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Prologue:

Harry looked down in frustration. The feeling of impending doom was
very, very familiar, especially in Powers Inc., where
every waking second he ran the risk of being punched through a
window. This time was different though, and not just because a
majority of the windows had already been broken by the sudden
appearance of another world above his own. Yes. A whole lot of
sheet had just hit the fan.



And yes. This was a flashback.



The green and purple and orange creatures flew around laughing
menacingly as Harry tried to zip and whirl in between the empty
spaces of red air and get to Carrie. He felt his muscles burning
beneath his costume, every one tightening harder and harder as he
struggled to reach her.



Carrie vanished and reappeared frantically, still fighting even
though she was bleeding profusely from a burn or cut or
whatever the hell the giant wound on her stomach was…
Bleeding hard. Harry Jordan grimaced and pushed harder. Harder than
he had ever before.



A Parademon, as they would be known to be after the crisis, got in
the way of the superhero and Harry flew through him to cut his time
down, not knowing what would happen. The flying beast shuddered and
spluttered, saliva dribbling from his mouth, and then it suddenly
exploded as the molecules that made up his body were separated by
those of Harry. He could feel it die around him. But he pressed on.
His focus was on Carrie. Completely. Totally. He was only a few
yards, no feet, away from her before she was hit by a bright blue
beam of light and he saw her scatter in front of him.



NO!



Whatever rage that was stored up inside him, whatever repressed
anger and fear he held inside, was unleashed in a violent green
blur that tore through the cackling ranks of hideous Parademons,
turning them into dust as he angrily flew and punched through them,
not caring of the results of his attacks.



Was she dead? Did she just vaporize the same way she always had
done before? He could still smell her in the air, still hear her
voice, still taste her kisses… But she wasn't there anymore. He
finally stopped and fell to his knees in a clearing of rubble.
Around him fell the Parademons, defeated?



He didn't care.



It was over, he had failed. He wasn't fast enough, wasn't strong
enough. Maybe all those critics were right, maybe he just wasn't
cut from the right cloth or he wasn't ready or he was just still
that same spaz he was a year ago when he first donned his father’s
tights and moved to San Francisco with delusions of super heroics
and fame… Maybe… All he knew for sure is that he failed. Airwave
was a failure.
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Before:

Steel groaned as his muscles tightened. Another set. Again.
Repeat.



" Mr Heywood? What on earth are you doing?"



The hero known as Steel turned at the voice, and nodded as Prysm's
father, Chad (or Ch'ah in his native tongue) entered the gym the
hero was lifting weights in.



"Is it not obvious?" Another set. Again. Repeat. "I am lifting
these weights in an act of exercise"



"Yeah, but your muscles are made up of liquid metal, so isn't it a
waste of time?"



Steel paused, and dropped the weights to the floor, the ground
quaking as they came to a rest. "But I enjoy it. There's nothing
wrong with that, is there? Even though I'm no longer… Fully human…
Doesn't mean I should shy away from doing what I enjoy, should
it?"



Chad shrugged his soldiers and took a step towards the all American
looking cyborg. "Sure, want me to spot you?"



Hank paused, "If you insist." Chad stood over Steel and lowered the
weights into his hands. "So, you're still here." Hank huffed as he
took the entire weight on his own.



"Y'think?"



"Well… You do rule an entire empire of planets. I had assumed you
might have returned by now. Certainly there are more pressing
matters to be attended to."



"Yeah. Well I have a council of advisors and close friends who are
doing me a big ol' massive favour by ruling in my stead. My people
may be close to my heart, but my family is closer. No matter what
my darling w— partner.” He corrected himself before clearing his
throat, “Whatever my darling partner says."



"Are you both still not speaking with one another?"



"Heh. Oh, she is speaking. Ranging from 'YOU ABANDONED US!' to
'PASS THE SALT!'"



”So you're slipping back into some kind of subhuman routine."



"Sure Hank, I guess you could call it that." Chad groaned. "At
least Aubrey is talking to me though."



"Oh?"



"Well, yeah, as much as a teenage girl can be expected to."



Steel sighed and put the weights back on their stand.
"Thanks."



"No problem. I best go anyway, Josiah wanted to talk to me about
some kind of intergalactic partnership between our worlds.
Something about a Federation of Planets"



"Fascinating." Heywood threw a towel over his shoulder and
grinned.



