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  To Luna, ask and you shall receive.
And to my other patient readers who waited 
years for a sequel.
This one's for all of you.
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  Issue 1 - Retrieval

Victoria


“Are you sure about the suit?” I said as I sped over the city. Getting away from the scene of the robbery had taken too long. The clock was ticking, and not in my favor. 
“What did you want?” Andi, my friend, pet, and creator of my gear replied in my earpiece. “Everyone thinks Lady Midnight is dead. I couldn’t make your new suit look like the old ones.”
I grimaced. “I know, I know, but did you have to do it in her colors?” I glanced down at the pink and white catsuit and frowned. “I mean, I’m not exactly made for these colors.”
“Look, you want me to fabricate a suit that can withstand the wind resistance of you flying, as well as self-mend, and keep you from freezing in the atmosphere, with only three hours of notice? You get what you get.”
I couldn’t argue with that.
“Next time I’m picking the colors.”
“Fine.”
With that settled, I focused on the target and pushed myself to the limit for more speed. It had been six months since the explosion of the manor. Six months since I’d gone underground and gave up the suit and moniker of the super-villain Midnight. Once thought to be the only metahuman that survived the massive depowering and disappearance of metahumans called the Malice that happened more than two decades ago. Of course that’s not the whole story, but it’s what the public believed. They also believed that Midnight had been killed in one final battle with several Arturis Corp sponsored heroes, including the magnificent Stardust.
It was easier letting everyone think I was dead than having an entire city out for my blood for killing their darling superhero. Even if she begged me to do it. I pushed those thoughts away. Not a good time to fall down that rabbit hole.
“Where’s the convoy?” I asked Andi.
“Just leaving the compound now, you’re minutes away. A big eighteen-wheeler, being escorted by a few Humvees and motorcycles from the looks of it.” She paused. “Boss, they aren’t going to just let you take her.”
I smiled. “I’m not going to give them a choice in the matter.”
True to Andi’s word, the convoy came into view a moment later. The large truck had reflective tape along the top, almost begging me to tear it open like a can of tuna.
So I did.
I slammed hard into the roof and right through the corrugated steel and landed inside the trailer. I straightened and spun, about to announce my presence. But the sight before me had my jaw dropping instead. Instead of a long gurney or operating table surrounded by guards and doctors that I was expecting, the truck was filled with heavily armoured Arturis shock troopers, each and every one of them wielding a powerful shock baton that crackled with electricity.
“Um, I guess this one’s full.” I said. “I’ll catch the next one?”
Clearly none of them were fluent in banter. With only barbaric yawps that did nothing to shake my fortitude, they came at me line by line. There was barely enough room in the truck to line three up at a time, but they were trained for close quarters fighting. One swung high, the other low, and the third lunged between them.
Poor, misguided fools.
Faster than they could react, I snatched the baton from the lunging guard and shoved it hard into the helmet of the one on the left. They fell back with a scream as the second went down with a solid kick to the chest. The third hit the floor hard with my foot on their back.
I couldn’t hide my smirk. “Tut, tut. Boys and their toys.”
The rest of the guards charged and the truck became a blur of limbs and flashes of lightning as those batons hit something—sometimes me, sometimes other assholes. Last year, when Andi started working on my suits, she was sure to insulate them against electricity. If only these poor sops knew there batons were useless.
It was over in a matter of minutes and the truck was still moving. Either the people in the escort vehicles were idiots, or they honestly hadn’t noticed anything. Either way, she wasn’t here. Lana wasn’t here.
“Andi!” I snapped, tapping at my ear to make sure she could hear me.
“Boss? You got her?”
“No. The truck’s empty.” One of the guards on the floor groaned and started to move. I kicked them lightly across the helmet and they lay still. “Where the hell is she?”
I could barely here the frantic tapping of fingers on a keyboard in response. “I don’t know! All I’ve got says they were moving her today!”
“What’s the destination?”
“Another one of their small labs, on the outskirts of the city. Brand new place, I think. Built…” she paused for a long moment. “Yeah, yeah it was built at that warehouse you demolished last year.”
“I didn’t—”
“That’s not the point boss!”
