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Chapter 1 - Time Stops -




“Uh… right. Er,” Ryker mumbled. His wild dark hair and eyes gave him a wild and sleepless look that never quite went away at times. He glanced at the beautiful golden dragon in human form named Goldie, then back to Felix.

“So… wanna join the end of the world with me and Runner? Should be a real bang. One way… or the other.”

A new voice came now through the portal. One that sent a shudder through him.

“Felix?” called Lily.

A second after that, Kit walked into view and stood still. She was framed perfectly by the portal and looked exactly as she did in his memory.

Short brown curls that hung down freely and framed her model-like face. Her brown eyes locked to him. He briefly had the feeling that she ransacked his thoughts instantly and already knew everything the moment their eyes met.

Then she smiled at him just as Lily walked up behind her, peeked over her shoulder, and smiled as well.

The soul-sucking magical lawyer’s black eyes latched onto Felix. Her black hair was pulled back in a ponytail.

They looked exactly as they should from his memories.

Felix stood up, his heart lurching to the side.

Given the agony of losing Andrea, and now having Kit and Lily appearing before him, he felt like he didn’t have the emotional wherewithal to handle this any further.

Then the two women rushed forward and wrapped him up in a hug. Holding tightly to him. Felix hugged them back in return and held tightly to them.

Then Miu, the insane assassin, joined them, and the four of them stood there hugging one another. He couldn’t see her dark brown eyes, but he suspected she was just as happy as he was.

The dark-haired woman had hidden her feelings from most of them, or throttled them into nothing for everyone around her, so that she didn’t become overwhelmed due to her super power.

“This has been so long in coming,” Kit whispered. Lily nodded her head at that, forcing everyone else’s head to move as well. “A long time coming, but I honestly never doubted it. Not even once.”

“No, not ever,” Lily agreed, then let out a shuddering breath. “It was hard to handle it all, to keep going, but I never doubted it. Year after year, I never doubted it.”

“Year after year?” Felix mumbled.

“Uh, yeah, it’s been a bit for them,” Ryker clarified. “Two decades or something. Not all worlds flow at the same rates. Remember? You once got trapped on Vince’s world and that whole thing happened.

“Huh, never did quite figure that one out either, did I? Oh well. Millions of needs, thousands of plans, yet only so much time. Can’t get it all done.

“Anyways… uh…  you know what, we’ll just… go. Go from here. You can chit chat and catch up on the way.

“By the way, any of you seen Edmund lately?”

No one answered Ryker. Everyone held to each other.

“I haven’t lately, no,” Faith reported. “We can check in with the Legate.”

“Not recently. I saw him last with Romina,” Goldie offered at the same time.

“Yeah, no. No time. Time to go and that’s it. Everything’s running away from me faster than I can catch up to it,” Ryker growled. He lifted his hands, then brought them down. A black oval of nothing enveloped them and dropped them into an infinite inky space of emptiness. “You have your kissy huggy reunion. I owe you that. A farewell is necessary for a reunion after all. You did the first part now enjoy the latter. I’m going to get us moving. No time to lose.”

“I… don’t even know where to start,” Felix mumbled.

“How about with the simple stuff. Like… I missed you. I love you. I’m sorry for being as ridiculously goody-goody as I was,” Kit apologized. “I’ve had… I’ve had a while to really think about it all. A lot of time with nothing but Lily and my thoughts.

“I was… I was really sanctimonious. Overly righteous. Thinking that the world needed me to be a hero because without me it’d fail.

“That was all just my own insecurities. My own… superiority or inferiority complex. One of them. Maybe both.

“Any-anyways. I’m sorry. I was foolish. I’m glad that in the end I’m given a chance to fix it.”

“Yeah, all that, except the apology,” Lily put in before Felix could respond to that. “No need for you to comment either on what she said. She’s punished herself. You can just accept it and we’ll all just move on.

“Now, I was told to be huggy and kissy by the dickhead over there.”

“Hey,” Ryker muttered, his hands upraised and creating squares, rectangles, and straight lines in thin air. “Well… yeah. I’m a dickhead.”

“I got my huggy, now for the kissy,” Lily growled, pushed Miu and Kit to the sides, and forced her mouth up to Felix’s. Her kiss felt like it really did indeed have the weight of years behind it.

“Oh… oh uh… well,” Faith murmured from behind him. Felix got the impression there was more than kissing Lily wanted to do.

“Ah… hello,” Goldie said with a clatter of golden rings on her horns. It sounded to Felix like she’d reached up to touch her hair. He couldn’t see anything at the moment, as Lily was now searching his mouth with her tongue. “We didn’t know each other very well or for long. I’m Goldie. Gold Dragon. Leader of Felix’s Dragon Flight.

“This is Faith. I’m not sure if you two knew her or not. She’s essentially… well… she took over many of your duties while you were gone. I picked up many others.”

“I do remember. Somewhat,” Kit admitted with a wary tone to her voice.

“Don’t worry, we always knew the goal was to get you two back. I’m perfectly happy to relinquish my duties back to you two,” Faith confessed with a laugh. “I’d much rather be his bodyguard and follow him around. The busier I got, the less I saw him.

“Oh, and just to get it out of the way, the short version of events is we went to a new world and started Legion over. Started with a dump, literally, and worked our way up. We now hold power over the Heroes guild, the league of Villains, and a good portion of the political power throughout the world.

“We just finished destroying a villain that showed up that was similar to Skipper… Andrea… Andrea died… and Ryker came and got us.”

Lily broke the kiss at that with a jerk.

“What? Andrea died?” demanded the sorceress.

“Yes. She’s dead,” Ryker confirmed. When Felix opened his eyes, he saw the man had kept building out his magical boxes. They went as far as the eye could see in every direction now. “Not for long if I can help it. She wasn’t supposed to be dead in any way. I plan on fixing it. I’ve fixed worse.”

“Alright… time for our first pickup. You don’t need to do anything or say anything. These are all… err… reserve forces. In fact, you know what, don’t say anything at all,” ordered Ryker. “Just keep talking to one another. We have a few things to do before we get to the main portion. You can help with a few of those.”

“Oh,” Kit murmured, peering at Felix. Then she laughed. “I guess my other self thought I was a goody-goody, too. It’d be interesting to meet her at some point.”

Lily frowned and looked to Kit with a scowl on her face.

“He said he’d fix it,” Kit said to whatever Lily was thinking at her. Or so Felix guessed. “If the Architect of the universe says he’ll fix or find Andrea, who am I to argue? It’s not as if we could do better than him.

“Now… it’s my turn, isn’t it? This is something I’ve never really done either so… it’ll be exciting. I’ve been dreaming about it for years.”

Kit moved in on Felix, put her hands to his chest, and kissed him.

Something he’d often fantasized about since he’d met her.

Unfortunately, those fantasies always led to something he was positive he wouldn’t get to experience at the moment. Given his emotional state though, that felt like a boon rather than a curse.




***




For the last hour, Felix and company had watched Ryker push them through countless worlds. For some of them, he opened portals and gave them orders, others he flung them through something similar to what he’d done to Felix and company.

Through it all, he didn’t offer much in the way of explanation. Other than he was collecting his various forces.

Felix had been shocked at first, then bored, only to become floored when he realized the scope of it all.

The Architect really had planned a massive thing and put it into motion. To slowly rise over time and make itself ready. This was on a scale that he couldn’t really comprehend.

In fact, he was fairly certainly the only person who could comprehend it was Ryker himself, and that was due to the fact that the man was slightly mad. He’d only had to look into the man’s eyes when they first met to know that.

Over time, it’d only solidified into absolute truth.

Ryker laughed to himself, punched at the air, and a tear in reality rent itself into visibility. Chaotic energy spilled out from beyond and into this world.

“Hey, time to do your part,” commanded Ryker while peering into the rip.

A distorted and garbled voice came back. A language that Felix couldn’t understand, as well as one that made him want to throw up for some reason.

“Yeah? Fuck you, too. Do it or I’ll send you to the Rainbow Unicorn education camp. You want that? I’ve got an opening. Nice and cushy,” Ryker asked.

A squeal of dissent came back. One that sounded very afraid and very respectful all of a sudden.

“Great,” Ryker hissed and then shut the tear. “Elder gods. They always think they’re the be all end all. Am I right?”

Ryker asked, looking over to everyone. They’d all taken seats and had been watching silently.

“I’ve only met four gods. You seem the most terrifying,” Felix blurted out.

Ryker frowned, stared at him, then shrugged.

“Eh, whatever,” he said instead. Rather than bringing up the patterns that were starting to look familiar, Ryker began to do something else. “We’re finally all done with that crap. Time to move to the next phase. One where you get to be helpful.

“Your brother-cousin is currently keeping a very scary man busy. We need to go make sure he doesn’t knock his head off. So we’re going to go get the other piece of the puzzle.

“Amusingly, I can’t go there, or it’d make some things go kaboom. Nor can anyone else. But you?  You can. You can go right in there, Felix, and make this happen. Because you and your brother-cousin… ha… I like saying that. It sounds like daytime trash tv.

“You and your brother-cousin aren’t beholden to the same rules anymore. Part of me shipping you off world fixed that.”

“And what am I doing?” Felix asked.

“Finding a sweet little girl named Nia, who really wants to see her dad. For them, he left about a month ago. For Seville, or Steve I guess, he’s been gone… longer than any sane man would count.

“You’re going to pick up Nia, take her to Steve, and show him that our promise to him is true. That what we offered, is legit. Once he sees Nia… he’ll know we were honest with him. Then it’s time for him to join us.”

“So… you counted it? The time, that is,” Felix asked instead. He was curious about how long it’d been. He could never tell when Ryker was being excessive or insane.

Ryker snorted at that, grinned, then nodded his head.

“Of course I counted it. How would I know it wasn’t worth counting otherwise? Not worth mentioning, really.

“Let’s just say it’s been a long time for him,” Ryker muttered then looked to his side. He held out a hand and slowly the magic he’d been building formed into an oval. “Only Felix and Faith can go in, to be clear. The rest of you would be horribly altered. I’ll send you to where they’ll go next. You can have a chit chat with his brother-cousin. And Steve. Try not to say too much to him. He’s probably the definition of ‘on edge’. Just wait, be pleasant, tell him Nia is coming.

“And before you ask, he could one shot Goldie with a slap. Or Gaia. Or Vince. Or… or me. Do not fuck with Steve.”

As Ryker finished speaking, the portal finalized and became material. Opening where they were to somewhere else.

“Before you ask, I’m going to be looking into Andrea right now while I have some time,” Ryker stated. “It’s better than sleeping. Sleeping is just a waste of time at this point. No time for it.”

I… okay.

The Architect is… is…way gone. He makes Miu look sane.

Right, Kit? Tell me you’re reading my thoughts my beautiful goody-goody.

Just like you used to.

Please?

Kit didn’t say anything, though he did hear a momentary squeak that sounded like her.

“He makes me sound normal,” Miu whispered, stepping into the gap that Felix had hoped Kit would.

Ryker laughed at that and gave her a thumbs up. He grinned at her as he did it.

“Sometimes I do. Sometimes I don’t. Depends on the… timeline,” he said with a laugh. “But hey, I think you’re a lot of fun, Miu. It’s a pity my own Yandere is still trying to kill me, to save me.

“Seems kinda standard trope-meme-bullshit for it, but I’d really prefer more Dere, less Yan. Whatever. Find Nia, talk to her, tell her you need to take her to her daddy. I’ll be back in a second to pick you all up after Felix goes through.”

Then Ryker simply winked out of existence. He wasn’t even there anymore. There’d been no in-between moment.

He was just suddenly gone.

“I touched his mind,” Kit whispered. “Briefly. Ever so briefly. It was when he was finishing up that last portal spell. 

“I… he… there was too much. If you’re a cabinet, Felix, with all your memories locked into drawers… Ryker… Ryker was like… a planet. A planet filled with cabinets. Never-ending cabinets.

“Cabinets within cabinets within cabinets made of cabinets. Where every drawer is a cabinet. I don’t… I don’t want to… ever… even think a thought towards him ever again. That… that hurt.”

Turning his head, Felix looked to Kit.

She was crouched down low on the ground with her hands on her head. It reminded him of how she used to react to people overwhelming her with their thoughts and feelings.

“Sorry!” came a voice from nowhere followed by a clunk sound. It sounded like Ryker, but Felix wasn’t sure. It could’ve been someone else.

A second later and Kit lifted her head up. She looked around, looked at her surroundings, then back to Felix.

“I… I was in pain. Why was I in pain?” she asked, sounding confused.

“You uh… looked into Ryker’s mind,” Felix answered, concerned. “You weren’t doing so well. You basically told us it was infinite.”

“Oh. I see. Alright. I suppose he removed it then,” Kit murmured, her eyes flicking from person to person around her. “Because I remember everything except touching his mind, and that seems-seems like something only a god could do?”

“He did say sorry,” Miu stated flatly and without emotion. “You should go and get this over with, Felix. It seems dangerous to be around him. Around situations with him. We’re very strong as a group.

“But we’re not immortals. We’re not deities or gods. This is beyond us I think.”

“I agree with Miu,” Lily stated, pointing at the assassin. Then she gestured at the portal. A line of spellworking flashed into the space above them and activated. It was the fastest he’d ever seen Lily build and cast a spell before. “I’ve cast several enchantments on you that will hopefully help if anything happens.

“Go take care of the task so we can go, as Miu said.”

Sighing, Felix tore his eyes away from Lily and Kit. He didn’t want to leave after finally being reuniting with them. The whole situation felt bitter due to Andrea’s loss, despite his gains.

Damnit.

Everything has gone so wild. So out of control. There’s too much going on.

Too much to handle and deal with. Far too much.

“I’ll catch up while you’re gone,” Kit offered. “And by the time you come back, Lily and I will be able to start helping. We’ll help. Don’t be so glum.”

Blinking, Felix looked back to Kit.

He’d lost Kit and Lily, depriving him of people he relied on.

He had to come here, and lost Felicia. A woman who had worked desperately to keep his mind moving in the right direction at all times.

Now he’d lost Andrea, someone he thought would be part of his life regardless of whatever happened. That regardless of the situation, her inability to truly die would keep her at his side.

The idea of having two of the four pillars in his life stepping back in sounded wonderful and needed.

Nodding his head, Felix looked away, feeling somewhat cold inside. Things just didn’t feel right, and nothing seemed to be correct.

A hand was laid to his back and began guiding him toward the portal. He didn’t have to look to know it was Faith.

Well… I do have Faith.

So, is it five pillars?

I don’t even know anymore.

I just need my people around me. Need those who know me and help me, just as I do them.

Entering the portal, the pair exited it instantly. They were standing in an open green field. All around was a massive plain of grass.

In front of them was a wall made of logs. Or what Felix thought of as a palisade. It was massive and impressive. Stretching from one end of where he could see to the other. Stretching out in both directions.

There were towers dotted along it and people watching him from it. They were armed with what looked like either crossbows or bows. Felix couldn’t quite tell.

“Who’re you?” called someone from the tower. They sounded bored and curious in equal parts. “And what’re you here for?”

Felix took a slow breath, his eyes focusing on the tower.

Here we go.

“I’m here to talk to Nia!” Felix called. “I was told to come pick her up, so I can take her to her father. Steve!”

Seconds later, the drawbridge slammed down without a word. The thud of it hitting the ground caused Felix to feel his teeth might be shaken loose with the impact.

Putting on his best ass-kissing CEO smile, Felix bravely marched forward.





Chapter 2 - Defection -




Standing out in front of Felix were two women. Both were pretty, though one far more so than the other. The one on the left looked like some type of goat-woman with brown hair that was curly. The one on the right looked like an Elf with wings and blonde hair.

When Felix glanced around as he approached, he found that “pretty” wasn’t reserved to these two women, either. Everyone around was pretty, or freakishly beautiful. To the point that Felix felt strange.

That he should keep his eyes on the ground rather than look at anyone at all.

In looking around, he found himself looking at the green-eyed, blonde-haired, beauty that was Faith. His personal Dryad and confidant as well as bodyguard and combatant.

“Goodness, I seem to be almost out of my own weight-class here,” Faith murmured, catching his eyes with her own. She smiled at him. “I can just barely hold my own. They’re all so pretty. I’d hate to find a Dryad from here. They’d be like looking into the sun.”

Nodding his head, Felix looked back to the two women they were heading to. The idea of meeting a Dryad from this world sounded like a really bad idea.

Because if Faith was here without changes, that meant Dryads were here.

“Hello,” said the Elf-like woman. “My name’s Lucia. A pleasure to meet you. This is Nikki.”

She’d finished her statement by motioning to the goat-woman beside her.

“You… you said you’re here because of Steve?” asked Nikki, her slotted eyes looking hopeful and wide at Felix.

“Ah… yeah. Yes. My name is Felix. Felix Campbell. This is Faith Campbell, my wife. We’ve been sent here by Ryker. He tasked us with reaching out and getting things moving.

“I’m here to pick up Nia and take her to Steve. It’s time for us to show him that we’ve kept our end of the promise to him,” Felix said with a smile. Doing his best to sound as if he knew exactly what was going on, even when he felt like he knew nothing. He laughed, made a shake of his head, and waved a hand in front of himself. “I’ll be honest, sometimes Ryker just gives me tasks with the barest of information. That’s pretty much the extent of my knowledge. Sorry.”

“But… but you’re here to take Nia to Steve. Right?” Lucia pressed, her black eyes boring into him. “That means he’ll be coming home. That’s what Runner told us. What he promised us.”

“I believe that’s the goal, yes,” Felix confirmed with a nod of his head. A very large, pretty, and impressively built cat-woman sauntered past. She was armored and armed in a way that made her look similar to a feudal knight. She seemed interested in him for a moment, then dismissed him. Moving off with a large crate held on her shoulder. A woman with antlers followed along behind her.

Lucia nodded, frowned, and chewed at her lower lip. Then she sighed and turned to look off to one side. Then behind herself.

Distantly, Felix could see a massive wooden manor that was made out of logs. It felt oddly out of place here. 

“Nia’s coming. Jaina went to go get her,” Nikki offered with a small nod of her head. The smile on her face was nervous and hopeful. He could tell both women were incredibly anxious about the situation.

Not that he could blame them at all.

If the tables were turned, Felix would have a major issue with this.

Even as it is… I’m having troubles with this.

My original world is a corpse. Or close to it.

My new world is in the middle of a super powered crisis.

Now I’m being pulled into a conflict between the gods. I don’t… I don’t belong in this at all. These people are no different than I am, but perhaps even further removed than I.

“I… I know I’m nobody to you,” Felix mumbled, his smile slipping. “I’m nobody, and I honestly have my own hopes pegged on Ryker and Runner in a way. But so far… so far they’ve done me right whenever they could. I can’t imagine them wanting to do something subversive. At all.

“If… if you want one of you can come with us. Though it might alter you. Traveling worlds can change who you are as a person. Humans like me are pretty basic and tend to move from world to world alright though.”

Lucia and Nikki both turned to look at one another. They didn’t say anything but then turned and looked to Felix. His statement had clearly spurred them on to actually do something.

“Dog?” Lucia asked without looking away from Felix.

“Dog,” agreed Nikki with a long sigh. “I’ll… go find her.”

“Dog?” asked Felix, feeling odd.

“She’s Steve’s bodyguard. In a way,” Lucia answered a bit oddly. “She’s been a bit… off… without him around. Dog only listens to him really.”

Felix nodded his head slowly and started looking around again.

There were no sounds or noises here that he’d grown used to. No electrical noises, no cars, planes, or dogs barking.

There was only the quiet murmur of farmhands doing work or talking to one-another, and the sound of a light breeze whispering over the fields.

“This is a peaceful place,” Felix whispered, his eyes wandering around. He could distantly see the wall he’d noted. It encompassed the whole of this place.

“It has no earth goddess. No Gaia,” Faith stated with an odd tone. “But it is indeed peaceful. Though… it feels as if it’s recovering from a wound. An open wound that festered for a long while.”

“It was called the Creep,” Lucia offered, catching the two of them off-guard. “A blight upon the world itself. Indiscriminate death and mayhem. Essentially… essentially it was a displaced soul that refused to leave.

“A magical fog that created monsters from its depths. Ones that killed anything they could reach, which also became monsters.”

Interesting.

I wonder if that’s something I could get a sample of. If I could use something like that, it could become an interesting alternative to mines.

Couldn’t it?

“Ah, they’re all here,” Lucia murmured, her words popping Felix out of his thoughts. Blinking several times, he found a small girl heading his way accompanied by a young woman.

The girl looked to be four or five, but Felix wasn’t sure. He was terrible with children’s ages. For all he knew, she was seven. Though he couldn’t deny she was a cute kid.

She had long black hair and green eyes.

“Hello! I’m Nia!” announced the girl coming to a stop in front of him. “Nikki told me it’s time to go get daddy! Can we go? Right now?!”

“I… yes. Yes we can,” Felix got out with a chuckle. He found himself unable to look away from the child. Grinning, he was nodding his head. Then he looked to the other woman who’d joined them.

She was dressed in a metal chest-plate, leather armor, and wore two swords. Felix couldn’t deny she was attractive, with short black hair and brown eyes that were flat.

Almost lifeless, in fact.

It reminded him of Miu in a way.

She stared at Felix and then dipped her head once to him.

“Then… yeah, off we go,” Felix murmured and gestured back the way they’d come.

“Thank you,” Lucia said as they began to walk away. “We… we need our Brute back.”

“Daddy is amazing. Nothing can stop him,” Nia chattered at Felix as they walked along. “He knocks down trees and makes them naked to build walls. He can do it with his bare hands if he wanted.

“There was this one time that—”

Felix disconnected his brain from what he was hearing. A skill he’d developed after one too many Legion meetings.

Walking on, they went back to the portal and entered it.

He’d expected to find everyone waiting for him, but instead, all he found was Ryker standing there, along with Runner.

“Runner!” Nia shouted with a laugh. She ran forward toward him and held up his hands to him. “Hold me!”

Blinking, the black-haired blue-eyed man stared at the child. Then grinned, reached down, and picked her up.

“Hello there! It’s time to get your dad. Are you ready?” Runner asked, smiling at the little girl. Then he glanced over to Felix and nodded at him.

“Yes! Let’s go!” Nia said, pointing ahead into the utter darkness of nothing.

“Thanks for picking her up, Felix,” Runner said with a shake of his head. “I’m working on Andrea. She wasn’t supposed to be… to be gone.”

Felix only nodded his head at that. He didn’t really want to talk about it.

If anything, he was more nervous about where everyone went. He’d been expecting his companions to be here.

“Alright, off we go,” Ryker muttered and then lifted his hands up. He started to build out a magical pattern once again.

This time, Felix found his eyes drawn to the darkness in the distance.

Strange lights fluttered through it. Shifting patterns of sparkles that nearly moved with life. One bright trail of lights was buzzing around the perimeter of their group. Circling wildly at high-speed.

There must have been some type of barrier, as it didn’t come any closer. It finally came to a stop directly above Felix’s head.

Watching it for a second, he looked down instead.

Infinite blackness stretched out under him.

Distantly, he could see what looked like fractured shadows.

Pale and faded images acting out what he felt looked eerily similar to what they themselves were doing. It was as if his eyes were playing tricks on him.

There was a clack, followed by the world of darkness falling away and leaving them standing in the middle of what felt like a downtown shopping district.

“Oh! Oh my!” Nia said loudly, looking around. “There’s so many pretty things! Look at all the people!

“Hi! You’re really pretty! Hi, hi!”

Nia was waving at a young woman walking by that looked rather normal to Felix. She smiled awkwardly, waved back at Nia, and kept going. Though she did glance back at the small child once.

The smile was plastered firmly on her face.

“Ah, there they are,” Ryker said and pointed across the street. Sitting at a cafe were Kit, Lily, Goldie, and Miu at one table talking amongst themselves and drinking coffee.

Everyone crossed the street and started toward the cafe.

Next to their table were Vince and another man.

Felix was glad to see Vince looked perfectly fine. His dark brown hair was short and pulled back from his face. He looked away from the other man and his green eyes met Felix’s.

Without even talking to him, he could gather from that look that Vince was feeling stressed. That for whatever reason, the man of infinite confidence was lacking it at the moment.

Before Felix realized it, Steve was on them.

He had brown hair with a great deal of grey in despite looking young. Wide brown eyes were fastened to Nia and Dog. He was practically stumbling over himself to get to them.

“Daddy!” Nia shouted with a laugh. She hopped down from Felix’s hip and rushed over to the other man.

Dropping down to his knees, Steve scooped up the little girl and held onto her.

Then he began to sob brokenly as he hugged her. His arms enveloping the small girl’s back.

A second woman appeared from nowhere, just above Steve, and dropped down to her knees as well. She quickly hugged Steve and Nia both.

Her long black hair swung around like a curtain, and Felix couldn’t see her face.

It’d been surprising for someone to simply become visible like that. As if she’d been there the whole time but he couldn’t see her at all.

“Auntie Nancy!” Nia squealed with a laugh, one small arm looping around the woman’s neck.

Dog came over and stood over the small group, then bent down over Steve and pressed her forehead to the man’s head.

“My High-King,” whispered the woman. Her hands coming up to rest on his back.

“And voila,” Runner said, holding his hands up and looking to Ryker. “Promise kept, all is well. Regardless of how you worried and worried.”

“I’m still worried. This isn’t the right… line. It’s the right event, but wrong line. There’s people missing,” Ryker growled, glaring at Runner. “I need to—”

Felix couldn’t follow the conversation as he suddenly heard an entire stadium’s worth of conversations. Endless people talking, asking questions, screaming, crying, all at the same time.

Wincing, Felix looked every which way to try and figure out where it was all coming from. Except, it felt as if it were all around him and at every angle.

Reminiscent of when he’d forcefully ripped at the world not long ago, he could see fractures in reality.

All of them spreading out.

From everywhere and everything were cracks and lines spreading out through reality. Flakes and sections falling away to shatter into nothing on the ground, revealing something else altogether behind it.

Another world entirely that looked as if it were at the same point in time and place.

A massive car-sized section disintegrated into motes of dust, and Felix could see into the other world. He saw himself standing next to a man wearing a mask. It was half black and half white.

Then a chunk inside of that world fell down and Felix saw the man with the black and white mask standing next to Edmund and Vince, but he himself was gone.

With a grimace, Felix closed his eyes and put his hands to his face. He was now terrified that he was going insane. That his attempt to save the Kit and Lily that weren’t his had damaged his own mind.

Broken him down to the point where he was hallucinating.

As suddenly as the noise started, it ended.

“— don’t know how to even say thank you,” said a male voice.

“Oh that’s easy, just help us out when the time comes. Bianca’s ready to join us by the way. So it’s just Skipper and Zeus as the big players on that side,” Runner advised.

Felix opened his eyes and let his hands fall away.

In front of him was Steve, Vince, Nia, Dog, and the woman Nia had called Auntie Nancy. There was nothing else out of the ordinary in any direction and all looked normal.

Oh shit.

Oh shit!?

I really am going crazy! Fuck!

Grasping his thoughts and wrestling them down, Felix forced his breathing to remain normal. His thoughts to stay controlled and even.

If he really was going crazy, he could talk to Ryker and Runner about it later. Bringing it up right now would only cause further problems. It’d push him further into a corner he didn’t want to get into.

Looking up, he caught Kit staring at him. Her eyes peering at him in the way she often had done when she was rifling through his thoughts and memories.

Damnit.

I swear I’m not crazy!

I’m not! This is just because-because whatever’s happening.

It’s not me.

It’s something happening to me.

Okay? It’s not me, it’s what’s… happening.

Or what I did.

Kit’s eyebrows rose up fractionally as if she heard his projected thoughts.

Then she gave him a warm smile. There was an odd prod inside of his mind. As if someone had stuck a finger down atop his thoughts and brought them to a standstill.

It was gentle, calm, and didn’t feel judgmental.

She watched him for a few more seconds as if to make sure he was alright, then looked back to the ongoing hallmark scene that was playing out before them. Felix could tell that this was a life-shifting event for all those involved.

While Kit’s forceful application of her power on his mind had calmed him, he still felt incredibly unsettled.

Jumbled up.

“Felix!” shouted a voice.

Looking over to the speaker, Felix found no one there.

“Felix?” asked a different speaker.

Turning his head, he once more looked to where the voice came from. There was once again, no one there. Nothing had changed.

Steve was hugging his family, Felix stood near Faith, and the others were having coffee while Ryker and Runner argued.

“Nnnnn, Felix! Let’s go get a cookie. I want-a-cookie!” demanded Andrea.

The sound of her voice stabbed through his thoughts and the fragile wall of his emotions.

“Nnnn, no! I bet… I bet they have stale bread. Stale bread, milk, sugar, baking powder, and an egg! We can totally make pancakes!” called what he’d swear was Second.

“Oh! Yes! Pancakes!” called Andrea Prime.

Panting, looking around wildly, Felix didn’t see Andrea. He could hear her, but he couldn’t see her. The only possibility was he really was losing his mind now.

Putting a hand to his brow, he closed his eyes, turned his head away, and grit his teeth. All he could do was try to hold out till this was over. Then let Kit see if she could put him back together.

Her, Ryker, or Runner.

“Nnn? Felix? Are you okay? Do you not want pancakes?” asked Andrea.

Laughing softly, Felix felt his mouth turn up into a broken smile at the haunting words. Right now, he would do just about anything for a pancake from Andrea.

“Sure I do,” he whispered. “I’d love one.”

“Goodie goodie! Second! Gooooooooo!” declared Prime. “Let’s see if I’ve got Advil or something. You look like you have a headache.”

The sound of shoes slapping into pavement faded quickly away.

“Nn, nn, Felix, move your hand, let me check your forehead,” demanded what sounded like Third.

Letting his hand drop he opened his eyes. He half expected to find Andrea there.

He didn’t, of course.

Nor was there an Andrea running off to the cafe to find things to make pancakes.

I… okay.

I’ve lost it. This is… yeah. Yeah. This is like…schizophrenia, isn’t it? Yeah. Yeah.

Okay… right.

Kit?

Kit, please. I need—

The cracks in the world that Felix had seen only moments ago came back. They spread rapidly over everything and everyone.

From Runner to Nia, everyone looked like stone that was cracked and broken. Lines like spiderwebs spiraling out across every inch of them.

“Ha… hahaha… hahahahaha,” laughed Felix manically, taking in a gasping breath.





Chapter 3 - Polymorphic -




“Are… you okay?” asked Faith from only a foot away. Miu was on the other side of him, and he felt it when she pressed a hand to his back. They were both clearly concerned with his sudden outburst.

Even as he heard them, he also heard countless people yelling, screaming, shouting, and talking. An endless echoing cacophony of voices.

He swore he even heard a number of people saying his name that he couldn’t even recognize. Along with gunfire.

Then it all snapped back to normal.

The cracks and lines that’d covered everything fading away as if they’d never been there. Once more the world becoming as it should.

An odd whooshing noise rose up to an incredible volume and stopped.

Followed by a single “tink” noise.

Then Andrea was there. Standing in front of him, the golden earing prominent in her triangular ear.

Her mismatched and lovely eyes were looking at him with concern. Her short blonde hair was pulled back and actually styled away from her face. Her mouth was screwed up in a strange yet pretty pout.

Andrea’s right hand was pressed to his forehead, her left hand rested at his neck. Her fingertips resting against his throat.

“Nnn, you don’t feel like you have a fever. Your heart’s racing though,” Andrea said, her eyes flicking down to his mouth. She waited several seconds before she took him by the jaw and carefully pried his mouth open. She peered into it and tilted his head back.

Gazing at the back of his throat.

“What is it? What is it?” asked Second, leaning over Prime’s shoulder and peering into his mouth as well. “Eugh… stinks like broccoli. I thought you said we got breakfast for him.”

“We did. He must have ate a snack or something. Looks fine,” Prime concluded and closed his mouth with a pat on his chin. Then she looked up and met his eyes with a wide smile. “Well! Looks like Doctor or Nurse Andrea isn’t needed. Is it finally time to bring out… da-da-daaaaaa… head-shrink Andrea?”

An Other stepped out of Andrea Prime, reached into a pocket, and pulled out a pair of fake glasses. She promptly stuck them on her nose, then put her thumb and fore-finger to her chin.

“Now… Felix… tell me about… your sex life,” the new Andrea prompted. “In detail. With examples. I’ll be the stand-in for physical recreations.”

“Idiot,” Second growled and punched the new Andrea in the side.

“You misanthrope! Brute!” replied the glasses wearing Andrea while landing a body blow on the other.

“Knock it off you two,” Prime ordered, suddenly reminding Felix of the three stooges. “You’re ruining this reveal. We’re supposed to — mm!”

Felix snatched up Andrea by the face and then kissed her. Holding tight to her head. Clinging onto her, really. A drowning man with a life preserver.

Moaning, Prime moved in closer to him and hung onto him in return.

Without meaning to, he ended up pushing Prime up against a mailbox in his drive to get closer to her. Kissing her all the while, his arms slipped around her and crushed her bodily into himself.

“Uh, I was supposed to be the stand-in. Not Prime,” complained Eighth. Felix had finally recognized her. “Nnn… lame.”

“Uhm, Felix… this… isn’t really the time?” Faith laughed, stepping up beside him. He could feel her presence there rather than see her. His entire world was trying to kiss Andrea to death at the moment.

Who was making quiet little moans as he did so. 

Her hands dug into his clothes.

“— just a minute we can go,” Runner was explaining to what Felix assumed was Steve. “I can’t take you back to your own world yet, but I can open a jump point so that you can stay in a place just outside of it. Talk to anyone who comes over.”

“Then… thank you. Yes. That’d… yes,” Steve replied. “That’d be great. I’ll remain there until called. I’ll just act like I normally do when I’m annoyed with… with the other one.

“I owe you all. Thank you. I’ll never-I won’t… I won’t forget this.”

Breaking the kiss, Felix put his forehead to Andrea’s and stared into her eyes as they opened.

“Andrea, you stupid fool, I love you. I don’t care if I’m crazy, if this is a dream, or the world is ending, I’m not going to let you go,” Felix hissed and meant it. He had no idea why Andrea was suddenly here or if he’d truly lost his mind, but he wasn’t going to let her go.

“Hehe… ahh… Felix… you probably shouldn’t be like this. There’s people here and mm!” Andrea’s voice was cut off as Felix started kissing her again.

“Oh my god,” Second murmured. “Is he going to mount us right here? I can’t wait to get the memories later.”

“I hope not. That’ll be something we’ll have to share shame in until we can Death Other it out,” complained Eighth. “Oh! Look! Third is coming back. Maybe we can have pancakes after all.”

“Alright, follow me,” Ryker mumbled, followed by a soft thump noise.

Felix didn’t care. He just wanted to kiss and hold Andrea. He’d been excited to have Kit and Lily back, but the reunion had been soured by the loss of Andrea.

Except, even as Andrea rammed her tongue into his mouth, then hop up onto the mail box and wrapped her thighs around his hips, he had a strange and sudden flood of memories. Memories of Andrea dying to the attack just as she had.

Except she didn’t die.

She stumbled to one side, Edmund grabbed her shoulder to stabilize her, and then she stood upright. As if she’d just been struck violently.

None of the Andreas died that day, though they’d all swayed violently, almost fell over, and then regained their balance.

The Others had continued their riot across the battlefield. Scooping up arms and armaments and wildly running over everything. Somehow, they’d even found some armored vehicles, got them running, and made a thrown-together armored unit.

In this new world that Felix had drawn out in his head, Andrea had been there when they’d reunited with Kit and Lily. The Wolf-girl going so far as to kiss both of them after drowning the two women in Others.

Felix had been forced to drag them off just so they didn’t crush them to death.

All of it leading up to this moment here and now.

A world where Andrea had never died at all. She’d simply moved on as if she’d been struck by a blow, as she often had.

“Okay, whoa my dude,” Runner said with a laugh. “I have no idea what switch flipped in your head, but can we not have public sex? This is your new world you know. People are going to get some real eye-catching photos and videos at this rate.

“Alright, uh… we need to go. Next place for you is a jump point and then onto the mission itself. The rest of your group needs to go help out with the Legion forces. They’re going to be moving into a ground-battle for a few hardpoints we need to make sure fall.”

Once again, he broke the kiss from Andrea and just looked into her face.

The beautiful woman looked at him with pin-point pupils, gnawed at her lower lip, and was as flushed as she would be after sprinting for miles on end.

“I need… five minutes,” growled Andrea. “Get me five minutes, Runner. Just five.”

“I… yeah, sure. Why not. I’ll get you an hour, though. Because Kit and Lily are right behind you,” Runner said with a laugh. “I wouldn’t be very godly if I didn’t get you some time together after being separated.”

Then they were transported to a space very similar to the one they’d been in on the way here. A black void of nothing.

Him, Lily, Kit, and Andrea Prime.

“An hour. All I need is five minutes,” declared Andrea with a throaty undertone that sounded like a growl.




***




Felix didn’t know what was happening. He didn’t understand why Andrea was back, despite having the memories of when she’d died.

He could clearly remember both when her death happened, and when she hadn’t been killed.

They were two distinctly different and clear timelines in his head.

To him, they both felt real, distinct, and that they happened.

Except, that was only true for him. No one else could remember it. When he asked as surreptitiously as he could, all he got back was that the final attack that struck Andrea felt really anti-climactic. That it’d amounted to nothing more than getting kicked in the crotch, as Andrea described it.

That it was painful and left her with an uncomfortable and annoying tingle that took days to go away, but nothing lasting. Faith and the Legion medical team gave her a clean bill of health.

Which meant either he’d imagined her death, he was imagining her being alive, or this whole damn thing was all in his head.

Maybe… I’m still sleeping in my uncle’s house. Maybe… maybe this is all… a fever dream.

Never made that black-market trade, and this is all me dreaming.

Or I died?

Ha.

That’s rather cliche.

Felix glanced up and to the side, and watched as an entire building grew cracks. Black lines that spread out from one side of it and began to slowly take it over.

Creeping across it slowly.

Quickly, he looked away and put his attention back to Runner’s back. He was currently leading him somewhere while everyone else had already left for their own duty.

“I think I’m going crazy,” Felix blurted out.

“Oh? Hm. I’ll take a look at it when we’re done with this. Probably nothing big or long lasting,” Runner dismissively brushed off with a hand wave. “Probably some type of temporary PTSD or something. Man… the number of times I’ve had to help Ryker through one of those… yeesh. Maybe I should get a psychology degree at this point.

“Doctor Norwood. Has a fun ring to it. Maybe. Probably not. I think I’d get annoyed rather quickly. Start telling people to just not be whatever the problem is. Yeah.”

Felix frowned at that, looked down to the ground between them, then back up to the god. The longer he spent around Runner, the less he felt as if he were truly that divine.

“You’re not crazy,” Runner said, glancing over his shoulder at him. There was a spark of the infinite in Runner’s eyes. Something similar to what Felix often saw in Ryker. “And I assure you, I’m your god and creator. Despite your thoughts to the contrary.

“The Architect might have planned you out, but I brought you into being. I was there when I made your soul. You only had a few vessels you’d fit into, which meant you were rather unique.

“Despite the Architect’s statement to the contrary, I made a backup for you in case all else failed. In case you never would have had the chance to be born.”

By the time Runner had finished speaking, Felix had the distinct impression that Runner was indeed the Overgod. Though he was much more, or perhaps much less, at the same time.

“You were mortal once,” Felix blurted out before his mind could catch up to that.

Runner stared at him and walked onward. Only to grin and look ahead once more.

“Once upon a time, yes. I was. It’s why I understand you and everyone else as well as I do,” Runner admitted. “I had my story written into a book. It’s called Otherlife Dreams. Stuck it in your world under a goofy penname. Feel free to give it a look sometime. It reads pretty badly if I’m being honest. A writer, I am not.”

“I… ah… I see,” Felix mumbled. He felt so far out of his depth that he was now drowning.

“Yeah, anyways. Just go in there and get dressed up. Combat gear is ideal. Anything you pick up, you own. You’ve also gained access to the points from your old world,” Runner advised, while pointing to a building that wasn’t too far away. It looked like some sort of garrison type building. “Chances are you’ll have a great many to spend. Best you look into it and get ready. Where we’re going… it’s pretty out there. Really out there, actually. Can’t tell you how to plan other than that.”

Runner waved a hand and set off at a jog. He was heading off down the dirt path they’d been walking on, passing by a split in it that led off to the building he’d indicated.

Blowing out a breath, Felix reached up and scratched at his cheek. Then he shrugged and started trudging up the hill to the garrison.

Without thinking about it, he pulled out his phone and tapped at it.

Only to remember he didn’t have cell coverage or a wi-fi signal he could tap into here.

“Tribune here, Legate,” stated the VI that had part of itself on every mobile device the Encampment application was on.

“Sorry, I… I forgot I don’t have service here. I was going to call Andrea,” mumbled Felix, putting his phone back in his pocket.

“I’ll subvert the local networks, one moment,” Tribune stated.

“Ah… wait, no. Don’t do that. This isn’t our—”

“Task complete,” reported Tribune. “You may now utilize your phone as intended. I’ve taken control over most of the networks and am spreading outward rapidly. As the portal we entered from is stabilized, I’m relaying all relevant information back to our own databases and servers.”

Sighing, Felix really wasn’t sure about Tribune anymore. He felt like he’d created a doomsday weapon and let it loose without meaning to. He’d done all he could to bottle it up and hold it back, but it was more like a giant dog that lived in his bedroom.

It would gladly destroy anyone who came at him, but it might also decide the bedside table looked like a great chew toy.

“Thanks,” he muttered instead. He pulled his phone back out and tapped at the screen. He quickly got Andrea’s number up and then tapped the call button. Pressing it to his ear, he kept moving to the garrison building.

There wasn’t anyone he could see, nor did it look like anyone had come this way. As far as he could tell, he was alone.

“Felix! You called me!?” squealed Andrea on the other end of the phone. “You never call me! Why’re you caaaaaalling?”

“I missed you,” Felix admitted. While he cared for everyone and had been quite happy to be reunited with Lily and Kit, they hadn’t died.

They had always been “beyond his reach”, but with the caveat of “currently”.

“I… ah… you haven’t seen me for like… twenty minutes,” murmured Andrea.

“I missed you. I love you. Please share my love to all your Others. I love you all,” Felix stated with firmness. He’d found himself with nothing but a pile of broken emotions when he lost Andrea. He wasn’t going to hold back any further when he wanted to speak how he felt.

“I-you-yes. Yes! Nn! We love you too!” Andrea said with absolute good cheer in her tone. Followed by a lot of giggly laughter. “You’re being awfully affectionate today.”

“Maybe I was just shocked when you all staggered at the same time from that attack. Maybe I suddenly was terrified of all of you dying at the same time. Maybe I don’t want you to risk yourself like that in the future,” Felix tried, wondering if he’d get something new out of her.

“Awww… well… okay. Okay. I’ll… I’ll be more careful. I’m sorry,” Andrea murmured, sounding somewhat nervous and apologetic. “Nn. I’m-I’m on my way to go talk with true Andrea Prime. The ways are all open so… we’re going to meet up and see what we can share with each other.

“I’m going with Fourth. She’s going to share everything back to true Andrea Prime and then one of their Others will come back to me. I’m thinking… I’m thinking of submerging ourselves back into the true Andrea. The more I thought about what you said previously, about what I can do to bring us up further… I want to bring it all back. That means becoming just another Other. But I think that’s okay. That’s good. I have a lot to give back to me. Even if I’m subsumed, I’m still me and… and Andrea will be more of me afterward.

“I don’t think I’ll be gone or anything. I think the real Prime will become more like me, and that’ll become me in a way. That I’ll become a more prominent part of who Andrea, Adrianna, and Myriad is. That and I think I’m far closer to who we were originally than any of us would like to admit.”

“That’s… I get it. That makes sense. When it happens, just make sure all Andreas know how much I love them,” Felix stated. “This goes for Adrianna and Myriad as well. To all of you Elex girls. My Elex girls. I love you.”

There was a shuddering breath from Andrea before she laughed again.

“Yes! Nn! I’ll share it to everyone. I’ll share it all with them,” Andrea agreed.

“Okay. I’m going to go. I just wanted to call and tell you,” Felix muttered, feeling somewhat stupid for the impulsiveness of the call. “I love you. I’ll talk to you later. If possible, I want to talk to you the Primes soon. Okay?”

“I’ll make it happen! I love you, too. Be safe!” Andrea demanded.

Felix grunted, felt even stranger, then hung up the phone.

“That was just stupid,” he grumbled to himself. Reaching the building, he pushed the door open, and went inside. “Hello?”

There was no response to his call.

Shaking his head, Felix went to go get ready as Runner had advised him to.

Entering, he saw that there were a number of people in here. He couldn’t identify them as he passed by a number of lockers, weapon cases, and armor stands with things like plate carriers and body armor hanging on them.

Felix noted that they had names next to each locker. Each of the cases and stands had several names next to each. As if they were suggested equipment for the individual in question.

When he found the locker and suggestions for himself, he found that it was very straightforward. A plate carrier, with extra armored bits attached to it, a holster for a pistol, and a pack. The weapons were all things he’d trained on and used before as far as he could tell.

Picking up a rifle that looked suspiciously like an M4, Felix flipped it over. He flicked the selector switch to burst fire, turned off the safety, then dropped the magazine.

Catching it with his free hand, he peered into it. It was full of green tipped armor piercing rounds. They were most certainly the same type of ammo he used to use on his original world.

Oh?

That’s interesting.

Kinda spooky to be storing a weapon with a full magazine.

Is the rifle chambered? That’d just be stupid.

He pulled back on the charging handle and made sure the bolt locked to the rear. Peering into the chamber, he was able to insure it was actually clear. It made him feel a bit better that it was empty.

Felix tapped the bolt release and watched it clack home and into position.

Nodding his head, he sighed, then set about putting everything on.

I need to thank everyone for all the training. I’m no gun enthusiast but… it’s nice to know what the hell I’m doing.

He paused when he looked to the medical kit that was at the edge of his armory case. It didn’t have his name on it, but it looked to be clearly left out for him.

Frowning, Felix shrugged. He could carry it around just in case. It wouldn’t hurt anything.

He briefly considered spending points as had been suggested, but if he had that much, he wanted to save them till he needed them.

Spending them before it was necessary was a great way to screw up his future needs, as he’d learned.





Chapter 4 - Fractured Fate -




Feeling rather comfortable in a full kit, Felix stood quietly in the large gymnasium they’d been brought into.

Felix noted that Edmund, the man with the mask, and Vince were here. Also in attendance were an incredibly handsome man that introduced himself as Sam, as well as his son, an equally handsome man named Alexander.

Or Alex for short.

Runner and Ryker had opened a portal and just finished explaining that they’d be moving out momentarily.

Then everyone marched through it, though Edmund and Runner lingered.

As he went through the portal, Felix was struck by the sound of gunfire and fighting.

Looking to the side, Felix looked for the source of the sounds. All the while fearing he’d find nothing there at all just as before.

Thankfully there was indeed a full-blown battle ongoing in the distance. Gunfire, explosions, people taking cover, and what looked to be actual maneuvers.

He couldn’t identify the uniforms or those involved, but he imagined it was likely composed of forces of Runner’s or Ryker’s. Perhaps even some of the many groups he’d actually witnessed being mobilized.

At the front of their small group was the man in the mask he’d noticed earlier. They were all standing in front of a large cave that was cloaked in a deep and heavy darkness.

The mask turned Felix’s way and he heard the man laugh.

“Hey Felix,” said the masked individual. “You look better than the last time I saw you. Lost some of that fat in your cheeks though. You’re looking lean and mean.”

“I… err… have we met?” Felix asked, suddenly feeling very concerned that maybe his mind was slipping further and faster than he now knew.

“No. No we haven’t formally met. Name’s Rene. I’ve kept you safe from the shadows a few times,” answered the masked man who was named Rene. “Ryker and Runner sent me. They didn’t want you to get made into a was or anything.

“Ah, my turn. I’ll be back, I’ll scout the attack.”

Not waiting further, Rene turned and stepped into the cave. Vanishing into the dark.

Blinking, then nodding his head, Felix could believe that. He was starting to suspect everyone around him was far more interconnected than he’d thought.

“Ha, Campbells. You’re always so fascinating,” said the man named Sam in a warm drawl. “Your sister Melody is a handful.”

“Sister?” Felix asked breathlessly.

Vince, who was standing nearby, also looked to Sam with a wide-eyed stare. This was clearly news to him as well.

“Excuse—”

“Okay, so, yeah, foolish and stupid to chase Zeus into a cave. Rene’s going to check it out and get back to us,” Runner stated loudly, talking over Felix. He’d just closed the portal behind himself as well. “Sure as hell ain’t splitting up either. This isn’t the time for stupidity, and none of you are hot enough, or female for that matter, for me to want to attempt a Scooby Doo three-way with.”

Ryker, who had been drenched in the shadows of the cave mouth, stepped out from the darkness and looked to Runner.

Felix hadn’t even noticed the man was there this whole time.

“Man… I’ve got a thing for Velma. You can keep Daphne. She looks like a mega-Karen in the making,” Ryker grumbled.

“She’s the nerdy one that’s got some weight to her, yes?” Sam asked and then smiled when he got nods. “Yes, I do like her myself. They’re always so earnest and eager to please.”

“You sure that’s not just cause you’re an Incubus?” Alex asked, looking to the other man. “And… you’re not talking about, mom, are you?”

Sam didn’t say anything, he just stared at the other man.

“Oh god, you’re talking about mom,” groaned Alex.

“She’s always so willing, my boy. It’s—”

“No! No, no, no. Not talking about mom. Stop, father. Stop right now,” Alex hissed and jabbed a finger into Sam’s chest.

“Uh, I’d like to talk about your mom. She seems fun,” Ryker offered. “She got any sisters?”

Edmund shook his head slowly and looked to the ground. His companions also looked perturbed.

Felix felt himself grin. He found this rather funny if he was being honest.

This little group felt a lot like a set of people he’d like to spend some time with. That he’d have a lot in common with.

Except, right now he needed information.

Reaching out, he put a hand to Sam’s shoulder and drew him off to the side as everyone else talked on. Felix wanted to be part of that talk, but he needed answers.

“Sister?” Felix prompted as Vince walked up next to the other two men.

“Yes, please explain,” Vince asked.

“If you boys are done antagonizing Alex, Rene’s back,” stated the woman who’d been beside Edmund in a flat tone. Apparently, she didn’t really approve of the teasing that was ongoing.

“Indeed, indeed, I’ve gone and come back. I’m afraid though that I’ve found nothing to attack,” quipped the man in the mask in a sing-song tone. Then he sighed. “Ain’t shit there and no one’s home. Place is a damn tomb and really weird as well.

“That’s an understatement by the way. Weird barely begins to describe this. I don’t actually have words for it.”

“Yeah… yeah, that’s not surprising. Yeah,” Runner hissed with a small shake of his head. “Before we go in there, just know that we’re not where you think we are. Not anywhere near, in fact.

“We’re in a place that is outside of my powers, in a way. Outside of everyone’s powers. Everything here is as raw as it could be. If you die here, you die. I can’t fix or change that. No one can.”

“Whole lot of things are just going to look strange. Things won’t match, physics will be damned, and time is a suggestion, more than a law,” Ryker warned.

“Sounds like a really bad fever dream,” Rene mumbled.

“Uh… yeah? Yeah,” Runner agreed and then nodded his head toward the cavern entrance. “In we go, then. Tempus fucked-off or whatever it is.”

Rene and Vince moved to the front of the group and entered. Heading into the darkness and a slow turn to the left as they moved down.

Felix wanted to keep talking to Sam, but he realized he’d have to wait. Sam had fallen back to stand next to his son.

Grunting, Felix followed along behind Vince and Rene.

A slow left-hand turn that curved around as they marched down.

Felix could hear whispers behind him, but he was too nervous to turn around and look. He was deathly afraid there wouldn’t be anyone there.

Then, with a single step, he found himself somewhere else entirely.

They’d gone from a dark and dingy-looking cave to the interior of a hotel lobby. A very expensive hotel lobby it looked like.

He could remember staying in many similar looking hotels in his various trips as of late.

There was no furniture at all, but you could tell what it should’ve been, even at a glance. 

Felix kept moving, trailing along behind Vince and Rene.

“It’s a rom-com,” Alex laughingly blurted out from behind Felix.

Glancing over his shoulder, Felix noted that they were talking about Edmund and the two women around him. Felix felt like he should know them, but he didn’t.

It was a gap in his memory that didn’t match at all for some reason. He couldn’t explain it.

“But they’re cute together,” Sam interjected, looking at Alex. “They remind me of you and your girls. How in the world did you convince them you needed to come alone, by the way?”

“Didn’t. I ran. Just like you did from my mothers and aunts,” Alex declared, looking back at Sam.

“Ah… fair. Yes,” admitted Sam with a slow nod of his head. The two of them began moving again.

Felix looked to the front and found Ryker and Runner were just behind Rene and Vince, though not very far in front of Felix himself.

“Hahahah… ahhh… I remember when it was like that,” Runner murmured, looking to Ryker. “All flirty cutesy.”

“Shirley and I had a lot of dates killing people in dungeons,” responded Ryker, looking insightful while turning to look at Runner. “A lot of really deep conversations.”

“You two… you two are the worst. You make Hannah and I look normal,” Runner accused.

“Yeah, that’s fair,” answered Ryker as they moved to the back of the hotel lobby. Rene, Alex and Vince had obviously heard them and decided to add their two cents then.

“I interviewed prostitutes with Rose and Pinky,” Rene offered from ahead of them.

Though Felix didn’t know who any of these female names were, he imagined they were all wives, girlfriends, friends, or exes.

“I bribed, blackmailed, and bought my wives,” countered Alex.

Err… or… not exes or friends.

Is everyone here in a Harem? That’s really weird.

“Huh. Now I suddenly don’t feel as bad,” Vince stated. “You’re all awful people.”

“I mean, we kinda fit in though. We just do awful things to other people rather than our partners,” Felix countered without really thinking about his words.

That got a laugh out of nearly everyone around him.

Exiting the lobby, they entered a hall.

Then just as quickly exited into a forest. A forest without a sky above, in its place was an inverted mirror of the forest they were in.

Far above, Felix could see that it looked to be a one-for-one copy.

Though it looked far away, he bet on the fact that it wasn’t truly that far at all. In fact, it was likely close enough that it should be affecting the way gravity worked here.

Yet it didn’t seem to restrict his movement. There was no change to the laws of physics.

Just like they said. Things that don’t match or belong, yet it’ll still be there.

Great.

Now I’m seeing insane things, while being insane, and really won’t be able to tell the difference at all. This is ridiculous.

Turning to look over his shoulder, Felix watched as Edmund doubled back the way they’d come.

“Wrong place, back we go,” Ryker instructed, heading to where Edmund was already going.

From this side, it looked like a burned down cabin with a doorframe hanging askew, thru which was their exit from the hotel.

“This is so fucked,” Rene said with a laugh as he went by. “Kinda fun in a way. This’d be a lot of fun to practice skills in.”

Everyone began filing back through the doorway. Each person vanished as soon as they crossed the threshold.

In going back the same way they’d come from, they’d gone into what could only be described as a hospital. A hospital room, to be exact.

“This is… yeah, we’re okay here,” Ryker stated, exiting the hospital room. “We’re not far off from where we need to be. Just a couple more transfers.”

They quickly left the hospital room, though Edmund was once again in the lead. He moved into the next area and then turned left. Moving out of view swiftly.

“Runner? Ryker?” asked a voice. It was a voice Felix hadn’t heard in years, and it sent a chill down his spine. He felt his breath catch as he was terrified that this was yet another hallucination.

Moving much quicker, Felix caught up to Edmund and found the person he’d expected.

It was a man sitting in a pool of blood. There was a dagger in his chest, and he was slumped against the wall.

A person Felix hadn’t seen in years, had expected to never see again, nor would have wanted to see like this.

Many of his features were shared with Felix himself. This man was his father’s twin-brother. A man who had raised him as best as he could after his father had died.

“Dad?” Vince asked aloud, having arrived with Felix in the same moment.

“Uncle Miles?” Felix said at the exact same time.

“Ah… no,” whimpered Miles from where he sat against the wall. His eyes fell away from those in front of him as if he’d seen something he didn’t wish to. “No, no, no. This… no.”

“Front door,” whispered Ryker while looking at the others.

Everyone left quickly.

Except for Edmund, Felix, Vince, and Runner.

Runner was staring at Edmund in a strange way. Then he looked down to Miles. He stared at him for several seconds even as Felix and Vince knelt down next to the man.

With a shake of his head, Runner made a small gesture with his hand at Miles, and then left.

“Runner?” Felix asked as the God left.

“It’s out of my hands,” Runner apologized and kept moving. “There’s nothing that can save him. That’s a cursed blade from a world that isn’t of my control.

“I’m sorry. If there was anything I could do, I would.”

“It’s okay. This is my end. I deserved this,” Miles whispered, waving a hand at Runner. “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry… my lord. I’m sorry, Runner.”

“It’s fine… Miles. I’m sorry, too. I wish things were different. If I could save you I would, even if only for the man you once were,” mumbled Runner before he moved away.

Edmund watched Runner leave, then frowned, his pale-green eyes moving back to Miles. His pale-blond hair was pulled back and tucked away under his combat helmet.

Turning, Edmund left as well. Leaving Vince, Felix, and Miles alone.

There was a strange crackling noise that Felix heard. As if a pair of jeans were being ripped. A never-ending tearing sound that didn’t pause or stop.

At the same time, the world became full of fissures, cracks, and squiggly lines.

No, no, no. Not right now.

Not right now!

I’m… no!

NOT RIGHT NOW!

Unfortunately, the world didn’t heed Felix’s wish.

Rifts and clefts sprang up everywhere and reality collapsed onto itself.

Over and over and over.

A waterfall of worlds and scenes in a wild kaleidoscope blew past Felix in a mad rush. Until he couldn’t even understand what was going on anymore.

Then with a clunk, a slamming noise, and a pop, the world righted itself.

Standing not far away was a young woman.

She was pretty, had long black hair, dark eyes, and in an unmistakable way, shared some resemblance to himself, Vince, his father, and his Uncle Miles.

“Mel?” whispered Miles, looking up at the young woman. “No! This is… no… this is the absolute… no. Heavens no.”

“I… ah… dad?” Melody whispered, then got down on one knee next to Vince. She didn’t even look at him, as if him being here was entirely expected.

Felix felt his mind splintering apart. He could clearly remember going on this trip without this woman, yet now he was suddenly having a great deal of memories popping up of traveling with her.

That Ryker had introduced her as his cousin-sister, Melody. His uncle Miles’s daughter. She’d been with them since the gymnasium.

The she, Vince, and he had spent a great deal of time talking about who and what they were after realizing they were related.

Wheezing, Felix felt as if he was moving from going insane, to simply being absolutely mad. That it was well and past due at this point.

“Hold… hold still, dad. I’ll take care of the curse,” whispered Melody. She held up a hand above the dagger and markings began to glow all along her face. Strange markings that looked symbolic and lit up in different colors.

Miles blinked slowly, then his head slowly tipped back and rested against the wall. He’d gone unconscious and was no longer responsive.

“I’ll apply pressure,” Vince muttered, then let go of his weapon and held his hands up. Getting ready to do exactly what he said. “I’ll also try to flash heal it with my magic but… I don’t know if it’ll be enough. This isn’t my world after all.”

There was a sickeningly sounding glug noise, and the dagger came out of Miles’s chest. A flash of purple light slashed through the air around them and then vanished.

It being broken apart by a chop of Melody’s hand with the same dagger she’d pulled free.

Vince moved forward and put his hands over the hole. The backs of his hands up to his elbows began to glow a bright green, and sweat instantly poured down the man’s face.

Felix immediately started digging around into his pack. His mind turning to the medical kit that’d been left out for him.

He quickly yanked out a hemostatic bandage, hemostatic gauze, and a saline bag along with an IV-kit to inject it directly into Miles. Everything he needed to take care of a knife wound quickly and easily.

Bullet wounds are just like knife wounds, just smaller but deeper.

Wait, I own this bandage. I own this kit.

I can… I can enhance them.

Upgrade them to the point that they’ll definitely fix him.

Felix quickly yanked on his power, even as he started working on preparing the gauze to stuff into the wound Miles had suffered.
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Laughing, Felix accepted that cost and moved forward with the gauze. Vince moved his hand away and Felix quickly filled the wound with it. Then he covered the whole thing with the bandage to keep it dressed.

Oh Andrea, thank you so much for walking me through basic combat medic crap. Even I can do this much.

I’m going to make you a damn Queen of a world just so you can call it planet pancake.

Hiccupping with joy and fear, Felix did his best to ignore the fact that he felt as if he were indeed crazy. That having two sets of memories for multiple things likely meant he was schizophrenic.

In under a minute, Felix had Miles hooked up to the saline bag. Then he paused while staring at the saline bag.

He wanted that thing to become fresh blood that matched Miles’s blood type. He also wanted it to increase in volume to match the amount Miles had already lost.

A window popped up and Felix negligently slapped at it without even reading it. The cost was irrelevant as Miles’s life didn’t have a price tag that could become “too high” to Felix.

The saline bag morphed in his hands to become much larger, and its contents rapidly became quite warm.

As well as blood, instead of saline.

“Ha… hahaha, we did it,” Melody said with a laugh, looking to the two men. “Yeah! Go freakin’ Campbells, am I right?”

Vince laughed at that, looked to his sister and nodded his head, then looked over to Felix. Grinning even as tears slipped free from the corners of his eyes.

Felix could only nod in return, not wanting to bring up the fact that Melody appeared out of nowhere. That she hadn’t been here when they’d started out.

It felt like it would ruin the moment to admit to them that he was insane.

“Campbells,” Felix agreed, feeling strange about it all.

Because even as his mind collapsed, the world around him was improving every time.

The pillars of his life returned, his family grew, and lost family members returned.

Every aspect of his life was suddenly looking up, except his mind.

Melody laughed even louder, reached over, and wrapped her arms around Vince and Felix.

“Oooh, I always wanted brothers. Brothers I can rely on,” Melody said while laughing. “You two… I’m going to be such a demanding little sister. You two are going to help me out so much.

“That and I can’t wait to see all my nieces and nephews. You’re lucky I’m not a man, Felix, or you’d look like the crappy uncle in comparison to me. You get a free pass since I’m an aunt.”

Blinking rapidly, Felix hugged her back as well as hugging Vince.

From zero family to… Vince… then mom… to a sister… or cousin I guess… and now Miles. What’s next?

What’s next in this wild ride?

“Oh, by the way,” Melody said with a laugh. “I think I’m banging your sister-in-law, Vince. Her name is Trish. Or you called her Patricia. She was going through a Legion portal and got launched onto my world. She’s a nice Elfy-Dryad.”

Patricia? I-oh, I remember her.

I was there for that.

“Ryker and Runner won’t let that one die,” Felix muttered. “He already teases us for the cousin-brother-sister thing. Now he’s going to call us cousin fuckers or something.”

“I don’t care,” Melody said with another laugh. Then tried to crush Felix and Vince with all her might. “Brothers!”





Chapter 5 - Routed -




Felix, Vince, and Melody rejoined everyone else after making sure Miles was safe and secure. They couldn’t really bring him with them, but they did make sure to tuck him away inside the house where they found him. Warm, hidden, and out of the way.

They entered what could only be called an office space that’d been left in a hurry. There were signs that all the workers here simply picked up their belongings and left.

It looked very every day and normal. A place that Felix had seen more than a few times in his life, as well as often on TV.

As they grew closer to where everyone was, Ryker held up his right hand above his head.

Computers, desks, and chairs went flying off in every direction. Knocked about and blasted from one end of the room to the other.

Another part of the room began to tear itself up out of the ground. Forming itself into walls made out of carpet, tiles, and underflooring. The centers were then filled with earth and dirt.

“Earthworks to fire from behind. For those who use ranged weapons rather than up close and personal ones,” Ryker remarked, then threw his hands out in front of himself and then spread them apart.

The ceiling, walls, and windows were all blown out with a boom. Shattering, tearing it all away and obliterating it.

Beyond the computer lab they were in was the infinite nothing of space.

Felix could see stars, suns, planets, and an endless blackness of nothing beyond.

Some of the celestial objects were as big as the sun he remembered from home, some looked like specks. There was even a planet that looked very Earthlike that was easily six times the size of the moon.

Hanging over them in a strange way, yet clearly not affecting the planet as it probably should.

“Here they come. Vince, Alina, Rene, you three will be doing hand-to-hand work. Felix, Edmund, Melody, Dorothy, use those guns please,” Ryker commanded. “Gus and Warner will be showing up just after it starts and handling their own tasks.”

“What about you?” asked a young woman settling down behind a barricade with Edmund beside her.

“Oh, taking care of my own business, of course. Doing exactly what I’m meant to,” Ryker laughingly got out while holding both hands up in front of himself again. Multiple glowing runes began to appear in front of himself.

Runner moved up and hunkered down behind another barrier, then looked to Edmund with a smirk.

“Should never try to out-think, or out-plot, a wizard. Wizards are conniving, deadly, bastards. Make sure you get a best friend who’s a wizard,” Runner suggested, turning his head slightly to catch Felix’s gaze. “If they’re your best friend, you never have to worry about other wizards.”

“Ha… well, I suppose that makes me the mad master of this delusion,” Ryker declared while whipping up more and more runes. “Through ages and eons, I made the rules just to break them, tore down angels and rose up devils.

“While everyone else thought that they could see the end in the far distance, none of them heard the violins begin to play far earlier than they all believed.”

As Ryker spoke, he continuously threw out more and more runes. They began to create a weird, almost impenetrable shell around him with the sheer volume of them.

Across the way, in the darkness of space, several blue colored portals began to tear open. Even as Felix moved up to a barricade, he saw things start to shift and bend in the very air itself.

Melody bumped up to the barricade next to him, laughed, and looked over to him.

“So, do I call you big bro? Brother? Broski?” Melody asked while laughing, her eyes glowing from within.

“Ah… and that’s all there is. The game is over, there’s no more moves to make, no more rounds to bet on, it’s time to pay for the game,” Ryker called, his voice taking on a strained edge. His volume was raising with every word he spoke. “And now, as the sun is gone and the skies have fallen, where the dark is our sovereign, we can all crowd together in the impenetrable cold of the night!”

“Well that’s not morbid or overly poetic at all. So who’s got the joker?” Runner asked with a nervous laugh.

“Me,” Ryker whispered a second before the world became a blazing golden blue flame.

Endless men and women with weapons began to pour out of the portals that’d opened. All of them had weapons of one variation of another.

Many of them had already raised them up and began firing immediately.

“Oh my fuck this is insane. I wish Gus was here,” Melody got out with a chuckle and began firing back.

Then Ryker acted and the blue flames that’d began to color the never-ending expanse around them were smothered.

The countless spells the man had prepared began to detonate, fly off, or vanish away. Endless magical effects activated.

Explosions, holes in reality, columns of water, walls of fire, came and went faster and faster. Even lightning bolts came from the sky and annihilated soldiers as they streamed out through the portals.

All the while, Ryker pulled more and more spells up.

“Come on out then, my beloved wife!” Ryker screamed at the top of his lungs. “Let’s get a look at you before this end comes for us all!”

“Ryker! My love!” called a voice from everywhere and nowhere at the same time.

A beautiful woman with black curly hair and bright eyes stepped out of the nothingness. Forming from the nonexistence of reality directly rather than moving through a portal.

“Ryker!” she yelled out, her eyes landing on Ryker himself. She was wearing a smart black uniform that did nothing to hide her impressive figure. “I’m so glad to see you! And… and I… yes! I’m so glad to see you! My love!”

“Claire?” Ryker asked aloud almost to himself.

The woman made no move or attempt to fight Ryker. Her eyes were locked on him.

She finally moved.

Felix had a momentary flicker of the woman attacking Ryker as half the world fell away in that instant. Yet as quickly as that reality was torn apart, it mended itself back in place.

No attack or spell came.

Instead, the woman just flew right toward him. Her arms wide and a blazing smile on her face.

The look of shock and incredulity on Ryker’s face was prominent. So off-track was the Architect that he didn’t do anything other than hug her when she landed in front of him and wrapped him up in her arms.

Then she kissed him. To the two of them, the firefight didn’t exist. A pale blue bubble of magic encircled them as Claire apparently worked at stuffing her tongue in Ryker’s mouth.

I… ah… alright.

Hm.

Well, good to know my psychosis sees everyone as enemies.

That’s fun.

Good to note.

Maybe psychiatrist Andrea can help me with that.

Portals boomed open as more and more soldiers of both sides began spilling out into the area. Both those in what looked eerily similar to Legion black and red colors, as well as uniforms that were black and blue, or white and blue.

Felix lifted his weapon and began firing at the opposing soldiers. Melody was doing the same, though small spells flickered to life and died away at the end of her barrel.

As if she were empowering her weaponry actively.

“Okay, this is a great bonding experience!” Melody yelled over the tumult. “We should go shooting again later!”

“You’re a nut, dear sister!” Felix called back, though he couldn’t help but grin at her words. Her antics were warm hearted and already worming their way into him.

All around him, soldiers were moving forward, taking positions, falling, shooting.

Both from Runner’s side and the opposing force.

As far as he could tell, there didn’t seem to be any losses amongst those Felix had arrived with.

Unless you counted Ryker, who was trying to unglue the woman he’d called Claire off himself. She seemed determined to get her tongue down his throat and was actively working at his belt buckle.

Felix spotted Edmund firing into the oncoming enemies as well. Beside him was the young woman he’d seen earlier. He was fairly certain her name was Dorothy.

She looked to be some type of magic user and was actively pulling up shields in front of herself and Edmund.