"Not really. But needs must… " Ch’ah left, and Steel followed soon
afterward, heading for the roof.

 

 



The newly rebuilt Powers Towers glistened in the blue San
Francisco sky. Construction was officially completed only fourteen
months after the Apokolips Crisis, a true testament to the noble
San Franciscan spirit. Had the building stood in ruins, then the
demons really had won.



And Steel knew that was not an option. Too many people had fallen,
heroes had died, and sacrifices had been made. Now was a time to
celebrate life. Victory.



Hank Heywood had personally overseen that every beam, brick, and
bolt was perfect. In his mind were the schematics of the original
tower. He had memorised it. Redesigned it. It was better than
before. Better. Stronger. Faster. He smiled, whistling the Andy
Griffith theme song.



He was content. He was home again. His team was reunited… Sort
of.



Their home was complete… Now it was time to rebuild the
family.

 

 


Enter Booster Gold.



His costume since the crisis had undergone many changes and for a
while people even believed he was dead or undertaking other
identities but it was all a ruse. His agent, yes he decided that
agent was necessary now that he was a big time hero who fought
heroically during the crisis and needed someone to look after his
affairs, suggested he do some publicity stunts to stir up the
public interest. And he did so. So much interest in fact that
coming back to Powers Inc, was more of a favour to a group of
people he kind of outgrew. And now that he was a big time superstar
superhero, he intended to become a bigger force among the group
too. No more backseat superheroing for him, no siree, he was going
to have a voice and wasn't going to be as reserved as he had been
in the past.



World, there is a new Booster Gold in town…



And he's shiny.

 

 


Looker sat across from the Blue Beetle
neither of them wanting to speak first. Booster and Oberon watched
them from the other side of the room as Skeets floated nearby. They
had been there for half an hour. The first ten minutes in complete
silence. The next ten minutes was a sighing contest, and the last
ten a stare down. Finally, Ted spoke. "So… "



Looker rolled her eyes and yawned before replying, "So… "



This went on for about another five minutes until…



"Fine."



"Fine."



"Awk-ward." Oberon blurted out as Looker stormed away. Looker
shoved him into Booster on her way out. Ted sat at the table
shaking his head in disbelief. Booster and Oberon walked over and
sat down.



"So, um… how are things going with Looker?" Booster asked between
bites of an apple. "I mean, how bad could it be? You only started
dating like two months ago.Even for a screw up like you with no
ga-"



"Booster, listen closely because I’m only gonna say this one more
time; YOU WERE GONE FOR A YEAR!!!!! NOT A WEEK, NOT A MONTH, A
FRIGGIN YEAR!" Ted shouted at him across the table. Oberon jumped,
startled in his chair and fell off of it. After picking himself up
and dusting off, he raised his nose in the air and turned on one
heel taking his leave.



"Oh, now look what you did." Booster said looking at Ted as though
he were actually concerned with Oberon feeling left out.



"Booster… " Ted stared at him blankly for a minute before dropping
his head in his hands.



"What is it buddy? You want me to talk to her? I have a way with
the ladies, ya’ know. Yep, Booster's got it going on. Look at this
new costume. You think I look this good on accident?" Booster said
pointing at his hair. "What's her problem anyways?"



"Oh, you know she's a little perturbed seeing is how she wasted an
entire year of her life on a wild goose chase helping idiot A
search for idiot B when idiot B was only missing because he was
being punished for altering the fabric of time and altering the
entire fate of mankind as we know it, same old story." Ted calmly
laid it out for him.



"Women… go figure.” He replied chuckling beneath his breath, “Are
you sure it was a year? Bec-“



Blue Beetle’s composure shattered into a million pieces as he
jumped towards Booster, “IT WAS A YEAR!” Booster quickly dodged
Kord who fell to the ground.



“You should see yourself, you look ridiculous. Maybe it only seems
like a year because you missed me so much.”



Ted stood up with his fists clenched tightly. Booster watched him
slowly count to ten. He then took a deep breath and turned and
walked away. Booster sat quietly for a moment before standing and
turning to Skeets. "Think it was something I said?"



“No, Sir!” sparked the floating robot.



“Huh. Come on, let’s go for a fly.”



“Yes, Sir!”

