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Voyeurism







As far as bad ideas went, this was a pretty dismal one.

Castor ruefully rubbed his armpits as Tempest peered out of the alley they’d landed in to assess the situation. He could not, in good conscience, recommend being flown around by the armpits. Even if it ended up being the most expedient way to get to the scene of the crime.

What they were doing went against everything they were supposed to be doing. No reasonable person would suggest the simultaneous attempted robbery of three banks—by a single person, no less—qualified as low-level crime.

Castor pinched the bridge of his nose and sighed. At least they had clearance to intervene since everyone was busy with the gathering of big names in the town square.

“SIBYL’s best guess? Luxus is pulling anywhere from Mach 15 to 20.”

Castor blinked. “Mach 15?” he said. “Mach 20?!”

Tempest shrugged. “Best guess. SIBYL says he’s too fast for the cameras to get an accurate measure.”

Gods help us, Castor thought to himself. He was supposed to be a retired hero and Tempest was a hero on probation after a prolonged hospital stay.

This was just getting better and better. “And how fast was his previous best?” said Castor.

“Mach 5.”

Horrifying. A 200–300% increase in capability was unprecedented. Though Castor supposed it wasn’t exactly unthinkable since Luxus was an M-Class speedster. That was to say, Luxus’ abilities were metaphysical in nature.

No C-Class speedster, whose powers relied on conventional physics, would have survived the kinds of forces involved in running at Mach 20. Not to mention, it would be all but impossible to get them that fast in the first place.

“Maybe we should wait for reinforcements,” said Castor. They weren’t equipped to deal with this shit.

Tempest didn’t agree, though. “You can put in a request, but I don’t think we have the time. Everyone’s at that big event downtown.”

Castor sighed. In truth, the request for reinforcements had already been rebuffed. Command was convinced the bank robberies were a big distraction and there were too many big names to leave the event downtown unsecured.

“Okay. Alright. So…” Castor wasn’t used to working in a team with these dynamics. He was supposed to be in charge but the whole situation had gone so pear-shaped he didn’t know what the fuck to do.

A chime from their wrist communicators saved him from having to make a call. “Thank fuck,” said Castor. “Please tell me you have good news, SIBYL.”

A soft feminine voice chirped in response. “I have the information you asked for. Luxus’ most likely targets are three artifacts involved in demonic summoning rituals.”

Castor frowned. Well, shit.

“Show us,” said Tempest. He shared a serious look with Castor and tapped the part of his suit that covered his right temple to activate his visor.

Castor did the same. Moments later, nanites threaded into the fabric of his suit produced a tough polyglass shell that went over his face.

It was the latest in suit technology and, if his sources were to be believed, prohibitively expensive to create. A digital display came to life on the inside of the visor, neatly presenting all the information SIBYL had relayed.

“Gods,” said Castor. The artifacts had been confiscated by planetside authorities in a raid on a demonic cultist compound. “Why the hell did they put it up for auction?”

Tempest shrugged. “Fundraising,” he said.

Castor glanced at Tempest. “Might as well have sold a fucking nuke.”
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