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    To Mom, thanks for everything! You're the best!

To the Dreamers, never give up on your dreams
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Origins
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Once upon a time, in the year 20XY, Joe Rover was walking his dog, Bandit, when a truck crashed spilling a strange substance. During the commotion, Bandit escaped Joe’s grasp and drank the liquid. He then bit Joe seemingly passing on the talents of a dog to him. 

Deciding to protect the people of his hometown, Joe Rover became the superhero known as Dogboy. 

Eventually, Joe learned that Bandit’s bite only magnified the powers within him. He was part of an ancient alien race known as the Sirians, beings from Sirius, which is not a star but a planet.

After many more adventures, he learned that his world was just one in a nearly infinite universe filled with multiverses known as the Omniverse. 

He also learned that a company known as Blue Light Technologies watches over the Omniverse. The company records events that happen across the Omniverse and sell them as stories, movies, or games. However, corruption grew within BLT and a prophecy was created. The prophecy said that a “Chosen One” would one day defeat the corrupt leaders of BLT. 

After some trials, Joe did defeat the corruption and restored BLT to its original purpose, but evil would not let the hero rest. An ancient cosmic being known as The Nothing sought to destroy Joe.

Joe and a new friend named David defeated The Nothing, but Joe soon learned that David was not the friend he thought he was.

Before the truck incident, David made a deal with a secret society known as the Masters of the Dark Arts to gain the powers of necromancy and mind control. He used these powers against his class. Years later, Joe learned of the treachery. He, his friends, and some classmates traveled back in time and stopped David. However, the victory resulted in a time shift that caused science and technology to advance faster than it originally did. When Joe and the others returned to the present, the world looked like 20XY, but it was really 19XY.
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​The Counterfeiting Operation


[image: ]




“I’ve heard of counterfeiting operations,” said CyberPunk, “but this is a new one.”

CyberPunk and I were on clean-up duty. The International League of Super-Transbeings raided a counterfeiting ring. We’d expected criminals making piles of fake money or clothes or gadgets but not people. We found tanks of half-cooked and fully-cooked clones. The warehouse they were using had your traditional creepy, mad scientist vibe—dank with a lot of bubbling vials and spider webs in the corners. Some of the clones must have been early experiments because they didn’t even look human. I did wonder what the device with two chairs hooked together by a large electrical wire was for.

“Thanks for the assist,” the PAWS officer said. They finished loading up the last counterfeiter and signaled to the driver. The vehicle slowly departed the scene in order to avoid interfering with the forensics and investigation teams.

I stroked the fur near the area that passes as my chin. I was thinking back to the lead counterfeiter talking about using the cloned bodies to download “them.” Who could he be talking about? Could that be what that chair device was used for? It sure looked like that would be its purpose.

“It’s official,” said Brood stepping from the shadows. “All the recent missing persons have been accounted for.”

I put my hands on my hips. “And where have you been?” I asked the reformed vampire. “We were on clean-up by ourselves.”

“Around,” said Brood with his usual stoic tone. You could get more information out of stone than him. 

“You gotta love a man of few words,” said CyberPunk with a huff.

Brood sighed and pinched the bridge of his pale nose. “If you must know, I was checking in with PAWS to find out if there were any more missing persons.”

CyberPunk crossed his arms against the chest of his orange construction vest. He turned his head to the side. “No need to get huffy.”

Brood grumbled something. “Let’s go,” he said finally.

CyberPunk, Brood, and I loaded into the ILOST (pronounced I LOST) assault land vehicle, the RoadSplitter. Brood commanded it to return home and the self-driving machine began its trip back to Freedom Isle.

***
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I SNORTED AWAKE WHEN CyberPunk elbowed me. “We’re here,” he said.

Our RoadSplitter parked in an empty slot next to the other RoadSplitters. I stretched then followed the others out of the garage/hanger. Along with the RoadSplitters were other vehicles used by ILOST and some personal vehicles used by members. Brood plugged the RoadSplitter into the charging station before we left for the short-range transporter platform.