 

 


"Timmy… " Average American Mom looked
up in the sky, holding Average American Prepubescent Child's hand
and smiling. "… Powers Towers is back."



"There's only one. Shouldn't it be Powers Tower?"



Average American Mom sighed and laughed condescendingly at the
naïve young child staring up in bewilderment. "No."



Average American Prepubescent Child continued regardless. "But
grammatically… "



Average American Mom’s eyes grew wide with and begin to bulge with
righteous anger and her ears burned red in a blazing fury "THAT IS
IT. NO SUICIDAL SQUADRON MARATHON FOR YOU TONIGHT!"



Average American Prepubescent Child lowered his head as his eyes
welled up with tears. "Moooooom!"



"I hear Booster Gold's got a new costume… Yum."



"MOOOOOOOOOOM!"

 

 


“What about this?” Suggested Aubrey, as
she held a white top in front of her body.



“It’s nice, Aub.”



“You’re not looking, Emily.”



Emily Briggs, Looker, turned away from the mirror she had been
looking at herself in for the past five minutes, and then smiled.
“Yeah, that’ll make your boobs look big.”



Aubrey Spears looked at what she was holding and sighed, “Yeah,
thanks for that.”



“I’m sorry Aub. It’s this whole Ted thing, it’s really pissing me
off…”



“What happened? You seem to be having like… the world’s greatest
tiff… but no one knows what it’s about…”



“It’s a long story,” sighed Looker.

 

 


"It's good to be out of the Antarctic,
Skeets!" Booster Gold surfed through the sky, his golden companion
sticking close by. "And it's good to see a familiar face… Not that
you have a face… Or are… You know… Familiar… In any real way…
"



"Yes sir! Sure is good to be out of the time vortex and back in
<<America>>!"



Booster Gold paused. "Wait." He began to think. "You… Now I'm from
the future. And so are you. I flunked my history lessons but you…
You are a floating history lesson… Wouldn't that mean that you have
a database of future events stored in that noggin of yours?"



"Yes sir, how incredibly perceptive of you!"



Had this been some kind of Tex Avery cartoon, dollar signs would
pop up in Booster Gold's goggles and his jaw would drop to the
bottom of the ocean. But this isn't. And it won't be. "Ok."



"Anything else, sir?"



"Nope."



"Ok, sir!"



Booster put up a gloved hand. "Don't… Keep calling me Sir. Call me
Booster. That's what most people call me, anyway."



"Incorrect sir, by my count most people commonly refer to you as
‘Jerk’, or ‘Idiot’, or ‘Fool’, or ‘GET OUT OF MY UNDERWEAR DRAW,
YOU PERV!’ It would be more appropr-?"



Booster grimaced. "Call me Booster."

 

 


SUDDENLY, JUST THEN, AT THAT VERY
MOMENT! A giant meteor burst through Earth's atmosphere.



Plummeting so quickly toward the Earth that it seemed to defy the
laws of physics, gravity, or any of the other laws that are
normally involved in giant meteors bursting through the Earth's
atmosphere, it left a trail of black smoke behind it that exploded
into a brilliant black cloud of black as it was brought to a sudden
halt.



The dust slowly began to spread and blanketed the crowd of people
cowering in fear below it in a thick coat of soot.



What was it that brought the giant meteor (whose existence escaped
the ever watching eyes of some lonely scientists) to a stop? Was it
a bird? Was it a plane? Was it Superman?



Of course not, that would be stupid, and stupid has no place in
Powers Inc.



Those are three ridiculous answers because: A, bird could never
stop a meteor (think about it the physics don’t add up); B, a plane
would just explode in a mess of metal and glass not black smoke;
and C, Superman… Well when Superman isn't busy being mysteriously
missing or occupied with the Justice League way out in another
galaxy, he's usually missing or conveniently out of town for events
such as giant black death clouds exploding over San Francisco. No
this… This was none of those things.



This was Power Girl.



The crowd moaned as they tried to dust themselves off and slowly
dispersed to go about their normal lives. A gaggle of teenage boys
stood around marvelling at Power Girl's amazing… 'Feats’… Before
she flew off.



And they even looked to her to use her super-breath (power breath?)
to blow away a good portion of the dust too. One fainted and above
them, high in the sky, she sighs before going off to do something
more superhero-ey.