I shook my head. “Right. We need to find her. Did they already take her there, or is she still where the convoy started?”
“There’s no way to know. You’re just going to have to pick one. Either way, you’re going to have guards up your ass.”
“Shit!” I snarled. Then the light from the hole in the roof suddenly cut off as a thick, metal-like plate slid across it, leaving me in darkness. More sources of light flickered to light behind me and I spun, noticing the small emitters tucked into the corners of the rear door. A moment later the light coalesced into the approximate shape of a human being, gradually sharpening into the image of a particular person I had never wanted to see again.
“Director Trevor.” The big boss man himself. Director of metahuman research and all-around asshole who basically controlled the Arturis Corporation. I glared at his flickering holographic form. “You’re not looking so clear this time. Budget cuts? Maybe getting into debt having to rebuild the tower?”
His voice was dry and very no-nonsense, the way it always was when he was talking to me. “I would have hoped having your home raided would provoke you into finding better material. I suppose not, however.”
I felt obligated to give him an inappropriate salute and flipped him the bird. “Where is she?”
“Somewhere you will never find her.”
If I could have wrung his skinny neck I would’ve. “Tell me where she is or I am going to burn Arturis down around your ears.”
“Did you not consider that maybe she doesn’t wish to see you, Emily?”
My fists clenched, knuckles popping as I snarled at him. “Emily Croix is dead.”
“Either way, you did leave Stardust for dead as your manor exploded.”
I’ll come back, her voice echoed in my head, it’s okay Mistress, I promise.
She’d promised. And I killed her.
“Where is she?”
“You should really be more concerned about yourself.”
“What the fuck are you talking about?” I snapped.
He pointed to the ceiling, then the walls. “Six inches of durasteel plating, coating this entire trailer now. Even you can’t punch your way out of this one, Lady Midnight. Or whatever it is that you’re calling yourself these days. I’ve lost track.”
I sneered at him. “So that’s your plan? Trap me in the back of a truck until it gets to another of your labs? What’s going to stop me from taking them out the moment the doors open?”
He laughed and my gut clenched in worry…maybe bordering on fear.
“Lab? No, no my dear. See, you’ve been a nuisance for far too long and now it’s time to take care of you.”
I batted an arm through the hologram but didn’t feel any better. “Tell me where Stardust is!”
“For what it’s worth,” he said, turning his back to me. “I hope you enjoy the ride.”
The hologram dissipated and the trailer went dark.
“What ride? What the hell are you talking about? Trevor! Fuck!”
The truck lurched, throwing me sideways into the wall. I pounded against it, the gloves of my suit wearing down as I beat fruitlessly against the thick metal that had encased the truck.
A trap. A fucking trap, the whole damned time. And I’d thought everyone figured I was dead. I wasn’t even watching for shit like this. I shook my head. There’d be time to hate myself later, right now I had to get out of here.
“Andi?” I said, trying to get my pet’s attention over the headset, but there was no response. The durasteel, maybe, or something else was blocking the signal. Either way, I was on my own and I didn’t like it.
I spent the next few moments testing sections of the wall, floor, and ceiling, but Trevor hadn’t been bluffing. The whole thing was sealed off. The trailer lurched again, going into a tight curve, then there was a cacophony of car horns and loud crashing noises.
I wasn’t ready for the sudden lack of gravity as the trailer ended up in free-fall. It only lasted a few seconds before it hit something buoyant with a resounding smack. Then the trailer started to fill with water.
“The harbor,” I hissed, backing away from the encroaching liquid. It wasn’t airtight and I needed to keep breathing. That wasn’t one of my abilities. “Son of a bitch!”
The water kept rising and rising, first to my ankles, then the knees. The suit insulated me against the temperature but I could feel the air getting thinner and thinner as the water rose. My heart pounded, breath coming far too quickly and dizziness quickly following. This wasn’t the way it was supposed to end. No way. If I was going to go out, it was going to be fighting. Getting the shit blasted out of me and taking my enemies down with me. Not like this. Not unknown and forgotten in a watery grave.
As the water reached my chin I felt wetness on my cheeks that had nothing to do with the harbor water. “Lana,” I whispered into the darkness, thinking of my ginger-haired treasure. “Andi, Ellis, everyone. I’m sorry.”
Then I shut my eyes and let the water take me.