We checked in and were swept for any tracking or other nefarious devices. A quick blast of ion energy cleaned us of any diseases, natural or manmade. After what felt like an hour of filling out the after mission report, I met up with CyberPunk and Brood at the cafeteria. CyberPunk rested his giant sledgehammer against the table followed by his miner helmet on the table. Brood looked as brooding as ever as he stared at his vegetable tray. As a reformed vampire, he doesn’t drink blood. He could eat meat if he wanted but he didn’t want anything to tempt him.

“If I ever do go back to my old ways,” he keeps saying, “it won’t be good for you.”

We know little of his past other than he is extremely old and that during his bloodthirsty years he’d been known as the Bloody Red Baron during World War I and Jack the Ripper—and those are just the aliases he’s let us know.

I gulped down my bite of hamburger. “Not hungry?”

Brood pushed his plate away. “I’m not in the mood for...vegetables.” Why did he make that sound like a vampire telling his guests that he doesn’t drink...wine? Brood stood making the chair squeak like a mouse waking up to discover his home was transformed into a cat farm. “I’m late for a meeting at the Vault anyway.”

CyberPunk and I glanced at each other. “Oooh...” we said. “He’s so awesome.” Brood snarled showing a bit of fang. CyberPunk dipped a little further into his seat. Brood said his good-byes with a flick of his dark duster jacket in a way that hinted he believed himself to be superior.

“O...kay,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “What was up with that? Brood’s not the most sociable character but that was borderline rude.”

CyberPunk returned his construction/miner helmet to his head. “And what’s up with the meeting? Even the alphas go to the Vault only when necessary.”

Something did not smell right.

***
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BROOD WALKED THE HALLS with the gait of someone overcompensating his confidence. He strutted like someone who didn’t belong but was trying to hide the fact. If someone neared him, he would hiss or snarl. He acted more like a movie vampire than a real vampire. It was just a matter of time before he would tell someone, “I vant to be alone.”

In order to follow Brood, I slipped into rooms or ducked behind trashcans. At one point, I crouched behind a group of Supers talking about the Lakers game last night. 

“What are you doing?” asked Masked Hippo, his nose flaring just enough to make his point.

“Nothing,” I smiled.

Masked Hippo turned his head down the hall. Brood stood at an intersection; he checked left and right like he didn’t know where he was going. Masked Hippo faced me again; he put his hands on his hips, making his belly jiggle. “It looks to me like you are spying on Brood.”

I waved a hand. “Me? Psst! Nah. I’m just...looking for my contact?”

“You don’t wear contacts.”

“Well...I should probably consider it.”

“Dogboy, if you’ve got some problem with Brood then you need to talk to HR...not skulk around the halls.”

“But—”

“But nothing. Don’t let me catch you following anyone again.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said with a deep sigh.

The other Supers in the group snickered. Masked Hippo returned to the others and the conversation. At the intersection, I turned left as if I was heading to Hero Resources. A moment later, I peeked around the corner. Wonder Bot said something about an interception. I scurried across the intersection and towards the Vault.

Unfortunately, I still lost sight of Brood. 

I stopped, closed my eyes, and sniffed the air. When I opened my eyes, a dark mist in a flowing line (similar to a water stream) stretched down the hall. Bingo. But something was off about Brood’s scent-aura. It was different, but just a little. Brood’s scent is mostly black and red with some pale white; this scent looked very much like that, but there were also flecks of green. I growled softly. This was not Brood.

***
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THE THING THAT WAS not Brood placed his hand on the Vault scanner. A light flashed green and the lock disengaged with a click. A second later, the door split open like curtains. Brood entered and I slipped in a moment after. 

The next room contained so many lasers it looked like a double cross washcloth. You could barely hear yourself narrate over the sound of buzzing.

“Identify,” said a voice.

“Brood,” said the fake hero in a tone that seemed to be overselling his Brood-ness. 

“Identity confirmed.”