As she flies she thinks to herself. 'What was it exactly?' 'What is
it that keeps her doing this?' The people were more upset by their
soiled clothes then they were happy that they didn’t just die in
horrible fiery deaths and if she has to see one more picture from
some over hormonal creep drawing her with her… Ahem… 'proportions'
so contorted again she is going to scream. It's just too much
sometimes. Don't these perverts know anything about anatomy? Basic
Training 101, people!!



And that was when she saw it. The building she thought she would
never see again. Last year, after all that happened in the crisis
she was sure it was over. If it were any other day she would have
rolled her eyes, shook her head and flew on.



But not today.



She had just destroyed an asteroid that was way too soft,
in a part of the world that was way too much a
coincidence, and the fact that there was no warning about it and it
had seemingly materialized out of nowhere above the streets of San
Francisco didn't help either. Had it did crash into the people they
would have not even been hurt. It was basically a giant meteor
sized Nerf ball, and a cheap one at that.



No, it was obvious.



This whole thing?



It reeked of tacky self promotion.



It reeked of cheap publicity stunts.



It even reeked of old man cologne and Tabasco sauce.



It reeked of Oberon.

 

 



He sat uncomfortably in front of the desk, and looked over to
the thin, stick like man who saw in Josiah Power's chair. There was
an awkward silence, before Ch'ah broke it, by leaning forward and
whispering quietly. "Sorry, I’d hate to be rude, but you see on my
planet when I am scheduled to meet with one person and in that
person’s stead there is an altogether different unknown person, we
have no other question but to ask, who the hell are
you?"



The man leaned forward, and addressed the man in the same quiet
tone. "I'm currently overseeing Powers Industries."



Ch'ah arched an eyebrow. "Excuse me?"



The man continued. "My name is Derek Oberan. And I'm in charge of
Powers Industries whilst Josiah Powers is out of the
country."



"Out of the country? Uh… I had an appointment with Josiah. For now.
And he doesn't seen to be here." Ch'ah began to stand.



"Hey, please." Oberan motioned for him to sit back down. "You can
have the meeting with me. Derek Oberan. Current acting CEO of
Powers Industries."



Ch'ah sat back down, and then smiled slyly. "You like saying that,
don't you?"



"Yes. Yes I do. I, Derek Oberan. Current acting CEO of Powers
Industries love saying ‘Derek Oberan, Current acting CEO of Powers
Industries’ I love it so much I had it printed out on three hundred
thousand business cards saying it too, see?" Derek Oberan said
handing him a small very expensive looking business card. "So the
meeting? You were discussing what?"



"Um… I'm going to go. I have… Things… Of great alien import… To…
Undertake."



"Right. Well… I'm going to be here for a while." He smiled from ear
to ear. "Derek Oberan. Current acting CEO of Powers
Industries."



"Yes. I know. You said. I even have a business card with that
printed on it."



Oberan nodded. "Superb.”

 

 


Oberon sat alone in his room putting
medicine on a scrape he had gotten falling out of the chair in the
cafeteria. "Stupid Blue Beetle." He mumbled to himself as he
applied a small adhesive bandage with Booster's likeness on it.
Oberon had already been handed the short end of the stick once this
week when Josiah left a gentlemen named Derek Oberan in charge
instead of him. Who the hell did this Oberan think he was anyways?
Surely it was a typographical error he thought, until he saw the
letter was handwritten, then there could be no mistake.



Power Girl burst in through his window unannounced and interrupted
Oberon's ponderings.



"K-Karen. It's so good to see you! How do you like the new
buil-"



"Shove it Oberon!" she said, grabbing him by the collar on the
frumpy shirt around his fat little neck. "What do you know about
the sponge!?"



"Th-they stopped making them. There was a whole Sienfeld episode…
Sponeworthy and all that…" Oberon said frantically giving a weak
smile.



"OBERON!" Power Girl was running out of patience. "Start.
Talking."



"Okay okay. See, I read this book about a group of superheroes and
one of them (a bald guy by the way) brought all the heroes and the
world together by presenting a common outside threat." Oberon
explained. Power Girl tightened her grip and Oberon gave another
weak smile. "Viva la Powers, Inc.?"



Karen sat him down. "Did you read the end?"



"Yeah… " Oberon's smile turned upside down. "Crap."