  
  Issue 2 - Crimson

Victoria


Icoughed, water burning as it came back up out of my lungs and expelled from my mouth. For a person with unbreakable skin and an amazingly high pain tolerance, it hurt almost as bad as the intense heat beams I’d been hit with a handful of times last year. I felt like I’d been set on fire and left to burn. I did not relish the feeling. 
Blinking in the bright light I managed to get to my feet, staring around the wrecked road and guardrail overlooking the pristine harbor of Haven Falls. The waterlogged trailer sat on the asphalt beside me, blocking sight of the rest of the road. Standing in front of it was a woman proudly wearing a gray and red uniform, a long red cape flapping in the wind. She grinned at me as she lowered yet another black-clad Arturis guard onto the road near me. The unconscious or dead ones from the truck, I realized.
“Who the hell are you?” I croaked, my throat raw and burning.
Her smile widened as she shook out her waterlogged fiery red hair. Walking up, she offered her gloved hand. “I’m Crimson.” Her voice was deeper than I expected, but it suited her. Underneath her tight uniform was thick muscle and a shapely body. “You’re Stardust right? It’s such an honor to meet you!”
My hand went to my head, my wet black hair spilling through my fingers. My suit was still in Lana’s colors, if a little waterlogged.
“I wanted to meet you since you came out to the public!” Crimson continued gushing. “I’m such a huge fan. I heard something had happened a few months ago, but I knew they were wrong when they said you were dead. Stardust can’t die, right? I mean, even Lady Midnight couldn’t kill you and she tried like…five times.”
I ran a hand over my face and froze. My mask. My mask was gone. I stared at her, realizing now that she wasn’t wearing one either. “Where’s my mask?” I asked.
She shook her head. “It got washed into the harbor I think,” she said, pursing her lips. “Sorry, I didn’t look for it. I thought you’d decided to be like me, not hiding the whole identity thing.”
I cocked my head to the side, coughing before I could talk again. “What do you mean?”
“I do this full time,” she said. “I don’t need the mask. It’s fine if people know who I am.”
Oh my dear sweet summer child. I resisted the urge to tell her what an idiot she was and sighed into my hand instead.
“I need to get out of here,” I said. “I don’t want anyone to know I’m back.”
I hated the idea of pretending to be Lana, but I couldn’t out myself as Lady Midnight either. I was in no condition to fight this new hero, and I didn’t even know what powers she had. Or who she worked for.
“You’re undercover or something?” Her eyes lit up. “That’s so cool!”
“Yeah, something like that.”
She turned to look at the guards. “Were these guys like…bad guys or something? I mean, they were in the truck with you.”
“Yeah, they were…stopping me from accomplishing my mission.”
“That is so cool! Is there anything I can do to help? I can totally keep a secret!” Her face lit up like the fourth of July. “I can be your girl on the street. I can get you information while I patrol and rescue people and stuff, and then you don’t have to be in the limelight.”
I opened my mouth, closed it, then tried to find the words that would combat her bubbly enthusiasm. And yet, it wasn’t a terrible idea. I could use her maybe. But not yet. There was too much I didn’t know, and all this could just be a front to put me off my game.
Paranoid? Maybe, but working with Arturis made me that way a long time ago.
“I’ll consider it,” I said slowly. “I’ll find you if I need to.”
“Yes!” She pumped her fist in the air, almost dancing on the balls of her feet. It meant that either she needed to go to the bathroom, or she was trying to get something out of her system.
“What?”
She stopped bouncing and fumbled at one of the watertight pouches on her belt. “Can I get your autograph?”
I raised an eyebrow. “Seriously?”
She nodded, pulling out a small notebook and pen. “Hell yeah! I never thought this would happen, everyone thinking you’re dead and all. But I’m not going to let the first time I meet the Stardust go without getting your autograph!”
Oh, if she only knew.
“And you just carry your autograph book with you everywhere?”
She laughed, her face turning almost as red as her hair and suit. “No! No, no I don’t.” She looked down at the book.  “It’s…you know…my thoughts. Short little writings, journaling, things like that.” Her voice fell as she continued. “I thought it might…come in handy or something someday.”
I’d say one thing for the girl, her enthusiasm was infectious. Saying a silent apology to Lana, I took the pen and book and flipped open the front cover. I made a barely legible facsimile of Stardust’s name and dedicated it to Crimson herself with a little flourish of penmanship I’d once practiced when I was young. I had a flashback of crowds of thousands of people, pushing their way to see the only superhero left, the six-year-old kid called Deliverance.
“Oh, you have no idea how much this means to me!” Her voice raised an octave or two as I gave her the book back and I couldn’t help but smile.
“I don’t know how much it’ll be worth,” I said. “I mean, I’m supposed to be missing and presumed dead and all.”
She shook her head. “I’m not selling this, not a chance. It’s going on a shelf and I will never let it get dirty and…” She trailed off, looking away. “I’m sorry. I’m really not usually this spazztastic!”
“It’s okay, don’t worry about it. It’s not every day you run into your…hero.”
Sirens sounded in the distance and I could barely make out flashing lights winding their way up the harbor highway. It was time to leave. The longer I talked to her, the harder it was going to be to keep up the pretense. I was not Lana, Not even close. If Crimson was that much of a fan, I’m surprised she hadn’t realized it already.
She heard it too, looking to the sound as I started to walk away.
“Hey!”
I stopped and turned to look at her one last time.
“It was an honor to meet you.” She smiled. “I won’t tell anyone. I promise.”
I nodded, hesitated, then spoke. “Thanks for the save, Crimson.”
Her smile widened. “Anytime, Stardust.”
I nodded again then took off into the air, letting the scene fade behind me as I tried to clear my mind. What the hell had I just gone through? Trevor was trying to kill me and took six months to plan that little gambit. Now I knew that he knew I was still alive. That was something, but there were too many questions still.
Who the hell was this Crimson and where did she come from? If Trevor set this up to kill me, why send a meta to pull the truck out of the harbor? Or was she not a part of Arturis. But if that was true, then where did she come from and how did she get her powers?
“Andi?” I said, only half expecting the earpiece to still work. There was no response. “Damn it.”
What was she thinking now, with the communications gone? And worse, we had no idea where Arturis was keeping Lana.
I headed for home, hoping and praying that my pet would have something I could use. I was going to find my Stardust. I was going to get her back.
No matter what I had to do.