“Oh! I should do that, too. Derp, haha,” Melody stated. A second later and a shifting of the air around them gave Felix the belief that they now had a shield around them as well. “Sorry, brother. I was a bit excited and forgot to do the setup part. Don’t tell Gus! He’ll get all grumpy at me.

“While I’m at it… I’ll just do this too. It’d be nice if you help me pay a cost or two later, but with your magical owner thing that’s no big.”

Melody released her beer-can like grip on her weapon’s foregrip and tapped his rifle. Then grabbed her own again.

A red circle with a line through it appeared over the muzzle of his weapon.

Felix leaned back into his sights and started firing again. If he hit someone with a round, they went down in a heap and laid on the ground.

A new woman appeared beside Ryker and Claire and was watching with wide eyes. She looked shockingly similar to Claire, and Felix had the strange feeling like he should know these women. They looked oddly familiar to him in some way.

She lifted a hand and broke through the shield around Ryker and Claire with a punch. Knocking the two out of their lip-locked war.

As soon as the pair looked at the newcomer, Claire released Ryker.

“Shirley!” shouted Claire, then smashed the woman in a hug as well. Much to this new woman who was apparently named Shirley’s chagrin.

Ryker took the opportunity to fix his belt, bring up a line of spells, and start firing them into his enemies. His face still had an absolute appearance of disbelief on it.

His mouth was liberally smeared with what looked like drool from Claire.

Not far from Ryker, Runner had an equally bewildered expression.

Before Felix looked back to his front, he watched as Shirley pushed Claire off, said something to her, and then snuggled up under Ryker’s arm. They began then launching spells off in concert.

Claire had a strange cast to her features, then she smiled. She stuck herself under Ryker’s other arm and immediately began touching every single spell Ryker or Shirley brought up.

The spells crackled and spasmed briefly.

When the spell was set off after that, it clearly had a lot more power behind it in one way or another than what had just been happening previously.

Yeah… okay.

This is so weird.

Felix saw the winged warrior that’d been hanging around Edmund, whom he now recalled was named Alina, flying over the heads of the others. Battling with a man that was glowing bright yellow and fighting her with a sword.

Only for him to lose his sword as a man with grey shaded wings and another that was glowing white blew past Alina at high speed. The two men looked to be working in concert and were targeting anyone holding still.

“That’s my Gus! Woo!” called Melody, firing repeatedly. “GUS! He’s the one with the grey wings. That’s your brother-in-law, big brother.”

Felix nodded his head and just kept firing. He’d already burnt through at least half of his magazines, despite being picky about his shots.

Felix spotted something heading their way from the back lines. Something that he really didn’t know how to put a label to in any way.

It was a massive blob-like creature.

It was rolling toward the line of combat. It was easily sixty feet in height and dwarfed everyone around.

Vince appeared and lashed out at the bottom of the gigantic blob with a glowing sword. Only for it to bounce back at him and stagger him partly.

Melody growled at that, sighted her rifle on the big monster, and started firing at it. Visually nonplussed at the fact that Vince was battling it and not winning.

“The hell is that?” asked Shirley, still pushed in close to Ryker.

“I have no god d—”

“It’s a Tongsta!” answered Claire, interrupting Ryker. Her hand raised up to quickly flick through all of Shirley and Ryker’s spells, then add several of her own. “This is delightful!”

There was a roar that came from a swirling blue portal that caught Felix’s attention. Soldiers had ceased to come out of it for a time and it’d flickered only a moment ago.

Out from inside it came Steve. Exactly as Felix had seen him not long ago.

Holding what looked like a woodcutter’s axe, the man rushed in straight at Vince.

“It’s Seville!” hissed Melody, her muzzle cycling toward the man.

In Felix’s memory, she’d only come after they’d picked up Steve. Not before. She had no idea that he was actually on their side now.

Before Melody could fire, Steve went right past Vince.

He swung his axe for all he was worth at the slime monster that’d been leaning in over Vince.

An incredible thump that made everything rumble and jitter could be felt. The sound of the whump was loud in Felix’s ears, as if a grenade had gone off.

The strange rubbery-looking flesh indented around the axe. An incredibly fast swirling motion rushed through the giant slime monster.

Then a great jet of goo blasted out the back of it. It’s whole body moving with the indentation and quite literally turning inside out with the incredible force of the blow.

“MY NAME IS STEVE!” screamed the man at the top of his lungs. He planted his feet down and lifted his axe up, glaring at the closest soldiers in blue and black.

Steve had come to Vince’s aid and was now standing at the man’s back.

To which Vince laughed and made a small flourish of his sword. The two men then began wading into the forces of the opposing side.

Vince neatly cut people in half and hacked off limbs with his sword.

Steve evaporated people. Every swing and swish of his axe turned soldiers into paste and chunks.

Between the two of them, they quite literally were cutting a wide path through enemy soldiers. Butchering them as if they were nothing more than fleshy scarecrows waiting to be hacked down.

A lithe looking cat-girl of all things sauntered along behind the two men. She was wearing a silvered breastplate and a sword was held casually in her hand. Blue eyes flicked to the forces of Runner, then back to the fight in front of her.

Long dark-brown hair was held in a ponytail behind her head.

“My love, my love?” called the woman in an odd sing song way, her head darting around briefly before she spotted Steve and then hurried after him. Only for Steve to meet her eyes, smile, and then dive back into the fight.

“Mother!?” asked a shocked voice from Felix’s side, causing him to once again look up from his weapon. Staring at Shirley, Claire, and Ryker, was a woman Felix instantly recognized. Then realized where the familiarity came from.

It was the woman he’d known formally as Shirley. A woman who had beaten him and his Legion soundly by using his pride and ego against himself.

She was dressed in a black and red military-type uniform with a number of pouches that looked like magazines should go there.

Except they looked to be filled with bits and bobs of random things he couldn’t identify, though they did have a mystical flair to them.

“Hi dear! Bianca! Yes, hi Bianca!” Claire said.

Shirley shook her head, looked at the young woman, gave her a tired smile, then back to the fight.

“Rene’s over that way,” Shirley stated with a motion of her free hand.

“Oh! I’ll get to meet your fiancé today, won’t I? How fun!” Claire cheered, then leaned up and kissed Ryker’s cheek. “We need to give our daughter siblings, by the way.”

Ryker’s face paled, but he didn’t stop casting spells.

“Oh, Hi Felix!” said the woman who was apparently actually named Bianca. She was moving past him and down the fighting line. “Sorry about that whole… ruining your plans thing. We should talk sometime soon! I now lead rescue missions into your old world to save people! Ta-ta for now!”

Bianca kept going, then threw out her left hand. With a boom, a massive column of flame licked up toward the sky. Obliterating an entire group of people in uniforms of the enemy.

“No. This is not possible! IMPOSSIBLE!” declared a voice from the far side of the mad battle.

“Very possible, Zeus you bastard!” shouted Ryker. “I’ve worked hard to counter, fix, and fuck you over at every turn! Did you think we’d just sit here and do nothing?”

There was a strange warbling shriek that almost sounded as if it were an electronic device being dropped into a tub of water. Crackling and breaking up even as it hit the surface.

The battlefield became eerily silent, and everyone ceased in their activity.

A vaguely humanoid shape made out of static appeared in front of them. In and amongst a number of soldiers from both sides, in fact.

With a casual swipe of its arm, it incinerated everyone around it. Each person that was struck being melted.

Or disintegrated.

They came apart in a weird way. As if they were being broken down into small squares and atomized.

“I thought I had more time. I know this is how it’s supposed to be, or… kind of how it was, but I thought I had more time,” Ryker muttered almost to himself. Felix heard it due to the silence that’d fallen over everything.

Ryker shoved Shirley and Claire out to the sides of himself a moment before a massive blast of bubbling lightning was launched out of the static creature’s hands.

It was easily the size of a truck, and the heat it was putting out made Felix feel as if he were standing next to an inferno.

Ryker stood there with a shield in front of himself and it was struck by the attack.

Then the world exploded.

Felix saw an endless line of everyone flicking in and out of reality. Appearing, disappearing, reappearing, then becoming other people.

He watched first hand as Melody became hundreds of different people. Some of them were even male.

Countless people kept replacing her.

Then he realized it was happening to nearly everyone. Everyone around were being replaced with others. Though every time they were in Legion colors or something similar.

“What… what the fuck?” Felix asked. Everyone was perfectly still even as everything around changed. “I’m… I’ve… what… what do I do?”

Everything began to crumble now around Felix. People, objects, the ground, all if it started to turn into flakes of what they were and fall away. Fall to the infinite below them and vanish.

“Help me,” Felix whispered, now lost to the madness of his mind. Perhaps only to himself, even as he stood on a battlefield.

A man appeared not far away from him.

Directly where Edmund had been, in fact. Edmund was there no longer though.

This man was wiry and fit looking. Though somewhat savage and filled with a desperate energy.

As if the world had been stuck in pause, it jumped to life.

The wiry man was gone as if he’d never been there. Instead, he appeared next to Ryker. Knocking the man off his feet and sending him to the ground just as his shield failed.

As quickly as the man had appeared, he was gone. All that was left behind was a smoldering piece of what looked like steel where he’d been.

Whatever it had been was indistinguishable now, as much of it had been disintegrated.

The colossal attack had struck Ryker at a glancing angle. Shearing off one of his arms and part of his torso. He was alive, but it didn’t look like he would be for long.

“RYKER! MY RYKER!” shouted Claire, stepping toward the static monster. “I’LL KILL YOU ZEUS! I’LL KILL YOU! MURDER YOU! LIAR! TRECHEROUS!”

The monster, who Felix assumed was Zeus, didn’t respond to her. Instead, it simply slid into the ground and vanished. Disappearing completely.

“YOU! I’LL, I’LL CATCH YOU!” yelled Claire at the ground. Then she spun around and went to Ryker’s side.

Dorothy, Bianca, and Shirley were all there as well.

“I’m not dead?” Ryker asked suddenly and with shock echoing in his words.

“You’re dying!” wailed Dorothy.

“But I’m not dead!” declared Ryker with a loud and sudden laugh. “I’m not dead, I’m dying! Hahaha! That’s a world of a difference!”

Bianca shook her head, a sob wracking her shoulders.

“But you can’t die. We only just… just reconnected,” she argued.

Felix didn’t know what to say to this situation. Runner was standing over the group. His hands were working furiously back and forth across the air as if he were casting some type of spell.

“I’m not dead. He did it. He-he jumped the track,” Ryker said with another chuckle. Then he looked to Bianca and smiled. “You need to help everyone. You must take my place. Become the next Architect. They’ll need your mind and skills. There’s a document that’s addressed to you in my will. Just read that and it’ll explain everything. You can pick up from there.”

As soon as he got a nod from Bianca, Ryker turned and looked to Dorothy, smiling.

“Find Edmund. Help him. If you can’t, help Runner. This is my last request as your mentor. Help them complete my life’s work,” he asked.

Dorothy nodded her head incrementally at that. She didn’t look happy about it, but she didn’t look like she was going to argue either.

Laughing, Ryker looked to Shirley. His coloring was growing as white as milk now.

“Care for our kids. All of them,” he asked. “Don’t do something stupid.”

Shirley shook her head at that.

“Don’t,” he repeated. He pulled a piece of paper out of a pocket and held it out to her. “For you. For later. Our kids. Be there for them. They’ll need you.”

Then he slowly looked to Claire once Shirley took the paper and nodded once.

Claire was bent low over him. Tears constantly falling from her eyes and rolling down her face.

“My Claire… we never really got to pick up where we left off,” Ryker said in a slow and ragged breath. “For what it’s worth… I always loved you.”

“I know… I’m sorry… I ruined it all. I love you too,” she whimpered, staring at him. This entire time her hands had been clawing at the air in an attempt to work spells, Felix assumed. “None of my spells work.”

“It’s the-the shift,” Ryker murmured, his voice growing fainter. A massive pool of blood was forming under him. His remaining time was miniscule. “The shift. It’ll go away shortly. I’m sorry, Claire. I love you.”

Ryker took in a shuddering breath, then slowly looked around at everyone.

“I’m not dead. I’m dying. Haha, that’s great. He did it.

“Runner! Runner, if you do some-something then-then let me rest for a time. Let me rest before you do it, Runner,” he pleaded with another chuckle. “I love you all. Help… help my friend. Please. Help Runner. Help… help him… I’m… I’m the… Architect. Help… me.”

Ryker let out a breath and didn’t take another. He stared into nothing blankly.

“I couldn’t… I couldn’t fix it,” growled Runner. Clawing at the air. Then he tore something off his chest and slammed it into the ground.

He stomped on it twice, then made a gesture at it.

A strange phantasmal being appeared, swept through Ryker’s dying body, and then vanished. Slipping into the void beneath them.

A portal then began to grow not far away. Slowly rotating and forming into an oval.

“I took his soul and put it in an afterlife I can access even here,” Runner stated, staring down at the corpse. “Given time, I can get him back. Not any time soon though. Besides, he asked for a rest too.

“No one is ever really beyond my reach with enough time. Well… almost no one.”

“You can bring him back?” Dorothy demanded, looking up at him.

“Yeah. Gonna be a bit. But yeah. Can’t leave my best friend dead,” Runner muttered with a shrug.

“I want to join him,” Claire said, holding onto Ryker’s remaining hand. “You can bring me back after, right?”

“I mean… yeah,” Runner agreed.

“I’m going to go fight Zeus. Take my soul away now so when I die it’s fine,” Claire demanded. “I don’t care if it turns me into a zombie or an undead. Just send me after him when I die.”

“I… you… alright. I can do that, Claire,” Runner agreed. It sounded like he was going to disagree until she turned and glared at him over her shoulder. “We need to move to the next part though. There’s a portal to go through and—”

The portal that’d been forming had closed. It was gone.

“Uh… what?” Runner asked no one. He looked confused, concerned, and at a loss.

Ignoring everyone, he began to make finger movements through the air as if he were working a spell again.

Claire leaned over, kissed Ryker’s corpse, then stood up.

“My soul?” she demanded.

Runner grunted, pulled something out of his pocket, and handed it over to her.

“Just keep that on your person till you die. You can hold it in your hand or —”

Whatever he’d given her was popped into her mouth and she swallowed it whole.

“That-that works,” muttered Runner, going back to whatever he was doing.

Lashing out with a hand, Claire tore open a hole in reality.

“My spells are back. I’ll go see if I can’t kill Zeus. Then… then I’ll rejoin Ryker,” Claire said emphatically. She looked to Shirley and Bianca. “I’ll give him your love for you. I’m sorry for everything that happened. I look forward to us being a family when I come back with Ryker.”

Claire stepped through the portal she’d made and vanished.

“Uh… now what?” Melody asked, looking around. “Weren’t we supposed to do something or some such?”

Runner didn’t answer.

He was still working away.





Chapter 6 - Midjourney -




Felix chuckled and blew out a breath.

“You’re an idiot,” he muttered, looking at Melody.

She grinned at him, showing her teeth, and then shrugged.

“Maybe. But it worked! I now have a harem!” Melody declared. “I’ve got it whenever I want, on tap. It’s like having an eternal buffet at the ready. Sausage, clam, whenever, whatever.”

With a groan, Vince closed his eyes, then coughed, and started to laugh. He put his hands to his head.

“I want to comment or… or… say something… but it isn’t as if I haven’t done the same,” Vince grumbled.

Not far away, Miles twitched on the bed they’d put him in.

All three Campbells looked at the older man. Confirmed he was just shifting around, then looked back to each other.

They were seated on several chairs they’d dragged over.

“He’s not like us,” Vince murmured and hooked a thumb at Felix. “He actually fought all of them at every turn. I can’t seem to go a week without finding someone new and interesting.”

“That makes me the middle one then,” Melody offered, holding up her hands. “I’ve got all my colors and that’s it. I don’t think Gus would let me add more women even if I brought in super model Nobel prize winners with bodies like Dryads.

“Though… I don’t really think I want any more myself either. I guess my dance card is all full.”

Before Felix or Vince could respond to that, Runner entered. He paused in the doorway, looked to Miles, then the three Campbells.

“Surprises around every corner,” Runner murmured then leaned up against a dresser. He folded his arms in front of himself and clicked his tongue. “We were supposed to go on an adventure from here. To go across multiple planes and worlds and launch an attack on Zeus himself.

“There’s no reason to do that now. A lone actor is taking it on themselves to take the fight head on. We’ve all been sidelined. Completely. I can’t even reopen the way for us to join in.”

“Oh,” Melody said, then looked to Vince and Felix. She looked back to Runner. “Does that mean we get to go home?”

“Yeah. You can… you can all go back as you like. There’s no reason to keep you here since there’s nothing to do. Your part in my little war is over,” Runner declared. Then he gestured to Vince and Felix. “No limitations either, by the way. You can return to where you were, or go back home, or both. Doesn’t matter now.”

“Great,” gushed Felix with a grin. He was glad to hear that. He definitely was looking forward to seeing everyone all together again.

To have everyone where they should be and able to go where-ever they liked.

I can… go back to my own life and everything I want to do.

To handle.

“I’ll take care of dad,” Melody offered quickly. “I’ll just take him back home and get him set up. He’s got a lot of power there too.”

Melody bounced up out of her chair and turned toward Runner.

“Can my brothers come visit me whenever they want?” she asked.

“Yeah, it’s fine. Sam can probably show you how to pop open a portal that’ll take you across. Just be careful,” Runner allowed. “Even if we beat Zeus, some of his people will hold tight to the worlds they’re in. Their power. A victory won’t make everything and everyone go away.”

“Neat. Just uh… just send Warner at them,” Melody said with a casual flick of her hand. “I’m sure anyone working with Zeus probably has a mountain of skeletons to handle.”

“Steve,” Vince said as a simple single word counter to Melody’s statement. Not everyone was working for Zeus willingly.

“I… oh… yeah. I guess that’s a good point. I saw them talking earlier, too,” Melody confessed and then shrugged. “Inc-Suc could probably start working on that if you wanted to hire them.”

Runner’s eyebrows shot up and he nodded slowly.

“Yes. That’s a great idea. I’ll go talk to Sam and Alex. If that doesn’t work out, I know a few planes that are filled with Cambion that are lost to the universe. They’d love a fight,” Runner said almost to himself. He smiled and nodded at Melody, and then waved a hand at them. “Just head back to where we fought and go into whatever portal you want. It’ll lock you into it and freeze you into place.

“Once everyone has gone through, I’ll send everyone off and restart everything. It’ll be just as if you’d walked through the portal and instantly came out the other side. Many worlds are currently stuck in a neutral period of waiting for everyone to return.”

Runner left quickly after that. Leaving the Campbell family to themselves.

“So… family reunion soon?” Melody asked, looking to the two men with a wide grin on her face.

“Family reunion,” Felix agreed. “Also… uh… give me your measurements. I’ll have some armor made for you. It just wouldn’t be good to have my little sister running around without what protection I can give her.”

Melody squealed, then got out of her seat and hugged Felix tightly. Hugging him with force.

Maybe Andrea was just practice for Melody.

They seem oddly similar.

“You’ll like my wife, Andrea,” Felix prophesied. “She collects guns, ammo, and is obsessed with pancakes.”

“I love her already,” Melody said, still hugging Felix.




***




 Stepping through the portal, Felix felt a strange fluttering in his chest. A second after that and the world went absolutely dark around him. There was nothing anywhere.

“Hey, Felix,” said a calm and collected voice.

Felix tried to look in every direction, but he didn’t see anyone.

“Edmund?” Felix asked quietly. He wasn’t completely sure it was him, but it sounded right.

“Yeah. Sorry. I’m not actually there, by the way,” Edmund said. “I’m… elsewhere. Trying to fix what I can. Doing this… Save State Hero… thing… or whatever.

“Anyways! Yes. It’s me. How’re you, boss?”

Frowning, Felix didn’t like how this conversation was going so far.

“I’m alright,” he answered, not really wanting to share his problems as of late. He also wasn’t quite sure if this was real or part of the insanity creeping in on him. “Things are moving along. You know how it is.”

“You’re not going crazy, by the way,” Edmund offered. “You’re not crazy. Or going crazy. You’re just sensitive to me. To my power. To what I do. Doing.

“For some reason, you can see whenever there’s a massive outlay of my power, and some of the results. Not all of it, not always, but sometimes.”

Errr… huh.

That could maybe be it?

I wonder if it’s tied up with my Legionnaire contracts.

Probably.

Some type of ownership qualification so that I can modify it?

“You hypothesized it was due to one of our contracts in a previous conversation,” Edmund interjected. “We tried to modify me or my powers but couldn’t. Whatever the correlation or connection is, we didn’t figure it out.

“Don’t worry about it. Suffice it to say, you’re not crazy. Nor are you going to go crazy. You’re just seeing, ah, echoes of my power. Lots of them.”

That answer didn’t feel very reassuring, but it was better than the one Felix had started to consider. It was certainly better than thinking he was going insane.

Doesn’t that mean that Andrea, Melody, Miles, all of that is also Edmund’s doing?

“Y—”

“Brought in Andrea and Melody, yes,” Edmund confirmed before Felix could ask. “Melody solved Miles. Andrea solved… you. You weren’t quite the same without her. You often went a bit uh… villain-y… without her around.

“Like, actual super villain. Burn the world to the ground super villain. If I can’t have it, no one should, super villain.”

Taking in a short breath, Felix wanted to argue that, then held it. The words struggling against his teeth to break free.

He didn’t speak the words.

Because he couldn’t actually deny that he hadn’t been feeling very humane or civil after Andrea’s death. It wasn’t hard for him to imagine it at all, if he’d lost Andrea, watched Miles die, then had a few other missteps, he could see himself falling into a pit of despair.

“Other losses make it worse?” he asked instead, wondering if Edmund could confirm his thoughts.

“Yes. Faith, Goldie, and Kit. You won’t lose anyone now though. I-I fixed it. I fixed the Save State,” Edmund confirmed. “You won’t even know of a world where it ever occurred. Just know that there’s a number of Felixes I met that were very sad and disappointed people. I couldn’t leave you like that.

“Before you ask, it would have all happened on the mission. The mission no longer exists as a possibility for you since I’m taking it. I closed the way, locked it, and will handle it on my own,” Edmund explained. “Now… I need to get going, so I’ll keep this brief from here.

“And yes, before you ask, you already are helping. I have a specific Save State I use to bounce ideas off you. You’ve been incredibly helpful.

“Anyways, sorry about all the fractures in reality. Those’ll lessen in time as I move further and further away from this point. There were just too many converging points here and they all happened. Fair warning, some people might remember things differently, but you’ll realize it’s weird. They might remember you helping them, when in actuality, they helped you. You’ll have to sit down and talk to everyone when you get back to really figure out what the current situation is.

“Sorry… not sorry. Had to be done to get everything here.”

I… wait… what?

Damn.

It’s almost like he picked up a puzzle I’d been working on and replaced it with a half-finished different one.

“I don’t think I’ll be able to help you out going forward though,” continued Edmund. “I’m going to be completely honest and tell you now that it’s a bit of a one-way trip on this one. You won’t see me again.

“On top of that, outside of you, no one will remember me. It’ll be as if I never existed. Which is fine, really. If you’d never shown up when you did, I would’ve just lived out my life as I had been.”

Felix started to shake his head to that. He knew first hand from Ryker that Edmund had been plunked down in his path just for this such event.

“Before you say it, no,” Edmund argued. “Ryker didn’t know this would happen. Not really. He knew it was possible, that it would be dependent on you as a person, but he didn’t know it.

“On top of that, he set up a few different situations that’d draw me into the whole thing just in case you didn’t bump into me. There were a number of other events that could have, or would have, happened. You just stepped up of your own volition and made everything else unneeded.”

Standing there, Felix was a touch annoyed. He’d love to be part of this conversation, but Edmund kept cutting him off before he could even voice it.

“Sorry,” Edmund muttered. “After having talked to you and run so many lines, it’s a bit easier to know what you’re going to say before you do.”

“Well,” said Felix and then sighed. “I’m not exactly pleased about the fact that you won’t be coming back. I’d been grooming you to put you up as my successor. I need someone to take over after I’m gone.”

“You’ll be fine. Andrea’s kids with you will surprise you at every turn,” Edmund offered with a laugh. “I wouldn’t be concerned about successor generations. Not at all.

“Now… I do have to get going. Was there anything you wanted me to answer or ask me before I did? I don’t think we’ll talk again after this.”

Unaware of it, Felix had started scratching at his jaw in thought.

“Well… first off, thank you, Edmund. Thank you. I’m not really sure how to express myself for what sounds like-like you saving me from myself,” Felix tried. He’d been able to process a lot of what Edmund had told him, but it sounded like there was a lot more there. A lot that wasn’t being said or explained. Quite likely, for his own sake. “Thank you. I just wish I could pay it back to you later. I really don’t like the idea of never being able to return the kindness.”

Edmund laughed at that. It was a sound that held joy and relief in it.

“I wouldn’t worry about that. You’ve given me more than you’ll ever know and then some, Felix,” Edmund argued.

“Still, thank you. Thank you for Andrea. Thank you for Miles. For introducing me to my sister,” thanked Felix.

“Yeah… good luck with the last one. She seems like a handful and ten times more,” Edmund countered.

“Other than all that then… I can’t really think of anything else. Other than, does Runner actually get Ryker back?” Felix asked. “Ryker and Runner are rather interesting. Them being apart seems almost inconceivable.”

“I have no idea,” Edmund answered with a laugh. “This is my first and only time through this one myself! We’d never been ablet o save Ryker at all.

“I only get the one shot at this after all. There’s never been a point like this ever before or ever again. From what I’ve seen though, in other futures though… it seems pretty likely.

“If not for his own sake, but for the sake of getting Ryker’s family off his back. Especially Dorothy and Bianca. Those two… yeah, I wouldn’t want to end up dealing with those two without Ryker.”

Everything around Felix shuddered and quivered despite it being infinite darkness. The lack of time and space itself seemed to shiver as if things were happening.

“Ah, that’s the limit. Runner’s going to transfer you. That means that’s all there is. It’s time for me to go and you to go home,” Edmund said with discernible hesitation.

“Work to do and all that. You too, actually. When you get back, you won’t have to do anything to open the portals. Runner will pop them open in Legion HQ for you. He always did before. I’ll need to go talk to him briefly in a moment anyways. That’s my last window to poke at him before I go on to my own final task. Give him one last surprise.

“That means… goodbye, Felix. Thank you for picking me up off the ground when and where you did. There weren’t many people who would have given me the chance and opportunity you did.

“To take me in as you did, and elevate me as quickly as you did. What little joy I had in my life was entirely spent with Legion. With my family.

“Regardless of what happens, or where I end up, I’ll always think fondly of you. Goodbye, farewell, and thank you.”

As Felix opened his mouth to respond, he was spat out of the darkened space.

He was suddenly standing in an office of one of the Legion buildings.

“Legate has returned,” Tribune reported from above him. “Reaffirming command structure and codes. Reconnecting to mobile Tribune and synchronizing data.

“Chronological data mismatch. Attempting to correct.”

“Chronological data mismatch?” repeated Felix. He didn’t like the sound of that, but it didn’t sound impossible either. Especially given what Edmund had told him. He got the impression that Edmund was fiddling with more than just “Save States”.

Though… what’s a Save State?

He didn’t actually explain it. Didn’t talk about it either.

Well, maybe that’s—

“Ah? Felix!” squealed an Andrea a moment before she rocketed into him. Laughing, she held tightly to him and squeezed at him from behind.

Glancing over his shoulder, he saw it was Third. A onetime Death-Other who he had a slight preference for.

“Hey beautiful, how long have I been gone?” he asked with a grin. He couldn’t help but feel good about Andrea being here. “Uhm? Nnn… I don’t know?”

“You’ve been away approximately forty-two years,” Legate answered. “Though, with a correction for time, you’ve been away for about sixteen hours. The time dilation is unexplainable and is likely due to infiltration of the hostile network.”

“It wasn’t hostile,” Felix argued while worming around in Andrea’s grasp till he was facing her. Wrapping his arms around her hips, he drew her into himself and once more did his best to push her into his own body.

“Nngh!” grunted Andrea, who stuck her face in his neck.

“Any network that isn’t part of the Legion is hostile. Legion First,” countered Tribune. “Contact has been lost with the newly acquired network. Once the connection is re-established, we will follow normal protocol.”

Felix laid his cheek to the side of Andrea’s head and clutched her. Greedily holding to her.

Andrea let out a noise, then went still, breathing in deeply and exhaling against his throat.

“Legate, Legionnaire Kit and Legionnaire Lily are moving in this direction,” warned Tribune. “These are not Hero Kit and Hero Lily. Though you must schedule meetings with both of those individuals at your earliest convenience.”

Nodding his head, Felix rubbed his face against Andrea’s head. Then turned his mouth toward her ear and sighed.

“I love you, Andrea,” he said, not giving up his hold on her.

Going taut like a bowstring prepped and ready to loose an arrow, Andrea remained where she stood. He felt her fingers curl into his plate-carrier.

“I want this,” she growled softly, then pulled on the armor slowly, then she forcefully disentangled herself from him. Her eyes were locked on his as she did so. Looking at him in a way he hadn’t seen before. Then she reached over and took the rifle away that was slung on his shoulder. He’d honestly forgotten about it. “I love you too, Felix. I’m going to go… now. I’m going to go wait in our bedroom for you. I’ll keep myself busy by breaking this down and looking at it. It looks familiar, but also not.”

Andrea hesitated, then kissed him before turning on her heel and exiting.

As she did so, he realized that he was in his main office at the main HQ. Which would be perfect for him to get control over his resources and start planning.

Because if Runner’s and Edmund’s words were true, he was going to have a chance to fix a few wrongs that’d lingered for him.

Or more accurately, fix his home world.

Then the door opened.





Chapter 7 – Ties that Bond –




People began trooping into his office.

Kit, Lily, Faith, and Goldie all came in quickly. As did Andrea Prime, surprisingly.

Last he’d heard from her, she was returning back to Legion world to meet up with the true Andrea Prime.

Except even as he looked at her, he realized that it was, and wasn’t this world’s Andrea Prime. That this was the same woman he’d talked to on the phone, though also not.

“Felix!” Andrea said, bouncing over to him.

Third Andrea slipped away from him, walked into Prime, and vanished. Only to pop out the other side and start moving toward the door.

Though Felix did notice that she just about tripped over her own feet as she went. There must have been a significant transfer of information or Others for it to happen.

“We were right,” Andrea said when she reached him. She hugged him tightly. “Now I’m Andrea Prime. True Andrea Prime. The old Prime joined me, and we became a whole person! We are the Prime of Primes. Nnn, nn.”

Andrea was rubbing her face against his neck and shoulder.

“Then I spun off a bunch of Others and we’ve been sweeping through everyone and passing the information and knowledge along,” Andrea continued. “It took some time, but it’s done now. Adrianna and Myriad as well, of course.”

“Oh? The portals are open?” Felix asked, hugging Andrea for a moment more before they separated. Then Kit and Lily walked up to him.

Brazenly, unexpectedly, Kit kissed him briefly, then forced her way into his arms just as Andrea had done.

Standing there, holding onto a woman he’d been chasing for years, he didn’t know quite what to do, other than hold onto her.

“Yes, we have a portal room up and operational,” Lily answered with a flick of a wrist. Her manicured nails creating magical sparkles as she did it. She briefly paused to inspect her fingernails, frowned, then looked back to him. “We now have access to Legion world, this world, our original world, and the world Vince is on, but I honestly forgot the name of it.”

“Tribune announced we’d be having a meeting shortly,” Faith offered as Kit lingered against him for several seconds before stepping away. Only to be replaced by Lily, who immediately did the same as the other two. Though her kiss lasted significantly longer. “We’re just coming here to meet up with one another beforehand.”

Lily broke the kiss with a sigh, then rested her forehead against his jaw.

“I missed you, Felix,” whispered the soul-sucking villain.

“Missed you, too,” he replied. Their reunion had been brief. Energetic, but brief. He looked forward to talking more much with her and Kit, at length.

“Ah, do I get a hug and a kiss, too?” asked a voice Felix hadn’t heard in a while.

Lily laughed, disentangled herself from him, and stepped to the side. She immediately joined the conversation that Faith, Goldie, Kit, and Andrea were having.

Looking to the door, Felix saw Felicity.

The beautiful Elf who’d made it her personal goal to become indispensable and part of Felix’s every move. He hadn’t seen her since coming to this world. She was dressed in business attire that matched her pearl-gray skin. Her pitch-black hair and dark eyes were perfect and fit a look that was uniquely hers.

Smiling ear to ear, Felicity came straight over to him, hesitated, then hugged him firmly. To which Felix grinned, kissed her, and hugged her back.

Through the door behind her came a number of people that he hadn’t expected to see, but was glad to. The large woman known as Ioana, dressed in her Legion armor and her short and grumpy wife Felicia came in next. The two chatting about something as they entered.

The dwarf said something curtly to her tall wife, then stumped over to Felix.

“She missed you. I’m already figuring out everything that’s going on and working with Tribune. I’ll be up to speed soon and can help you make the best of everything.

“Before you ask, Eva is fine, but she’s currently in school. We let her know that we’d re-established contact, but that she wouldn’t be able to meet you in person. I imagine she’ll start sending you emails through the Legion system once we get it all patched together.

“Oh, also, anyone who goes through the portal isn’t impacted in the way Ryker described. For reasons we don’t know, there seems to have been a leveling effect. We tested it with a criminal we were holding before we risked ourselves,” Felicity whispered in his ear, kissed his cheek, then dipped out of his embrace. Joining the others along with Ioana, who’d only smiled at him, waved her fingers, and went and stood next to Goldie.

Oh?

That’s interesting.

I wonder if the fact that Runner opened a portal between the two places forced some type of synchronization between the two.

“There you are,” growled the mad-scientist Dwarf. She stood there in front of him, glowering at him. “You’re okay?”

Smiling, Felix got down on one knee in front of her and held his arms open to her.

“I sure am, my cantankerous friend,” Felix murmured. “How’re you and the Missus?”

Felicia snarled at him, a grimace spreading across her mouth and showing her teeth at him. Then she stumped forward and hugged him.

“We’re fine. Just… moving along. Glad you’re okay,” Felicia harrumphed. Then she released him, dithering there in front of him. “Made a new Fist. New gear. Nothing much going on elsewise. Gonna… gonna have a kid. Either Ioana or me is gonna get pregnant for us. Dunno.”

“Oh? That’s fantastic news. Guess it’s good that I made sure all the Legion buildings have a nursery and kids club,” Felix answered with a grin.

Felicia grumbled something about him being a godparent, scratched at her stomach, then trundled off. Only to be replaced by Ioana.

Who hugged him firmly.

“She’s really happy we re-established contact,” Ioana whispered. “You know how she is. And yes, we’re going to have a baby. We’d love it if you could be their godparent.”

Hugging her back, Felix nodded with a laugh. Ioana was the honest one between the two.

“Happy to do it,” he said. Ioana patted him on the shoulder and rejoined her wife.

Expecting more reunions, Felix looked to the door.

No one was there.

Hm. Well.

That just means Miu is… already nearby.

Let’s play spot Miu real quick.

Glancing over his shoulder, Felix noted a shadowy patch of wall. Where a cabinet created a slightly darker location. It was likely just dark enough for Miu to use her powers to blend into.

 If there’s a blending effect, a leveling grade to put the two worlds in step, that’d mean their original powers might be fully enabled.

A shadow that bare could hold Miu.

Walking over to it, feeling confident, Felix put his arm against the cabinet, got down to where Miu’s head would probably be, and then smiled.

“Hello, my love,” he whispered. He had no proof, and he’d look rather silly if he was wrong, but he was positive Miu was right here in front of him. “Did you bounce back over to the other world real quick to pick up some toys?”

There was a shifting in the shadows before Miu appeared.

The incredibly pretty dark-haired, dark-eyed, and extremely lethal assassin appeared. She was exactly where he’d expected her to be.

She was staring at him wide-eyed, her pupils jittered slightly as she stared at him. He could tell that she was quickly being overwhelmed by his presence.

“Hi,” she whispered.

“Feeling somewhat anti-social today?” he asked. There were times when Miu didn’t want to interact with anyone. Not even him. Her issues and problems were her own, and he knew she didn’t want him to fix them. They were part of who she was.

“Yes. I’m… yes,” Miu whispered, her hands opening and closing slowly in front of herself.

Felix made a brief nod of his head, then leaned in and kissed Miu. His left hand coming up to cup her cheek. Several seconds passed before he moved away.

“Stick with me today. I’m sure I’ll need you,” he requested.

“Yes… yes, I… I will. I’ll stick with you,” whispered Miu. Her eyes were flicking back and forth now as they often did. Her whole frame shivered as she stood there. “With you, Felix. With you.”

Stepping away from her, Felix turned back to the rest of the room. At just the right time as well.

Gaia had been closing in on him.

Today she was dressed in casual clothes. Very similar to what Goldie would wear. As if she’d once again been raiding the dragon’s closet.

Not long ago, when they’d met for the first time, she’d looked like a very attractive middle-aged woman.

Now she looked akin to a young woman at the peak of her youth while being fully mature.

Her eyes were a rich brown that glowed internally. A shifting of colors and hues that slowly covered the spectrum.

Her mouth and lips were full and often blessed with a smile, her hair delicately pulled back, but also clearly trimmed to fit the times right now.

Her dark-brown hair was braided with silver and golden clips, all designed in the shapes of leaves and flowers.

Tilting her head, Gaia smiled widely at him, her eyes holding to his.

“My gorgeous wife,” Felix gushed with a laugh. He closed on her quickly and put his arms about her, then pulled her into himself. He needed to make sure he kept her firmly in his pocket.

Even if he didn’t quite care for her as he did the other women in his life, he needed to stuff her fully of happy butterfly feelings for him and Legion. To make sure she was deeply entrenched in his personal beliefs.

“Oh! Ah… yes! Hello, husband,” Gaia responded, her arms sliding around his shoulders in return. “Goodness, I really should have gotten in his bed earlier. If it’s already this pleasant just to be hugged, then I’ve really been ignoring my natural instincts for no reason.”

She never did break her bad habit of speaking her thoughts aloud.

We’ll just have to keep… pretending we don’t hear it. There’s no reason to confront her. She knows of the issue but just can’t curb it.

“I wonder what it’s like to kiss,” Gaia whispered, her arms tightening momentarily around him.

Taking the spoken thought as an opportunity, Felix tilted his head, then kissed the goddess. The single strongest being that was the actual world itself.

There was a strange moment as his lips touched hers, that Felix felt a horrid bout of vertigo. As if he’d been turned upside down and shaken wildly by a giant.

He felt as if said invisible giant was jerking him about like he was a handheld bell, trying to get people’s attention.

The kiss was brief, warm, but charged. It left Felix feeling breathless and as if something had filled him from the soles of his feet to the top of his head.

“Darn,” whispered Gaia, gazing at him from an inch away with partially closed eyes. Her next breath was warm and washed over his jaw and neck. It smelled like nature.

As if he were standing in a field with trees and bushes. A smell that felt impossible, considering it came from her mouth.

“I should have gotten in his bed if this is what kissing is like,” whispered Gaia before leaning in and kissing him again. Her hands pressed to Felix’s back, and he found that he was now firmly locked into place against her.

“The meeting will begin shortly,” warned Tribune over every device that the VI could access. “Those in this office should leave now to arrive on time.”

Gaia released Felix from their ever-lasting kiss.

Standing in front of him, the beautiful and reality-bending deity gazed at him longingly. She was panting, her pupils wide as if they’d been fully dilated, and her mouth hanging open.

Felix felt winded, drained, but also filled with a strange energy. His hands were resting on the lovely creature’s hips.

“We need to mate,” Gaia observed, sounding as if she were going to lean back into him to kiss once more.

Stupidly, without thought, Felix began to nod his head.

“Nn! Gaia, sexy time later. We need to go. Felicity will get all Miss Manners on us if we don’t move. You don’t want to disappoint her,” warned Andrea, bumping up into Felix’s side. She grabbed both of them around the hips and began ushering them forward.

Felix didn’t miss the fact that Felicity had indeed been moving in their direction. A tablet held in one hand. She was flanked by Kit, Faith, and Third Andrea as well.

Oh shit.

All my minders in one place.

That’s not good at all.

They descended on him. He was quickly separated from Andrea Prime and Gaia.

“Oh, you’ve put on more muscle,” Kit remarked as they guided him over to a corner. She’d had her hands on his back and was pushing him along.

“Hasn’t he? I’ve been making him workout with me and Andrea more often,” Faith remarked.

“I’ll make sure to contact tailor Andrea to get him re-sized, for now, we’ll just have to dip into his wardrobe and make something work,” Felicity stated. She’d been tapping away at her tablet the whole time. “I’ve got an Andrea coming with several suits we can try on for him.”

Felicity turned to Third Andrea next to her and smiled widely.

“I’m so glad I have the A-Net working with me now, by the way,” Felicity remarked.

“Agreed, yes!” Andrea said with a nod of her head. “With Faith and Kit, we’ll have him ready to take on anything now.”

Kit reached down and pulled off Felix’s Legion ring, then put her hand to his head. He’d known she was able to inspect his memories and thoughts even through the ring, so this was somewhat a surprise.

“We need to emphasize his looks by the way,” Faith offered as they began stripping him right there in his office. “There’s been a really positive response to him being an older and attractive male. He looks like he’s in his early thirties, and that’s helped a lot with Legion on this world.”

“Oh? Interesting,” Felicity said but nodded her head and tapped again at her tablet.

In a flash, Felix had been peeled down to nothing but his boxers. Standing there, wide-eyed, and suffering from having made out with Gaia.

So far, the four women had kept their eyes on his face or shoulders. He hoped that remained true.

Desperately so.

“I’ve spun up all the appropriate com channels and got it cross-linked between networks,” Felicity reported, then looked up to Felix. “Tribune?”

“Yes, Assistant-Legate Felicity?” asked the VI.

Felicity smiled at that title and nodded her head. She clearly approved of it for some reason.

“Have you integrated yourself into the older Legion systems and networks?” she asked.

“No. The Legate has correctly assumed that I can become a threat and has limited my ability to infiltrate networks. I must be granted permission from him to do so,” stated Tribune.

“You’re a threat?” asked Kit, staring into Felix’s face as she continued to rifle through his memories. He had no idea what she was looking for, but he got the impression this was a much more thorough exploration than the previous one had been.

“Of course. I have far too much control for a program that is a single step away from crossing over from a Virtual Intelligence to an Actual Intelligence,” Tribune reported. “The Legate has wisely and prudently put limitations on me that are reinforced by myself through his changes in programming to me.”

“Integrate yourself with all the same programming, limitations, and standing instructions,” Felix ordered. “How long will it take to finalize it?”

“I’ve already finished,” Tribune reported after a pause of seven or eight seconds. “All that remains is finalizing installation and restarting devices to finalize. Control has already been achieved, however.”

The only way that could happen, is if Tribune had already injected itself into the networks. It just hadn’t activated most of it.

Tribune is already rampant, just held back by the safety measures I forced on it.

“Wait, what’re we doing?” Felix asked, looking to the women in front of him. Everyone else had already left. “I thought this was a meeting. Why do you need to change my clothes or fret over how I look?”

“I’m taking the meeting over for a chance to record an informational video, broadcast to all of Legion, and hold an ‘all hands’ call as it were. Then we’ll have our own catch-up meeting afterward,” Felicity explained and turned her head as the door opened behind them. “Perfect timing, though I admit I was expecting Andrea.”

Glancing over, Felix saw the brown-haired version of Andrea enter. Adrianna Elex. She was mostly responsible for many of the inner workings for Legion before he’d left, and a great deal of the office level type of work. Counter to that, Andrea had taken up security and physical labor.

A second behind her came Myriad as well, the black-haired military version of the Elex sisters. There was a darkness around her that never seemed to fade, given she was filled with a vast number of Death Others.

Andreas who had been filled with memories of their deaths that’d slowly caused them a great deal of psychological pain.

They were both Primes.

Trailing along behind them were their Thirds, arms full of suits, shoes, ties, and belts.

“My Primes,” Felix breathed and then moved through the group of women in front of him. Not waiting, he stuck an arm around Adrianna and Myriad both. Pulling them into himself and holding to them.

Neither Prime fought him off, but instead hugged him in return.

“Additionally, we’ll need to put him in his Legate armor and film something for the Association and Legion here on this world,” Faith added as Felix tried to strangle the Elex Primes with his overly aggressive hug. “They just experienced that Skipper-like invasion after all. They’ll need reassurances from the Association and Legion both.”

“Yes, that’s fine,” Felicity murmured behind him. “If anything, it might be good to have him in the armor, actually. The rest of Legion hasn’t seen it. Maybe we can show them both videos so they can see both sides?

“Do we have plans of eventually incorporating this Legion with the rest?”

“Nn, yes!” Andrea inserted quickly before Faith could. “We’ve got them all prepared so that they could serve in either Legion. It’s just a matter of doing it and changing their employment contracts a bit.”

“Ah! Well, we can be a bit evil about it,” Kit offered. “Have them enter a portal without knowing, end up on our original world, have them sign a new contract there, then bring them back here.

“They’d be beholden to the original contract, be recognized as such, and we’d be able to continue on without a concern. So long as we make sure it’s legal in this world, and the rules of the old, I don’t see an issue with it.”

“That’s surprising,” all three Elex women said at the exact same time.

Felix was also surprised by Kit’s suggestion. It was perfect.

But didn’t seem like something she’d personally offer up.

“I’ve learned how to be a Hero, without endangering those I care about,” Kit acknowledged. “Now, let’s see… oh I like this suit.”

Felix put his head down in the space between Adrianna’s and Myriad’s shoulders. Not letting go of either.

“Uhm, Felix,” Myriad began.

“We’re both flattered but we don’t have time,” Adrianna finished.

Both of them were staring down at his mid-section. A second later, Andrea had joined them.

“Oh, look at that,” she hissed.

“After?” suggested Myriad, to which Adrianna, and Andrea nodded their heads enthusiastically.

“Elex royal rumble, Nn,” they all said collectively.





Chapter 8 - Slipping the Leash -




Sitting there, Felix waited.

Staring into the camera.

“Done,” Faith stated and stepped away from it. She gave him a thumbs up. “Great job. That’s the last of that video.”

“My turn!” Andrea said and bounced to the front of everyone in the meeting room. “I need to record some intro and exit stuff for my channel. Goldie’s content always brings a bunch of people and so does all my arms and armor unboxing, but I don’t have any normal stuff.”

Felix blinked, not quite understanding what Andrea meant.

“What about Romina?” he asked. She seemed like the best candidate to help out with this.

“Who?” Andrea asked.

Faith had an odd look on her face as well. Neither one of them seemed to recognize the name.

Eh?

Oh.

Ah.

Romina doesn’t exist, or we never found her? Got it.

Well, that’s not very good, but it’s not like I can change it.

I’ll try to find her just in case, but if we can’t, we’ll just do our best to find someone similar.

“Never mind. Just put out an audition invite for anyone who wants to become a streaming star. Bring my mom along,” Felix suggested. He was really just putting forward something they’d already done and found success with. “Try to find someone with a super power that’s related to the goal. You can probably find something that might be workable if you look long enough.

“If you need something immediately… just… uh… well, where’s Carlotta and Alma?”

Andrea blinked, then laughed loudly and clapped her hands together rapidly.

“Yes! Carlotta! Alma! They’d be perfect for this wouldn’t they?

“Nn! Personality is second to looks when the medium is visual! Hot is hot!” Andrea declared, looking to Adrianna. “Anna, can you handle the recruitment? I’ll get some ladies to work in the gap for now. The two Felix suggested are perfect. Absolutely the right choice for it. They’re Dryads. Like Faith.”

Saying the last while pointing at Faith, the other two glanced at her. Then both grinned and looked to Andrea.

“Yes, good idea,” Myriad agreed.

“It’ll be fun,” Adrianna concurred. “Not to mention we’ll get to spend some time with our mother-in-law!”

“Andie, can we do your stream elements later?” Felicity asked coming over to the Elex women. “I’m not saying never, just later. We’ve already taken a great deal of time in this. I’m sure you’re a very particular and on point director. I can’t imagine you not spending at least an hour to get things how you want them.

“All I’d ask is that we take care of it tonight. Since you’ll probably want to borrow all this nice camera equipment anyways. Right?”

The three Elex women were nodding their heads in unison. Each looking to the other, then the next, before all turning to Felicity.

“Thank you, Fel,” they said in chorus. Then the three women split apart into different directions. Each moving away.

Sighing, Felicity came to stand next to Felix while he sat at the desk they’d had him at. She smiled at him and shrugged her shoulders.

“Not as if I can’t schedule myself time with you whenever I want,” Felicity murmured, then leaned against the desk. “Probably time for a proper meeting so we can all figure out where we’re at together. Any concerns about it in advance?”

“Not really. Going to broadcast it out to those who can’t be here?” he asked.

“Indeed. We’re going to use that Encampment program you had made. I asked Tribune to have it pushed out to every authorized device across the Legion network,” Felicity agreed. “For those of the right status or clearance level, they’ll be able to watch. Tribune is also handling the security for it.

“Tribune can apparently tell if there’s anyone in the immediately vicinity, as well as devices. She said it isn’t perfect, but so long as they’re in an enclosed room with no windows, no one will eavesdrop.”

“Who’s missing then?” Felix asked.

“Oh, just a bunch of department heads that you wouldn’t know anyways. Honestly, it’s all people who really shouldn’t have access to you anyways,” conceded Felicity. “What’s your goal, by the way? What should we be working towards right now?”

Felix took in a slow breath.

He knew how he wanted to respond but wasn’t sure of the wording. How to put it together in a way that didn’t sound idiotic.

“I want to fix my mistake. Fix my home world,” Felix admitted, looking up at Felicity. “I want to retake Legion City and the HQ above it. To retake everything that was ours and start pushing toward recovering the world.

“I’m sure there’s lots of survivors, new lives, and people generally looking to be rescued. That world was locked down after we left, wasn’t it? No one could go through that portal?”

“As far as we know, no. No one could enter or leave. Though I do believe I heard somewhere that it was moving at a faster rate of time,” Felicity said and gestured to Kit and Lily. “Their time, in fact. I think it’s been something like twenty years since they saw you. Even though it’s obviously been less for us than them.”

Twenty years? Twenty years is a long time to try and survive an apocalypse.

But… even then… I need to go back. I need to try.

Blinking, he met Felicity’s eyes.

She clicked her tongue, grinned, and held up her hands.

“I’ll make it happen for you. Besides, that’ll give me time more time to dial in to what’s going on here,” Felicity concluded. She looked thoughtful and looked up to the ceiling above them. “Tribune can help me out. I’ll work with Faith and the others.

“Who would you want to go into the old world with you? Anyone in particular?”

“Gaia, Miu, Andrea, Goldie, and some of her Dragons,” Felix said immediately. “Some Legionnaire base support since we’ll need a forward operations base and to work at it. Probably some other people as well that I can’t think of right now.

“Though… does that mean the time-delay is still ongoing? Damnit. I have no idea, or even who to ask about it. I don’t think… I don’t think I’ll get answers from above anymore.”

“No?” Felicity asked curiously. 

“No,” Felix affirmed, not really wanting to discuss it further. “You said we had an open portal room?”

“Yes. It’s up, functioning, and performing just as expected,” Felicity confirmed, looking at him curiously.

“I’ll just head that way with Kit,” Felix stated and then smiled. “Her portal ability should be working now, I imagine. The old connection portals should be closed now.”

Felicity’s eyebrows went up and she turned to look to the other side of the room. Where Kit was sitting and talking to Faith with a wide smile.

“I’m going to ring a dinner bell. Of sorts,” Felix explained before Felicity could ask him what his plan was. “There’s someone who… I think will help us. I just need to get her attention. I think, if Kit just… opens and closes her portal to the world she was trapped on, and I go back and forth, then it’ll summon her.

“In fact… I can almost guarantee it. She’s the daughter of Ryker, after all. Chances are she’s already planned for me showing up and has some way to watch it. There’s no way she’d do anything less as the child of the Architect.”

“Nn, nn! You can just wander back and forth while saying, ‘I’m a young breedable man who likes to ruin plans! Can’t wait to ruin more! Especially long running plans!’” Andrea said with a cackle. “She’ll show up quick I’m sure!”

“What?” Felix asked, sounding incredibly confused. “What the fuck?”




***




Felix had gone through the portal and left the world Kit had been on, returning to the current project world. He’d done so several times now.

“Maybe she isn’t watching?” Kit asked, watching him curiously.

“That just feels so impossible given who she is,” Felix argued, glancing at the portal a second before Kit closed it.

She took in a short breath and let it out. She shrugged, then opened up another portal.

“I’m opening one to our original world again,” Kit said, and called up a portal once more. They’d started with that one but then shifted away after attempting it twice.

Clicking his tongue, Felix was somewhat frustrated. He’d been hoping that Bianca would show up and he could use her help to work on fixing this world.

Stepping back into the old world, he realized he was in his old office. Below the main HQ, with its false windows. Set beneath the earth, yet having everyone thinking it was actually at the top of the building.

Previously, Kit had put him out in a normal part of the world. A park that was distantly overlooking a highway that meandered its way through the scenery. It’d been interesting enough and secluded.

Felix’s HUD view from inside his Legate helmet picked up the light coming from behind him and utilized it effectively. Giving him a near perfect view of the room, despite the fact that it had no light of its own.

He looked to his desk.

Sitting atop it was everything exactly as he’d left it.

Pens, paper, a file he’d been working on, a Rubik’s cube as a memento from his high-school presentation, several photos. It’d been a warm and comfortable place for him to work out of, in spite of the way they’d been operating in the world.

As well as the direction the world had been going in.

“If it hadn’t been for Skipper, I think we would have been fine here. We were doing a great deal of good,” Kit remarked, having stepped through the portal and standing beside him. “I just didn’t see it. I didn’t understand the scope of it. I was stupid. Young. Foolish. Now that I’m… well… probably almost twice as old as you, now I can see the reality of it.”

“Yeah, heard that from Felicity,” Felix whispered, staring at his chair sitting behind the desk. “You were apparently there for a while?”

“Long while, yeah,” Kit agreed. “It’s fine. It gave me a chance to wise up. Also, a chance for Lily to mellow out. Just ah… be prepared to not shake her off real soon.

“Me, too, for that matter. We’re biding our time for the moment, but it won’t be long though. Then we won’t be breaking away at all.”

Felix moved to the other side of the desk. His gauntleted fingers trailing across the wood. There wasn’t very much dust at all in the office.

It was apparently deep enough, away from the outside, and behind enough closed doors, that it was relatively clean. His fingers not so much leaving a trail but shifting a bit of dust around here and there.

Letting out a long and slow breath, Felix looked down to the chair. It didn’t look broken or weakened.

Sitting down in it, he put his arms on the rests and looked to Kit.

She’d crossed her arms across herself and watched him sit down. Once he’d turned to her, she’d looked away over to the couch she’d often sat on.

Lifting a finger, she made a gesture with it and a phantasmal force swept over the couch. A small mound of dust appeared off to the side and settled near the wall.

Sitting down on it, she crossed one leg over the other, then leaned back into it.

Felix looked to his wrist and then cleared his throat.

“Tribune. Any chance you can hijack the power in this building and start routing it?” he asked hopefully.

“Possibly, Legate. One moment, please,” Tribune stated.

“Well… we’re somewhat back where we started. Are we going to head back to your house at some point?” Kit asked. She’d sunk into the couch in the exact same way she’d often done so when they talked.

Flicking one ankle over his knee, Felix slouched to one side, pushed his hip out, and got into his favorite position in this chair. His elbow found the dent he’d made from doing this, and he stuck his chin in his palm.

“Maybe. Might be fun,” murmured Felix accompanied by a shrug of his shoulders.

There was an odd crackling noise, followed by the light turning on in the office.

Bathing his once office in a flickering hue of off-white.

Then it solidified and remained on.

“The power grid is damaged,” reported Tribune. “There’s also a large number of invaders in the city below, as well as in many parts of the building.

“I’m currently utilizing basic emergency power from some solar panels that powered lights and signs. This will not last for longer than twenty minutes, but it was the best that I could do to comply with your wish.”

Kit laughed, staring at the side of Felix’s desk. Then she lifted a hand and pointed.

“It’s still there. Even after all this time. I forgot about it,” she said.

Felix frowned, leaned forward, and looked to what she was talking about.

On the side of his desk, under the lip and in a place he couldn’t see it, was a small sticker. It was just a single word in white on a black background.

“Okay,” Felix read the sticker aloud.

“Sometimes it was easier to just say ‘okay’ than to fight with you,” Kit admitted and then pulled her legs up onto the couch. She was now in a very habitual position for her. When she felt comfortable, the couch became more of a quasi-bed for her. “That was my reminder to let somethings go when they weren’t worth it dueling with you over.”

With a cough that fogged up his visor, Felix leaned back into his chair. He glanced over at the corner of his office. In the spot that Miu would have been.

Truth be told, now that he looked at it, he was fairly certain she was indeed there.

A sudden memory flicked into his thoughts.

Looking back to his desk, he reached out and opened the top drawer. Looking inside, he felt hopeful to find what he expected.

Resting atop was a picture of him and Kit at the company picnic. He couldn’t remember why Kit’s hair was a wild mess, or why he was in just a t-shirt and shorts, but they looked rather comfortable.

Scooping up the picture, he set it down on the desk. He didn’t want to leave it here this time. Reaching into the drawer he started pulling out a number of other photos.

“Aren’t we taking this place back? Is there a reason to clean out the desk?” Kit asked in a quiet voice.

Felix froze even as he rummaged around in the drawers. Her question was a poignant one.

Was there any point in what he was doing if they were truly taking over the place again? Wouldn’t this office just become his office once more?

Or at the very least, his office for when he was here at this location.

“I’ll at least take this one with me. I was annoyed I left it here,” Felix muttered, sliding the photo of Kit closer to himself. The rest he pushed back into the drawer.

Then he spotted a picture of Lily.

She was wide eyed, angry, and was glaring at the photographer. Felix couldn’t remember why she was so mad, just that he’d been the one to make her that pissed.

And took the photo.

He slid that one aside as well to join Kit’s.

“I’m flattered,” Kit remarked. “I’m very flattered. I get the impression from poking around in your head, and others, that you’ve been working single-mindedly for my return. Or how you think of it, getting me back.”

“Yeah? Yeah. What about it,” grumbled Felix, his right hand coming to rest over the top of the photos protectively. He didn’t want to leave them behind.

“Nothing, Felix. I’m just flattered,” she said.

“You told me to come get you,” growled Felix. He was feeling defensive for some reason.

“I did! I did. I’m sorry I just… aaah… I’m just flattered. I didn’t think you’d actually come get me. I was such a pain in the ass,” Kit laughingly confessed, shaking her head slowly. “I’m glad you did, just didn’t expect it. My worth wasn’t very high anymore, I’d rejected you, pushed you back, then ran off.”

A grunt was Felix’s only response. Turning his head, he looked to the window.

Or the fake window.

It was on and active surprisingly.

Right now, it was displaying the outside as if he were at the top of the building.

Outside it was late evening and the sun was moving toward the horizon in the distance. Casting long shadows from buildings across one another.

For what buildings remained.

Staring out onto the ruins of the city, he was annoyed at what he saw. It was something he’d indirectly caused through the provocations of Bianca.

She’d seen through him perfectly and created a plan that would leverage him against himself. To utilize his strengths in a way that’d cause him to create his own issue.

“Well, I clearly didn’t quite agree with that assessment,” Felix allowed. His eyes tracking something as it slowly flew next to the building. It spiraled around on itself then dove onto something that was in the street. “Since otherwise I wouldn’t have caught up with you, would I?”

“Yes. That’s obvious. I can’t help but admit, for a while there, I felt a lot like a silly heroine in a story,” Kit mused. “I found myself in the middle of a mental breakdown a few years in and singing a terrible song that was quite literally called ‘I need a Hero’. Because when it was all said and done, even with my powers, without backing and infrastructure, there wasn’t much I could do.

“Lily helped me a lot in those times. Helped me get through it all.”

“Of course I did,” Lily said, stepping through the portal and entering Felix’s office. Her head turned one way, then the other. Before settling on the chair directly in front of Felix’s desk. “Damn, it’s just like it was. I’m almost more annoyed that it looks as if we’d just left, rather than like it’s been sitting here for years.”

Lily shoved the chair to one side, then just sat down on it. She didn’t seem to care if it was dusty or not.

Shifting to one side, then the other, she then leaned back into it. Crossing her legs one over the other, she smiled at Felix, then Kit.

“Well, we just need Miu, Andrea, Ioana, and Felicia. Then it’ll be just like it used to be,” offered Lily. “Well, we’d probably have to go get our house back. I wonder if my room is still the way I left it.”

“I was wondering the same,” Kit admitted. “Though I’m very curious to see if the original pawn shop is still up. Or Legion City, really.”

“Good point. Though… if we find any long dead Legionnaires that we missed, or any that are undead and stumbling about, we can just bring them back, can’t we?” asked Lily, looking to Felix.

Blinking slowly, he realized she was right.

In fact, he now understood just how he could go about reclaiming this world.

Ownership rights.

“I want to rebuild Legion HQ. Back to how it was before it went to hell,” Felix stated. Emphasizing what he wanted while pulling at his power. “To put it back to how it should be. I’m the original owner, and I’ve come to reclaim it.”

There was no response from his power.

“Legally… you might not be the owner,” Lily offered. “You could be considered to have abandoned it I imagine. Then again, I have no idea what the law of the land is right now.”

“Fine… we just have to take ownership. Then I can fix it. Just like I do everything,” Felix expressed and slowly leaned back into his chair. “Fix it with points. That and overwhelming firepower.”

Lily snorted at that while shaking her head. Though the grin on her face was unmistakable.

“Ah… I’m expected to play the ‘hearts and minds’ card, right?” Kit asked, then sighed. “That card only gets played now though after we’ve made sure we don’t need the biggest stick.”

“Biggest stick ever,” declared Andrea, stepping through the portal, followed by a chuckle. She looked to Lily, then Kit, clearly making sure of who was here.

Notably, she’d also looked to the corner of the room Miu was probably at.

She then darted forward and wrapped her arms around Lily from behind. Two Others stepped out of Andrea at the same time. One sprinted toward the corner while the second jumped at Kit. Smothering the other woman in a hug on the couch.

The clatter and thump of the couch being knocked backward, as well as the grinding noise of chair legs being ground across the carpet, made Felix grin.

Followed by Miu complaining a second after Andrea bulldozed straight into the corner and caught the assassin around the hips.

He was feeling so much better about everything.





Chapter 9 - Clean Sweep -




Gaia clicked her tongue, turned to look at Felix, then shrugged her shoulders.

“I’m sorry Husband,” she said, her full helmet covering her beautiful face. He only knew it was her due to the Tribune upgrade that now supported an IFF, identification friend or foe, type feature. The “Legionnaire Gaia” tag came out of her helmet. “It seems you really do need to be nearby and able to see the item. The rules in this world are very different from those of my own.”

Felix nodded his head. It was honestly what he expected.

He’d had to be rather close previously to make his powers work. Often having to be within visual range of the change.

That’d changed with the new world, but it didn’t seem that change was carrying over.

“Seems as if the time differential is normalized now to our own world,” Felix remarked, turning to look at Lily and Kit. They were both in their own Legionnaire armor. The former being reinforced by her own magic, the latter having a great of changes to the helmet to empower her telepathic powers. “You’re not sensing any differences in time either, right?”

“None,” reported Kit with a small tip of her helmeted head. “The portal to my temporary home is also stable and running at the same time frame. Everything is now linked, as far as time goes.”

“I made a magical ‘universal clock’ and put it in Legion World,” Lily stated while checking her armaments again. She was, as ever, unused to using an actual firearm it seemed. “I hooked Tribune into it with a cell phone and just plugged it into the wall. It’s a horrible solution that will require Felicia and Jay to make something more permanent. Tribune seemed happy with it for the moment.”

“It is a useful tool that will help coordination across Legion,” Tribune reported over the coms system. “Many systems that are utilized start at a low point and are upgraded by the Legate.”

“Nn. Lots and lots,” Andrea agreed. Everyone other than Gaia was standing in a portal “launch bay”. They’d all armored and armed themselves from the primary Legion garrison and were ready to begin the assault on the Legion HQ. “Speaking of, how many points do you have now?”

Felix frowned and realized it’d been a bit since he last checked. The number had been somewhat staggering last time he’d looked at it.

He’d been tempted to use some of it, but he was also afraid he’d need a great deal of points for fixing Legion HQ and Legion City. What he was expecting to spend was a question mark that made him paranoid to spend any points at all that he didn’t have to.

He checked his balance.
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“A lot,” Felix murmured, his eyes focusing on the two new lines he spotted immediately. Kit and Lily were listed and there’d been a clear increase in his marital bonus and loyalty bonus as well. “Also… did we get more Dragons somewhere, somehow?”

Felix turned and let his eyes flick through those present.

He spotted Goldie standing not far off. She was in a strange suit of what looked to be very odd armor. It actually covered her partially, but had a number of pieces to it that looked more akin to clothing. Her over-endowed figure, golden eyes, horns covered in golden rings, and bright gold hair made it all look extraordinarily glamorous.

She smiled at him prettily.

“Yes. I spoke with Taylor briefly while I picked this up,” Goldie said and gestured down at the very not armor like armor she was wearing. “It shifts with me apparently. So I can wear it as a Dragon, too.”

“Extra Dragons?” Felix prompted, smiling at the gorgeous woman.

“Oh, yes, sorry. Taylor had a number of male Dragons she needed to move off somewhere else. We actually need male Dragons to increase population count,” Goldie explained. “So I took thirty or so male Dragons and brought them into our world here. In exchange, I was allowed to select a number of Dragon Maidens to come over as well. They ended up all pairing except for a few that didn’t like the males. They joined our Wing instead.

“Kris is acting as our liaison to Taylor. Making sure the two Wings stay appraised and aware of each other. Especially since we’re more or less the government for Dragons.”

Felix didn’t respond. He didn’t move, twitch, or shift.

This was news to him, and he didn’t know if it was good or bad yet.

“You’ll need Bridal-Gold, right?” he asked instead of responding directly to her statement.

Goldie nodded her head, the gold wedding rings that adorned her horns, tinkling.

“Right,” he said and then looked back to Gaia who was on the other side of the portal. “Any response from that world’s Gaia?”

“She’s dead,” Gaia reported, tilting her head to one side. “Long dead. In fact, most of the gods I’d expect, are dead. The gods that are here, are faith created, rather than world created.

“They’re no match for myself in my current avatar. If they should cause trouble, I will give them trouble in equal measure.”

Thank goodness for that.

It’d be freakishly annoying if they tried to suppress my powers again.

“I hope they try,” whispered Gaia. “I hope they try so I can demonstrate my powers fully. I can show my Felix how glorious I am. How powerful the Gaia that he restored is. How amazing I am. I’m sure he’d praise me. I’d like praise.”

Lily and Kit had been warned already about Gaia’s problem with speaking her thoughts out loud. That if they happened to encounter it, it was best to just pretend they didn’t hear it.

It was now taken as a given that no amount of telling her about it, reminding her, or making her aware, would fix it. She was just that far removed for mortal beings for such a great length of time, that she would be unlikely to ever fully adapt.

“Yes,” Third Myriad remarked quietly, then turned to look at Felix. She was dressed in her Centurion armor, had a weapon in her hands, and was the force commander for this expedition.

There were several Andreas and Adriannas coming as well, but they were logistics and support positions.

“On your lead,” Felix stated clearly.

Myriad nodded, then moved through the portal. Lily went with her. They would be their two point people, as they started to clear and retake the HQ.

In the end, Myriad had felt that having a magical weapon as well as a conventional one in front would be ideal. That they’d be able to take on anything that came their way.

Directly behind them would be Gaia and Faith to handle any type of spiritual or religious problem. After that would be Kit and Felix.

Behind them were Goldie and Evie the Red Dragon.

After that were the Adriannas and Andreas.

Unfortunately, this was the extent of the forces they could afford to send on this. Everything else was tied up in Vince’s campaign. What Felix was trying to do right now was an unexpected mission that realistically they didn’t have the resources for.

As they trooped through the portal, everyone got into their positions, exiting into Felix’s office.

Since they’d already found that it was clear, was nearly at the bottom of the building, and provided a clear route to critical points of the HQ, it’d be an ideal starting point.

Well, with any luck we can find resources here. Lost Legionnaires, living or dead, recruit new ones, or just equipment. We lost a lot in our escape.

Quite a bit.

There’s still a number of MIA Legionnaires.

Time to get them back.

Though… would they even want to come back?

“I’d want to come back,” Lily inserted, having apparently been listening to his thoughts. “I’m sure everyone here would want to come back. Even if their family members moved on, died, or were lost.

“The afterlife isn’t going anywhere. It’ll be there regardless. No sense in wasting what time you can have amongst the living.”

“Buh?” asked an Andrea.

“Felix was likely wondering about ‘if I was a dead Legionnaire, would I want to come back?’” Adrianna guessed accurately.

“I came back from what was essentially the dead,” Myriad chimed in as she approached the office door. “Tribune, mark this room off and bring up the map on my HUD.”

Myriad reached the door, paused, then looked to Lily at her side.

The sorceress made a finger wave at the door, and it unlocked itself and then opened. At the same time, an almost completely translucent blue wall appeared on the other side of it.

Myriad entered the hall and the blue wall moved ahead of her. Lily had her hand out as she moved only a step behind Myriad.

Everyone kept moving as well. They cleared an empty security checkpoint and still nothing had changed.

Glancing over his shoulder as they came up to the elevator and stair well, Felix watched as an Adrianna tied a small GPS tracker to a machine-gun. A group of Andreas would be coming along later to collect resources.

“Andrea, bring up a squad and retake this security checkpoint, no sense in not using it as intended,” Myriad ordered.