Power Girl took a deep breath and crouched down to look Oberon
directly in the face. "Was the sponge thing the only common
outside threat you cooked up?"



Oberon's forehead began to pour sweat, and his eye twitched ever so
slightly. "Heh… "



Power Girl’s eyes widened. “What. Did. You. Do?!”

 

 


The harbour shuddered. A giant
mechanical claw reached out of the clear waters, and then a head,
and then a body, another claw, and then two legs. The face
resembled someone familiar, a thin strip of black paint below the
nose, small, weasley port-hole eyes, and a swastika painted to it’s
arm.



Das Überbot rocked about on the waters for a moment. Lights
flickered on inside the manned cockpit. “Töte Powers, Inc!”
screamed the machine. The man inside the device grinned broadly,
and began to press buttons. Rockets erupted on it’s feet, and it
lifted into the air, heading straight for Powers Towers.

 

 


“Remember… The… Um… Giant
swastika-toting robot you fought a while back?”



“Yeah, what about…” She hesitated. “You didn’t.”



“I kinda hired… A Nazi mad scientist… Paid him below the minimum
wage and… He… Kind of…”



She span around as her eyes widened even more as a giant
swastika-toting robot hurtled toward the building. “Oh,
crap.”

 

 


Booster sat on the peer, watching the
ocean lap against the beach. Skeets hovered above him, his sensors
taking in the sight.



“What are we doing here, Booster?”



“Thinking.”



“You are doing a spectacular job at it, sir.”



”Booster.”



“No, that’s you, sir.”



“Oh forget it.”



“Sir, I think I should inform you that in approximately thirty six
point two seconds Powers Towers will be destroyed.”



Booster sighed longfully still gazing into the beautiful horizon
laid before him paying no mind to the little robot at his shoulder.
“Ok.”



“Perhaps you would like me to play some music for you? I’ve always
enjoyed the soothing melodies of a one Burt Bacharach.”



Booster paused for a moment before his eyes grew wide in utter
shock. “WAIT, WHAT!?” He questioned, turning quickly to the little
gold robot by his side.



“‘I’ve always enjoyed the soothing— ”



“No, before—” He stumbled up. “Seriously?!”



“Yes, seriously, Sir!” Buzzed Skeets, “Twenty seven seconds and
counting according to my historical database!”



“Dangit, Rip Hunter is going to kill me!” He shouted, powering up
his suit and heading straight back to where he just came
from.

 

 


She crashed through glass and metal,
and hit the Überbot head on, but instead of it flying back, she
did, hurtling through the Towers like a bolt of lightning, some
kind of electric bolt zapping her full on. “Hrgh!”



Steel sprinted to the other side of the roof and looked down the
building, and gasped. His building! Glass fell from the hole in the
wall, and his internal sensors detected a person that matched his
scans of Power Girl fly out the other side of the Tower.



“GOOD GRIEF!” He leapt of the roof, not thinking about the
consequences. Not thinking ‘hey, I’m made of metal, I’m pretty
heavy, if I miss that huge Nazi robot I’m going to hit the ground
below and be street pizza!’ He flew down, and hit the top of the
robot, nearly sliding off the dome that contained the pilot. “GET
AWAY FROM MY BUILDING!”



“Stirb! Stirb! Stirb!”



“Yeah, ‘Die! Die! Die!’ Right back ‘atcha!” Roared the hero,
slamming his fists into the cranium of the machine, his fists
cracking the intricate paintwork. Suddenly, the whole craft became
electrified, causing Steel to plummet to the ground below, his
systems seizing.



“Steel!” gasped Prysm, flying toward her older friend and shooting
up the glass surface of the building and straight back to the roof,
dropping him on his face whilst his systems rebooted. “I’ll get
him, Hank!”



“Hey, NaziTron?”



"Ich bin der Überbot!"



“Überbot, NaziTron, same difference,” grinned Booster Gold,
swinging back his arm and throwing the most powerful punch his
power cells, intertwined with his muscles, could muster. It didn’t
make a dent. “Uh… Skeets?”



“The Überbot! Most powerful weapon in the arsenal of the Third
Reich!”



“The Third Reich?! But that was twent—” started Booster.



“Sixty!” Interrupted Skeets.



“But that was sixty years ago!”



