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  PART 1: DOCTOR MIND









  
  CHAPTER ONE


Doctor Mind’s skepticism about the existence of the multiverse was shaken when Mr. Space and Captain Galaxy kidnapped, er,  recruited him into their multiversal team of heroes, and outright shattered when he ran into an alternate version of himself who was everything he was not (and then some).
Up until the moment that portal opened in his bedroom and Mr. Space and Captain Galaxy stepped out of it, Doctor Mind had always believed that multiverse theory was unscientific. It just made no sense to him. He didn’t understand how a person’s decisions could somehow branch out, resulting in countless alternate universes where something different happened in each one.
Hell, there wasn’t even any real evidence for it, either. While not technically a real doctor, Doctor Mind had studied enough of the science behind multiverse theory to know that it had no actual basis in reality.
With no evidence, no hypothesis to test, and no logic, Doctor Mind had seen no reason to treat it as a serious scientific theory.
Now, however, Doctor Mind was beginning to wish he had.
If only because it would have saved him and his partner, Trickshot, from walking into a trap that neither of them could escape from.
That happened later, however.
In the present, Doctor Mind stepped through the portal into ‘Universe 76821’ alongside Trickshot. Having passed through a dimensional portal once before, Doctor Mind already knew what to expect. Their surroundings shifted from the creaky wooden cargo hold of the Iron Wind—a ship that could cross the multiverse but still looked like an eighteenth-century sailing ship for some bizarre reason—into an alleyway of a city that looked somewhat familiar to Doctor Mind, though he couldn’t place when he might have visited it before.
It was like stepping through a doorway from one room to another. Only this room was in a completely different reality and actually wasn’t even a room but an entire universe and … yeah, the more Doctor Mind thought about it, the more multiverse theory still made no sense to him despite his experiences.
Before he could fully scan his surroundings, however, Doctor Mind heard a crackle in his right ear and Mr. Space’s overly-cheery voice practically explode in his ear, “Doctor Mind, Trickshot! Did you guys make it to Universe 76821 okay? Any missing limbs, long-term emotional damage, or even just mild discomfort?”
Doctor Mind blinked and looked at his perfectly whole body. “Um, no. I think we made it through okay. Right, Trickshot? Trickshot?”
Doctor Mind was addressing a young teen hero who stood next to him. Clad in red-and-blue spandex, with a flowing red cape running down his back, and the letters ‘TW’ etched into his chest, Trickshot looked like everything a superhero was supposed to be.
Except Doctor Mind was pretty sure that real superheroes did not smell like Axe body spray (although teenage boys who thought they were hot stuff certainly did).
Trickshot’s face was pale and clammy. “I’m … I’m fine, Doc. I am not going to throw up.”
Doctor Mind looked at Trickshot doubtfully. “I … didn’t say you were, Trickshot.”
Trickshot nodded once firmly. “Good. Because I’m not.”
Doctor Mind raised an eyebrow. He was starting to have his doubts about Trickshot’s health, but deciding not to argue with him, Doctor Mind simply tapped his earcom and said, “Everything’s fine. We made it through the portal unscathed. Generally.”
“Good to know!” said Mr. Space. “While IEA dimension-hopping tech is made in accordance with the highest standards, dimension-hopping can sometimes have unexpected side effects, especially on inexperienced hoppers like you two. Such as dimensional nausea, for example.”
Trickshot grunted, which did not escape Doctor Mind’s notice, as he said, “Dimensional nausea, eh? What’s that?”
“A common side effect of dimension-hopping has for people whose bodies have not acclimated to the disorienting effects of interdimensional travel,” Mr. Space explained like a kid reciting a math answer in class. “Very similar to carsickness and can cause nausea or even vomiting. It shouldn’t last long, especially for experienced dimension-hoppers.”
Trickshot immediately covered his mouth, which also did not escape Doctor Mind’s notice, as he said, “Vomiting, eh? Good thing none of us are going to vomit, right, Trickshot?”
Trickshot just glared at Doctor Mind but didn’t answer.
Which just made Doctor Mind smirk at him even more.
“Enough talking,” came Captain Galaxy’s curt, no-nonsense voice through the earcom. “If you two made it safely to Universe 76821, then start searching for the Sheath. Get it before Prince Karos and his Fallen Court do.”
Doctor Mind nodded and glanced around the seemingly-empty alleyway in which they stood. “Right. Only one problem: How do we find the Sheath?”