The laser deactivated. Brood sauntered across the empty laser-field like a person who just knew they were getting that promotion. I quickly followed behind. Once he reached the other end, the door slid open. About three inches from the door, I hit a snag: I needed to breathe. I’d been following Brood while cloaked. While cloaked, no one could see me, hear me, touch me, or any other way sense me, but this also meant that air passed through me. I had to become visible in order to breathe. I decloaked long enough to inhale. Unfortunately, that was still enough time for the system to realize Brood had a hitchhiker. The beams reactivated and singed my tail before I could squeeze passed the closing door. I didn’t have enough time to turn invisible again; I was preoccupied by not having a new hole in my chest.

Brood stopped in the Vault room; he sniffed the air. “I smell...” He flipped towards me, hissing and showing off his fangs. He held his hands up like a monster jumping out at a small child. “...burnt dog.”

I let out a yip as the alarms sounded. The Vault entered lockdown mode. Brood glanced from me to a section of wall then back to me. He hissed a groan then ran for the blank wall. He jumped then vanished through the wall. I tilted my head in confusion...other than ran after him. A moment later, I regained my wits and leapt through the wall; I landed roughly on the other side.

CLANK!!

The door behind me closed. The security wall for this area looked more, eh, intense. It looked more than blast resistant. I placed my hand to the wall; it was also made of something stronger than the normal alloys ILOST uses.

“Dark Matter,” I whispered. The barrier was made of Dark Matter (or phantasmic matter or the fifth state of matter). The door, walls, ceiling, and floor were impervious to any normal assault. I rose to my feet and dusted myself off. Something seriously important was stored in here to warrant a secret chamber, holographic wall, and phantasmic security.

I inched my way down the sleek corridor using the walls to guide me in the semi-gloom. Five steps into my journey, I realized this enclosure created a new problem: air can’t pass through phantasmic matter. I saw no oxygen pumps or stations. With our only way out blocked off (you can’t teleport out of a phantasmic matter cube nor can you get radio signals out), it wouldn’t take Brood and me long to suffocate.

“Finally,” said the fake Brood.

A step later and the gloomy hall opened into a well-lit paradise. Green grass covered the floor—planted above the phantasmic matter flooring. A couple trees stood by a gazebo and a koi pond trinkled nearby.

At least the trees and grass meant we’ll have oxygen.

I joined Brood at the gazebo. In the center stood a white marble pedestal. On the pedestal, sat a velvet cushion. On the cushion rested a rather large egg. The egg was white but had colored swirl designs similar to something painted by the Easter Bunny.

Brood reached for the egg. “After all this time...” He paused then let out an annoyed sigh. “Are sure you’re not Roach-Man?” he said without turning.

“You’re obviously not Brood. Who are you and what do you want with an egg?”

His shoulders shook with a soft, condescending chuckle. He finally turned and placed a hand to his heart. “I am a loyal member of JAWS. We counterfeited Brood in order to gain access to ILOST HQ. While you were playing clean-up, we switched me for Brood.” JAWS (Justifying Anomalies With Science) is a group of people working to study transbeings and other “paranormal” occurrences. At least, that’s what they tell the public. They are really the latest incarnation of an ancient group of monster hunters. JAWS hunts down anyone or anything that does not fit into their idea of normal. They will hunt down people of other ethnicities or beliefs just as much as they would hunt down Bigfoot. Their previous incarnation was Ether Operations.

I felt a sad pity for whoever had to deal with the abducted Brood; he was not going to like being contained. “You’re a clone?”

Brood waved a hand up and down his body. “This body is a clone. I was transferred from my body to this one.”

The chair! I thought. “For an egg?”

Brood’s fangs popped over his lower lip like a sinister version of a hillbilly as he smiled. “A dragon’s egg.”

“A dragon’s egg?”