“Sir, it would appear someone has refurbished the device and
unleashed it upon the world once more!”



“Nah.. Y’think?”



“Yes sir, I do.”



“’Course you do.” Booster groaned, turning to the massive device as
it rammed it’s fist into his face, and propelled him across the
city.



Skeets hovered for a moment, staring down the Nazi death machine.
“Booster?”



“Bereitet euch darauf vor, den Zorn des Dritten Reichs zu
spüren!”



“SKEETS, MOVE!” howled Blue Beetle, diving from the Bug and
scuttling around on the head of the massive cyborg. “I need a run
down on it’s capabilities, weapons, shielding, everything, and I
need to know where to hit it so I can take it down!”



“Yessir!” buzzed Skeets.



"Die Weltuntergangsmaschine wird euch alle vernichten!"



“Translate please, Skeets!”



“‘The doomsday device will destroy you all!’”



Ted Kord bit his bottom lip, his BB Gun at hand. “Yeah. I thought
so.” The device below his feet whirred and buzzed, and bucked
backwards, sending Blue Beetle flying into the air, bereft of the
ability to fly. “Team?” He hurtled toward the pavement, only to
grab Skeet’s glistening golden body, his anti-gravity pads holding
them both up without any negative effects. “Thanks, Skeets.”



“My pleasure, sir!”



“Now get us up there! I think our team is about to launch a counter
attack…”



“Yessir!”



“No fair with the sneak attack!” smiled Prysm, throwing her fists
into the Überbot’s chest plate as she flew into it, the metal
buckling under her superheated fists, “how about you try that
electricity bit again?”



The Überbot complied, but Prysm grit her teeth, and took the pain.
Her alien body took the attack, and absorbed the energy into the
kind of power she could channel. Her hair was on end, her body
shaking, but she kept absorbing the blast. “Now… Eat… This…!” She
unleashed all that power back into the massive robot, shorting out
systems all over the German built device. It shuddered and shook,
and then the foot rockets allowing it to fly cut out with a start.
The metallic device spat and spluttered, then headed straight for
the streets below. “Oh…. Crap…”



“Hrrnt!” Strained Power Girl, zipping below the Überbot and
preventing it from colliding with the street. Her muscles bulged,
her legs nearly buckled, but the massive robot stopped, and she
eased it to the ground. “Beetle?” She asked, the hero hopping down
off Skeets and landing beside her, “what now?”



“I think… That we need to get into the cockpit…”



“You think…”



“Yeah. I think there was someone piloting this embarrassing piece
of machinery.”



“Hey,” smiled Booster, as he hovered down from the sky above, “at
least it’s not a big floating blue dung beetle, eh Ted?”



“It’s a flying fascist, Booster. That’s kind of embarrassing in
itself, ok? And leave the Bug alone.”



“Sorry,” replied Booster.



“Any idea on how to get inside?” inquired Power Girl, who was
messing with Prysm’s smoking hair playfully. “(You did good
kid.)”



“Thanks,” blushed the younger heroine.



“Skeets,” blurted out Booster, “Uh, he has the ability to crack any
code or open any lock inside that little chassis of his… He can
open it. Skeets?”



“Yessir!”



Beetle leaned over to Booster, “He can really do that?”



“Of course he can do that! He’s my robot you know! And the world’s
most powerful and painstakingly handsome superhero only keeps
around the most magnificent robots as his aid! What do think I am,
some kind of D list hero who only shines when he’s teamed with a
rag tag bunch of spandex wearing goons? Of course Skeets can do
that!”



“Right.” Ted said rolling his eyes.



“What happened? What hit me?” Questioned Steel, appearing to the
others gathered.



“We’re about to find out,” replied Beetle.



Skeets approached the cockpit, and a tiny ray of light hit the side
of the entry to the device as Skeets went to work. “Open sesame!”
buzzed the golden droid.



The door creaked open with a start, revealing a small man, balding
and old, his skin thin and papery. “Viel zu lange habe ich mich in
den Schatten dieser Welt versteckt und meine Rache geplant. Und als
mir Oberon dann diesen kleinen Lohn für meine Arbeit anbot erkannte
ich meine Chance! Ich entwarf den Plan, die zwei größten
Weltvernichtungsprojekte, die von Hitlers Wissenschaftlern
entwickelt worden waren, umzusetzen und auf die Menschheit
loszulassen! Den Überbot, und nun… Die Saat des Teufels!"



