bed with her
backside, head slapping the pillow.

“Good choice,” said Liza.
“Now let’s see,” she said as she tapped her lip with an index
finger, “Who was actually on the Defense Force back then? It
changed a lot back then. It was me, Cinaed, Shokkuchan,
CyberSoldier—no, wait, he’d quit by that point, along with Blurr -
um, it was before Rain joined, and the Serpent Lord was why
Sci-mage formally joined so he wasn’t there yet . . . There had to
be someone else. It wasn’t just the three of us.”

Gail offered, “Superpedia says CyberSoldier
was there. And Maximum Force.”

Liza tapped her lip again, “No, Cyber was
definitely gone. Maximum Force might have been there, but that’s
who CyberSoldier ran off with. Force wasn’t on the team very long.
He was only around for maybe a few months before he quit. I think
he just wanted to date CyberSoldier.”

“Story!” Markie yelled,
pounding his little fists on his own lap.

“I told you I wasn’t very
good at this,” said Liza. “You sure you wouldn’t rather have a
book?”

They both stared her down.

“Ok then, fine. I tried to
warn you.” Liza floated up a bit and settled into a better position
on the chair. “The whole thing started in Sci-mage’s lab. I can’t
say much about that because he was making things for the military
when he wasn’t on stage. You remember Sci-mage right? Markie was a
toddler the last time he came by. He wore a lot of purple and gold,
dark skin… ring a bell?”

“He pulled quarters out my
ear,” Markie said.

“I’m sure he did,” said
Liza. “He’s always performing and doing tricks. But he’s really a
scientist. He designed most of the equipment we used on the Defense
Force.

“Well, he had an assistant
back then, Rodney Gilliam, and Rodney was a very jealous person. He
thought that Sci-mage was taking credit for his work, which led to
lots of arguments. Sci-mage was forced to fire him when Rodney
created a scene in front of General.”

“Where’s the surfants?”
asked Markie.

“We’re getting to that,”
said Liza. “When Rodney was fired, he went off for a while and
sulked.”

“That means pout,” offered
Gail, cutting off Markie before he could ask.

“I know what ‘soaked’
means. Mom. Gail’s doing it again.”

Liza gave Gail a ’that’s strike two’ look.
“Rodney wasn’t heard from for almost a year, but then he returned
one night and robbed the lab. They’d changed the locks and codes,
but he still knew enough to get in. He stole a lot of Sci-mage’s
inventions and got away with them without being caught.”

Gail shook her head, “How did you know it
was him then?”

“Cameras. He didn’t hide
the crime, he wanted us to know he’d been there—he even waved at
the cameras at one point. Like I said, he was crazy.”

Liza paused for a moment thinking. “We
guessed he went to ground and back to whatever hole he’d been
hiding in. He resurfaced about three months later on the west
coast. He robbed a few banks in San Francisco and got away without
a shot fired. He just walked in and ordered the tellers to give him
the money and they did. By the third robbery the police were ready,
but he ordered them to…” Liza blushed as she recalled the details.
“Errr, I don’t think I should tell you that part. Let’s just say a
lot of people got hurt.”

“Was he wearing a mask?”
Markie asked, hopefully.

“I don’t think so. He
hadn’t completely snapped yet. But maybe he had. I don’t recall his
face being in the papers. If he did have a mask, it wasn’t the
Serpent Lord mask. I’d have remembered that. That thing creeps me
out. It’s made out of real snakeskin.”

Markie sighed, “You do tell bad
stories.”

Gail shushed her brother.

Liza sighed, but continued. “Anyways, he was
getting away with some bad stuff, so the Defense Force was called
in to apprehend him. I was technically in charge as Paragon, but
Cinaed had seniority and was the one really leading the op.”

“That means operation,”
whispered Gail.

“I know!” said
Markie.

“Do you want to hear this
or not?”

“Yes,” the kids said in
mopey unison.

“I’d only been the Paragon
for a few months, and I was still in training, but to the public at
large, a Paragon was leading the Defense Force, and that was what
mattered. Plus, Cinaed hates being in charge. She likes to boss
people around, but she doesn’t like to take responsibility. Total
back seat driver. Honestly, most of the time we just let
CyberSoldier lead, until out of the blue he decided to finally come
out, quit, and return to Canada.”

Gail sat up. “Mom, you’re rambling.”

“Am I?”

Markie yawned, “What does ’come out’
mean?”