  
  Issue 3 - Twilight

Lana


Where the fuck am I? 
It wasn’t the first time I’d wondered that, and I was sure it wouldn’t be the last. In this land of never-ending twilight, there was no day/night cycle, no passing of time. Nothing discernible, anyway. All I knew was that I’d been walking for what felt like forever, somehow wearing my classic Stardust uniform—something I hadn’t worn for quite some time before my ultimate death. A landscape of dirt and rocks and tufts of rough grass spread out to the foggy horizon all around me, nothing changing, but nothing staying the exact same either.
The only things I had to keep me going was my memories of the real world. My sister, dead for a long time now. Andi and Ellis, hopefully taking care of my Mistress while I was gone. And Victoria, the woman who owned me in every way that I loved.
And I had begged her to kill me.
Our past was rocky. Our alter-egos were enemies, but we became close outside the costumes. Then I found out who she really was…and it broke something inside of me. Something that was still broken.
“Okay Lana,” I muttered. My own voice was beginning to be a constant companion. “Focus on getting the hell back so you can see her again, and not how you risked massive brain damage just to save her life.”
To be fair, of all the reasons to risk that kind of thing, saving Victoria was a pretty good one.
I stopped for a moment, trying to catch my breath that came and went. Hunger and thirst were the same, the needs coming and going but not seeming to have any lasting effects. My feet hurt, but it was a light pain that was easily ignored. It wasn’t fair to feel hunger or pain when I was dead.
It wasn’t fair to die again either, but that’s what happened to the mysterious figure in the cloak who I’d befriended the several times I’d been here before. I remembered their last words, their warning about their siblings. Beings of massive power, coming back to a world they’d abandoned.
Since then I’d felt like I was being followed. Something was out there, just out of sight, and it was watching me. Hunting me. But it had yet to show itself.
A scraggly tree appeared at the edge of my sight as I trudged forward. Was it the same tree I passed a few hundred steps ago? I felt like I was in one of those video games where you exited one side of the screen only to reappear on the other. Forever walking the same path over and over and over again.
I wanted—no, needed—something different. Trapped in a world with nothing and no one. This was not how I was going to die. If that even was an option anymore. I’d died to get here, after all.
“Okay Lana,” I said aloud, breaking the monotonous silence. “Enough with the pity party. Focus on finding a way out. Or home, or whatever.”
I wondered if dying here would take me back to the real world. Or would I move on to whatever awaited me past death. And that was even assuming I could die here. I wasn’t quite immortal, as far as I knew, but I also knew that dying never really stuck for me. And here, in the middle of nowhere in this twilight, there was no one around to tell me the answer to these questions.
“Damn it cloak-guy!” I shouted to the unchanging sky. “You could have told me what to do before you disappeared!”
And here I was, wasting time yelling at nothing. If time was even a thing in this world. My head hurt just thinking about it.
I kept walking towards the fog, praying for some sort of change to tell me that I was getting somewhere. The only change seemed to be that the fog in front of me wasn’t moving with me and I was walking towards it as if it were a barrier in front of me. I paused in front of it, then I raised my hand and drew it through the fog. My hand disappeared behind the misty wall. 
“Well, that’s not ominous at all.”
Girding myself, I took the three steps that would take me past the wall of fog. It was like walking into a different world. The desert, the dirt, the rocks and gravel were gone. In front of me was a city, but lacking everything that would make a city a true city. There was paved, asphalt streets with tall, nameless buildings of gray concrete and reflective windows. But there was nothing else, no people, no animals, no foliage, nothing but the dead concrete jungle of what a city is in it’s most basest form.
Still, as an urbanite myself it was a little more comfortable than walking that dirt path. Speaking of the path, I looked back over my shoulder and saw only the wall of fog behind me. With a shrug of my shoulders I turned back to the front of me and started trudging through the mysteriously empty city, happy now that my short heels were on solid concrete and more comfortable with the buildings surrounding me.
That lasted for all of a few minutes. Soon enough, the lack of proper life in the urban area dissolved all sense of satisfaction I had at being in the middle of all these buildings. Whatever comfort I’d normally take being just another person amongst many in a city like Haven Falls slipped through my fingers as I was reminded of how truly alone I was.
I always found city life far more appealing, but not like this. The emptiness, loneliness, took away any bit of comfort I might have felt. Before, in the real world, I’d be flying or at least running through the street as fast as my legs could take me. But here I didn’t have those abilities, and running into the unknown was a good way for this vacation to end badly.
“Heh, vacation,” I said. “I’m hilarious.”
I continued walking, trudging through the empty streets. At least, until the street was no longer empty. Out of nowhere, a shadow crossed over me and I spun, falling into a fighting stance. From the roof of a shorter, two-story building a figure leapt and landed on the road several meters away. He was a tall man with ginger hair and sharp green eyes. Faint stubble spread across his chin and dusted his upper lip, dark with a smattering of gray giving him a salt and pepper look. He took a few steps toward me, as if he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.
“Who the hell are you?” I snapped, refusing to take a step back from this unknown man.
He shook his head, then glared at me with a look that shot daggers. “Who the hell are you?” He demanded. “And why did you kill the Guardian?”