“What did you just say?” hissed Steel, grabbing the old man by his
collar. “What did you just say?”



Beetle rolled his eyes. “Skeets?”



“ ‘For too long have I hidden in the shadows of the world, planning
my revenge, and with the less than minimum wage packet offered to
me by Oberon, I saw my chance! I planned to unleash the two
greatest doomsday projects developed by Hitler’s own scientists!
THE ÜBERBOT, and now… THE DEVIL SPAWN!”



“Uh oh,” grimaced Power Girl, readying herself.



"Bereitet euch darauf vor, den Zorn des Dritten Reichs zu
spüren!"



The Überbot shuddered once more, and it’s chest creaked open, and
the Powers, Inc team gasped in horror—



“Uh,” began Prysm, “What is that?”



Blue Beetle clambered inside the small compartment where strangely
formed bones resided within. “Devil spawn maybe?”



“Nien!” howled the scientist, “Nien!”



Steel chuckled. “Looks like the Devil Spawn is long dead! We can
call STAR Labs to pick up the pieces.”



“Hey guys, you handled that pretty well!” Grinned Oberon, “Good
job, we should make evening news with this for sure!”



“This is your fault, Oberon! You paid this Nazi to build this
machine, and now—”



“What’s going on,” asked Derek Oberan, who appeared shortly behind
the diminuitive Oberon.



“This guy—”



“Anything relating to Powers Industries or Powers, Incorporated
does not involve Oberon, it involves me, as Josiah Powers placed me
in command.”



“Really?” smiled Ted and cocking his head to his side, “then you’re
in responsible for the hiring of all the employees? Even the…
Freelance German cybernetic experts?”



“Yes, why, I am—”

 

 


Ted Kord sat at his worktop, a
screwdriver and a circuit board in his hands. He was wearing his
blue uniform, and over that, a white lab coat. All the rage, he
heard. His cowl was around his neck, and his goggles dug into his
spine, but he didn't care. How could he screw it up so much? How
could he ruin the one good thing he had going in his life? He
punched the worktop, and then shoved all the nuts, bolts, tools and
technology to a side, and then laid his head against the cold
surface. Idiot. Idiot. Idiot!



Booster came into the room looking a little more humble than usual.
Or perhaps humble is the wrong word… how about less arrogant.



"Do you need something, Michael?" Ted asked in an annoyed
tone.



"Oh, come on man… Don't tell me you're still upset over that Looker
thing. Why do you always have to bring up old stuff? She'll get
over it." Booster replied taking a seat in a nearby chair. Skeets
was nearby.



"Yeah, what if she doesn't?" Ted asked playing along with the
notion that Booster was anything close to qualified to give love
advice.



"What if she doesn’t? What if she doesn’t!? Then forget
her, man. We're big time superheroes, like world renowned big time
superheroes… You’re BLUE BEETLE, I’m BOOSTER FRIGGIN GOLD, if she
can’t see that, forget about her, go date a supermodel or a Hilton
or that girl who was in the Mickey Mouse club."



"The bald one?"



"What? No, she’s lost it, the alcoholic and anorexic one, she’s got
her stuff together."



"This isn't helping, Booster."



"Not with that attitude, it ain’t.” He said taking off his mask and
walking towards his irritated friend, “Listen, I need a favour. A
big one." His voice had changed. For perhaps the first time since
Ted Kord known the man known as Booster Gold, he was serious.
"What's that?" Ted asked sitting up and actually looking at Booster
for the first time since he entered.



"Erase the catalogue of historical events from Skeets' hard drive."
He answered pointing at Skeets.



Ted's eyes widened as he looked up at Skeets. His brain tingling
with possibilities. "That floating toaster has every significant
event up till your time recorded in that little brain of its? Are
you crazy? We could really use that to help people."



"No." Booster answered. "It didn't work for the Apokolips thing.
That jerk Rip Hunter saw to that. It's history and it can't be
changed.



Ted was surprised by Booster's sudden burst of responsibility.
"Even if I tried Michael, that thing is way more technologically
advanced then I may be able to tinker with… I mean who knows if
I’ll do it right? I could completely screw him up for good, wipe
his memory clean can we really risk that?”