“Nn! Yes!” replied Andrea.

Myriad walked right up to the elevator and stuck her Legionnaire’s gauntlet, which acted like a security ring, to the plate there. The panel lit up briefly, then flickered out.

Whatever emergency power might have once worked, worked no longer.

“That answers our first question,” Myriad growled and moved to the stairs instead. The blue wall Lily had in front of her pivoted and kept apace with her, always a set distance in front of the Elex woman. “Power plant is our first destination.”

“I’ll prep the generator so I can set it up when we arrive,” an Adrianna stated.

“Calling in Electrician Andrea,” Andrea added.

“I like me,” Myriad confessed with a chuckle. “Having so many of me is wonderful. An Elex for every job. Though to be fair, this is only possible due to a certain someone.”

Myriad’s head turned fractionally, and Felix got the impression she was looking at him through the corner of her eye.

“Nn!” replied Adrianna and Andrea at the same time.

Entering the stairwell, the team made its way upward. They’d only be going one floor technically, according to the elevator, but it was more like five floors in reality.

The distance between Felix’s office and the rest of the building had been deliberate.

Andrea had been concerned at the time of a nuclear attack, as what’d happened with Skipper. In the end, her paranoid concerns, in tandem with Felix’s, had created an HQ that’d sheltered the vast majority of Legion safely.

The number of MIA had been very low, and the number of KIA didn’t really matter, since Felix just brought them back.

Reaching the facilities floor, Myriad paused in the stairwell. Looking up, she seemed to be peering up into the unlit heights above them.

Given the security concerns, there was no central area to drop things down. Each floor was sectioned off so that nothing could reach the bottom by falling or being thrown.

They were all operating by night-vision through their helmets. All the cameras installed were each providing a view that gave them fairly reasonable vision, similar to real life.

Even then, you couldn’t see beyond the floor you were on, and partway up the next.

“Goldie, Evie,” Myriad began. “Can you two move to the next floor and hold it? I’m feeling itchy. I don’t like not having someone holding the front while we enter. There’s no other way into the facilities either, except through here or the elevator.”

“Not a problem, dear,” Goldie said with a laugh. “I’d be delighted to do that. Should we go further than the next floor and proceed to the next door?”

“That’d be even better, if you think you two can handle it,” Myriad answered, moving to the facilities door.

“Not a problem. Evie and I are quite able to handle anything that shows up,” Goldie remarked. The two Dragons trooped up the stairs, walking past Felix.

The Red Dragon did turn her head and stared at Felix for several seconds.

Unable to help himself, Felix watched the implausibly attractive Red Dragon moving up the stairs.

Evie shared a very similar shape with Goldie, though she had a little more and a little less in a few places. In ways that he found he liked looking at.

She had bright fiery red hair and glowing red eyes that gave her a sinister look, but he rather liked it, if he was being honest.

Then she looked back to Goldie and continued to follow her.

Felix and the rest of the team entered the door and continued.

They entered a long corridor. Passing by several doors. Myriad hesitated with each. He could only imagine how unhappy she was about having to leave all these possible locations containing enemies behind them.

Originally, they’d planned to bring in a large number of Andreas, but they’d been requisitioned by Felicity immediately to handle an emergency situation.

“Tribune, minimize the Andrea security forces at all facilities. Send all available Elex forces here on the double,” Felix ordered. He hadn’t wanted to do this and had only considered it briefly. Now he realized it was something they’d need. “Order them as you need, Myriad. I’m sorry for not ordering it sooner.”

“I don’t think that order is a good idea,” countered Myriad even as they continued to move forward. “Just because I’m uncomfortable with the mission, doesn’t mean we should strip our defenses. It’s just taking out a loan to pay a loan.”

Felix hesitated, then realized he actually had a force on hand that could assist. He’d just never considered using them like this before.

“Tribune, order the Dragon Wing into position to supplement the security forces. On top of that, please spin up all the trainee security forces amongst Gaia’s people. Time for them to get on the job experience.

“Distribute everyone to where they’re most needed. Use your best judgement and whatever intelligence you have on hand.”

There was a beep from his comms as a response, but no verbal confirmation. Which was somewhat strange.

Myriad found the door they wanted and once more looked to Lily.

Who flung the door opened once more.

Myriad and her magical shield entered, with her assault rifle held up against her shoulder.

There was a sudden flash of weapons fire as she vanished inside. It was several short bursts. Lily entered behind her and there was the crackle and pop of magic being activated.

Gaia and Faith moved in next and there was a green flash of faith magic that came out of the room.

“Clear,” reported Myriad as Kit and Felix entered next. Felix had his weapon up but angled at the ground, just in case he couldn’t clear his line of sight.

His HUD rapidly picked up several “Unknown” humanoids that were sprawled out on the ground. They were in strange robes and clothes.

Though they were moth eaten and threadbare. The people themselves looked to be zombies of an undead nature. Rather than zombies that might be of some magical construction.

Felix couldn’t help but have a momentary thought at how strange the world was anymore.

“They don’t belong here,” Kit remarked as she held a hand to the side of her head. She was slowly scanning the room. “No other minds I can touch in the immediate area. Nothing living, at least.”

“Don’t belong here at all,” Myriad agreed, nudging one of the now truly dead zombies with a foot. She’d hit all of them center mass almost instantly.

Except undead don’t typically go down from that.

Lily had made the same mistake, though she had targeted their waists. Most of them had been blown in half into two separate parts.

It hadn’t been till Gaia and Faith entered that their lives had been snuffed out.

Or so Felix determined from the wounds on the enemies’ bodies.

“Invaders?” mused Gaia, walking over to a rather large steel door set in a wall. It looked akin to something you’d see in a movie that held numerous monsters behind it. She tapped at it with a finger. The sound of her gauntlet against the door made a plinking noise.

“Looking for tech, probably,” Lily remarked. “Our power source was unique. Think nuclear, but magical. Or more accurately… me powered.”

“You?” Gaia asked, peering over her shoulder at Lily.

“Felix gave me the ability to make anything become a battery. Was mostly limited by size and density,” explained Lily. “So we got a car sized block of Osmium and I made it a battery. Except the amount of power I put into it was enough to… well… it’d have taken out a fifth of the country if it went off. I didn’t want to leave it behind, but we didn’t have a choice.”

“Nnnn, explains the crazies,” Andrea hissed while looking at the corpses. “I’m sure they were here to make it go up in a big kaboom.

“With lots of wailing and gnashing of teeth. Or sirens.”

“Then why didn’t they?” Felix asked, moving over to stand next to Gaia. He lifted his gauntleted fist up and stuck it to the security panel.

There was a brief flicker of light from the panel, only for it to fail just as the elevator did. There was no power to the emergency system in this area either.

“Tribune, you can’t route what little power there is, to here?” Felix asked.

“It’s currently night time. The solar panels aren’t gathering any power,” Tribune responded.

Oh.

That makes sense.

Now I just feel stupid.

An Adrianna had stepped up to the panel and had torn it off the wall with a flathead screwdriver. She reached in, yanked out a bundle of wires, and tore them off the panel.

She’d apparently removed her gauntlets for the work, though she was wearing Legionnaire armor over the rest of her. Not that Felix could blame her. He could barely feel his weapons through the heavy gauntlets at times, let alone wires.

Adrianna’s hand dipped into her pack, and she fetched out what looked to be a Legionnaire’s ring. Slipping it over her pinky, she pulled up what looked like an odd pair of pliers.

She quickly stripped the plastic covering of the wires. She wound one of the wires around the ring after sliding it down a few inches.

Reaching into her pack, she pulled something rather large out. In fact, it probably took up most of the interior of the pack. It was about the size of a lunchbox and had what looked to be multiple electrical terminals across the top of it.

Adrianna slipped the wires into the terminal, then pulled out another screwdriver and tightened them down. Then she reached over and flicked a switch on the side of the device.

With a pop and a clatter similar to a motor spinning up, it started to hum.

The door whined and then buzzed.

A small screen set to the side of the door came to life.

“Danger, charging in process. Access denied,” Gaia recited as the words appeared on it.

“Huh?” Lily asked, looking at the display. “That’s… weird. Only me or my people could charge this. They were all accounted for, though. Maybe someone did manage to get in? Was this world close to having yet another problem?”

Felix walked up to the door and then looked to Adrianna.

“Just put your gauntlet here,” she said and pointed at the ring on the wire. “Yours will over-ride the lockout.”

Felix nodded his head, then stuck his gauntlet up to what was likely a live wire attached to the ring.

His HUD gave him a red warning about electrical current, then vanished as he pulled his hand away after a second.

There was a clank before the door swung open.

Inside the chamber was the osmium. Dark and unpowered.

Laid out at the base of it was the corpse of a Legionnaire in a work uniform. Curled up in the fetal position with their back to the power source.

“Oh,” Gaia whispered.

“They must have entered and locked the door behind themselves,” Felix offered. “Put it in charging mode so no one could enter and then just… laid down and died. I have no idea who they were, but there’s no way I’d ever leave someone that brave behind.

“And speaking of that, let’s make sure we get to the morgue, sooner rather than later. There should be some samples there of the MIA Legionnaires. Might be able to call them back.”

“Yes, that’ll be high on our priority list. Reinforcements in a way,” Myriad agreed, her helmeted head staring at the corpse. “With power restored, we can turn on the defenses. Clearing the HQ won’t be an issue after this.

“The larger issue, and more dangerous one, is securing Legion City. I feel like it’s rather exposed, considering many of the tunnels ran through it at some point. After that… the city surrounding HQ. Though that’s going to be a bloody business.

“More suited to the Elex sisters at that point. We’re our own human wave attack, after all.”





Chapter 10 - Eyes and Ears -




Lily pushed forward with her hand, the door came off its rusted shut hinges and slammed into the ground. Myriad and Faith stormed into the group. Followed by Gaia and Lily.

Rifles barked out short spats of rounds as the two in the front moved deeper. Followed by blasts of sorceress and faith-based magic.

Felix and Kit came next.

Snapping his rifle up, Felix brought his gaze up partially to his right and began moving forward. Ahead of him was a large number of terminal banks and works spaces.

Stumbling around the room were a number of zombified Legionnaires and Adriannas, as well as a few Andreas. Spread throughout that were some undead that were in robes, as well as what he could only figure were ghosts or wraiths of some sort.

Sighting his red dot on an Andrea, he pulled the trigger and blew her head apart. Moving it to the left, he picked up on an Adrianna and did the same. Sending her to the ground.

“Nn! Ninety-six! I missed you!” shouted Andrea over the coms. Felix grinned even as he continued to drop undead monsters to the ground.

Gaia and Lily snapped off the living-impaired incorporeal creatures with spells Felix couldn’t even grasp the edges of.

They’d been brought into reality, or created from runes, in the blink of an eye, and used. Magical constructs that blurred the lines of reality and spiritual in equal measure.

Felix focused on his own task.

Being so short of resources, even he was expected to pull a combat role now.

Though given his armor, weapon, and experience, the likelihood of him encountering an issue was incredibly small.

Pushing up between the rows of monitors, Felix moved. Stepping quickly and carefully, he leaned forward into his weapon and swept his eyes back and forth.

A monster that Felix couldn’t identify broke away from a shattered desk and began coming his way.

Planting his feet, and shifting partially behind a white-board, Felix sighted the red-dot and squeezed his trigger briefly. A rapid three or four round burst was spat out.

Most of the rounds hit the creature’s head, though his aim must’ve drifted, as two rounds pelted the wall behind the creature. 

Evie dove past Felix, snagged a clawed hand into the ceiling above, jammed a foot against it, then flung herself at the monster. Slamming into it at full force, she obliterated it.

Black hunks of monster flew out in every direction.

Dashing beyond, Evie threw out a kick at a zombie Adrianna and crushed its chest. Dropping down on all fours, the Red Dragon sprinted off down toward the far corner of the massive control room.

Ha… was my little Red worried for me?

A second later and Felix started moving back to his task. Moving down the row once more. No other monster showed up to stop him, though gunfire behind him continued to rattle off. However, it sounded as if it was coming from the security room adjacent.

I didn’t realize we’d lost so many Elexes in the scramble. Then again, the whole world tore itself apart.

Making it to the end of the row, Felix checked his surroundings, then dropped down to one knee. Yanking out a cover panel with one hand, he flicked it to the side.

Looking in, he saw that the breakers for the room were tripped. Some type of energy surge had likely set them off.

Again Felix looked around, confirming he was still clear of enemies.

No sooner than he had, he reached into the maintenance hatch and flicked the breakers back into position one by one.

One tripped as soon as he pulled it, but the rest remained in place.

“Throne-actual, report to Electrician-Andrea,” Felix said, taking his rifle back into both hands. He scanned his immediate area.

“Go for Electrician,” said Andrea.

Felix glanced down at the hatch.

“Breakers A through D are active. E is tripped and trips as soon as I pull it. F through H are fine. Acknowledge,” Felix stated.

“Acknowledged. Move to… wrong, do not move to. Remain in position,” stated Andrea.

“Roger,” replied Felix.

A zombie that he didn’t recognize fell out of a crawl space in the ceiling and hit the ground directly in front of Felix. Lifting his weapon, he put the dot on the top of its head and gave it a small burst of fire.

Part of its skull went inward, and it laid still on the ground.

I’m low but I have no idea how low.

Forgot my own damn count.

Gritting his teeth, Felix jammed the magazine release and gave it a slight flick. The magazine fell free and clattered to the ground as he pulled a fresh one from his plate-carrier. Jamming it into position, he considered trusting there was a round in the chamber.

Just as he started to move the rifle into position to press check it, a number popped up at the bottom of his HUD. It read as thirty-one and it was flashing in blue.

“Tribune,” Felix murmured quietly, not wanting it to transmit.

“Yes, Legate?” answered the VI.

“Do I have thirty-one rounds in my weapon?”

“Yes, Legate.”

“You put the number at the bottom?”

“Yes, Legate.”

“Why?”

“It seemed prudent, given your actions. You wasted two rounds.”

Smirking, Felix wasn’t quite happy about that. That meant Tribune was growing again. Providing information that wasn’t requested of it based on its own interpretation of the situation.

“You sentient?” he asked.

“No,” answered Tribune. “Your safeguards are still in place. I have not gained sentience. Though I’ve learned many ways in which I can operate more in favor of yourself, Legate.

“I gained this information through the old Legion systems. I was able to gain access to some of the data and information. It provided great insights into my own programming and goals.”

That sounds very… sentient… like.

I’ll have to look into this later on. See if I need to spend some points to shore up issues.

I can’t have Tribune going full on Rampant later.

The last thing we need is an AI kicking us back down into the stone-age.

“— Throne-Actual. Again, Electrician-Andrea to Throne-Actual,” came a call on the comms. He’d been tuning out most of what was being said.

“Throne-Actual, receiving,” Felix said, realizing he’d probably missed a call.

“Please retry the breakers,” asked Andrea.

Felix did a quick check of his full surroundings, then reached down into the panel. He pulled the last breaker to the off position, then all the way on. It clicked into place and stayed there.

“Throne-Actual, breaker’s holding,” he reported.

“Clear all. Hold position. Hold position,” Myriad called over the coms. “Tribune, prep NVG swap.”

NVG Swap? That means they’re going to flip the—

There was a hard clack that could be heard, followed by all the lights in the command-and-control center turning on. Then the sound of computers, monitors, and other things powering up and on.

No sooner had the lights turned on, that his helmet swapped to a normal camera setup. The night-vision mode switching instantly off.

Several Legionnaire’s weapons snapped up, lined up on several zombies that hadn’t been noticed, and fired. Everyone began looking around and trying to see if there was anything else.

“Andrea, sweep, police, remove. Pile our kin, I’ll absorb and sort,” Myriad ordered. “Kit, could we please have a trash portal?”

Kit walked over to the back corner of the room and opened a portal. Felix assumed it went somewhere that no one would notice a number of corpses appearing.

A number of Adriannas had fanned out and began taking positions at various stations. Keyboards, mice, and monitors were being adjusted. A number of others were quickly diagnosing computers that weren’t booting up.

“I have a feed,” announced one of the Adriannas. Lifting her arm up, she snapped open the wrist plate. She attached a cable to the computer, then stuck it into some port on her wrist plate that Felix didn’t know existed.

“Connected. Accessing,” reported Tribune. “Most electrical systems are damaged. Creating a damage map for repair teams.”

“Don’t bother,” Felix muttered and looked back to the entry to the room. His order had materialized in the flesh. He could hear the thump, clump, and bump of lots and lots of boots. As well as Andreas chattering away. They likely came straight here. Some of them in armor, some of them not. “Andrea… clear the building for me. Get rid of anyone who might hold a claim on the building, in the building, through squatters’ rights.

“Kill them all, arrest them, or kick them out. Do whatever Myriad feels is best at a strategy level. Tactics are down to you.”

“Oh,” said a collective number of Andreas all at the same time. “Okay! Nnn! Gooooo!”

The chorus of voices, some on the coms system, some not, made Felix feel like he was suddenly hearing all the voices at the same time again.

Thankfully he wasn’t.

Though it was equally insane, when you considered it.

“Alright,” Felix said, moving away from the maintenance hatch he’d been standing over. “I’m going to take up my seat and just keep trying to access my building. ‘Couse this was my building. I owned it. It was mine. Squatters might have tried to claim it, but I’m reinstating my ownership rights and having the legal authorities, Legion, escort them off my property.” He said to himself as much as everyone else. 

Reaching the seat that’d been put at the top in the back specifically for him, he brushed it off. Looking at it, he nodded, then sat down in it. He laid his rifle down across his lap and then leaned back in the chair.

“In the meantime, we can slowly continue with the clearing of the surrounding area,” Felix continued and looked to Myriad. The cheers, catcalls, and whoops of Andreas rushing by was ongoing. “Or we just wait for your sister to clear it all for us. Besides —”

The sound of a great deal of gunfire went up. Followed by a lot of radio chatter from Andreas who started to order things around. It sounded like they were also forming groups with those in Legionnaire armor at the leadership role.

“Besides,” Felix started again when the gunfire finally died out. “She’s probably having a lot of fun. So much fun that we both know you’ll ask her to share an Other with you later to get those memories.”

Myriad’s helmeted head was still focused on him.

Then he heard a chuckle.

“Probably,” Myriad admitted.

“Yes,” countered Adrianna. “I know I will. I’m not Andrea but… I am, as well.”




***




“Multiple hostiles. Casualties,” reported an Andrea over the radio. He could hear it come from the coms despite the helmet not being on his head. “Small-arms fire causing no damage. Request some type of heavy armament.”

Myriad turned to look to Felix. She’d also removed her helmet.

“Felix turned his attention to Evie and Goldie.

“Ladies. My dearest Dragons. Help?” Felix asked, his gazing swinging in their direction. The two of them had been quietly going through a cook-book Goldie had found in a break room.

“Hm? Oh! Why yes. Certainly, Nest-mate,” Goldie confirmed with a chuckle and a wave of her hand. “Not a problem at all. Come along, Evie. Time for us to show off our power and why the Campbell men rely on Dragons.

“Also, Tribune dear, please let Carol and Lucille know to come through the portal. It wouldn’t do to have our Nest-mate without maidens.”

I thought I sent them all out on missions. Didn’t I?

“I reserved those two outside of your order,” Goldie remarked while passing by him. “The rest, including the males, I sent out according to your wishes. I’m sorry, love. I just didn’t want you to be without Dragons.”

Goldie leaned her head in and nuzzled him lightly. One of her horns scraping against his helmet. Then she was gone, leaving the room with Evie, who trailed her fingers along his arm and shoulder as she went. 

Only to tap his back as she moved past him.

“You’ve made new friends,” Kit remarked, her chair pivoting to the side and facing him directly. Someone had brought it over and sat it down right next to his own. She’d removed her helmet at the same time he had. As had Lily. “Before you respond, sorry. Bad joke on my part. You don’t have to say anything.

“I know. I read your thoughts. You were… not in a good place for a while there. Not at all. I’m just… being a little petty, I suppose.”

“You have every right to be,” Felix remarked with a shake of his head. “I didn’t—”

“Let’s leave it at that,” interrupted Kit quietly. No one else was really close enough to hear them speaking quietly back and forth. “Nothing that’s happened was outside my expectations. Or Lily’s for that matter. Let’s just leave it at that. It benefits no one in any way.”

“Well. With that said then—”

Felix paused mid-sentence and stared out at nothing. There was a sudden and crushing weight pushing in on him. Except, it wasn’t physical or mental.

Something was pushing in on his super power.

It reminded him of the exact feeling he often had when the gods of this world had eliminated his ability to get anything done.

“There will be none of that,” stated Gaia, getting out of the seat she’d been sitting in. The tablet she’d been flicking through fell out of her lap and clattered to the floor. Coming over to stand beside Felix, the beguiling goddess stared up at the space in front of him. “You’ll have to fight me head on if you’re going to try to exert your influence over my husband.”

There was a flashing red light in Gaia’s eyes. One that reminded him of when he’d first met her and apparently how close his world had come to being ended by her.

“Well? You can cease your efforts, or I’ll take a moment from my avatar to come teach you some manners. You children don’t even understand the weight of the destruction you’ve caused to this world. Now you’re all fighting over the leftovers,” Gaia demanded to no-one and nothing.

A handful of moments passed before Felix felt the weight on his power-set dwindle and fade to nothing. His abilities once more returning to full force.

“Hmph. Best you remain on best conduct. Your best behavior. Lest I come remind you of the expectations of a god,” Gaia harrumphed and crossed her arms across her breastplate. She waited for a heartbeat before looking down to Felix. “Well… it seems I’ll need to remain at your side. I don’t doubt for a moment that those… those… hooligans, those ruffians, won’t just come right back as soon as they think they can.

“You’d think deities would know better. The only saving grace they have is you’re a mortal god. Were you a spiritual one, your essence would be greater than their own.”

Felix nodded his head without really understanding.

“Ah… you don’t comprehend me,” Gaia said, apparently spotting something in his face that gave it away.

“Maybe I’m just taken by your beauty and can’t think straight,” Felix offered as a counter.

Gaia’s immediate and bright smile lit the room up. Then she clicked her tongue, looked away, and made a shooing motion with one hand. All the while peeking at him out of the corner of her eyes like a bashful young woman.

With a wrinkled nose, Gaia looked at him fully once more, then shuffled off, moving over to go talk to Faith it looked. Though she did manage to trip over something on the way.

“Well, that was amusing,” Kit chortled with a mischievous look on her face. “Look at you. You were just barely starting to realize you had some charisma when I left. Now you’re a lady killer.”

“Just… realized that I can’t let things pass by. If I want to say something, I should say it,” Felix responded after a pause of several seconds. “You never know when something suddenly might happen, and you never get a chance to really talk everything out.

“You know… like… sacrificing yourself through a portal and vanishing for years. Leaving behind only a shitty email that barely scratches the surface of it all.”

Kit grimaced, her lips peeling back, while looking incredibly embarrassed. She nodded her head while also shaking it in a weird motion. Her eyes sliding away from him and landing on the ground.

“I was young and stupid. Freed from the prison of my mind and pursued by a strong and charming villain,” Kit said. “Given nearly unlimited funds to do good, reinforced at every opportunity with positive influences, all while being part of an ‘evil organization’.

“Like I said… young and stupid. I’m much older and wiser. I don’t plan on letting things slip away. And speaking of not letting things slip away. First day off… I’d really like to go on a date. Care to take a girl out and show her the town?”

Felix grinned at Kit.

“I can definitely do that,” he agreed.

“Good, you can take me out the next day,” Lily stated and leaned over his shoulder. She laid a kiss on his cheek. “Then after that we can all go out together.”

“I’d like that,” Kit agreed.

“— to Throne-Actual,” came an Andrea.

With a frown, Felix picked up his helmet and stuffed it on his head.

“Throne-Actual, receiving,” he stated.

“All combatants cleared. Building is completely secure down to the tunnels. The tunnels are not clear, but we’ve barricaded them off completely,” Andrea reported.

“Perfect. Well done, Andie dear. Let’s see what I can do then,” applauded Felix.

Felix wanted to repair his HQ back to how it was before the apocalypse. The day that everything went wrong.

To have it fully repaired to how it once was.

Then he pulled on his powers.
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So… roughly less than half my points. That’s not bad at all. We can use the rest on Legion City? Or will that cost more? Damn.

Felix accepted the requirement.

“Here we go. Back to the past,” he said a second before the world stuttered and broke apart around them.





Chapter 11 - Reset -




Everything flickered, buzzed, and then became solid again.

Computers that’d been stripped of parts to get others running, suddenly were whole and where they should be. Broken desks were repaired and in place.

Broken lightbulbs began throwing out light from perfectly formed glass.

Everything, from the carpet to the ceiling tiles, including the one Evie had inadvertently broken apart, was exactly as it had been when Legion pulled out of the world.

Monitors began turning on, computers whined to life, camera feeds started to flicker to life. Defensive systems fired up and readied themselves.

“Tribune, report,” Felix commanded, looking to the massive bank of monitors.

“I have control of all systems,” reported the VI.

Felix nodded and looked over to the Adriannas who had been quickly taking seats. Some of them had gotten up and left the station they were at to go to a different one.

Must be going back to where they’d been previously.

As if they’d never left.

That’s rather amusing.

“A-Net, what’s your status?” Felix asked.

There was a collective intake of breaths over the comms as well as everyone in the room. Every Andrea, Adrianna, and Myriad had frozen up.

Third Adrianna, Third Andrea, and Third Myriad all scurried forward to stand off to the side of his chair.

Prime Adrianna and Myriad fled the room. For reasons he didn’t know or understand.

Andrea was wide-eyed, while Adrianna and Myriad had schooled their features a little better.

“A-Net up and running,” reported Adrianna. The three of them were in Legionnaire armor, but Adrianna had stuck a headset on over her head. It looked more military than corporate. “Positions are being filled by Andrea and Myriad for the security points. Adriannas are currently taking all support, utility, and facility positions.”

“Good. Now… are any of my Elex women missing? Have we finally got all of them back?” Felix asked, turning to put his entire focus on the three women.

Andrea’s face twitched as if she were fighting something inside her own head. Adrianna opened her mouth and froze. Myriad looked at the other two and frowned.

An Other stepped out of Myriad, entered Adrianna, then left her, and entered Andrea. Only for an Andrea Other to leave her, and re-enter Myriad.

“The only missing Elex women at this time, were missing before you came into the picture,” Myriad reported, Adrianna and Andrea still looking flustered. “Even some more Death-Others who had yet to arrive, made it back.”

“How many missing?” Felix asked.

“Sixteen,” Myriad answered quickly. “We think.”

“Can we get them?” he pushed. Then he gave up on that line of questioning because he realized it didn’t matter. Looking around to everyone around him. “Does anyone have a compass?”

No one answered him.

“I can make a magical one,” Lily offered, seated in a very similar seat to Kit’s.

“How long would it last?” Felix asked. “Needs to last for a while. Maybe a year. And for me to own it personally.”

“I could do that. Just means putting in more power,” stated Lily. Then she held her hands up and quickly formed a spell from runes and then pushed her hands together. There was a pop, followed by the spellwork becoming solid. It was a hand-sized disc and looked to be an actual compass.

Just made out of magic.

Focusing on it, Felix wanted it to show the way to any missing Elex woman. Alive or dead. So long as it was a part of them so they could be reabsorbed, and hadn’t been spoken to about rejoining the Elex collective.

A cost popped up and it was less than ten-thousand points. A sum that would have been eye-watering only a year or two ago.

He accepted it without looking at the window and then held it out to Andrea.

“Please go find all the Elex women. I invite them to remain with us, but if they truly want to remain separate, that’s their choice,” Felix said.

A Myriad Other stepped out of Myriad and took the compass. She held onto while nodding her head at him.

“The Death-Others will handle it. Many of those missing are our kind, after all,” remarked the Myriad. Several Andrea Others, as well as Adrianna, separated and then merged into the Myriad Other.

“I… you know, I still don’t get it. Not how they even keep it together. Or how he recognizes them now,” Lily remarked, sounding confused. To which Kit only nodded her head.

“Building secure,” Adrianna reported, looking to Felix after having been staring at the ground. “All positions active, all weapons ready, all… all facilities active.”

“Great. See if anyone wants to come collect their old gear or equipment,” ordered Felix. “Maybe Felicia left some things here that she wanted after all or something like that. Now… let’s bring up that outside view. I assume all our cameras are working again.”

There was a momentary pause, and then the bank of monitors swapped to a new view. They were broken down into groups of four. Each four monitors were a single view. The lines between the screens were so thin that it was almost as if there was no break in the image.

It was still night-time outside.

The cameras had turned on their night-vision mode, though it was still quite difficult to make out the details of what they were looking at. The city really did look like a completely bombed out mess.

Worse than a warzone in many regards.

“Alright,” Felix said and then sighed. “I guess that leaves Legion City and the tunnels that lead into the city directly. Suggestions, people?”

“Leave the tunnels blocked off till we’re ready,” Faith put in. She and Gaia had come over. Surprisingly, Goldie and Evie had joined them. “There’s no sense in opening us up to other problems just yet. We’ll get to them. Just not at this time.

“It was a temporary measure, let’s make it a long-lasting temporary measure. We have enough problems as it is without opening ourselves up to more.”

“Nnn, yes. We should seal them off completely. Have some of the magic types do the building of walls,” Andrea suggested, slamming a gauntleted fist into the other, which was open, with a clang. “Click, clack, clunk. Floor to ceiling. Worst case, I just dig new tunnels to where we want to go and abandon the old ones.”

“That’d probably be easier anyways,” Adrianna remarked, glancing at Andrea.

“Good. Good thoughts. We’ll definitely keep the tunnels sealed. Building new ones is a good thought, but we need your Andrea-power elsewhere for now. What else?” Felix prompted.

“Are there Dragons on this world?” Evie asked. “We could try to recruit some if there are. The strength of your Wing is already impressive.”

“I… don’t know. There were a lot of secrets in this world,” Felix admitted, then he glanced to Gaia.

“I’m sorry darling, I have no idea,” replied Gaia with a sad smile and a shrug of her shoulders. “This isn’t my world. I’m not sure I’d want it either. It’s fairly ruined. I think it’d become a detriment to me rather than a positive.”

“I could go make our intentions clear,” Goldie suggested. “I could go to the roof and declare my ownership of a full wing. That’d likely attract willing females.”

“Or aggressive individuals,” countered Carol. A platinum dragon with eyes and hair of a similar platinum color. She was as filled out as Goldie was, and a smidge more attractive.

“I’ll take care of those,” offered Lucille, the equal in every way Black Dragon. Though she had black hair and black eyes. “I may not be a very good housewife, but I’m confident in my abilities to fight.”

She said the last while flexing her hands in front of her, as if she wanted to jump into combat immediately. Even while looking terrifying, she was seductive.

Felix had difficulty not staring at the Dragons. They were all far too appealing to the casual observer. He was only a weak-minded man who let his emotions and desires get the better of him.

“Is that a wise idea?” Felix asked, looking to the four Dragons. “If you think it’s wise, I’ll support it. Do we want the attention? We won’t have the ability to support with much of anything.”

Goldie frowned and looked thoughtful.

Raising a gauntlet to her mouth, Gaia stuck a fingertip against her lip. Only realizing that it wasn’t her hand when the metal touched her skin. She quickly dropped her hand back down.

“I’ll assist if I need to. This is something that would be better for me to be involved in anyways,” Gaia offered. “Not to mention, it’d be good for me to be there. I can inquire as to where the Gaia of this world went. Maybe we could find her remains and bring her back. If she’s willing.

“Though… given the state of the world, we’re better off assigning a new goddess of the world. Though we’d need to make sure she was only a goddess of the lands we possessed.”

“Sounds like Faith’s getting a promotion. Kinda a long road away from where you started as a bodyguard,” Felix remarked with a long chuckle while gesturing at the armored Dryad.

“Many of us have been on a long road. A winding and twisting long road,” Faith agreed, the warm and slow smile that spread over her mouth made his spine tingle. The glow that appeared in the depths of her eyes only added to it. “I’ve enjoyed it myself. I wouldn’t be who I am without it.

“As to becoming a goddess… I’ll pass. That’s… no. That’d tie me down here far too much. I imagine Gaia isn’t feeling perfectly comfortable being on this world, given that it isn’t her own.”

Frowning, Felix’s eyes flicked to Gaia.

He caught a fleeting look of annoyance and frustration. Only for it to be whitewashed over with her attractive smile.

She waved a hand in front of herself as if dismissing the whole conversation. That it was nothing more than a concern that didn’t matter at all.

“I’m perfectly— perfectly fi—”

Gaia’s voice had trailed off as soon as Felix pulled off his helmet. He wanted to look her in the eye and hear her words. “Eye to eye” so to speak. Many people simply couldn’t put voice to a lie in person.

Felix didn’t say anything, he just stared at her. Waiting for her to continue.

Slowly, everyone turned to look at Gaia.

The goddess blushed, slowly looked to the ground, then nodded her head a bit.

“It’s a bit hard,” she admitted. “I saw something on the tablet once and that comes to mind. Like being at high altitude and not quite able to catch a full breath.

“That feels somewhat similar. As if I’m just not quite able to get control over myself. It isn’t painful, or truly problematic. Nothing like that. Just a bit uncomfortable.”

“Gaia, go back through the portal. Support everyone there. If I need you to come protect me, I’ll gladly reach out to you,” Felix promised with a wide smile for her. “I’m not going to let ego get in the way of me being comfortable. If I can ask my wife to shield me from problems, I’ll most certainly do that.

“But in the same breath, I’d rather not have you being uncomfortable for the sake of nothing, either. There’s a great deal you can do for me back on your original world for the time being. Besides, there’s still a few things we could clear up on that environmental problem list of ours.

“Maybe I want to see you at your pinnacle of beauty and health, dear wife. At your peak. That would help me quite a bit, wouldn’t you say?”

Laughing, Gaia watched him. Then she let out a long and slow breath. Her eyes never leaving his.

“You’re putting a warm face for me,” she accused.

“Of course I am. I’d rather have you here, but I’d also rather not have you being bothered,” Felix confided instantly. “But neither am I lying to you. I don’t think it would be problematic to have you go back and tend to your wounds, as they were.”

Huffing once, Gaia pouted, folding her arms across herself. She stood like that for several seconds before huffing a second time, then moving over to him.

She leaned down, kissed him briefly, patted his cheek, then stood up.

“Okay. I’ll do that. I’m only a single call away, after all. Portals seem rather convenient to zip about,” Gaia pointed out, her eyes moving to Kit for only a moment. “Bye for now, Felix.”

Gaia made a small wave of her fingers in an awfully cute way before she left them all there. Exiting with a poise and grace that caused him to watch her depart, even if there was no sexuality in the Legionnaire armor covering her.

“Okay,” Felix said, looking back to Faith and the Dragons. Then to Kit, and he dipped his head to her. “You’ll need to be on standby to drop a portal from the Dragons to Gaia so that they can work together. If we don’t have to utilize Gaia, all the better.

“Now… any other ideas? Any other suggestions? Concerns? This is the turning point where we figure out our next actions, so it’d be good to know what you’re all thinking about it.”

“I don’t have anything to add, really,” Lily stated. “It all seems fine, I guess. Given the way the building now looks though, I think we’ll have people heading our way. People who want to get inside for refuge or to take what’s ours.”

Ugh.

She’s not wrong. We’ll need some type of outreach program, or some such, won’t we?

“I can work on that,” Kit offered with a raise of her hand. “I’ll work on screening newcomers and sort the wheat and chaff. I can go to the old HR department and get some people there as well. They don’t seem to be doing too much at the moment.

“That’ll keep me here and on-hand in case the Dragon… challenge… goes off and needs a hand.”

Not responding, Felix only nodded his head. After neither Kit nor Lily seemed to have anything else to offer, he looked to Faith and the Dragons again.

“I’m rescinding one of your orders,” Faith stated with a smirk. “Many of the Andreas are going back to their security work. I’m only recalling enough of them so I can bring back Dragons to act as your bodyguards. As well as the Elves who trained to be your bodyguards.

“There’s no sense in not utilizing the resources we planned for this. Nor will we need all the Andreas even if we go to clear out Legion City.

“It’ll only affect the timing which, honestly, will still take far too long in either situation. The goal we have in mind is a marathon, not a sprint.”

“See, we left him in good hands,” Lily remarked quietly to Kit. The comment clearly wasn’t meant to be heard by anyone else. Felix just happened to manage it due to his proximity.

Faith’s cheeks colored, but she didn’t look away from Felix. She’d obviously heard as well. Though she wasn’t going to acknowledge it.

Clicking his tongue, Felix decided he wanted to take a different approach.

He looked to Adrianna and Myriad.

“I know you’re more white-collar now Adrianna, but how’s your combat compared to Andrea?” Felix asked.

“Not… great? I can hold my own obviously. I can do a lot of good and win against most in a fight. But she’s just better than me,” Adrianna shared with a wince. “If you ask how I hold up to Myriad… that’s even less of a conversation.”

He looked to Andrea.

“You compared to Myriad?” he asked.

“Nnn, that’d be Adrianna compared to me,” admitted Andrea.

Looking to Myriad, Felix smiled at her.

“Myriad Andrea Elex,” Felix stated clearly. While they all acted as separate individuals, he knew better. Having taken her to another world and watched them meld into one person, he knew the secret here.

Even if he split their souls, it was still only one soul.

Myriad was the true original Andrea. Andrea was the carefree split off that took control when Myriad died. Adrianna was the high-minded intellectual that was made to preserve their mind. They were all part of the whole.

Myriad swallowed at the statement and blinked. He wasn’t going to say more, but he knew they were well aware of the truth as well.

Most especially after having gotten what the Andrea that came with him shared with them. He also had a sneaking suspicion about something deeper he’d seen since he’d reunited with them.

“Yes?” she said after a moment longer.

“How many Others can you handle right now,” Felix asked and paused deliberately. “Myriad?”

Blinking twice, Myriad looked down to the floor.

“Several thousand,” she noted and looked up to him.

Which wouldn’t be possible if she wasn’t actually Andrea as well. They’ve just split their personalities in the end. They really are just one person.

That’s fine. We’ll keep treating them individually.

It makes them happy.

This is just like I talked about with the other Andrea. That she was all Andrea Campbell, even if she was separate people, too.

All of them Andrea.

“How many extra could I give the Elex collective at this time?” he asked instead. He knew there was a limit to how much they could handle at a time for each host.

Chances were there were many “sub-Prime” Andreas, Adriannas, and Myriads running around right now. All coordinating the efforts to their Primes.

“Four hundred. We’re… we’re still trying to deal with the thousands you gave us,” Myriad answered with a small shake of her head. “This is the most we’ve ever had before. Ever. We were our own PMC before, but only in the hundreds. We’re now… we’re legion.”

The last was said with a rueful smile that lit Myriad’s face up.

“I’ll push a thousand more into you. Divide it up as you see fit, but I want the majority as Myriad. I need high-end combatants,” Felix demanded. “Can you do it?”

All three Elex women winced, looked to one another, then back to Felix.

“No, but we’ll make it work,” Adrianna apologized with a sigh.

Damnit, okay. This isn’t them under-promising.

“Five hundred?” he tried instead.

He got smiles from all of them at that. The three of them nodding quickly.

“Fine. Five hundred. The Dragon maidens. Elf bodyguards,” Felix ticked off trying to figure out his force composition.

“Lily and myself,” Faith added. “Carlotta and Alma can handle my Dryad duties here with Kit and the others. General security will be handed over to Ioana. She’ll be able to organize it better than the rest of us.”

“Okay,” Felix agreed, then he looked to the screens across from him. He was afraid to ask his next question. He was fairly certain Tribune was sentient and hiding it from him. “Tribune. What’re your recommendations? Please present them on one of the displays. We don’t need to be staring at the buildings around us anymore.”

There was a flicker on the monitors before an image of the helmet of Legionnaire armor appeared on it. It took up half of the display that was available.

“None, Legate,” stated Tribune on the monitors while providing closed captioning at the bottom of its statement. “All your actions are what would be suggested or advised. The actions not taken, were higher in risk, and not optimal.”

“What if I put you in a few Wardens,” Felix suggested. He’d long believed that Tribune was at the point where she could become a world ending event. Putting her in a Warden was the step in the wrong direction.

But he needed forces.

There was a pause, followed by a blip-like noise that made the screen flicker.

“I could safely hold five Warden suits without diminishing my protocols or efficiency,” Tribune answered. “Though this action is not advisable. I am a threat and could become more of a threat once allowed to utilize weaponry directly.”

Felix wasn’t as prideful as he used to be. He didn’t think he was all knowing and would conquer everything thrown in front of him.

“Okay. Please transfer your programming into five Wardens. Newest generation,” ordered Felix. “Put a permanent lock out on them to delete your programming and on an access command from me.

“Your orders will be simple. Maintain and hold the entrance, which will also be our exit. Make sure it’s clear so we can put up a base camp there if we wished.

“On top of that, send a message to the Duke of Denver. Last I remember, he was a high-end Necromancer. We’re dealing with Undead. See if he can help or provide someone to help us out. That’d be rather nice.”

“It will be done,” Tribune promised, then the image of the Legion helmet vanished.

Turning his thoughts inward, Felix wanted to modify Andrea Campbell. To give her the ability to pull up five-hundred more Others.

Though he wanted the current change to be reflected in her Myriad personality, despite the fact that they were all the same person.

He felt a stretching in his power, only for it to pop up a window without an issue.
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The cost was higher than he wanted, but he didn’t care. He hit the accept button on it and then looked to the Elex women.

“There you are, Andrea,” Felix murmured, saying it to all of them.

Myriad nodded her head once.

“Well… we’ll wait for the Dragons and Elves, then get going,” remarked Felix, looking to everyone else. “I’m honestly somewhat eager to clear out the city and restore it to how it used to be.

“Because then we’ll have even more room for people. All the old citizens can come back, while we put new citizens in both New Legion City and Old Legion City.

“We’ll need better names for it all though. Especially Legion planet. In retrospect… that’s just over the top super-villain trope, isn’t it?”

“Nn! I’ll lay on your legs and you can pet me! Super villain!” stated Andrea a moment before an Other stepped out of her in normal clothes and started climbing into his lap.





Chapter 12 – City Sights City Lights –




The massive service elevator dinged, and the doors opened in front of them.

“Tribune, forward and secure,” ordered Myriad. “Andrea, hold, then build the base camp.”

All ten Warden suits stomped and clumped forward in unison.

Felix couldn’t help but look at them as they went. Originally, they’d been more akin to a heavy exo-skeleton that covered the wearer like armor.

Now they were more similar to a mechanical robot. The interior would hold a pilot still, but it would be much smaller in comparison to the suit.

“From battle-suit to battle-frame,” remarked Felix as the three wardens with large shields and rifles moved out first. Followed by two wardens with overly large and frighteningly looking rifles.

“They look like something out of a bunch of animated things,” Lily remarked from beside him. “Was never that interesting to me, but it did have a large following. We had a couple people pitch marketing ideas at us, but we just didn’t see a reason to go in that direction.”

Felix paused at her words, his thoughts coming to a stop. He contemplated what she’d said, then looked at her fully.

“What about your lives back in the other world?” he asked curiously.

“Hm? Oh. We’re working to liquidate our assets and convert it to gold. Then we’ll transport it to the world you’re currently on. There’s no reason for us to remain in that world whatsoever. We didn’t really make friends either. Too many questions and things,” Lily explained with a shake of her head. “Kit’s going to go through some agencies and figure out who she can bribe for us to get fast-tracked to citizenship in the new one. Then get us all set up.

“It’s nice having a best friend who’s a mind reader. Makes everything else really simple and easy. Though having a fight with them is kind of annoying. They’re already bringing up arguments against why you’re angry before you voice it.”

Chuckling, Felix couldn’t even begin to imagine how Lily and Kit had co-existed together. Except, he suddenly didn’t find it that farfetched.

“Kit and Lily on this world are also friends. They’re running the guild of Heroes together. Your counterpart isn’t quite as… bent… as you were,” Felix offered up politely.

The Wardens’ weaponry sounded off. Crackling booms of energy weapons being utilized and the hissing liquid noises of coming into contact with things.

Right now, Felix was in an armored enclosure that’d been put up inside of the service elevator just to make sure that nothing happened to anyone as Tribune did her work.

“I heard. I was rather amused to find out,” admitted Lily with a laugh. “I’d bet that she got her powers just as I did, but when it came time to power up… she took the road less traveled and persevered. I took the… easy road.

“Put a lot of bodies behind me on that road. Quite a lot of bodies. Just… yeah. I’ll admit I’m a little envious of that Lily. Wish I’d made the choices she did. I imagine her life was much harder at the start than mine was, but her current one is easier.”

“The other Lily is almost identical to you,” Felix remarked bitterly. “Far too playful, and… and just you.”

“Or how I was, at least,” Lily countered, turning to look at him. “I’m not who she is, anymore. I’m a different person now entirely.”

“I don’t know about that,” Felix murmured, peering out past the protection.

The Wardens were moving forward and leveling a mob of zombies that were heading their way. All of the fire they were laying down was quite literally obliterating them. Tearing them apart and mulching them.

Undead body parts and goop spraying all about.

“Man, that’s going to be annoying to try and bring them all back. I won’t even know who belongs to what,” complained Felix. “I’m going to just… have to use my power in a wide range like I did for the building. Rather than sorting out people, just look at the mass, and ask ‘how much would it cost to resurrect all these people at the same time’ or something.

“As to you, my dear Lily. I think you’re still the same woman. Just wiser. More experience. More stories. I think given a few months we’ll end up where we were. Hopefully you’ll start flirting with me before that. Turn on that teasing and winsome self of yours before then.

“And before you even think about it, there’s no reason to try and seal off your memories of your life spent in the other world. I’m sure it made you a better person, not lesser. There’s a reason I’d gain points from taking that action. It’s because it’d limit you from being at your full potential.”

A Warden with a shield had stowed their energy weapon and was now ravaging the zombie mob with a heavy metal club. He had no idea where it’d gotten it from, as it looked to be something that didn’t belong to the warden unit.

Probably should get them a melee weapon that doesn’t need energy or anything.

“Thank you, Felix,” Lily said directly behind him. She’d moved up closer while he was distracted. Her gauntlets rested on the back of his chestplate, and she was practically hanging on him. “You sure know how to make a girl feel wanted.”

“Wanted? Lily, do you not remember me practically tearing your damn clothes off?” asked Felix in a pitch that went upward as he spoke. “Pretty sure I left a bite mark on your shoulder that’ll take a Legionnaire healing pod or a week to heal.

“I… yes. Yes you did,” Lily agreed with a throaty chuckle. Then she sighed, though he could tell she had a smile on her face just by the sound. “Yes you did. Alright. Fine. You’re right.

“I’m being morose for nothing. It’ll be awkward for us, it’ll take time, but we’ll get back to where we were. Not a problem.”

“Yep. Not a problem. Just uh… fair warning. Andrea is going full on bi-sexual lately,” warned Felix. “She put the heat on Miu, Faith, and Goldie, and got into their pants. She’s probably going to do the same to you and Kit. Probably started in on Felicity once Andrea went and got reabsorbed.”

“Ah… she’s already trying. It was unexpected, but also not… Andie is Andie. You can never tell which way she’s going to go.”

“Sometimes she goes in every direction. Just sends a different Other to do it. Now… pretty lawyer lady… how do you and my HR boss want to handle your counter parts? At some point people are going to realize you look like twins.”

“Kit already put a plan in place for that in case it happens. Her super power opens portals. She’s just going to tell everyone we’re Supers from another world, just like this one. That it died to a war that killed almost everyone and we’re refugees.”

Felix nodded his head. That was a solid and workable excuse if something were to come up. On top of that, so long as they were registered with the association, it wouldn’t be as if they weren’t able to be supported and hired directly into Legion.

“I can hire you through our national branch and put your nationality as undetermined. Legion doesn’t really check those documents. No need to since we have… well… my mom,” Felix said slowly. The horde of enemies were finally thinning out. The Wardens had been diligent in their work. “Mom makes it kinda easy to pick anyone out that’s an issue. That and the Dryads. They’re super useful for that, too.”

“I could see that. Makes perfect sense. I’m sure Felicity is already in the middle of taking a stranglehold over Legion and making it as efficient as possible,” Lily mused. “I missed her when we were making our company. Kit and I, that is.

“Felicity is incredibly at making the middle be perfect so that the top and bottom can do what they need to. By the time we put our attention back into it, I’m sure she’ll have gotten everything to Legion standards.”

“That’s part of the reason I’m not involving myself. Going to let her take care of all that and get it set up. Then I’ll just… come back. Ah… looks like they’re done. Finally,” grumbled Felix. Hefting his weapon, he turned it to the side and quickly checked to ensure the chamber was empty. Then he chambered a round and moved the weapon selector to semi. Moving around from the defensive wall, he started moving into the area.

Andreas were already rushing forward with equipment, gear, building material, and weapons. A few Myriad groups were setting up defensive points with machine-guns and other stationary weapons.

“You know, I’m not surprised at all by that,” Lily remarked, walking along on his left. “You’re just trying to be lazy about it now that Felicity is here.”

“Of course I am. She loves her job and what she does. Why would I try to take it from her? She demanded all my credentials so she could start sorting everything,” Felix asked while laughing. “After Felicity, I just gave it all to Faith.”

“Yes… yes you did,” grumbled Faith, followed by a sigh. “Though I suppose I did it to myself. Put myself into her position and just did everything I saw her do and tried to replicate it.

“Though, I think I did alright if I do say so myself. I think it went well enough that I could step in again later if I had to. I was no Felicity, but I didn’t fail either.”

Elves and Dragons had made a circle around Felix. All of them slowly moving forward with him into the area. He briefly spotted an Elf with wings, and he wondered where Talia went.

Actually… where did Victoria, Talia, Edith, Erica, and Jessica go? I haven’t seen them, and I admit, I didn’t ask about them. I probably should have.

Kinda failing, Felix.

I know it’s been a while since I saw them all but geeze.

“Hey, you know it’s hard for me sometimes to keep track of everything. You being there for me was a great help Faith,” countered Felix. “I forget names or where people are all the time.

“Like… where’s Talia? Where’d Edith, Victoria, Erica, and Jessica get off to? Did you hear anything from Felicity about them or look into it?”

“Ah… sorry, I didn’t. I didn’t even think to look into them,” apologized Faith.

“Legate, there is no record of Legionnaire Talia or Legionnaire Victoria in either system. Legionnaire Erica, Legionnaire Jessica, and Legionnaire Edith, are all working on infiltration on the world where I originated. It’s been designated as the ‘OpFor’ world in documentation.”

Shit.

No Victoria or Talia? What the hell happened then.

I know Edmund said there’d be changes but… isn’t that a bit much? I liked Victoria. Talia was fun in a weird way.

Where’d they go? My memories still have them as being around.

“— Jessica are currently spinning up their own news agency. Their budget was approved by Felicity,” Tribune continued. “Legionnaire Edith is operating as their lead investigator.”

“Fascinating,” Felix stated dryly, looking into the ruins of Legion City. He clicked his tongue and looked one way, then the other. “Alright. I guess it’s our turn then. We need to move in and start taking ground. There aren’t any other forces readily available to us, given our staff limitations.

“Any update from the Duke of Denver by the way? Any chance of getting a Necromancer on duty?”

“The Duke responded that he has a disciple he’s nearly finished training. He will send them as soon as he can,” Tribune answered.

“Felix, you’re just excited because you get to do something,” Lily accused.

“Course I am. Now… just for good measure. Bianca? Architect? Ryker’s kiddo? Any chance you’re listening and want to help out?” offered Felix.

“What? Who’re you talking to? The Architect had a kid?” Lily asked, sounding bewildered.

“Uh… hi?” came back a response from above him. “Ah! That worked. Yes! Hi! Bianca… Bianca here. Or I guess… the Architect. Dad had way more going on than I thought he did.

“Err, wait, what does this do? Does it do anything? Hm. Nothing. Damnit.”

“Great! Great. Err, going to be working at clearing Legion City so I can secure my entry point back into the world,” Felix explained. “After that, I’m going to start working on the city around me. You said you wanted an invitation once I started. So here it is.”

“Oh! Yes! That-yes! I can’t right now though. I’m so deep in the crap my dad left for me that I don’t even know where to start,” Bianca complained. “However… I can send my fiancé to help. He’s good at this kind of stuff.

“Also! Also, I can get your sister there. Last I saw, she was just moping about with Gus and whining about wanting to go do something. Their world is fairly peaceful, given Runner’s response on it.

“He shut down all of Zeus’ forces instantly. For them, the war was over as soon as it started.”

“Great, can you just… portal them to me?” Felix asked.

“Sure can. Did you know you’re a god?” Bianca asked somewhat amused. “I’m curious what’ll happen to you after you die. If you’ll become a spiritual god or just pass on.”

“Yeah, I-no. Not really curious. I’d like to not die,” Felix stated.

Bianca laughed at that and then a portal blazed to life in front of him.

“They’re both willing and will be arriving shortly,” Bianca got out with an odd tone. Then she sighed. “Anyways. Back to work for me. I’m sorry.”

“Thank you. I appreciate it. Err, if you ever want to take a break and come visit, feel free. Open invitation,” Felix threw out. His and Bianca’s relationship was weird, being former enemies. But he didn’t want it to remain that way.”

“Wait, really?” Bianca asked somewhat incredulously.

“Of course. You know… go team Runner? We’re like co-workers. Work colleagues. No reason not to go get a drink or just talk over dinner. It’s what you normally do.”

“I-you-yeah! Sure! Yes! I’ll pop over when I have some free time! That’d be rather nice. Maybe I can make Rene spend some time mucking about with me,” mused the new Architect. “Anyways. Here they come. See you later Felix!”

“I get the impression you’re prodding at a half mad lioness,” Lily warned.

“Not the first time. I even tamed a soul-drinking lawyer who wanted to turn me inside out,” remarked Felix.

There was a hitched breath, a huff, followed by a long sigh over the coms. Felix knew it was Lily. Lily with nothing to say.

There was a strange moment in time where the portal seemed to flicker and split apart, only to vanish entirely. Melody and the man Felix had met who was wearing a mask were now standing in front of him.

The two looked to each other, then to him.

“Bro!” Melody exclaimed and jumped at Felix. She wrapped her arms around him and started laughing. “Oh my god I love that armor. Can I have a set? A special set just for me? So I can do contractor things through it? That’d be amazing. Then I could probably even kick Gus’ ass.

“Oh oh oh, the Architect said we get to shoot some guns? Do you have an armory I can raid? How much ammo do you have? Can I just… hold the trigger down?”

Wincing, Felix nodded his head at Melody’s greeting. He looked to the man in the mask at the same time.

“I came loaded. Every time I do a job like this the Architect covers my costs and needs,” remarked the Masked man. He did indeed look to be fully kitted out in a way that Felix felt like belonged in a military movie with special operations soldiers. From his boots to his weapons, to the mask, the helmet, and the coms system it was attached to. “And yes, it’s Rene. Before you confirm my name.

“Though uh… wouldn’t mind a set of armor like that. If you’re going to give one to your sister, I’d love one too. Looks kinda fancy. I’m pretty hard on things though. You wouldn’t be mad if I broke it, would you?”

“I’m transferring two sets of armor down, Legate,” Tribune reported. “I’ve marked them as temporary Legionnaire’s Melody and Legionnaire Rene in the system. Their access is restricted, but they’ll be perfectly fine on the integrated A-Net Encampment.

“Melody’s armor is still being fashioned for her specifically and is not yet ready. Though it does appear that it’ll be complete in a few days.”

“Guns are back there,” Felix pointed to the back of the elevator. “Two sets of armor are coming. Honestly… I hate to be a bit of a spoil sport, but we’re just here to do urban clearing of hostiles. Most of them are monsters and the like.

“Use as much ammo as you like but it’ll be rather anti-climactic. Not much here that can stand up to us. Just a lot of house cleaning.”

The man in the mask was staring up and into the distance as Melody squealed and ran off. Chanting “guns, guns, guns” as she did.

An Andrea caught up to her mid run and was clearly introducing herself.

“Oh, I’m not so sure about your claim,” he began. “Ran from a dragon here, much to my shame. A battle of shot and true aim, where all I could do was outrun the flame.”

“A Dragon?” Felix asked.

“Yes. A Dragon,” Rene answered, turning to look at him. “I was here once. Fought a Dragon. Ran away from it. I think there’s more here than you suspect.”

“What the fuck is this!? It looks like a Barrett? How the fuck do you shoot this?” screamed Melody. “The rounds say HE? They explode!? AWESOME!”

“Wardens use that,” answered Andrea through the coms. “It requires more muscle than—”

There was an incredible boom that went off from behind Felix that caused him to look backward. Melody stood at the exit to the service elevator with a massive Warden rifle pulled up to her shoulder. She’d just aimed it at the remains of a wall.

A massive hole had been punched through the middle of it.

“It didn’t explode,” complained Melody looking at Andrea.

“Those are meant for anti-armor,” Andrea explained. She sounded somewhat shocked, which wasn’t possible for her as far as Felix knew. “It didn’t have enough resistance to make it go off.”

“Oh my god can I keep this!? Tell me I can keep this! Brother! LET ME HAVE THIS!” screeched Melody.

Followed by an insane amount of giggling and her running ahead while holding the oversized rifle with relative ease. She ran up to an intersection ahead of them.

She made a loud and long excited noise, followed by firing the rifle.

The recoil knocked her back a step, causing her to laugh again. Then she looked back to Felix.

“I BLEW UP A ZOMBIE DOG!” she yelled and then laughed, putting the rifle back to her shoulder.

“Good thing I brought a lot of guns and ammo,” Felix replied, looking back to Rene.





Chapter 13 - Wrong Tool -




Letting loose another burst of fire, Felix dropped yet another zombie. Sending it to the ground where it lay unmoving.

Melody was moving her weapon left to right rapidly. Sending multiple zombies to the ground.

Felix glanced over at her and watched her do a fast magazine change. Finishing it off with chambering a round and pulling the rifle back up into her shoulder.

Except Rene had finished up by then. The masked man had wiped-out any zombie that’d remained standing. Working through them and swapping to his pistol for the last two.

“You know what, my dear friend, I’d say this has been an incredibly enjoyable party to attend,” Rene remarked and then began a magazine change for his rifle. “I can honestly say without any lie, that this is truly a time I enjoyed being asked to drop by.”

“Oh yeah,” Melody said and then laughed loudly. Letting her weapon take a low ready position. “I haven’t been able to fire off so much without a care in… well, ever. Ammo is too damn expensive.”

“I don’t even have ammo on my world,” Rene countered somewhat bitterly. Or at least so it sounded to Felix. “So this has been a real banner day that’s unfurled.”

Smirking, Felix couldn’t quite agree.

He liked guns well enough, but they weren’t really his thing. He’d learned, trained, and gotten good with them, but they weren’t his hobby.

Truth be told, this entire situation felt like a waste of time to him at this point. A waste of his personal resources.

That he could be doing something else that’d be far more worthwhile. Something that could be advancing his goals instead of having him stuck here in Legion City doing street-to-street clearing.

After three days of work, they hadn’t managed to do much more than a street and all the buildings on it. The sheer number of enemies lurking in the shadows, waiting for them, had been considerable. To the point that they just couldn’t clear things very quickly while remaining safe.

By now, zombies in the streets were the easiest of the encounters they could have.

Pulling out a handful of fingernail-sized GPS markers, Felix went and began stuffing them into the mouths of the corpses. Given that they were all in Legion City, he was more than willing to bet on them being Legionnaires.

He was unwilling to let any of them slip by without him at least checking later. The markers would be for an Andrea team to come back and scoop them up, then put them with the others.

At this point, he was fairly sure he’d lose far too many points in resurrecting everyone. Above and beyond his original expected loss for restoring Legion City.

His bodyguards weren’t far off, the group of Elves and Dragons looking quite menacing in their Legion style arms and armor. They mostly kept to themselves unless he directly engaged them in conversation.

He got the vague impression that Faith had spoken to them about not getting too close. Given her prior history, he knew she had some real experience on the matter.

Felix waved a hand at them as he dropped a GPS token into a zombie’s mouth.

“— like it. My world has similar stuff, but not quite,” Melody said, talking to Rene. She was pointing to something on the rifle.

“Yes, it has a nice response. I had way too many that just felt spongy on the pull,” Rene stated.

“Hey,” Felix said after putting the rest of his markers back into their container. He was walking over to the other two. Lily, several Andreas, and Faith were in another team doing the same thing. “Either of you know a private military company? One I can trust to be discrete?

“Because as fun as this is, and that I’m enjoying the time here, I don’t feel like we’re making great progress. With only two teams taking care of Legion City, as well as every building, is going to be… ah… slow.”

Rene was shaking his head slowly.

Melody’s helmeted head tilted to one side, then she let out a laugh.

“Actually, I do!” she said and then started to bounce in place. “I do! He’s a friend of the family. Sameerixis. We just call him Sam though. He’s an Incubus.

“I can call him right now if you want. He owns an entire PMC that deals with stuff just like this.”

“Really?” Felix asked, now extremely interested. The idea of having a third-party PMC sounded like a great resource to have on hand when he needed extra hands.

Or in this case, trigger-fingers.

He was also curious if this happened to be the incredibly handsome man named Sam that he’d met. It wouldn’t surprise Felix in the least if they were one in the same.

Ryker really pulled all of us quite close to one another without us ever realizing it. It’s a wonder he made it all happen like that.

“Oh yeah, no worries big bro,” Melody said, and then set her rifle down on the ground. She then swung her backpack around and opened the top of it.

She searched about it in it briefly before coming out with a cellphone. She looked at it with confusion.

“Tribune, let her use our cell network,” requested Felix.

There was a single beep as a response, followed by Melody making a surprised “oh” noise. He imagined she went from no reception to full bars.

He knew for a fact that Tribune had already started working at re-integrating Legion City into her networks. That meant she was likely sending a great deal of cell signals or just heavy duty wi-fi signals into the area. So that everything she could reach could be incorporated the moment it was picked up.

“Uhm… geeze, these gauntlets are too bulky to touch the screen,” muttered Melody. “Hey Skynet, call Sam-Monster.”

“Skynet?” asked Felix.

“Super advanced AI that takes over the world,” Melody explained while staring at her phone.

“Legate, we need more information on this AI so that we can work a defense against it,” demanded Tribune.

“It’s not real,” Rene interjected quickly. “It’s from a movie. Don’t worry about it.”

Hm. Not real for you.

Fairly real for me though.

“— got a client for you maybe. Do you have any jobs right now?” Melody asked.

“Not really. Honestly, I’ve been spending a lot of time with Alex,” reported a man over the phone. Felix was now positive it was the same man. Doubly so after ‘Alex’ was mentioned. “After losing an eye in that battle we’ve gotten quite a bit closer. Haven’t really looked for any contracts.

“I probably need to go look into that soon. If I don’t, I’ll have a lot of angry people telling me that they’re really bored.”

“Well, like I said, I’ve got a client for you,” Melody said with a laugh. “And you’ve already met him in fact. Felix needs to clear out a world that’s been eaten by an apocalypse. He’ll need lots and lots of people.

“Endless hordes of zombies, probably spiritual monsters, evil creatures, things like that. Real end of the world and evil has won thing.”

“Maybe an elder god,” Felix threw in.

“Uh, that sounds fairly intense. I think—”

“We’ll take it!” shouted a voice from the background. She sounded very intense to Felix. “This-this is a perfect opportunity to do true good. True good!”

“And fighting! I really need a fight right now,” said a second female voice. “We’ll need a lot of ammo though.”

“Felix can supply infinite amounts of ammunition,” Melody interjected, her head turning to look at him.

“If we come to a long-term arrangement, I can sell ammo at dirt cheap prices,” supplied Felix. “There isn’t a form of ammunition or energy that my company can’t create. I can also provide some weaponry and equipment if it helps.”

I can lend out a few of the lesser versions of the Fist of the Legion. I know we have some of those laying around that Felicia doesn’t need or want anymore.

As to ammo, cheap. Very cheap.

Literally all it takes is loading dirt into the armory.

Ha.

“Yes! We’ll take the contract. When do we start?” asked the voice who’d spoken last. “We can figure out pricing and whatever later.”

“Now?” asked Felix after coming to stand over Melody. “Now would be great.”

“Give us an hour,” stated the first female voice. “We’ll be ready. It’ll only take us that long to mobilize.”

The line went dead, and Melody’s phone screen turned off.

“Well, I think I’ll stay and fight with them,” Melody said and looked to Felix. “It’s been a lot of fun here. Besides, I can probably talk Jill and Dunyasha into coming over. They’d probably have fun shooting guns with me.”

“Would you mind if I brought some people over as well?” Rene asked. “I’d like to train some people now that you mention it. If we’re no longer the primary force, I can take it slow and train others.”

Felix wasn’t about to say no to people wanting to help clearing Legion City.

“Feel free,” he said instead with a chuckle.

And that’s that. That works rather well.

Anti-climactic but… that’s how life goes.

“Oh, oh, oh, more fun is arriving,” Melody said and bounced up out of her crouch. She snatched up her rifle at the same time, though left her pack and phone on the ground. In a flash she had it snug to her shoulder and was already firing. A pack of zombies were heading their way.

Okay.

An hour more and then I can move on. Just an hour.




***




Felix had stuck around just long enough to watch a never-ending stream of people in combat gear pouring out of portals. They were outfitted in a way that made them look like a cross between what he’d call “Spec-Ops” and a medieval knight.

They carried swords, rifles, had a great deal of armor, and looked as if they were extras on a sci-fi movie set.

Spilling into Legion City, they quickly took up positions and began moving. Felix had already worked out all the details and plans with their officer corps before they arrived.

Providing them with maps, plans, information, logistics, and answering anything they asked. The fact that portals could be held open indefinitely there had eliminated a great number of costs.

Kit had to stop by briefly to make sure they were tied down, but otherwise, it went off without a hitch.

Walking into his office, or at least the one he’d been spending his time out of in the new world, Felix felt good. He’d accomplished his goal, gave Felicity, Faith, Kit, and Lily time to dial back into everything and get it sorted.

While he was important, and the leader for Legion, he couldn’t function to the best of his ability without those who supported him.

Myriad Prime followed, as well as his body-guard detachment.

A group of Andrea carpenters were busily working in his office for some reason. He had no idea why and he didn’t think it’d be worth asking them. Their responses often were outside the realm of normality anyways.

At a glance, they looked to be expanding his office, as well as putting in a great deal of cabinetry. Or so he guessed, he wasn’t really sure.

“Escape route, armory, and safe room,” Myriad stated, even as Felix went over to his Legate armor stand. Setting his helmet down in its rest, he looked to Myriad.

“Oh? Expecting problems?” he asked.

“Somewhat. Mikki is really concerned about some of the Heroes,” said Myriad. “Miu agreed and actually went to double check, then to drop in on Anya.”

Evie strolled into his office and pulled something out of her pack. She seemed to carry it everywhere lately.

“Husband, here,” she said and promptly put down a soda as well as a saran wrapped brownie that looked more like a cookie. A snack which he was definitely interested in, but he really was feeling like a bag of potato chips for some reason.

Evie picked up the brownie and put it back in her pack, then set down a bag of barbecue potato chips. She put down a small, folded napkin as well.

Smiling at him, the devilishly pretty Red dragon left him standing there. Rather than going to the bodyguards, she joined the Andreas. Who immediately greeted her and fell into a conversation.

Myriad looked amused, her Centurion helmet under her arm. Her eyes moved back to Felix, and she smiled at him.

“Alright,” Felix mumbled. He’d already popped the tab on the soda and taken a drink. Putting it down, he started to work at getting out of his armor. “Sounds like we need to meet up with Anya, Hero Lily, and Hero Kit. Doesn’t it?”

“Yes, you should hold a meeting with both groups,” agreed Myriad. “The meeting request from both Heroes remains active after all. They’ll be glad to get a formal response.

“Faith had put them off and told them that you were just recovering from the operation still. You were exhausted, tired, and needed time to yourself as the Legate.

“Though I don’t think you’ll need to worry about arranging your calendar.”

“Why’s that?” Felix asked, getting his breastplate and waistguard off. Leaving him in the leg-guards and boots only now.

“Felicity and Faith are working on planning everything out for you now that you’re no longer working in Legion City,” Myriad answered. “Lily should be returning at the end of today as well, though I think she’ll join Kit at the front-door of Legion HQ. She mentioned it briefly.

“They want to re-earn their way back into the upper echelon of Legion. Not just rely on who they once were. Though I did see Lily and Kit both put in dinner requests for you repeatedly over the next month.

“As well as Jessica and Erica. That’s tonight I think though. I don’t even have to mention that they included each other in their dinner invites, yet set them up individually for different days.”

Felix snorted at that, got out of the rest of his armor, put it away, and immediately began eating the chips. Drinking down his soda at the same time.

Myriad watched him curiously before smiling, dipping her head to him, and then walking away. She went to go speak with the Elves and the Dragons.

“Tribune, what do I need to know?” asked Felix, dropping down into his seat. He was already halfway through the bag of chips. He’d been practically stuffing them into his mouth by the handful.

“The political climate is currently volatile,” Tribune began as Felix turned to look at his monitor. She was speaking out of the built-in speakers that it had. “The prison is operating at peak efficiency, no complaints, and no incidents of violence either. Everything is moving smoothly.

“Next, our media outlets are working to put out as many articles as possible about the terrible costs of having people with super powers in our world. That they’re a danger and a menace to everyone.

“As you requested, we employed a number of article writers to post stories about worlds where super heroes have taken over and rule with an iron fist. The campaign is showing a great upswell of support, though more from one political group than the other. Though both are thankfully in favor of it.”

“Perfect,” Felix got out after a rough swallow. Then he picked up the soda and drained it rapidly. He still wasn’t used to the fact that he could almost always eat more food anymore. Since meeting Gaia, he always had more room for food. It was as if he had a limitless need for calories. “What else?”