“Your earcoms come equipped with holographic maps that will show you where you two are in relation to the Sheath,” said Mr. Space. “Tap your earcom twice to see it.”
Doctor Mind, frowning, nonetheless tapped his earcom a couple of times. A holographic image suddenly appeared on the opposite wall of the alleyway. It showed two glowing orange dots at the bottom of the map and a singular glowing red dot at the top.
“What do the dots represent?” said Doctor Mind. “Candy?”
“You guys,” Mr. Space chirped. “The orange dots are you guys while the red dot represents the Sheath. As you get closer to the Sheath, you should see the orange dots get closer to the red dot.”
Doctor Mind furrowed his brow. “Looks like the Sheath is north. That where we need to go?”
“If the map says it, then that’s what you have to do,” came the quieter but still serious voice of Prince Tojas Malock. “I helped design it. It can’t be wrong.”
Doctor Mind raised an eyebrow skeptically. “You have a lot of confidence in yourself.”
“I am the Prince of Telos,” Tojas replied. “Confidence is what is expected of me. Where are you from?”
“Can you guys knock it off?” said Captain Galaxy sharply. “Unless you want Karos to get the Sheath first.”
“Okay, okay,” said Doctor Mind. “We’ll get it, don’t worry. Right, Trickshot?”
Trickshot still said nothing. He nodded ever-so-slightly while making a sick grunting sound at the same time.
“All right,” said Captain Galaxy skeptically. “If you need help, call us through your earcom. That’s what we’re here for.”
“Yeah,” said Mr. Space. “Otherwise, you’re on your own. Good luck!”
With that, Doctor Mind heard a soft click in his ear, indicating that his earcom had turned off.
“All right, kid,” said Doctor Mind, glancing at Trickshot. “Looks like it’s time for us to—kid?”
Trickshot’s face was as green as grass now. Without another word, he rushed over to a nearby dumpster, ripped off its lid, and immediately ducked his head inside. Although Doctor Mind could not see him, he could certainly hear Trickshot vomiting into the dumpster.
Shaking his head in disappointment, Doctor Mind looked at the map and said, “All right. While you do that, I think I’m going to figure out exactly where this so-called ‘Sheath’ really is.”
Loud gunshots suddenly rang in the air, followed by the sound of tires screeching against the pavement, and then the sounds of multiple cars crashing into each other. Screams of fear and surprise filled his ears, prompting Doctor Mind to whip his head down the alley, toward the source of the noise.
“What was that?” said Doctor Mind in surprise.
Trickshot, raising his pale face out of the dumpster, said, “It sounded … sounded like a car crash … probably want to check on—”
Trickshot’s face suddenly became bright green again and he resumed puking out his stomach into the dumpster.
Doctor Mind, deciding that Trickshot needed some privacy, ran down the alleyway. Bursting out of the alleyway, Doctor Mind stopped and stared in amazement at the scene playing out before him.
In the middle of the street, four cars had all apparently crashed into each other at the same time somehow. The cars were practically piled on top of each other, with broken tires, shattered glass, and other parts of the vehicles scattered everywhere around the pile-up. Smoke and steam rose from the hoods and tires of the cars, while an odd screeching, whining noise came from under the hood of the yellow taxi that had apparently taken the brunt of the crash. The smell of burning rubber and spilled oil filled the air.
But it was not the cars themselves that got Doctor Mind’s attention. Rather, he was looking at the two figures standing at the foot of the pile-up.
One looked like no older than six or seven, dressed in a fancy gangster suit that made him look like a character straight out of those old black-and-white gangster movies. The other was a much older-looking man with a shock of gray hair and wild, crazy eyes, wearing an identical suit to his friend, although his was green instead of black.
The two men were armed and pointing guns at a couple of people kneeling before them. Not far away, several police officers stood, guns drawn, positioned behind the doors of their cruisers. It appeared that the two sides were having a stand-off, focused so intently on each other that no one seemed to have noticed Doctor Mind yet.
“Allen and Jacob Toho!” one of the police officers called out, who looked vaguely familiar to Doctor Mind for some reason. “Let the innocent citizens go or else!”
Doctor Mind’s eyes widened. Allen Toho? That was the name of—
“Or else what?” Allen Toho, the baby-like man he’d noticed earlier, snapped. “You’ll shoot? Pretty sure we have faster trigger fingers than you.”