Brood pointed to the egg. “This little monster has enough phantasmic energy to power New York for a thousand years.” I whistled. “While you wait for a day that’ll never come, we will use it to power countless homes. That is all you freaks are good for. Some think you are abominations against God—that you are demons. I don’t. You are just like any other resource—put on this Earth to serve humanity.” He spun around long enough to snatch the egg from the pedestal. He held it up like some video game character celebrating their latest acquisition from a chest.

“Normally, a vampire and a werewolf are evenly matched, but this beauty will change that. Now, you will learn why I chose Brood to counterfeit!” He sunk his vampire fangs into the egg’s shell. The shell cracked only a little at the point of impact. Lights, like aurora, swooshed out in a rush of a wind-power shockwave. It felt like a mini-bomb ignited.

Brood’s eyes went wide. The whites turned blood red. His hair stood on end like someone holding onto a static cling generator. His aura became so strong I could see it without my weredog senses. The crackling energy was also loud enough for his aura to make an audible sound like something out of an anime.

The fake Brood laughed as he removed his teeth from the egg. He balanced the egg in one hand and clinched his other. “Such power.” His eyes went from his crackling hand to me. “Enough to finally destroy you.” The air swirled like a whirlpool; the phony Brood thrust out his hands in a two-handed palm strike. “DIE!!”

A blast of wind-like power sent me somersaulting across the chamber like a plastic bag caught in a hurricane. I splatted against the wall like a witch who’d drank too much during a Halloween party.

The fake Brood lowered his head in a prideful sneer. “We will find the last of the dragons. We will siphon their power as we did with the unicorns. We will use that power to enslave the rest of you. Humanity will reach a new age of technological might just as we did during the World War II. You will serve us as it was always meant to be! You...creatures live only to be beast of burden. You are not heroes; you are not special. You are pets.”

The air crackled and hummed again. Brood raised his hands. But before he could strike, a whistle drew our attention. A figure in red and black dropped from the tree to my left. His duster jacket furled out around him.

“I worked for someone like you before,” said the real Brood. “He also thought everyone served him.” Brood’s eyes narrowed to slits; his fangs grew longer and sharper. “Never again.”

“How did you escape!?” hissed the counterfeit Brood.

“Simple.” Brood crossed his arms. “I’m awesome.”

“Oooh, snap,” I said with a wheeze.

Faux Brood pointed at Brood. “Even you can’t stand against the power of the egg.”

Brood spread his hunched arms like a man-beast about to attack. “Who do you think sent the dragons into hiding in the first place?” His voice sounded somewhere between a snake and a bat.

The imposter hovered into the air. Bat wings ejected from the real Brood’s back. The two flew at each other like surface-to-air missiles. They collided somewhere over the koi pond. The forced launched them backwards like repelling magnets. The shockwave sent the koi water into the air like Moses parting the Red Sea. The koi also went airborne. While the two vampires recovered from their impact, I leapt forward and caught the koi midair. I returned them to their home as soon as I could.

The pretender wiped some blood from his lip. He saw Brood returning to his feet. “How is that possible? I have the power of vampires and the egg.”

Brood chuckled. “Power isn’t everything. You have no experience. Have you not wondered how I got into a place protected by phantasmic matter?”

I turned from the koi pond raising a hybrid hand-paw. “I have.”

Brood only glanced my way with his eyes. “I’ll tell you when you’re older.”

“Aw, man...”

Brood returned to his foe with a smirk on his face. “You don’t even know how to conceal your power.”

“Conceal?” said the fake.

“I’ve seen Rome burn and killed the last of the unicorns. Do you really think this pale human is all there is to me?”

I placed my hand to my face and shook my head. “You did not just ‘this isn’t my final form’ him.”

Brood jerked his head towards me. “Why do you think the Mutt and I can change shapes? If we showed our true power, we’d be a danger to the world around us; just as we were to the koi pond a moment ago. This planet is too fragile for us.”

The fraud’s expression looked like a cross between wonder and greed. He kind of looked like a school bully that’d been told he could beat up any ten kids he wished. “You mean this is not the limit to my power?”

Brood snarled a cocky “psst.” “You have no idea the power you possess.”