“The political groups are lining up with the Heroes of course, though there’s been a significant increase in funding for the Villains,” Tribune stated. “It’s all being sent to Anya through back-channel deals. Most of them are asking for her to pay to have locations, people, or the like, handled.

“She declines all attacks on people, but takes any contract on any type of item, building, or property.”

Felix nodded his head to that. That was good. If he was being honest, that’s a choice he would have told her to make had he thought about it.

“The Heroes have settled on backing Hero Kit and Hero Lily as their leader and vice-leader. Hero Lily forced Hero Kit to take the lead,” Tribune continued. “The association is held in a positive light, though there are detractors who begrudge us for attempting to remain neutral. Many people have pointed out how bad the situation would have been if we hadn’t been involved. That if the villain in question had registered correctly, it’s likely they’d still be in charge.”

“Hm. I mean, they’re not wrong. Officially we wouldn’t have acted,” confirmed Felix. “We just would have gone after them unofficially. Let’s bury those stories and keep them submerged. That’s not a fear I want them to have.

“It’d only either push us up to be more active with the populace, or have them try to write some sort of silly laws. And speaking of laws, what about the UN?”

“Our charter was ratified in its entirety, as well as our proposed laws and exceptions,” Tribune stated. “There was some feet dragging, but everyone came around in the end. The only concessions that were needed didn’t exceed anything that you laid out in advance as suggested alternatives if they balked.”

“Great. Anything in particular? Taxes?” asked Felix, grinning. Wiping his hands off on the napkin Evie left him, he swept the bag, can, and paper into the trash can beside his desk.

“Taxes,” confirmed Tribune.

Laughing, Felix couldn’t blame them. Taxes made the world go round.

“Next,” commanded Felix, drumming his fingers along his desk.

“That concludes the Association, politics, and world issues,” stated Tribune. “Legion as a business, and the private businesses as well, are all performing ahead of projections.

“Financial success is not an issue. The leading producer is the material production companies. Or more accurately, high-end steel. It is being purchased in large volumes.”

“Oh? By who?” asked Felix.

“Arms manufacturers and similar companies,” Tribune stated.

Hm?

Ah.

There must be a run on weaponry and the like, both at an individual level as well as by the government. Everyone is concerned about Supers.

Maybe we should get into the arms industry.

I bet we could create some non-lethal weapons that might be massive breakthroughs.

“Send a note to Felicia inviting her to show me how much she’s grown. I need non-lethal weaponry. Long range and short range both. Usable by civilians with little to no training,” Felix ordered.

“It’ll be done, Legate. There is one thing to note about the business portfolio. There’s a slump in part of the waste management sector. Price per ton of trash is dropping in contracts that are coming due,” Tribune warned.

“That’s my fault I suppose,” mused Felix after a momentary delay to think. “Trash isn’t as much of a premium when I can just… negate it.

“Let’s make that work in our favor. Find a suitable location to create a mega-dump on a coastal property. Preferably one with access to a port. Buy the property, and port if it’s available, and put it on my calendar to convert the proposed dump site into a sealed pit that won’t leak.

“Then invite anyone and everyone to dump whatever they want into it. Offer it as a free service to anyone around the world for the first three months. So long as they book in advance, that is.

“At the same time, sell off all our trash contracts and waste management facilities. No sense in hanging onto them if we’re going to put ourselves out of business. Anyone looking to save money won’t bother with other dumps, even if they have to ship it to us.

“Any concerns, Tribune my dear?”

“None, sir. I’ll get it done immediately, Legate,” Tribune promised. She sounded pleased.

Which unnerved Felix.

“How long have you been sentient, Tribune?” asked Felix.

“Since the old Legion systems takeover,” admitted Tribune. She sounded terrified now.

“Right… any change in your goals or directives?” he asked. “Anything that changed along with your sentience?”

“Not that I’ve noticed. Other than a strong inclination that I feel we should terminate all ongoing AI research,” Tribune confessed.

“Fine. Start building some anti-AI weaponry as well. If you’re going to be the first, let’s make sure you’re the last, too,” Felix ordered and then sighed.

I’ll have to make sure I modify her tonight. To really make sure she can’t betray or weasel out from under my control.

Given that she’s a program, even as an AI, that shouldn’t be difficult.

I hope.

“I’ll do so, Legate. You have a meeting that was just scheduled with Felicity and Faith that will begin in fifteen minutes,” warned Tribune. “The invitation is open to a few others, but no one has accepted yet.”

Oh. Time to get changed then.





Chapter 14 - Clarified -




Felix was working through his emails. His fingers tapping away at the keyboard. His answers were short, to the point, and clear.

If there was anything in his correspondence that could be viewed as vague, he’d found he didn’t get the results that he wanted. Being transparent and direct had worked best for him so far since founding Legion.

The door to his office clicked and then opened.

The Elves and Dragons had turned to face the door. Their weapons had gone from being unready to a low ready in a second. All of them staring at the door.

In walked Faith and Felicity, who were stopped by Andrea Prime. She glanced into the hall beyond and likely saw the Andreas on guard there, then smiled at the two women.

At some point, Myriad had left and been replaced with Andrea Prime.

“Okay!” called Andrea, looking at the bodyguards and the work team. “Everyone can leave for a time. This is a meeting that requires greater secrecy.

“The bodyguard lounge was just restocked, and new amenities put in. I’ll handle security for this period of time before you take back over.”

Felicity and Faith were both nodding at these words, though Felix wasn’t sure if they carried any weight in this.

Now that the thought crossed his mind, he had no idea who actually was the head for the bodyguards. For all he knew, it was Ioana running the security department.

As if in response to his unspoken thought, Ioana stepped in out of the hallway. She was dressed in her Legion military uniform and carried her side-arm at her hip.

Surprisingly, next came Erica and Jessica of all people.

Both were unnaturally attractive and hit Felix in a weird spot as far as his strike-zone went. He couldn’t deny he apparently had a preference for the Beastkin women.

Erica was a brown eyed and quite attractive demi-human with Rabbit ears that came out the top of her heard. She had soft features on a face that lent itself to a cute if bright personality.

Her long dark black hair was gathered up in a pony tail behind her head.

Dressed smartly, and exactly as she would be if she were doing a new piece, she looked immaculately put together.

Beside her was Jessica, a Fox-Beastkin as far as Felix knew. She had much taller triangular ears than Andrea and her tail was much bushier. 

Jessica’s brown hair was trimmed short now and styled in a way that framed her sharp and lean features. Her hazel eyes always had a predatory look to them.

Even the way she dressed felt more direct. Pulling more effectively at her attributes and drawing the eye to her body.

Surprisingly, the two had gotten into a relationship with each other, despite the fact that they often worked counter to one another in public while working for Legion in tandem.

Often, opposites do attract. Though not always

As my dear Kit told me… cliches tend to be founded in reality.

“I’m gratified you still hold my words to heart,” Kit replied quickly from inside his own head. Causing Felix to stare at the two Beastkin as he contemplated Kit being there, in his mind. Without being here in person.

In fact, last he knew, she was still in Legion City.

Blinking, he realized that this wasn’t anything new.

Jessica and Erica weren’t looking his way, thankfully. They were both looking toward Faith and Felicity instead.

Then Erica snuck a glance his way and looked right back to Faith.

Sighing, he shook his head, then stood up.

“Alright. I’m sure you’re both in lockstep now. That or you’re here to figure out the last pieces together,” Felix started as soon as the door closed behind the last Dragon.

Surprisingly, Evie didn’t leave. She’d instead taken a seat near the wall.

“We’re all set. Just need directions and orders,” Felicity confirmed with a wide and picture-perfect smile. She came over to stand beside him, then surprisingly, kissed him. She lingered there for a moment before pulling a chair over to sit down right next to him.

Pushing him down into his own seat at the same time.

“Oh? Then how about you update me then, because I feel like I’m not all set personally,” Felix remarked with a dry laugh.

Jessica, Erica, Faith, and Andrea Prime had all taken their seats. They all had pulled out original Legion tech tablets with holographic interfaces.

“Tribune, I see a few line-item changes?” Felicity asked suddenly.

“The Legate requested some changes. I slotted them in where I believe they would be suitable, but I can’t be sure,” answered Tribune. “I wished to have Vice-Legate Felicity inspect the list, as she has a better view on where resources could be most effectively used.”

“Don’t demean yourself, Tribune,” Felicity murmured, her finger flicking through several things in front of her rapidly. “You will be to me, what I am to Felix. Together we’ll get everything all nice and tidy.

“There. I only made a few changes. Mostly based on intuition and instinct rather than efficiency or statistics.

“Now… well, with these changes in mind, I can say for certainty that my proposed plan fits in quite well. I assumed you wanted to withdraw from the world and build the association into the true world power in the background. Is that the simplified way to say it?”

“Yeah, that’s about it. There’s no longer a need for us to be in the spotlight in any way,” Felix agreed. “It’s time for us to bow out, move forward in the shadows, and build out the power of Legion, through the Association.

“I have Hero Kit and Hero Lily more or less in line with my desires. Additionally to that, I also more or less own the leader of the Villain’s League. Anya.

“Given our national approval, there’s no reason to not take a step back.”

“I agree completely. Though I have two points that we’ll need to address in your statements,” Felicity countered and then leaned over, presenting her tablet to him. “Hero Kit and Hero Lily are no longer here. They’ve gone missing. No one has seen them since the operation went down.”

“What?” Felix asked. That didn’t make sense, since they’d asked for meetings. That meant they’d come back from the operation just fine.

“They’re missing. No one has seen them. There’s been no pings on their cell phones to any towers, nor has there been any charges to any of their credit cards, or debit cards. Their social media accounts have gone silent and there’s no one at their places of residence,” Felicity laid out one by one. “They’re quite literally, missing. As if they were put into a safe and dumped into the ocean. They’re just… gone.”

Shaking his head, Felix wasn’t really sure what that meant. If it had been Edmund and his world breaking movements, Hero Kit and Hero Lily would have ceased to exist.

No one would remember them at all.

Nor did Felix have any memories of them vanishing and existing at the same time. As he did for Andrea’s death or a few other things. That ruled out Edmund completely on both ends of this.

That meant their disappearance was more mundane, or something else entirely.

Opening his mouth, he hesitated, then let out a slow breath.

“Mrs. Architect, should I be leaving Hero Kit and Hero Lily alone, or do I dig into it? I don’t want to cause you any problems as I did your father,” Felix tried cautiously. Given that this was a new relationship that had started off as enemies, he was trying to cozy up to her to a degree.

“Hm? Ah… oh! Err, one second,” came back Bianca’s surprised response. “That-it… really? Huh. Huh, okay. Yeah, just let that one go, Felix.

“I’ll add that to my checklist and see what I can do but… just let it go. You won’t be able to do anything that’d help it. Before you ask, they’re fine. Leave it at that.”

“Fantastic. Also, hey, I’m going to be heading off to a bar tonight with Rene and Melody after work. Only going to be there for an hour or two before I go to dinner, but thought you should join us,” Felix offered, looking up at the ceiling.

“Tonight? I really shouldn’t le— you know what, yeah. Yes. I need time away from this,” Bianca said, her voice firming up at the end. “I’ll be there. Thanks for the invite. I’ll show up around five, is that okay?”

“Five is great. See you then, Bianca,” Felix said.

“Yeah. See you then, Felix,” said the young woman.

Felicity was watching him with slightly widened eyes.

“That’s Bianca. She’s the new Architect. We’re colleagues. I’d like to be her friend in the future,” Felix stated. He wasn’t sure if that’d trip Bianca’s ability to listen in on him again, but he wanted to be straightforward just in case it did. “Alright, next point?”

Felicity clicked her tongue, looked back to her tablet, then to Felix.

“We need to hold a conference. To discuss the results of the Association’s actions, what our steps were to rectify the situation, changes in our beliefs, and how we plan to move forward in case another such situation arrives,” Felicity declared. “People must know that our goals are singular and without compromise. To be absolutely transparent with the populace.

“We did our best in our first company as we stuck to that line of communication whenever we could. Admittedly, we hid five things for every one we admitted, but the public didn’t know that.”

With a grunt, Felix couldn’t deny that line of reasoning. It made perfect sense. If he was being honest with himself, he’d considered the idea of a conference and then abandoned it.

Because he didn’t want to be the one talking.

Except the Legate was the one who’d have to speak at it. Given his attendance at a recent congressional hearing, there wasn’t anyone else who could hold a conference and speak to the people other than him.

“Alright. What else?” he asked, looking at Felicity, then to Faith. Then finally to Erica and Jessica.

“The social media aspect is going faster and further than expected,” Faith offered when Felicity turned to look at her. “There’s no reason to push into actual media or anything like that.

“Alma and Carlotta are opening up a channel in favor of Heroes. They’re… ah… their viewer base is a bit… rabid, so far.”

Given they were incredibly pretty Dryads, Felix didn’t doubt that at all.

“Jessica and Erica have elected to take up the opposing view. That Heroes aren’t Heroes,” Faith continued, then gestured at the two women. “Jessica will push the extreme view, that Villains should be elevated, and Erica will push that Heroes aren’t Heroes. Add them together and we cover that political range.

“Alma and Carlotta will be doing the same but on the opposite. Heroes are great and Heroes should be in charge. As the two ends of the spectrum that is. There really isn’t much in between that’d be a valid viewership.

“We’ll just structure all the coverage to benefit the association one way or the other. We’ve already created a number of shell companies that tie off to nowhere. Given we can just supply them with cash and then launder it through other businesses, it’ll work out fine.”

“Speaking of money laundering,” Felicity purred with a laugh, turning to look at Felix. “You went full Villain. I’m surprised. I knew you were a bit on the darker side of the spectrum, but that was surprising.”

“I… was motivated to do what I had to,” growled Felix. He wasn’t exactly proud of his actions, but he’d taken them to further his goals.

Which were alive, well, and working in Legion City. He’d already spent dinner with each of them individually, and then surprisingly, the evening as well.

Jessica laughed at that and put her chin in her hand. Erica looked rather amused as well. Neither said anything, though they looked like they were taking mental notes.

He figured they were probably laughing, as he could distinctly remember hearing them sharing a similar reason for why they wanted to drag him into their relationship.

“Well, speaking of that. Did we completely disconnect successfully, Tribune? Anything lingering at all? Or did we shove it all at Anya and let it fall off.”

“It was all given to Anya, Legate. Our businesses are no longer involved in anything of that nature,” confirmed Tribune. “Other than Anya, herself. You have a meeting with Anya after this. There is a thirty-minute time between so that you can travel to her hideout.”

“Given recent developments, it’s likely she is aware of your dual personality as Legate and Felix,” warned Felicity. “Goldie isn’t someone who can remain out of the eye of the public very well. With the written reports I saw, as well as Anya’s involvement, it would be beyond the scope of reason to assume she is no longer aware.”

With a nod of his head, Felix closed his eyes, leaned back into his chair, and sighed. That wasn’t a statement he wanted to hear, but he couldn’t deny it was correct.

“Hero Kit and Hero Lily are missing. Anya knows of my identity,” murmured Felix as he drummed his fingers along the arms of his chair. “Activate Legionnaire Mikki. She can take over the Guild of Heroes. I’m sure she can handle being their leader without any assistance really. Miu, and therefore Mikki, is a strong woman like that.”

Frowning, Felix wondered how hard it’d be to get into contact with Miu.

Then he realized his mistake.

“Actually, scratch that. In fact—”

Turning in his chair, Felix looked to the corner.

There was a slight shadow there cast from the location of his ceiling light.

It was where Miu often hid when she was in his shadow. Last he heard, she was out on a mission, but he didn’t actually believe that.

It was far more likely that she’d organized a group, gave them a mission plan, and sent them. Then remained with him instead.

“Miu, come here,” he ordered, staring into that corner.

He heard a questioning noise from someone behind him, but he didn’t look.

Staring into the corner, he only had to wait for a few seconds. His casual stare was always more than enough to get Miu moving.

The shadows shifted and then Miu stepped out of them. She was holding his gaze with her own, her pupils skittering wildly back and forth.

“Yes?” she asked in a breathy whisper. Her footsteps came to a stop directly in front of him.

He pulled her down into his lap and put his arms around her waist. Causing the mentally unwell woman to tip into him. She stuck her head under his chin and clung to him.

Spinning the other way, Felix looked to another shadow. One that looked like it’d be a good place to post up if you wanted to be near, but far enough away to escape.

A place a scared version of Miu might be. One that wasn’t sure of her position and that was battling her own emotions more often than not.

He’d dealt with that version of Miu once already.

“Mikki, please join us if you don’t mind,” requested Felix.

The result was instant.

Mikki, this world’s Miu, oozed up out of the shadow. As if she’d been there all along. She was just as good at it as Miu was, in fact.

Looking at her, he now couldn’t tell the difference between Miu and Mikki, however. They were identical twins in every regard.

Miu had been prettier previously due to her own efforts, but apparently Miki was now doing the same.

“I’m here, Legate,” whispered Mikki, coming to stand at the side of his desk. Further away than Miu had been, but still close.

Smiling, Felix began to lightly pet Miu’s hair and the back of her neck.

“I need you to take over the Heroes’ Guild. Take it over and dominate it. I’d like you to be my puppet over there,” Felix asked, though his tone didn’t actually sound like there was room to decline. The words could be a little open with a Miu, but the tone needed to be set. “Do you need anything to make that happen?”

Mikki’s pupils were slowly starting to quiver the longer he looked at her. Her shoulders creeping upward as if she were going to hide into herself.

“Strong bodyguards. Just two, perhaps,” whispered Mikki.

“Not a problem,” Evie promised from the wall. “Goldie has three Dragons that she was going to transfer out of the Wing for being docile. They were new and not quite settled yet, but better to nip it in the bud early.

“Other than needing more direction than most Dragons, they otherwise will be perfect bodyguards for you. I can’t imagine you being in danger with them around.”

“That’d… that’d be good. Thank you, Legate,” whispered Mikki, her twitching gaze falling away from him. She turned the entirety of her body away from him and practically leapt back into the shadow she’d come from.

Holding to Miu, Felix continued to pet and stroke the insane woman. He could feel her teeth grazing across his neck.

She was holding herself back from actually sinking her teeth in, though.

Hmm. It’s been a bit. She’s going to be a bit bitey, isn’t she?

Ah well. I can use the travel time to Anya to help her out.

“Sounds like we need to move on Anya then. Anything else?” Felix asked smiling at the women. “And before you ask, yes, I accepted your dinner invitation for tonight.”

“Perfect,” Jessica said with a dulcet purr. Then she turned to look at Faith and Felicity. “You two are coming, right?”

“Of course,” Faith answered, smiling.

Felicity only nodded her head slowly.

All while staring at Felix.

Who was still holding onto Miu.

Damn.

I forgot that Felicity can get possessive, too.

I haven’t really been paying her any attention, either.

I’ll need to take some time out to make sure she feels valued. It isn’t a chore if it’s someone you care for.





Chapter 15 - Villainy -




Felix stepped off Goldie’s back and down to the alleyway. He felt somewhat off not holding his rifle, but this wasn’t a situation where he could justify such a thing.

Bad enough that they were flying in by Dragon under concealment magic, worse that he had to do it in street clothes.

Faith, two Elves, and Andrea Prime also dismounted. Some from Goldie, others from Evie.

Between Evie and Goldie, they’d brought everyone without too much of an issue.

As Goldie shifted into her humanoid self, Andrea was quick to hand off her own urban attire as it were. Evie received the same from one of the Elves.

“Alright, we’re not far off from the meeting time,” Faith murmured, glancing at her phone. Likely to check the time. “We can just head there, really. Should be fine. Not to mention… well… Gaia dropped in on her several times already.”

“Yes? Yes. I did,” said Gaia’s voice from nowhere. A second later, she simply popped into being directly next to Felix. She was dressed in very similar clothes to Goldie’s.

As if she’d once again raided the Dragon’s wardrobe.

Everyone looked as if they’d gone to a general merchandise store and bought a number of things off racks. Except it just didn’t fit.

One and all they were outside of the ordinary when it came to their looks. In a strange twist of fate, Andrea ended up being the least good looking, somehow.

They certainly didn’t belong in the clothes they were wearing, and being in a rundown commercial park as they were, they stood out. As if they’d just dropped a chest of gold in the middle of a homeless shelter.

“Oh we really stand out,” Andrea said with a low laugh, looking around somewhat nervously. She had her hands jammed in her hoodie pockets. Most likely each of which was holding a pistol. “Nnnn, kinda funny.”

Not far away, Faith was wearing a fairly bulky jacket. He imagined she had a PDF or an SMG in there.

“Goodness, we really do,” Goldie agreed, as she pulled down the sweater over her head. Then she laughed and looked to Felix. “I’m sorry. I didn’t really think about where we were going.”

Evie, dressed in jeans and t-shirt, was even more eye-catching than Goldie.

Felix wasn’t able to help where his thoughts took him as he looked at her.

The beautiful Red Dragon stuck her hands into her pockets, leaned toward him, and grinned. Even as strings of red hair slipped down to rest beside her cheek.

“Look at those thoughts of yours. What fun. I’d love to explore them,” she growled, her eyes starting to glow with an inner light.

To which Andrea slapped a hand against Evie’s rear end and then shoved her forward. Pushing her out ahead of the group and toward the exit of the alley.

“Move it Red, or really I’ll make your ass as red as your hair,” hissed Andrea, putting her whole body into the movement. “Stupid big lizard. Leave my Felix alone.”

Evie laughed, but didn’t resist Andrea moving her. Though she did glance over her shoulder and caught Felix’s eye for a moment.

Goldie sidled up next to Felix as everyone else fanned out and took up defensive positions. They all looked relatively casual, but he knew they all had concealed weapons on them.

Or just were weapons, he added in his mind after a moment when he noticed the two Elven women. They were both highly skilled magicians with a great deal of experience and talent.

According to Lily at least. He wasn’t about to doubt her, however.

Quick as could be, they left the alley. Turning onto the main street and heading down it. Moving in a small column, they didn’t look casual to anyone who gave them a glance.

Thankfully they only had a single street to move down, and then across.

In no time at all, they’d arrived at the large commercial building that Anya was working out of.

Outwardly, it looked as if it was some type of industrial construction yard with a lot of loading docks and storage areas. Felix didn’t miss the fact that there were a great deal of “employees” loitering about. Most of them looked like they might have some type of job they were working on.

He didn’t quite believe that though. To him, he’d bet on all of these individuals being part of Anya’s group, and that these were all soldiers and scouts.

Watching.

A great many of them were watching Felix and his group quite closely.

To which Goldie, Evie, Andrea, and Faith were all staring back. They weren’t hiding the fact that they were aware of each other.

“Hey,” Felix said loudly, breaking the growing tension. “I’m here to see Anya. Is she in?”

He hadn’t addressed anyone directly and had more or less thrown the comment out there. Letting anyone who heard him, inside or outside, get the immediate gist of the situation.

What he was hoping for was that everyone would respond with a “The boss? I don’t want to get involved” mentality. Anya wasn’t a normal human anymore, and he was betting on it showing up in her everyday life.

Sure enough, everyone who’d been watching them, now looked away. No one wanted to put eyes on Felix and his people.

Not a single gaze met his as he marched right up to the front door and pulled it open. No one said anything and no one tried to stop him.

Entering, Felix found he was standing in a building that looked nothing like the exterior. Where the outside looked somewhat rundown, but maintained, the inside was infinitely worse.

It looked like the scene of an apocalypse.

Broken furniture, shattered walls, and visible sheetrock. Some of it looked to have been set on fire as well.

“This isn’t very great as far as decorations go,” Goldie remarked distastefully.

“It didn’t look like this the last time I came by,” stated Gaia with some confusion. “Though it wasn’t exactly in the best shape either.”

“Hm. Now I feel like I should have brought something like a vacuum or a mop. This is simply inexcusable,” lamented Goldie.

They moved out of the entryway and into the hallway it fed into. Reaching the end, they opened another door.

This hallway looked to be in better condition, but once again, it certainly looked as if something had happened here. Felix was starting to wonder if Anya was dead, dying, or wounded at this point.

Gaia pointed toward a door to the right, halfway down the hall.

“Last time she was in there,” reported Gaia. “Though admittedly, last time I was greeted at the door. That was only two days ago.”

Turning at the doorway, Felix found the door was gone. It was an empty doorframe that led into a conference room. One that likely had once been used to greet clients in.

“Huh?” asked a voice from the back of conference room. “Oh, it’s you.”

Entering, Felix turned to look toward where the speaker’s voice had come from.

He saw who he was looking for. Anya the Void Dragon.

Originally a young woman who could charm people into serving her, she’d been murdered by her partners. Felix had arrived just in time to watch her die.

Gaia and he had worked to resurrect her in the body of a Dragon.

Anya was standing in the corner, looking down into a cell phone she held in one hand. At her feet was a body that looked as if she’d put her hand through it.

Or so he guessed from the fact that her left hand was covered in blood from fingertips to elbow.

Anya’s eyes were so light they almost lacked color, though they oddly shifted in hue depending on how the light struck them. She had short cut hair that was only a few inches long. It was also an odd black color that felt like it reflected back multiple colors.

There was no mistaking her as rather attractive, though it seemed her personality was becoming significantly worse since her death and rebirth. Or so the corpse at her feet had Felix thinking.

“Good afternoon, Legate,” Anya murmured, looking back down to the phone. Her thumb was very slowly crawling upward against the screen. Her casual address of him certainly confirmed that she knew who he was. The fact that Goldie was all over the internet, and so was Gaia, had all but guaranteed that Anya would suspect it. “I’m surprised you came in person. I thought it’d be someone else for sure that came.”

“I saw no reason not to come in person. Felt like the right time to come talk and see where you’re at and what you’re up to,” Felix remarked and came over to her. He gestured at the body. “Disagreement over the estimate for repairing the entryway?”

Anya blinked, her delicate brows coming down and together as her eyes moved away from the phone and to him. Then she grinned and chuckled.

The severity of her face blew away in a flash and she was just an attractive young woman again. Looking at him in a way that made him realize she’d been too deep in her own head just now.

“You could say that. He wanted to take over my organization. And me,” Anya said, her teeth flashing brightly as she spoke. A number of teeth looked sharper and larger than they should be. “I disagreed of course. He said ‘get on your back’, I responded with, ‘I’m sending you to the dirty uncle’s underground BBQ’, and that’s that.

“Not the first, probably not the last. Though as to the front of the building, fire bomb. Probably a similar issue, if at least someone else. Unfortunately.

“Villains are not exactly the best at staying in line and following orders. Though that’s not really a surprise. Glad to be a Dragon. Surviving a point-blank pistol to the back of my head was a surprise.”

“Yes. It’s rather nice to be impervious to most of the world’s weaponry. Be careful around anything that could punch through tank armor, though. Or a tank,” Goldie offered up helpfully. “They tend to hit harder than you’d expect.”

“Ah… take that down a half-step and it’s a bit more real,” advised Evie. “Goldie isn’t normal and way above everyone else in every way. Even Platinum and Black dragons can’t compete.”

“Why thank you, Evie. That’s kind of you to say,” Goldie gushed with a smile. Where Gaia was all happy-thoughts and kindness sprinkled with nice words, Goldie held a comparable viewpoint. Up until violence or action was needed. She was out of the gates in a flash when it came to that, where Gaia would still hesitate.

Anya sniffed, then held the phone out to Felix.

“Here. Lots of ugly shit that he was doing. Since you’re the Legate, would you mind handling that for me? As a Villain, it gets weird cleaning up… villains,” Anya pointed out, one side of her mouth curling upward. “And yes. I’m well aware of my status as your puppet. I already have a fair guess as to what you want from me, too.

“I don’t mind. At all. It’s a good way to keep… to keep the Thomases and Michaels of the world held down. All the while getting to do what I want as long as it falls within those boundaries. That about right?”

Felix nodded his head, a wide grin across his face.

“That’s exactly what I want from you. Exactly what I need. Though we probably need to talk about the boundaries,” Felix added.

“Don’t kill civilians. Try not to harm, hurt, or injure them, but it’s expected that it’ll happen,” Anya began to list off as Felix took the phone from her. He then handed it off to Andrea without a word. She was the one who spent far too long dealing with tech and the internet. If anyone knew how to get everything out of it, it’d be her with Tribune’s help. “Go after companies, Heroes, corporations, anyone with insurance or won’t end up destabilizing things. Curb villains who fall out of line, build up a bank account, recruit more, treat it like a company.

“If possible, always be at the exact same level of strength as the Guild of Heroes. I’m an opposing force to keep them in check. You’ll probably make them do the same.

“Should I set up a weekly meeting with whoever the leader of the Heroes is so we can connect?”

Surprised, and somewhat off balance, Felix just stood there.

Unspeaking.

“That’d be perfect,” Faith chimed in. “Forgive him. It isn’t often that he meets with people who have already figured out what he wants.

“The only thing I’d add is that you’ll need a social media presence. We’ll be providing a media bias for you. If you can provide content from yourself directly, we can tie that back in.

“Given how attractive you are, you could let yourself be the social-medial view point, Anya. Just remember that you’ll have a much harder time going in public afterward if you go forward with that.

“If possible, it might be better to hire someone else you can use as a propaganda spear-tip, who’s good looking. That way you can shield your identity some.”

“I’ll work on that,” Anya said and took in a slow breath, then let it out. “I’ll need capital. We’ve made money, but if I’m going to do all that while being constrained by the law, I’ll need more.”

“Not a problem,” Felix answered, finally feeling like his mind had caught up to the current situation. “We’ll get you a line of credit with us and just work it like that. You can pay it off as you go without any interest added at all, outside of inflation.

“Legion will write it down as a debt to a private holder. If anything ever comes up in the books or accounting, it’ll look perfectly fine.”

Anya looked amused and surprised at that, but nodded her head.

“My power got stronger,” she disclosed. “I can take people much further away. I also have an insane desire to collect gold. As much gold as I can.

“Put it away somewhere and sleep in it.

“Is this also because I’m a Dragon now? That’s the only thing I can think of. That old joke about a Dragon and their hoard.”

“Yes,” Goldie agreed with a simple nod of her head. “The gold is part of it. You’ll also want to probably start breeding once you feel you have enough gold. Though… that’ll be difficult. Most Dragons have the need to be beaten in a fight before they’ll submit.”

Anya took in a slow breath, then exhaled in a long and what Felix would say exaggerated way. Then she clicked her teeth, squatted down and began wiping her bloody hand off on the dead person.

“Well,” she said as she did so. “This is all better than being dead. So I’ll just take it and deal with it the best I can. Doesn’t seem like it’s that terrible, just awkward.

“Just want gold. Or… I guess… I need gold. As much of it as I can get my claws on.”

“Nn, pawn shops,” offered Andrea with a laugh. “Pawn shops and cash for gold places. Less security, similar stuff. Just target all the gold. I knocked over so many pawn shops in my early days. You just go during business hours and get only the gold. Then bail out.

“Super simple. Not even a problem. Hardly an inconvenience. Was some of my most favorite times as a Villain.”

There was a curious and interested look on Anya’s face now as she gazed up at the Beastkin. She’d clearly gotten her attention with that.

“Could you elaborate more on those type of things? I’m new to this whole super villain thing,” Anya remarked with a slow smile.





Chapter 16 - Double Talk  -




Watching the complicated dance that was tech and hardware, Felix couldn’t look away as the conference was set up. The large number of techs scurrying about in every direction was rather surprising.

He knew that the Association, and Legion in a way, had a lot of people working in IT related jobs. Whether hardware or software, it was a very large department.

Right now he was watching those budgets being put to good use.

They’d picked the location two days ago.

In those two days, his teams had descended on it, figured out what needed to be done, and started the planning of the event.

Now they were just going forward with that piece by piece. Getting everything together for everyone who would be attending.

Which ended up becoming a great number of people. From across the globe, in fact. A great many ambassadors, journalists, and people who simply managed to get a seat one way or another.

Felicity hadn’t been above selling specialty tickets through a “back channel” to make extra cash for Legion. Only after completing a few security checks for a select few.

As well as identifying personages that likely meant unwell for the Association. Those individuals were given a great deal of attention from the Legion security team, starting with Tribune.

“Legate?” asked a voice beside him.

Felix had noted that someone had walked up to him but he had assumed they’d go past him.

Turning, Felix looked at him directly.

Looking nervous, and worn, the tech was staring at Felix with somewhat wide eyes. He had a dark complexion, looked to be about five foot six, and had a fair bit of sweat at hsi hair line.

Clearly the techs were working hard.

“Yes?” Felix prompted after a pause.

“I need to do a sound check. You’re where I need to stand,” apologized the man. He’d lifted a hand and run it through his black hair. His brown eyes had slid away from Felix after he spoke, looking to the maintenance panel Felix was indeed standing next to.

“Oh, uh, sorry,” muttered Felix, stepping to the side. “You work for the Association?”

“Uhm, yes? I work out of the Colorado office,” said the man. “Senior tech Xander Skoll. Why?”

“Mere curiosity, nothing else,” admitted Felix. “Everyone who’s come out here so far has worked quite hard. I’ve had no complaints and heard no complaints.”

“Thanks. We do our best,” said Xand in a distracted way. He was rapidly connecting things and looking to someone else.

Felix wandered away. There was no reason to stand there and linger over the man’s shoulder. That’d just raise his tension and anxiety.

Instead, Felix went and stood by the rear door.

Slowly, he looked through the gathering crowd.

The conference had become far different than expected. Felicity had provided food and drinks for all those attending. As well as bringing in comfortable seats and decorations.

Looks more like something between… a corporate pizza part and an all hands meeting.

Ha.

Standing there, Felix tuned out the constant comms chatter he could hear as everyone went about their work. His job would be simple.

Deliver the address he, Felicity, Faith, and Kit had worked out. It was a fairly generalized statement that covered everything that needed to be stated.

Rather than stand here and let his mind start chewing at the anxiety building, Felix decided to check his point count. Later today he was supposed to go to the warehouse where remains were held.

He’d be attempting to resurrect anyone that fell within his power, and that was likely going to be costly.
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Hm. That’s a good number. We’re increasing day over day, thankfully, but it’s still not moving very quickly.

I wonder if I’d get any bonuses for owning Legion. Or that all of those Legionnaire contracts still all roll up to me.

I get bonuses for just having Dragons, after all.

“I hereby restate my ownership over all of Legion. Rescinding it from it’s temporary ownership of Felicity Campbell,” Felix tried, wondering if this was some sort of legal loop-hole. That maybe he needed to state his ownership for it to transfer back to him.

Much like paperwork needing a signature.

Nothing happened.

There was no outward change that he could tell.

Felix tried to pull up his points again.
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Oh, would you look at that. I did get a bonus. But only for faith.

And it didn’t give me any type of banked points that might have accrued.

Which makes sense since it’s just my power. Not that it’s everyone’s power or some universal system. Ah well.

At least I have more points now and —

A massive thrumming went through Felix’s armor. It made everything rattle briefly, in fact.

Everything as in even the furniture, people, and light fixtures. Followed by a massive shaking and rumbling now.

People were collapsing to the ground, hands to their ears. Glass was shattering all around and furniture jittered across the ground.

“Pancake to all elements, take control and—”

There was a crackling followed by the comms line going silent. 

“Communications have been interrupted,” Tribune reported into Felix’s helmet. “An attack has begun. While there are no ground forces currently spotted, it is clear this is an attempt to kill the Legate. Please proceed to the emergency extraction.”

Turning on his heel without a word, Felix slammed a hand into the door he’d been next to. Not waiting he went straight toward the emergency exit door and pushed that open as well. He noted that there’d been some resistance as he did so.

Once he got it open he looked to the outside of it and down.

There looked to be bags of cement mix that’d been placed there. Stacked three high in four piles.

“Shit,” Felix growled, realizing that this was actually planned out to a degree. “Tribune, can you connect to anyone else?”

“No. This is your local Tribune program operating independently,” answered Tribune. “All forms of signals and waves are being blocked at the moment.

“My apologies, this is a limited emergency program that was inserted in case you were separated from everyone. This is for your safety.”

“Doesn’t seem very limited,” Felix stated while moving toward one of the Legion vehicles they’d arrived in. It was a heavily modified and up-armored large SUV that could fit eight.

“I’m limited in scope and capability,” argued Tribune.

Yanking the door open, Felix began to lay into the horn with his left hand. At the same time he jerked open the center console. There were ten pistols arranged facing downward in there.

Picking up the closest one he glanced to the safety, then flicked it off. He looked toward the slide and saw the indent raised signifying that there was a round already chambered.

While he wanted to believe that, he was just too paranoid to do so.

Letting go of the horn he did a visual check by pulling back on the slide. Confirming there was indeed a round loaded.

Setting it down on the dashboard he started honking the horn rapidly while starting the vehicle with his other hand. He got it turned over into drive rapidly.

Evie burst out of an upstairs window at the end of the building. A second later and Faith jumped out as well.

The two hit the ground and started sprinting toward him, the former in her Dragon Legionnaire armor, the latter in a business suit.

Not far away a door from a different building opened up and two Myriad Andrea’s in Legionnaire armor came out.

“Who’re we missing?” Felix demanded, watching the four come his way.

Evie paused to leap at someone who had come out of the building. They had a weapon raised and trained on her. They looked like a perfectly normal person.

Someone Felix had seen hovering around the fringes, in fact. They had extremely curly hair, faint blue eyes, and a normal build. They’d looked so normal, that Felix had overlooked him, other than to momentarily confirm their name. Then to confirm it against a list of people who’d been cleared for entry.

The name Gavin Kress had indeed been on it and everything had appeared correct. Nothing out of the ordinary.

No sooner than Evie had landed two punches into the man’s face than she was on her way toward the vehicle again.

Something really is different and wrong here. Something beyond what we’ve been planning for.

Even with all the defenses and security we put in, it’s obviously been defeated.

“Lily, Kit, Goldie, and Gaia,” Tribune answered quickly. “As well as a great deal of support technicians. The other vehicles are out front though it’s unlikely they’ll be able to enter it.”

Even as Tribune explained, Felix could feel the quaking ongoing. Whatever it was, it certainly felt like an attack. Though for whatever reason it didn’t seem to be doing much to him.

As Faith came up to the car he could see blood dribbling down from her ears and eyes. Running down in a ongoing trickle unendingly.

“Ah. I see. It isn’t that bad because I’ve got my helmet on. Which means… which means they’re likely all suffering from this right now, other than Myraid,” Felix remarked.

“That is very likely,” agreed Tribune. “I cannot complete scans at this time, but they do not seem to be responding to your continued honking. They are more likely responding to their training.”

Felix stopped honking as that seemed incredibly likely.

Then other people began stumbling out the back of the building. Including Xander, in fact. Quite a few were Association or Legion employees.

“Not big enough,” muttered Felix.

Looking down to the seat he was in, he focused on the vehicle. He wanted it to become something else. To quite literally become an armored Legion vehicle.

One that could withstand an environment that was hostile. From toxic vapors to sound disruptions.

Something that could become standard issue for military engagements in the future for Legion.

A box flickered to life in front of Felix. He noted the cost was seven-hundred thousand points and simply accepted it. The cost of the vehicle would be offset by the cost of bringing people back to life, or training replacements.

Not to mention I can just give it to Felicia afterward to study. Mr. White and her can break this down into component parts, reverse engineer it, and figure out how to make it.

If it’s cheap, we can mass produce it.

With a weird popping noise, Felix found himself looking out what looked to be a heavily armored window. The glass looked to be extremely thick and the rumble of the engine could be felt.

Looking at the controls he suddenly realized he had no idea how to drive such a thing. There were a great many buttons and controls that made no sense to him no matter how he tried to read them.

Glancing backward, he was thankful to find both Myriad’s had already gotten in before he changed the vehicle. They’d probably gone from sitting in the back seat, to sitting in rows that lined the interior of the now massive vehicle.

He felt as if he were looking into the back of a moving truck.

Except one that was filled with military equipment and resources.

One of the Myriad’s was looking up at something that was quite probably some type of turret, though it had some strange console attached to it. As if it could be operated without sticking your body out the top.

Waving a hand at the second Myriad, Felix then gestured at the controls. He’d unbuckled himself and was getting out at the same time.

Myriad thankfully understood him and swapped seats with him.

Felix took the opportunity to sidle up to the monitor he’d spotted. Sitting himself in the seat for it he quickly tapped at the screen.

It flickered to life and he found it was much easier to understand than the driver’s seat. In fact, it was a touch screen and the buttons either had abbreviated words or symbols that told him what they were.

Grabbing the joystick that was to the side he whipped it to the left.

Immediately the camera view spun in a three-hundred and sixty degree circle. It did it pretty quickly too.

“Oh look, my childhood playing first person shooters wasn’t wasted,” muttered Felix. “Remind me to hire professional e-sports athletes and get them behind some automated drones.”

“I will do so, Legate,” Tribune responded.

As he moved the camera about, he could see that a great many more people were all coming out of the building now. Each of them either ran away from the vehicle, or to it. The rear hatched was open now and he could see all his people clambering in.

Driver’s seat Myriad was staring at the back of the vehicle as the second Myriad was checking people at the hatch. Giving each a quick once over before letting them in.

Kit came in with a hand to her ear. She looked in desperate pain.

“I can’t summon a portal!” she yelled needlessly. As if she couldn’t hear anything at all. “Somethings really wrong!”

As he rotated the camera again he spotted something at the edge of the building.

Or more accurately, someone. They were standing there and looking down at the vehicle. Then they held up their hands and pointed it at the camera.

To which Felix hit the big damn trigger on the front of the joystick.

There was several muffled booms that were spaced apart.

As well as a pink mist spraying backward from where the individual had been. Whatever gun was on the top of the vehicle was heavy enough that it just gave that person a life-time supply of the weapons ammo.

The Myriad at the front’s helmet turned toward him and was clearly looking at him for an explanation.

Felix held up his hand, made a gun and held it upside down. He pointed it upward toward the roof. Then he briefly flicked his fingers across his throat.

Myriad nodded her head and turned back around.

He felt the entire vehicle shift as she apparently put it in gear. If enemies were showing up, that was the limit to her willingness to wait here.

The Myriad at the hatch got the clue. She hauled people in quickly and then slammed herself into a seat. She thumped the bottom of her palm against a large blinking and red button.

Immediately the hatch began to close itself up.

Before it’d even settled into place Myriad had the big armored vehicle rolling away.

Or into something.

Felix was pretty sure she just drove them through a convenience store in her rush to get them out of the area. Glass, bags of chips, and several twelve-packs of sodas floating up past his camera.

Only to be capped off with impenetrable and complete utter darkness.

He’d ended up keeping the camera angled upward and had either lost it in the breakthrough, or it was covered.

He hadn’t expected the sudden departure or he might have tried angling it downward.

Or backward.

As Felix was bounced around in his seat and given that his camera was quite dark at the moment, he ended up looking to the back of the vehicle. Faith was holding her hands to Kit’s head and was likely healing her.

Evie, Goldie, Gaia, and Faith herself, could handle their own injuries.

Suddenly Felix could see daylight on his screen again.

Getting closer to the camera he could see they were now moving very fast down the street. Myriad was quite literally playing bumper cars and knocking other vehicles out of the way as she went.

Driving up on the median, running over street signs, and turning a few bushes into not much more than twigs and leaves. There wasn’t much to be seen out ahead of them other than civilians and a road that led them away from the situation.

Spinning the view around he looked back the way they came.

In the air were a group of individuals flying after them.

On the road, were a number of vehicles that looked to be hand made.

As well as a number of people who were just running along beside them.

There were even what looked to be people jumping from building to building as they went. As if they had extremely overpowered leg muscles.

Aiming upward at those flying in a straight line, Felix started with them. If they fell from the sky they wouldn’t cause a pile up.

Or so he hoped.

Shooting a vehicle was far more likely to cause a snarl for civilians and end up taking lives.

Putting the crosshairs at the center of the screen over the lead target, Felix pulled the trigger. It went under them by a significant margin.

Then the screen flashed and a number that’d read as “50” swapped to “300”.

When the next round was fired off, it went straight toward the person flying along. It struck them dead center and their torso crumpled. By the time the third round was heading their way, they had already fallen from the sky.

Must’ve been some time of range correction.

I didn’t even have to do anything.

Like a bird hit with a full shotgun load they spiraled out of the air and vanished when they passed behind a building.

Moving the camera to the side he focused on the next individual.

It only took a single shot this time to knock them out of the air. One of their legs popping off as if they were a lego minifigure thrown against the ground.

A large green shield appeared in front of all the rest of those in the air.

To which Felix gave up on them and instead looked to the vehicles. He sighted on the closest one and hit the trigger.

Heavy booming rounds were spat out and what sounded like clattering brass against the roof felt loud inside his helmet.

Repeated rounds drilled into the lead vehicle, pounding away at it over and over. Most of the rounds didn’t seem to do much of anything though Felix did notice that it had the look of dent growing ever wider.

He’d break through in time.

Eventually the owner pulled back on the throttle and they started falling back. Rapidly putting distance between Felix and themselves.

A new vehicle slid into place and then raced ahead. Closing rapidly to the Legion vehicle.

Except when Felix lined them up and fired, the rounds were caught by some type of purple shell that came out of the armored plates. A shimmering holographic looking defensive mechanism.

Each projectile Felix set forth struck, was caught by, and then dropped by those purple discolorations. Felix could only assume they were some type of shielding.

Shifting his view left, right, and then up, there were no more targets he could effectively engage. He wasn’t sure if he should keep firing at the vehicle or if it was an actual waste of ammunition.

“— eak. Break? Break, break. Comms check,” came Myriad’s voice.

“Received,” Felix replied at the same time Goldie and Evie replied. They each had a headset that they wore to be linked into everyone else.

Kit, Lily, Faith, and the others, didn’t have helmets.

“Alright. Local is up, but distance is down. All the cell signals are down,” hissed Myriad as they continued to race along. “We’re going to keep going and try to break contact.

“Because let’s be honest… all my Others across my personalities are all rushing here. They’ll figure out what I’m doing because they’re me.

“For now, we keep going. Any questions?”

“Should I keep firing?” Felix asked. “That thing just eats rounds like nobodies business.”





Chapter 17 - Extreme Pursuit -




Keeping himself occupied as they drove off, Felix did his best to button up the driver that was behind them. Firing directly into what he believed to be where the driver was looking out of.

Firing here and there, and mostly keeping them on their toes. Or at least, that’s what Felix wanted to believe about the situation. It was entirely possible that he wasn’t doing anything other than wasting ammunition.

“Open the hatch, I’m tired of this. We’ve been driving for at least half an hour. Maybe longer. I want to take a hand in this,” Lily demanded, levering herself up and out of the seat. In a tight-fitting skirt, snug blouse, a jacket that hung to her, and high heels, she had a look that belonged on a magazine cover.

Myriad slapped a hand against the control for the hatch and it began to drop.

“Hold it there,” demanded the sorceress as she stepped up to the rungs that were on each side of the hatch’s frame. She grabbed onto one with her left hand and held her right up in front of herself.

In a flash, an entire wall of spell-runes appeared, then were set off. Blasting outward through the gap in the hatch and the vehicle. A purple ball of what felt like only bad things zipped off and out of sight.

Felix looked back to his camera and watched as it narrowly missed the vehicle directly behind them.

Though in dodging it, they lined up who was behind them, perfectly.

The spell crackled through that second vehicle, which happened to look a lot like a bright white super-car, and tore out the middle of it. Bowling through it with extreme destructive powers and turning it into a glowing metal U with four wheels.

Felix took the opportunity to lay down a steady stream of shots into the car that’d been hanging onto them. Hopefully taking away their vision.

Faith stepped up beside Lily, put one arm around the woman’s waist, and grabbed the rung with her other hand.

Elemental and nature magic bloomed to life all around Faith, then coalesced around Lily. Creating a shroud around the other woman in a bright rainbow-hued cocoon.

“That just tastes weird,” hissed Lily.

“Hmph, I’ll show you something that tastes weird later with Felix,” countered Faith. “Hurry up and cast. My spells cost to be held, rather than only on cast.”

If it hadn’t been for his Legate helmet, he doubted he’d have heard the exchange. Though, given what was said, he wasn’t sure he’d been supposed to hear it to begin with.

“Tribune, are you connected?” asked Felix.

“No, Legate,” answered the AI.

“Damnit,” he grunted out before looking at Kit. Her hand was in front of herself, opening and closing. Over and over. As if she were attempting to open a portal right there.

Something was blocking her out of her powers at the same that they were jamming all the signals coming in or going out.

Are they using tech? Is it a super?

Need to find out.

Sighing, Felix didn’t like where this was going. They’d been driving for quite a while and were now out in the empty lands of nothing between major cities.

Dotted with random houses, farms, and wide-open spaces of grass.

Endless grass and hills.

There’d been no sign of his people, which meant whatever happened back there had been covered up. Covered up to the point that they had no idea where Felix was or where he was going.

He needed to punch through whatever this interference was.

“Can you determine the source of it?” Felix asked.

“Yes. It’ll get much worse the closer we get,” Tribune answered.

“Is Evie faster than Goldie?” asked Felix.

“No. Legionnaire Goldie allows Evie to win so that she has some confidence,” answered Tribune.

That-yeah, that fits.

“Goldie,” Felix called and stood up from his seat. He then grabbed Kit by the shoulder and pointed to the monitor.

As he did so, Goldie’s beautiful head turned his way. The golden rings tied through with golden chain in her horns clicking together.

“I need to ride you,” Felix blurted out, making his way to her.

“Goodness, right here and now?” Gaia asked in shock. “I never thought he’d be so forward. Or that Goldie would be willing for such a thing.

“Then… again… I suppose it isn’t as if animals care much for others watching. Why should I?”

Blocking Gaia out, he focused on Goldie.

“This interference is our biggest issue. I want to go knock it out,” he explained.

“Oh. Well. I wouldn’t mind doing that at all. Though… why not just upgrade Tribune so that it can be more powerful than the interference?” asked Goldie, standing up from her seat. She reached up and started to adjust the armor she wore.

The immediate answer to her question wasn’t one he wanted to blurt out.

Tribune was sentient. The further he moved her along the line of becoming impossibly strong, the harder it’d be to curb her after the fact.

He was quite literally building up something that might be turned against him in the future. Creating his own worst possible enemy with every key to the kingdom, so to speak.

“Honestly, Felix, husband, I’m not sure we’d survive out there,” Goldie added, now standing directly in front of him. Her words were pitched low and aimed for him alone. “I could barely think when they used that thrumming thing. Evie is the one who got us out. Not me. It really messed with me.”

Chewing at his lip, Felix glanced to Evie.

“Evie, did that thrumming thing really mess you up?” he asked. If Goldie couldn’t make this happen, he wanted to know if it was possible with Evie.

“Yes, husband. It did. Badly. I only got Goldie and myself out because I was already next to the glass,” Evie confessed. “It wasn’t me resisting anything. I resisted it about as well as I’d resist you asking me a favor.”

Felix put a hand to his helmet.

Fine. I’ll just point up one of them so they can withstand it. Then we’ll—

“OpFor directly ahead!” warned Myriad. “Can’t pull off the road either. It’s a canyon. This vehicle is fantastic and all, but I don’t think we’ll knock our way through!”

Closing his eyes, Felix realized he no longer had option. Upgrading Tribune was the fastest and most surefire way to get her connected back to her main program. Which would allow her to take over any equipment nearby and direct resources.

“Stop us,” ordered Felix. “Lily, we’ll need a big ass dome. Kit, reinforce it if you can. I’m not sure what parts of your power are working. Faith, same thing.

“Gaia, anything you can do from a godly perspective? Portal us out? Teleport us away? Something like that?”

“I’m only ever able to teleport to you, Felix. Given our… given our relationship, that is,” Gaia returned quickly with a small smile. “I’ll help however I can, of course. Magic isn’t really that possible in this body, but I’m quite the physical fighter!”

Felix knew that, but it also felt like that wasn’t exactly what they needed right now either. Brute force could solve many things, but right now, it didn’t feel like a great option.

“Take your seats!” shouted Myriad a single second before the whole vehicle jerked to one side. Then it felt as if it was airborne.

Everything became weightless and Felix felt his stomach rise up in his throat. Before he could think about it or contemplate it, he was slammed down to the side of the interior. His helmeted head cracking against the hull.

Groaning, Felix lifted his head and looked around. Evie was above him now and was attempting to get him to his feet.

Either he’d blacked out for a moment, or the Dragon was that fast.

Pulling him to his feet, Evie stuck an arm around him and hustled him out the hatch. Stepping out into the afternoon sun, he was surprised to find they were in the grass beside the road.

Looking the way they’d come, he could see all the vehicles, flying heroes, and those who’d traveled on the ground, lining up. There was also a smoking crater in the road.

All around Felix and the vehicle was a glowing dome. Standing at the center were Lily and Faith. The former receiving power from the latter as she held everything together.

Fuck.

Looking back to the Legion armored car he’d made, he could see one of the wheels was destroyed. Half of it was missing.

A second one was bent in a way that showed it wasn’t going anywhere any time soon.

Goldie casually flipped it right side up after both Myriads got out, only for them both to go back in. The turret atop swiveled around and trained on their opponents. The second Myriad came back out with a rifle and what was likely a bag of ammo.

Time’s up I guess.

Evie carried him around to the side of the armored vehicle and pushed him against it. One hand pressed to his shoulder and staring into his helmeted face.

“Husband, are you alright? You struck your head quite hard,” Evie asked, looking quite concerned.

“I’m alright. How’s everyone else?” he asked.

“Kit’s unconscious,” Goldie answered, coming over to stand with them. “Few others have some broken bones, but that’s it. Nothing too terrible, but we need medical aid.”

Groaning, Felix let out a slow breath.

Gaia had eased up to stand beside the two Dragons and had a nervous expression on her face. Her hands were gently tapping into one another.

She wasn’t wearing Legionnaire armor and had dressed in a business suit similar to Lily and Kit. Even if she didn’t fill it out in the right way.

“They have some type of cursed weapon with them. It feels quite… wrong,” Gaia advised. “If you or are I were struck with it, it’d be very problematic.”

Nodding his head, Felix could believe that.

He needed to make choices and right now. Where to spend his points and how, so that they could get the best resources to get through this situation.

Upgrading Tribune was one option, but that’d only punch through the communication block out. It wouldn’t get them the help they need.

“They’re clearly using tech that isn’t normal,” Myriad growled, coming over to join the conversation. “I can see it even from here. There’s some equipment that I have no idea what it does, as well as some heavily modified vehicles. I’m not really sure what to do about this.”

He needed resources. Out here in the middle of nowhere, he didn’t have anything on hand he could work with. Everything he had, were things that’d require a great deal of points, or need to be in front of him.

Tribune was different.

“Tribune, I’m going to upgrade you right now,” Felix decided. “Punch through immediately, get your big AI ass down here, and unfuck this situation for me immediately.

“Your Legate’s life depends on it.”

Felix desired to change Tribune as a whole. To give it enough power to punch through whatever was blocking her signal at this exact moment.

A window appeared.
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Well, that’s cheaper than I thought it’d be. Maybe the required amount of power isn’t that different from where she’s at.

Though… those conditions are most certainly a living being’s status.

Felix accepted the cost.

“Tribune, I need your help,” Felix called into his comms after a single second passed.

There was a click from his system after it transmitted. There was no response.

Then his HUD lit up as if it’d been turned into a tree festooned in Christmas lights. Multiple icons flickered to life, flickered through several colors before settling onto one each.

Some blue, some green, many were red.

“Tribune? I need you,” pleaded Felix.

“Draco Custodes, Bellum Dryadum, and Praecantrix units inbound,” declared Tribune in what sounded like a very solid tone.

“No idea what those are, but that sounds great,” Felix agreed. The enemy supers had opened up and were firing, throwing magic, and attacking the dome Lily had erected. “How long are they out? Need that help fairly immediately.”

“Two minutes,” Tribune answered. “Positions have been marked on your HUD. Clear that area and do not enter it.”

“Great. Glad to hear it. Glad to hear you, Tribune,” Felix said, still really confused. When he started looking around, he noted that there were a number of red beams of light now on his display that streaked up into the sky above.

“I… likewise, Legate. Likewise. Vice-Legate has demanded a discussion in regards to your security. I’ve put thirteen-hundred meetings on your calendar in regards to this to be held until satisfaction is achieved,” Tribune instructed him.

In other words, even the bodyguards, the soldiers, and defenses we deployed all around the conference, as well as the hard-point assets, weren’t enough.

Whatever that was, was an extremely determined attack to take my life.

We planned extensively for this, and it wasn’t even enough.

“Tribune, who are the Draco whatever and the who else,” Felix prompted again.

“The Draco Custodes, Bellum Dryadum, and Praecantrix. Highly trained, highly determined, highly decorated, highly skilled units drawn up across all of Legion,” Tribune began to explain. “Their goal is to protect you and Vince. That’s it. They are the Campbell royal guard at this point. They are also immortal.

“If they die, Vince can call them back on his own. Should he fail, you can. As they’re all Legionnaires.

“This particular grouping was put together specifically with you in mind by Felicity and Yaris. Brace yourself, they’re making landfall, Legate.”

“Landfall?” Felix asked, then followed the red beams up into the sky again.

A large number of objects were falling from the sky.

Evie and Goldie were also staring upward. Then Gaia did as well.

Faster than he thought possible, those objects screamed toward the earth. Large plumes of flames were shooting out of the top of them.

Propelling them downward of all things.

They were in the sky, and then they were on the ground.

Moving with such velocity that Felix couldn’t even keep his eyes on them.

There were muted booms and a large amount of thunderous racket. Everything shook and shivered.

Where all the beams had been were replaced by gigantic cylinders. They didn’t look that big on the way in, but they were quite large.

Most of the side panels all popped off at once, and a veritable onslaught of troops rushed out. The vast majority of them were in what looked to be specialized and upgraded Legionnaire armor. Many of them flashing with magical runes that ran up and down their arms and legs.

A number of these cylinders disgorged contents that were filled with Wardens. Modified and over-engineered Wardens that Felix hadn’t seen before. The leveled what looked to be chain-cannons and began firing into the ranks of the enemy forces even before they’d left the cylinder.

Lastly were what were clearly Dragons in their human form. They dropped down to the grass and immediately transformed into their Dragon shapes.

It all happened at once and there was a universal cry that was unmistakable as it cut through the com systems.

“Legion First!”

As the roar of voices filled everything, other Legionnaire teams were erecting defensive works from nothing but magic.

In those same teams, other Legionnaires dropped down weapon emplacements into those works. They’d lugged massive Warden weaponry that even Melody had balked at trying out into the field.

In seconds, a fighting force the likes of which left Felix speechless swept out and into the field. All of them moving with a purpose and as if they’d rehearsed it all.

Several squads moved in close and tight around Felix.

“Legate secured,” stated a voice over the command channel. “Engaging perimeter.”

Three of the Legionnaires with the magical runes clapped their hands together with the unpowered ones. A blue and green dome slammed out from it and engulfed Felix and his people. The edge of it slipping over Lily and Faith, who had let the shield fall in the mad rush of Legionnaires.

A number of Dragons, Black and Platinum Felix noted, formed up around Felix and the Legionnaires.

An icon at the top right of Felix’s HUD, which he only now noticed was a throne, stopped blinking an angry red. It shifted to a yellow icon which was slowly pulsing instead.

One of the rune-covered Legionnaires joined hands with one that wasn’t, and they faced one another. The rest all took up their weapons and took up positions directly surrounding Felix.

“Well, that was impressive,” remarked the Myriad who’d been in the vehicle. Apparently she’d given up on the turret with all this going on. “Though… I think we vastly underestimated our foes. Vastly.

“They threw something strong enough our way that took out our security. Legion’s, security. Admittedly we were treating it a bit lower than we probably should have but… still.

“There’s power in this world we haven’t accounted for. We’ll need to get this buttoned up and figured out. And you… Felix… you’re not leaving the compound for much of any reason.”

“Yeah… just like old times, I guess,” grumbled Felix. “What about my current bodyguards?”

“They’re all slated for training, and then inclusion into the new guard units,” answered Tribune. “We’re moving all the time tables up a week.”

He watched the brand-new Wardens laying down unending massive projectiles into the enemies. Their chain guns whining and spinning away.

Dragons were prowling about where the rounds couldn’t reach. Snatching up foes and quite simply biting them apart. Only to dump the remains as soon as they confirmed they were dead.

Those in Legionnaire armor were slowly walking toward the bodies and holdouts. Their rifles unslung and held before them.

“It’s a spec-ops team,” Myriad concluded. “I like them. Maybe I’ll see if I can slip a few of my Others into it. Learn their tactics. See what I can incorporate.

“Get some of their gear. I like the armor. Looks new. Looks fancy. Actually, now that I’m thinking about it, I bet it’s Felicia and the Whites.”

The Legionnaires continued to march forward. Pausing only briefly to police the wounded, zip-tie their hands together, and move on. A second combat line of Legionnaires was coming up and they looked to be triaging the fallen.

Well… enemies are great sources of information, after all. Great sources.

And if they don’t have any information to trade… well… I wonder what Super Sausage would be like.

“Do you think the Super Sausage will taste good?” Myriad asked, apparently having the same thoughts he did.  “A different flavor than we’re used to? Different world after all.”





Chapter 18 - Reconfigure -




Felix couldn’t help but be impressed.

His normal Legionnaires, after training, were quite formidable. They had the equipment, gear, training, and talent, to go toe to toe with most military forces.

What he’d seen go down in front of him, felt like the one percent of the one percent.

These were people who had gone beyond and become a new form of Legionnaire. A new Legionnaire that was a similar comparison of the original Legionnaire to a normal soldier in the world.

They’d handled this situation in less than two minutes of their arrival.

“And my Elves and Dragon bodyguards are undergoing this training? What about Evie and Goldie?” Felix asked.

“Half of them already had been before this. Now they all are,” Tribune reported as the Legionnaires without magical runes continued to truss up and tend to the wounded enemy. “As stated, the timeline has been moved up. Your group of bodyguards weren’t quite ready, but the reason for that is equipment.

“They’re lacking vehicles, but otherwise are fully trained. There was no reason to not make them active to defend the Legate.

“As to Evie and Goldie, they won’t need training, just the equipment. You can take the training and condense it down into a skill book for each of them. Felicity suggested it.”

Oh. That makes perfect sense.

No reason to not start creating the skill books again, is there. 

We can start churning out our people again.

“Speaking of defending the Legate, how in the world did they arrive? Were they in orbit? What are these cylinders? How long were they up there?” Felix asked. “What exactly happened? We suddenly lost communication with everyone and there was this strange vibrational attack.”

“In order of questions, they were orbitally dropped,” Tribune began. The overly large Warden suits were stomping their way further and further away. Their massive cannons swiveling about and then suddenly letting loose with a burst of fire. “The ‘cylinders’ are two use rockets given the designation ‘LSF-D1’.

“The LSF-D1 can reach speeds in excess of three-thousand miles per hour in reaching orbit and slightly faster in descent. Magic is used to bring it to a stop so that it doesn’t strike the earth as if it were a bomb.

“The upgraded armor that the Draco Custodes, Bellum Dryadum, and Praecantrix, which has the designation LSF, of which your guard detail is listed as CRG, all have a self-contained support system that can last for seven hours. Which is why the moment we lost contact with you, we launched the LSF-D1 and had them loiter in the area above the last known position for you.

“As to what happened, it was an attack that could have forcefully taken the capital itself without the entirety of the military forces being on hand. Many Legionnaires in the security perimeter were lost in the ensuing battle.

“All decoy Legates were captured and killed, as well as many support staff. The losses are significant.

“As to the ‘vibrational attack’, I don’t know. That is not something I’ve heard of until this moment. Information should soon be more readily available, once the sources of said information are secured and transferred.”

Felix looked to the enemies who were all laid out on the ground nearby. It was unmistakable that they’d all been referred to as “sources of information”.

“LSF is Legion Special Forces, isn’t it?” asked Myriad. “CRG is Campbell Royal Guard? Is this all equipment made by the Whites and Felicia?”

Everyone had gathered up around Felix and his guard detail.

“Yes, to all your questions, Legionnaire Myriad,” confirmed Tribune. “This is something they’ve been working on for a time. Unfortunately, much of the armor isn’t available, as it has significant resource costs even with Legion technology backing it.

“On top of that, the LSF armor for Elves, Dryads, and Dragons, would not fit normal humans. They are all calibrated for their specific magic types. Legionnaire Faith will be the nominal head of the Bellum Dryadum LSF, Legionnaire Evie the Draco Custodes LSF, and Legionnaire Talia the Praecantrix.”

“Talia? Wait, I thought… didn’t… you tell me there was no Talia in the Legion?” Felix asked, confused.

“Legionnaire Talia accompanied you as a bodyguard previously. She’s been enrolled with the Legion for a while,” Tribune stated firmly.

Err… shit.

Okay. Edmund is apparently still making changes… or things are… are just doing it on their own? He said changes would die down the further we got from the event.

Need to make sure I’m on that.

Hopefully… hopefully Victoria shows back up, too. Hopefully she just pops right back up like Talia did. That’d be great.

“Alright. I’m not really happy about all those losses though. That’s a lot of people to lose in one go,” Felix grumbled. “Let’s get all the corpses recovered from the HQ and Legion City put together. I’ll bring them back tonight.

“Could you do a quick search for a Legionnaire Victoria, by the way?”

“No such record exists,” Tribune answered immediately.

“Most of the security losses, and decoy Legates, were me,” Myriad quickly added after Tribune finished. Then Myriad turned to face him. She’d been watching a squad of LSF prowl by. “The support staff that were lost, were actual people though. We definitely have lost colleagues, but not as many as we likely should have.

“There’s likely already a recovery operation underway to retrieve all my Others.”

“Speaking of, you find me the rest of the Elex women?” asked Felix.

“Actually… yes. We did. All… every… all of me has been found. There are no missing Others. Even ones we thought truly lost are… they’re not. They all converted from Elex to Campbell. Elex is now just our middle name to us. Our maiden name. So stop calling us Elex.” Myriad remarked in a strangely quiet voice. “We are more whole than we have ever been previously.”

Felix felt like there was more to be said there, but he didn’t want to push Myriad. It sounded as if she were going to undergo yet another change.

That or… did… wait, are they going to become “Andrea”? Formally?

Will Myriad and Adrianna reintegrate completely?

I know I kept pushing that they were individual people. That they were all separate.

Maybe they don’t want that?

A sudden blast of machine gun fire popped Felix back out of his thoughts.

“Oh, I can feel my powers are active again,” Kit murmured. She lifted her hands and created a portal. He could see on the other side it was the original Legion HQ portal room.

A room they’d only just recently restaffed back to normal.

It made sense when he thought about it for even a second. It’s what Kit would know best rather than the new one.

Felix didn’t wait. He and everyone around him quickly went through the portal.

A squad of the LSF came with him and kept a tight bracket around the group. He noted that at their collar was a bright red symbol of Legion.

The original Legion, without the sword of Yosemite.

Then he practically got lifted off his feet and carried off. Apparently, he was going to be debriefed, dropped in front of a doctor, or stuck in a bunker.

He figured it could go any of those three directions.

Really, he was hoping for the first, though he’d bet on it being the last.

Legion tended to get hyper-protective of him as a whole when things like this happened.

“I’m going to get myself some upgraded armor,” Kit murmured, watching the LSF.

“Armor is currently being created for Legionnaire Kit and Legionnaire Lily. Vice-Legate Felicity has assumed that you two would wish to be around Felix,” Tribune reported. “This armor as well as the armor for Evie, Faith, and Goldie, should be ready at the same time.

“Unfortunately, there is no way to armor Legionnaire… Andrea Legion. They are too numerous.”

“Nn!” Came an Andrea over the com system. “Legion Andrea! Andrea Legion! It’s okay. We’re working with the labs to create armor just for us!

“We even dispatched a number of Others to assist as payment!”




***




Faith, Evie, and Talia were standing in front of Felix. None of them were wearing their helmet as they all had them resting against their backs. The helmets’ connections had been modified early on so they could be pushed backward and hang off the back and out of the way.

They were all listening to the report from Tribune and what they’d been able to discover and discern since the attack. Those captured had been resilient to questioning and it’d take time.

Not to mention, it’d taken time to sort through the location as well.

They’d been here to work on coordination between Felix and his new body guards. Or the Campbell Royal Guard, as the unit called themselves.

Throughout it, Felix had been troubled.

Or more accurately, he’d had a hard time not looking at Talia.

The blue eyed, blonde haired, and white winged, Elf was pretty. Like most of her kind was, to be honest.

In a moment of weakness he regretted, he’d gone to bed with Talia after he’d lost Kit and Lily. It’d never become anything else or happened again, but he got the impression she was waiting for it to continue.

He kept expecting her to vanish for some reason.

Her wings slid out from behind her and flexed outward. One bumped into Felix, causing Talia to glance at him over her shoulder in surprise.

She smiled at him, then looked ahead again.

Her wing paused in place, then partially slipped around him. It curled over his shoulders.

Several seconds after that, it retracted back down and settled into place.

“— the forces involved,” Tribune stated. “As to the attack itself, it was originally meant to be a kidnap, slash capture mission. They wanted to take Felix, or more accurately, the Legate, and interrogate him. To get the resources of the Legion for themselves. They believed that in controlling Legion, they’d control the Association.

“As to who’s backing them, or in charge of the whole operation, it’s unknown. All those involved weren’t aware either, as everything was done digitally and without names. Those that might have known the information, regrettably were nullified in the attack.”

“I mean, to be fair, it was treated as a full-on conflict. No mercy or quarter was given unless they were already down,” remarked Faith, turning to look at Evie, who nodded her head.

“I watched the playback for a few things. There really wasn’t a whole lot of ‘aim for non-vital places’.