“Yeah,” Jacob Toho, the older-looking of the two, chimed in. “Just let us go with our loot and we won’t touch a hair on these peoples’ faces.”
Despite the tenseness of the situation, Doctor Mind could not help but blurt out, “Babyface? Book-Burner? What are you guys doing here?”
Doctor Mind’s questions drew the attention of everyone, cops and robbers alike, toward him.
That wasn’t unexpected.
Their reactions, however, were.
Allen and Jacob Toho both looked as if they’d crapped themselves several times over. Their skin became pale and sweaty and they looked like they were about to drop their guns and give up right there and then. Allen even said, “D-Doctor Mind is here? No way. You’re supposed to be on vacation.”
Doctor Mind blinked. “What vacation?”
Allen shook his head and glared up at Jacob. “Jacob, you idiot! It was your job to make sure that Doctor Mind would be out of town when we pulled off our heist. I oughta put a bullet in your brain for being such a fuck-up, you little twat.”
Jacob, despite being twice as tall as his brother, winced and cringed under Allen’s berating. “Sorry, brother! My contacts assured me that Doctor Mind would be playing chess in Cheskia right now. I didn’t know he’d show up today, either. Please forgive me.”
Doctor Mind just blinked again. The reason he recognized those two was because he’d known them back in his universe, although they’d been very different.
Allen Toho had been the superhero known as Babyface. A former Faker, Babyface had left the team after betraying them and leaving them to die at the hands of Death Skull the Murderer. Babyface had tried to have Doctor Mind killed so he could take over his business, but when that plan failed, Babyface became a criminal in his universe who was still on the run from the law.
As for Jacob, he’d been Babyface’s older brother, a failed writer turned supervillain called Book-Burner, who had helped Babyface with his schemes.
Last I saw, Book-Burner had been in prison, Doctor Mind thought. What’s he doing free? Did he break out or something or—?
Of course. If this was an alternate universe, then perhaps here, Book-Burner had never been arrested in the first place.
Shouldn’t be hard to beat them both, Doctor Mind thought. Neither of them is that strong, honestly.
As for the police, they had an even stranger reaction. The lead officer immediately lowered his gun and said, “All right, guys. No need to use our weapons. Doctor Mind can take it from here.”
“Wait, what?” said Doctor Mind to the police officer in surprise. “But aren’t you worried about the criminals holding innocent civilians hostage?”
“Not that you’re here now, Doctor,” said a young-looking black police officer with extremely large ears. He and the other officers were already setting down picnic baskets and blankets near their cruisers. “We know you’ve got this.”
Doctor Mind looked at the hostages. “Surely you guys are worried about the police not taking this seriously, right?”
The hostages were a young blonde woman in her thirties and a middle-aged man who might have been a bank manager. They both wore identical smiles of hope and relief on their faces, as if all was right with the world already.
“Why would we be worried when you are here, Doctor Mind?” asked the woman. “That’s a funny joke.”
“Indeed,” said the bank manager. “So long as you are here, we literally have nothing to worry about.”
He then winked at Doctor Mind, like Doctor Mind was in on some sort of brilliant in-joke.
Unfortunately, Doctor Mind had no idea what was going on here or why everyone thought he was so great. Sure, he didn’t lack self-confidence in himself, but he still thought it was a serious situation that required people to take it that way.
On the other hand, Doctor Mind wasn’t sure who was going to have a heart attack first: Babyface or Book-Burner. The two shook and sweated so much that they looked close to fainting on the spot.
“What are we gonna do, bro?” Book-Burner whispered to Babyface. He started pointing his gun toward himself. “Maybe if we shoot ourselves, we can avoid getting our asses kicked by Doctor Mined.”
Babyface grabbed Book-Burner’s gun before he fully turned it on himself, however, and snapped, “Stop being stupid, you idiot. Although Doctor Mind’s presence here is unexpected, we can still escape without our spines being snapped in half.”
Doctor Mind frowned. “I wasn’t going to snap your spines in half.”
Babyface and Book-Burner jumped like Doctor Mind had poked them with white-hot cattle prods.
“Quiet!” Babyface said. He pointed his gun at the back of the woman’s head again. “Try anything, and I swear to God, I’ll put so many bullets in her head that her brains will look like uncooked beef when I’m done with her!”