  
  Issue 4 - Life Interrupted

Victoria


“Idon’t want to go,” I murmured, shoving my face as deep into the pillow as I could manage and still breathe. “Don’t make me go.” 
“Mistress!” Andi’s voice was far too chipper for this early in the morning. “You need to get up. I have work and so do you.”
“No…” I whined. “I don’t want to go to work. I want to stay home and bake cookies with you!”
Something heavy landed on the bed and I rolled away, groaning. 
“Quoting a cheesy 90’s movie isn’t going to get you out of this. You need to go meet Detective Reilly and I need to start work.” She pulled the blankets off in one fell swoop, leaving my naked body shivering in the cold.
I grunted again and got up as I pushed away the last vestiges of the minimal amount of sleep I’d been getting. I’d last an hour, maybe two, before the nightmares started. Feeling the clammy water crawling up my body. I couldn’t run. Couldn’t fly. Couldn’t escape.
The nightmares had been coming for almost six weeks now. Since the truck in the harbor.
I shook my head and tried to push those thoughts away. “How’s work going for you anyway?”
Andi chuckled. “Helping people with computer troubles from the comfort of my own setup? With my own wardrobe.” she looked down at the furry leg-warmers, arm-warmers, bra and panties with attached tail that she wore. She laughed, caressing the clip-in kitty ears in her black and pink hair.
“I’m glad it’s working out for you.”
She shrugged, a blush creeping into her cheeks. “It’s no big deal.”
I stood and wrapped myself around my beautiful pet, nuzzling my mouth into the hollow of her shoulder. “It is a big deal, my little kitty. You’re keeping the lights on here. Keeping me whole, too. You’re with me, helping me, making sure I don’t…I don’t fall into old habits.”
Andi gave small, whimpering moans as my hands traveled up and down her body and I drew my lips up her collarbone to her neck and throat. I caressed her skin from furry arm-warmer and back to skin again and she shivered under my touch.
“Mistress,” she moaned, one hand reaching up to tangle in my hair. I opened my mouth, laying teeth on my pet’s tender collarbone. Her hand clenched and I bit down hard, making her gasp and cry out wordlessly.
“Yes, my pet?” I murmured into her ear, her hand relaxing as I released some of the pressure of my bite. “Is there something I can do for you?” I nibbled her skin a bit, feeling it warm as blood rushed to the spot. “Or to you?”
She shuddered, moaning again as her hand left my hair and her arms came to wrap around me. I put my arms around her, pulling her into me so close like I would never have to let her go.
“Mistress,” she moaned again, squirming in my hold. “Mistress, I need to log in.”
I sank my fingernails into her back, light scratches that left little white marks along her skin.
Then my phone buzzed and a soft melody of a woman singing emitted from the little speaker. I groaned and released my pet, grabbing the phone and fighting hard not to throw it against the wall.
“Eu—Jameson,” I said, so tired I almost slipped up. Six months and I was still working on the new name.
Detective Reilly’s voice greeted me with gruff cheerfulness. “Running late this morning?”
“I…got distracted.”
I heard her snort over the line. “I’m sure you did.” She chuckled. “Well, I’m downstairs. Get your ass in gear and let’s get moving. We have a warrant to serve.”
My eyebrows shot up. “Really? Finally?”
“Yup, so let’s go before the asshole gets wise to it.”
“Five minutes.” I hung up and turned back to my pet. Andi was leaning heavily on her chair in front of her massive command center. Her breathing was starting to return to normal, but her eyes were closed and she was concentrating hard. As much as I wanted to destroy the progress she had made in coming down from her high, I had places to be. “Pet,” I said softly as I came up behind her with light, comforting touches. “Are you okay?”
She bobbed her head up and down. “Sorry. Sorry. I just need to…needed to come down a bit, you know?”
“I know.” I glanced away. “I’m sorry. I got carried away.”
“No, no Mistress. It was wonderful. It was so…I missed it. That. The touches, the holding. Everything.”
I hesitated, then held her close for a long moment. “I’m sorry I’ve been so distant lately.”
“It’s okay. I get it. You’re worried about Lana.”
“I am, but that doesn’t mean I should be neglecting you. Or Ellis, for that matter.”
She gave me a small smile. “Speaking of Ellis, she’s probably got breakfast ready for you already.”
I snorted. “Knowing her, she had it ready a half hour ago. It’s cold by now.”
“Maybe that means you need to get up earlier.”
“Maybe it does, pet. Maybe it does.”
We shared a laugh and Andi settled into her chair as I moved around the room, grabbing clothes and trying to make myself presentable. I was putting on my sidearm and slipping my badge onto my belt when there was a knock at the door.
“Mistress,” Ellis said, opening the door and giving me a glare that should be a registered weapon. “There is a car outside waiting for you, and your breakfast has become inedible.”
My face heated as Andi snickered in her corner. “Yes maid, I realize both of these things.”
Ellis was tall, short dark hair and hard brown eyes that warmed to molten chocolate when she smiled. She wasn’t smiling now. “Mistress, if you continue to sleep in like this, I will stop setting aside breakfast for you.”
I paused, hearing the hint of pain in her tone. My maid was wearing one of her more formal uniforms, a long dark skirt that fell to just above her ankles and a white apron that covered from chest to the bottom of the dress. The peter pan collar that peaked out over the apron suited her more than I could rightly admit to, and the long sleeves covered strong, muscled arms from years of physical labor and fending off an abusive husband.
“I’m sorry, Ellis,” I said, wishing I didn’t need to apologize so much this morning. I was running low on them. “I’ll be out of here in a moment. I promise to get up on time tomorrow and enjoy your breakfast.”
She fixed me with one more glare, then turned away. “See that you do, Mistress.”
As Ellis walked away my pet couldn’t contain her laughter anymore. I left the room before I had to endure it any longer and headed out the front door. A moment later, my stomach decided to make itself known with an audible rumble.
It was gonna be a long day.