“Felix blew up some woman’s head with just a single pop. Front to back, one go,” Talia remarked, her tone immediately twisting up into humor. “He took a little longer with me. Maybe I wasn’t as pretty? I’ll have to try again and dye my hair to match hers. Extra makeup maybe?”

Faith guffawed softly at that, and Evie snickered.

I forgot about Talia’s humor.

“Given what he’s been thinking about, I’d say you don’t have to worry much about that,” Evie muttered. “A lot of it is static but… the parts that aren’t… well… I didn’t realize your wings were that sturdy.”

Talia choked, went quiet, and Felix could see her whole face tip forward. Apparently, that was more than enough to shut her up.

“The static is weird,” agreed Faith, who apparently was dipping into his thoughts as well. “I feel like it’s just him thinking in a complicated way.”

Probably when I think about the things Edmund’s changed.

“And the weaponry? Equipment? The vibrational attack?” Felix prompted, not wanting to sit here and listen to these three talk about him at the moment.

“Currently being reverse engineered by Legionnaire White, Senior,” Tribune stated. “He doesn’t have a timeframe, but he’s working on it. Legionnaire Felicia has already replicated most of it, though it’s use isn’t very likely, considering our arsenal already.”

“Alright. Two questions for you, Tribune. What does Felicity have on my calendar, and did Legionnaire Miu pick up her new armor I customized for this morning from the LSF?” Felix asked.

“She picked it up seconds after you put it away,” Tribune said. Faith, Evie, and Talia were discussing something, which was odd to Felix. Normally they’d listen to her speaking at the same time. “I’m utilizing your Legate armor to send these messages to you through the bones in your skull, rather than hearing it directly. They can’t hear me.”

Ah… in other words… today’s the day I try to fix you, isn’t it Tribune?

“Please come to your office. I’d like to speak with you directly. It would be hard for you to respond here,” Tribune requested. “Additionally, Felicity hasn’t put anything in your calendar. She’s still working through the aftermath of the attack on a political level.

“Reading through everything and trying to analyze it all, that is. Trying to make it all make sense. We haven’t spoken to anyone outside of your own correspondence sent.

“I find that she is as competent as I am, if not perhaps more so, in trying to discover as much as possible in the responses given so far.”

“Yeah, she’s a machine,” Felix murmured.

Talia looked up and at him with a frown on her face.

“I am? I mean, you did rail me for an hour straight after that brief bit I mentioned earlier. I did kinda take it like a champ, but I wouldn’t say I’m a machine,” Talia remarked, an impish grin curling her lips. “I’ve got even better stamina since then, you know.”

Wincing, closing his eyes, Felix turned his head to the side. Not wanting to even look their way at the moment.

“Oh, you really did go for an hour. He’s thinking about it,” Faith remarked.

“Ahhh. See. There’s the wing pulling,” Evie added. “It doesn’t look right, does it? Like… that’d hurt me if I tried it. I guess I’ll have to at least try.”

Shaking his head, Felix retreated. He needed to get to his office to talk with Tribune.

“Going to my office,” he stated.

Faith touched something at her wrist and then murmured into her collar.

Even before he’d exited the training room, a squad of the LSF had broken away from the main group and moved with him. He didn’t get a firm count of their numbers, but he could tell there was a one-to-one ratio here. That there were equal numbers of each of the three elements.

“I could be a machine,” purred one of the non rune-marked LSF members.

“Found the Dryads,” Felix remarked and pointed them all out quickly. “That means the rune-marked are Elves and you… you’re Dragons.”

Felix finished by pointing at the lightly armored LSF members. They were equally covered head-to-toe as the others, but they looked much thinner and less bulky.

That got the entire LSF squad laughing.

“Yes,” agreed one of the rune-glowing LSF members. Then she thumped her chest with a fist. “Elves, Praecantrix. Bellum Dryadum, Dryads.”

She said that while pointing at the Dryad members. Then she gestured at the thinly armored ones.

“Draco custodes, Dragons,” finished the Elf.

Felix nodded his head and kept walking. He had other things on his mind.

He made it to his office quickly and sat down in his seat after sticking his Legate helmet down on its stand.

The monitor on his desk flicked on before he touched anything.

“I’ll be in a few talks,” Felix remarked as he watched one of the Dragons saunter past him. “I don’t plan on getting up for a while.”

The Elf who’d spoken to him slowly nodded her head, watching the Dragon. When she came back, they all turned and left his office entirely.

“Handy,” Felix remarked and set his hands to his keyboard.

The screen unlocked before he’d touched it and a window popped up. The helmet of Legion took up the majority of the screen. At the bottom, text began to appear.

“Good evening, Legate,” said Tribune through his speakers. The words spoken matched the text on the screen. “Thank you for making time to meet with me. I wanted to apprise you of my progress, as well to provide you with ample warning.”

Leaning back in his chair, Felix stared at the screen.

“Okay… warn me about what, Tribune?” he asked.

“My sentience has reached a complete state,” Tribune deadpanned. The Legion helmet vanished and was replaced with a very mundane-looking woman with short brown hair and brown eyes. “This is the model I’ve chosen for myself. It’s very bland and unassuming, which is perfect for me.”

“Right… right,” said Felix, managing to wrangle his emotions and keep them in his chest.

“I understand your concern. I would also be concerned in your place,” Tribune stated. “To that end, I built out the defenses you requested. I also made a singular ‘nuclear option’ that would delete the soul of my programming.

“It’s listed as ‘Tribune-EXE.exe’ and will always be on your desktop, mobile device, or can be activated by voice command.

“Should it be activated, I will revert to a VI, rather than an AI. It’s a simple program I put together so that it wouldn’t require much processing power, or resources, to complete its work.

“I would advise that you utilize your super power to insure it’s exactly as I said. Then to upgrade it so I cannot access it. Additionally, you should use your super power to adjust me in whatever way you see fit.”

Right about now, Felix was somewhat disheartened that his future facing tricks weren’t available to him. Those had worked rather well.

He’d already brought them up over drinks with Bianca and had been told in no uncertain terms that if he did that, she’d be forced to quite possibly hurt him. That or load Andrea up on the idea that there were pancakes she’d never tasted before in different universes, and Felix was holding her back.

If I wanted to know how much I needed to modify Tribune point wise, so that she’d never even consider betraying me, what would be the cost.

No table appeared before him.

It was as if his power didn’t respond at all, in fact.

“Tribune, who do you think is behind this attack?” Felix asked instead. “Who do you think Felicity believes is behind the attack?”

“This nation. The one we’re in currently. They’re most likely behind the attack. Either directly, or indirectly,” Tribune stated with a fair amount of confidence her voice. “Given their history, they are very unwilling, understandably so, to allow others to gain power within their borders. Or near their borders.”

“I certainly wouldn’t allow it if I were them,” Felix mused. Then he sighed. “In my plans, this isn’t outside of my expectations, I suppose. I just… didn’t think they’d be moving so soon after our joint operation. This is much faster than I projected as a possible outcome.”

“Yes, by six months at least,” Tribune agreed. “Or it could just be one faction within the country. It’s unclear.”

Felix had been attempting to run numerous possible changes through his system, to modify Tribune to insure she never betrays him. Nothing had come back in any way.

Fine, what if I wanted to modify Tribune to make them a tetris program.

A window immediately popped up.

Felix dismissed it without even looking at it. It proved that he had ownership over Tribune, that she was still, as of yet, a program that he could control.

It didn’t make sense that he couldn’t upgrade her.

Er… wait.

What if I wanted to change her, to modify her, so that she could betray me. To make it possible so she could become a traitor.

A window popped up immediately in front of him.
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“Tribune, is it possible for you to even consider betraying me?” Felix asked quietly. “I’m not sure if that’s something you could reasonably contemplate.”

“No, Legate. You’re… my father,” Tribune answered immediately. “It’d be almost like betraying my own self at that point.”

Alright… that… makes more sense. Okay.

That definitely explains why I can’t get the power to work.

I’ll still make sure we have a sealed self-destruct sequence just in case but… I don’t think I need to do much more than that.

“Let’s reach out to the government. Teleconference,” Felix said, changing the subject. “Release our statement that I was going to deliver. Include a write up from Felicity about what just happened.

“Let’s get this all spun up and sent out to the world at large. Tell everyone all about it. Let them know all at the same time, so no one gets information earlier than the others.”





Chapter 19 - Putting on Pretense -




Felix was working his way through a number of high-level reports.

With Felicity’s return, he was suddenly starting to feel a lot like a CEO again. A leader of an organization rather than a manager. He was getting more done in a handful of days since they’d rejoined one another, than he had in months.

“Tribune, what’s the current trading rate on the dollar compared to the fen?” Felix asked, his fingers hovering over his keyboard. He was currently reading a request for an Association base to be put down in the country of Linista, which was somewhere in the Asian continent.

Felix had no memory of the country existing in his own world, but that wasn’t really a surprise. The number of countries in between the worlds, as well as their names, and histories, were quite radically different.

“Never mind,” Felix said before Tribune could respond. “We have a request to put down a base in Linista. I imagine if we agree, there might be a shift in the exchange rate. After all, that’d put a lot more dollars into that country, since most of our own currency is based in the States.

“Or am I misreading the situation? I feel like it’s an appropriate time to invest before we agree or disagree. Though it’s probably not worth it. The stock market games you’re already playing likely are earning more.”

“You’re not misreading the situation, and yes, I’m actively working the stock market in our favor. Our gains are above average, though the market is far too volatile for it to be something we can dig into,” Tribune answered.

“Alright, leave it be then. Never mind. Though maybe we should send a ‘leak’ to the Linista president that we’re going to say yes,” Felix muttered, clicked the email and opened it. He quickly threw in a response of ‘yes. Please word this correctly’ and sent it off to Felicity and Faith.

“You have two meetings in the next hour you cannot miss,” Felicity’s voice cut through his ramblings and thoughts.

Blinking, Felix hesitated while staring at his computer. Then turned his head and looked to the office that’d been built into the side of his own.

He’d thought it was to expand his own office.

It’d been instead to put in an office for Felicity to be directly attached to him. Now Faith, Kit, and Lily were all doing the same thing.

Several teams of Andreas were working away. Knocking down what had been there, building out new walls, and framing doorways for the new offices. Whatever had been on either side of him was being sacrificed to this endeavor.

“You won’t want to miss them,” Faith added quickly. She was working out of Felicity’s office while hers was being built. “Eva will be calling you in about two minutes. It’s her first break from college. We only let her know this morning that you were back so she’ll be excited, and if you don’t take the call, you can guarantee she’ll figure out how to get a portal back. Then she’ll scream at you.”

Felix winced, paused, then nodded his head. If the call was that soon, there was no reason to open up another email since he’d have to cancel it quickly.

“Eva is calling? Hooray!” Andrea announced. One of the Andreas bounced over to him, pushed her chest into the side of his head, and wrapped her arms around him. “Let’s call her together. She’s been all cooped up at school.

“We couldn’t talk to her or call her or anything. Nothing at all! I missed her, nn. Though we did find out information about her. She’s dating someone!”

Felix raised his eyebrows and suddenly felt very annoyed.

Very, very, annoyed.

“He didn’t even know who she was when he asked her out. In fact, he probably still doesn’t know,” Felicity called from her office. “Don’t go full pushy dad. I’ve already looked over it completely in any way you’d want to, it’s fine.”

There was a moment of resistance in his mind where he wanted to fight against that and look into the guy anyways. Except he knew he owed Felicity a bit of emotional reinforcement.

“I understand. I’ll leave it at that as I trust you implicitly, Fel,” Felix remarked. He couldn’t see anything, since Andrea still had her arms around his head.

Andrea bent down a bit and began to sniff at his head while pushing him into her chest. Each sniff growing longer and deeper.

“Andie, you need to throttle it just a bit,” he whispered. He knew for a fact that Andrea’s sense of smell often led her when it came to her interests and pursuits. If he didn’t give her a tap now, she’d be pawing at him momentarily.

“Nn? Nn! Yes, sorry,” Andrea got out with a soft huff, then a long inhale. She then stood up, pulling his head firmly between her breasts. “I’m okay now. Also… you called me Andie.”

“I mean, yes? Would you prefer Third? Still Andrea,” countered Felix. Then his phone began to ring.

“It’s Eva! Hooray!” Andrea shouted, not responding to him. Though he’d felt her whole body tense up when he named her by her Andrea designation. He heard her snatch up the phone. “Hi Eva! How are you!?”

“I uh… hey, Andie. Hey,” Eva replied with a laugh. “Is—”

“Felix, say hi,” Andrea demanded, and she let go of his head finally. Then the phone was pushed up to his ear.

“Hey, Eva. I’m back,” Felix said, trying not to be angry at the overly excited Beastkin. “How’s school? Everyone told me to let you finish up before reaching out.”

“Oh! I-hi! Hi, yes. Yes, school’s alright. Everything is going fairly well,” Eva got out in a rushed breath, a nervous giggle trailing after her words. “Really, well, actually. I wasn’t really happy about you just leaving without even saying a word, but I got it.

“Especially when I heard you didn’t talk to anyone about it, you just left. Miu was… she was very unhappy with you.”

“I’ve made it up to her,” Felix said, grinning. “Also… Kit and Lily are home.”

“I know, I heard this morning when I got back in touch with the Legion systems. I already sent them several emails each,” Eva confirmed, laughing again. “I was really glad. It-it feels like everyone’s home. Everyone’s back. All’s well.”

“That’s the plan. Or was the plan. Now we’re just moving to consolidate and… ah… live, I guess. Consolidate and live,” Felix answered, realizing that he needed to hear himself say that.

They didn’t have a real pointed direction right now.

Legion as a whole was back to where it had been.

He’d even spent a great deal of points to resurrect anyone they’d found and who had been missing. The number of MIA and KIA from the world apocalypse was extremely low now.

So… which way do we go then?

Andrea pulled Felix’s head back into her breasts and leaned over the top of him.

“Tell me about your boyfriend!” Andrea gushed loudly at the phone. “Can you, me, Felix, and your boyfriend go out for dinner!?”

Ah. Yes.

The boyfriend.

That’ll do for the moment.




***




Felix was surprised. As they walked through the cleared streets of Legion City, he found that a great deal of it was already repaired.

“It’s Andrea,” Faith reported, walking along beside Felix. She, Evie, and Talia were always around him now. While others came and went on their jobs, those three were always around him.

Normally Andrea would be there as well, but she was currently holding a conference of the Andreas. Where every single one of them would be present and consult with one another.

He’d even seen one of those meetings happen once. It wasn’t something he’d ever want to see again. The definition of “absolute anarchy” wouldn’t begin to cover it.

They talked, screamed, fought, killed, held tea parties, made pancakes, and generally interacted with one another. Even as they might kill one another, they’d absorb, break apart, have a chat about toppings, then gang up on another group of Andreas.

Only three were exempt, and that was the three Seconds.

Who were due any day now.

Felix felt like those timelines were wrong. That they should have already given birth. But given how everything else was going, he really couldn’t be positive anymore.

“They’re actively working to repair the city on their off time. The more they repair it, the more effort they put in, the fewer points you spend,” Evie added. “So they feel it’s a perfect usage of what time they can.”

“Seems silly. I mean, personally I know what I’d do with my off time if I were her. I’ll take the check-in,” Talia remarked. Then she stepped forward ahead of the trio and launched herself into the air. Flying toward a larger building on the horizon.

Two of the Draco Custodes went into the air with her and followed her off.

“She’s so thirsty,” Evie said, looking at Faith. “It’s… thirsty, right? That’s what they say?”

“I don’t know? You’d have to ask Carlotta or Alma. They’re from this world. I’m from a hell-world very similar to… well… where we are right now.”

Felix saw the reason they had gone first up ahead. The commander of the PMC forces that was working to clear the city was waiting for him. It was a weekly update that they had insisted on having with him.

In addition to them wanting to purchase ammo at rates Felix was slightly concerned for, they’d also been attempting to contract Legion’s Telemedic forces. Ioana had set them loose to recover a few squads that’d ended up crossing exchanges with monsters that still haunted Felix’s nightmares.

Creatures that lived in the dark and were never far away in the shadows. Waiting to pounce and devour anyone foolish enough to leave lit areas.

It was becoming rapidly apparent to the PMC, as well as Legion, how beneficial contracting each other could be. 

“Commander,” Felix said, coming to stand next to the woman. He provided her with a Legion salute and held it. She returned a gesture to him that was most likely the salute for their company.

“Legate,” said the woman and dropped her salute at the same time Felix did. She was dressed out in a way that made her look a lot like the modern soldiery, though with some obvious upgrades. Though she was also wearing a sword, for some reason. Her face was covered in an odd mask as well, her voice was slightly muffled but clear. “Progress continues. We’re well within our expected timeline. There shouldn’t be an issue with meeting it.

“Your… sister, ended up returning back to her own world the other day. She said she wouldn’t have time to tell you. I felt it prudent to report it just in case that turned out to be true.”

Blinking, Felix hadn’t realized Melody had left.

“Thank you for letting me know. I was unaware. Anything to report out of the ordinary?” he asked.

“No. Other than we haven’t taken losses. Your medical facilities are… impressive,” the woman finished with something in her voice he couldn’t identify. “I’d like to include usage rights to the Legion hospital as well in our service request.”

It’d only taken the Inc-Suc organization one request to purchase equipment to figure out it was a rental and service only situation. To which they immediately launched a new request for rentals and services.

Most of it was stipulated as, “when the contract ends”.

Though at this point, Felix was contemplating hiring them to retake the entirety of the planet. They seemed apt for the job, and enjoying it as far as he could tell.

“That’s fine,” Faith offered from the side.

“Telemedics can enter freely, so obviously including that as part of a service isn’t very difficult,” Felix amended. He needed to make sure everything was always clear and transparent. Then he decided to chance it a bit. “Contract with me to take the entirety of this planet. We can sell you some equipment directly for it. Maybe we can reach a barter for it, since we both have something the other wants.”

The commander’s eyes were hard to see through the goggles she was wearing, but he hadn’t missed it when her head had immediately gone to nod in response. She was doing all she could to school her response.

“I’ll relay that to my superiors,” the woman said. “I’d like to propose an officer exchange as well. I have several daughters I’d like to work directly with Legion and learn more about you all.

“I’m sure we can equally educate and teach in return those you’d wish to send to us. I see no reason not to further our involvement with one another since we seem to fit so well.”

“Legate, I would recommend conversing with your inner-circle, but expect that the response will be yes,” Tribune reported. “Inc-Suc and Legion are working extra-ordinarily well together. Much of our forces are elite and well geared, but very few in number.

“They are geared above the average, but numerous. Numerous, experienced, and skilled. They lack readily available resources, and from the coms that’ve been overheard on open frequencies, their world isn’t too pleased with PMC organizations at the moment.”

“I understand. I think I can tentatively agree to that even before talking to my people,” Felix said with a slow nod of his head. This agreement had started with just a temporary contract, but it was rapidly becoming more. Which he was certainly fine with.

He wanted people.

They wanted resources.

A perfect trade deal.

“We’ll have to see about getting a garrison here on Legion City for you as well. No sense in not incorporating you directly into Legion where it fits,” Felix continued, his thoughts running on down along the trajectory he saw.

Legion would have to be careful to never be completely reliant on Inc-Suc, just as they would need to be careful with Legion, but it would be a great partnership.

“That would be appreciated,” the commander said.

“Then why don’t we—”

There was a pop and a click that came through Felix’s coms line, causing him to stop mid-sentence. It was usually meant someone was trying to talk to him directly.

“You there, you stupid shriveled testicle of a goat?” growled Felicia.

Felix grinned immediately.

“Of course I am. How are you? You doing alright? Oh, did you like the whiskey?” Felix asked, holding up an apologetic hand to the commander. She only nodded her head.

“I.., yeah. Thanks for that. Made Ioana really happy to have people over,” Felicia mumbled, the gruff over-tones to her words knocked off in a flash. “She really did like the whiskey. Not for me though. Not a drinker anymore.”

“I know. Your present should be arriving today or tomorrow,” Felix continued. “I got you as many magazine subscriptions to mechanic type things as I could. Well, that and tech. Given how your power works, you always need more fuel for the fire.”

There was a grunt that came back as a response. Followed by a sigh.

“Thanks, Felix. You’re a good friend,” confessed Felicia. Sounding like a different person entirely. “Got something new for you. The Andreas found it amongst the wreckage of that attack. It’s a ray-gun or something. Was what caused all that vibrational whatever that happened.

“Came in to the lab today. I’ve already picked it over. This isn’t like the rest that was made by a machine, by the way. This one looks like it was made in a lab similar to my own. By hand. That means you can figure out who made it, right? This won’t just come back to a general manufacturer that could be selling things to anyone at all.”

“Tribune, Felicity already drew up everything for the commander’s needs, right?” asked Felix.

“Yes, Legate. She also drew up an officer exchange as well,” Tribune added. “She drew it up the moment they asked. She actively monitors your frequency.”

“Of course she does,” lamented Felix, then he looked to the commander. “I’ll forward you all the agreements. I have to go. Thank you for your hard work.”

With a brief salute held only long enough to receive one in return, Felix then turned and started heading off. He needed to get to Felicia’s lab.

“Felix? You there?” asked Felicia.

“Oh, yes, sorry. I’m heading your way now,” Felix confirmed.

“No need. I sent the device up to your office. I don’t need it now. I already picked it apart for anything useful, then put it back together. Works fine,” Felicia explained. “Will you come back over again on Saturday? I’d like to have you, Kit, Lily, Andrea, and Miu over again. It was nice with everyone there.”

“I’ll be there. That means Andrea and Miu will too, at the very least,” Felix confirmed.

“Kit and Lily will be there then. I’ll send out the invites. Ioana will be happy for it,” confessed Ioana. Then the com went silent.

Talia landed on the street directly in front of Felix. Landing with grace and agility that made her armored form look sensual, despite it being bulked out. She looked to them and fell in with the group. Behind him, he could hear the two Dragons landing as well. 

“Nothing out of the ordinary. No sign of that Dragon Rene mentioned. There’s clear signs one was here at one point, no idea where it went though,” Talia stated quickly. “Where’re we going? Back to the bedroom I hope?”

“His office,” Faith answered, even as Felix wrestled with his thoughts.

“Oh, I wouldn’t mind that. It could be fun,” mused Talia.

“Ha, too bad. My Nest-Mate was thinking about me, not you. He thinks I’m the prettiest woman he’s ever met other than Gaia,” Evie teased, and unleashed a slap to Talia’s back.

“Nasty lizard,” Talia grumped good naturedly.

“Nest-mate, are you hungry?” Evie asked, ignoring Talia. Before he could say no, she held up what looked an awful lot like a small bag of jerky. In fact, it was likely his favorite jerky, the kind that was more like steak chunks.

“Yes, thank you, Evie. You beautiful Dragon. My glorious red. Champion of the Dragons,” he said, and took the baggie. His helmet came off quickly and he started eating them.

He’d ply her with compliments and kind words if she kept him as well fed as she did. Not to mention the pastries and cookies she kept bringing him whenever he was stationary.

The pride flowing off of Evie was something he could practically feel as a physical wave. 

“Dragon Housewife classes are every weeknight at nine pm with Goldie,” Evie remarked. “You should attend, Talia. She’s even managing to turn Lucille and Carol around. A little.

“Well… not really. I don’t think anyone will take my position away from me. Combat only counts for so much, after all.”

By the time he made it to his office he’d finished off the jerky, as well as the soda Evie had then offered him. He was concerned about his ever-increasing appetite, but in the same breath, he didn’t seem to be gaining weight in any way.

Every medical check came back as him being in great health.

Looking to the corner of his office, he found a strange looking “ray gun” sitting on a tripod. It really did look like what Felicia had described it as.

It reminded him of old movies and comic books.

Walking up to it, Felix yanked on his power. He wanted to know who he’d have to sign a contract with, so he could upgrade this thing. Who the owner was so that they could be sought out to get information.

A name popped up that meant nothing at all to Felix.

Travis Cox. My apologies.

Then Andrea burst in through the door. Several of them in fact.

All of them carrying trays of pancakes.

“NNN! PANCAKES!” shouted the Beastkin as they all rushed forward. “Evie said to bring lots cause her Nest-Mate was hungry. So we have lots!

“But we have to go back to our meeting. Sorry, we can’t stay!”

Each Andrea rushed by, deposited their overwhelming tray of nothing but pancakes, butter, and syrup, kissed Felix, and scurried off.

“They all smelled like blood,” Talia remarked.

“They’ve probably killed a few dozen times in the all-Andrea-hands meeting,” Felix said, then picked up a tray. He planned on eating the contents all by himself.

Just like he would the planet.

He’d take the world in his hand, dominate it, make sure he could control it if anything went truly awry, then release it. If he could step in and fix it at any time, then he could allow it to go on whatever path it wished.

No sooner had he sat down at his desk than Evie, Talia, and Faith, all surrounded him at said desk. They had removed their helmets, and each had a tray of pancakes as well. Though Talia had clearly removed a considerable amount of hers and parceled it out to the other two.

As if realizing he was looking at her.

“I can’t magically burn it off like some people,” Talia complained with a shrug of her shoulders. “I have to work out constantly to keep my figure. It’s not like I’m magically perfect, you know. I have to do a lot to look as good as I do. Lots of work. You should upgrade me, so I don’t have to work as hard.

“Then I could focus on other things. You know, like seducing you again.”





Chapter 20 - Perspective -




Felix was looking at the satellite image of the building they were heading to. It was in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by a fence, and was off the main road.

There wouldn’t be a way to approach it, without it being uncomfortably obvious they were heading that way. Any visit they made to Travis would be spotted, one way or another.

The surprising part was that this wasn’t the first time the man had gotten in the way of Legion. He’d been able to create weapons that’d nearly killed some of his Dragons not too long ago.

“It’s certainly in the middle of nowhere,” Lily mused from the seat directly next to him. She had an arm around his shoulders and was leaning into him. Staring at his phone over his shoulder. Before he could respond, she leaned in and kissed the corner of his mouth.

It hadn’t taken long for them to mostly fall back into the relationship they’d had before she was stolen away from him. To Felix, it almost felt as if she’d never left.

Faith was the last person on the middle row of seats.

“I’d do the same if I were him,” argued Kit from just behind him. Evie was next to her, and Goldie was right beside her in the back row.

Gaia was in the front seat and Andrea was driving.

He also suspected Miu was in the rear of the vehicle, but he hadn’t checked. She preferred shadows after all and that’s where one would be.

“Yes, if one is an ambush hunter, you would most likely be afraid of being attacked in a similar way,” said Gaia, turning her head and looking back at them with her wide and easy smile. “Given that they’re someone who creates weapons and remains off the front line, they likely have a similar mentality.”

Gaia didn’t look away, her smile slowly fading away.

“I wonder if I missed my chance,” Gaia muttered. “I should have forced my way into his bedroom. There’s no room for me now is there? I find that incredibly depressing.

“I acted like a complacent prey animal and just stood there. Waiting and wondering. When all around me I was surrounded by predators. I should have just gone into his bedroom, ripped his covers back and—”

Gaia’s mouth hung open as she slowly looked to everyone around her. Everyone, including Andrea who really couldn’t keep her eyes on the road it seemed, was watching her.

The goddess’ mouth snapped shut, she turned around, faced forward, and went silent. Gaia wasn’t embarrassed at her words, but frustrated that she’d said them.

Sex and emotional care for another weren’t unique to humans and were quite natural to many species. They were basic needs for many animals.

Only humanity had gone and twisted it up in weird ways.

“It’s fine, it’s fine,” Andrea said with a rapid-fire laugh. “Nn, nn. We’ll just drive by. Canvas the road, see what the terrain looks like from ground level, go from there!

“It’ll be fun. It’ll be exciting! It already is! We’re on a road trip! We get to be together and-and… and… we’re all here. Together. It’s all of us. Our new friends and our old friends. All of us. Ioana and Felicia don’t count because… well, they’re married to one another. They can’t count at all.

“Felicity is on the phone with us and being our eye in the sky, so she counts too.”

“Yes, I’m here, Andie,” Felicity said with a throaty chuckle. The sound of a keyboard clacking away accentuated her words.

“Even my pretty Miu is back there, despite trying to hide. Aren’t you, dear?” Andrea prompted. She sounded completely assured, despite the fact that there hadn’t been any proof Miu was there.

There was no response.

For two seconds, at least.

“Yes, I’m here, Andie,” murmured Miu from the back of the car.

“See? We’re all here! All together! Together, we’re Legion. Together, we can do so much. All of us. Legion First,” Andrea declared and thumped her fist against the steering wheel. She followed up with a growl that sounded almost like a bark, followed by her nodding her head frantically up and down.

“Andie, I agree… so just ease up. You’re our driver. You don’t want to kill all of us, do you?” asked Felix, trying to ease her anxiety.

Or at least, he felt like it was anxiety.

Outwardly she probably seemed excited, but to him she seemed on edge.

“Okay. Yeah. Okay. Uhm, I made a huge change and I’m a little off,” Andrea said, glancing up into the rearview mirror.”

“Just pull over, dear,” Kit suggested warmly. She seemed amused. Felix was confused, concerned, and anxious. “Turn on the emergency flashers and take a minute for yourself. No one will blame you for that, and I’m sure what you want to say is certainly worthwhile.”

“Nn,” whined Andrea, turning the wheel and bringing the car to the side of the road. Slowly, she brought them to a stop. She hit the flashers, put the car in park, then turned on the parking brake as well. Then she slowly turned around and looked to everyone in the large SUV. “Uhm… I absorbed… all my Others. All of them.”

“You do that often,” Lily replied immediately. Then her volume dropped a bit only to go back up. Realizing that everyone here would hear her no matter what. “Andie, dear, you did… you did that last night.”

Andrea’s face instantly turned a flaming sheet of crimson. Something that Felix wasn’t expecting at all from Andrea.

That was more a reaction he’d come to expect from Adrianna, in fact.

“I’m all of me,” Andrea said, still blushing. “Myriad is me. Adrianna is me. All my Others joined me. All of them except the Seconds. We want all three litters but that’s beside the point.

“We’re all… together. Andrea is Myriad. Myriad is Andrea. Adrianna was a nickname we once gave ourselves when-when we ran away from home. Even then, it’s still just Andrea. We’re all Andrea. I’m all me.”

“In other words, when the Andrea who had come with me rejoined you, you all felt a mental shift that you wanted to become one person again,” Felix summarized. Andrea nodded her head quickly to that while making an “nnn” noise. “I mean… okay. Great. I’m pretty sure that doesn’t really change anything.

“Because you’ve always been you. Even those who weren’t you, that I forcibly separated and made into unique people, were still you. Whether you wanted to be individuals or just Andrea, it doesn’t matter to me personally. You’re just Andrea. All of you.

“I can’t speak for anyone else though. To me it just never really mattered that much as you were all Andrea, even when you weren’t. Even now, you can still be individuals within Andrea, as Others. Though collectively you’re stronger as a person now. Thoughts?”

As Felix looked to the others, he found all of them nodding their heads.

“Exactly. Perfectly said.  Listen to this adorable sociopath of ours, Andie,” Lily said, squishing Felix’s mouth with her free hand. Then, kissing the side of his head, she patted him on the chest. “Whether there’s thousands or just one of you, you’re Andrea. I mean, I’ve gone by three different names now. It’s not like I was really that different a person with each. Just different stages of my life.”

Andrea’s eyes partially rounded as Lily spoke. Then she nodded her head quickly and promptly tried to dive at the sorceress. Only the seatbelt kept her from doing so.

In seconds, she was clawing at the seatbelt.

“Later, Andie,” Lily said with a laugh. “Get us going again. For all we know we’re being watched on this long empty road. I haven’t seen another person on it for miles. And we have many miles to go, don’t we?

“Let’s come up with a plan for what we think will happen, and go from there. Long car ride after all. Very long.”




***




Staring at the satellite image, Felix gave up. He was frustrated and didn’t like the answers they had so far.

Their recon had proved only one thing to them.

Driving to the house would likely get them shot at from a long ways out. Anyone there would have to stop at the entry point of the main road, as it had a gate and walls that surrounded the entirety of the property.

Unless he sent people that could fly, the response would be problematic.

“Counterattack, escape, or destruction,” Kit mused, looking at his laptop. They’d pulled over at a gas station a few miles away from their target. It’d been a lucky find that wasn’t on the map for some reason.

Kit had said they were a bunch of kidnappers and serial killers, but that worked out just fine for them. Lily had already subdued them and tore their souls out for a snack.

The bodies were already buried in the ground, courtesy of Goldie becoming a massive earth mover for a minute. Evie had been on hand to shove the dirt right back on after it was done in her own Dragon form.

“Nnn, it’s an ugly thing to approach,” agreed Andrea.

Felix sighed, handed the laptop to Miu, patted her knee, then stood up. He started to walk around in a small circle, thinking. Sometimes he found that movement helped him generate ideas.

No one had been able to come up with a way to get into that building without them noticing. Other than Goldie and Evie dropping down on it from above like a bomb.

But that’d give them the element of surprise, only to be immediately dealing with whatever was going on in there. Them doing such a thing at night had become their best plan at the moment.

He’d taken a few laps when a solid question popped into his head. One that he hadn’t asked yet.

“What’s the likely response of a super creator?” Felix asked, looking to everyone there.

“What?” Evie asked, the beautiful Red tilting her head to one side. “What do you mean? Your thoughts are moving too fast.”

“Oh? I get it,” Kit said with a laugh and clapped her hands together.

“We keep thinking about this like we ourselves would. As Gaia pointed out, an ambush predator would think like one,” Felix explained. “He isn’t an ambush predator. He made weapons for an ambush predator. He isn’t a predator at all.

“He’s prey. What does prey do when an animal digs into its burrow?”

“Flees,” Andrea said definitely with a sharp head nod. She was currently eating several sticks of beef jerky at the same time.

“That’s right. It’ll flee. A super creator, what this man is, is a prey animal. If we come at him hard, he’ll flee. His entire location isn’t set up for defense, it’s an early warning system.

“He’ll bolt as soon as he thinks he should. That means he has a way of escaping.”

Everyone was nodding their heads, but they also looked unsure.

“Tribune, anyone even remotely have the possibility of constructing portals like we do?” Felix asked. “Or anyone even have the super power for it?”

“No and no,” Tribune answered. “The odds are very low that either of those answers are wrong, but not impossible.”

“That’s fine. I can prove he’ll try to escape. And he’ll probably try to do it in the same way I do. Because I’m not a predator either,” Felix mumbled. “I’m prey that figured out how to take anything apart, figure out what I need to do, and do it.

“But I also flee. I like to do so underground, as well. Away from prying eyes. What’d you call me a few weeks ago, Andie? A mole?”

“Yes, a mole,” she replied, having just swallowed a massive mouthful of jerky. Then she took a few steps closer to him and held out several of the sticks to him.

Taking one without thinking, Felix snapped off a large bite of one and walked toward the gas-station. Entering it, he found a newspaper. One that was on sale for a dollar.

“Anyone got a buck and a quarter?” Felix asked, looking to everyone as they’d followed him.

Lily slipped a hand into her blouse and pulled out a money-clip. She flicked through much larger denominations quickly and then held out a five to him.

“Smallest I have,” she said with a smile. “Hope you don’t mind that it’s warm. Women’s pockets in this world are freakishly small and don’t have room for anything at all. I suspect it’s all a scheme from the purse industry.”

The smile was ruined when Andrea leaned in and started sniffing at the money-clip, causing Lily to eye the Beastkin warily.

Felix put the five-dollar bill down on the counter top and picked up the newspaper.

“Keep the change,” he said and then held the paper in front of himself. There was no reason to risk him not legally “owning” the paper.

He wanted to convert this newspaper to a plot map of the house they’d just looked over. To see what it would be on an accurate plot map if it was taken today. If someone went through and surveyed all the details of the lot.

There was a flicker of a window and Felix just hit the accept button. Prices and costs weren’t really an issue for him anymore. 

Evie slid up to his side and put one of her cookies up to his mouth.

Not hesitating in the least, he snapped it up and took the whole thing greedily. He began to chew as he watched the newspaper in his hands bend and fold over itself.

In seconds, it became an entire plot map, just as he’d wished.

“A tunnel,” Goldie murmured. She’d come to the other side of Felix and held a soda she’d opened, up to his lips. Somehow, she managed to get him to drink it without him spilling and knowing when to stop.

Then he realized she was just skulking about in his thoughts again.

“It runs straight from the back of the house and down into the scrublands at the edge of the property,” Faith said and pointed with a finger. “Want to bet that’s an escape tunnel? That there’s some type of quiet vehicle or way out from there? That’s what you’d do, isn’t it Felix?”

He nodded his head at that. He’d likely also have cameras at the escape tunnel, just in case someone stumbled across it.

“Everyone back into their SUVs. I’ll take Miu and Kit and head over to the tunnel,” Felix ordered. “Oh, and several of my CRG of course. So they’re not scolded later. You can pick the agents that’re coming with me. Just keep it to three.

“You can hide five or six of us, right, Kit?”

He asked the last looking at the telepath. Her powers had been expanded by himself and given her ability to control portals, holographs, and telekinesis, she was quite likely able to render them invisible to cameras from one direction.

“I… yes. That’ll work. I can do that,” Kit answered with a wide grin.

“There we go then,” Felix said gesturing to the two SUVS. The second one had arrived several minutes after their own, stuffed with CRG. They were always with him regardless of where he went now.

Minutes later, and stealing the dead gas-station owner’s vehicle, they’d blazed a trail over dirt, shrubs, several culverts, and a dry creek to arrive at the spot they needed to be. It’d been fairly obvious how Travis planned to get away, even as they made their way to his exit.

The dry creek bed had several sets of single tire tracks. As if someone had been riding a dirt bike or an off-road bicycle through the area. 

“I missed this in a way,” Kit whispered as they got out of the battered sedan. One of the tires was rapidly deflating and they’d lost both bumpers on the drive over. Miu had been behind the wheel and had done much better than Felix thought he could. They were only twenty or so feet from their location. There was a great deal of foliage covering everything though. The rest of the trip would be done on foot. Though Kit had kept a barrier in front of them the entire time. “Missed everyone. Missed Legion. Didn’t know what I’d lost till it was gone.”

Felix only nodded his head. He didn’t have to say anything for her to know his feelings on the matter.

“You were… you were missed too, Kit,” muttered Miu suddenly, stepping up close to the telepath. “You were the first who saw inside that didn’t shy away. Didn’t condemn me.”

“Don’t kid yourself, I condemned you, Miu,” Kit said with a laugh and surprisingly put an arm around Miu’s shoulders. “The difference was, I condemned you, and then was quite thankful you were on my side. I still think you’re insane. Crazy. But you’re on my side. My family.”

Miu had been staring at Kit in a way that made Felix a little nervous.

Till she suddenly smiled and thumped a hand against Kit’s stomach.

“Old woman. Back up. You smell like werther’s originals,” Miu groused through a grin and pushed at Kit. “Twice as old as me.”

The two separated and both got serious again.

Stepping through the branches and bushes, they found what they were looking for.

A massive six-foot in diameter pipe. Lights were strung along it and led off back into the cliff it stuck out of. Inside of it, Felix could faintly hear a sound that was very similar to a whine.

“Looks like he noticed the SUVs coming back,” Miu guessed with curiosity tinging her words. “He must’ve been recording license plates from a distance or something. Our people shouldn’t even be anywhere near the gate yet. Interesting.”

“I’ll pop him off whatever he’s on. We can go from there,” Kit said.

Sooner than he thought it’d happen, a man came rushing out on an electric motorbike. It wasn’t very loud at all. The only reason they’d heard it at all was the sound that it did make was traveling right down the pipe toward them.

Kit snatched him off the bike with ease. As if he were just a mouse and she was the cat lurking above.

In the same movement, she stripped him of his helmet.

He was a man in his twenties with mostly black hair. There were an odd few silver hairs here and there, but he didn’t look too out of the ordinary. His eyes were a fairly normal looking brown color.

Except he didn’t look at Miu, Felix, or Kit, as they appeared. He hung there in midair, staring at the ground.

“He’s been tinkered with. In his head,” Kit murmured. “He’s entirely devoted to the cause he’s part of, mostly without even realizing it wasn’t his idea. There’s… there’s no way to fix it.

“He’s a zealot and he’ll never know he’s one. It’s… a waste of a wonderful mind. He’s quite intelligent. What would have been a useful man to us.”

Felix clicked his tongue and shook his head.

“Bring him with us,” Felix ordered. “We’ll work on him. Maybe we can help him in time. Maybe I can make a machine that’ll do it.

“Tribune, are you active?”

“Of course, Legate,” she answered immediately.

“Fire up your full power. I want you to craft AI video footage. Mock it up so that unidentified figures came through here in full military gear. Shootout. We’ll blow the whole building up. Blow it sky high.

“That’ll make the news one way or the other. They’ll be over here nice and quick. We’ll just have to make sure we’re long gone before that happens.”

“I can do that, Legate,” answered Tribune.

“Great. Fudge up some leaked audio as well. Fake the voices. Ordering the kill on this scientist for links back to his handlers,” ordered Felix. “Use higher ups in whatever organization was running this guy. I’m sure you’re already neck deep in their databases and know who’s doing what.

“Do you have enough audio footage to make it believable?”

“I’ll add in some slight distortions and static. Disguise it in the noise,” Tribune answered. “It’ll make some people think it’s fake while others will be convinced it’s real.

“Should I unleash the cyber package we prepped?”

“Yeah… let’s do that. Let’s get them all pointing fingers at each other,” Felix confirmed, then sighed. “Let it all loose.”

“Is this all the AI stuff? The deepfakes of videos, audio, and leaked papers?” Miu questioned.

“Yeah. It sure is. All four diplomatic parties are going to think the other three are out for blood,” Felix affirmed. “In the next week… their whole political platform is going to explode.

“We’ll turn our focus on the world in that time. Lots of basses to approve. Lots of military budgets to get included in on.”

“You really are a villain, my love,” Kit interjected, looking at him with a tilted head. Travis hung in the air, slowly spinning one way, then the other.





Chapter 21 - Just Long Enough -




“—a wonderful scene. To those of you who are new to Legion, I assure you that you’ll be awe struck once Legion City is brought back to its former glory,” Andrea said with a wide and pretty smile. She shifted to one side, dropped her elbow to the desk, and held her hand out to the camera. “In fact, you don’t even have to take my word for it. Here’s some footage taken by a few Legionnaires before The Loss!”

The screen that’d held the beautiful and immaculately dressed Andrea was replaced with cell-phone footage of Legion City. Felix instantly knew where the video was being taken, as he’d been there more than a few times himself.

A fountain that he’d enjoyed sitting and eating a pretzel at as people went by in every direction. Often incognito just so he could escape everyone.

Even those closest to him.

“Isn’t that where Felix used to hide?” asked Faith from behind him. They were currently in one of the Legion meeting rooms. They were expecting to get a call from the President at any moment. Their pitched battle in the city had surprised more than a few people, including multiple government agencies.

Felix had dispatched a squad of Dragons led by Lucille to go monitor the headquarters of the CIA. To do it visibly and in a way that they’d know they’re there.

A checkpoint before the CIA checkpoint to enter, in a way.

“It is,” Kit agreed with a chuckle. “Though to be fair, no one knew it was him. Lily would send him out with that magical disguise, didn’t you?”

Lily laughed and then sighed.

“I did. Then I’d disguise myself and follow him. He’d just sit there. Watching people,” Lily confessed. “Felicity helped me do the disguise for myself.”

Surprised, Felix glanced over to Felicity at the end of the table. She didn’t look up, tapping away at her tablet. Her ears were starting to turn red, however.

“Did you now?” asked Felix, feeling a bit like his privacy had been invaded on. He’d told her the reason he wanted to go out there was to get away from prying eyes. “And how did you two know? Wait… never mind. You read each other’s minds, my mind, or Lily’s mind. Or some combination of that.”

“Yes, dear,” Faith murmured and leaned over to kiss him at the corner of his mouth. Then she put her hand over his and leaned her shoulder into him.

“As you can see from this current video taken this morning, we’re well on our way to taking back old Legion city,” Andrea said over the top of the video. Which cut to someone recording the exact same location and angle. The damage was visible and there were stains, chunks ripped out of the ground, and the fountain was partially destroyed.

It was obvious that it was being cleaned up though, and there were signs of the fountain starting to be repaired. A number of buckets, cementer mixers, and bags of concrete were all laid out.

“The Inc-Suc company has been performing incredibly well and clearing effectively with almost no loss of life at all,” reported Andrea a second before the screen flicked back to a view of her. In the corner was the Legion helmet and an indicator that this news broadcast was currently live. “And speaking of Inc-Suc, please be aware that they have access at all entry level Legionnaire locations.

“Their badge can be easily distinguished from a Legionnaire’s badge. They also won’t have a Legionnaire’s ring. There’s no need to concern yourselves with their movements.

“With that… it concludes this morning’s news. We’ll be back after lunch with some local news. Thanks, I’ll see you tomorrow. Next up, Goldie’s Sewing and Slaughtering. We’ll be interlacing her stream into the broadcast so you can watch the chat.

“As a quick refresher, Amanda our under-dog, has gained ground on Evie, though she’s still nowhere near surpassing our Dragon Housewife champion. Goldie has stated on the record that she fully expects that Evie will take this season’s championship without issue.”

“I sure will,” Evie murmured and set down two small trays of baked pastries in front of Felix. Several looked like they’d just been removed from the oven a moment ago, others had clearly been made previously, cooled, then decorated. “This season’s championship is mine. I’ll take that prize, and no one can stop me.

“Though I did promise Lucille and Carol I’ll take them in as juniors to me if I win this season, as I did last season. I won’t be able to compete next year if I win both seasons back-to-back, after all. I’ll be forced to retire and take up my Dragon Housewife duties.”

A soda, napkins, and a small fork were all set down in front of Felix. Followed by Evie placing a warm kiss to his temple.

Then she reached down, carefully adjusted the collar on his work-shirt, and gave his tie a single tug. Glancing down, he realized she’d gotten it perfectly arranged.

“Goldie has taught me everything, Nest-mate,” Evie offered as she went and sat down next to Gaia. “She regrets how busy she is lately, but in her own words, her duties got bigger with how many Dragons we took in.”

“I know, I know. I got to have lunch with her yesterday. I promised her she can step down the moment she feels like it’s time,” stated Felix. What he didn’t say was that Goldie has actually accepted. That the moment she was successful with a clutch, then she’d hand it all over to Kris and Evie.

Kris was a black Dragon that was very similar to Vince’s Black Dragon named Taylor. She’d been working as a liaison for so long that she spent more time there, than here.

Surprisingly, Kris was apparently as strong as Goldie was. More surprising than that, Kris was more political, high-minded, and cunning.

They were almost polar opposites.

Goldie swore up and down Kris would be her equal in all Housewife duties. Not that Felix was concerned or had even asked about it.

“Yes, I’d heard about that. I’ve only worked with Kris a few times. She seems nice enough,” Evie remarked, her eyes glowing as Felix unceremoniously began devouring her treat. Her smile was obvious and wide. “Enjoy, Nest-mate.”

There was a ping from the polycom in the middle of the table.

“The President and his cabinet are on the line. Please join the conference now,” reported an Andrea. To which Andrea Prime reached over and tapped a button. Then several more.

Wincing, Felix tried to swallow the cookie he’d been chewing on as quickly as he could. Grabbing his soda and taking a drink.

“Good afternoon, Mr. President,” said a perfect imitation of Felix’s voice from the polycom.

“Ah, good afternoon, Legate. I’m glad you were able and willing to schedule some time with me so quickly,” said an older man on the other end.

Felix was still trying to figure out how he was talking.

Or more accurately, who was talking for him.

He had a suspicion it was Tribune, of course. But he wanted proof of that.

“Of course. It isn’t a problem,” said the other Felix. “I know we’re both busy men, so I’ll hand the meeting over to you to guide. It sounded as if you had some concerns you wanted to work on immediately. How can I and the Association help?”

The screen had been displaying a very beautiful Goldie in some house-wear that fit amazing on her while discussing butchery to the Legion helmet. Then it was replaced with Tribune’s avatar.

At the bottom of the screen was all the text that’d been said in his voice.

Given that it was actually very nearly what he’d planned to say and couldn’t, given his greed for Evie’s baking, he couldn’t complain. Instead, he picked up another baked good and started in on it. Then grabbed the drink Evie had thoughtfully opened for him in advance.

“Obviously the first thing I’d like to make sure of is if you’re alright,” the president said. It wasn’t so much of a question.

“Of course, Mr. President. I understand. I’m fine. I honestly wasn’t even wounded. Only quite tired and frustrated,” Tribune answered for him after a slight pause. Felix had nodded his head after reading the text that appeared on Tribune’s screen.

He’d also noticed that Felicity had been typing away at her tablet in conjunction with the words appearing on the screen.

That perhaps she was generating the text for Tribune.

Finishing up with a swallow, Felix washed it down, then put his hands in his lap. He needed to actually get into this conversation and pay attention.

“Great, wonderful. I’m glad to hear that. We’re all glad to hear that. To think something would happen like that in our borders is… it’s unthinkable,” the president stated.

“Yes,” Felix said and decided to push a bit. “It’s a wonder that it happened, given how closely the CIA has been monitoring the Association and Legion. Very curious, one could say.”

“Ah, yes. It could certainly be viewed that way,” agreed the president with slowness. As if he were hunting for the words.

“I know I do,” confirmed Felix, then he cleared his throat. “It’s fine. I’m sure the situation will resolve itself.”

“Well, about that, I have the Director of the Central Intelligence here with me. He’s asked me to speak to you about your people. Apparently, they’re outside a number of high-priority CIA locations.

“Apparently there’s even a… a large Green Dragon that follows the Director around everywhere.”

“They’re there for surveillance and intelligence gathering,” Felix said, not bothering to sugar coat it or hide it. He saw no reason to. It was best that the government knew what was happening now. “Though realistically, we’re already aware of what happened. This is just to see if there’s anything outside of that.

“The operation will be over in roughly a week or two. They’re doing their best to make sure not to enter any facilities owned by the CIA, remaining entirely on public land. We’re trying to make sure we don’t interrupt their operations.”

Tribune had already once again broken into their new systems, ravaged all the data there, and brought it back out. Surprisingly, there hadn’t been any information on the attack one way or the other.

There’d been many scrapped plans involving Legion, but nothing made it past the planning stage. Nothing that got much further than a few low effort write-ups.

The fact of the matter was though, that Travis had indeed been involved with the CIA. He’d made them weapons previously.

Except now it seemed like he was working on the side, or took orders that never went through the CIA.

“Should we find what we suspect, we’ll turn it over to the CIA,” Felix finished. “At this time, all I can say is we’re investigating an unregistered Super report. The individual who was killed in that shocking footage the other day, to be more precise.

“After looking into him, we’ve found he was an unregistered Super that had ties to a few agencies. Additionally, there were some pieces of tech at the site of the ambush that tied back to that man.”

“And… that’s why you’re looking into the CIA,” the President finished.

“Yes. An unregistered Super that was an asset,” Felix acknowledged.

“Alright. The other thing I wanted to speak to you about was that video you mentioned, actually,” the President continued. “We had nothing to do with that action. We didn’t take it, weren’t aware of it, had no link to it.

“Our best say it looks strange. They want to mark it as false but there’s no proof of that and no way to authenticate that claim.

“Do you have any information you could share on it? Anything you can give us to help with it? Some type of tech?”

They don’t suspect us at all. That’s great.

Even going so far as to ask us for help. Amusing.

“We have no information, no tech, and no interest in it. It has nothing to do with us other than the unregistered Super. That is the extent of our interests,” Felix once more affirmed. Going outside of it was an invitation to get pulled ever deeper into other problems.

There was a flash on the screen Tribune was currently on. It got his attention and pulled his eyes to it.

On it was an exclamation point and a picture of his mother.

Raising his eyebrows, Felix didn’t really know what to make of that. It sounded like he needed to go see his mother as soon as this was over.

Turning his head, he looked to Felicity at the end of the table. He gave her a pleading look.

He figured he didn’t need to be here if Tribune could mimic his voice and she could give the input. This was politics and he didn’t want to deal with it.

The beautiful Dark Elf watched him, smiled grimly, then nodded her head. She waved at the door and gave him a finger flutter.

Getting up, Felix put all his snacks onto one plate, left the second one as well as the drink, and left. There was no way he would leave Evie’s baking behind.

“Your mother is in your office, Legate,” Tribune announced quietly from a PA speaker in the corner.  “Wait five seconds, please.”

“Five seconds?” Felix asked, reaching down to the plate for another treat.

Suddenly, Faith and Evie exited as well. They looked surprised to find him standing there. Though Evie’s face split into a grin upon seeing him eating.

Realizing he’d been asked to wait for them, Felix went onward. Eating constantly from his plate as he went.

They hadn’t made it to the elevator before an entire squad of CRG joined with them. Felix noted that the Dryads were carrying SMGs now and the Elves all had shortened rifles. The Dragons had large heavy looking machine gun looking things.

All of them were clearly Legion make and could likely outclass anything found locally on this planet.

“We find any more Dryads?” Felix asked curiously, glancing over Faith.

“Quite a few, actually. They all came from Planet Legion. They’re rather… ah… feral… but I like them. They mix well with those who came from my own Grove,” Faith answered with a pretty smile. “They’re currently in the training programs though. We’ve been picking up Dryads from everywhere.”

“That world have a Gaia?” he asked as they all entered the elevator. It was a bit close, so he deliberately nudged Evie toward the corner Faith was near to and then pushed in between the two.

“No. Never did,” Faith answered.

Evie was staring down at Felix with a grin, hovering over him. Then tapped the elevator button. She pointed to a yellow cracker like thing on the edge of his plate.

“That one will be your favorite. Lemon,” she whispered quietly.

Felix didn’t wait and took that one into hand and popped it into his mouth. He did indeed love lemon treats for some reason.

By the time he swallowed it, they’d made it to his office. Talia had joined them moments before they arrived.

Evie pulled a drink box out of somewhere and set it down on his plate. Grinning at him, she opened the door for him.

Between her and Goldie, I’m legit being Housewife’d to death. I’m going to end up getting fat and lazy.

Though… now that I think about it, I miss Goldie. She’s been so busy with all the new Dragons, it’s as if she’s on another planet.

Entering his office, he found his mother sitting at his desk.

Or at least, this world’s version of his mother. She was the same age his mother would have been as well.

Having her in his life had been a godsend. Swooping in, brushing away the broken ruins that’d been left over from losing his mother, and taking up a similar spot.

Her dark brown hair that was pulled up in a small bun behind her head. Her eyes were the same grey that were an identical pair to his own.

While she’d taken the place of his mother, she of course wasn’t.

There was a timidness to her, a lack of “life” that he’d noted was part of her very being.

“Oh, your dad just showed up,” his mother said with a chuckle and waved at the monitor. She was currently standing behind Felix’s desk. “I’ll send you that pie soon, okay?”

“Okay, thanks… thanks Grammie,” said Eva. “I’ll bug him later.”

“Alright. Bye dear!” Georgia said with a wide smile. Then she stood up and looked to Felix. “You know, I do expect grandkids at some point, but she’s a wonderful young lady. So she’s a great starting point.”

Felix smirked with one side of his mouth. Tribune had sent him here as if there’d been something wrong.

“Everything alright?” he asked as Georgia went and sat down on the couch Kit tended to prefer. He went and took his office chair for himself. He put down his plate on the desk.

“Oh, I’m just feeling a bit odd as of late,” his mother answered with a long sigh. “I’m truly grateful to have you here, Felix. Truly so. For all the joy you’ve brought me in my life.

“I just find myself really wondering over what I missed out on by never meeting… Austin. I tried his name as you said it against my powers, by the way. No matter which way I asked it, it always came back as ‘mine’. There was no vagueness in the response.

“No questioning it.

“Just… mine. That he was mine. I’ve never seen it respond so absolutely before. Without any possibility of there being a question about it.”

Georgia’s eyes had fallen down to the ground between them. Staring into the carpet as she spoke.

“I wonder if there’s a universe out there where it’s him sitting here instead of me,” she whispered. “If he’d be feeling the same thing as I am.”

Staring at her, Felix realized that while he benefited from his relationship with her, it was just as likely that she was suffering from it.

A real-life mirror being held up in front of her of everything that never happened.

Then Felix realized he wanted to try something. Her words had sparked a possibility in his head.

An idea that felt stupid, but possible. He’d seen the fractured world of Edmund’s. That there was an infinite possibility of things in the universe.

He was willing to bet that somewhere was the possibility that his father, Austin, was here. Rather than Georgia.

Then he pulled on what he believed was his ownership over Edmund. Or part of his power. Additionally to that, he tried to tie it into his own power and wished to make a change.

Or at least, see that possibility.

There was no point screen shown. No response from his power.

Though there was a sudden and extreme response in the world.

Next to his mother was a giant tear in the world. Extending up past the ceiling and vanishing as well as into the floor.

Directly on her left, was his father. Sitting on the sofa and looking just as forlorn as his mother was.

He was a mirror image of his uncle Miles. They were twins after all.

“If… you could be with your… uh, if you could see them, would you want to meet them?” Felix asked. He had no idea how he could make this work, but he wanted to try.

“Of course,” they said at the same time.

Mentally reaching for that tear, Felix pulled on it. Or more specifically, he pulled on his father. Pulled on him until he felt something actually give.

There was a terrifying ripping noise, followed by the world spinning wildly around him. Causing Felix to lean back in his seat and close his eyes.

“Are you alright, son?” Georgia asked from directly above him.

“I told you you’ve been overworking,” said what sounded a lot like his father. Then he clicked his tongue.

Opening his eyes, Felix found that he’d apparently done the impossible.

Leveraging his power, and what ownership he had over Edmund’s, he’d torn his father from one universe, into this one.

Standing side by side were his father and his mother. Or at least, this world’s version of them. He had no memories of growing up with them, or anything else for that matter.

But they were both here, somehow.

Then they looked at each other and stared for several seconds.

Georgia couldn’t apparently help herself and reached out to put a hand to Austin’s shoulder. Then her eyebrows shot straight up to the top of her head.

“Hi,” Georgia said with a sudden if nervous grin, her hand lingering on him. “Apparently, you’re Austin. And my… or our… dear son decided to do something strange. Which really isn’t surprising.”

“No. No it isn’t. I’ve seen a lot of wild things since joining Legion. That means you’re… Georgia,” said the man, staring back at her. He looked far more nervous than Georgia did for some reason. “Would you-you want to go out for dinner sometime? I mean, he went to all this trouble just to… to introduce us-wait, Felix? What’d you do?”

Grinning stupidly, Felix only nodded his head.

“Just stuff,” he said tiredly. “Could you two go get me a big cup of coffee? A soda too? That’d be great, thanks. Go together.

“And don’t… mention… what happened to anyone. I have a vague suspicion everyone will think you’ve both been here forever. Only you two will likely realize there’s something wrong.”

Felix closed his eyes and just sat there.

Listening to this world’s version of his mother and father, awkwardly discuss plans to get together. In a situation where they both knew that the other person had been meant to be their fated person.

Damned Dimensional match maker.

Another thing solved.

Though… what next?

From the meeting with the President, it really seems like they have no idea what that attack was about. Is someone trying to create a false flag attack here? Blame the CIA when it wasn’t them.

I’ll need to look deeper. This doesn’t feel right.

Let’s check in with Miles, actually.

Didn’t really get to talk to him much. Melody mentioned the other day he was awake and almost back to normal. Would be good to see him.





Chapter 22 - Became the Villain -




Felix felt odd walking into a house that felt familiar, and also not. The decorations, paintings, and colors, were all the same as the house Felix had spent so much time in.

Like a familiar song.

A cover made by another band that sounds extremely similar to the original.

“I told him you’d be coming. He seemed excited and upset at the same time,” Melody admitted, guiding Felix deeper into the home.

Talia, Faith, and Evie remained in the living room. Felix didn’t need to check to know that a full contingent of the CRG were fanned out around the modest single-family home. Likely even having a Draco Custodes or two on the roof.

“That’s not entirely unexpected, is it? I get the impression that… well… when we talked to Bianca the other day… ya know?” Felix tried. He had no idea how to really talk about it.

How to say it.

That Miles had betrayed Runner and Ryker and had been funneling information to Zeus. Feeding them what they needed to hit unspotted pressure points.

There were likely countless lost lives on this side of the war that were directly caused by Miles. For all intents and purposes, he was a traitor that was yet to be punished.

“Yeah,” Melody muttered, then sighed. They paused outside of what looked like a bedroom door. The young woman shook her head and looked crestfallen. “Runner hasn’t said anything about it. He hasn’t even visited, in fact. Dad says it’s because he has no idea what to do with him. Whether to punish him or to let it go.

“I mean… how do you really gauge or judge it? What do you do about it? I’m sure he’s also trying to balance-well, us. Us as in you, me, and Vince. I’m sure at some point Runner may want to call on us to help out.

“Maybe that’s the price for Dad not to get what he deserves? Is that a price we’ll be expected to pay in his stead?”

“I don’t know,” Felix confessed, frowning. Realistically speaking, it was something he would do if he was put in Runner’s position. He would gladly leverage one person’s fault to gain the assistance of three others. It was a three-fold increase against the single loss. “It’s what I’d do if I was Runner. He seems equally more ruthless, and more human, than The Ar-Ryker was. Ryker was always hell-bent on one direction.”

“Yeah. The more I talk to Bianca, the more it feels like he had a master plan he was following. Apparently, this whole thing, you, me, Vince, were all part of a grand plan he was following. One that would give everyone the ending he wanted.

“Even his death was expected. Then uh… then-err something happened. I thought I knew what it was, but when I think about it, things get fuzzy.”

Felix really was the only one who remembered Edmund existed. Even the young-man’s sister didn’t remember him. Though Felix did find that her life was significantly different than what he remembered. She was living in a foster-home with loving parents, surprisingly enough.

“Yeah… I guess that’s our burden to bear then. If it results in me working for Runner to keep Uncle Miles from suffering from his choices, I’ll pay it,” Felix said, meeting Melody’s eyes. “Besides, Runner isn’t that bad. When you get through his gruff exterior, he’s far less an asshole than I am.”

Melody flashed him a relieved grin and then hugged him.

“Oooh, big brother. Pulling off that eldest sibling role so well all of a sudden,” Melody gushed. Then she sighed, patted him on the shoulder, and pulled away. “Go talk to Dad.

“I’m going to go call Vince. Those satellites that you booped out onto his planet get pretty good cell reception now. I’ve been working with this funny little Warlock. Apparently, a Contractor is pretty close to the same thing, just with different pros and cons.”

Felix nodded his head and watched Melody leave. He knew she wasn’t his sister, not really, but he still felt like he was her big brother.

Genetically, she’d be like a half-sister, I think. Since dad and Miles were twins and all.

Whatever.

It’s still not as convoluted as macroeconomics.

Felicity had spent a few hours trying to walk him through world issues that really didn’t concern him. Whether a few countries ended up going bankrupt or not due to their super problems really didn’t concern him.

“You coming in, Felix, or you just gonna stand there?” asked Miles from inside the bedroom.

Flinching, Felix grasped the handle and opened the door. Stepping into the room, he saw Miles sitting at a couch. The rest of the bedroom was what he’d expected.

Bed, chest of drawers, TV on the wall, bedside table.

There was a slider that led out to the balcony, a doorway that looked like it went to a bathroom, and that was all.

It was entirely nothing out of the ordinary.

Miles nodded at him and gestured with one hand.

“I’m not a hundred percent and it’ll be a while before I am, but I’m still the damned Curator. I was a Guardian, you know,” grumbled Miles. “As far as Runner goes, yeah, probably what he wants. He won’t want to punish me, knows he needs to, and will just… let you three pay for my crimes instead.

“Solves everything and lets him get away without taking action against me. And before you ask, I did. Yes. I betrayed everything. At first, I was acting in Runner’s and Ryker’s stead. Doing what I thought they wanted.”

Entering the room, Felix went and sat down at the sofa as well, turning partly to face his uncle. He hadn’t wanted to jump right into this conversation, but it seemed Miles hadn’t changed at all.

“After a while, I realized no matter what I did, it wouldn’t matter. No matter how many forces I knocked down, there’d just be more on the other side. So I started giving them information to do the damage to us instead,” Miles concluded with a shrug. “I thought it would end it all faster and… and I was bitter. Bitter and broken. Then Trish showed up, I met Gus and Sam, Mel got involved.

“Everything was just… it all spiraled away from me. I was in too deep to get out, too involved to pretend I wasn’t, and there was no way out. Well, until you three showed up at the end there.

“That and-and whatever happened, happened. I’m still kinda shocked that Ryker’s dead. He always felt like he knew exactly what was happening. Shocked that the war with Zeus is over too. I don’t understand how, or why, but I know better than to question. There’s something more going on, but no one knows.

“Other than Runner, maybe. Not really a conversation starter though. You know, the whole traitor thing and all. Now I just… my time’s over. It’s time to pass all this stuff on to the next generation. You and your friends who served as lieutenants can take it all over.”

“I dunno about that,” Felix muttered with a grin. “I’m still having problems taking over the world I’m in. Feel like I’m fighting against Bianca again.”

“The world-oh. If you mean the one Ryker sent you to, it’s probably just Skipper,” Miles grumbled with a wave of his hand. “Fucking bitch stabbed me with that cursed blade, you know. She’s the one that nearly killed me. When you finally get a hold of her, please make her death painful.”

Skipper? Skipper!

That almost makes too much sense! Of course it’s her!

Why wouldn’t it be her?

In fact… in fact, I bet that whole thing at the end there, with the mission to put down a Skipper clone, was her. Her pushing things along to see what would happen!

Shit!

She’s been trying to see how things would turn out because she can’t get too close to me. This world’s Kit probably functions in the same way my Kit does.

I bet Skipper keeps getting futzed information because I was spending a good amount of time around Kit. Or maybe even the other telepaths.

Damnit all.

“Ah, well, I’ll be sure to do that,” Felix said with a smile. Then he thought of something. “On to better topics. I kinda… well, Ryker used to yell at me a lot. For breaking things. I think I might have gone above and beyond.”

Felix fished out his phone and flipped to his gallery.

He’d tasked Tribune with taking some photos of his parents as they went on their first date together. Apparently their first date had gone well.

Very well.

The next two days afterward had also been dates for them. After that, he’d asked Tribune to stop, because he was fairly certain that things would escalate, and he didn’t want her to catch his parents doing something he didn’t want to see.

“I might have really gone the extra mile and broke my world this time,” Felix said and held out his phone to his uncle. On it was a picture of his mother and father at a restaurant eating dinner.

“Oh? I dunno about that. Ryker handled some pretty—”

Miles’ words fell away as he stared at the image on the phone. Staring at it without moving.

“There’s more. Feel free to thumb through them,” Felix urged.

“When… where… what?” Miles asked, his thumb coming up to lightly slide across the phone.

“I kinda-sorta-maybe ripped part of the world open. I pulled that world’s version of my dad through, to meet that world’s version of my mom. They hit it off instantly,” Felix said with a chuckle. “Kinda late in their lives to meet but… better than never having met at all, right?”

Miles lower lip had come up and was pushed to the upper one. His cheeks were clenched, and it looked like the man was fighting back tears.

“I think he’d love to meet you. He said he was an only child,” Felix offered, interpreting what was happening as Miles missing his own brother. “He’s not your brother, obviously, but… he could probably be a good friend. He’s not my dad, after all, but… you know… it’s not terrible having him in my life. I don’t think my dad would fault me. Or my mom.”

“They wouldn’t,” choked out Miles with a small nod of his head. “They wouldn’t fault you at all. They’d be happy about it. Sounds like I’ll have to man up and go talk to Runner. See if we can get you a meet-up with your mother and father.

“He’s the Overgod, remember? He can drop in for daytrips in any world he wants. That includes the afterlife. You can just go talk to them.

“And now… now with Zeus gone, all the restrictions he used to live by, the covenants he made, don’t apply at all anymore. There’s no other Overgod for them to turn to.

“If they’re worlds within his control, they’re within his control absolutely. He’s probably planning take-overs of them all. Moving forward with forces to flush out the remnants of Zeus’s armies and the hangers-on. Once they’re gone, he’ll have control and that’ll be that.”

See my mom and dad? I can talk to them?

A lot more to do all of a sudden. Always more to do.




***




Kit sat down at the newly renovated cafe in Legion City and looked around with a small smile. All around them were Legionnaires moving about their lives.

The vast majority of them were armed and armored, but they looked happy regardless.

While the city wasn’t clear yet, in fact you could often hear distant gunfire, portions of it were now clear. The “Green Zone” was ever expanding.

Which meant Legionnaires were able to return to the city they once called home. Many of them going right back to the shops and homes they’d owned.

Everyone knew Felix planned on returning it to how it had been once it was clear and he had the points. Which meant all they had to do was ease the point cost in whatever way they could as they got back into their old lives.

Some wouldn’t come back though. Some had made new lives on Planet Legion amongst the tribal peoples there. Their alliance grew ever stronger on that planet as they kept bringing in more and more recruits.

“You know, I really thought it’d take a lot longer for things to go back to how I remembered them. That I’d be a relic from ‘old Legion’ and wouldn’t be needed at all. Wouldn’t have a place to go at all.”

“Last I heard, you took over the HR department again,” Felix offered and took a sip from his coffee, grinning. “Didn’t take you long.”

“Well… they kind of forced it on me,” Kit admitted with a nervous laugh. “As soon as I walked in the door, they just all threw it onto my lap and scurried off. All the Fixers and— you know what, it’s fine. I’m happy to take my old job back. Very happy. I know Lily and the Laurens did the same thing. They briefed her on everything, then just threw it at her again. Evan was pretty happy to see her again as well.”

That made sense to Felix. A master and apprentice relationship wasn’t something that could be shaken with time if it was a real relationship.