“And I, too, will put bullets in this man’s head!” Book-Burner declared. “Only I am not clever enough to come up with a sufficiently gory descriptor of what his brains will look like when I am done with him. It won’t be pretty, however.”
Doctor Mind narrowed his eyes. He knew that he could probably pull the guns out of their hands with his telekinesis, but he suspected that they would pull the triggers if they even just felt their guns being tugged at.
If only I could distract them, Doctor Mind thought, his hands balling into fists. Then I might be able to—
“I can’t take the stress anymore!” Book-Burner cried. “It’s like asking Betsy to the prom all over again, except worse! Die!”
Book-Burner pulled down on the trigger of his gun and a loud blam echoed from the barrel of his gun.
The police screamed.
Doctor Mind screamed.
Even the man who had been shot in the back of the head screamed—
Wait, what?
Doctor Mind looked more closely. The bank manager, despite screaming his head off, appeared completely unharmed. Smoke rose from the barrel of Book-Burner’s gun, but Doctor Mind did not see a bullet anywhere. He didn’t even smell gunpowder.
But didn’t he pull the trigger on his gun? Doctor Mind thought. I heard the bang. I saw his finger pull the trigger. Where’s the bullet?
Book-Burner, evidently, had the same question, because he opened his eyes (having closed them after pulling the trigger) and looked at his unharmed hostage with surprise.
“Huh?” said Book-Burner. He looked down the barrel of his smoking gun, scratching the back of his head. “What happened?”
“I was going to say the same thing, idiot,” said Babyface. He gestured at the bank manager’s head. “How the hell did you miss at point-blank range?”
“Actually, he didn’t miss at all,” said a strong, authoritative, even majestic, voice above. “He simply fired blanks.”
All eyes, including Doctor Mind’s own, were drawn to the figure standing on top of the building overhead.
He was tall and strapping, clad from head to toe in snow-white spandex and golden armor. A long golden cape flowed down his back, flapping majestically in the wind, while a fancy-looking golden helmet with a glowing green jewel set in the center sat on his head.
It was Doctor Mind’s double. His twin.
And he looked incredibly badass.






  
  CHAPTER TWO


What the—?” said Babyface in disbelief. His head swiveled from Doctor Mind to the lookalike standing on the building overhead. “How—? Huh?” 
“There are two Doctor Minds now?” asked Book-Burner in confusion. “Or has the weed finally caught up with me?”
“Does it matter, genius?” asked Babyface fearfully. “One Doctor Mind is bad enough. Seeing two of ‘em is probably how the Japanese felt when they saw America drop two nukes on them.”
Doctor Mind was just as confused as they were. He didn’t know if the lookalike standing on the rooftop overhead was indeed another version of him or if the person was an impostor of some sort.
He sure looks like me, Doctor Mind thought, but … fancier? Nicer? More hero-y?
Doctor Mind did not have time to find the right word to describe his alternate universe counterpart, because the other Doctor Mind said, in a majestic, heroic voice that made him sound like a real hero, “Criminal scum! I, Doctor Mind, hero of Freedom City, and protector of all that is good and right in the world, command you to throw down your weapons, free your innocent hostages, and surrender yourselves willingly to the police. Or else face my righteous wrath that I reserve for only the evilest of doers!”
Doctor Mind blinked. I don’t talk like that at all. Are we sure that’s me or is this some guy who just looks like me but actually isn’t?
Regardless, Doctor Mind was impressed by his counterpart’s speech, though he thought it was a little naive. No self-respecting criminal or supervillain ever surrendered simply because a superhero told them to. The best you usually could hope for was that the criminal in question might decide to give up his plans and retreat to try again another day, but voluntary surrender was never an option.
So Doctor Mind was more than a little surprised when Babyface and Book-Burner threw their guns onto the ground, got onto their knees, and holding up their hands, immediately screamed, “WE SURRENDER!”
The hostages, meanwhile, rose to their feet and darted toward the police as fast as they could. At the same time, about half a dozen police officers rushed past the fleeing hostages until they reached Babyface and Book-Burner. Several loud clicks could be heard as the police officers slapped thick handcuffs on the two criminals, forcing them to their feet and marching them toward the nearest police cruisers while the other officers lifted up their moneybags and took them away.
“See, Doctor Mind?” Babyface said, looking up at the other Doctor Mind as they were marched away. “We surrendered peacefully and let everyone go just like you wanted.”