Liza’s face reddened, “I am rambling. SO!
Before we could act on the west coast, we had to be cleared to
apprehend him. We were still a U.N. team at the time and weren’t
allowed to act on U.S. soil without…“

“MOM!” Gail
yelled.

Liza continued, “By the time we finally got
there, he was wearing the Serpent Lord mask.” Markie sat up,
shrugging off another yawn. “He had over a thousand people in his
thrall by then. All he had to do was look someone in the eye for a
few seconds and then they would obey him. It was some kind of
device in the mask I think, or maybe his belt. Anyways, people had
to obey his orders as long as it wasn’t something they would never
do. There were limits. They wouldn’t kill somebody, I think, but
they would follow him around. He clogged the streets with a parade
of zombified people, with a shield of civilians to protect him from
attack,” Liza ticked off points with her fingers, “Shokkuchan
couldn’t use her lightning, and Cinaed couldn’t use her fire, and
the police couldn’t use force. That left me to deal with him
because I could fly, and because average people couldn’t hurt
me.”

Markie rubbed his eyes, trying hard to stay
awake.

“The Serpent Lord marched
his parade down through the city to the Golden Gate Bridge,
shouting crazy demands from a megaphone as they went. I don’t
remember what the demands were, but they were crazy. Things like
asking for tons of money, or to have Sci-mage fired from the
Defense Force, and for a statue of him put up in the park. I flew
down to snatch him, but he ordered the crowd to stop
breathing!”

Markie sucked in his own breath and looked
terrified. Gail had moved to the edge of the bed, listening.

“I backed up and he let
them breathe again. I don’t know if they would have really stopped
breathing until they died, but I didn’t want to take the chance. So
I just flew up higher, trying to think of something to do as he
marched the whole group onto the bridge and began to make even more
demands. He wanted his old job back. He wanted everyone he’d worked
with fired. He wanted patents put in his name. He wanted a national
holiday named in his honor, and I think he also wanted a
helicopter.”

Markie’s voice cracked, “What did you
do?”

“I didn’t know what to do.
I just hung there in the air, trying to think of something. That’s
when he sprung the real trap.”

Markie’s voice squeaked, “Trap?”

“He must have known we
were going to come after him, and had always planned to take people
out onto the bridge. He didn’t care about the chaos of dozens of
cars slamming on their breaks and trucks spinning out. Half the
bridge became multi-vehicle pile-ups, total chaos. Then the
explosions came.”

“Explosions?” yelped
Markie as he grabbed and hugged his pillow.

“Explosions. Big ones. He
had placed bombs on the bridge. On the big pylon. They sheared it
off, taking out half the bridges support.” She gestured trying to
demonstrate the bridge tilting, “The whole thing dipped this way
towards the water, and cables started snapping with pinging
sounds.”

“What did you do?”
whispered Markie.

“I flew underneath and did
my best to hold the falling end of the bridge up.”

“Superpedia,” Gail said,
“Says you held up the WHOLE bridge.”

“Nope, not true. The other
pylon was fine, and most of the structure held, but it was full of
vehicles and people, and wasn’t designed to hold itself up with one
pylon.” Liza tried to show with her hands how she had to twist to
hold up the bridge. “There wasn’t a good place to brace myself or
get a grip. It’s not like they build handholds or paint big X’s
that say ‘Lift Here’. I used my back and braced my feet against the
remainder of the pylon, after I lifted it a foot. That alone almost
broke me. I had to keep changing my position because the metal
would bend or the concrete would crack and crumble. The thing made
the most horrible groaning and whining sounds. It was so loud I had
no idea what else was going on. Control was speaking into my ear
piece but I couldn’t hear him. The smoke and dust from the
explosion and crumbling concrete was making my eyes water. I had to
close them and couldn’t rub them. I kept holding my breath so I
wouldn’t choke and cough, but when I did I’d almost lose my grip.
But I never gave up. My shoulders and back were on fire with pain.
My gloves and the back of my costume shredded whenever I
repositioned and changed my grip. My body kept screaming at me that
I couldn’t do this, but I never gave up.”

Liza’s gesturing had gotten so elaborate
that Markie almost fell out of her lap.

“What I didn’t know, was
that Sci-mage had seen what was happening on the news, and
recognized the hypnotic control was based on a crowd control system
he’d been developing. He also knew there was a counter to the
effect that could break it—a strobing light pattern at the right
frequency would snap most people out of it.