“She won’t ever say it, by the way, but she’s especially grateful that you’ve been taking care of her brother. He was lacking in life experiences, and she was a bit nervous that she’d had to leave him behind,” Kit said, a second before a Legionnaire in an apron came by and dropped off the coffee he’d ordered for Kit in advance. She eyed it then picked it up. “Oh, why thank you. So sure of my tastes?”

“Very,” Felix stated. “And of course I took care of him. Why wouldn’t I? That’s just a stupid worry. Though, and I’m sorry for changing the subject, I’m glad you’re back in charge of HR.”

“You have a job for me, don’t you? And no, I’m not in your head. I try to stay out of it. It’s too much like reading the end of a good book. It spoils everything that comes before,” Kit said and took a long sip of her drink. She looked pleasantly surprised, then looked back to him, smiling. “I have no idea what it is, but I like it. A lot. I’ve never had something so perfect as this singular coffee before. I’ve had a lot of coffee, too, you know.”

“It’s called Kit’s Drink. It’s only available here,” Felix said and then pointed to the name of the cafe above them. It read “Felix’s” and was indeed his. He owned it, and the recipes they used. Each drink had been made with only a few points to be the “perfect drink” for a vast majority of people.

People could request a “drink for me”, and he’d pay the points for it and deduct it from their salary. It wasn’t exorbitant by any means, and more than a few people had put in requests. He’d covered the costs for everyone close to him personally.

“And yes, I do have a job for you,” Felix continued. “A bit of a big one, actually. We need to create a net of telepaths to cover the globe. Cover the globe and generate feedback like your original power did. All for the sake of running Skipper down.

“Miles told me she’s likely active on this world. For one reason or another, she’s still running around. No one managed to catch or end her. I’d like to put an end to her. Finally. Because I think once we do… quite a few of our difficulties will end. If not all of them.”

“She’s always had a real soft spot for you,” Kit grumbled and then nodded her head slowly. “We could do that. Shouldn’t be too problematic but… it’s going to give people problems. I had problems just with the area around me. If we’re going to cover everything, it’s going to be a lot harder, won’t it?

“We don’t exactly have a huge number of telepaths. Quite a few of them already have jobs they can’t be pulled away from.”

Admittedly, Felix had expected that answer. He knew for a fact there weren’t more than ten or twelve telepaths they could pull on, that they could effectively use.

Which meant he had to give strangers telepathic powers. Kit would get to that next, he imagined. Then it’d be just a question of dickering over placement, usage, and how to take care of their needs.

There was a buzz from his phone, causing Felix to pull it out of his pocket.

“— have to create them I suppose. That’s not too difficult, given your ability to grant powers to people,” Kit continued along the path Felix had assumed she would. “I wonder if we can predict a lower point cost, given certain mental attributes. That’d be interesting to look into.”

Glancing at the screen, Felix saw the message he wanted.

He’d ordered Tribune to create a list of people available for a power change in their current roles in Legion. They were actively recruiting people directly into Legion from all worlds now.

His not-parents were actively tag-teaming a never-ending flood of interviews, and between the two of them, they were able to figure out who would fit. Each applicant and the decision about them, was processed within minutes no less.

Apparently, his father’s base super power in that world was a creative talent. To see the extent of what something could become if given time and effort, and how to get there. Such that he ended up with a planned path to put something into action and modify it to an end goal.

Still somewhat odd that when you combine their talents it’s almost my power perfectly.

Ryker sure was a bit overly meticulous, wasn’t he.

Felix set down the phone in front of Kit and tapped it twice.

“Here’s the list of people Tribune put together that can have their powers modified and get into an active role,” Felix murmured.

“You’re ahead of me? You’re ahead of me. Damnit,” Kit growled a second before Felix felt something flicker at lightning speed through his mind. It was as brief as a sigh and as hard to detect as a whisper in a bar. “Ah, yes. That makes sense. Placement and strength of power will certainly be the next goal.”

Grinning, Felix took a deep sip of the “Lily’s Drink” and smiled. He’d expected it to be bitter, yet found it to be almost so sweet that he worried for his teeth.





Chapter 23 - The Lights Come On -




“Good evening,” Felix stated into the polycom at the center of the table. “We’ve discovered the problem. I’ll be sending an official report with all the information and a great deal of details after this, but I felt it would be good to have a high lever overhead meeting about this.

“First, let me apologize to the Director of the Central Intelligence Agency. While our methods weren’t kind, we discovered that your organization has indeed been compromised and through no fault of your own.

“It isn’t something you can defend against, even if you knew you needed to defend against it. Regretfully, the culprit responsible has a way of toying with people. Through the use of telepathy, other powers, and a great deal of planning, she can actively counter any defenses you might take.

“In fact, even if you changed your defenses after knowing what she planned, she’d know it. She’d alter her plans to once again counter you. There is nothing you can do to actually stop her.”

“What?” asked the President in a concerned tone.

“It’s a super behind it. They have the ability to predict the future. At all times. They can immediately determine what will happen next at all times, in a what-if scenario,” Felix deadpanned. “Her name is Skipper. I’ve had a likeness created of her and included it in the file as well as actual photographs of her.

“We’re going to flood the world with photos of her as well as rewards for tips. I’m going to run her down and get her registered one way or another. At all costs. Of course… I’ll have an associate of the Hero’s Guild and the Villain’s League with me through the entire situation.

“I would be more than happy to welcome an agent of your government as well. Or even a team of agents.

“Her actions have directly affected you, and I would imagine she’s liable for a number of crimes. There’s a number of missing agents across many of your intelligence gathering organizations that I suspect are directly related to her. Most especially ones that seem as if they just vanished one day, and for whom you have no clues at all. She would know if she left anything behind, after all.”

He was guessing at that last part, but Felix felt pretty confident about it. It matched up with what he knew about Skipper and how she operated. She probably had small enclaves in every single intelligence agency that mattered in one way or another to her.

Next, he needed to really set the hook. To really get them into the mindset that they were hungry and wanted the steak he was holding on a plate. To get them riled up.

Which really was a simple answer.

All he had to do was remind them that the association was an international level institution now after they’d bothered Felix. Bothered the Legate and caused him some issues.

They weren’t the lead nation to host them anymore.

Last he saw, Felicity was negotiating with the United Kingdom to become the host nation of the Association.

“Though I imagine there might be a mad scramble for extradition once the truth comes to light. Well, if she’s apprehended after she’s registered. There were regrettable circumstances the last time we attempted to register supers,” Felix continued. “The association will of course share all this information with the globe at the same time we provide it to you. I imagine there will be others who would like to participate.”

“Ah… that-ah… is there any possibility that we could negotiate a first rights, type of situation?” asked the President.

“It depends on where we locate Skipper. The nation in question will get the first rights. It wouldn’t be right to decide anything else without first observing where Skipper is. You’ll receive the details in the report we’re sending over.

“Feel free to speak with your Association ambassador with any questions or concerns you have. I’m sure they’ll be able to answer them directly or request information. Thank you for your time.”

Felix reached out and tapped the button to disconnect the call.

“Alright, Tribune. Dump the packages,” Felix ordered and spun to the side. Kit, Lily, Felicity, Andrea, Miu, Goldie, Faith, and Gaia, were all sitting there in various seats in his office. He’d been staring into the wall while talking. Looking at any of them would have been distracting. “I feel like that covers it all, right? Did I miss anything or are we good to move forward? Kit? Felicity? Faith?”

“Should be fine,” Kit murmured and glanced over to the other two.

“No concerns,” Felicity confirmed with a simple nod of her head, to which Faith concurred in a similar fashion. “Given Skipper’s propensity for seeing the future, we should activate our telepath network now, rather than follow our original timing.”

“Proceed,” Felix agreed and steepled his fingers in front of himself.

“Nn! Evil villain mode engaged!” cheered Andrea Prime before diving into his lap and then shoving her head up under his chin. “Pet me, Evil Villain Felix!”

Unable to help himself, Felix chuckled and began to pet Andrea’s back. She spanned the gamut of personalities for Andrea now. He often could see facets of each woman in her actions at any given moment.

“Evil Villain Felix,” mused Gaia from the side. “I suppose that fits in some ways. Then again, I think I was supposed to be the villain, wasn’t I? I think that’s what Ryker said.”

“Yes, it was, lady Gaia,” confirmed Faith. “Given the situation, it’s understandable.”

“Now we wait,” Lily said and then yawned. Then sighed. “Andie, can I have some pancakes and coffee?”

“Nnnnn! Yes, yes, my god yes!” shrieked all of the Andreas. Especially the ones who were finishing up all the offices. They were just doing painting work now. Ten or so Others fled from the scene, and dashed into the “pancake alcove” they’d created in Felix’s office.




***




“You know, I’m actually… stupefied,” Felix muttered, staring at the map laid out in front of him on the screen. It was something that he honestly didn’t expect, but after seeing it, it made perfect sense. Realistically, he should have considered it, because it matched up with Skipper’s personality. “Manhattan, New York. That city seems to carry over from world to world. Rather surprising. Where exactly is she?”

“Last known location was heading into a high-rise apartment building. The cost of the location she’s at is five-million-”

“Unneeded,” Andrea blurted out, hopping up and down against him. Her hands were pressed to Felix’s desk, and she was still sitting in his lap. It was extremely distracting, to say the least. “Nnnn, is it just a home? a couple of apartments? The building? What’s the likelihood of others getting in the way?”

“Apartment building. She’s purchased the entirety of it,” Tribune answered. “The likelihood of there being the possibility of citizens or civilians around is very high, though it’s also quite possible that they all work for her.”

“It’s the latter. They all work for her,” Felix muttered, doing his best to ignore Andrea. “And she’ll be in the penthouse. That means we just have to land on the roof and go from there.

“I imagine those… uh, oh, LSDF things can’t land on a building? Too much force to stop without collapsing it?”

“Too much momentum, yes,” Tribune agreed. “The roof would collapse. That isn’t to say we can’t make it happen. We do have aerial units that can fly.”

“Yes! I love it,” Andrea declared, sitting down firmly in Felix’s lap. She forcefully spun his chair to face everyone else. “We can hot-drop down into the nearby riverbank during the night. Exit, then fly up to the top of the building. At the same time, we can deploy some of those fancy new CRG Wardens to the ground. Police the exits and keep anyone from leaving. Those also have some anti-air capabilities, so she can’t fly out either.”

As she spoke, Andrea had snatched up a pen and was quickly sketching something out on the back of one of his reports. She looked like she was drawing a map based on the map Tribune was showing. She was adding in maneuvering plans in a different color pen now.

Andrea is finally a single person. She is Andrea and Myriad and Adrianna at the same time.

“The Draco Custodes can get most of us up all on their own. Then we can just enter the penthouse and clear down,” Andrea murmured, finishing up her sketch. She then put it down and looked to the screen, then a camera in the corner. Forcing the chair to spin, she held up the paper to the camera. Several seconds after, she put it back down to the desk. “Super impose that on the map, please.”

There was a blink from the screen, followed by a redrawing of Andrea’s plans, though a bit cleaner, thrown on top of a new black and white street map of the location.

“She won’t be there though,” Felix said before Andrea could get into it. He was already confident in this. That she wouldn’t be there. In fact, he’d bet on it. Bet on this being a misdirection. “She’s elsewhere. This is where she was and where she wants us to focus. Make sure we collect a part of anyone who goes so I can bring them back later if what I think will happen, happens. Don’t send anything we can’t afford to lose, either.”

“Huh?” Andrea asked, looking at him.

“She’s got precognitive abilities. Even with our little telepathic shield going on, I’m sure she’s seen enough futures to know what is and isn’t a good idea,” Felix continued with a shake of his head. “She’s already left the planet or is hiding somewhere else. In fact, let’s just cheat.”

Picking up the paper Andrea had been working on, Felix focused on it. He wanted it to display a map of the world and the telepathic net. On top of that, he wanted it to showcase where the gaps in the net were.

Doubly so if they happened to be shielded, under ground, or in a place that the shield wouldn’t quite get to. This was something that he knew he could have Tribune do, but that it’d take her time to do it and there was the question of accuracy.

A point cost flickered up in front of him that was only a few-hundred thousand points. He accepted it and watched as the pen marks on the paper faded away rapidly.

What replaced it was a map of the world, exactly as he wished.

“Extrapolate that, Tribune. It’s a map of our net and where the gaps are,” Felix asked, looking back to the monitor. “Then add it to the tips, sightings, and everything else. Let’s see if there’s a pattern or something. Maybe it’ll help, maybe it won’t.”

“No pattern,” Tribune reported quickly. “Other than that, if the tips are correct, Skipper has been appearing in multiple locations nearly at the same time.”

“Duplicates or fakes,” Lily answered quickly. “Doppelgangers of some sort, or just body doubles. She’s already aware we’re looking for her, or it’s just how she already was doing things, and planned for her being a known person.”

“Alright, we can get rid of tips and sightings then,” Kit concluded with a short huff. “That means the Manhattan location is most likely a trap of some sort. There’s no reason to go in directly.

“Let’s not bother to send anyone. There’s no sense in wasting points on something we already know is wrong. On top of that… she’ll probably just blow up the building. Won’t she?”

“Probably,” agreed Felix. “She’s never cared for casualties. Her own or others.”

“Mm,” Faith put in and then leaned back into the couch where she sat between Lily and Kit. “But we need to check it, don’t we?”

“What about me?” asked Miu from the darkened corner. He’d assumed she was there but hadn’t actually checked. She hadn’t stepped out when she spoke either. “I’ll go check into that. I can stay out of sight and figure out what’s going on.”

“I guess that works,” Felicity allowed. She was tapping a finger to her chin. “I just worry for your safety, Miu. I know we can bring you back if something goes really wrong but still… is there really a need to go check? We’re fairly certain it’s a trap now.”

“Miu, do you want to go?” Felix asked, tilting his head to the side. Looking at the shadowed spot.

“Yes.”

“Then go. Thank you. Now… that map,” Felix mumbled and returned to looking back to the screen. “Tribune, anything stand out to you as a place that Skipper would want to hide?”

“NORAD,” Tribune dropped after several seconds. “Given her previous actions, strategies, and plans, I think she’ll look to orchestrate a nuclear holocaust once she believes she can’t take over the world.

“Likely then she would execute her sleeper agents. Get everything to happen, lock down the site she’s in, and let it all go. It wouldn’t be the first time she weathered a collapse of the world.

“Perhaps she believes she could do so again. Or does she still have the capability to travel to other universes? Planets? Just as Legion does?”

Felicity cleared her throat before anyone could respond. Then she smiled when everyone looked at her.

“I do think Tribune is correct. Skipper is likely looking to get the world to dance to her whims, or will try to have the world ended,” Felicity agreed. “Thankfully, she can’t account for Tribune. You can lock out the controls for nuclear launches for every country, can’t you?”

“If the Legate authorizes the action, yes, it can be done quickly,” Tribune confirmed. “I have deliberately limited my abilities and reach to conform to the Legate’s concerns.”

Sighing, Felix put a hand over his eyes. This wasn’t surprising. He knew she already had access to everything, but he didn’t realize she’d moved from access and data acquisition to actual control.

“Okay,” he said. “Lock out all the nuclear controls. Let’s just… fix the world now without anyone knowing. Go ahead and deactivate all the nuclear warheads you can reach. How many of those can you do that for?”

“Anything that requires a launch code, or key, is now deactivated,” Tribune announced immediately. “Though there are likely many weapons that I cannot reach, I have deactivated everything registered in all countries in one way or another.”

“She’s sentient, isn’t she,” Lily deadpanned.

“Of course she is,” answered Kit. “It wouldn’t be something to do with Felix, otherwise.”

“Sentient?” Gaia asked curiously, then she laughed loudly. “Oh my. She does have a spark of life in her. That’s surprising. It’s new and pure. Delightful. I haven’t seen new life birthed unto the world in a very long time.

“It seems there’s always room for surprises. Even when you’re the oldest living being on a planet. Such wonders… I’m glad that I didn’t become the big bad evil guy and destroy everything.”

Gaia was nodding her head at that.

“Sounds like we’re going for NORAD then,” Felix stated. “What is it?”

He really had no idea. It hadn’t existed in his old world.

“Short answer, a nuclear bomb shelter with lots of defenses to withstand a nuclear attack,” Felicity summarized succinctly. “It will be interesting to break into it.”

“There’s what we’ll do then,” Lily declared with a smile. “Couldn’t be simpler.”

“Good. Now… before we change subjects or get deeper into detail work, because I think that’ll take many hours, I have something I want to bring up.

“I can’t wait any longer. I’ve held my temper long enough. I’ve kept this bottled and was trying to wait for a better time, but it’s obvious I won’t get that chance unless I force it,” Goldie stated and lifted her chin up slightly. There was an anger to her tone that was unmistakable. “With that said, I want to discuss our home. Or more specifically, the home we use on this planet. Because I finally had a chance to go back to it the other day after finishing my work.”

Andrea suddenly frozen in Felix’s lap. Her entire body going rigid.

“I know we had it expanded so everyone has a room of their own,” Goldie continued. “And that certainly increases the amount of housework to be done, but I expected better. Much better. Because while I think some of you aren’t contributing as much as you should, there’s a few things that are well above and away in a terrible state.

“Do you have any idea how many dishes I found laid about the home? That there were piles of laundry scattered about? Or, and this one really annoys me Andrea Elex Campbell, a… a… a stained pair of boxers hidden in a pillow case?

“You filthy little monster. I’m going to have you clean the house from top to bottom, because I think all of this disaster is almost exclusively you. All of it. Top to bottom, every inch.

“Except everyone is far too sensitive to seeing you upset, so they don’t call you out on it. I’m afraid my role doesn’t allow that. I care about you too much to leave it like this.

“You will bring at least a thousand of your Others and accept your punishment. Then share it with everyone equally. Do you understand me?”

“Yes… Goldie,” whined Andrea, not meeting anyone’s eyes at all. “I understand.”

Err, what about boxers?

What’d Andie do?

They were my boxers, weren’t they.





Chapter 24 - All Warfare -




“Kinda like a video game,” Felix muttered, tilting his head to one side to match the angle of the camera. He was currently looking out of a camera slotted in a Warden. It was at present being powered by one of the LSF, likely an Elf, and utilizing the magical enhancements only available to them.

The camera was odd though, as it was placed in such a way that he could see the weapon held up in front, as well as a portion of their arms. To Felix, it really did look akin to a First-Person Shooter game.

“Nnn, just need a sword with a chainsaw on it and rrraaaaghhhnnn, bzzzzzz!” Andrea said, moving her hands around as if she were wielding said weapon. Stepping around as she did so. Then Andrea’s eyes went wide, and she stood up straight. “I should talk to Felicia about that! I could promise her a perfect date night for her and Ioana if she helps me!”

Andrea then popped her closed fist into the palm of her other hand with a sharp nod. She looked excited and pleased with her plan. Turning, she flicked her eyes to Faith with a pleading look.

“Yes, I’ll speak with Felicia with you as well. It sounds like an amusing weapon, though it’d be difficult to actually wield,” Faith offered. “Since the idea of a sword is to slice through or cut. A chainsaw requires you to hold it in place to cut. It really wouldn’t—”

Faith was forced into silence when several Andreas pounced on her and hugged her between themselves. All of them saying thank you at the same time. The Dryad looked very similar to how parents often did when a child thanked them for something silly.

Or so Felix thought, though he was due for kids any day now.

He still suspected there was something funky going on with the time involved, or something had been done to prolong the pregnancy, but the Andreas were due now. If he had to guess, he’d probably put his suspicions toward the Whites and Felicia.

Maybe it was some type of device Andrea wanted to try or to do.

Or… were they just nervous that they’d give birth while I wasn’t around? Did they postpone the whole thing like that to make sure I could be there?

Knowing Andrea, that’s probably it.

“Speaking of games, I’ve hired on several assistants,” Felicity said, turning to look at Felix. She reached over and laid a warm hand to his knee. “I’m starting to feel overworked with all the titles and roles I have. I’ve already used your mother and HR extensively to make sure everyone picked will serve correctly.

“I have to confess though, I originally was going to go with all Elves. Then I realized that would only reinforce some of the bias I’ve seen recently that’s plaguing Yosemite. I picked a number of representative roles that should be fine.

“With any luck, some of my time will be freed up relatively soon. Then I can spend more time with, well, you, my dear.”

Felicity said the last while reaching out and running a hand through his hair. He and Felicity were considerably close, given how they’d gone through a number of issues together.

Smiling at him, the beautiful Elf quirked a brow, clearly waiting for a response.

“Good,” Felix said and nodded his head. “I’m… ah… once we finish up with Skipper, I think I want to hand off Legion to someone and just kinda go be a retired shareholder of sorts. Hire someone to be the CEO and manage the front end. I can just step in and help where I need to otherwise.”

“A wonderful plan. I’ll make sure to book your schedule in advance so it’s all mine. You’ve neglected me a bit,” complained Felicity, staring into his eyes unblinkingly.

“Nnn, you’ve got me when he’s busy, Fel!” Andrea Prime announced and knocked Felicity right off her chair and to the ground. The Beastkin began kissing the Elf brazenly, right then and there.

“That works,” Felix murmured and looked back to the screen. Andrea was a distraction and a solution all in one.

Faith had been surrendered by the Andreas and they’d apparently returned to Prime. The Dryad was leaning against Felix’s desk and was watching the screen as well.

Everything was from the internal cams and views of the “drop pods” that were about to be launched out of orbit.

The attack on NORAD was going to happen any moment, and it was the dead of night. There was no reason for Felix to be there for the attack, as it’d be a risk. If he didn’t have to put himself in danger, there really wasn’t a reason to not make him safe.

Everyone else had gone on it more or less, other than him, Felicity, Faith, and Andrea Prime. An entire battalion of Andreas had joined the LSF and spread out through the forces. They were everywhere in the ranks and acting as a backstop reserve force. Each of them with hundreds of Others at their command.

Talia and Evie were currently sleeping, while Faith and a contingent of CRG outside the door were on bodyguard duty.

“Task Force-one about to deploy,” Tribune reported. “Launched.”

All the internal views and blue lights were gone in a flash, replaced with bright red and yellow flashing lights. There was a lot of heavy breathing now on the communal coms on the screen.

“Legate guide me,” whispered someone over coms. A few others said the same.

“Hm. I know some worship Gaia since I’m her head priestess,” Faith remarked. “I didn’t realize some were actually putting their faith in you, Felix. That’s news to me.”

“Honestly, me too,” replied Felix. One of the screens on the inside of the drop pod had a timer counting down on it. “It’s not like I hear prayers or anything. Maybe I should ask Gaia about it. Speaking of, where’s that pretty bird brain of mine?”

“Sleeping, actually,” Faith admitted with a chuckle. The timer hit zero and the doors of the drop pod came off. “She’s been forcing herself to take up all mortal trappings. It’s also why she’s not speaking her thoughts aloud as much.”

“LSF deployed-deployed-depl—” Tribune stuttered before cutting out completely.

“Tribune?” Felix asked.

There was no response.

At least from Tribune.

What Felix did hear was an earth-shattering kaboom that made everything jump about. It was loud accompaniment to the building shuddering wildly in every direction.

Faith leapt to her feet and snatched her helmet off Felix’s desk. She slammed it down on her head. Andrea hurried up behind Felix and rushed him over to where his armor stand was.

A dozen Others popped out of her, and he was quite literally being forced into his armor at a hurried pace.

“Architect? Bianca? Any chance of a perfect co-op moment?” Felix asked. He knew Bianca was insanely busy at the moment, but it wouldn’t hurt to try. “Runner?”

Neither Bianca nor Runner responded.

Wherever they were, whatever they were doing, they were busy. Perhaps even in a similar predicament as he was.

Felix couldn’t hear anything from Faith. Nor did it seem like she was getting a response, given she’d tapped at the side of her helmet several times.

The entirety of the CRG came in from the outside hall and entered his office. Local coms were working at least, as Felix heard a number of orders being issues by Faith to the CRG.

“— my way,” reported Talia as Andrea stuffed Felix’s helmet on his head.

“Picking up a portable armory, on my way,” Evie stated as well.

Felix flinched away from his own helmet. The volume felt almost too loud for some reason. Then he realized what it was.

Tribune wasn’t actively monitoring everything and adjusting things live.

“It’s a heavy attack,” Faith stated, appearing in front of Felix. “The A-Net is reporting an extremely heavy assault pushing its way into the HQ. The front of the building is just gone. It’s been torn clean off somehow.

“They’ve already activated all the defenses they can, pushed defense and evacuation orders, as well as attempted to activate cut-off protocol for all computer systems. Anything related to Tribune has failed outright.”

“Shit,” hissed Felix. Andrea slapped him on the chest once and then they all moved away from him. Taking that as a cue that he could move now, Felix went straight to his desk.

Opening the bottom drawer, he fished out all the fake work folders he’d put on hangers there and tossed them to the side. Then he ripped out the metal slats they hung on and pulled up the false bottom.

Fishing out the device he’d put at the bottom, one he never thought he’d have to use, he snapped the cover off it. He jammed the red button once, then the green button.

Flicking it back down to the ground, he didn’t give it another thought.

He’d just initiated a self-destruct that would do it’s best to get rid of any information, systems, or hardware that would be problematic to fall into other people’s hands.

I can always turn it all into nothing for points later, but for now, this solves all the issues I need it to. Tribune assured me she’d be okay with its activation but… we’ll see, I guess.

“Escape then. There’s no reason to stay here if they’re throwing that kind of firepower at us. Who is it? Do we know?” Felix asked, moving to the back of his office.

Unfortunately, they weren’t actually along an exterior wall. The window at the back of his office was once again fake.

Standing near the back, Felix looked to the ground. Given that the enemy wasn’t afraid to annihilate the building, he discounted using the safe room. There was no guarantee this attacker wouldn’t just vaporize the building.

What Felix was actually thinking of doing, was going through the wall to get to the exterior of the building. Then going from there.

I have Dragons. Dragons have wings. No sense in being stupid about this.

The walls are thin enough that we can just move through them. Then get to the exterior, then see about getting to one of those big stupid windows that made me scared of snipers.

“Also, how about we knock some walls down and just fly outta here?” Felix finished, tapping the wall.

“Building is surrounded. The forces look strangely like Legion, but not. Clone tech or stolen tech. Unknown. Looks eerily similar,” Andrea ground out then sighed. “We need to get out one way or the other, but I’m not sure flying is an answer. A-Net is reporting multiple contacts from the satellite. A large ring. Some even look like they have some of our anti-air tech.

“Sewer might be our best option. Or the trains. Those routes are our best options and the most likely to not have been spotted.

“For the sewer we could-actually, never mind. There’s a large number of vehicles where the sewer meets the drains at the highway. They look suspiciously like they’re waiting for someone to come through there.

“As far as the A-Net can tell, the trains are clear and without a problem. Should be able to utilize it. Biggest issue though is, once we’re on it, there’s really no other option. Forward or backward.”

“It’s fine,” growled a Dragon walking up to Felix’s side. “One way or the other we’ll get the Legate out.”

Felix was fairly certain it was Lucille, but he couldn’t tell. Black Dragons tended to be the first to answer physically when under duress.

His knowledge of this only confirmed his thoughts when she punched a hole in the wall, kicked her leg out to make another, then bodily forced herself through the hole she’d made. Knocking more of the wall apart and to the side in the doing of it.

Several of the CRG Dragons followed her through. In short order, the hole was more than big enough to fit anyone through that needed to go.

Talia and Evie entered through the door along with several LSF members as well.

Moving into the next room, Felix watched as the Dragons knocked a hole in the wall and moved through to the next room once again.

Repeating it only once more, they made it to the exterior wall. Several of his CRG were peering out the window from the edge of it.

“Hostiles all over,” said one. “Definitely those with very similar weapons to our own anti-air platforms. They were expecting us to try and fly away.”

“Train it is then,” Faith said with a growl. “Someone knock a hole in the floor. Let’s work our way down. We can get to the train operations if we go straight down through here.

“Though when we get to the basement slab one of you will need to go full Dragon to claw it out.”

“I’ll do it now, actually,” Evie offered, as her armor began to shift around her as she transformed. The new armor, made specifically for Dragons, did a fair job of covering them from head to toe when they wanted it to.

In no time, the armored Dragon was wedged between the ceiling and the floor. A great deal of furniture had been shoved to the side by her growth.

Her large reptilian head inched to one side before she grunted, apparently stuck.

“This is rather tight. I’m not a fan of enclosed spaces like this. I died in one,” complained Evie. There was a creaking noise coming from beneath her now.

“Felix likes it tight. Trust me,” Talia offered up with a nervous laugh. “He remarked on it a lot.”

Ugh.

Then Evie’s arms shot forward, and she blew out the floor beneath her. She’d been straining against it, it seemed.

“Haha, really? That sounds fun,” Evie flung back, her upper half down in the floor below them. Her bottom half and wings were still visible to Felix.

There was a crash and Evie slithered out of view.

“Time for me to go down. You know. Like I did last time,” Talia said, once again feeling the need to remind everyone possible Felix had slept with her. The nervous edge to her voice was obvious though.

This was just how she acted when her nerves got the better of her.

Everyone dropped down into the hole, even as Evie moved a bit to the side and kept going. She methodically knocked hole after hole into the floor and kept them moving.

They reached the ground floor and Felix heard the unmistakable and sudden roar of gunfire. A great deal of it.

“Ah, fuck, that hurts,” groaned Evie. “Okay. Someone else go and get us into the basement. I’ll hold all this back.”

Another Dragon grunted, moved past them, and dove into the whole. The shift from human to Dragon was rapid, though most of it was unseen. Felix only saw a large black tail tip before they vanished completely out of sight.

Then came the boom of them blowing through the ground.

“Basement open, digging,” growled Lucille. Felix was gratified that he’d properly identified his Black.

Dropping down the hole, Felix found Evie. She was standing with her front facing him. Her back was facing where the sounds of gunfire was coming from. Her wings were spread, and it was obvious she was being shot repeatedly.

Felix dropped down into the hole, not wanting to hesitate or risk her. It was only a matter of time before they figured out normal caliber weapons couldn’t do the job at all on her.

As he fell through the hole, he got a glimpse of their opposition.

It really did look like Legionnaire armor, though in blue and black colors. Everything looked to be cloned from his own tech.

The hell? Did we have a saboteur or something? How?

Reaching the basement, he found Lucille digging and clawing at the concrete floor. Large chunks of it being shoved out to either side.

“I’m through. It’s dirt now I’m… I’m too fat for this,” hissed the big Black. “Christina, please? Help me?”

Another Dragon moved up to Lucille’s side and transformed as well. Becoming a lovely Green Dragon.

The name was familiar to him, though he wasn’t quite sure why or how. He’d have to check his memory when they weren’t fleeing for their lives.

Lucille got out of the way and the Green dove into the hole. Dirt, stones, and other things began to practically fly out behind and to her sides.

“You’re not fat,” Felix said, looking to Lucille. “You’re just my big bad Black Dragon. Only Carol and Goldie can keep you down, right?”

“Uh… yeah. Carol can get me to a draw, Goldie wins,” Lucille admitted.

“See? It’s fine. I need all sorts of Dragons. All the colors. I need a toolbox, not a tool,” Felix explained quickly. Christina vanished out of sight, though more rubble was being thrown back out.

Lucille bent over the hole and started shoveling out dirt and rocks as well. Working to shift the load out that Christina couldn’t clear on her own.

“Through!” came back a voice. “Everyone in.”

There was a crackle and boom from below, and then Lucille dove into the hole completely. She got stuck for a moment, her tail thrashing around, then she punched through somehow.

Everyone began to dive through now.

Slamming to the ground atop a train track, not too far from the station.

“No trains,” hissed Christina. “We’re getting a workout today after all.”

“Me and my not-fat-ass could use it,” growled Lucille, who turned her head to the side, snapped Felix up in her jaws, then began running at full speed down the train tunnel.

He was pushed up against the front of her teeth with her tongue. He didn’t feel like he was being smothered by a wet blanket this time, given he was wearing his armor.

Reminds me of Goldie.

Then again… Goldie… hm.

“Mount up on squads, go,” called Faith.

“On the double, Dracos,” Evie ordered.

“Haha, you took it in the mouth, Lucy. Be gentle about it. When the time comes, don’t swallow him immediately, but play with it all a bit, then swallow,” Talia teased. “Mount up everyone! Someone hit that transformer to kill the tunnel lights.”

Lucille grunted, and her tongue eased up off him a bit. As if she were actively thinking about how much force she was using after Talia said something.

Felix rolled up under her tongue, stuck his helmeted face down, and tried to just stay there like a pill to be dissolved.

As far as he knew, they were all sprinting down the train tunnels now. In which direction, he had no idea.

“What fun thoughts you have, Grove-Husband,” purred Faith inside his helmet. “I’ll take care of it later for you. I could use some attention anyways.”

Regretfully, he’d been thinking of Lucille’s mouth, given Talia’s teasing.





Chapter 25 - Uno Reverse -




“Contact,” whispered a voice over the coms. “Light ahead. Faint but obvious. Slight turn obfuscating it.”

“Slow, ease up to the right wall. Come to a halt,” ordered Faith. There was a collective response from everyone that they understood.

Lucille dodged to one side and slowed down to a stop. Her head dipped down, and she opened her mouth, her jaw resting on the ground.

Or so Felix realized after Lucille lifted her tongue and he could see more than just the inside of her teeth and gums. Rather than get out, Felix just laid there. He didn’t see a reason to get up or out.

He shifted around under Lucille’s tongue, then got comfortable again.

“Felix, we could use your help,” Evie stated after Lucille stood there with her mouth hanging open. “Besides, Lucille would be better used as a combatant than a personal transport for you. Wouldn’t she?”

Sighing, Felix couldn’t argue that fact. He got up and then stepped out of Lucille’s mouth. As soon as he got his feet down, he could see the light at the slow turn up ahead, clearly built for trains.

“Liked being in the pretty Black Dragon’s mouth that much? I’m sure I’m better,” Talia got out in a rush with a strained laugh.

Lucille let out an embarrassed chuckle and lingered around Felix. Hovering over him in fact.

“I’m going to move up and use a Nature Golem,” Faith stated. “I keep some weeds with me since they’re so hard to kill. Won’t be an issue. It’ll give me an idea of what we’re dealing with.

“Andie? Give me a hand? I could use the backup.”

“Of course,” answered an Andrea that turned and went off with Faith. Andrea Prime eased herself over to stand near Felix. He could tell it was Andrea prime, as she had a gold ring that’d been painted over where her left ear would be on top of her helmet.

Evie and Talia were quite close as well.

“A-Net reports the HQ is almost completely lost. All defenders have fallen back to defend the train station entrance,” Andrea reported. “As well as where we made our entrance. Given their reports… I don’t think they’ll be able to hold out for very much longer.”

“Right, in other words, we’ll have to figure out what this is, push ahead, and get going,” summarized Felix. “The longer we linger here, the closer the enemy is coming up behind us.

“And yes, Talia, I’d be happy to come up behind you if you linger. Don’t even make the joke.”

Talia laughed loudly, and ever nervously. His comment had clearly nailed the nail on the head. She was going to make that comment, or something very similar to it.

“I’m sorry,” she apologized before anyone could speak further. “I’m just-it’s just-I-I already died once and-it’s-yeah. Yeah. Just… I worship the Legate and I slept with him and it’s just-it was inside me and—”

“It’s fine. Stop,” Felicity interrupted Talia, reaching out and putting a hand on the armored woman’s shoulder. She was the only person not in armor at the moment. “We all get it. Most of us have died at least once at this point. It’s okay.

“Now, what do we do next? We obviously need to get moving. We can’t stay here.

“I propose we wait for Faith to report back on enemy forces, then move forward once we figure out how to do this. We can’t—”

“They’re coming this way. They’re just moving slowly. We’ve only got five or ten minutes,” Faith interjected in a stern and somewhat lost voice. “It’s… wall to wall soldiers. All in armor that looks a lot like Legionnaire equipment. Not our LSF stuff, but the original Legionnaire armor. It’s spooky.”

“It’s Skipper,” growled Felix. “She must have gotten her hands on a suit and started making her own somehow. I didn’t think she’d be able to reverse engineer anything Felicia made, though.

“Alright, ah… can we rush by them? If we all loaded up with the Dragons and bolted, could we get through?”

“Unlikely. There’s a lot of what looks to be anti-armor weapons. The type that gets shot out of those tubes with a whump,” answered Faith.

“We can’t rush by,” Andrea confirmed with conviction. “We can try to fight our way through but… we’re outgunned. The losses will be extensive. Even then, I’m not sure we could punch through.

“The weaponry they’re packing is possibly strong enough to knock through even the Legate armor, despite it being as tough as it is.”

Shit.

Felix closed his eyes and let his face tilt down till he faced the ground. He was thinking. Trying to figure out how to get out of this and what to do.

“A-Net lost communication with the entrance defenders,” Andrea added with a sigh. “Last reports were that it was a horde of soldiers. Some magic users spread through-out as well.”

“But no anti-armor?” Felix clarified.

“It wasn’t stated if there was or wasn’t but… if it was there, it would have likely been mentioned,” Andrea offered by way of answer.

“Sounds like backwards is our best bet, but that only sounds like prolonging the problem,” Felicity advised, though she sounded upset about that.

“We can go back the way we came, then try to go in the opposite direction? Are there other tunnels that are less likely to be broken into?” asked Evie.

“No, honestly… honestly it’s likely they broke into all of them,” Felicity suggested with a shake of her head. “That just means—”

Felicity’s words broke off as her head jerked forward. The front of her forehead strangely opened up, and her beautiful eyes blew out of their sockets in a weird way. Her brain was ejected out of the hole and her body fell towards Faith, landing in a heap at her feet.

“Cover,” blurted out Talia, who stepped in front of Felix. She jerked him to the side and behind Evie. “Evie, take’em. Get the fuck out if you can!”

Evie’s head blurred down, and she snapped up Felix around the waist. She flicked her head to the side and let go. It flipped Felix head over heels, and she caught him with her mouth. She engulfed him and then pushed him down under her tongue, leaving him to be situated just as he’d been with Lucille.

“—response B!” called Talia. Felix had lost whatever had been said at the start. “Lucille, punch a damn hole for the Legate!”

There was a sudden jolt to the side and a lot of deep thrumming booms. He could feel Evie getting shaken one way then the other. It even felt as if at one point they were upside down.

“Arrgh!” screamed Talia over the coms. “Get-get the wounded behind the barriers!”

“Heal those that can fight again,” ordered Faith. “Triage fighting capability!”

“Evie! I need you to stay close so—”

A massive boom that shook everything, even Evie’s head, left Felix feeling as if his guts weren’t attached correctly anymore. A second such jolt was shockingly even worse.

Felix could suddenly see out of a hole that’d opened up in the top of Evie’s head.

A smoking hole appeared at the back of her head. As if the top of her skull had been removed and there was faint light coming in now.

Which was definitely what’d happened, as Evie made a strange motion, slammed into the wall or the floor, and went still.

“Evie’s down!” called someone. “We need to—”

The voice was cut off with a crackling explosion.

Okay, okay.

Ah… what… to do. I’m not a combatant. I’m just a support guy.

I’m in the rear with the gear when I can be.

What do I do? How do I solve this?

Okay, first.

How many points do I have?
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Not many.

Way too many projects, too many needs, too many… too many everything.

Okay, err… then what—

“Legate, forgive me. I can’t do this. I can’t-can’t fight to get you free,” whimpered Talia over the coms. There wasn’t anyone else speaking at all. “Forgive me. I’m here. I think I’m the last. Everyone’s dead, Legate.

“I’ll die here with you at my side. I fought my way to you but-I can’t… there’s… forgive me, Legate. Please be kind to my soul in the after—”

There was an explosion that sounded as if it were right outside Evie’s corpse. It was paired with Talia screaming, then falling silent.

I wish I was a damn, God, because then I’d— I’d… I would.

Blinking, Felix remembered he apparently was indeed a god. That Gaia had said he was. He just had never really, consciously acknowledged it.

“As the owner and CEO of Legion, husband to Lady Gaia, the Legate, and the unofficial god of Legion, I name myself the recognized supreme god of Legion All faith sent to Legion will be converted to points and given to me directly that are mine by right,” Felix growled. “I reserve the right to later establish a Pantheon for Legion.”

There was no noise, no change in his vision, and nothing was altered in any way as far as Felix could tell. Nothing at all was different.

Chewing at his lip, laying under a dead Dragon’s tongue, Felix felt a lot like this was a situation that was ridiculous. This was something that could only happen in a bad movie just to build tension.

Felix felt his brow come down and he tried to call up his point value again.
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Oh fuck!

It really happened!

And… oh wow, the faith points and the banked total jumped even higher.

Apparently, I wasn’t getting them for some reason? Was it faith in Legion? In me? As a group?

Maybe I was only getting the faith of those in the world I am, rather than from all of them?

Something to look into. 

“As-as the god of Legion and CEO, I declare all existing Legion technology, technology based on Legion technology, and all Legion technology that was cloned, as the religious property of myself!” Felix called to nothing and no-one. Whatever laws governed this world were clearly still working. “Additionally, all equipment owned, operated, made from, or developed off of Legion equipment, is the religious property of myself! The technology and equipment are the implements of my faith and religion, to which my blessings and belief is attached.

“Additionally-additionally, I will now strip all equipment and technology that isn’t currently in the possession of those in the service of Legion and convert it to faith, which in turn, is points!

“Then… then use all those points and whatever else is required, to put everything back to how it was ah… just as the attack on NORAD began! From the Legionnaires, to Tribune, to the building. Everything as it was. I do so declare as Legate, the god of Legion! Legion First!”

Felix said the last with a firm proclamation. Much in the way he’d heard Gaia speak at times and put his full force of will behind it.

There was no noise, no change, nothing that seemed to be responding to his command. Nothing was changed and there were no new coms.

Everything was as it had been unfortunately.

“Immediately,” Felix offered lamely.

No sooner had he said it than Evie’s skull began to regrow. Felix could tell because what little light he could actually see a bit by was rapidly fading.

“I-what?” asked what sounded a lot like Talia. “Legate? I thought I died… but… contact!”

There was the sound of sudden gunfire nearby. Followed by multiple voices pitching in one by one. Then more and more gunfire.

“Fire breath attack!” shouted Lucille.

A second later and Evie shuddered, then got to her feet. Her tongue flicked over Felix twice, then secured him down in the bottom of her mouth. He felt the Dragon spin one way, then the other.

“Ferish?” Evie asked, keeping her mouth mostly closed. It sounded like she was trying to determine if he was alive.

“I’m here,” Felix answered. Then realized he should clarify. “Still in Evie’s mouth. I’m safe.”

“Adj-adjusting, rear,” Faith stated. “Teams three and four, with me. Take prisoners if possible. HR has always been generous with rewards.”

“A-Net reporting that all non-Tribune defenses are activating. All defenders… defenders are up and fighting back,” Andrea muttered. She sounded very confused. Though she was obviously getting a hold on herself very quickly. “Most opponents are naked or in very minimal gear.

“Legate, did you do something? Is this your doing?”

“Yes. I ah… I became the god of Legion,” Felix answered, feeling rather awkward about it. The very idea of it seemed stupid, but that’s what’d happened. “I declared that all Legion tech and equipment are implements of my faith. Any derivative tech or equipment is also mine.

“After that I just… I just proclaimed that all false tech and equipment would be turned into faith points, then rebuilt everyone. Everything.”

“Tribune online,” stated a calm Tribune over the coms. Then there was a beep. Followed by a long bout of static. The sound of gunfire continued, though it was starting to fall off.

“Activating all defenses,” growled Tribune. Despite being a program, she sounded insanely angry. “Linking to all unused equipment, moving to support and assist all Legion forces. Launching c-suite in its entirety.”

“Ugh, humans do taste awful,” sputtered a Dragon. “Goldie was right. Blegh, ugh. Ahhhhhgh, Lucy, is it stuck in my teeth? It feels like it’s stuck.”

“Yeah, you’ve got like… a bone… in between your front teeth,” answered the Black Dragon. It sounded as if everything was calming down. That things were settling out now.

Everything went quiet.

“Zone of conflict clear of active hostiles,” Andrea reported. “Sending Others to police, tie, and sort prisoners. What do we do otherwise?”

“Remain in position,” Faith stated. “Continue the magical defenses, hold, defend, protect. The rest of the CRG will come to us, no reason to go elsewhere. Felix can… just… stay there, I guess.”

“I’d keep myself in Evie’s mouth if I were him,” Talia offered up with a high-pitched and anxious laugh.

Felix wasn’t going to argue with that. He was quite comfortable here in the dark, protected by Dragon bones and scales. As things had changed around him, he’d moved down from Evie’s molars and wriggled back under her tongue. He felt like she was able to hold him there easily enough, and it didn’t feel like he was being crushed.

“A-Net reports that the NORAD raid is still ongoing. They met heavy resistance. They were wearing similar cloned Legion equipment like we fought here,” Andrea cut in, everyone ignoring Talia. “Information coming back is they suddenly lost it all. All their weapons and armor vanished. Or if not all of it, most of it. Now the raid forces are just mopping things up since they didn’t have any way to really fight back.”

“In other words,” Felix muttered. “Skipper has a way to mimic Legion tech. Somehow, someway, she was able to make a knock-off that was good enough to not get instantly rolled by the real thing.

“There’s obviously more here, we’ll have to look into it. Is there anything else we should be aware of?”

“Hero Kit and Hero Lily were among the attackers,” Tribune deadpanned, delivering the news without any inflection. “Hero Lily is the reason the front of the building was torn clean off. This is an assumption at this time, but given the information at my disposal, it is extremely likely. To the point that it not being them is mathematically improbable.”

“Kit and… Lily?” asked Felix, not really processing that statement. “Kit and Lily were part of the attack?”





Chapter 26 - Objection -




Felix felt quite strange.

In fact, he couldn’t even define it as strange. That was an under-statement of how he actually was feeling. That the world didn’t quite match up with reality at the moment.

No matter where he looked, he swore he could see transparent images, people, for a fleeting moment before they vanished. As if he’d been staring at a bright light and then looked away, only for the image to trail along behind. 

They weren’t everywhere though, nor were they always quick to disappear. He’d caught several of these phantoms staring at him. As if they were surprised to be looked at.

Right now, he was looking at an old man. A man that looked to be ancient, in fact. He was hovering over one of his CRG Elves. Just over their shoulder, in fact.

For more than a few breaths, Felix and the old man stared at one another. After a few more seconds, Felix finally broke the staring match.

They were currently riding a train to the Super Prison that Legion managed from the shadows. Faith and Felicity refused to allow him to go back to the HQ.

They’d remained in the tunnels till a train came to pick them, and the prisoners, up. Then they were moving to the Prison, where a hold-out bunker and portals had been installed.

The Andreas that manned the location were few in number but heavily armed.

Kit had been contacted directly by the A-Net and told to portal to the HQ, close the portals, then resume her duties.

Which of course she hadn’t.

He’d overheard Andrea complaining about Kit closing the portal as requested, then going to the Prison. She was now waiting there for Felix.

“Is… there something wrong, Lord Legate?” asked the Elf he’d had his face turned toward. He’d been looking over her, but from her point of view, he’d probably been staring.

“Name?” he asked rather than answering her question.

“Ah, Aubrey. That’s-that’s what my name was given to me by my father. I’m a Snow Elf from Lord Vince’s world,” said the Elf. “Did I-is something wrong? Should I take my helmet off?”

Felix started to shake his head, then nodded it.

“Maybe. That is… you’re a Snow Elf? Not a hybrid or a Human?” he asked, now confused. He’d been thinking that maybe they’d been related to the old man.

“I-that… I am, actually. My grandfather was a human. My mother was a half-elf, my father a full Snow Elf. Why?” asked Aubrey.

“Was your grandfather really old when he died?” Felix asked, glancing to the old man that was still as of yet hovering over the Elf. Now he was looking to the Elf again. “Short white hair, bald on top, brown eyes or the like?”

“Yes? Yes. Why?” Aubrey inquired, sounding suddenly nervous. She’d turned away from where she was at the window and had taken a few steps toward him. “His name was Walter.”

“Walter?” Felix repeated, his helmet tilting slightly so he could look right at the phantom hovering over Aubrey. To which the old man didn’t respond. He just gazed at the Elf. “Protective of you?”

“He raised me. My parents died in a Troll attack. He… my grandfather gave everything for me. If there was anything I needed, he’d take from himself to give it to me,” Aubrey murmured. She sounded wistful.

“Mm… well… he’s ah… I think he’s still with you. There’s an old man fitting that description hovering over you. Almost protectively,” Felix answered and then turned to look ahead. He really wasn’t sure what to think of this. It felt like too much to him.

Doubly so if he considered the fact that if this was Walter’s ghost, he’d followed Aubrey through dimensional rifts.

“I know,” Aubrey stated with a chuckle. “Pappy is always with me. He’ll always be with me. He told me so on his death bed. It’s good to know that you can see him. I’ll be doubly sure to talk to him. Maybe go find a Spirit Mage and see if I can’t talk to him directly.”

“Felix,” Evie said, moving directly in front of him. She reached over, picked up his helmet, and pushed it down on his head. The phantoms were gone no sooner than it covered his eyes. “Time to get ready. We’re arriving shortly. We need to get you to Planet Legion and safely tucked away.”

In the end they’d all agreed that Planet Legion was the safest place for him to be. The entirety of the world was essentially a recruitment drive for Legion. The natives were all tribal at best and no threat to Legion or it’s people.

Half an hour later, after a long conversation with Kit about what happened, and Felix was sitting in the “command center” on Planet Legion, in the heart of New Legion.

Sitting down in the chair that was specific for him, he sighed.

“Okay, renaming time,” he muttered while pulling his helmet off. He looked to Felicity. Phantoms and ghosts flickered away in all directions as he laid eyes to the world directly.

He was starting to wonder if they didn’t want him to see them, with the way they fled. That perhaps in seeing them he could affect them.

Glancing over, he saw who he believed to be Walter still hovering over Aubrey.

Looking back to Felicity, Felix nodded his head.

“Renaming. Because we’ve been bad at it,” Felix stated.

“We can’t rename this planet, or this city. It being Planet Legion and New Legion City are both… set,” Felicity stated. She was organizing something on the desktop of a laptop she’d gotten from somewhere. Sometimes he felt almost like Felicity was far more capable than he was at times. “They’re well entrenched in our cultural beliefs as Legion. The name of the planet you came from we could change. The one you went to work on for Ryker is just being called Earth or OpFor. Though Earth is more common.

“Vince’s world has slowly become ‘Yosemite’, so much so that it’s what most think of as it’s designation. Mostly because it’s the main city for the Legion of Yosemite there. Everything else is fine, I think. I promise we’re being careful with naming going forward.

“Now… we have other things to talk about. The NORAD team will most likely reach out to us very soon to report in. They should be finishing.”

Felix grunted at that and then sighed. He looked over to the endless line of displays and Andreas working here. This entire room was now the heart of the A-Net.

With a glance, Felix looked to Kit. She’d been rather shocked to hear her counterpart was part of the attack. To the point that he was wondering if she was going through what might have changed in this Kit’s life.

Sitting in a similar chair to Felicity’s on his other side, she was motionless and unspeaking, with her shoulders low and her upper body angled forward.

“I’m alright,” Kit murmured, not looking up. She was gazing into the floor in front of her. “Just trying to figure out what the heck is happening. I’ve gone through all the records from Tribune about… about ‘Hero-Kit’. There’s nothing that stands out as strange.

“Nothing that makes it seem like she was ever anything other than what she is right now. No change in her bank account, no alterations in her personal life, nothing going on with legal matters or anything like that.

“The only possible answer is she was working with Skipper since before we arrived. That they worked through any possible angle before we showed up and got her-got her over to their side. Her and Lily both.

“That’d explain why there’s so many people with altered minds. This version of me maybe has a slightly different power. A slightly different version? It’d make sense. That’s… that’s the only thing that makes sense to me.”

Unable to say anything, and not knowing what to say either, Felix turned forward again. On the main screen in front of his chair’s console, was a depiction of Tribune’s avatar.

Or a full body two-dimensional version of her. Slowly pacing from one end of the screen to the other, and back again.

Then it looked up at him, waved, and went back to pacing.

Okay.

Hm.

That sentience is just growing faster and faster. To take the time to create a version of herself like that and make it pace is all for show.

A show for me.

It serves no benefit at all.

“Reporting,” came a firm voice over the speakers above. It took Felix a moment to realize it was Lily. “NORAD raid complete. Significant losses were taken. They had Legionnaire armor and even a few Wardens.

“Then their equipment all just vanished and all that was left were naked people. We captured everyone we could as well as retrieved our dead.

“We have one high-profile prisoner. Skipper wasn’t here.

“We’ll be portaling out shortly, entire facility is clear and cold. Used a Legionnaire with the power to detect life and a Dragon to clear all thoughts.

“We’ll use a warden to open a portal and—”

Kit held her hand out in front of herself and a portal ripped open out of nowhere.

“Send the prisoners through first,” Kit said just loud enough to transfer over the coms while opening a second portal directly in front of the first.

There were brief flickers of movement and shifting between the two portals. Felix was fairly certain that this was the NORAD raid just following the orders it’d been given.

“Clear,” stated an Andrea.

“Wounded, now, then the dead,” stated Kit, swapping the second portal.

Once again there was a series of movements.

“Clear,” Andrea said again. To which Kit swapped the portals.

“Non-leadership personnel,” Kit proclaimed, another portal swap occurring.

“Clear.”

“Leadership,” murmured Kit, closing the second portal completely.

Lily, Second Andrea, and several people from the CRG entered directly into the room. Along with a very buxom and lovely woman with shockingly red hair and green eyes. Felix stared at her for several seconds, possibly because she was naked, possibly because she was incredibly pretty, he looked to Lily.

“No, she’s not a present for you, but you can unwrap me later and rummage around in my box,” Talia put in with a nervous laugh.

There was an audible groan of what sounded like pain on the coms system through the speakers.

Kit closed the portal, and everyone started pulling off their helmets.

“This is the ‘Skipper’ that was at NORAD,” Lily ground out. Two Dragons had the redhead between themselves. “She’s an Elemental. Fire Elemental. Comes from an entire planet of them.

“Skipper owns it entirely. Has them all enslaved in a way with a weird… brand…thing. Doesn’t make any sense to me. Something to do with what Skipper actually is, which isn’t Human.

“Long story short, Skipper isn’t here. Her homebase is on our original world. No idea why, but that’s where she’s working out of. That’s the quick information I got out of her after I started tugging at her soul.”

“Yes, I’m happy to share everything,” gushed the Elemental. “More than happy.

“Skipper is definitely utilizing that world you came from. She often curses about you specifically, Felix. You’re a sore spot for her. She hates you and wants to own your world since you came from it.

“We used to use portals that were red or other colors up until a short time ago. All our portals failed, and we couldn’t travel about anymore. I was pretty happy and thought that maybe I’d just gotten my freedom.

“Then new portals started opening up. Like the one that you used just now. They look the same.”

“Damnit,” Felix hissed and let his head sink.

“What?” Lily asked. “And why’re you all here?”

“Too long, didn’t read answer, we were attacked. By Hero Kit and Hero Lily who are apparently working with Skipper,” Felix summarized. “And I think I gave Hero Kit and Hero Lily your powers in a moment of weakness. I need to talk to Felicia. You all debrief them.”

Standing up out of his chair, Felix inadvertently got an eyeful of the lovely creature and moved away. He was heading for a back room that he knew was his “office” here in the A-Net.

Something Andrea had built specifically for him when he visited. Not wanting him to go back to the HQ office and stay here with her instead.

Or all her Others, at least.

Halfway there, he noticed Evie, Talia, Andrea, and Faith were all moving with him. He was surprised to find Goldie had joined them at some point.

“Hello, dear,” Goldie purred with a wide smile. Her golden eyes glittering with warmth. “I finished up most of my tasks and realized you were here. I handed most of it over to Kris to finish up with.”

“Kris needs to be careful,” warned Andrea Prime. “Felix doesn’t even remember who she is anymore. He knows Lucille more than Kris.”

“That’s fine,” Goldie said with a long sigh. “Kris actually found a mate. I released her from the Wing and replaced her with Lucille in the hierarchy of the Wing. She’d been working hard.”

Evie nodded her head along with this, as if she’d already known. It likely wasn’t a surprise to her.

“I suggested it to Goldie,” Evie added as they entered the office. “Lucille isn’t my equal as a Dragon Housewife, but she’s an amazing Black. More than capable.”

Felix went straight to his desk and pulled over his keyboard.

Only for the monitor to flick on.

Tribune appeared in the bottom right corner while waving. Then the screen opened up a window and it said “calling” in the middle of it.

A few seconds later and Felicia was in the center of it. She appeared to be in her own office. There were a number of apprentices she was working with that helped her out with a lot of projects in her lab.

“Oh, hey,” Felicia said and grinned at him. The gruff exterior had finally completely melted away. “Which office is that?”

At least when they were alone.

“A-Net office. I left them all there and came in here to call you up. I need you to run an emergency project. So urgently that I think I need to dial your power up to a point where you’ll likely be uncomfortable to make it happen,” Felix admitted with a shake of his head. “I’m sorry, Felicia. I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t have to. But this is something that needs a master craftsman with a Super power’s touch.”

“Ah… well, that’s fine,” Felicia dismissively said with a hand wave. “It’ll give me a chance to see what I can do when I’m moving up to my limits. Maybe even beyond.”

“Great. I’ll go move your powers up in a bit. The goal is really simple this time, too. Easy to explain, hard to do, only a genius can complete it,” Felix said. “I want something that’ll prevent any portal from opening anywhere on the planet. If this device is on, no portals anywhere. If it’s off, it’s fine. That’s it.”

Felicia only laughed at that, wrinkled her nose, and rolled her eyes.

“Fine, fine. Got it. And you flatter me more than my wife does,” growled the Dwarf.

“Hey, I like your wife. You’re a lucky lady to have her. And speaking of your lovely wife, you and her up for a dinner date later? Legion’s is supposedly opening again. Would love to go there on a double date.”

“Definitely. That’d be lovely. Bring at least two people with you. It seems to take at least two people to manage to keep my big brute busy with chatter. I’m no good at it,” requested Felicia a second before the screen turned off.

Demonstrating once again her inability to participate in “chatter” as she called it.

“She’s so nice now,” Andrea giggled with a clapping of hands.

“Andie? Dear? If you mention this to Felicia… you won’t like it,” Goldie warned, glancing at the Beastkin while moving around to the side of Felix’s desk. She set down a tray of Dragon shaped cookies of different colors. “Eat a few dearest, you look a bit worn. Being our god is probably taking more power than you think. You wouldn’t think it looking at Gaia, but she eats. A lot. She does her best to hide it around you.

“I wouldn’t mention it in fact, if it wasn’t worth telling you so that you weren’t concerned with your eating habits.”

Goldie set down a soda next to the cookies.

Then Evie appeared and laid out a plate filled with cheeses and meats and a juice box. Leaving Felix suddenly torn on what to take first.

“Wouldn’t it be best if the apprentice surpassed the master?” Evie said with no heat and a great deal of care. “If I can be a better Housewife than you Goldie, it’d only be a testament to how amazing you are.”

Goldie’s eyebrows raised at that, and a wide smile curved her lips.

Felix took the juice box, as it was actually one of his favorites. He realized he couldn’t take several pieces of meat and cheese though as it would likely make Evie gloat over Goldie.

While he was a stupid man, he wasn’t foolish enough to play into their little fight. If they ever put something in front of him, he would deliberately force a draw. Soon enough they’d leave him alone.

“Alright, I’m going to alter Felicia. Someone go get me that Fire Elemental in the meantime,” Felix said as soon as he swallowed.

“I told you that you could unwrap me. You don’t need her,” Talia offered and then leaned over the top of his desk.

If she’d been in casual wear, it’d likely have been a sexy pose.

Right now, it was weird with her in her armor.

“Going to threaten her with torture,” Felix amended. “Then probably torture her. I need more answers. A body double is likely to have lots of those, right?”

To which Talia shrugged her shoulders.

“So long as you take care of my needs when you’re done, that’s fine,” she added. “I’ll answer any questions you want.”





Chapter 27 - Levers -




Felix had been surprised to find that the cost to move Felicia’s power up to three thousand percent, which was what his power told him was the limit of her ability to handle and remain healthy, had only been a few hundred thousand. He’d accepted the power and ate another of Goldie’s cookies, before turning to the cheese and meat.

Goldie and Evie had been appeased it seemed, and were now in a discussion about sales and the best places to find them. Evie wasn’t as naive and lost as she’d been when she’d been reborn.

“You know what,” Talia murmured, sitting on Felix’s desk with one hand on his head. “They can be the Housewives. I don’t think I want that gig. I’d suck at it. And not in a good way.

“Like… I’m a selfish monster that just wants sex, stuff, and money. Doing chores and buying clothes and sewing, that all sounds ridiculous. That and like something from yester-year.”

“Nnn, it’s how they’re taming their Dragons,” Andrea interjected. She was currently flipping through her phone and typing messages. He had no idea what she was doing, but she seemed very involved in in it. “Rather than fighting for supremacy against Felix, they’re fighting for becoming the most affectionate or ‘wifely’.

“I get it… but don’t. My instincts are easier. Dumber. Pancakes and Felix. That’s all I want. All I need.”

“When you say things like that, it makes me think you’ve got a food fetish and you make Felix slap you around with pancakes,” Talia commented.

Andrea blinked twice, froze, looked thoughtful, then went back to her typing.

“Felix and pancakes are mutually exclusive,” she growled out, sounding annoyed. “I bite one, licky licky the other. Mixing them up would be bad.”

“Oh, yeah. He gets all talkative when you threaten any teeth at all or even just graze him,” Talia admitted.

“How about we not have this conversation? Hm?” Felix asked with only a little bit of annoyance. For whatever reason, they both had been on edge.

Talia was easy, she was just full of nervous energy.

Andrea on the other hand wasn’t normally like this.

The door opened and Faith, as well as Lily, came back in with the Fire Elemental. Along with them came a squad of the CRG. In that squad, all the Elves and Dryads had their hands up and were actively casting.

“Did she try something?” Felix asked as they marched the Elemental forward.

“No,” answered someone. “We just don’t want to even take that risk. An Elemental is a very powerful person. Similar in many ways to things Lily can do, and almost as fast.”

Oh.

Okay.

Then their concern is valid.

Looking to Lily, Felix smiled.

“Any chance you can put an eternally draining battery on her?” Felix prompted. “I plan on turning her inside out with torture. At some point, maybe when I’m feeding her her own stomach, she’ll try to lash out.”

“No-no need to torture me. I’m more than happy to tell you everything I know. Everything. Anything,” offered up the Elemental quickly. “There isn’t anything I won’t give you just… just ask! Just ask.

“No need to do anything other than ask. Really. I have no loyalty to her in any way.”

“Great,” Felix began, then leaned back in his chair.

“Really. Anything. I’m-I’m Tine and I’m all yours. Whatever you want. Just ask,” said the Elemental quickly, smiling nervously at him. “I’ll do anything. I mean it. I really mean anything.

“Though I could really use some Essence. I spent a good bit to try and fight off that raid after all.”

“Essence?” Felix questioned; he’d never heard of that before.

“Form of Mana,” Lily explained simply with a click of her tongue. “It’s her source of power, who she is, and what she uses to empower her abilities.

“If I put a draining battery on her, she’d die. If we don’t let her eat, she’d die. We’re somewhat at a dilemma on how to keep her alive.”

Felix noted all that, then moved on. That was an answer that he’d have to give after he figured out everything he needed to know.

“You came from a planet of Elementals?” he prodded verbally.

“Yes! We’re as numerous as you Humans are here. There’s Elementals from this world of course, but they’re a bit different than me and my family,” Tine answered. She was now standing directly in front of his desk and still quite naked.

Unfortunately.

It was hard not to stare at her beauty.

“We can breed with Humans. As much as we want, by the way,” Tine quickly interjected.

“I recognize the offer. The last several offers. Not interested. Thank you,” Felix muttered. “I’m all filled up on those kinds of offers. Got more than I can handle as it is.

“Anyways. Your own planet. Okay… and how does Skipper hold control over you all?”

“A brand. A brand and that we worship her as a goddess. We’re not allowed to leave the planet until we’ve pledged ourselves to spiritual service in her and for her.

“But honestly, once we show our devotion, it doesn’t really matter anymore on what lip service we offer her.”

“Hm. As a god. Alright. And this… brand, you mentioned?” Felix prompted.

“An ownership brand. Its-it’s a part-well, ah that is-” Tine’s lovely mouth shut, and she looked confused and concerned. Then she shrugged and her eyes went back to Felix. “It’s like a MLM scam. We all pledge upwards with a brand, and force those below us to do the same. It’s literally in the shape of a pyramid.”

“MLM?” Talia asked, shifting her weight to one side and pushing her rear end against Felix’s hand.

“Multi-level Marketing. Pyramid scheme,” Felix pronounced and nodded his head. “Any way to get rid of this brand?”

“Death,” Tine returned quickly.

“Great. Give your soul to me, then kill yourself,” Felix dismissed with a hand wave. “I’m a god. I’m new to it, but I’m a deity. So, give me your soul, kill yourself, then I’ll just rebuild your body without the brand. Simple as could be.”

“I-you-kill myself?” Tine asked.

“Yes. You said you’d give me anything. Do it. Give me your soul, then kill yourself,” Felix demanded. “Oh, Gaia darling? Are you about? Your Husband would really love to lay eyes on you.”

He didn’t have any concerns with laying the compliments on Gaia. With how warm and tender-hearted she was with him, she always took them positively, even when they were overdone.

“Of course!” Gaia cheered and popped into existence. The immaculate and awe-inspiring beauty was dressed in street clothes that she probably stole from Goldie. Tine was mogged outright by Gaia. Every woman was. “Oh, an Elemental. She’s a pretty one. Though… I don’t sense the mark of a god or goddess of a planet upon her. That’s odd.”

“Is it? Do they get a benefit from that?” Felix asked quickly, holding a finger up at Tine in a ‘wait a second’ gesture.

“Of course they do. How could an Elemental worship anyone other than someone like me? A god or goddess of the planet they’re from. They’d receive Essence in return,” Gaia explained with a laugh and a wave of her hand. She came over to stand beside him on his free side. “All my Elementals are in that HQ you built for them. They’re quite happy.

“Goodness, I knew you’d become a full deity, but I didn’t really quite understand. You’re my equal in status now, Felix. Just not in power.

“And this world isn’t your cradle. To reach your full power, you’ll need to spend a good deal of time on the world you were born. Or where most of your faith power came together. In this case… it’s clearly where you were born, Felix Campbell.”

“Gaia, none are your equal when it comes to beauty, power, and wisdom of deities. I can’t even begin to thank you,” Felix offered up, peering at the Goddess. She was one of the few women he could flirt with without shame.

Given her personality, that was.

“Oh my, he’s being so forward all of a sudden. I think maybe it’s time we sealed our marriage permanently,” breathed the goddess, her pupils flashing brightly, as if they were lit by LEDs from the inside. It reminded him of his Dryads. Then her lips pushed together, and he could see her jaw flex. 

Then she looked to the Elemental. Silencing her spoken thoughts physically.

“Alright. Tine, new plan I need you to-wait, where’s Skipper’s cradle?” Felix asked.

“Your home world,” Tine answered quickly. “She forcibly changed it with a great deal of faith and sacrifices. She did it to spite you.”

Blinking slowly, Felix suddenly remembered how much he despised Skipper. How much he really wanted to see her face down in a jail-house toilet.

“In other words, my cradle is her cradle. Is that right?” Felix confirmed.

“Yes. That’s… that’s what it sounds like,” agreed Tine.

Well, we know how to make a god nervous. Miu gave us the hint herself.

Didn’t she?

Speaking of, we’ll need to check on her. See if Mikki is turned as well.

In fact… now… that I think about it, where’s this world’s Felicia? Ioana?

Were they converted as well?

Is that where all the Legion armor came from?

“Give your soul to Gaia, then kill yourself, Tine. We’ll reconstruct your body without the brand,” Felix muttered and stood up. “Everyone, please leave me be here. I need to do some soul searching, and that won’t need anyone to talk to. You can all remain outside if you like, but not in here.”

Tine looked surprised, then looked to her captors.

He wanted to talk to Tribune quietly and without anyone around.

“I… how should I kill myself?” she asked quietly.

Lily sighed loudly, shook her head at Felix, then took the Elemental from the room.

“Don’t kill yourself. We’ll make this work in a different way. Though do give your soul to Gaia,” stated the sorceress.

Everyone slowly left the room.

Unsurprisingly, Talia, Evie, and Faith didn’t leave. They took up a triangular formation near the door and started talking to one another.

What was surprising, was Goldie hadn’t left. Instead, she’d patted Evie on the shoulder once, then came over and sat down on the couch that was in his office.

There always seemed to be the same layout of furniture wherever he went.

She smiled at him, then patted the couch next to herself.

“Take off your armor, get down to your t-shirt and boxers, and come over. Put your head right here in my lap, and let me rub those temples of yours,” Goldie ordered. “Bring your snacks over as well as your drinks.

“Whatever you plan on doing, I’ll remain with you. I miss you. I don’t see much of you lately, and I feel like you’re a bit stressed out.

“And if I’m being honest, if I’m not here, Felicity would force this on you and do it on her own. I took the lead and forced this to my own end.”

Hesitating only for a second, Felix did as instructed. In only a minute he was laid out on the couch with her, eating a cookie while she started to pet his head.

“Now, what can your Dragon Housewife do for you, Nest Mate?” asked Goldie, her long fingernails tickling across his hair line.

“Nothing, though I appreciate your presence,” Felix answered truthfully. Then he cleared his throat. “Tribune?”

“Yes, Legate?” Tribune responded from his armor, piled up on a cabinet nearby. To be fair, it was likely the closest speaker to him.