“Anything else you want us to do, sir?” Book-Burner shouted anxiously. “Do you want us to shine your shoes? Maybe give you a quick back massage? Or hell, we’ll buy you lunch, too, if you—”
“That’s very well, villains,” said the other Doctor Mind, interrupting Book-Burner. “So long as you spend the rest of your long, miserable lives behind bars where you belong, that will be good enough.”
“Yes, sir,” said Babyface and Book-Burner in unison, sounding more like naughty schoolchildren being sent to detention than hardened criminals going to jail, as they were shoved into a police cruiser.
Doctor Mind just watched the proceeding scene with dull surprise. He couldn’t comprehend what had just happened, and he was used to seeing bizarre, inexplicable things happen back in his universe (such as an entire country being based around chess, for example).
But this took the cake in terms of just plain weirdness.
He caught those two without even having to lift a finger, Doctor Mind thought. Literally. Even I can’t do that.
Doctor Mind heard a whooshing sound overhead and looked up in time to see his white-costumed counterpart floating down toward him.
That’s right. Not only could his counterpart apparently order criminals to give up (and they would), but he could also fly or float.
But Doctor Mind was more worried about the fact that his counterpart’s attention was now firmly focused on him.
And he did not look happy.
Landing several feet away, the other Doctor Mind quickly checked on the hostages first and briefly spoke with a man who Doctor Mind recognized as Freedom City’s Chief of Police. It amazed Doctor Mind to see his other self show such genuine compassion and sympathy for the victims of Babyface and Book-Burner, as well as the sheer awe and deference that the police officers displayed toward him.
People do that in my universe, too, but it’s … different here, Doctor Mind thought.
Back in Doctor Mind’s universe, he’d been something of a conman, having spent the last three years fooling the people of Freedom City, Oklahoma into thinking he was a real superhero. He even went as far as hiring his older brother to dress up as supervillains for him to fight. It wasn’t until recently that a real supervillain attacked Freedom City, forcing Doctor Mind to become a true superhero and not just pretend to be one.
Yet Doctor Mind did not sense any sort of fakery or falseness in his counterpart’s appearance or body language. The hostages and police treated him like a real hero who really did care about them and their city.
And maybe that’s why he doesn’t look happy to see me, Doctor Mind thought. If he thinks I’m a threat, then I should get lost now. If the police and hostages keep him busy long enough, then I might be able to slip away into the—
“Hey, Doc!” said a loud, familiar voice behind him. “What’s up?”
Trickshot suddenly appeared next to Doctor Mind, his super-speed causing the wind to blow Doctor Mind’s cape about.
Startled, Doctor Mind looked at Trickshot and said, “I thought you were vomiting your guts up into a dumpster.”
Trickshot, who no longer looked nearly as pale as he did just a few minutes ago, rubbed his stomach. “I’m feeling a lot better now.”
Doctor Mind gave Trickshot a skeptical look. “You’ve dimension-hopped before, right? Why did you get sick in the first place?”
Trickshot shrugged. “It’s been a long time since I last dimension-hopped, so my body is probably just readjusting to the sensations. I’m curious as to why you didn’t get sick.”
Doctor Mind touched his chest. “I’m not sure. Maybe different bodies react to dimension-hopping differently?”
Trickshot shrugged again. “Who knows? I’m really hungry now. Wonder if this city has any good restaurants.”
“Freedom City is home to many good restaurants, young man,” said a voice that was identical to Doctor Mind’s. “Unfortunately, I’m not sure you will get to see any of them.”
Doctor Mind—the other Doctor Mind, who really needed his own name now that Doctor Mind thought about it—was walking toward them. He practically radiated strength, confidence, and heroism with each step. Doctor Mind was almost intimidated by his other self.
Trickshot, on the other hand, did not seem to quite understand what was going on, because he looked at Doctor Mind’s counterpart and squinted his eyes. “I didn’t know you had a twin brother.”
“H-He’s not my twin brother,” Doctor Mind snapped. “I mean, I do have a brother, but he’s actually my older brother. This guy is me … I think.”
“Correct,” said the other Doctor Mind, stopping a few feet away from them. He folded his arms in front of his chest and glared at them as if they had gotten dirt all over his pure white costume. “I am Doctor Mind, protector of Freedom City, and defender of justice. But you are also me. Interesting.”
Doctor Mind blinked. “Um, we can explain.”
The other Doctor Mind waved a hand dismissively. “There’s no need. I know who you both are already.”