Faux Brood laughed wildly. He spread his legs out like a kung-fu master preparing to punch a wall. “Then let it come.”

Even though there was no wind, the tree branches swayed; the koi pond rippled. The grass around the fake began to die in a circle that seemed to pulse out larger and larger. The JAWS agent laughed a deep, distorted laugh. His voice sounded like someone playing with a voice modulator. Bat wings snapped out of his back. His hands became claws while his feet burst through his shoes and became powerful claws as well. His clothes ripped as muscles surged across his body. His ears became long, pointy, and narrow. His nose turned upright into a bat snout. He wasn’t even finished transforming when he started to grow. Within seconds, his head hit the ceiling, but the ceiling wouldn’t break because it was made of phantasmic matter. His skin began to glow an unhealthy radioactive-like glow. 

“What’s...happening?” said the fake, his voice coming in even more distorted.

“Your body can’t stand the energy output,” said Brood while still looking disinterested. I, on the other hand, needed to close my mouth before one of the koi jumped in. “Like I said, you haven’t learned to control your power.”

The JAWS agent groaned as he tried to push against the indestructible walls and ceiling. “How do I stop it?”

Brood spoke with a sigh to his voice. “By transferring it elsewhere. I suggest a dragon’s egg.”

The enormous agent groaned again. This time I didn’t think it was from the pain of the transformation. The fake grumbled then presented a hand towards the egg. Energy drained from him and back into the egg. As the energy left him, the fake shrank and returned to a normal vampire appearance. Once the process was complete, the agent sighed, “Is that it?”

“No,” said Brood.

POW!!

Brood knocked him flat with a powerful right hook to the cheek. The agent landed on the floor like a sack of potatoes dropping from a supermarket shelf.

“Now, we’re done,” said Brood retrieving the egg.

As Brood placed the egg on the pedestal cushion, I scratched my head. “How do we get out?”

“Open says a-me,” he said.

The lockdown ended. All the hatches opened.

“Seriously?” I said lifting the unconscious villain over my shoulder. “Open says a-me?”

Brood’s eyes narrowed into a mysterious smile. “Who do you think came up with the code?”

“You?...Wait, I thought it was ‘open sesame.’”

“Nope. Says a-me.”

“I guess that makes more sense.”

***
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WITHIN THE HOUR, WE had the agent transferred back to his original body—he was also arrested. As for the cloned body, without a soul, it crumbled into a puddle of genetic ooze.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Space Mission
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“Space,” said Director Donny Kay. The anthropomorphic toon donkey in a spy tuxedo suit kept his back to me. “It is the final rite of passage.” He finally turned to me with a controlled pivot. Don’t stare at his eye patch, I thought. The director of the International League of Super-Transbeings lost his eye during the Alpha-Zeta (aka transbeing-norms) War. It was replaced by a cybernetic laser-eye. 

Director Kay seemed to be taking his sweet time continuing. It was as if he wanted the mood of the dim-lit office to sink into my nerves. The windows only had dingy blinds and the view was unpleasant; I think they painted a picture of an apocalyptic landscape and placed it before the window just to unnerve us. The offered chair was two sizes too small, even for the tiniest of members. The wallpaper was dark with laughing or grimacing faces.

Kay pointed a white gloved hand towards me. Without his glove, his hands are hooves. The white gloves make it so his hooves operate and appear more human like—though for some reason he only has four fingers on each hand. 

“Fortunately for you, we have a mission. You will be reporting to the FOE colony outpost on Detroit 9.” FOE stands for Friends of Earth; it consists of all the alien races that are in an alliance with Earth. “You will be gone two years.”

“Two years?” I said. “I’ll be off-world for two years?”

Director Kay scratched his floppy donkey ear. “Is there an echo? Two years. But, don’t worry; you won’t be going alone. Another ILOST member was selected to join you.” The office door opened with a hisss. “Meet your travel companion...” I angled the tiny, steel-and-wood seat towards the door. I gasped. “Dark Hole.”
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