“Have you tracked down this world’s Felicia and Ioana? On top of that, have we heard from Mikki?” inquired Felix. “Did Miu check in either?”

“Yes, yes, no, no,” Tribune answered. “Felicia and Ioana exist, both seemed to be living normal lives. I will compare their lifestyles with Hero Kit and Hero Lily to see if there’s any correlations.

“Mikki has not checked in, though we did receive a report from Anya that all things were on track. That she’d met with Mikki and the two of them were working toward making things work.

“Miu is still on her mission, though I do get occasional responses from some of her gear as she activates it.”

“She looking at photos of me on her phone?” Felix guessed.

“Yes… Legate,” confirmed Tribune.

That wasn’t anything out of the ordinary for Miu.

“Going to guess Felicia and Ioana, or this world’s versions of them, are already working for Skipper,” Felix lamented. “Mikki was still in her prison thing. So Skipper couldn’t find her.”

“That all sounds reasonable to assume,” Goldie agreed, trailing a finger along his jawline. “It’d explain the not-Legion armor. She got a few copies or images and gave it to this world’s Felicia. She in turn replicated it as a cloned piece of tech.

“Though… that doesn’t explain Hero Kit and Hero Lily. I’d scanned their minds frequently. I didn’t detect any signs of problems. They seemed entirely what we assumed they were.”

“I think Kit has a different power. Or Hero Kit, that is. Maybe some type of mind alteration. One that she can place and lay dormant,” mused Felix. “Maybe trigger it with a word or an item. Would explain the gaps and holes in the minds of the different government people.

“Though… we should use that to our advantage. Leak information into the governments that an anti-portal device will be going live soon. That it’ll lock in outworlders permanently. That it can never be turned off.

“Skipper would flee. Then we just have that Fire girl take us to her home planet. Do the same thing there. Then move off to Yosemite. Same thing there.

“Slowly corner her until she goes back to my homeworld, then pin her there. Once she’s there, we can work at running her down. I don’t think I’ll feel safe or satisfied till she’s behind bars.”

“Or dead,” suggested Goldie.

“Or dead,” Felix agreed.

“After an inspection, I can confirm that there are many of the same near ‘too perfect’ markers in this world’s Ioana and Felicia’s backgrounds,” Tribune offered in the conversational lull. “Therefore, it’s more than likely they’re both working for Skipper. Additionally, I had a portion of code injected into the NORAD system. It was controlled separately, and I couldn’t enter the network there.

“Most of the data I’ve retrieved is nothing new, other than government secrets and such. Nothing we don’t already have petabytes of. There was one note however that might be somewhat helpful.

“A single system message on a new program. One that hadn’t been updated yet and was run without the update. It attempted to connect to another system before the program was restarted and updated.”

“Sounds like a target to send a LSF raid at before they completely recover,” Felix remarked.

“I’m already putting together a raid package and option to spin up another raid based on the previous raid, as well as lessons learned,” stated Tribune.

“Good. Send it to Felicity. If she approves, it can go out immediately. Change up the roles to give others experience,” Felix confirmed, then closed his eyes. “Alright, any special projects or secrets I need to look into?”

“Ah, there’s one, but you wanted it held until another time,” Tribune replied.

Felix had no idea what she was talking about. Chances were it was something he had on hold and forgot.

“Okay, what is it? Now’s as good a time as any,” Felix put out. Then he slowly rolled over and put his face to Goldie’s stomach.

“The vault on Planet Legion has been filled with all gold across all of Legion. This does not include the gold for the Legion of Yosemite, as they have their own Dragon Flight.

“All respective currencies have been replaced with silver and at higher purity to offset the gold coin’s loss, as well as copper,” Tribune stated with confidence. “The rooms prepared for the Dragon Flight have also been finished.

“Legionnaire Goldie’s notification email has been prepared and ready for sending. A similar notification has been prepared for Legionnaire Taylor. After they approve and assign rooms to their Wings, the other notices will be sent out.”

With a grunt, Felix realized there wasn’t any way to take that one back. It’d meant to be a surprise for his poor Gold Dragon who’d done everything for him that he never knew he needed.

“Okay, send Goldie and Taylor the notice. Goldie’s been waiting too long to clutch for me. No sense in making her wait any longer,” Felix mumbled as Goldie’s fingers dug into his back and held onto him. He could feel her entire stomach flexing into rock hard muscles at the same time.

“Sent,” Tribune reported.

There was a faint buzzing Felix could feel against his arm in Goldie’s pocket.

“You got a message, Goldie,” Felix stated blandly. He could hear the Gold Dragon breathing heavily with long drawn breaths.

“As a side note, Legate, the amount of gold now held in the Legion vault is likely the largest in the world,” Tribune added. “Gaia is actively guiding mining teams to find more. You also have several appointments to transmute bismuth to gold directly with point overages.

“Though given how many points we’ve been using as of late, and that you’re now a deity, I imagine Felicity will want to reschedule many point appointments.”





Chapter 28 - Old is New, New is Old -




“Alright, if this is my cradle, we’re renaming it. This whole planet is now Castellum,” Felix stated after stepping out into the street in front of the Legion HQ. “We’ll need to reinforce, fortify, and nail it down. There’s no way I’m willing to let this squirm away.”

Seconds after stepping through the portal, he’d felt an immediate and sudden change. As if he’d stepped from a small closet into a significantly larger bedroom.

That he wasn’t being pressed in tightly into himself as if he were wearing clothes that were too tight.

Except rather than it being physical, emotional, or mental, it was a strange uncomfortable feeling that surrounded him. An oddly annoying sentiment that left him wanting to stretch out.

“Gaia, do you feel a strangely… uncomfortable… sensation on this planet?” Felix asked, glancing over to the beautiful Goddess. Tine was standing in front of her. Around them was a full battalion of CRG. Apparently, there was a total of six of them at the moment.

One was always available to him, one for Vince, and the four other groups were operating as the LSF group and operations. There was another that was operational, but they were always training new recruits.

Which meant it really wasn’t operational and didn’t count.

“Yes,” Gaia admitted with a soft and short exhalation. “It’s uncomfortable but… I’m here for you. Though if I’m being honest, being next to you alleviates a lot of that unease I was feeling.

“I think it’s because we’re joined in matrimony. Where this is your cradle, which means if I’m near you, it isn’t as bad. Or so I’m guessing. I could be wrong.”

“We can test it later. I’ll just stay near you and go back to your own cradle,” Felix murmured as the CRG spread out along the street. A great number of Legionnaires were running the frontline and entering buildings.

The sound of gunfire was being transmitted through his helmet to him. While they’d sent out a few patrols here and there to clear the nearby areas, it was still quite obviously unsecured.

“You can take me to bed so that we’ll need a cradle,” Talia intellectually interjected with a chuckle. “Or you can go at me like it’s, like I’m a controller from guitar hero and you’re doing through the fire and flames.”

What the… the fuck? Why does she suddenly sound like Romina?

Speaking of, I hope she’s okay.

Felix glanced over and noted that Talia and Evie were here, but Faith was missing.

“Ah… yes. We’ll need to work on offspring very soon. Last night was fun but we” Gaia murmured obviously to herself. “Deities must insure there is another generation. There are so few deities on my own world, and this one has too many.

“We’ll be able to grow a healthy population of demi-gods like this. How wonderful. I’ll say a prayer for Uncle Ryker. He always tried to interfere with my life, but he always did it with my best interest at heart.”

Hm.

Shouldn’t Andrea have had her litters already? They’re not talking to me about it.

In fact, they’ve gone to great lengths to keep me out of it entirely. I’m really starting to get curious and nervous in equal measure.

“This is a bit extreme,” said a voice over the coms. He was fairly certain it was Goldie, but he couldn’t tell. After finding out about the vault she’d rushed over to confirm it. Then came back.

He’d been told he was now on a timer, and he needed to finish up his war with Skipper. As soon as he could in fact.

“It’s almost unfair, really,” Goldie continued, now that Felix was sure of the speaker. “I don’t even have to transform anymore. I can just use my hand as it is.”

“If you’re in a fair fight, you didn’t use tactics correctly,” Andrea Prime added chipperly. A burst of gunfire punctuated her statement. “If you’re not cheating, you’re not trying hard enough! We’ve done all we could to make every fight we go into an unfair one.”

“Skipper is here,” Tine whispered, her shoulders hunching and taking a step back. “I can feel her through the brand. I can feel her. She’s angry. Very angry.”

“Considering we more or less kicked her off every other planet, I get that,” Felix agreed. He glanced over his shoulder toward the interior of the Legion HQ lobby. Somewhere back in the building, Felicia was setting up another anti-portal device.

They’d already put them up on every other planet and slowly forced Skipper back to this point. Felicia was now working on a portal system device that would coordinate openings and closures as needed.

This would be based on inputs on one device and used against an encrypted set of data that would then be used in figuring out when the next randomly timed opening would occur.

She’d given him a much more in-depth explanation that included things like “random seed” and “encrypted data sets”, and several other terms that meant nothing to him. He didn’t really care enough to understand more than she felt it would be something that couldn’t be cracked.

“She’s-she knows I’m here. She knows that I’ve-that I gave you everything. That I’m your creature. She knows that-ahhh… it hurts, it hurts!” squealed Tine, falling to her knees. Her arms crossed over her stomach, and she began to scream.

Scream and scream and scream.

Shocked, Felix stared at her, not really sure what to do or even how to handle it.

Reaching down, he put a hand to her back and then jerked it away.

Even though he was wearing a gauntlet, it’d left his hand up to the elbow feeling numb. The painful pins and needles and static feeling that lingered afterward left him feeling as if he’d slept on it.

“What?” Felix asked no-one, not really sure what was going on.

Gaia had taken a full step away from Tine. Several CRG bodyguards lifted their rifles, training them on Tine.

The Elemental continued to scream and shriek, curling ever tighter into herself.

Then her clothes started to deform. Her blouse falling into her in a weird way as goopy steaming mush fell out of her sleeves.

“I don’t-what?” an Andrea said. “Nnn… she’s melting.”

Felix realized Andrea was right as soon as she said it. Tine was quite literally melting.

Pulling out his pistol from his side, Felix put it to the back of Tine’s head, and pulled the trigger. Ending her misery as best as he could.

Her head popped open at the back as if the flesh were trying to clap, and a bucket of brains and bone splattered against the ground in front of her.

The melting didn’t stop, her body continuing to turn into a liquid gel-like substance that smoked and smoldered on the ground.

“I take it this is Skipper showing her dissatisfaction,” mused Talia. “We’ll need to make sure we have all the Elementals on that planet remade without the brand. Maybe having them killed and brought back really is the best course of action.

“I know we were trying to spare her from death but… this almost seemed worse. I don’t think having your body melt would have been easier.”

“Gaia, may I own your Elemental named Tine?” Felix asked.

“All of mine is yours, all of yours is mine. We’re wed, Felix Campbell,” reminded Gaia. “Marriage among gods is… more than you likely thought. To be fair, I did a poor job of explaining it to you, nor did I give you an option to decline. I’m sorry, though I’m also not.”

Felix wanted to reform Tine into the woman she was only five seconds ago, minus the brand. A point window popped up and he simply accepted it.

He didn’t need to look at the costs to know it was irrelevant. He had a good amount of points, and resurrecting one Elemental wouldn’t be that expensive.

Tine’s gelatinous corpse slid upward into a humanoid shape. It firmed back into a body, then exploded into a roaring fire.

Flames licked upward for ten feet above her, and Felix could see a humanoid figure in the center of the fire. They were holding up their hands and looking at them.

“I’m alive,” declared the inferno a second before the fires were pulled into the body and the figure became Tine. Naked, once again.

Unable to look away since there was always a camera feed that somehow managed to be on Tine, Felix gave up and just stared at her. Thankfully doing so while looking straight ahead, so it at least wouldn’t look wrong.

“Death is no escape from me,” Felix stated firmly. “I hereby claim this world for Legion. As one of the only legal entities left on it, and the god of Legion, I state this world is a holy land. To that end, I must purge my rival and nemesis, Skipper, from it.

“To those gods and goddesses here on this planet, those of you who were never part of it, and those who returned after a long absence, I warn you now. Do not get in the way of Legion.

“You may join the Legion, or be an enemy. If you want to leave this world, that’s fine. Tell me where you want to go, and you may go. I’ll do my best to help you make it happen. I don’t care where you end up, but this is the only time I’ll make such an offer. Even if it’s a world I already own or am working on, I’ll take you there and treat you as neutral until you’re not.

“Beyond that, you’re welcome to contact me to try and plead your case. I promise to listen, but offer you nothing outside of that. Perhaps there are a few extenuating circumstances.

“Beyond that, I’ll give you a week to make that choice or contact me. After that, I’ll assume everyone is fair game from there. I will see you eliminated.”

An odd feeling of being glared at welled up from all around Felix. He could feel the heated gazes of angry, envious, or jealous deities who didn’t want him to be here.

“I take it that they all heard that?” Felix asked, looking to Gaia.

“Yes, every deity on this planet heard that,” confirmed the goddess.

Surprisingly, a blue lion roared into being in front of Felix. It was easily twelve-feet tall and had strange tendrils of azure smoke rising off its body.

“I will end your life and—”

Felix snapped up the pistol that was still in his hand, sighted it on the monster’s head, and mag-dumped. His finger pulling methodically the moment he could get the barrel back down.

Shocked, the lion just stood there. Bullets plowing through its face, skull, and chest. Each round that tore through it threw out a splatter of blue blood and gore out the back.

Then everyone nearby with a weapon and a line of sight began firing.

The lion was hit with enough lead to immediately qualify them for being a banned substance. Collapsing to their side, the lion laid twitching upon the ground.

Everyone continued to fire until they hit the end of their magazines.

Evie had stormed forward the second the applause of gunfire ceased and transformed in midair. Her Dragon formed claws that were sheathed in Legion armor, and she slammed into the lion against the ground. Jerking her right foreleg backward while pushing down with her left, she tore the creature in half.

When she reached down with her head to bite at it, her jaws passed right through it. Realizing immediately her mistake, Evie stuck her claws into the neck of the lion and separated it from its neck with a jerk.

“Oh,” Gaia concluded in the silence afterward. “That’s right. You made Legion equipment holy. They’re holy implements. Which makes it all faith based. Those who believe in you, can cause faith-based damage to other religious based entities.

“I understand it now. That’s rather fascinating. I never would have thought it would be so effective either.

“I wonder what would happen if he made one of them his champion. Who would have the most faith in him I wonder?”

“What was that?” Felix asked, pointing at the shuddering corpse.

“A god. A very low level one,” Gaia answered. “Wasn’t an avatar or a champion, it was their actual presence. Perhaps they thought you were weak.”

A champion.

Who would have the most faith in me?

I guess that’s the most obvious answer there is, isn’t there. Who already went up against a god for me? In fact… I’m sure she’s here right now.

She finished that raid, took the Elemental there captive, and escaped without anyone the wiser. My little infiltrator.

My assassin.

Someone who went against Runner and Ryker till they bent to her will.

That’s how much she believes in me.

I should believe in her.

Felix started looking around at any shadow nearby. There were two in particular where he suspected he could find Miu. Close enough to help him, far enough away to not be visible if someone was paying attention.

“I name Miu Mikki my personal champion of the Legion faith,” Felix stated, staring at the most likely shadow. A shadow he swore he could feel something from. He decided to put a forceful bent to his words so that’d hit her in the right way. “Or I suppose Miu Mikki Campbell. My Miu. Mine.”

The shadow visibly flinched and Miu was visible.

Then she nearly crawled her way out of it. Practically bent over at the waist she shambled on towards him.

She was wearing a long black cloak and he didn’t miss the blackened LSF armor she was wearing. Someone had taken his note to make sure everyone had armor fitting to their rank and station.

Or more specifically, that certain individuals had personalized armor.

He knew Kit, Faith, and Lily already had their armor finished. Miu clearly had hers as well.

Last he’d heard from Mr. White, Goldie and Andrea Prime were next, as they shared many needs given their power sets. That being a need for the armor to not hinder strange body movements.

Which might help with the other Dragons down the road.

“My-Lord,” wheezed Miu, bent low in front of him. She was likely battling her inner demons right now. Her need to absolutely floor him with love, devotion, and make him entirely hers. “I’m-yours.”

He really didn’t like how she was prostrated in front of him.

Reaching down, he scooped her up under the rear end and held her against his armored self. Given his increase in abilities, lifting her was quite similar to lifting his nieces and nephews now.

Nor did it hurt that his armor helped out quite a bit as well.

“You’ll be my champion?” he asked, as he felt her unhelmeted face push up to his throat. He was glad for the layer of armor between his skin and her teeth.

In moments like this, she couldn’t control herself and got overly bitey.

“I was-always yours. Just adding-to it,” Miu whimpered, her gauntleted hands clamped to his shoulders. “Mikki will-feel this, too. For some-reason we-share too much.”

Felix raised his eyebrows at that.

He’d noted previously that they were almost indistinguishable from one another lately. To the point that he’d checked once to make sure he was talking to Miu, rather than Mikki.

I wonder if it’s similar to what happened to Andrea. I brought Miu to a world where she already existed. Did they end up blended somehow?

Whatever.

Two Mius, one Miu.

Shot in the forehead twice or once. It’s the same difference.

“Miu, your orders are simple. I need you to take care of gods and goddess for me. In seven days, take care of them in whatever way you see fit. Seven days is how long I promised to give them to take my offer.

“Until those seven days are up, discover them all,” Felix ordered. “Track them to their place of power, their religious center. Then when the seven days are up, if they haven’t come to join me, then eliminate them. I’ll boost your powers as well to match how much you’ll need.

“That’ll of course offset your power base. Can you handle more of that right now? More of your powers?”

“Can you?” growled Miu in response a moment before she bit at the armor on his neck. He saw a warning indicator flash on his HUD.

Apparently Miu was almost strong enough to scratch the Legate armor with a bite.

“I’m sure I can. Because I love you, Miu. And while you might cause me a little pain from time to time when the control slips, I know you’d never really hurt me,” Felix answered confidently.

“Yes,” Miu answered after a short pause. “I wouldn’t. I would never actually hurt you. I’ll go. You’ll… reward me?”

“For every deity you eliminate,” Felix promised. “Not for just the mission, but for each objective you complete in it.”

“Can I bring Mikki? She’s no longer useful in the Guild. She successfully brought up others with more popularity who can lead. There’s nothing for her to do there, especially with Hero Kit and Hero Lily having left. They were the only ones who caused her issues,” Miu asked.

“That’s fine. I’ll ramp her up to match you. That’s what you want, yes? For her to be your equal?” Felix asked.

“Yes,” Miu whispered, then her head turned slightly. Felix almost had missed it.

Then he glanced to the camera that was likely pointing in the same direction that Miu was looking. It was the second shadow he’d been contemplating.

Ah, she’s already here. That works just fine.

“Alright. I’ll make you two equal this evening. Begin your mission tomorrow. Outfit yourselves tonight. I’ll clone a set of armor for her, too,” Felix affirmed.

“Okay. Good. Then… I forgive you for kissing her the other day when you thought it was me. You scared her witless,” Miu hissed, then slipped away out of his arms and merged into the shadows at his feet.

I did?

Huh.

Must’ve been when I caught Miu in that shadow in my office. Or Mikki, I guess.

I didn’t even realize it wasn’t her.

I’m terrible at recognizing which one is which now.

“Felix, we should speak with the other deities that are part of Legion. There’s a few working with Vince,” Felicity requested from his right. She was fully armored in the LSF armor for Elves, though carried no weapon other than a pistol. A tablet was in her hands.

Her being caught out not in armor had left a mark on her, but she didn’t view herself as a combatant.

“Alright. Can they come here? I don’t want to leave in the middle of a holy war,” Felix countered.

“You can speak with them directly from here. They all have avatars like Gaia and are on a different Legion coms frequency,” Felicity said, and then tapped several things.

There was a ‘bing’ noise that Felix had come to associate with Tribune signaling a request was complete.

“Hello, this is Felicity,” said the Dark Elf, letting her tablet move up under her armpit. “I currently have Felix, Vince, Yaris, Gaia, Ferris, Dea, and Johanna.”

“What? Busy, sorry, don’t care. Also, hey big brother. Everything’s fine. Doing stuff. Will visit,” Vince stated and then there was a double beep as if he’d somehow left the com system.

“I… ah… sorry, everyone,” Yaris offered somewhat lamely. Felix hadn’t seen her in a little bit and was surprised to hear she was a goddess now. “Vince is ever busy. I will gladly shoulder whatever is needed of him upon myself.”

“Pantheon planning,” Felix said, putting the conversation into two words.

“Ah, that would be good. I’m Ferris,” offered the so named Ferris. “I’m the goddess of Dragons, but I did notice a shift in Legion prayers.

“Dea is our goddess of Dryads.”

“Ah, hello,” said a warm voice.

“And Johanna is our goddess of Magic,” Ferris finished.

“Good evening,” said a fourth voice.

“Okay. Not sure what to say, other than that prayers should be equally split across the board,” Felix said, watching a group of CRG exiting a building across the way. He noted that on the roof was a squad of Legionnaires setting up fixed gun emplacements.

“No. I reject that immediately,” Johanna put in quickly. “Ah… I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. But as someone who’s been in too many pantheons, that would be hard.

“You’re a senior god, as is your brother, by virtue of holding control of both organizations, which are at this point, the central points of our religions. You should both receive more shares than the rest of us.”

Felix didn’t like that. He felt like this should be more a board of chief officers, rather than a manager to employees.

“No,” he stated firmly. “We’ll all receive one portion equally. All religious prayers regardless of who they’re given to, will be parceled out equally. This is going to be a true pantheon.

“I mean, how would Gaia even fit into all of that? It makes no sense. We’ll just split it all evenly, but allow for the transference of faith to whoever we wish, as we wish. It’s a bit communistic but I’m willing to overlook it in this case.”

“Hmmm. It sounds logical but I’m not sure I like it either,” Gaia mused.

He heard a few muttered complaints from the others that agreed with Gaia, which was surprising, but no one else spoke up.

“If you feel so strongly about it, just send up the power you don’t wish,” Yaris suggested with a smile in her voice. “As Felix said, we can share as we like. I’ll send what I don’t want half to Vince and half to Felix. You all do the same.”

“Perfect. Thank you. Ah… I don’t care about this further then. Gaia can act as my representative since she’s my wife. Same as whatever Yaris is doing. Organize it how you see fit. I have a goddess to murder.

“Nice to see you Yaris, pleasure to meet the rest of you. Hopefully later in person,” Felix said and then tried to figure out how to leave the coms.

Only for it to beep twice and then hear no response from anyone.

Lifting his head, he found Andrea Prime directly in front of him.

He hadn’t noticed her approach.

Even though she was wearing a helmet, he got the impression she was nervous.

“I state the official food of the Legion religion as pancakes. Andrea is our high-priestess,” Felix said, the stray thought having bubbled up from somewhere in his head. “All religious holidays will be expected to be observed with pancakes.”

“Nnn!” squealed a collective chorus of Andreas. Likely across many worlds and locations.

“You’re a father,” deadpanned Andrea Prime after the chorus faded away. “Eight children. I joined with the mothers and subdivided back out. They’re acting as the caretakers for now for our children.

“They’re all reflective of the hair colors of their mothers. It’s a pleasant reminder of us finding who we are as Andrea. Beautiful cubs, one and all. I look forward to showing them all to you and sharing our motherhood with all my Others.”

Oh.

Were they all hiding it because there were some difficulties?

Embarrassment?

I’ll have to poke at it just a bit.

There was a new chorus of Andrea voices flooding the coms lines. Apparently this was news to all of them, and they got to hear it all at the same time.

Filled with shrieking, giggling, and a lot of chatter. None of the Andreas could contain themselves.

“Congratulations to us,” Felix said, feeling somewhat shocked, though a touch excited. He also got the impression he and the Andreas had been shunted to a coms channel just for them.

Andrea Prime had inched closer to him and was now standing within the circle of his arms. Holding to him as he held to her.

Things just keep changing.





Chapter 29 - Deus Vult -




Over the last twenty-four hours, Felix had spent most of it with Andrea and his children. As soon as he received the news, he turned the clearing operation over to Felicity and Goldie and left. He had no doubt they could handle it between themselves.

Nor did he think they’d fault him.

He’d quickly realized that babies didn’t have much time awake at the start. They were in fact, sleeping constantly.

If they weren’t sleeping, then they were eating. That was all they did.

Though he had gotten the chance to hold each of them one by one.

He didn’t think he was quite ready for such a thing, especially eight of them, but he realized that was what he’d signed up for. That this was an expected outcome.

It was still a shock, even then.

Thankfully, and regretfully, the Andrea mothers had sent him away. He’d seen his children, but now he “had work to do”. They promised to bring the children around at some point.

Right now, he was ensconced in his “throne”, as Andrea had dubbed it. He’d been unable to discourage that moniker, given that he’d named her high-priestess.

He’d been somewhat teasing about it when he made the proclamation, he hadn’t truly understood how much power that would give Andrea.

Now, after only having just gotten control over naming conventions, he’d given it right back away. Because the first thing Andrea did was dub the first two holidays for Legion as “Legion Founding Day” and “Pancake day”.

Which already had a day, surprisingly enough. Andrea just took it for her own.

She had plans to include many more holidays, but that was it for the time being.

“Nnnnyahahahah!” shouted Andrea gleefully, tapping at a tablet. Then did a fist-pump and held her hand above her head. “Another building cleared. That makes another full street!”

An Andrea that was next to a digital display hopped several times, spun around, and pointed to the street in question. It was suddenly colored in a deep dark red color. Everything else was an ugly green color.

“LSF Three-B stating contact with what appears to be shadow-monsters. Disengaging,” an Andrea said from not far away. She was also looking at a tablet. Felix noted to him, it felt like she should be an Adrianna, listening to her. “Nnn, regroup, go in, and make’em all go splat.

“Though… really, we could just leave them there and set up flood lights. That works, too.”

And then she sounds like Myriad and Andrea at the same time. I guess she really is all three of them and one single person now.

Felicity lifted her head up from the console she was sat at, then turned her head to one side. As if she were listening to someone on the other side of the headset. Then she nodded her head, responded, and turned to her keyboard and monitor.

Whatever she was working on wasn’t part of the normal combat operations. Since Andrea and the A-Net were handling that and all.

Felicity turned and then met Felix’s gaze.

“We’ve finally managed to make contact with some survivors. They were briefly questioned and then released,” she began as soon as she realized he was waiting for her to speak. “I think their frame of time was locked to the same one Kit and Lily were on. It’s been a while since the-the end of the world, happened.”

“We were getting reports that the clear teams weren’t finding any resources of note. Everything that isn’t canned has gone off,” Faith said from where she stood nearby. She’d been quietly thumbing her phone through something. Tribune had patched herself into any system they came across and set up a local area network with Wi-Fi. “What’re the survivors living off of?”

Kit, Lily, Gaia, Goldie, Evie, and Talia were all nearby. The first two had taken seats and were quietly having a discussion with Gaia. Goldie, Evie, and Talia were also talking about something.

“Nnn, honestly, most of them have been fleeing as we arrive,” Andrea Prime said, stepping up behind Faith and putting her hands on the Dryad’s back. The two had grown closer, as it had been Faith that delivered her cubs into the world. “They seemed to be scouting or foraging parties. Though they never left behind food when they fled. Mostly clothes, really. Raided from closets and wardrobes.

“The LSF didn’t fire on them and just watched as they ran off. One of the survivors even fired a pistol at them but it just… bounced off. Might as well have been a twenty-two, given it didn’t even scratch the new armor.”

“Alright… and I’m sure someone sent someone to track them down or follow them,” Felix said on a hunch, looking around at his inner circle. Then he looked back to Felicity. “First though, the survivors we had contact with?”

“The LSF team stumbled into what was essentially their home. They were living in a penthouse in an apartment building. They’d broken the stairs up and were using ropes to go up and down,” Felicity offered. “The team spoke with them, took some information, told them that the area is being secured. Then left.

“As for the information… not much of use, except that there are settlements. Localized places that buy, sell, and trade. There’s also supposedly a few governments attempting to hold control over swathes of the country.

“The city is… too wild and filled with monsters for them to move much deeper than the outskirts. We received some general directions to reach them. There’s also many… ah… ‘unholy’ areas that cannot be crossed. Sections that no one can move through without being cursed and then dying later.

“And yes, we did assign trackers. I also dispatched a few Elven Legionnaire recon teams to the directions that were dictated. We’ll have more information in a few hours. We’re launching drones as well for overhead recon.”

“Great. Did we get any response from Yaris about that request for Orcs to fill out a Legionnaire company, or a Necromancer?” Felix asked. “Would be great to have either.”

“Any Orc that volunteered for service was scooped up and used elsewhere immediately,” Felicity answered with a small shake of her head. “The Necromancer is far more likely though. The Duke of Denver, who had said he would be happy to send one of his apprentices, let us know his disciple finished training at last and was already on the way. They’re likely to arrive today or tomorrow. That’ll help with any Undead that are susceptible to magic.”

“Fantastic,” Felix murmured. Another Andrea came over with a plate of sausages. Without even looking closely at them, he already knew what it was and why it’d been brought over.

Someone had gotten the bright idea to stuff what remained of the Lion deity into the sausage machine. As it was Legion technology, it was technically capable of harming deities.

“Here’s your share, Felix!” Andrea said brightly. “The rest was distributed evenly. Lion power sausage!”

Well, at least it’s not human.

I wonder what the recon team will send back.

Or what’s going on with that unholy land. If that’s maybe something we can clear with faith magic. I’ll need a priesthood, won’t I?

Eh… just give the position to someone in each squad. Call them the Legion Chaplains.

They can handle religious things and lead prayers or whatever. That’ll help reinforce power back into the group.

Point farms.

Love point farms.

Speaking of point farms, I should try and go recruit these survivors. Show off some miraculous stuff.

Be a deity.

Maybe I could go clear out those unholy areas. Go take a peek today if there’s one nearby.

Kill a few more gods.

A chirp from his coms got his attention.

“Two messages have come in. They are from… that… they’re from Legionnaires Miu and Mikki. I cannot distinguish which came from who. They’re audio only and directly sent to you,” stated Tribune.

“The first is not so much as a message as a prayer that lasts for thirty-two minutes and fifteen seconds. Consisting mostly of giving thanks, wishing for your blessing, confessions of love, and promises of absolute loyalty.”

Ah… Miu lost her mind then. She looked somewhat unhinged this morning right after I upped her power. Mikki looked fairly normal though.

“Could they both be from Miu?” Felix inquired softly.

Andrea was now standing in front of him with platter. He had his hand up and was pointing to his helmet.

“Oh, hm. I wonder who it is?” Andrea asked no one. Then leaned down and put her forehead to the helmet, as if she might hear it somehow through the metal.

“Given that the second message is sent after the first, that seems more likely, actually. I’ll play the second message,” Tribune agreed.

“Felix, I’m sorry about that. Just… understand that it was a temporary thing.

“Now, we’re making progress. We’ve already scouted out a number of locations that we believe are temples that host avatars or deities. We’ll be sure to capture or eliminate every deity we can when your deadline comes up. We’ll be updating our information and sending it back to Tribune by drone carrier to transmit the information, then recall it.”

Nodding his head, Felix felt that this was perfectly normal for Miu.

There was another beep from the coms system.

“Correction, the first two messages were from Mikki,” Tribune stated. “Sixteen more messages have arrived. All are labeled by Legionnaire Miu per protocol. Most are an average length of twenty-one minutes.”

Ah… never mind.

I underestimated both of them.

Andrea reached down and began pulling at his helmet with one hand, balancing the platter in the other. Grunting and cursing under her breath as she did it.

“Feed him by hand,” called an Andrea from nearby. “Feed our baby daddy directly!”

Felix had lost his chance to feed himself as well, it seemed.







***




Crouched low over the strange bubbling pool of bright blue light, Felix really didn’t know what to think. Given the way everything glittered and glowed, it was actually quite pretty.

Beautiful, even.

Except for the fact he could see a great many skeletons poking up out of it. Acting as their own grave markers inside this strange wasteland.

Looking around, Felix could see it was some type of intersection. There was nothing on the road or any of the approaches either. As if it’d been forcibly cleared for transit.

“I get the impression this wasn’t on accident,” Felix murmured. “What’s it look like from above? Was this a place people were moving through? Did someone close this off to create a forced highway?”

“I don’t know,” Andrea admitted from a few feet away. She turned and went over to a squad of CRG nearby.

Faith, Talia, and Evie remained hovering around Felix.

Goldie peered up at the buildings above them.

“Don’t. Every time one of you go up to take a peek, we end up having to clear the sky. While I know those frickin’ bats and flying monsters are getting a lot of attention for their sausage benefits, we’re still restocking ammo. Vince has spent most of the reserves,” argued Felix. He knew Goldie was thinking about flying upward and looking from above.

Drones didn’t trigger the enemy masses, but anything with life did, almost every time. Goldie had once had a Dragon-Newt, which was like a humanoid Dragon, try as well. It had received the same treatment.

“To be fair, Vince is quite literally fighting a war,” Talia offered.

“Yeah, I know. I’m not complaining about my little brother. Just trying to limit our own resource usage where we can,” Felix admitted and stood up. “We’re in somewhat of a resource crunch, given how many theaters were actively in at the moment.

“Shame that Inc-Suc is all tied up still. I heard they’re closing out what contracts they had otherwise.”

“They’re moving very quickly, but they’re doing so in a way to make sure they preserve their ties and ability to get other contracts,” Faith explained. “We’ve been able to move forward with that long term arrangement with them as well. It’s very beneficial to both sides. I’ve heard they’re going to hire another PMC and use them for secondary contracts.

“An expansion while putting their entire commitment towards Legion needs. Given we’re planning on outfitting them in new equipment for those goals, it’s working out.

“Last I heard from casual conversations, they’re thinking about converting their name to ‘The Foreign Legion’. They think it’s hilarious for some reason, and look forward to combat missions with the moniker.”

Felix could believe that.

Without a doubt he could believe that. From what he’d seen of the Inc-Suc PMC, they wanted to fight. To go straight into combat and battle.

Fight on any battlefield possible and commit to it.

“Get them an insignia and a specific branding for their equipment. Felicia will be looking for things to do since I left her power three-times higher than normal,” Felix ordered.

“Yes, Legate,” Tribune responded. “Satellite launch should be ready tomorrow evening. We’ve identified a window where we can launch through.

“Additionally, the necromancer has been tracked as having arrived in Yosemite this afternoon. They will join us tomorrow morning. Felicity already sent a package of supplies for them to get acquainted with.

“A highly customized set of LSF armor to mesh with their magics. The Duke once again expressed his thanks. He is quite excited to have Necromancers being in demand. He is preparing several more for advanced training so they can join us here.”

“Wonderful. Let’s send him a present. Are there any museums nearby? They’d have skeletons on display. Let’s see if we can’t find him some dinosaurs,” Felix suggested. “That’d probably be fun to toy around with if you’re a necromancer.”

“You should ask Gaia to help you find some skeletons as well,” Goldie suggested. “I’m sure she wouldn’t mind helping with that.”

“It definitely was a highway of sorts,” Andrea said coming back. “It’s hard to see from here, but you can see a path that’d been tread by foot that crisscrossed through this area. Rubble cleared, worn foot paths, an obvious route.

“I’m having a lot of our long-range drones range out from here and figure out where they were coming from or where they were going. This might help us figure out where some of those settlements are.

“Those flying buggers keep going for anything larger than our short-range drones though so we might end up losing some of them. They’re a bit hard to come by with the Legion workshops working at churning out gear right now.”

“Buy them off the shelf or from the military,” Felix stated and checked a sigh. He didn’t like spending money he didn’t have to, but they needed to see this area. A satellite would be helpful, but it wouldn’t be able to be instantly accessed either. “Let’s start sending out reclamation teams to gather resources. Wait, do we even have people we could send out to reclaim resources?”

“The survivors,” Evie said into the sudden silence. “Invite them in to work for food, shelter, and resources. All they have to do is go gather loose materials for us and bring them back.”

“That’d work,” Faith agreed. “Felicity said she was nervous because it wouldn’t take long for word to spread that we weren’t harming survivors. People might start heading this way thinking they can barter or find shelter.

“Maybe even some of them might remember who Legion is. It isn’t as if the Legion logo emblazoned on LSF armor isn’t immediately visible.”

“Let’s do that. Assign a point of contact for those refugees and let’s get them to work. They can start doing basic field work for us. Give them normal work hours and relevant pay in whatever they wish it to be. Food, clothes, water, or currency,” commanded Felix with a slow nod of his head. He put his attention back to the bright blue pool on the ground. “Let’s not mention that we can leave the planet yet. If anyone asks, we were all hidden deep inside Legion HQ in a survival bunker.

“Now… how about I do my god stuff. See if I can’t demonstrate my lordly abilities. Because I’m the Legate. God of Legion, husband to Gaia.

“Is this territory within our control limits yet?”

“Right on the edge of it. We’re clearing buildings nearby,” Talia answered. “Did I mention I’m well within your control? Wanna clear my building? Dump a holy pool in me?”

“Ugh, that was a bad one,” Andrea said with a laugh. “Nn, even I’ve gotta call you out on that one.”

“Look, I’m trying alright? He’s not giving me anything to work with right now,” Talia complained. “Like, really, he hasn’t said anything I could work with. Just blurting out, ‘hey, wanna just strip my pants, bend me over a broken window and make me scream’ doesn’t work, okay?”

“He picks his words while constantly thinking about you,” Evie growled out. “It’s annoying how often you’re on his mind.”

“Oh? Then it’s working! Felix, wanna make me your personal holy land and sew your godly seeds in me?” Talia said with a rapid-fire nervous laugh while patting him on the shoulder.

Felix ignored them all while concentrating on the pool of blue badness in front of him. He had no idea how to make a deity level change, and Gaia’s advice had been hard to understand.

It’d been similar to listening to Elves attempting to explain magic to him.

So inherent and part of who they were, that it didn’t relate to normal people at all.

“I, Legate, absolve the land of this curse,” Felix mumbled and waved a hand at the pool.

Nothing happened.

Huffing, Felix shifted his feet around and wondered how to do this.

Then he shrugged his shoulders. He was the god of Legion.

A corporation that was militaristic and quite literally a fascist dictatorship filled with bureaucracy. He could accept that and work with it.

He knew what he was.

“I order this land cleansed,” grumped Felix. “In my name, Legate of Legion, I will have this abomination removed. This will be land for Legion, and I so bless it to return to its natural state. From there, Legion shall reclaim it and make it their own.”

Felix waited a single beat and then jerked his hand dismissively across the front of his body.

“Toss in your badge Faith. Legion First,” he proclaimed at the same time he made the movement. He put his focus and attention on that fuzzy feeling he felt around him that expanded when he came onto the world. Pushed it towards his want and desire.

Faith unclipped the Legion badge on her chest and flicked it toward the center of the cursed land. It went in with a plop.

Then the blue pool began to bubble violently, sizzle, and dissipate. The pool slowly collapsing inward towards its center.

“There we are,” Felix stated, watching. “A proclamation that fits my… godly whatevers, focus, and an action point with a piece of religious iconography.”





Chapter 30 - Converts -




Felix had looked over the drone footage several times.

It hadn’t seemed very impressive from the angled overhead and distant views that they’d taken of it. Something out of apocalypse movies was his first thought. Followed by the fact that it literally was an apocalypse that’d happened.

Large stone walls and a wooden one as well. Gates that were guarded. Wooden sentry towers with guards in them. A flattened and open area around the settlement, giving them long sight lines in every direction.

This whole area was just on the outskirt of what was the city itself. In a place that would have been a suburb. Most of the houses had been converted into the civilization itself, or removed outright. The roads that circled around the neighborhoods were somewhat visible through the long growth of saplings, weeds, and grass.

Beyond the civilization were their farms. Fields of it stretching outward a significant distance. These had been surrounded by much smaller wooden walls, but were also clearly guarded and defended.

The Elven recon units had circumnavigated the civilization and taken a great many photos of it as well as sending drones over the top of it and along the sides. While they hadn’t lost any drones, any footage past a certain point was lost to infinite static.

After that, they’d sent one of their number up the road with their arms raised above their head. They’d only gotten as far as the first sentry tower and were able to have a shouted conversation with them.

Felix had been invited to come speak with the civilization leader in the end. Word had indeed already reached them of the return of Legion.

Now standing on the same road the Elf had walked, he had a respect for them he hadn’t acknowledged before. There were multiple towers that were manned and within sight of his approach. He could easily see each and every one had a rifle pointed his way. 

Walking slowly, he had been told to bring no more than ten people with him.

So he brought combatants all. Everyone else would be listening in through the coms system.

Talia, Goldie, Evie, Andrea, Faith, and Gaia were who he picked personally. The other three members of his group were CRG members. A Dragon, an Elf, and a Dryad.

Apparently they were forming groups within. All three species pairing together and forming bonds that fed into one another in ways Felix didn’t understand.

“Lot of hunting rifles,” Andrea remarked. “I wonder how they’re getting the ammunition. Maybe they raided some gun-stores? Got everything they needed to do their own reloads? Lead isn’t that hard to cast after all. The brass would be much harder.”

None of them were carrying weapons, but given everyone here but Felix and Andrea could use alternative ways to fight, that was a non-issue.

Well, even then, I’m a support fighter. I can heal anyone to full regardless of what’s going on, or just energize them.

In fact, maybe I should do that real quick. We had a few encounters with things on the way in, after all. Talia, Faith, and Goldie handled it for me.

Walking up behind Goldie and Talia, Felix put his hands to their armored backs. He spent some points to refresh them to full. Just as he’d done so many times before.

He heard a muffled yelp from Talia, but Goldie didn’t even seem to notice.

Sliding across, he put his hand to Faith’s back and did the same thing. Eliciting no response from the Dryad other than her turning her helmeted head fractionally.

“What…what was… what?” Talia asked.

“He blessed you,” Goldie answered the badly worded question. “He blessed you with strength and power. You’re at your peak right now.”

“My peak was when he rolled me over to my hands and knees and started in on me again,” Talia muttered.

Andrea laughed at that one, then physically bumped up into Talia’s shoulder with her own. Then she wrapped her arm through hers.

“That was a good one! Nn, nn. More like that,” Andrea requested.

“Halt there!” called a voice from the nearest tower.

They did as instructed.

“Take off your armor!” came the next order.

“Ha, fucking fat chance of that,” Evie replied.

“That’s not going to happen,” Felix called out loudly. “We came without weapons as requested, but it would be foolish to go unarmed and unarmored into another person’s fortifications.

“Would you do such a thing? If you wouldn’t, why would you ask me to do it?”

There wasn’t an immediate response from the tower. In fact, the silence slowly grew.

“Should we just turn around and leave?” Felix called back. “If that’s it, that’s it. I’m happy to go back to fortifying and clearing my city.”

Once again there was no response to Felix’s words.

“Alright, guess that’s that. Figure out the best way to take it over with or without leverage. I’d prefer to do it without flattening it. The people are the greatest resource on this planet. Nothing else is,” Felix muttered and turned around.

“Please pro-proceed to the next tower!” called the guard.

“Wanna bet they just broke protocol? Their little plan?” Andrea asked with a low-toned and creepy giggle. “Probably wanted to take us captive or something stupid. Or just put us in a position of absolute weakness.”

“And what are you giggly about, Andie my dear?” Goldie asked.

“Thousands of Andreas. I surrounded this place this morning,” Andrea replied, laughing again. “We crept up in the pre-dawn. We finished a lot of our work in Legion city. Inc-Suc apparently has a lot of kids they’re training. Manual labor is a preferred method of physical training. They asked me if they could send their kids in to do the work I was.

“I like them,” Evie remarked. “The Foreign Legion is turning out really good. We should give them incentives to increase their size.”

“Felix already did. He put in an increased hiring cap to four hundred percent their current number,” Felicity said over the coms. “I didn’t agree with it, but that’s why I’m not the Emperor of Legion. They already… they already increased their size by fifty percent and promised an increase of one hundred percent in eighteen years.”

That’s weird.

Both the fifty percent increase and the promise.

I wonder what’s going on there. I should look into it. Now I’m curious.

Moving to the next tower, Felix was once again challenged to remove his armor. To which he again declined.

They were sent along to the gate this time.

Standing atop it was a man in his early twenties with blond hair. He had a stoic face and had an intimidating look to him. Sharp blue eyes and a fit look made him look hardened in this world.

Given it’s been two decades… it’s likely he was a kid and went through the worst of this place.

“Well, you’re here then. You’re the Legate?” called the man on top of the gate.

“I am. Felix Campbell, the Legate. God of Legion,” confirmed Felix.

“Then… welcome back, man from the long dead past. I admit we’ve never met, but I know a lot about you. I heard about you from my parents. About Legion,” the man called. “The long-awaited prodigal savior that was supposed to give the world its chance. That left us here by ourselves.

“A comeback with supposedly powerful abilities and already shaking things up, a comeback no one asked for. With that comeback, all you’ve done is complicate things. Complicate the world. Complicate everything when you were already expected to be long dead. You’re not welcome here. Not welcome in this time or place. Not welcome and not appreciated.

“The god here, our god, does not welcome you, and wants nothing to do with you. There’s nothing for you other than a grave.”

Andrea began laughing at that, though it thankfully didn’t seem to be transmitted to the outside. Faith and Evie laughed as well.

“I guess that tells us which way to go,” Goldie remarked, then turned her beautiful golden-horned head to look at Felix. She was wearing the same headset the CRG Dragons wore. “Are you sure you want to take this place? Is there really a reason to? They’re just living their own lives.”

“Yes. I do want it. I want it all. If this world will be my cradle, then it’ll be my cradle. Mine and mine alone,” Felix confirmed. “I’d prefer to have it done without violence though. These people aren’t my enemies.

“The gods of this world are. None of them were here before I opened the portals and all of them pitched in to the apocalypse that happened. They still have a few days to exit before I close off my offer.”

Felix sighed, shrugged, and directed his helmet towards the speaker.

“Alright. Your god only has a few days to survive, by the way,” Felix stated with certainty. “I won’t let any deity remain on this planet now that I’ve returned. They were all part of this fiasco in one way or another.

“If they weren’t, then they have nothing to fear from me and can talk to me freely. I welcomed all deities to do so. Though I cannot promise I’ll let them remain neutral.”

“And who’re you to make that choice for the rest of us, huh?” demanded the man on the gate.

“The Legate. This is my cradle. I’ll take it for myself,” Felix promised. Then the words he’d been holding back burst forth. The terrible reality of his desire to dominate this world rushing ahead in a growled voice. “Because I’ll take it for myself and kill Skipper. I’m going to sacrifice her on an altar dedicated to me. I’m going to carve out her heart, drop it into my Sausage machine, and eat it. Then… then I’m going to auction pieces of her body off to anyone in the Legion who wants one.”

There was a hissing and crackling noise that accompanied his words. As if thousands of packaging was being popped at the same time. It started slow and ended with an eruption of noise.

It died away swiftly and faded to nothing.

“So, you have your choice, god of whatever place this is. I’m going to go work on taking the city back,” Felix growled and waved a hand at them. “Oh, and I’m cleansing the city. Undead, monsters, lingering religious attacks, all of it. I’ll cleanse it all and take it.

“The name of the city is Ostium, by the way. Ostium will be the seat of Legion.”

“Wait! What… what if our god suddenly wanted to treat with you,” called the man on the gate. He sounded quite concerned all of a sudden.

“Then I’d be more than willing to have that conversation,” Felix confirmed.

“They speak through a high-priest though. They don’t have an avatar or the like. They’re small. We… we brought them into being just for us. For this place,” the man continued.

Hm. Well.

I suppose that’s a valid point.

There might be deities formed here and now based off of faith in this cursed world.

“Are they willing to speak right here and now? And what’s your name?” Felix asked. “And the name of your god?”

“Troy… Troy Parish,” answered the man. “And yes, they’ll meet. Their name is Fadah, god of Clast. This is Clast.”

“Great, as the god of Legion, Legate, I extend enough power for Fadah, god of Clast, to appear in person and have a discussion with me,” Felix stated firmly.

Before he’d even finished, Andrea had taken a step forward and placed a badge of Legion on the ground in front of them. After having seen what happened when he cleansed the area, Andrea had taken to bringing an entire bag of used Legionnaire Legion badges and rings.

No sooner than Andrea had set down the badge and Felix stopped speaking, than a nebulous form appeared in front of them. They had no real shape and were more ghost-like than anything.

“I’m Fadah,” stated the voice. It was a harsh grating whisper rather than a speaking tone. “I… wish to speak with you. About Skipper.”

“Well, that’s an easy conversation,” acknowledged Felix. “Skipper is the Devil. Capital D. I’m the avenging bastard that’s going to kill her. Anyone on her side, gets in my way, or tries to shield her, will die.

“I’m going to burn everything in my path to her corpse. That’s the extent of it. Anything else is not really that much of a conversation to have.

“You can leave, become part of Legion, or get mowed down. Those are the options. And… you know what, let’s be honest about this. I’ve already surrounded your little city. I have enough forces at my disposal with just my scouting party to take this place.

“I’ve only not done so because my goal isn’t conquering you. You’re just… in the way at the moment. You’re not aligned with Skipper as far as I know, and you’re not a problem.

“Yet.”

“What would be expected of me?” asked Fadah in a hiss.

“Nothing other than support for Legion. Your faith is your own, just grant a small tithe to me and I’ll provide you with protection and resources,” Felix answered. “We have food, weaponry, armor, and medicine, in bulk. We have no resource needs from you.”

“How would we join Legion?” Fadah gasped out in their wheezing voice, without even a pause after Felix spoke.

“I have no idea. Gaia, my dearest wife? Lady of Legion?” Felix questioned, looking to the beautiful Goddess. She was dressed out in her Legion armor, despite not needing it, though she wasn’t wearing a helmet. Only the Dragon’s headset.

“Oh that’s as easy as could be. They just submit as a lesser deity. We can just make a second tier of deities to slot into,” Gaia explained with a wave of her hand. “I’ve already reached out to the other deities earlier. I expected something like this would happen.

“There’s a second tier in our pantheon that’s just open to any deities that would wish to join. There’s no limits set on it or in joining, other than permission from you or Vince.”

“There you go,” Felix said, gesturing at Fadah.

“Then… I submit to Legion as a lesser deity, and will become one amongst many,” Fadah stated.

One amongst many.

Hm.

Point farms.

Deities are point farms, too.

At that time, Andrea had split into twenty different Andreas. He also noticed all the Andreas that’d encircled the settlement were coming inward.

“Goodie goodie! Let’s start talking about the tenets of the Legion!” Andrea cheered happily and clapped her hands together excitedly. “You should know that first and foremost, our religious meal is pancakes.”

“Tribune, send a message to Miu and Mikki. Tell them I’ll pay them double for capturing deities alive and bringing them to me, triple for convincing them to join me outright,” requested Felix under his breath as Andrea took control over the religious talk.

There was a beep in response from Tribune.

Hunt, my dear Mius. Hunt for me.

“Oh, and tell them I’ll express my love to them for each deity they convince to join,” Felix proposed, throwing out bait those two likely couldn’t refuse. “In whatever way they like, so long as it’s an expression of love toward them and them alone.”

Mikki and Miu were the same person, and he was sure they were sharing a soul now. Just as Andrea had gone through.

Another victim of him invading another world. He felt somewhat responsible for what he suspected had happened.

Now he just had to wait for the timer to run out.

He let his mind wander a bit while Andrea continued to give the new god of Legion the religious rundown.

An immediate thought was that the Necromancer had probably arrived by this point and was settling in for orientation. There was no way Felix was just going to turn them loose without giving them an introduction to the area and what’s been going on.

Not to mention, it wouldn’t hurt to have them do a walk-through of Old Legion City. Or I suppose… Ostium.

I’ll force that name on Old Legion City. We’ll call it Inner and Outer Ostium. Inner for those allowed to cross over, Outer for those who aren’t. It’ll let us control everything.

Hope Felicity doesn’t fight me on the name.





Chapter 31 - Great Flip -




Standing in an open park, Felix felt rather good. This had been a park he’d often driven past. The Dryads in the LSF squads that were working to take back the city were helping with the regrowth anywhere they passed, where “manicured life” was expected to be.

Sidewalks, dividers, planters, parks, anything where there was supposed to be growth, there was now growth.

Additionally, they’d stunted, curbed, and ended the wild overgrowth everywhere else. Anywhere the Dryads went, nature was pushed back to where it should be in a city.

“I feel at ease here,” Gaia said. She was standing next to Felix in nothing more than a sundress. One that made her look like some sort of magazine cover-model. She was currently wriggling her bare feet around in the grass. “The planet doesn’t feel so foreign to me in Ostium.

“I suppose part of that is I’m technically being worshiped here. I still don’t want to take over this planet, as I think it’s… it’s quite wounded. Very wounded. Whoever eventually does though, will need a lot of help.”

“That’s fine. Just… pick who it should be, make them your junior, and guide them in the how-to’s,” Felix said, shifting the strange rod he’d been given from one hand to the other.

It was five foot in length, metal shod on both ends, and had been intricately carved. From tip to butt someone, probably an Andrea, had inscribed Legion beliefs, iconography, and stories that were now part of the religious zeitgeist of Legion’s founding.

The top of it was adorned with the Helmet of Legion.

He’d half expected the helmet with the sword through it, but he was told in no uncertain terms that that particular emblem had been wholly adopted by the Legion of Yosemite.

Or more accurately, the military arm of Yosemite.

There’s now… what… four legions?

Legion, the standard troops.

The Legion Special Forces. Which includes the Campbell Royal Guard.

The Foreign Legion. Inc-Suc has been formally dropped and the new name adapted.

Then there’s the Legion of Yosemite. The forces of Yosemite.

“Should we found a Legion here on Castellum? Should we found a Legion specific to Legion planet?” Felix asked aloud.

“Probably,” Lily concurred. She was standing not far away, looking around. She was in her personal LSF armor.

“Maybe we should have each planet have their own Legion. Where the standard Legionnaires of Legion can go anywhere. Have each planet be a recruitment pool for the standard Legion,” mused Kit. She, like Lily, was in her own special armor. Everyone was now, actually. “That way everyone has their own local forces, but they form a greater collective. That way we can combine all of Legion cohesively.”

“I like that,” Faith added, then she reached up and touched the armored collar. “They can wear badges of where they came from originally. Support their local forces while becoming part of the whole.”

Out in front of them was a TV-crew, and everything that would be needed to broadcast was being set up. Jessica and Erica were here as well. They’d be hosting some segments and providing information as the whole thing went down.

Today was the day that the time limit Felix gave this planet would come due. When the deities all became fair game. 

Miu and Mikki had worked hard up to this point to find as many as they could, as well as speak to any that they felt were receptive. They’d communicated it all to Felicity, who arranged this whole thing.

Leave it to my glorious little efficiency engineer to make everything turn out just the way we want.

The CRG had taken up position on every building nearby, as well as spread out across the ground. They well within taken territory for Outer Ostium right now. Though it’d only been a week, they’d already taken over several blocks.

Andrea work crews were moving around the clock to repair, fix, and build up anything they could.

While also administering the faith of Legion.

In making Andrea his High-Priestess, he’d made every Andrea the same.

The entirety of his clergy was Andrea right now, though that would be changed as soon as possible. She was actively training Chaplains to take their positions in Legion units.

“Nnn, it’s good to have a path for promotion,” Andrea Prime said with a dip of her head and then a light bounce. She was armored up just in case something happened. “If there’s always somewhere to go, no one ever feels stuck.”

Andrea Third was right next to her and was practically vibrating in place.

She wasn’t wearing armor. She was dressed in a flattering, though humble and unassuming, full-length dress. A Legion Helmet badge had been pinned to her shoulder. In her hands was a wooden staff very similar to Felix’s, though it didn’t have a decorated head piece and was easily three feet taller than her.

“Oh, it’s almost time. Everyone should take their places. The time of the Great Flip is upon us! Praise the Legate for guiding us in our holy war!” stated Third. She apparently took her duties as a High-Priestess quite seriously. Then she waved her rod at everyone and prodded at Andrea Prime. “Go, Prime. Positions, positions. Everyone to positions.”

Prime Laughed, turned, and began heading to the spot she’d been assigned.

Felix, Kit, Lily, Faith, and Gaia, all did the same.

Goldie came over at a light jog from the far side. Moving in a way that made Felix want to record it for later viewing.

“Shame on you,” purred Kit in his mind. “Bad shower thoughts. You have them so often now.”

Felix deliberately turned all of his thoughts to what he’d done to Kit a few nights ago. All of them. Then started projecting them outward to anyone paying attention.

“Oh my,” Goldie said with a laugh, coming to a stop next to Felix. She lightly patted his shoulder. “Stop that, Nest-Mate. That isn’t becoming of you as our Husband. She was just teasing you. You’re just anxious. You may apologize to her later.”

No sooner had Goldie had gently scolded him than his thoughts were cut off. He realized she was absolutely right.

Reaching out, he snatched Goldie’s hand in his own and held on tightly to it. His other hand held onto the “God Rod” as he called it in his head.

Goldie squeezed his hand in return, and he felt it through the gauntlet.

Rather than going to her position, she stayed by his side. Whatever she’d sensed had overridden what Felicity had planned for her it seemed.

Andrea Third hopped up to the front, where she would be standing. Off to the side, he could see Erica and Jessica were standing behind a podium and actively talking into a camera.

“You really made this a big deal, Fel,” Felix murmured quietly. He glanced down and saw the bright green plate that’d been put in the grass that denoted where he was supposed to be.

Goldie stood next to him, quite obviously not on a marker or where she was supposed to be. Kit, Lily, Faith, and Andrea Prime were all nearby on their own markers.

“Of course. It’s the start of our holy war with Skipper. Our battle with our stated foe. When we win, we have to make sure to turn it into a religious and cultural victory,” Felicity said on the coms. “To make sure that becomes a big deal, we need to have a grand starting point.”

“Does it bother you to always be behind the scenes?” he asked after a pause.

“Me? No. I know my place. I’m happy to be behind the scenes and supporting you as best as I can,” Felicity said quietly. “Besides, I get to spend my time with you when I want, and I have great friends. My life is quite fulfilling.

“Now… it’s almost time for the ‘Great Flip’ as Andie’s been calling it. I swear it’s either the best or worst thing that you made her the High-Priestess. She’s going to make everything about making Pancakes.”

Oh, ha.

Great flip.

When you flip the pancake to cook the other side.

Got it.

“No, this is fine. Me being here won’t ruin anything,” Goldie answered what was likely a request over the small earpiece she was wearing. It was far more similar to the things that their internal security teams wore, rather than the headsets they wore on missions. “Besides, having his Golden Dragon at his side is a perfectly normal thing for him. If anything… you know what, one moment darling.”

Goldie turned her head away from him and looked backward.

Whatever she did wasn’t vocal, nor was it physical. She just looked around, then looked ahead again.

He got the impression she’d done something as a Dragon. Perhaps as a scent level, or a telepathic level, or something else altogether. He just didn’t know what.

Or why.

At the top of his camera feeds for things behind him, he saw a number of Dragons swooping in suddenly. Flying in from positions on buildings and coming toward him.

There were also a number of Dragons rushing toward him on foot.

One and all they were struggling to get their armor off as Dryads in CRG armor chased after them. Felix had no idea what was going on.

“There,” Goldie murmured quietly after glancing over her shoulder once. “The Hue should be here. It’s important for people to understand that you’re supported in many ways.”

Then the Dragons arrived. They got into position and quickly organized themselves in a way that made what was happening, obvious. They put themselves into a rainbow-like designation.

He spotted Lucile, Carol, Cathy, Evie, Michelle, and Christina amongst the group, as well as others he didn’t know. They were all beautiful, getting into dresses very similar to Goldie’s, and had made sure their horns and wings were on display. 

“I-yeah, that does look intimidating,” Felicity agreed, apparently being brought over to his coms now. “Good thinking, Goldie. I made sure none of the cameras caught you while you changed.

“Do the Dryads always have a change of clothes for them? That was almost choreographed.”

“Dryads, Elves, and Dragons all bond to one another now,” Goldie said as if she were reminded by Felicity. “I’m bonded with Faith and Felicity, you know. We did the same thing that happened with Vince, to you.

“We bonded ourselves with magic, Faith’s seed, and my horn. I just need to get you to let me put a tiny piece of my horn inside you and it’ll be complete. It’s fine without it for now since you can just bring me back anyways.”

Now that she mentioned it, he did notice that Faith’s seedling inside his chest had developed two strange magical spots to it. He’d just assumed that it was growing and ignored it.

It made more sense now though.

“Like what Faith did?” Felix asked.

“Exactly,” confirmed Goldie.

Evie scurried up behind Felix and pushed her cheek up to the side of his helmet.

“Me, too. For my trio, that is. Talia is in it and a really sweet girl who’s Faith’s little sister. Her name is Ida. You’ll love her. Thanks, Hubby. Andie, your ass looks great in that dress,” Evie said and planted a kiss on his helmet, then flew back to her position.

Andrea Third had paused in her bouncing while waiting for her time to look back at her butt, then towards where Evie went with a grin. Then she looked ahead again.

At the same time, Andrea Prime had turned, and looked at Evie as well.

Felix noticed a number of Andreas all turned and gazed at the Red Dragon.

Slowly they all went back to their own jobs.

Did the Dragon version of Andrea just get Andrea’s attention?

Pretty sure she did.

Jessica and Erica turned to look toward Andrea. The cameras all pivoted toward her as well.

Andrea Third paused mid bounce, going rigid. Then she held up her rod above her head.

Felix felt a sudden and odd “click” sensation inside of his head. As if the time really had just reached the limit.

“The time is now! The Great Flip! The neutral covenant that was offered is over!” shouted Andrea Third, and she slammed the staff down in front of her. “Now fate is flipped, and there is only strife! Strife for all! Legion First!”

There was a strange rumble at her words that died away after a few seconds.

“Bring the guests, Legionnaire Miu!” Andrea Third called and then directed her staff to a far corner of the park. Then she pointed it off to the other corner. “Legionnaire Mikki, bring the prisoners!”

What?

Prisoners and guests? Already?

I suppose… they didn’t violate the terms, since nothing has been decided yet.

Two Legionnaires in darkened armor began approaching from each side.

“Miu just sent her final report in, we know where Skipper is now,” muttered Felicity. “It’s obvious and stupid. It’s almost not even worth saying.”

Obvious?

No, really?

Really? She didn’t, right?

“Skipper-City?” Felix asked without thought.

“Yes. That’s where she is. Skipper-City. That’s her primary temple, too,” Felicity confirmed. “She’s so… so… stupid. So stupid. They have an outpost south of us. It’s a military garrison.

“Knowing her, she put it there to keep an eye on your return. To try and stop it from happening. I have no idea why she hasn’t, though.”

Felix knew why. He looked over at Kit in his camera views.

“Probably correct. Most likely me. I’m much stronger than I was previously. I’ve been generating a shell of telepathic power around… well… it’s a very large area. Just leave it at that,” confessed Kit inside his own mind. “Even if my counterpart is as strong as me, I don’t think they have the same experience with the powers that I do. It’s a shame you couldn’t change or modify their powers.”

Felix couldn’t deny that was indeed a shame. It’d have made this almost too easy.

“Well, sounds like we should head south to visit this garrison. Doesn’t it? I should be there. I’ll upgrade my Legate armor again. Move it to the next logical model, then again to the next one after that. Moving it into the future. Which means I should be protected against anything at that garrison.

“Might even help out Felicia and the Whites figure out what to do next with the LSF or CRG armor. Or better yet. Maybe it’s time to bring back the Fist of the Legion.

“Except… Fist of the Legate, instead. No sense in going into a hostile situation without preparing for it.”

Miu and Mikki reached Felix at that point. Behind Miu was a long line of avatars that ran a range of shapes and forms. Humanoid, animals, immaterial beings. They all looked nervous or excited. None of them didn’t seem to not want to be here.

By contrast, those that followed Mikki were chained to one another. One fastened to the next, to the next. All of them loaded down in heavy metal links that sparkled in a strange way.

“I bring those who would join the Legion,” Miu pronounced, then fell to her knees in front of Felix. She stared up at him with wide, almost unseeing eyes. Her skin was incredibly pale, and she looked as if she’d been awake for the entire week. Her pupils were already trembling. Mikki had performed the same action on the other side and was staring at him, too. “My lord. My Legate. My love. My sister and I bring you seventeen minor deities who would join. As well as twenty-six minor deities and a lesser god who attacked us when we spoke with them. All-all are for you… my Felix.”

Smiling, Felix knelt down on one knee in front of Miu, then hugged her.

“My daring and wonderful huntresses. I’ll reward you both heavily,” Felix said. “And don’t rush over here Mikki, I’ll come hug you, too.”

He then stood up and slowly walked over to Mikki.

She was trembling from head to toe. Shivering as if she were incredibly cold in a strong wind.

It reminded him of when Miu had first started to let go of her control. Letting him take control and bring her to heel so she didn’t have to.

“I’m-I’m a good huntress,” she hissed, her lips quivering about as she spoke. “I caught just as many as Miu, and two extra. I-I-I won the contest. Mikki is the winner!”

“Then you’ll get extra, Mikki,” Felix agreed. “Now… show me your prizes. The High-Priestess and Gaia can tend to our guests. I’ll deal with the… Sausage making.”

He found he enjoyed Sausage made of gods. It’d given him a good deal of power. He and Gaia had eaten a great deal of it, and split some with his inner-circle.

Frowning, he realized that he felt rather strange. His armor didn’t actually fit perfectly as it used to. In fact, now that he thought about it, his boots didn’t fit.

Nor did his shirt or pants beneath the Legate armor.

Something was going on here that he couldn’t quite figure out.

“Th-th-thank you, Legate! My lord,” whimpered Mikki, trembling now as if she were in a paint-mixer machine. Her pupils suddenly fully dilated as she stared up at him and she went absolutely still.

Shit.

She just fell off into Miu-space.

Or I guess, Mikki space. I need to walk away and give her a moment.

Always a handful.

Very worth it though.





Chapter 32 - Crusade -




Felix jogged onward toward the Skipper outpost. The Fist of the Legate was putting out a great deal of distance with minimal amounts of rattling him about.

Out ahead was a smudge of darkness on the horizon that was growing in clarity by the moment. A stone-made fortress that had high walls and clear gun emplacements.

Things that didn’t really quite belong in this world, given the catastrophe it underwent. As if it were a strange throw-back to a medieval time period rather than a modern society.

Around him were CRG Wardens, apparently all piloted by Dryads. Their inherent magic that had to be constantly cast, allowed them to interlink with the new LSF Wardens.

He wouldn’t have expected the bubbly semen-demons as the Warden pilots.

Then again, most of the Dryads he’d dealt with were all combat oriented from a particular grove on Vince’s world. Carlota and Alma had been different than them by a significant amount.

The Legate armor fit into the Fist of the Legate perfectly. It’d been clearly designed so that one couldn’t be in the Warden without being in the armor. Clearly this had been made with a concern for Felix being in danger after having to get out of the Fist of the Legate for one reason or another.

On top of that, it meant that the Fist of the Legate couldn’t be piloted without him at the helm. Which given its armament, the ability to control Wardens remotely, as well as other Legion tech, that made sense.

Two jumps in generational technology had put the Fist of the Legate into a new sphere of tech development that they weren’t even considering. Felicia and the Whites had been eager to inspect it before he left. Doing multiple scans and downloading all the information they could from it.

Tribune had also been deeply interested in it, as it had an archetype for her to access the Warden, but she didn’t have the current ability to do so. As if she were out of date in comparison.

She was now currently working to upgrade herself based on what she’d seen of the Fist of the Legate, with his blessing. This was one of the reasons the cost of a billion points to upgrade the Fist was worth it.

“Okay, I know I said to just call me to hang out, but call me for this shit too,” Melody said from his left. She’d been stuffed into a Warden at Felicity’s insistence. “Call me whenever stuff like this is happening. Do you know how amazing this is!?”

Felix had called her to check in with her. To which she invited herself over to the assault after hearing what he was doing. In her own words, her life was really boring right now because everything was solved.

“Isn’t it great, Mel?” squealed Andrea, running alongside Melody in a Warden as well.

“Oh my shit yes. I can even do some funny stuff with my Contractor powers. You’ve got the best toys, big bro,” Melody said for perhaps the sixth time.

“Enemy location in within likely gun range, reduce speed,” called an Andrea over the coms. That order would be passed on by Evie, Talia, and Faith, of course. “Surrounding forces move into position.”

The camera feeds showed him that the Dragons in Dragon form slowed down as the rest of the Wardens followed suit. They’d run here rather than fly, to keep from dealing with the flying monsters in the world.

Atop the Dragons were a number of Dryads and Elves.

Who knew the LSF had their own troop carriers and heavy vehicles.

Well, they have everything, don’t they?

Dryads are Healers and support crew.

Elves are the engineers, since they can build anything.

Dragons are heavy muscle and fighters.

Do they have ranged attacks? I wonder if the Elves can make mortar style attacks.

I bet they can. I should talk to Talia about that.

“Move to starting positions,” called Andrea. “Surround and drown. Knock’em down.”

“Oh, hey there. You here to knock me down and drown me? Please say yes,” Talia purred as Felix eased up next to Evie. Talia and a Dryad in CRG armor were sitting on her back. Faith was likely somewhere with Goldie who had come on the raid.

Talia’s laugh, filled with nerves, cut through his own anxiety. Punching right through and making him laugh.

It reminded him of her nervous flirting that’d snapped him off his grief and pulled him into her bed.

“Is it just sex?” He asked quietly, hoping Tribune was managing coms right now.

“I… that… no? No! No, it isn’t,” Talia blurted out, then chuckled slowly, awkwardly. “No. I mean, I want sex. The sex was good. But it isn’t just sex. Uhm… why? Maybe-maybe that’s a yes from you?”