“You do?” said Trickshot in surprise.
The other Doctor Mind nodded. “Sure. You are dimension-hoppers from different universes, recruited by the Interdimensional Elite Agency—an organization dedicated to protecting the multiverse from threats—to find the four pieces of the ironically-named Trinity Blade before Prince Karos, son of the late All-King of Telos and twin brother of Prince Tojas Malock, and his Fallen Court get them first. Along with four other superheroes, also from other universes, you are trying to stop Prince Karos’ Fallen Court from stealing the Trinity Blade pieces first, lest he gain the power to conquer the multiverse itself.”
Doctor Mind and Trickshot exchanged stunned looks with each other before looking at the other Doctor Mind.
The other Doctor Mind, apparently concerned by their silence, tilted his head to the side. “Did I say something wrong? You look surprised.”
“We are,” said Doctor Mind, stuttering slightly. “And you aren’t. Wrong, that is. Everything you just said was right.”
“We just … didn’t expect you to know that stuff,” said Trickshot. “Any of it.”
The other Doctor Mind nodded. “Yes, well, I’ve been aware of the broader multiverse and the IEA itself for a very long time. I’ve even helped them out on a couple of missions in the past.”
“So you know why we’re here,” said Doctor Mind, clasping his hands together in relief. “That means we can warn you about the Fallen Court. Supposedly, Prince Karos has sent two of his agents here in search of this universe’s Trinity Blade piece.”
The other Doctor Mind smiled. “I am well aware of that, my other self. No need to worry about them.”
Again, Doctor Mind and Trickshot exchanged looks with each other, prompting Trickshot to say, “Why?”
Still smiling, the other Doctor Mind said, “Because I’ve already taken neutralized them.”






  
  CHAPTER THREE


As it turned out, the Good Doctor—which was, according to Doctor Mind’s alternate, an alternative alias he sometimes used—wasn’t just a  real hero in this universe. He was also really rich.
Before he explained what he meant, the Good Doctor summoned a veritable limousine to pick them up and take them back to the Clock Tower, the Good Doctor’s base of operations in Freedom City. Doctor Mind was surprised to see that the driver of the limo was another version of Mayor Addison from his universe, who was barely recognizable with his slick-backed hair, fine suit, and general adult appearance.
And this limo was even fancier than the ones that Doctor Mind had ridden in the past. Rich Italian leather seats, soft plush carpeting on the floor, multiple holographic television screens with access to every streaming service and TV channel on the planet … hell, it even came with an automatic drink dispenser, which the Good Doctor invited them to try (Doctor Mind took him up on the offer, although Trickshot did not as he was underage and the dispenser only seemed to serve alcohol).
Sitting back in his comfy seat, Doctor Mind sipped his drink and felt the sharp, yet fruity taste tingle his tongue. “This wine tastes expensive.”
“It’s fifty-year-old wine imported directly from Italy’s most expensive winery,” the Good Doctor, who sat opposite Doctor Mind and Trickshot, said. He said that with the same matter-of-factness that one might say if they said they bought it from the grocery store. “A true one-of-a-kind. I am delighted that you enjoy it.”
Trickshot, who sat next to Doctor Mind, looked around at the interior of the limo itself in awe. “Wow. Limousines really are fancy.”
“Enjoy it while you can,” said the Good Doctor. He sipped his own wineglass, which looked even fancier than Doctor Mind’s. “The Clock Tower isn’t far away, so we should arrive soon.”
Lowering his wineglass, Doctor Mind looked at the Good Doctor questioningly. “According to multiverse theory, every decision in one universe creates a new universe. Following that logic, where does this universe diverge from my own?”
The Good Doctor sighed and looked out the window at Freedom City’s buildings as the limo zipped down the streets. “It’s quite simple: Our father didn’t die.”
Doctor Mind breathed out sharply, almost choking on his wine. “Wait, what?”
The Good Doctor looked at Doctor Mind with sad eyes. “Our father. Roger Manuel I.”
“Your father is dead?” said Trickshot to Doctor Mind. He patted Doctor Mind on the shoulder. “Sorry about that, Doc. I didn’t—”
“It’s fine, Trickshot,” Doctor Mind said, waving off Trickshot’s apologies. “He’s been dead for five years. I’m fine.”