  
  Issue 5 - Plain Sight

Victoria


Isat in the passenger seat of Detective Reilly’s car, feet moving back and forth as if touching phantom pedals, hand clutching the handle above the door. For her part, my partner was kind enough to ignore my behavior. Mostly. 
“You know,” Reilly said with a wry smile. “If you bothered to get a car, you could drive once in a while.”
“Not a damned chance,” I replied. “I can move a lot faster than this thing can go. Why get a car?”
“Because you can’t just run or fly everywhere if you want to keep your secret.”
The only person outside my household who knew, and was on my side, the detective was just a little too smart for her own good. The day I left her at a crime scene to attempt to retrieve Lana’s body, Reilly had figured out who I was. I smiled, remembering wrapping my hand around her throat and considering all the many places I could make her disappear to.
She glanced at me and her smile evaporated.
“I know that look. That’s not a nice look.” She sighed. “What did you do?”
“Me? Nothing. At least not yet.”
“Look, just because you’re all high and mighty doesn’t mean you can do whatever you want. We need to keep this by the book, understand?”
I gave her a sloppy salute. “Yes ma’am.”
She grunted and turned her focus back to the road.
Alisha Reilly was the youngest daughter in a family of six. Her father was the chief of police here in Haven Falls, and most of her siblings had followed a similar path. She was the only one still stuck as a detective. She had an issue with the politics that came with a job like this, something the rest of her family seemed to excel at. Not that she ever complained about it, of course. She did her job and did it well. In all honestly, I was probably lucky to get assigned to her as a partner when I transferred into the department.
“So are we hunting who I think we’re hunting?” I asked as she pulled over to the side of the road, letting the car idle a few seconds as she took a deep breath.
“Vicky—”
“Don’t call me Vicky. You know I hate that.”
“Victoria,” Reilly tried again. “We aren’t hunting anyone. We are here to serve a warrant and bring in Darren Ford. He’s wanted for distribution of narcotic substances and attempted murder.”
I whistled. “I remember the name. He’s managed to avoid being collared for a while, hasn’t he? He’s not going to be one to come quietly.”
She glared at me. “I don’t like where your mind is going. You aren’t a super-villain anymore, remember?”
“But it’s been a while since I had some action!” I whined.
“What about that mess at the harbor a few weeks ago?”
“That was different. There was a very good reason for that.”
“A very good reason that you refuse to let me in on.”
“In this case what you know could hurt you. I can’t tell you everything.”
Reilly frowned. “I get that. I get that this whole metahuman thing is some clandestine conspiracy surrounding Arturis and all that, but there’s so much the police should know if things like that keep happening. We could do something about it from the right side of the law.”
“Like you did with Officer Robertson last year?” I snapped. “Or the numerous times the police decided to turn their backs on what was going on because it was inconvenient or someone was getting paid for it?”
“I don’t—”
“Or how many cover-ups have there been? How many times did you look at what the metahumans under Arturis’ Control did and just ignored it or wrote it up like it was something that didn’t matter?” I was seething now, but the words kept on coming. “I know there were at least two people murdered by Prothean at Arturis’ orders, and you know who everyone blamed? Me. I was always to blame for everything, even if I didn’t do it.” I let out a long breath, trying to put a lid on the anger. “I am done taking the blame. I’m done letting the police department skate by with the status quo. Why do you think I’m here?”
“You’re trying to do the right thing from the right side of the law,” she said softly. “I understand that, I really do. And I never pinned blame on you, never expected you to bear all the blame for everything. I’m not that kind of cop and you know it.”
I sighed. “I know. I’m sorry for snapping at you. I know it’s not you in particular, but there’s so much corruption, so much going on behind the scenes that no one knows about. And I don’t think I can fix it all by myself.”
Reilly put a hand on my shoulder. “You don’t have to do it alone. I’ll help, and I know a good handful of people who feel the same way. We can work together. We can help.” She smiled. “But we’ll leave any superhuman fights to you, if that’s okay.”
I grinned. “Fine by me.”
“You ready to go?”
“I was born ready.”
Reilly rolled her eyes and we got out of the car, heading for the trunk. She grabbed a bulletproof vest and put it on with practiced ease, twisting and testing her reach to make sure it didn’t inhibit her movement.
“Get your vest on,” she said. “You might be bulletproof and all that, but no one’s supposed to know.” She turned and headed for the door as I looked at the vest with distaste, then closed the trunk with it still in there. No way was I wearing that uncomfortable thing.
We entered the apartment building and headed up the three flights of stairs to the suspect’s door. We separated and went to either side of it.
“I’ll go first,” Reilly said quietly.
I shook my head. “Not a chance, it’s my turn.”
She frowned. “I’m the senior officer and—” she glanced at my shirt. “—and where the hell is your vest?”