“We’re gonna have to…” Booster said looking at his friend in a way
he had never done before.



”I’ll do what I can.”



"Thanks Teddy,” he said walking out the door before turning around
one last time to look his friend in the eye, “but maybe… just leave
a couple of winning lotto numbers? Just in case."



"You got it."

 

 


Epilogue Number
9



Harry sat on his bed looking at his bare feet. The whole thing was
a big joke to the rest of them. It was as if they had forgotten. He
looked out the window hoping for something to change, anything. But
nothing happened. For a while longer he gazed out before dropping
his head back down at his feet.



They had hired him as a janitor as some kind of charity case when
they heard he was living hand to mouth. Kord even offered to
rebuild his suit from scratch if he knew how but what was the
point? Inevitably he’d end up right back again in the same dark
room. Powerless. Powerless in a place where everyone around him
possessed unique gifts that could benefit mankind, he used to
consider himself one of those people but he couldn’t even save her.
She was all that mattered and he wasn’t fast enough. Wasn’t brave
enough. Wasn’t bold enough.



“Harry.” The sweet sound of her voice echoed throughout the room.
“You’ve got to stop doing this to yourself.”



“Carrie… I couldn’t save you…”



“I never died Harry, you know that.” His face fell back down to the
floor, he didn’t deserve to look at her. She wasn’t dead. Somehow
she had survived. Somewhere in Alaska her molecules finally pulled
themselves together and she fought her way back to civilization.
The fact that she was, in fact, alive, didn’t change matters. She
might as well have been dead to him. Whatever superheroic fairy
tale he had fooled himself into believing was his real life was
gone and all he could see when he looked at her now was his own
failure.



She was the embodiment of all the things he could never be. She was
a real hero.



“Carrie…” He said again looking her in the face one last time, “I
couldn’t-“



“You’re right, Harry, and I’m sick of going through this. I’m going
to see an old friend in Las Vegas. I don’t know when I’ll be back.”
And with that she vanished into thin air and he sank again. He had
to do something. He had to escape.

 

 



Epilogue 73:



The Tower was quiet. Steel lay in his bed reading, Booster Gold was
chatting to Blue Beetle in the common room, the television buzzing
static in the background. The top three floors of Powers Towers
were residential. The uppermost floor was Josiah's pad, the two
below that the team's. Meeting room, apartments, kitchen, stuff
like that. At night, the Tower's defences powered up. From floor 4
to 90, the glass outside was electrified by technology created by
Ted Kord, and the floors below patrolled by robot sentries created
by Steel and Doctor Will Magnus himself.



Steel noticed it first.



The motions sensors buzzed, and his internal computer sparked to
life. Something as quiet as a fly was on Floor 75. What could it
be, that sounded like a fly? He smiled, and continued to read. A
fly then, he thought.



Then the robots AI screamed as their heads hit the floor on 89. He
jerked up, and readied himself. Someone was working their way
through the Tower defences! He threw himself out of his bunk and
rushed to the common room, where Booster and Beetle were arguing
over which episode of the Magenta Lanterns was gayest. "Someone's
in the building!"



"Yeah," Booster sighed. "You, me, and Teddy over here."



"No… " He groaned. "Power up your suit!" He grabbed them both,
pulling them out of the room. "Come on!" He ran a corner and then
smoke rushed through out the corridor. His infrared eyes did
nothing to clear the images coming into his sensors. "What is…
?"



"MANY HAVE WONDERED."



"Who… ?"



"MANY HAVE ASKED THE QUESTION… "



"It can't be… "



"HOW DO YOU TRAP THE MASTER OF ESCAPE?"



Booster Gold smiled. "Thad… "



"THE ANSWER?" The smoke began to swirl and twirl, and a man
appeared in the middle of the corridor: "… YOU CANNOT!"



"MISTER MIRACLE!" grinned Steel, “YOU’RE ALIVE!”



Thaddeus Brown smiled, his cape billowing around him. "Yes, my
friends… I am back!"

 



Look to the skies for more Powers,
Inc.!



=======================================================================



If you enjoyed this story, you can find more tales of your favorite
DC heroes at DC2
Universe.



All characters are (c) DC Comics and no infringement upon their
copyrights is intended. Support DC Comics by buying their monthly
comic books and graphic novels.
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