That was a lie. Although Doctor Mind may not have been crying as much as he normally did, just thinking about his dad’s death was enough to make his heart tighten. Hell, the knowledge that his dad was alive somewhere in this universe was shocking in and of itself and he didn’t know whether to feel happy or sad.
“Let me explain,” said the Good Doctor. He gestured at himself and Doctor Mind. “In his universe, our father died and left him with the bulk of the inheritance. As our father was—is—an oil magnate, that was a considerable sum, which I’m sure my other self used to build his superhero business and become Doctor Mind. Right?”
Doctor Mind nodded. “Right. So if our dad is still alive in this universe, then you must have secured funding for our business another way.”
The Good Doctor laughed. “Oh, no. The initial start-up money for the business did come from our father, but as an investment instead of an inheritance.”
Doctor Mind raised an eyebrow. “You mean you convinced Dad to invest in our business? How?”
The Good Doctor sipped his wine. “Easy. I was inspired by a superhero who saved his life from an exploding oil derrick. That event gave our father new appreciation for superheroes and agreed to fund my business, both as a way to make a profit and to help make the world a better place.”
Trickshot looked at Doctor Mind in confusion. “Isn’t that why you became a superhero? To help people and stuff?”
Feeling his neck growing uncomfortably warm, Doctor Mind said, “Er, something like that. Just under different circumstances.”
That, of course, was not precisely true, either. In his universe, Doctor Mind had become a superhero mostly as a get-rich-quick scheme. He’d even specifically chosen Freedom City as his base of operations due to its lack of real supervillains and highly gullible population. Not that he would ever admit that to Trickshot or his alternate self, however.
“So why Freedom City?” said Doctor Mind, glancing out the windows at the passing buildings. “This isn’t our hometown.”
The Good Doctor sighed. “Pure coincidence, really. The villain known as Death Skull the Murderer threatened to destroy the city if they didn’t pay him all of the money in the city’s treasury. The mayor reached out to me, asking me to put together a team of superheroes to defend the city, which I happily did. We defeated Death Skull and fell in love with Freedom City, making the city our base, although we are expanding our presence to other cities around the globe.”
Doctor Mind bit his lower lip. “What’s the name of your super team, if you don’t mind me asking?”
“The Sentinels, of course,” said the Good Doctor. He looked at Doctor Mind quizzically. “Why do you ask?”
“No reason,” said Doctor Mind.
Doctor Mind hadn’t lied this much in a while.
In truth, Doctor Mind was asking because in his universe, he’d also put together a team of superheroes to defeat Death Skull. Only his team was called the Fakers, even though he called them the Sentinels originally, and they definitely weren’t expanding their presence to other cities either in America or across the world.
Trickshot, apparently impressed, said, “Your team is going worldwide now?”
“Yes,” said the Good Doctor. He waved a hand breezily. “It started with a few other cities in Oklahoma requesting our aid, then some in Texas and Arkansas, and now every state in the union, plus Mexico and Canada, have Sentinel branches or affiliates, with ongoing negotiations in Europe and Asia for Sentinel teams there. In short, we have approximately five hundred superheroes across the globe working under the Sentinel brand, protecting humanity from evil, crime, and chaos.”
Doctor Mind breathed in tightly. “Wow. That’s … impressive.”
The Good Doctor chuckled shyly. “I know. Even I can hardly believe how my humble little superhero business has turned into a mega-franchise. That doesn’t even take into account the countless licensing deals we’ve made with companies all around the world. I’ve been personally invited to Heroes United’s headquarters in New York City several times to give talks to the general membership and the Board of Directors. It’s almost more than I can handle sometimes, but fortunately I have a lot of help.”
Doctor Mind tried to sip his wine, although he forgot to open his mouth and ended up dribbling some down his chin accidentally. Wiping it up with a napkin quickly, Doctor Mind said, “Oh? What sort of help?”
“Family, for one,” said the Good Doctor. “Fernando and Bryan are





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
LULCAS FLINT





OEBPS/images/11ecc7fe-5333-4dbf-b80e-ffbe643c47dc.jpeg
THE OFFICIAL
LUCAS FLINT
SERIES READING ORDER & GUIDE
Secrot Identity Books Pamphlet #1

P

INCLUDES
- THE SUPERHERO'S SON
MINIMUM WAGE SIDEKICK

LUCAS FLINT






OEBPS/images/ccd5ac87-5c88-4361-8e2a-a058351cae4b.jpeg