It was my turn to roll my eyes at her then I knocked on the door. “Darren Ford!” I shouted. “This is the HFPD! We have a warrant!”
Scuffling sounded from inside the apartment and I moved in front of the door and lifted my foot. I flashed Reilly a grin.
“Don’t—”
Too late. I lashed out and kicked the door down at the same moment a shotgun roared and a load of buckshot took me in the chest. I stood there and let the pellets fall to the floor, my nice shirt now full of holes. In front of me was a tall man with no hair on his head, wearing a wife beater and ripped jeans. He was holding a short-barreled shotgun. I glared at him as he stared at me like he’d never seen someone take a full load of buckshot to the chest and stay standing before.
“Hey!” I snapped at him. “I liked this shirt.”
That seemed to snap him out of his stupor and he dropped the weapon then ran for the windows at the back of the living room. I took a step into the apartment when Reilly grabbed my hand.
“What the hell did I tell you?” She hissed.
“Bad guy now, yell at me later.”
I ran for the window as Darren’s footsteps stomped hard down the fire escape. Throwing myself through the window I grabbed the railing with both hands and swung over it, letting go and gripping the next bar down. I continued the swing just as the culprit was sprinting for the next set of stairs. He turned and made this weird kind of oh face as my feet hit him and we crashed through a window into another apartment. 
Screams echoed as Darren squirmed underneath me. More pounding on the fire escape brought Reilly to us too, and she worked to calm down the random family who’s lunch we’d interrupted. I pulled out a pair of handcuffs, grabbing Darren’s wrists and restraining him.
“You have the right to remain silent,” I said, my tone full of boredom. “You have the right to an attorney. You have the right to be sorry you ruined one of my favorite shirts.”
“Jameson!” Reilly snapped, her sidearm out and pointed at Darren. “Just get him up and let’s go!”
I swore and shook my head as I hauled him to his feet and out the door. Reilly caught up with me back at the car and we shoved Darren into the back seat as he stared sullenly at me. I moved to get in the passenger seat but Reilly slammed her hands against my chest.
I could have taken it and not moved an inch, but that might have injured my partner. I didn’t need her breaking her wrists on me or something, so I let myself fall back against the car as she seethed.
“What the hell was that?”
“Hey, we got the guy, didn’t we?”
“That’s not the fucking point!” Reilly hissed. “You keep saying you’re hanging up the whole Lady Midnight thing and yet here you are, showing off your powers to everyone!”
“I’m not—”
“You took a shotgun blast to the chest! And that stunt on the fire escape? What the hell?”
“He was getting away.”
“And you weren’t wearing your fucking vest!”
I planted my hands on the car, trying hard not to destroy something as old emotions boiled to the surface. I wasn’t a fan of authority figures and being told what to do. Clearly.
“I made it work. I caught the bad guy and no one got hurt. Would you have rather taken that blast? Could you guarantee your vest would’ve taken it all and you’d still be able to go after him? Or are you angry that I might have just saved your life?”
“That’s a part of the damned job. I put my life on the line every damned day so other people don’t have to. Just because you’re fucking bulletproof doesn’t mean you can take that away from me.”
I cocked my head to the side, looking at her shorter stature keeping me pressed against the car.
“Are you really that mad that I took that shot instead of you? Do you have a death wish?”
“No!” She hissed. “I just don’t want you or anyone else to have to take that kind of hit either. It’s my job to protect people. And that includes partially reformed super-villains. You can’t keep pretending that you can go around like you used to, showing off so much. Not if you don’t want it to come out.”
I wanted to argue further but stopped myself before I could say something we’d both regret. She wasn’t wrong, and if I tried to say she was I’d be the one looking like an asshole. I was used to being seen as a terrible person, but even I have standards. I glanced away.
“I’m not going to say sorry,” I muttered.
Reilly nodded. “I’d be scared if you did. But you can’t keep doing things like this and you know it. You don’t know who or what might have been watching, and you know how happy the city is thinking you’re dead.”
“Fuck.”
“That’s about the long and short of it.” She clapped me on the shoulder and finally backed off. “Just be more careful, all right?”
“Yeah, yeah I got it.”
Reilly got on a call right before getting in, and I took the passenger seat with a grunt. No one liked to be criticized, but it felt worse when I could do all those things that no one else could. I wanted to call it unfair, to gripe and rail against the world, but that wouldn’t get me anywhere. So instead I buckled my seatbelt and tried to wait patiently as Reilly talked to someone—probably getting someone to come clean up my mess.
“Hey.” A small voice said from the back seat. “Hey. What the hell are you?”
I didn’t even turn around. “Your worst nightmare if you don’t shut the fuck up.”
He did, and after a few minutes Reilly had gotten back in the car and we headed out back towards the downtown division headquarters.
I sighed. Next time. Next time I’d do better. I hoped.