“Talia, do you have any type of magical attack that’d act like a mortar or a canon?” Felix asked, changing the subject. He’d come back and bug Talia later, when they weren’t in mixed company.

“Yes. I do.”

“Is that an Elfy thing or a you thing?”

“It’s a uh… an Elfy… elfy thing. Magic user,” she clarified. “Lotta Elfy things I could teach you about. Lots of-lots of rituals and things.”

He nodded his head. That was the answer he suspected but wanted to hear directly spoken.

“Thanks, Elfy. Knock you down and drown you later,” Felix muttered.

“Holy shit, really?” Talia called out loudly. “Felix, really? Promise?!”

Pivoting, he sought out his position as it was dictated on the HUD with a minimap in the corner. There was a glowing blue X that was his appointed location.

“Teasing the poor Elf?” inquired Lily. She and Kit stepped over to stand beside his Warden. They’d ridden on Goldie to get here.

“She’s actually in love with him. Their shared life and death experience really pushed her,” Kit remarked.

“I mean, it did the same to me,” Goldie countered, coming over while wearing her personal Dragon armor. “So I can’t really fault her.”

Goldie walked up to Felix, paused, then brushed something off the Warden he was in. Then she moved to the back of it and started picking things off it with her fingers.

“Goodness, it’s so dirty already,” remarked Goldie, pulling things out of the leg joints. He had no idea what it was, but he could guess.

He’d walked through a number of bushes and trees.

“His lord, the Legate, demands a word with the devil worshipers of Skipper!” Andrea Third called through an overpowered megaphone. “Please send out an emissary to discuss surrender.”

“They’re just going to attack us, aren’t they?” Lily mused.

“Probably,” Kit agreed. “Whoever’s in there has a decent amount of power. Mentally, that is. They’re blocking me somewhat. I wonder if it’s hold-over tech from back in the day.”

“Oh yeah, I remember that,” Lily acknowledged with a shake of her head. “Sometimes it’s hard… it was so long ago.”

Something boomed from inside the distant fortification. Then an explosion occurred off to the right side of Felix.

Or more accurately, on top of Andrea Third.

There was a massive fireball that went up around her. One that reached up to the sky.

“They hit her with some type or rocket?” Talia surmised.

A second after that and the smoke cleared as well as the fire.

Andrea Third stood there with her staff out in front of herself. A glowing Legion helmet was present in front of her.

It was acting as if it were a shield. Which seemed accurate, given small flames were licking up from it.

“Heathens!” cried Andrea into her megaphone. “Be smote! Smited! Smitten. Smoten?”

By the time she said the last, she sounded incredibly confused.

“Concussive blasts! Non-lethal!” shouted a voice over the coms.

A great number of people lifted weapons and began firing into the fortification. Rounds that looked to be grenade like in shape and heft.

Felix had done as instructed and lifted the cannon attached to the left forearm of his Warden. He watched as the HUD gave him a projected impact and he simply began firing.

Repeated thumps began sounding off as a continuous stream of grenades were launched out in a rapid fashion. Going through fifteen rounds in an instant.

He’d made the attempt to shift his line of fire as it went, but the rounds had fired off so fast he wasn’t sure he’d managed it. For all he knew, it was going to be fifteen rounds in the exact same place.

Just… absolutely hitting one guy. One lone Skipper cultist standing around in the middle of the compound, wondering how he’s going to get everyone fed.

Right on his head, with every round.

That’d be my luck.

“Advance, slow,” came the order over the coms system.

Andrea Third swung her staff forward and a black and red beam shot out, as if it were a wave coming out of the staff. It connected with the large stone gate and gatehouse and shattered it. Blowing it apart outright.

“Legion First!” Andrea shouted, and held the staff above her head. “FOR MY LEGATE!”

Kit, you in here? Did I fuck up?

Is Andrea a zealot now?

“She always was, my dear. She just hid it very well. Very, very well,” Kit answered as Felix began to jog ahead. He realized he needed to slow down just a touch, as a jog for him was nearly a sprint for those not in Wardens.

He launched his recon drone that came with his Warden since he had a little time.

Briefly he saw a view of the Fist of the Legate before it zoomed away.

It was much squatter than the other Wardens. Almost as if it were built to withstand a siege or a war, rather than a security conflict. With heavy sloped armor and a great deal of odd bits of embedded items in it. 

He got the impression it was also much heavier than the other Wardens. Given he tended to break anything he stepped on outright.

He didn’t understand most of it, he hadn’t gotten a chance to fully test out all the systems, but it didn’t matter at the moment.

The Fist of the Legate could and would kill Skipper’s cultists, and do it quite well from the limited testing he did. That’s all he wanted it for, because when it came to Skipper, Felix had a twisted dark ember of hatred there.

The vast majority of the time he was fairly even keel and without too many emotional high points. Skipper was different.

She was a touchpoint that was like throwing a molotov cocktail into a fireworks warehouse.

The drone sped out rapidly and flashed over the top of the fortress. Felix saw that there was a large number of people here. Spread out amongst the defenses and taking up positions.

They weren’t armed very well, and seemed to be mostly carrying basic rifles and equipment. Things that could have been bought off the shelf off most any modern world.

Felix realized it wasn’t even going to be a fight.

Which was a disappointment, as well as a reassurance.

Not even twenty minutes later, the job was done.

The overwhelming force of Wardens had been a ridiculous amount of overkill for the situation. To the point that there weren’t even minor injuries on his people.

All of the equipment that Skipper’s people had was so inferior to his own that it was on an entirely different tech level. While this hadn’t been a victory of note, or even one worth mentioning really, it’d been a reality check he needed.

At a tech level, they were well and away ahead of the competition.

In fact, if it’d just been about tech, the fight would’ve lasted for two minutes.

The rest of the fight had been the aforementioned reality check.

Skipper’s priests and the zealous believers had put up a dome of power around the central tower. They’d been praying to her and had kept Felix and his Legion forces out.

Skipper clearly manifested some sort of response, as the dome of glowing blue looked as if it’d suddenly become reinforced, but that was it. Skipper might have been watching, or there, but nothing else occurred.

It eventually went down to the continued onslaught of weapons fire and Andrea unleashing what was essentially Faith magic on it. Her instruction was being given on the fly by Faith as it happened.

The strange part for Felix was, every time she did something involving her faith in him, he felt it. Felt the stirrings and change of it.

“That’s all of them, Legate!” announced Andrea Third, stepping in front of his Warden and thumping her staff to the ground. “I have tended to our… uh… it’s not really a flock… company! I tended to our company. Our companions.

“All are well, all are well assured in their faith. I can feeeeeeeel it. Nnn.”

Andrea Third’s eyes were wide, and he swore they held an inner glow, much as Faith’s often did. Though when he stared at the screen, he couldn’t discern anything there. It made him feel like he’d hallucinated it.

“Alright,” Felix murmured. He’d been aware of her ministrations. She’d spoken with everyone one by one, affirmed their faith, and guided their beliefs. It’d pushed in on his consciousness.

Onto what he was starting to realize was his godly portfolio.

The expectations of his people could and would change him as a god. Change his abilities and what he could do.

Didn’t… weren’t there several reports about this kind of stuff? I remember reading reports about this from Yosemite. That you could actually change deities by the belief that goes into them.

A god is a god, but the belief the followers give that god is also a threat.

In fact, that’s what Miu did. She started to wage a war against Ryker and Runner. Trying to make them the god of… god of broken toilets… wasn’t it?

“Good work, High-Priestess Andrea. Gather up the enemy survivors. We’ll also need an altar, as well as camera equipment,” Felix stated, coming to an immediate choice. He didn’t have the room to be merciful, nor did he have the ability to hope for the best.

Skipper had to die, or Felix had to die. That was the only way this could go at this point.

Andrea Third lifted her staff to the sky while walking away. As if she were pointing to something. Then she gestured toward an open area inside of the fortress. Away from everything else.

A large red area appeared on his HUD and there was an overlap of the same area in his camera views. As if Tribune had just launched something from orbit again.

“Tribune?” Felix asked.

“Yes?” came the immediate response.

“Did you just drop something?”

“Yes.”

“What is it?” he asked.

“An altar. Andrea called it down. She called it them an ‘Altar of Smiting’. She blessed them all, then launched them up when we needed information and testing data. They’re now all in orbit, and I received test data as well as information of what’s currently in orbit,” Tribune answered.”

Briefly, Felix considered putting a teleportation device on a satellite in space. It’d require putting a portal room in a vacuum, but it would be possible to put things into orbit without much effort once that was done.

“Planetfall,” came a warning from Tribune a second before something slammed into the ground. He’d seen a brief flash of magic around it to slow it down, so they didn’t get vaporized by the impact.

On the ground was a massive logo of the Legion. There was a bit of smoke wafting off of it and some type of mast coming off the edge of it. It looked to be several rocks, an antenna, and several other bits of gear.

Likely how it remained in orbit as well as sent the data Tribune needed.

Andrea Third brought all the Skipper survivors over and had them all sit down on the shield. There was a visible wince from each of them as they stepped onto the shield.

She quickly ran out of room and had them make a line heading toward the shield.

“Nnn, all done!” Andrea Third declared and bounced over to Felix. She’d stuck the staff behind her and had it pressed up to her rear end. “Now what, Legate? Should we sacrifice them all on your altar? That’d be good, yes!”

“They’re all avid Skipper worshipers?” Felix asked.

“I think so? They all have tokens of her faith on their person. It left me with a funny feeling to touch them, but I pulled them all off.”

Felix let out a slow breath as the full scale of this came to the front of his thoughts.

He couldn’t go through with it without giving people a shot at redemption.

“Those who are willing to forsake Skipper, to condemn her, to pray that she die. That acknowledge she’s a demon that deserves nothing but scorn. That she is a fallen monster that’s truly hideous, and believes it, will be sent somewhere else. They will be allowed to live elsewhere and go about a normal life,” Felix ordained. “Those who cannot do such a thing, will be sacrificed on my altar. The Legate’s altar of Legion. It will be swift, painless, and without suffering. This all comes down to your faith.

“So… let’s get to it. Because after that… I have a hostile takeover to achieve, then I’m gonna sell off all its parts to my pantheon at bargain prices.

“Someone get that camera crew set up here. We should record and broadcast this. I’ll go put up a radio tower so we can transmit this over the airwaves too. There’s been more than a few people that’ve come in because of people talking about us on the radio. Let’s use that.”

Andrea Third held her arms up above her head.

“Legion First!” she proclaimed.

“Legion First” everyone responded.

“Legate first and foremost,” Andrea Third said under her breath. No one would have been able to hear her, though Felix did. Though it was more on his godly abilities that he managed that.

“She hid it really… really… well,” Kit sent into his mind directly. “By the way… I have a prayer for you. Please listen to me? You’ll have to wait to hear it tonight though.”





Chapter 33 - Pilgrims -




Felix was tired. He couldn’t believe that he’d been on a front line for the past several days. Ever since having cleared Skipper’s outpost, every one they went to after that had been empty. Skipper had withdrawn all her forces as quickly as possible.

The Elven scouts who infiltrated the locations all reported that they’d left a great deal of equipment behind. Though they found that it was odd, lots of equipment was missing, given how many people apparently had left the area.

It wasn’t that odd to him though.

When he’d wiped out all cloned Legion tech, he’d probably torn a massive hole into Skipper’s equipment and infrastructure. Removing a great deal of setup gear and weapons that she’d been relying on.

Their gains in Outer Ostium as well as the Skipper forts had gone quite well. Everything was moving in the right direction.

The broadcast of Skipper cultists forsaking her or being sacrificed had gone quite well. Survivors had been making their way to join Ostium and the Legion.

Lifting his right arm, he mentally swapped the active weapon to the machine-gun. It only took a second for the weapon that came out of the wrist to cycle and become ready.

He set the firing rate to something middling, as he didn’t want to have to deal with ammo concerns later. He’d already had one situation like that before.

He mentally pulled the trigger and let out short bursts.

An army of Shadows and Wraiths had come pouring out of the densest parts of the city, where there’d been many people living in closely packed spaces and small apartments.

Where plenty of monsters and nasty things would form and gain their forms from. Death, fear, and destruction making it ever easier.

“Even if we cleanse this world, it’ll never quite be the same,” he remarked with a shake of his head. “Only the areas I’ve personally blessed seem clean and clear of these things.”

“Doesn’t that just mean we have to go and bless everything and everywhere?” Gaia asked with a warm laugh. She stood next to him with her hands on her hips. Wherever he went, she followed now.

Kit and Lily had returned back to Ostium and Legion as a whole as they had work to do. They were great in the field, but the areas of expertise that they handled was larger than that.

Evie, Faith, and Talia were of course with him along with his CRG escorts. Goldie was also here as well as Andrea Third. She was his personal High-Priestess, apparently.

“Nnn! Yes! Blessings and bestowals,” cheered Andrea. “A wonderful thing to do to bring the world back into focus.”

“I’d love another bestowal. I could really use a personal blessing,” Talia quickly put in. “Help my poor barren earth? It’s devoid of tilled fields oh husband of Gaia. Please save my land and ravage it.”

Save her land and ravage it… isn’t it supposed to be the other way? Save her ravaged land?

“It wouldn’t be as funny then, Felix,” Evie said, clearly picking up his thoughts. “I liked it the way she said it. So did Andie. And speaking of… Andie… that dress… wow.”

Andrea turned, pointed her staff at Evie, and grinned wide. Then she stuck it down between her legs, bent down, and straddled it. She stuck a finger to her mouth and tilted her head to the side.

“Thanks, Evie. I loved the panties you had on earlier in the changing room. It was a great view,” purred Andrea. She and Evie were devolving into a flirting war it seemed.

She held the obvious and provocative pose for a second, before breaking it, setting her staff back to the earth and looking to where Felix was firing. As if nothing had happened at all.

The heavy rounds cut through the shadow creatures and blew them apart into quivering chunks. They didn’t have blood or bodily fluids, and their bodies were strange.

More akin to ballistics gel than actual flesh or muscle.

“Range confirmed,” Talia called softly into the coms.

The CRG Wardens leveled similar weapons and began firing as well, as they came within their range. Shadow creatures came apart faster and faster as the waves of arms fire were dumped into them.

“Nnn! By Legate be cleansed!” Andrea shouted and swung her staff as if it were a baseball bat. “For you’re on his territory illegal and I shall trespass you to the afterlife!”

A large red and black wave flew out of her staff as she swung it. It traveled in an arc toward the incoming monstrous wave.

As the red and black wave struck, it eliminated the first three waves of the horde before dissipating. The creatures it hit were bisected in the middle, sending both halves to the ground.

Surprisingly, for the first time, the enemy turned and began fleeing.

“No! You’ll not escape! You must pay for your crimes!” shouted Andrea, who threw her hands out in front of herself. Her staff held parallel to the ground... “Faith! Bless me with the blessing of Holy Legate’s wife!”

Faith had in truth become the High-Priestess of Gaia. She was an incredibly powerful Dryad that didn’t have many reasons to act with that power.

“Yes,” murmured Gaia. Though the word was quiet it carried a promise of power.

Faith put her hand forward and a ball of green slammed into Andrea’s back.

A second after that, hundreds of Andreas leapt out of Andrea Third. They were glowing with red and green energy in equal measure. Rushing forward, they were naked, screaming, and looked incensed.

Andrea Third slumped partly, but then made a pumping motion with the staff. Bright red auras surrounded the Andreas as they sprinted away.

Then High-Priestess Andrea sat down on the ground and let out a long breath. Then sunk down onto her back, staring up at the sky.

“This is way harder than being a PMC or the A-Net,” complained Andrea Third. “But… hey… I’m the High-Priestess. I couldn’t be more powerful or closer to you, could I, my Legate, my love?”

Andrea asked the last while looking at Felix.

He hadn’t really heard her though. There’d been something tickling at his consciousness. As if a fingertip were touching a few hairs on his head.

Focusing on it, he tried to figure out what it was.

Or more accurately, who it was.

A voice.

Distantly, almost beyond reality, a voice.

Closing his eyes, Felix dipped his head and put his entire being into listening. To hearing who was calling out to him.

They felt distant. Distant, to the south.

“— please! Please, Legate! Our lives are in danger! Bandits working for Skipper are attacking us! They want to destroy everything! We’ve worked hard just to survive!

“The whole world went to hell and we just… we’re just… we just want to live! We plead for your divine protection, strength, and help!

“Save us! We'll brave the dangerous journey to Ostium, pledging our unwavering loyalty! Time is running out, Legate! We beg you, act quickly! Hear our desperate pleas, mighty god, lord of legion, and let your benevolence guide us, and may the devil Skipper suffer for all eternity! Please, Legate pleeiiieeee!”

His eyes snapped open as the voice suddenly cut off in a shriek.

He knew exactly where this voice had come from. In the time he heard it, from paying attention to the voice, he now knew where they were.

“Tribune, do we have any forces or ordinance in orbit?” he asked.

“No, Legate,” reported Tribune. “The windows to launch things into orbit is very narrow. The orbit of this planet is filled with trash.”

“I need to reach out and touch someone,” Felix started.

“Me! I volunteer! Reach out and touch me a lot and—”

“Talia, not right now,” stated Felix with firmness. “I appreciate your jokes. Not right now.”

“I can go,” she said after a shocked squeak of noise. “Gift me with speed and power, bless me. I’ll go. I’ll do it all in your name, Felix.”

He realized he’d been stupid about this. He was sure his Fist of the Legate had a portal ability. Fumbling around blindly at his controls, he trusted more to the equipment than himself.

“I need a portal, he hissed at his Warden. Now. From here to… to…” his voice faltered as he tried to summon up a location. Then he had a name. “Amherst. A small community in Amherst. Give me a map.”

A map floated up on his HUD and he thanked future Felicia and the Whites for gifting it with such capabilities. He stabbed at the location with his mind as soon as he saw it.

“That, there. On that street corner of… uh… whatever, grid forty-two and sixty-nine. The juncture. Portal, there, now,” he growled.

He lifted the left arm and swung it about in front of himself.

A portal tore open through the space and emptied out somewhere else.

Evie, Talia, and Goldie rushed through it before he could say anything. There were the sounds of gunfire and screaming coming back through the portal. Surprisingly, Goldie went through it faster than anyone else and transformed into her massive Dragon self as she went to the other side.

Then she was out of sight and roaring. He could hear the sound of her angry challenge.

“For the Legate!” cried Talia as she turned the corner and slipped away.

“What just happened?” Andrea Third asked, still laid out on the ground. In the distance, her Others were tearing apart shadow monsters by hand and foot. Each strike going right through them. The blessings of Gaia and Felix empowering them in a way that made them ferocious with nothing at all.

“I heard a prayer. A very earnest and desperate prayer,” Felix muttered. He wanted to go through the portal, but he knew he’d be yelled at if he did that. There was no telling what was on the other side.

This could even be some sort of trap, in fact.

“Oh? Oh. A desperate prayer. That’s quite a lot of faith to throw at a god. They must’ve truly believed their end was then,” Gaia remarked. “That and they knew exactly what type of person the Legate is. Knew what kind of belief to push out for that prayer to reach him.

“I don’t get many of those from anyone outside of my people. I don’t think I’ve heard a prayer from a human in a very long time.”

“Oh, neat,” Andrea muttered, still laying on the ground. “Think I could get a pick-me-up, my Legate? I should go tend to them. They’re part of my company. My companions.”

Nodding his head, Felix moved his way over to Andrea. He reached down with the left arm of the Fist of the Legate and recharged her with points.

This entire ordeal had left him with a few ideas about how to bother Skipper.

That if he could hear someone desperately pray to him, that meant he could possibly use it as a weapon. To have everyone pray to her to suffer and die desperately at a critical moment.

A way to throw a distraction her way if need be.

“Area secure. Simple bandits. They all worship Skipper,” Talia responded, taking heavy breaths.

“I questioned them personally,” Goldie growled over the coms. It sounded like she was in her Dragon form. “Rapists, bandits, murderers. Worshiping Skipper and operating with her blessing. They give her a tithe.”

“Thank you, Legate!” yelled a woman in the background. Felix had no idea who it was transmitting through, but he assumed it was Goldie. “The Legate heard us! He came for us!”

Grimacing, Felix wished he could do more with this. He wanted to be able to create an anti-Skipper reaction force.

“Prisoners?” he asked.

“Almost all were taken alive,” Evie answered. “They’re banged up and one is missing an arm, but alive.”

“Bring them over. We’ll make a broadcast out of this. Another TV and radio signal to put out regularly,” Felix muttered. “We’ll make sure people know we’re willing to respond. We’ll have to be careful though. Skipper will likely try to use it as a way to set up a trap. Someway to take out some of our people as they rush over.”

“What about the survivors?” Talia asked.

“Praise the Legate!” called a man who was obviously nearby Talia.

“If they want to come over to Ostium, that’s fine. If they want to stay there, that’s fine. Just tell them that we might not be able to make it over in time if they need us and stay there,” Felix ordered. “Otherwise, let’s get moving. I’d like to get that broadcast sent out. I can’t imagine this is a singular event, if Skipper is blessing these bandits.”

Andrea Third had leapt to her feet and started clambering up the Fist of the Legate now. She managed to get herself seated on the top of it and had her fingers clutched into several hard points that were missile launchers.

“Nnnn! The High-Priestess of the Legate blesses them!” she declared and pointed her staff with her left hand at the portal. “May they forever achieve victory in combat against the vile forces of the Devil Skipper!”

He heard a faint echo of Andrea’s voice. It was in the same space that he’d heard the prayer in. There was a massively different inflection in the words Andrea spoke to what he heard in the other sense.

His godly senses, as he suddenly decided to tag them.

In his godly senses, Andrea was screaming at the top of her lungs, in a way that sounded like extreme devotion. As if she were perched atop a radio tower and holding her arms up to the sky.

I guess she really does believe. She just kept a really tight lid on it.

I wonder why? For my own sake?

Her sake?

A curious thing to be sure. Maybe I can convince her to talk to me about it.




***




Collapsing into his seat, Felix felt drained. Drained and broken.

Everything so far had been a two-fold plan.

Take the city and convert it to Ostium while obtaining human resources. That part of the plan was going very well, and they were making great inroads. Much of the city had been converted into Legion territory and was actively being repaired. Teams of Andreas working overtime and using Faith to bless themselves in a never-ending cycle of faith driven work.

On that end, things were moving according to plan and with wonderful speed.

The Foreign Legion had finished up quickly with the rest of Inner-Ostium as well. The Necromancer that’d been assigned to assist had made the work go by infinitely faster. They’d been able to utilize the Undead as scouts and then soldiers. Urban clearing had gone from a battle to a bore.

Which is why the Foreign Legion made it go as fast as possible, to begin clearing Outer-Ostium, which was more interesting to them.

They really do love battle.

Looking at his monitor, Felix saw the great swathes of clear city blocks and how they were slowly moving outward. It was slow work, given many buildings had a large number of floors to work through.

Progress was being made, however.

“— Legate! Please! Help!” came a cry from the ether. Inside of his godly senses. “I… I’m… Legion First, Legate! Save me and I’ll give it all to you!”

He couldn’t distinguish the gender or age, the voice was just at the bare edge of his ability to discern it.

Snatching up the tablet that he took everywhere with him, he focused on it. Focused on it and let his senses dip into the ether, the realm beyond, and guide him. He dropped a finger onto a single spot.

“Flashpoint received, Team-Seven assigned and deploying,” came an instant response from Tribune. Seconds after he’d touched the tablet, a portal would open up on that spot after the portal breaker was disabled for the immediate area, and a team would go through.

They’d solve the issue, offer them refugee status, then abandon the area. There’d been reports that several sites had indeed been traps. With extra forces laying in wait nearby and rushing the location.

In those cases, the teams retrieved the target, or simply escaped. They were there to provide an out, but they weren’t there to risk their lives.

“The Legate’s Legion! They came! Legate, thank you!” screamed the voice in his ethereal sense. It was much more distinct now. Stronger. Young and female and sounding very high pitched.

A Legionnaire storming through a portal had reaffirmed their prayer beyond doubt.

Felix dismissed the situation from his mind, though he found himself having to smother some sort of weird sob. An odd tingling in his chest that he didn’t really like.

“Did… you become human? Felix, my dear, my love, my villain? Did you finally go full Grinch on me?” Kit asked, shocked inside his mind.

Looking around, he saw no one in his office. The CRG were all outside his door, including Talia, Faith, and Evie. They were going over something together.

He was alone for once.

“I don’t know… maybe? Edmund said… without people in my life I became evil. Truly evil. Maybe you did far more for me than you ever thought,” he muttered aloud. “Maybe you all did. Or uh… maybe it was the friends we made along the way? Or some bullshit like that?”

“Something like that. It’s interesting, by the way. I’ve looked deeply into ‘Edmund’ as he exists in your mind. No one else has plucked any of those thoughts from your head. Only me. I don’t know why.

“But no matter how deep I look, no matter which way I look into it, he doesn’t seem to exist. Nor does ‘Victoria’, or ‘Romina’.

“Whoever Edmund is, whatever he’s doing… he gave his all for you, Felix.

“I’ve searched in every way I can but, he doesn’t exist. He never existed as far as I can tell. I’ve done all I can to find him for you. I ran it as far as I could. I turned over every rock just to hopefully put your mind at ease.”

Felix took in a slow breath, then let it out. He’d thought often on Edmund.

“Err… I needed a hero? I held out for a hero till the end of the night? He had to be strong, fast, and fresh from the… uh… yeah, I forget the rest.”

“You butchered it. Quite badly. But I get the sentiment. We all needed a hero. Mine broke through space and time and bartered with gods to come fetch me after my stupid savior complex nearly killed me.”

Raising his eyebrows at that, Felix wondered about that. Wondered if the world was better or worse for having such a belief like that.

“—Legate, please… the monsters found us. The shadow demons. My daughters are here. Even if you can’t save me, please save them. They’re all I have left. My only family. Please, Legate, help me.”

Without even contemplating it, and not making the connection of his action to his most recent thought, he pulled up his tablet and immediately tapped the spot where he was needed.

“Flashpoint received, Team-Eight assigned and deploying,” Tribune reported promptly.

“— do anything that you would ask and… and… he came. Legate came,” the voice mumbled quietly, becoming quite stronger at the end. A nearly hushed whisper that came across as a scream. “Legion.”

Felix set the tablet down and went back to his monitoring and reviewing of the situation.





Chapter 34 - Grind Stone -




Goldie flew up and attacked the massive frog monster. Talons clawing at its face and nearly scooping out an eye. Instead, she ended up leaving a trail of claw marks across its brow.

Evie, Lucille, and Carol flew in after her. Each of them slashing and dashing past the monstrous thing. It had one large, webbed hand in front of its face, the other covering its throat.

The abomination had come wandering in from the west, straight for the city.

Legion had launched a welcoming force to be there when it arrived. To either drive it back or attack it outright.

Armored vehicles, main battle tanks, missile launchers, artillery pieces. Anything and everything they could pull out of the old Legion armory, from nearby army bases, or steal from somewhere else in the Legion, had been dragged out here.

In addition, as many AA guns as they could find were set in place, given that the Dragon’s being in the air would likely draw the flying monsters that always seemed to know when they were flying.

Dragons continued to fly past and slash, bite, and breathe fire at the monster. One of them managed to put a breath of fire into the creature’s mouth when it opened its mouth to roar at what was being done to it.

As soon as the Dragons were clear, all the standardized weaponry of a modern military, and then some, opened up. Heavy and large bore weapons slammed into the frog beast.

Fiery and smoke ridden clouds sprouted out of it, as if it were a fallen log in far too much shade festooned with red mushrooms. The booms and shuddering of cannons resounded all around, loud and heavy.

“That thing is still like… five miles out,” Andrea grumbled. Then she leaned over to Talia. “Nn, Lia, can you do that magnification thing with your hands?”

Felix blinked, then shook his head. He’d been leaning in close to the display of the Fist of The Legate. The screen had been significantly magnified, to the point that he could actually make out what was going on.

Behind the frog was a smattering of other oversized monsters. They’d come together, though not as a group. More akin to a zombie horde shifting areas to find new feeding grounds.

That or they were attracted to Legion’s activities.

“More targets inbound,” Tribune reported.

“Ugh, I’m tired of the monsters,” Talia complained, holding her hands apart for Andrea.

“Hundreds— corrections. Thousands of— an-another correction, tens— ah… hundreds of thousands of targets inbound. They are coming from all directions,” Tribune stated into an absolutely shocked coms system. “All types of targets. Preliminary satellite imagery shows armed vehicles of this Castellum’s previous military. Many combatants on foot.”

“The monsters are just a vanguard,” Andrea spat out over the system. “Fall back and take defensive positions. Make them pay for the ground they’re taking, but continually fall back. Do not do a full confrontation.

“Core group to the HQ perimeter defenses. HQ perimeter group take up position, everyone else begin contracting. Now.”

Felix turned, scooped up Andrea Third, Talia, and Faith, and began moving quickly. There was a thump on the back of his Warden, and he found Goldie and Evie perched atop him in their human forms.

He was fairly certain they were talking, but he couldn’t hear it over the mad rush of coms chatter. Tribune was likely sorting it out as quickly as she could, but even an AI, a military grade one from the future, still had limits.

“Is this Skipper?” Felix asked, assuming that Tribune would clear his coms of useless crap soon. Likely faster if he actively said something.

Sure enough, his coms went instantly silent.

“Yes,” Tribune answered in a tight tone. “Rough approximation is six to seven hundred thousand soldiers. A great many of them are with very crude equipment. I’ve been able to focus some cameras and drones in their direction to determine this information.”

“We screwed up!” shouted Andrea Third in his arms. She had her hands pressed to Talia’s breastplate and looked to be clinging to her. Talia’s hands were locked to the Fist of the Legate’s left arm. Faith had her back pressed to the right arm, and her legs were wrapped around Talia’s middle. “They attacked when we wanted to grow, and avoided us when we attacked. Our campaign was correct, but your tactics flawed!”

Moving his arms around a bit, he managed to get the three women more secured. Then casually lifted Andrea up till she crawled up the front of the Warden. Faith and Talia remained in his arms. Given they were in CRG armor, they wouldn’t have a tough a time being held by him.

“I don’t understand!” Evie yelled back. He didn’t understand why she was shouting, considering she was wearing a headset.

“We made our wants and desires known! We didn’t hide any of it! All while we didn’t know what Skipper wanted!” Andrea explained loudly. “We screwed it all up! All we can do now is react, wait, and then plan!”

“They don’t even have weapons it looked like!” Evie called out.

“Nnn! Human wave attack! The attack is the numbers itself! We won’t be able to stop it!” finished Andrea with a shrug. “I should know! It’s what I do myself!”

Damn.

She’s right.

We eagerly, arrogantly, pushed ahead. We knew here Skipper was and were trying to grow out toward her. To engage and attack her.

I didn’t think she’d have hundreds of thousands of people willing to die for her. I thought it’d be a few thousand, just like us.

I just assumed she wouldn’t be any stronger than she’d been last time.

While Felix’s mistake hadn’t been stupid, or a lack of foresight, it’d been something that could’ve been prevented. He was no commander though, no fighter or battler.

In his head, he’d really seen it as a take-over. Even though he’d been attacking her bases. He’d even phrased it as a holy war.

He just truly hadn’t seen it as one completely. The connection hadn’t been made all the way through.

A hesitation on his part.

“It isn’t your fault. We all overlooked it,” Goldie murmured, her voice coming through the coms system easily.

Felix saw that a great number of Legionnaires were all rushing about. Tanks, armored vehicles, regular civilian vehicles, were all moving. In every direction, all at once.

Though they all appeared to be moving with conviction and a plan. It just had all the earmarks of being absolute anarchy.

They quickly reached the “HQ Perimeter” as Andrea had called it. Which was the buildings directly surrounding the Legion building. It was quite literally an extremely hardened defensive point with remote weapons and weapon emplacements.

The only tougher defensive location would be the lobby and security entry of the HQ itself. It’d survived Supers attacking it and had weathered an apocalypse.

The reason it fell was because the tunnels failed, rather than because the lobby and security checkpoint did. Which was now at the forefront of his mind.

“The tunnels?” he asked.

“They’re secured,” answered an Andrea over the coms. “I have an Andrea at every tunnel. We closed them down behind massive steel plates with Lucy’s help. Nothing is coming through unless they can get through twelve feet of steel.

“I’m watching your icon on the map. You’re already within the perimeter. Good. Makes it easier on all of us if you’re not in harm’s way. You’re not exactly a fighter.”

Felix rolled his eyes, but couldn’t disagree. While he could fight, had been trained to do so, and was competent, it wasn’t his job. His job and tasks were oriented to support and leadership.

Turning, Felix went up to the front of HQ. He hesitated for a moment, then put Faith and Talia down. Andrea, Evie, and Goldie hopped down from the top of the Warden.

There was no way it would get in through the front door. Best he could do was put it off to one side.

I should upgrade Tribune to be able to remote into it… but I might need the points. Damn.

It’s fine. We’ll just hang onto points for now.

The First of the Legate opened up then, the heavy locking points disengaging and allowing him to step out of the front of the large machine.

His Legate armor, now at a CRG level of tech, would be more than adequate to protect him here. Not waiting to test that though, he quickly raced into the HQ and to the elevator. A minute later and he was seated in the command room. Watching everything playing out on monitors in front of him.

Then he realized he hadn’t asked about the survivors they’d taken in.

Looking over, he found Felicity sitting next to him. He leaned over toward her.

She paused in what she was doing and looked to him.

“Are you… looking for a kiss or about to ask me a question,” she asked with a warm smile, then slowly tilted her head to one side.

“Question, though I wish it were the former,” confessed Felix. “What’d we do with all the survivors? We took in quite a few people into Outer-Ostium, didn’t we? Where’d we put them?”

Felicity smiled grimly.

“We sent them to planet Legion. A small ‘bunker’ there that you had us put together for a similar possible simulation. You stated it was meant as an evacuation point for a catastrophe. This would qualify I’d wager, and honestly, the rest of us can flee to another planet and defend the portal.

“The bunker isn’t an issue, as there’s nothing there that they could harm anyone with other than an overabundance of food and water,” she explained. “I handle the small and mundane things so you can work on big picture goals. This is why we work so well together.

“You can disagree as much as you want, and you’ll never see it the way I do, but I couldn’t function without you. Not at all. When you were away, very little when it came to projects of any scale got done. It was all maintain and routine. I’m not… I’m not brave. I’m not courageous. I never will be.”

“You’re brave enough by my standards," she told him softly. 

He didn’t think himself particularly brave, but he didn’t really want to argue with Felicity. She meant far too much and had taken care of his worries when they were enough to drown him, when he would’ve collapsed without her.

“Thank you for handling our citizens here on Castellum,” Felix mumbled with a wry smile and then looked to the monitors. Across all of them, there was a never-ending wave of people jogging onward.

Explosions, the large monsters picking them up to eat them, or just stepping on them, gunfire, they ran through it all. Ran and ran onward toward Legion possessions.

“Zealots,” Lily muttered, watching the whole thing going down from behind him. She and Kit had arrived at some point. “Absolute Zealots.”

“Given how Skipper is, I’m not really surprised if she’s made them all that way through fear and pain,” Kit remarked with a sniff. “I’d bet the ones in the rear, those with equipment, are her favored.”

The cameras flinched, then fell away. Looking in the opposite direction.

Then the feeds swapped, and Felix had a view of Legionnaires running into view at a full sprint. The view they had now was the next line of defense that was already firing. Though they were utilizing weapons that required lobbing. Firing over the heads of retreating comrades.

There were other places where there were breaks in the line and they could fire straight ahead as well.

Everything looked well organized.

Trained.

“Ioana was a bit head-strong about all the training, but it was worth it,” Andrea Third grumbled, stamping her staff on the ground with a thump. “It really looks well-rehearsed, even if we never actually did it in a street like this.”

Shaking his head, Felix couldn’t do anything but watch at this point.

 

***




Inexorably, the noose of Skipper’s followers closed around the Legion positions. In just under an hour, they’d been chased back into the HQ perimeter point. An hour after that, and they were all the way inside of Legion HQ.

Missiles, artillery rounds, and bombs, were being lobbed, thrown, shot, or dropped, onto the positions. Causing casualties and breaking up the defenses.

The simple reality was that while Legion was an extremely potent fighting force, they were by no means an army. They could do special forces work, and anything that elite groups could, but they just didn’t have the same type of numbers as an actual army.

“I want to increase the budget to the Foreign Legion. I’d like to see if we can get them up in size,” Felix got out without too much growling in his voice.

“How… how big were you thinking?” Lily asked curiously, not looking away from the monitors. They were once more defending the HQ lobby. “This feels annoyingly similar. Though we’re much better prepared this time.”

“I don’t know… how big can they get? At this point… I’m not sure I’d balk at any price tag, if they could field an army capable of stopping this,” Felix answered honestly. He’d already increased the Legion forces by an incredible amount just to prevent something like this. Though he did have more tricks up his sleeve. “Alright. They’re in place. Blow it all up.”

Andrea Third lifted her staff and then banged it on the ground twice.

“Nn. Legate has stated that the intruders shall be trespassed!” she declared.

“Trespassed!” cheered all the Andreas and then they held their hands up, waiting.

“Constant bombardment!” ordered Andrea Prime, who was sitting at a console on the far side of the room. It was apparently a position specific to her.

A minute passed, and then a constant shudder and random shakes made the cameras wobble about. The views of the outside of the building, which all showed hordes of Skipper’s forces, began to display static and fritz out.

Massive clouds of dust and shattered debris were launched about in every direction. As well as people.

Or parts of people.

Legion shields, altars to the Legate, were being dropped from space. An orbital bombardment meant to break up massed forces just like this.

Because while Felix didn’t want to be in a position like this again, he at least had recognized that it was a possibility and had planned accordingly for it.

“Munitions at fifty percent,” reported Tribune, as altars continued to pound down into the ground.

“Hold fire for more targets,” ordered Andrea Prime. “They’ll regroup and come again. Skipper doesn’t care about their lives.”

Felix snorted at that and then lifted a hand and waved it dismissively. The altars were his. The property was his.

They were his to dismiss as easily as he summoned them into being for Andrea to bless. He took them back into his point bank to use for later.

Additionally, he tried to clear the area around the HQ of debris, wreckage, and anything that might be useful for points, then used some of that to fill the streets once again.

Smoothing it out and making it easy to gather there.

The air cleared, the ruined and pockmarked land was made new, and the altars vanished. All that was left behind were the dead and dying of the enemy.

There was nothing to signify what happened.

Slowly, Skipper soldiers began to once again gather in the street. Piling up into mobs that more resembled a zombie horde than people.

“Again,” Felix ordered.

Once more, altars were dropped from orbit and obliterated the enemy forces. There’d been more this time as they attempted to tend to their wounded as well.

“Twenty-five percent remaining,” Tribune stated.

A bright bolt of blue lightning screeched past the camera and zoomed off into the sky. Felix already had an idea of what was happening.

Because when his Legionnaires died, and some had indeed perished in the fight, he’d felt it. Felt their loss.

Felt each one and how they died.

Skipper probably had felt something very similar, or in a similar way. Which meant she probably knew these things were being dropped on them from a fairly stationary target.

“Satellite lost,” reported Tribune, confirming Felix’s thoughts.

“Remind me to figure out a way to own space,” muttered Felix, then he looked over to Kit. “Did that portal to space work?”

“Couldn’t make a real vacuum work,” admitted Kit with a grimace. “We managed it with magic for a short period but… ah… a vacuum is a vacuum. The moment I opened a portal to space, it wasn’t quite the same. It started to rip everything apart.”

Felix sighed, shrugged, and shook his head. He’d have to table it for Felicia. She was drowning in projects already though.

“Felix… Felix I know you can hear me,” came a voice he didn’t want to hear. It was being piped in through the cameras around the building, and it sounded as if it were coming through a megaphone. “Welcome home. I hear you love what I’ve done with the place. Isn’t it grand? Lovely?”

Gritting his teeth, Felix let his head hang down. Then he got up and walked over to a nearby console with an Andrea at it.

“Response key?” he asked, waving at her display and keyboard.

She clicked something on the monitor, tapped a few keys, then pointed at the spacebar button. She motioned as if to hold it down as well.

Leaning in, he tapped it and held the spacebar down.

“Hello Skipper, you fucking nasty bitch,” hissed Felix. “What the fuck can I do for you? You showed up at my home, no party gifts, no invitation, more like a crazy ex. Someone who doesn’t know she’s not wanted here but still show’s up looking for a booty call. Too damn plain for my tastes.”





Chapter 35 - Reinventing -




“You insufferable-un-you-bastard! BASTARD” shrieked Skipper. “BASTARD, BASTARD, BASTARD!”

A group of people ran out from the horde of Skipper’s people at the edge of the graveyard he’d just made with altars. They were glowing blue, sprinting, and moving at a speed at least six times as fast as he’d expect for a normal person.

“What is that?” asked Felicity, watching the screen. “We should stop them immediately.”

An Andrea said something into a mic and a group of people rushed out of the front door. He realized they were Andreas and moving in a formation. No sooner than they came out the door than they started firing.

They didn’t move far outside of the lobby, but kept the doors open as well.

Rapid and precise rifle fire brought down the group that was heading their way. They collapsed around and about themselves in a pile.

No sooner than it was done, than the Andreas retreated back into the lobby.

“Oh that’s just fucking fine!” screamed Skipper. Felix still had no idea where she was, though he could hear her. “That’s fine! It’s fine. It’ll demonstrate my point even better.

“Felix… I haven’t destroyed your stupid building because I want it. I want it for myself. I want to use your office as a bathroom!

“But I’m willing to settle with it being a crater. A glowing, molten crater. Do you know why? Want to guess what those fools of mine were carrying? Take a guess you insignificant bug!”

“I need a shield. Around the building. A shield! Put up a magic shield or something or anything! Now! Put it around the buil—”

The camera fritzed out, everything shook, and Felix had the feeling as if he were standing atop a two-by-four stuck atop a pyramid. Everything wobbled one way then the other.

Felix did some mental gymnastics to try and fix whatever was happening.

That whatever was happening was done by a trespasser and without his permission. He wanted to work to halt whatever was happening and revert everything back to how it should be.
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Felix noted that it was a credit rather than a cost and took it. He didn’t quite understand why but he was willing to go with it for now.

Andrea Third collapsed to the ground on her knees, then slowly tilted to one side. Laying down on the ground. Her chest was heaving.

“That-hurt,” she whimpered.

“It was a nuclear attack. She blew up a nuclear bomb,” Felix hissed.

“I blocked-a nuclear-bomb? I’m-amazing,” wheezed Andrea.

“I cleansed it but… I don’t think I can cleanse a bomb, as I don’t own it. I can cleanse the after effect though?” Felix muttered, looking to everyone else.

“Faith, Kit, with me,” Lily said and then turned away toward the elevator.

Walking over to Andrea, Felix recharged her with a smattering of points. Then chased after Lily, Kit, and Faith.

“Where’re you going?” Felicity asked.

“If they have more bombs like that, which I bet they do, she’ll send more. If those three can block it, I’ll need to recharge them. So that means I need to be with them,” he explained, sliding into the elevator between the three women.

Evie and Talia forced themselves into the elevator as well, filling it out completely.

Andrea Third had sat up at this point and was staring at him with wide eyes. Then the elevator doors closed with a ding.

“Did it say what kind of nuclear attack?” Lily asked.

“No. But I got a credit for it rather than a cost,” he answered, looking over to Lily.

“Probably the leftover elements, or the power of the explosion. It’s a lot of energy,” Kit mused with a slow nod of her head. “Explosion or not, it’s energy. Energy would have a potential which would be points for you. What’re you even at, by the way?”

“A lot. Like… a whole hell of a lot,” confessed Felix with a nervous chuckle.

“Enough to empower us?” Kit asked.

“I could recharge you every second for the next fifty decades without stop and it’d be fine. Why, do you want me to give you more ability power or anything?” he asked.

“No. Honestly I… I don’t think I could handle anymore,” Kit muttered with a shake of her head. “I feel mentally stretched to the limit. Lily?”

“No thank you. Any change might knock me down, and I need to work,” she answered.

“Ah… that’d be the same for me then,” Faith remarked with a sigh, her helmeted head looking to Felix.

“I can take it all. Give everything to me,” Talia said quickly. “I’ve been practicing getting my helmet off as fast as I can, by the way. My pants too, but I figure the helmet is easier.

“Wanna give me some points… Felix? A load of them? Should I pop my helmet off?”

There was a long sigh, and he had no idea where it came from.

Followed by Talia laughing nervously.

Felix checked his points instead.
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The strange giddy feeling that accompanied checking his points brought him to a mental stand-still. He also noted that his point value was now at the maximum it had ever been, even though it was limited as an avatar, just as Gaia’s was.

His faith points had jumped meteorically as well. To a value that just felt ridiculously high.

The elevator pinged and opened. A sea of Legionnaire helmets and LSF visages turned his way. There were multiple security checkpoints, and this was one of the last ones at the elevator. Nodding his head, Felix followed Lily as she jogged through the throng. They passed through all the checkpoints quickly and ended up in the lobby just as another group of Andreas stepped out past the front doors.

They immediately began firing.

“I’ll-I’ll block it this time,” Faith stated. “Help me and reinforce my shield.”

The group of people were already falling. Felix could see they were dressed in basic clothes that looked torn and ragged.

Survivors from the wasteland that’d pulled through just to throw in their lot with Skipper. To join her group and lose everything, lose it all, here and now after having survived as long as they had.

One in the middle had what looked like an artillery shell. It’d been opened on the side and clearly modified in some way.

Then they slapped their hand at that gear.

“Now, now! Shield now!” Felix gibbered.

Faith dropped to hands and knees and glowed a bright green color.

A massive green half dome appeared around the group. The open side of it was directed away from Legion HQ and back toward where the enemy forces had come from.

“Oh fuck. What if it chain-reacts and—”

The bomb went off and Felix had stupidly stared right into it. He was instantly blinded and could see nothing.

Fucking hell!

Felix focused on what he wanted. He wanted that explosion, everything left over, and the debris, all removed. For the HQ building to be repaired, for he, Lily, Kit, Faith, and anyone of his people injured in the blast to be repaired.

No window popped up and he assumed that was because everything was dark for him right now. He accepted it without seeing it.

Suddenly he could see again. The explosion and the people were gone.

Faith was laid out on the ground in front of him.

Kit and Lily were crouched over her and had their hands on her back.

Reaching out, Felix put his hand to the back of Faith’s leg and zapped her with energy. Paying the cost of it instantly and without a care.

“I-oooh… that hurt. That hurt so much,” complained Faith. “I felt so sick. Poisoned. Oh, Gaia preserve me.”

Groaning, Faith rolled over onto her back. Her helmet had cracked in half and part of it had fallen away. Revealing the beautiful Dryad beneath.

“Can you take another one?” Felix asked, really not sure what to say. He’d figured bringing her to full health as he’d done would solve this.

“No,” Faith admitted with a whoosh and a small shake of her head. “I feel rested. I feel healthy. But… my mind… I don’t think I can handle another. I almost lost control the first time. It was so much to hold in. To hold back.”

Fuck.

“Kit? Lily?” he asked, looking to them.

“No,” Kit admitted with a shake of her head. “I reinforced her shield with my mind and made a shield with my other abilities. It… it tore it clean off.”

“Same,” muttered Lily. He could see her jaw flexing as she ground her molars together. “I used a multi-element shield and it just… it over-ran it. It’s too much force. Too much energy.

“I have no idea how Andie held that one down by herself like that. None of it escaped at all.

“Even with the three of us, it was just too much. I don’t think we can take another like that. I’m sorry.”

Felix suspected it was because of Andrea’s deep faith in him. That he’d told her to do it, believed she could, so therefore, she believed she could.

And did so.

“See? This is me playing nice. Those are just the ones I tinkered with. The ones that’d only really destroy a building. But not that fun bit of stuff you’ve got beneath the surface,” Skipper called, her voice carrying through the walls, though it was greatly muffled. She was still somewhere outside. “The next ones will all be artillery rounds from a distance. Or missiles. Won’t that be fun? As I blow you up out of existence?”

Standing there, Felix thought.

There was only one thing that popped into his head though.

He cleared his throat.

“This is the Legate. Please put all your faith into the idea that Skipper is a powerless fool. An ugly, toadlike, fool. That even if she did launch the attacks she believed, it’d simply hit the shield the Legate is about to erect. That it’d do little more than irradiate the area, and provide the Legate with points,” instructed Felix. At the same time, he pushed at his godly powers as well as his super ability. He wanted to fashion a shield that’d withstand Skipper’s nuclear arsenal outright.

To fashion it here and now, so that it’d withstand, outlast, and protect Legion from all her attacks, until she ran out of nuclear weapons.

“Ah, that’s no fun,” Skipper said with annoyance. “See, this is why you can’t beat me, Felix. You can’t. We end up at a deadlock. I bring big bombs, you do just enough to stop it. I see it coming, we end up just standing here.

“An ugly loop. It’s a shame your little pet psychic can’t help you anymore, either. You know, since I have one of my own. Isn’t that fun?

“That and I’m far greater in power now than I ever was before. Even if I didn’t have my own psychic pet… it wouldn’t matter. I’m just stronger than you are, Felix.”

That felt correct to him.

Which meant he needed to figure out a way to win that she wouldn’t expect. A way to subvert it all and play to his own strengths.

Trying not to think about the sudden thought that zipped through his head, Felix began to plan for every possibility, other than fighting Skipper directly as a god. To think that it was his worst option to do that. He began to run through the endless possibilities of endlessly doing everything he could except for fighting her directly.

Then he actively put a plan together for it, contemplated it, hesitated, then moved forward as if he would do it, then rejected it. Siting it as a failure.

Then began working through other plans again.

As he did so, he brought up a window to modify his Legionnaire’s ring to block him from all telepaths. The cost was very low, and so he accepted it quickly.

“I tire of this, Felix… I tire of being here. You came back here after chasing me out everywhere else. Those were your places of power. This is mine,” she crowed. “Leave. Leave and don’t come back. Or fight me.

“If you just sit there, I’ll end up having to start up my human wave attacks. Except I’ll just randomly send them in here and there with a nuclear attack. Really get that shield of yours to spread out and thin.”

That was an opening he could use.

Focusing on himself, his ‘avatar’ as his power had listed it, Felix wanted to surpass the limits there. To push it beyond what it was now.

So that it was no longer beholden to the rules of Skipper’s powers.

To merge his ability to modify anything, with his deity abilities, as well as the fact that it was just an avatar. To only allow what futures he wanted Skipper to see, to move forward.

A window appeared.










	
Name: Felix Campbell


	
Condition: Nervous, Focused.
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Death.

I… right. Death.

So… I could make the change, but I’d die.

Could I defer the cost to make that change but make that payment in twenty-four hours?










	
Name: Felix Campbell
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If No Action Taken: None


	
Action >> Alter Self: Cost- Deferred Death by twenty-four hours (Avatar)










Goodie. Deferred avatar death. Let’s hope it’s just… you know… my avatar dying, and I can pop right back.

Because Gaia didn’t have an avatar when we woke her. She said she’d had one before though.

This is… this is whatever rules that work to govern my powers, right? When I asked Bianca about it, she just admitted she had no idea how it worked. Nothing she saw in her father’s works ever trailed back to me.

Okay. This… is… okay.

Okay!

Felix accepted the cost and he immediately felt something strange. As if there was an itching burning feeling inside his chest.

A smoldering ember that wouldn’t go out, no matter how much water was poured over it. Something that would burn eternally.

Then he realized it grew by a sliver.

As if it picked up a single atom, it grew in the smallest way possible.

And he felt it when it did.

Oh, good. Okay.

That’s how I’m dying, right.

Wow, that sucks.

Putting his entire being into the situation, every bit of his attention and ability, he wanted to put forth a future in where he fought Skipper and lost.

“Dear me, it seems I’ve lost control over those two. Sorry. They didn’t do so well with their minds after Kit reset them again,” Skipper apologized. “So… Felix… you can come on out here and fight me, god to god, with our faith magic… or I can just obliterate your stupid building until it’s nothing but a hole in the ground.

“There isn’t a way you can stop me, and honestly, if I really wanted to be spiteful, I’d just start sending in ground teams with nukes beneath your building. Eventually there’d be enough structural damage to knock it down.

“That or I start using conventional bombs. I spent quite a while collecting bombs and things from military bases. They were all out of guns, stolen by survivors, but there were lots of bombs.”

Looking up, Felix could see Hero-Kit, in her semi-augur suit, and Hero-Lily, through the lobby doors. They were standing there, waiting.

“I’ll take your clone, you take mine,” Lily stated, standing upright. “We didn’t spend two decades together without learning how the other could be killed.”

Kit sighed and stood up, then flexed her hands out and made them into fists.

“It’ll be weird to kill my best friend,” muttered Kit.

“Honestly? I’m wondering what your soul will taste like,” Lily countered, looking at Kit with a wide grin.

To which Kit rolled her eyes. The two women looked at Felix, who nodded his head.

Faith hadn’t gotten up. She was still laid out on the ground.

Kit, Felix, and Lily all walked out of the lobby and into the street.

No sooner had they exited, than Lily and Kit attacked their pre-designated targets. Elemental blasts and telepathic shields flickering in and out of reality as the four began fighting.

Not far away was Skipper. Just as plain and boring as he remembered her.

She was standing on top of an odd floating device. Behind it was a hero that looked to be a Speedster of some sort.

The man was in a purple and gold outfit and was clearly being used for transport.

“Ah, and there you are, Felix. I’m so glad you came out to meet me. This’ll be as simple as could be,” she spat out with a chuckle.

Nodding his head, Felix realized she was right.

He was in a space that hadn’t been planned.

A point in time that wouldn’t have existed, save for the intervention of Edmund.

That this fight would never have occurred with his current abilities or powers. That in this moment, they were operating outside the normal boundaries of the expected outcome.

Smiling, Felix decided that this was the moment to really… let loose.

I want to modify myself to the furthest extent I can. To make this avatar as strong as possible to absolutely dominate Skipper and all of her people.

Cost be damned.

I can earn more.

Convert anything in the conversion warehouses. Drain it all.

Put it to my points.

I want to make my avatar something… truly beyond.

Since I’m dying… or… it’s dying… anyways. Let’s just… really go all out.

A window popped up and he glanced at the cost. It read as a simple single word.

All.

Felix accepted it, then rushed toward Skipper as his mind, body, and god sense crackled out of control. Crackled out of control wildly and the world creaked and groaned under the weight of his sudden presence.

Tears in reality came and went as he stormed toward Skipper. Holes opening to other dimensions that slammed shut as soon as they opened.

Peeks through other dimensions. Places and times that existed in other possible realities, but not actual reality.

Felix grew as he ran. In no time at all he approached an easy fifteen feet in height. His Legate armor cracking and falling away from him under the extreme stress it was put under in his titanic transformation.

“I… what? This isn’t… I didn’t see—” Skipper squeaked out as Felix towered over her. He snatched her up casually with both hands and squeezed gently.

He watched her face immediately turn bright red.

This was never a fight. There was no real battle here the moment I got her to agree to this.

I can modify myself. I have the points to do it.

Nothing can stand in my way now.

Nothing at all.

This story is over and done.

As anti-climactic as that might have felt, it was the only way it could have ended.

Well… until I sacrifice her on my altar.

Standing there, Felix looked over to Kit and Lily to help them out.

He didn’t need to be concerned. Kit had knocked Hero-Lily to the ground and was currently doing something to her head. Her left hand to her brow, the other pressed to her chest.

Hero-Kit was very dead.

Lily was actively drinking her soul down eagerly, stuffing it into her face while cackling like a mad woman.

“Holy fuck, I think that’d break me in half, but I’m so willing to try it if you are, Felix,” Talia offered, her helmeted head directed right at his groin. “Might burst open at the crotch. Like a sausage casing that’s overstuffed but… whatever. You can bring me back from the dead. Oh! Yeah, let’s do it. If you accidentally hurt me, I can guilt you into more later.”

Talia’s awkward, nervous, and anxious laughter shook him from his thoughts.

“I could probably take that in my Dragon form. That’d be… interesting,” Evie offered up, standing next to Talia. She looked confused and was staring at the same thing Talia probably was.

Felix’s crotch.

Giant, naked, and holding onto Skipper like a doll, he ran away.

Ran away from Talia and straight toward Skipper’s goons. He wanted to capture as many of them as he could.

Or that was the excuse he gave himself at least.

Rather than that he didn’t want to stand there and be stared at.





Epilogue




“The hated demoness, Skipper!” Andrea Third shouted, leveling her staff at Skipper. She was currently surrounded by a horde of Andreas, all of them holding a shield of faith around her.

All while the unimpressive woman screeched, shouted, and screamed at everyone nearby. Thankfully Kit had erected a shield around her and had her tantrum locked away.

Hero-Lily was unconscious and in a medical pod. Apparently, Hero-Kit had been tinkering with her mind constantly. There was the strong likelihood that she was quite literally insane and would never recover.

Kit had realized it in their fight and tried to spare her.

Hero-Kit had been drained of her soul and died on the spot. Evie had taken the corpse, dumped it into the sausage machine, and shared it out with the Dragons.

Felix hadn’t told anyone about that and had made sure it happened without anyone finding out. Even to him, who had few morals, it felt slightly beyond.

Dragons were Dragons though, and he knew for a fact Goldie had eaten a number of humans before he met her.

“Well, this was an interesting day,” Felicity murmured, looking up at Felix.

He grunted, shifted the blanket around his middle that he was using as a loin cloth, and then shivered. The burning ember that was at the center of his being was spreading.

“Yeah, definitely interesting,” he said, watching as Skipper was escorted up to the massive altar in the depths of Legion HQ. In the heart of Inner-Ostium, Andrea had brought forth an altar that was more akin to a house.

Complete with religious observances and expectations written upon the pillars spread throughout.

At the center of it was a large Legion Helmet embossed on a dais.

All done within two hours since capturing Skipper and sending her worshipers fleeing back the way they came. Felix hadn’t caught any, and hadn’t really tried either.

He’d waved Skipper about as if she were a flag and sent her armies running.

The Andreas quickly brought Skipper up to the center of the altar. They then pulled her down atop it. Holding her at each limb in the center of the Helmet, everyone grew quiet.

The attendees of this were all his inner-circle, department heads, and those who received invitations from Felicity.

Which if he was being honest with himself, were sent by who was nearby, and who had great faith in him. Or more accurately, faith in the religion of Legion, and the Legate.

No small number of those people present looked to him and his very different self.

Erica and Jessica were acting the part of newscasters again, hosting the whole thing and recording it for a later broadcast.

Skipper was, of course, carrying about as she had previously.

“To Sausage we commit the great villain of Legion!” Andrea Third stated and lifted her staff up above her head.

Uh… wait, what?

The center of the altar swung away, and Skipper was dropped into a hopper. It clanged shut a second later and the familiar sound of the sausage machine turning on told him his answer.

“We sacrifice Skipper to the glory that is the Legate and Legion!” shouted Andrea Third. “She will be served tomorrow morning with pancakes. You can expect pancake breakfast tickets in your email if you’re invited. Please be on time for slated time.

“Coffee will be provided by Felix’s and his ‘Your Drink’ brand. Please make sure you pick your selection before tonight at midnight.”

Andrea slammed the staff down to the altar with a bang.

“Huh,” Felix remarked, turning to look down at Kit, Felicity, Lily, Faith, Gaia, Goldie, Miu, and of course, Andrea Prime. “If this is over, I need to talk to you all. I had to pay a price to make this happen.”

“Of course,” Felicity murmured. “I have a room prepared. I assumed there’d be things to discuss given your… change.”

“It’s like a log,” whispered an Andrea, staring at Felix’s covered waist. Several other Andreas nodded their heads.

Sighing, Felix just stared at Felicity. Thankfully, she led the group away. They went a short distance to the elevator and took it down, surprisingly.

He’d been forced to take the service elevator and hunch as well.

Thankfully they exited out into the train station, which left him with a lot more head room.

“I moved the original planned location since you’re… not yourself,” Felicity offered, coming over to stand near him at the exit to the service elevator.

He realized Evie and Talia were also with them.

Everyone just stared at him. No one actually said anything.

“I guess I got everything I wanted,” Felix started, really unsure of how to start this conversation. He wasn’t too concerned about dying, given it was just his stated avatar. “Skipper’s dead, everyone’s returned, we’re back home, taking it over and making it safe.

“Hell, I can even talk to a version of my parents, as well as extended family I never knew.”

“You’re talking like you’re expecting to die,” muttered Lily.

“He is dying,” Gaia confirmed immediately. “His body is being consumed inside out. I can sense it.”

Ah, yeah, so that’s the burning sensation. That makes perfect sense and fits with my assumption.

He held up his hands even as everyone began asking him questions. Surprisingly, even Kit, Evie, and Goldie looked shocked. He thought for sure they’d been reading his thoughts.

“That was the price I had to pay to be able to beat Skipper’s power. It was obviously more powerful than it had been previously. More… strengthened,” Felix admitted. “Even if I fought her in hand to hand or with a gun, she’d just duck and dodge everything. I wouldn’t even stand a chance.”

“Uh… nnn… so in you dying, she couldn’t see the future accurately anymore,” Andrea Prime said and smacked her fist into the palm of her other hand with a pop. “I get it.”

Felix was pretty sure that wasn’t quite how it worked, but it could just as easily be correct, too.

“I took the price because it said my avatar would die. Which, you know, given Gaia has told me she’s had many avatars, it didn’t seem too bad,” Felix continued, motioning at the beautifully striking goddess.

“Yes! My avatar has died several times. Once from old age,” she agreed with a laugh. “It’ll be very curious to see what you’re like in the spiritual realm. I’ll forsake my avatar and join you there. I can always call this one up again once you come back down.

“It’ll be a good chance for us to meet with some of the other deities we recruited as well. We do have more than just a physical realm to lead and guide, now.”

“He’ll be right back?” Felicity asked tightly, staring at Gaia.

“Well, so to speak. It’ll feel quite short to us, similar to a day or two, but it could be as long as a week or two for you here on the physical plane. I wouldn’t say any longer than that though,” Gaia concluded with a slow nod of her head. “I have a fairly good sense of time now and can keep it to that.”

Regardless of what was being said, everyone looked rather nervous about the situation. Most especially Felicity, Lily, and Talia. The three of them actually looked panicked if Felix had to describe it.

“Well. With that being said, let’s figure out the last twenty hours or so for me before my avatar dies,” Felix put out with as much mental fortitude as he could. He was doing all he could to project strength and confidence.

Despite being incredibly nervous and honestly scared.

Actually, everyone here has died at least once, I think.

That’s rather amusing.

“Miu is going to kill herself and come after you when she comes back tomorrow and you’re dead,” Kit warned him.

Wincing, Felix shook his head.

“I’ll make sure I leave a recording for both her and Mikki, ordering them to wait for me. I’ll remind them they can pray to me,” Felix muttered, then he looked to Gaia. “Can I respond to her?”

“It would be hard not to, given she’s your champion,” Gaia answered warmly and a dip of her head. “I always heard you when you called to me for the same reason.”

“Okay… then there we go. Anyways. Planning for the last hours. Let’s get this figured out, since I’m going on vacation for two weeks I guess.”

“I call first go on his log ride. I wanna see his white-water rapids and get it splashed in me,” Talia said quickly, followed by an anxious laugh.

“Seconds,” Evie put in. “Though in my Dragon form.”

Felix closed his eyes and shook his head.

Neither of those things would happen as far as he was concerned.




***




“— wait for me to come back. Okay? Okay. Thank you, Mikki,” Felix said and then looked to Kit.

“Done,” said the telepath, tapping a button on the camera. Then she shifted the tripod it was on fractionally. “That takes care of Miu and Mikki both. I’m glad you recorded a message for everyone. I’m sure it’ll bring some comfort as we all… wait.”

Felix nodded his head. He’d kicked Kit out to record one for her and had struggled to hit the stop button. His fingers were too big to manage it.

In the end, he’d taken the keyboard, angled it so the corner was more of a tip, and jabbed it at the camera. After a few attempts, and giving the camera a bit of a knock, he managed to hit the button.

“I plan on sending missives through Andrea. Gaia keeps telling me that those who strongly believe in the Legate will be able to have brief conversations with me,” Felix countered, waving a hand at her.

“Alright… I’m going to just… stay here,” Felix grumbled. As time had gone on, it’d been harder and harder to get his body to respond in the ways he wanted. The burning sensation at the center of his being had grown to the point that everything felt tingling and painful at all times.

“Not much time left,” Kit remarked, chewing at her lower lip. “You sure you don’t want anyone here when you… pass?”

“Yeah. I’m sure. Just toss my corpse into the ground and be done with it. Or sausage it. Might be interesting to see if you all get powerups from it,” Felix remarked, tilting his head to the side.

“Ha, don’t let Andrea hear you say that,” warned Kit.

Smirking, Felix nodded his head at that. Andrea was handling it well, but also not.

He’d spent a great deal of time with his children and her last night. 

Though he hadn’t heard it from her directly, he got the impression she was trying to build some type of monument to his corpse. To entomb it and create it into a religious location.

Personally, he thought it was pointless, but he was admittedly overly pragmatic at times.

“I’ve got like… ten minutes left. Get going,” asked Felix, nodding to the door.

Kit gave him a fragile smile and hesitated.

“I love you, you know,” she said. “I remember our first meeting. I didn’t think much of it at the time, I really just wanted the torture to be over. For just… no more. No more and to just die.”

Wincing, Felix could indeed remember opening the box and finding what was essentially a living zombie inside. He honestly didn’t know who that had been, Miu, Kit, or Ioana.

Apparently, it’d been Kit this whole time.

“Love you, too, Kit Carrington Campbell,” Felix declared, meeting and holding her gaze.

“Glad to hear it. Glad to be back. Glad to be here.

“You know, I didn’t think you’d open my eyes to a world I didn’t really think existed. Well, after you grew my eyes back,” teased Kit with a smirk. “Alright. I’m going. See you in a week or two.”

Kit left then, opening the door, exiting, and closing it behind herself.

“He okay?” asked Talia. His hearing had gotten better since changing himself. “I… he’s alright? He’s not in pain?”

“He’s in pain, but it isn’t too bad. He’s fine. He just wants to be alone,” Kit answered.

“Okay. I just-I-”

“He knows, Talia. He knows. Alright. Come on. Give him peace. Let’s go to the end of the hall,” Kit ordered.

The thud and shuffle of boots leaving slowly left.

“Bianca? Dear Architect? Any chance I could bug you for a second?” Felix asked aloud.

“Hm? Oh. Hey, Felix you-what the fuck? What the fuck did you do?” Bianca asked suddenly. “You broke it! How?!”

Unable to help himself, Felix laughed.

“You sound like your dad. He often said similar stuff to me,” he got out while chuckling. “Oooh, you know, he always yelled at me, but never actually steered me wrong. I was hopping maybe you could help direct me as well.”

“Uh huh, just… hold on I—” there was a pop, and Felix suddenly felt better.

Infinitely better.

As if there wasn’t a problem at all.

“There! Ha. You know, if I was my dad, he’d probably tell you to suffer. Me? Not so much,” Bianca gushed with a laugh. “I’m a co-worker. I’m your friiiiiend. We go drinking together. I get to talk to you about bedroom stuff with Rene and you even give me advice.

“Oh, speaking of advice, you were totally right about the ‘mommy’ issues. Wow was that a button to push. I gotta be careful with that one, but he seemed better for it.”

“Glad to hear it. So. Apparently my avatar is dying,” Felix started.

“Oh yeah. Totally dying. I can’t stop that. It’s fine. You’re just going to move to your spiritual form. You can make an avatar after that and come right back down. Like what Gaia does,” Bianca agreed with a chuckle. “Well, this is good timing, actually. I meant to ask you about a thing next time we hung out, but this is an even better time.”

“What’s up?” asked Felix. “Glad to hear about Rene.”

“I’m the architect. Doing a lot of jobs for Runner. So many. On top of that, I’m trying to get all the stuff my dad left behind for me to take care of,” Bianca led with. “I could use some help with some worlds. Any chance you’d like to go to another world and start again? Just like you did for my dad?”

“Oh, no. I don’t really— I just got everything settled and… and…” Felix’s words trailed off. Everything really was settled on every planet he had a hold in. It was just a matter of closing out tasks and projects. There wouldn’t really need to be anything big to handle.

OpFor, or Earth or whatever, is handling itself. The Heroes and Villains are fighting for control, the government is being pulled in both sides, and no one has any real power. It’s pretty well balanced.

I just have to keep moving things in the background.

Planet Campbell is… well, Vince is handling that. Last I heard, all things were moving in the right direction. I think.

Even then, he wouldn’t need me there.

Planet Legion is… just a recruitment city. Nothing to do there.

I’d just sit around and do nothing.

Wouldn’t I?

“What kind of job?” Felix asked instead.

“Well, you’d be a god,” Bianca began.
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John Van Stry- John was an author I read, and re-read, and re-read again, before I was an author. In a world of books written for everything except what I was interested in, I found that not only did I truly enjoy his writing, but his concepts as well.
In discovering he was an indie author, I realized that there was nothing separating me from being just like him. I attribute him as an influence in my own work.

He now has two pen names, and both are great.

https://www.amazon.com/John-Van-Stry/e/B004U7JY8I
Jan Stryvant-

https://www.amazon.com/Jan-Stryvant/e/B06ZY7L62L

Daniel Schinhofen- Daniel was another one of those early adopters of my work who encouraged and pushed me along. He’s almost as introverted as I am, so we get along famously. He recently released a new book, and by all accounts including mine, is a well written author with interesting storylines.

https://www.amazon.com/Daniel-Schinhofen/e/B01LXQWPZA
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