“While I was straining
away, Control connected Sci-Mage to Shokkuchan. The Defense Force
flew her out over the bridge in a chopper and she hung out the open
door on a tether. They lowered her down on a cable and she strobed
the sky with lightning flashes. I heard the effect was almost
instantaneous. People snapped out of it and immediately knew what
was going on. They all attacked the Serpent Lord. Some of the first
people enthralled were police and they cuffed him and removed that
mask.” Liza shuddered. “Then the police took charge and directed
people towards the end of the bridge that was still attached and
started directing traffic backwards off the bridge. They rescued
people in the wrecked cars. They were helped by helicopters
lowering in emergency help. Slowly but steadily the load got a
little lighter.”

Gail wagged her finger, “Nuh-uh. You and the
Serpent Lord had a huge argument on the bridge. Then when he
threatened to kill everybody, you knocked him out by clapping. You
made a huge sonic boom with your hands that knocked him over. He’s
also supposed to be half snake and there was no mask, and he makes
half snake people that you had to fight.”

Liza rolled her eyes. “Don’t believe the
internet. The snake people came later, years later, and none of
that other stuff happened. The sonic boom was probably the
explosion, and I can’t knock someone over by clapping. I can make a
loud enough noise to blow out an eardrum, but that’s about it.”

Gail frowned. “If none of its true, why
don’t you fix it? They’re telling lies about you.”

Liza shrugged. “I’ve tried, but people
change it back. Myths become more true than truth over time. People
believe and remember what they want to. Besides, it doesn’t matter.
I held up the bridge until Cinaed and Shokkuchan could weld the
metal pylons together enough to hold before a real repair could be
made. We know what we did. It doesn’t matter if people remember
what really happened, what matters is that they lived to remember
it.”

Markie yawned. “Thas it? No fights? I wanted
a real super story. Ugh! So boring. Imma going to bed.” He crawled
down from his mom’s lap and into bed, shoving his sister out of the
way in the process. Gail began to yell about it, but Liza scooped
her instead and flew her into her own room.

“Can I still stay up a bit
and read?” she asked as Liza lowered her onto her bed.

“Well, as long as you get
up for school in the morning.”

“Mom! I always do. I want
A’s.”

Liza smirked. She knew it was true, her
daughter was an overachiever of the first order. “Then yes, you
may.”

Liza turned out the overhead light as Gail
turned on her bedside lamp. As she began to shut the door behind
her, she heard, “Were you scared?”

“Hmm?” Liza asked, pausing
at the door.

“Holding up that bridge.
Were you scared?”

Liza nodded as she turned back to her
daughter. “Terrified. I didn’t think I could, and if I didn’t,
hundreds would have died. It was the hardest thing I ever did.”

“Markie’s wrong. It wasn’t
a bad story. Even if there was no fighting, you were still a hero.
Thanks.”

Liza choked up, but got out the words,
“Thank you. G’night honey.”

A sleepy, “I love you,” came from
behind the door as Liza pulled it closed.
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​ Two Hearts

Frank Byrns

Frank Byrns lives in suburban Maryland with his wife
and children, where he writes short stories and comics about
superheroes, outlaws, and sometimes baseball.

He has seen stories published in a
wide variety of markets, including Strange
Horizons, Electric Velocipede, Everyday Fiction, Stymie, Powder
Burn Flash, and the WW Norton Anthology of Hint Fiction.

Byrns has chronicled the continuing adventures of
classic pulp characters like Jim Anthony, Super-Detective and The
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through Pro Se Press.

His superhero fiction has been
collected into three volumes: My Father’s
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publisher and editor-in-chief of A
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2007 and 2010.

You can visit him online at
www.frankbyrns.com.

* * *

As the last of Black Rhino’s goons were
dispatched, Scott turned to his partner, eager to finish the
conversation that had begun earlier in the night on this same
shadowed rooftop, before they were so rudely interrupted by an
attempted bank robbery.

“I . . . well, uh . . . phew. This is
tougher than I thought. OK, here goes.” Lindsay looked away, then
back up again. “I’m pregnant.”

Scott’s mind raced to a million different
places, some of them a lot darker than he’d care to admit. Not for
the first time, he found himself thankful for the thin mask that
covered his eyes and face. “Shit,” he said, the word slipping out
before he could stop it.

“Wow,” Lindsay said. Scott was glad for the
mask covering her face, as well—her green eyes burned angrily
enough in his imagination.