  
  Issue 6 - The Right Thing

Victoria


Reilly gave me her other vest to cover up the massive hole in my shirt and we led Ford into the building. She took him to booking as I headed for our desks in the middle of the first-floor bullpen. Reilly had been a floater as a detective, working homicide, robbery, gang task force, and everything else wherever anyone needed an extra body. She never complained, but it didn’t look good from the people who normally worked those departments. I, being her new partner, got stuck in the same situation. I wasn’t complaining, though. Honestly, doing something new let me keep a wide list of assholes to consider whether or not to show the error of their ways. You know…if I ever went back to doing that. 
I could almost hear Lana’s voice in my head, telling me off for even thinking about it. A big part of why I was even doing this was her influence. Even gone, I wanted to make her proud of me. But if I couldn’t even find her…I shook my head. I needed to find her. I needed to show her that I did deserve her, no matter what happened between us before.
I’d just sat down and pulled the open case file towards me when my slightly better than normal hearing picked up something that made the pen I’d picked up snap in two, spilling ink all over my fingers.
“And what did you do to provoke him?”
I glanced up and saw the desk sergeant—I couldn’t remember his name—talking to a young girl who looked like she was going to turn and run away. Another woman stood beside her, taller and older and wearing a suit that didn’t quite fit her properly. I’d seen my share of power suits in the past and this one was ill-fitting and cheap, but she wore it like she commanded the room and her brows furrowed at the sergeant’s attitude.
“Excuse me?” The younger woman’s voice came out almost as a squeak, her eyes wide and brimming with tears. “I didn’t do anything! He just…he—”
“It’s okay Fi,” the other woman said, “I’ll take care of this.” She turned on the sergeant. “What the hell are you implying, sergeant, asking my client that question?”
I stood and headed for the desk.
“Look, I’m not filling out a report for some little slut who sleeps with a guy then regrets it and wants some sort of revenge.” The sergeant sneered and waved a hand towards her as if to take in her clothes—a light camisole and shorts. You know, proper summer clothing. “Were you wearing something like this when you enticed him?”
“What did you just say?” The older woman demanded as Fi started to stammer something. I reached the desk and drew their attention, giving them a smile I hoped was warm and friendly. The sergeant began to turn when I put my hand on his head and slammed it down on the desk in front of us. Fi screeched and the sergeant turned on me, trying to draw his sidearm but I did it again and he fell back, bleeding on the floor.
“What the hell?” Another officer came at me, grabbing my arm. I shook him off, then turned back to the ladies.
“I’m sorry about all that,” I said loudly as I pushed the sergeant into the arms of the second officer. “Desk Sergeant Idiot-Stick is…well…an idiot stick. How can I help you ladies?”
I glanced at the sergeant and his friend, both of whom looked about to come at me. I turned back to the women and ignored the idiots, hoping beyond hope that they’d start something and I could hurt them. Badly. But then I heard Reilly’s voice and knew she was working on dragging the others away to get the sergeant to a medic. I nodded to Fi.
“It’s all right. Everything you say will be taken very seriously, and I promise you whoever did this will be punished to the fullest extent of the law.” Even if I had to take matters into my own hands, I added silently.
Fi nodded, her eyes wide and still staring at the departing officers. “He wasn’t…he didn’t even want to listen to me.”
“He’ll learn his lesson,” I replied. I held out a hand. “Detective Victoria Jameson.”
“Fiona Zahra.” She looked up at the older woman. “This is my friend. My-my lawyer.”
The lawyer offered her hand boldly. “Stephanie Hunt. We came to file a report and were…greeted, I suppose, by that asshole.” She glanced behind me and I refused to turn to see what was happening back there. “Will you get in trouble for that?”
Was I going to get in trouble? Probably. Did I care? No. This was why I came here in the first place. To try and fix things like this. To be a hero to those who didn’t fit in or thought they didn’t matter. It was why I’d built my manor in the first place, why I did everything I did before. I wanted to help people, but the people who don’t get the help they need anywhere else.
“Probably, but it’ll be worth it. People like that don’t deserve to deal with the public. Or even be in any sort of position of power.”
Stephanie’s eyes lit up like I’d said something interesting and her professional smile morphed into something much more real. Fiona smiled at me too, and I took a few seconds to bask in the glow of both of them. This was what I was missing as a villain. The gratefulness of people that I helped, whether they knew I was helping them or not.
I escorted them into the bullpen and sat them down, ignoring the fact that there was a bit of blood dripping down from the front counter. I took Fiona’s statement, promised her I’d look into it, and gave them both my shiny new business cards and wrote my cell number on them in case either of them needed anything. I even escorted them back out the door so they didn’t have to deal with any more uppity pricks who thought they knew everything and wouldn’t grow the fuck up.
Fiona thanked me profusely, which was sweet but not necessary. It was Stephanie’s reaction that was more interesting. She paused at the door, turning back to look me up and down. Then she was gone and I had no idea what conclusion she might have come to about me. With a smile of my own I shook my head and headed back to my desk.
I knew what was coming next. I knew it the moment I smashed the sergeant’s head into the counter. When I came back in there was a group of officers rallying around the one who’d tried to come to his aid. The officer was vehemently explaining exactly what I’d done, and they all turned to look at me with murder in their eyes. The joke was on them though, I was used to seeing that look from police officers.
The way they watched me as I came back into the bullpen reminded me of hyenas
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