“Sorry,” Scott said. “You surprised me, is
all.”

“I guess I hoped you’d be a little more
supportive,” Lindsay said. Scott could tell by the set of her
jaw—even underneath the mask—that she was still pissed.

“I’m sorry, all right?” He pinched the top
of his mask, pulling it up slightly, trying to get some separation
between the fabric and his face. He was burning up in there. “Does
Max know?”

“What are—Are you kidding me?” Lindsay
turned her back on him. He’d seen this move before—she was
gathering herself, trying to measure her response. When she turned
back, he could see that it didn’t work. “What kind of question is
that? Of course he fucking knows.”

Lindsay began pacing the rooftop, a bit
carelessly for Scott’s taste. The sirens were growing closer—the
Containment Unit would be on the scene below any minute now to wrap
up Black Rhino and his henchmen. If they were spotted up on the
roof, it would only lead to a wholly different set of
headaches.

Then, as if she were reading his mind,
Lindsay turned on a dime and ducked back into the shadows. “Wait,”
she said softly, her anger subsiding. “You really thought I’d tell
you first?”

Scott shrugged. Did he?

“I’m your partner,” he said.

“And Max is my husband,” she said.

“Does he even know about us?” Scott
asked.

Lindsay looked away again—but this time she
didn’t look back up. She stared at the rooftop gravel,
unable—unwilling—to answer.

This time, it was Scott’s turn to be angry.
Lindsay always told him not to bottle up, to let it out every now
and then. But he never did. “Goddamit,” he said softly.

“Look, I was going to tell him—a hundred
times I started to, but something always came up, something got in
the way. It was never the right time.”

“You’ve been married for eight months.”
Scott kept his voice even, his neck quivering from the effort.
“Where does he think you go every night? Where does he think you
are tonight?”

“At the lab.”

“At the—with me?” Scott closed his eyes,
hoping for a different answer than the one he knew he was going to
get.

“Yeah.”

The Containment Unit roared up the street
below. Standard dispatch—two rovers, two bikes, a prisoner
transport. Lights and sirens blazing—subtlety was not their
specialty. Tonight would be an easy night for them—Black Rhino was
bound to the vault door inside the bank, his unconscious thugs
scattered around him.

A vein spasmed in Scott’s neck. He closed
his eyes as he spoke. “Max probably thinks we’re sleeping
together.”

“He doesn’t.”

“No?”

“He knows me better than that.”

Scott took a look at Lindsay: the blue mask,
the matching cape, the boots, the whole bit. He choked out a bitter
laugh. “Sure he does.”

“Oh, you do not get to do that to me.”
Lindsay stalked towards Scott—for a brief moment, he thought she
might punch him, but she pulled up short. The point was still made.
“Just . . .just don’t. That smug, condescending, passive aggressive
bullshit.”

It was a fair point, one she’d made before.
“You have to tell him,” Scott said.

“I know.”

“They’re gonna do a Lampe Test on the baby,
you know th –”

“I know.”

“Max will know that’s not his half of
the DNA testing positive.”

“I know.”

There was a loud roar down in the street as
a couple of the ConUnit’s bruisers brought a bareheaded Black Rhino
out of the bank in shackles. Without his helmet, the metacriminal
was nearly powerless.

Scott shifted his feet, watching the action
below. As he did, he was poked in the back by the corner of a small
envelope, one that he had tucked into the pouch inset beneath his
cape before he left home for the night. He had nearly
forgotten.

“Hey, I almost forgot,” he said, pulling the
envelope out and holding it up for Lindsay to see. “Probably a moot
point now, but . . .”

“What is it?” Lindsay’s hands rested on her
stomach, a protective posture. Scott wondered if she was conscious
of their position.

“The original thing I wanted to talk about,”
he said. “We’ve been shortlisted for membership in The Order.”

“Really? I didn’t know they had an opening.”
Lindsay shook her head. “I wouldn’t have thought they even knew who
we were.”

“They have two openings, actually,” Scott
said.

“I’m going to be no good to anybody in a few
months . . . They won’t want me for long.”

Scott shrugged. “It’s a package deal,” he
said. “Both of us, or neither of us.”

The fabric in Lindsay’s mask crinkled around
the eyes. “What are you saying?”

“ . . . nothing.”

“What are you asking me, Scott?”

“Nothing.” Scott leaned over the edge of the
building, watching the police wrap up their operation, not caring
who saw him. “I’m not asking you anything.”

Lindsay walked over to Scott. She stood
beside him, watching the scene below.

“You could go it alone,” she said, breaking
the silence. “I could talk to them, explain the situation. Oceanna,
maybe. She’d understand.”

Scott was silent a long while before
answering. “I don’t know if this, this thing that we do,
these powers,” he said finally. “I don’t know that they would even
work if we were apart.”

“I don’t, either.”

Scott shook his head. “The way it all
happened in the lab . . . I just assumed that neither would work
without the other.”

“Me, too. You’re going to have to find out,
though.” Lindsay took a deep breath. “Soon.”

Scott began to agree, then cut himself
short, his head frozen mid-nod. “Wait, what? What are you
saying?”

“I . . . I, uh . . .” Lindsay turned her
back on Scott, walked across the rooftop. Standing in the shadowed
darkness of the far side of the building, she reached up and pulled
off her mask. Scott watched as she shook out her hair, the long
auburn tresses he’d give anything to run his fingers through one
more time. “I can’t do this anymore,” she said.

Scott started towards her, then stopped. “Do
what anymore?” he said.

Lindsay waved her arm in the air, a rough
semicircle. “All of this,” she said. “Any of this. I’m going
to be somebody’s mother, for crissakes. Can’t exactly be
jumping from roof to roof and throwing Black Rhino through a plate
glass window, now can I?”

“Hey, c’mon, don’t talk like that,” Scott
said, trying not to let the panic he was feeling creep into his
voice. “You guys’ll have this beautiful baby, and a few months
later, you’ll be right back out here, same as it ever was.”

“You think so, huh?”

“I know it,” Scott said. “I know you,
Lindsay. You told me not even a month ago that you’d never felt
more alive—that you knew, as sure as you’ve ever known
anything in your life, that this is what you were born to do. That
this is what you were put on this planet for. You remember saying
that?”

“I remember.”

“What was that guy’s name? The one with that
stupid water blade –”

“Hydrax,” Lindsay said. “I said I
remember.”

“Primeval, Pogo, the Praying Mantis. You
remember all those, too?”

“A lot can happen in a month, Scott.”

“Dreamcatcher. Remember him? How scary was
that guy?”

“People change, Scott.”

Scott bit back the word that rose in obvious
response, then changed his mind and said it anyway.
“Obviously.”

As he said the word, Scott braced himself
for the angry response he was sure would come. But Lindsay’s
response was anything but. “Look, I don’t know what I can say,
other than I’m sorry,” she said softly.

It was Scott’s turn now to pull off his
mask. He balled it up, squeezing it rhythmically, if only to give
his hands something to do. “I don’t think I can do this alone,” he
said.

“You’ll be fine,” Lindsay said, giving him a
half-hearted smile. “Find a new partner, maybe.”

Scott swallowed a laugh. Like it was that
easy.

“I just . . .” He shook his head, started
over. “You never even wanted children.”

“I know,” she said, chewing on her bottom
lip. “But now I do.”

“With Max,” Scott said. “You want to have
children with Max.”

“Yes,” Lindsay said, looking him directly in
the eye. Scott could tell from her look—she knew what was coming
next. He took a deep breath, steadying himself for what he was
about to say.

“But you never wanted children with me,” he
said, his voice stronger and clearer than he thought it would
be.

“Scott . . .”

“No, it’s fine. I get it. Why would
you?”

“Scott . . .”

“No, I get it.”

“People change, Scott.”

“Yeah, you said that already.”

Somewhere in the distance, a siren sounded.
Lightning flashed across the sky—horizontally. Lindsay looked up at
the sky, then back down at her partner. The electricity was
reflected by the twinkle in her eye. “One last ride?” she asked.
“For old times’ sake?”

Scott tried to smile, but found himself
unable. He nodded instead as he pulled on his mask, watching as
Lindsay did the same. Lightning filled the sky again, this time
from the ground up.

“Let’s do it,” he said, reaching a gloved
fist out towards his partner.

Lindsay took Scott’s hand in hers and gave
it a firm squeeze. He squeezed back, as hard as he ever had. A
familiar faint blue aura enveloped her body; a comforting deep
crimson energy washed over him from head to toe. Scott held on to
Lindsay’s hand a moment longer than he needed to, and then let
go.

“Let’s do it,” he said
again, and they launched into the sky.
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