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Three men were sitting on folding chairs in a briefing room, one you would find in many military facilities known to humanity in the 21st century. In fact, this entire base wouldn't be out of place to any soldier who didn't know better, but for Anthony, Dante, and Quinn, the three men in question, they were all well aware that the base's technology was a bit more advanced than most mundane realities were used to. Still, it was a comforting aesthetic to have, given the very nature of their work meant that leaving their own universe behind and entering entirely different and oftentimes rather alien realities was a necessity, in order to prevent potential interdimensional threats from reaching their own universe.

"Good, glad to see you boys are all here." Captain Mackenzie said as he walked through the door and into the briefing room, holding a control for the slide projector mounted on the ceiling, turning it on as he spoke. "The Office has a new mission for you, one that we need to deal with ASAP."

“What’s the word, captain?" Quinn asked. 

“Your next target is Evelyn Monet." The projector shifted to the image of a young girl, no older than twenty. "Intel on this one is admittedly a little sparse, but we have reason to believe that she's been visiting a fantasy world designated Quintala for the last few years. To the point that she was instrumental in bringing down the local tyrant, some magician known as the Dread Lord."

"So we're going to a fantasy world?" Anthony asked, to which Mackenzie shook his head. 

"Negative." The projector image shifted again, this time to Evelyn walking down the street in a typical urban setting. "We've confirmed that Evelyn has returned to her own universe and lives there most of the time, though we believe she regularly returns to Quintala. We also believe she had access to magic on Quintala and may still retain the ability to use it on her Earth."

"We don't know for certain?" Dante asked, to which Mackenzie reluctantly shook his head. 

"We've detected multiple instances of interdimensional interference of some kind, and Observation has had difficulty being able to cut through it." The Captain admitted. "Like I said, intel on this target is a little sparse, much more than we would honestly like." Mackenzie clicked the remote again, changing the image to another still of Evelyn, this time next to a visual representation of a quantum tunnel schematic. "Still, the mission doesn't change. We know that Miss Monet has had an interdimensional adventure in this Quintala, and has the potential to do it again. For this reason alone, she's breaking non-proliferation and travel directives set up by our Office. Regardless of whether she knows it or not, that is grounds for her immediate termination, in order to preserve the sanctity of interdimensional barriers."

Anthony, Quinn, and Dante all looked at each other, recalling the last few missions they had done for their Office. While they had all been heavily briefed on their task and knew exactly why they wanted to ensure that not just anyone could travel between realities at will, the lengths they had gone to ensure that had admittedly left many of the soldiers involved more than a little uncomfortable. Especially when the targets involved were so young. Mackenzie was quick to notice their discomfort on the topic.

"I know this is a task none of us have enjoyed, but we've seen firsthand the damage that can be wrought by two incompatible worlds interacting." Their commanding officer gestured to the slide projector, this time showing a 20th century army with tanks and helicopters gunning down a much less advanced force that was still using spears, bows and arrows. "This is why we need to contain interdimensional travelers, by any means necessary."

"Rules of engagement, sir?" Anthony asked, to which the projector image shifted again. 

"You'll have to be a lot more cautious on this op." Mackenzie replied, as the image became a traditional urban cityscape. "Preliminary intelligence suggests that the target lives in an apartment building in an urban zone. And it goes without saying that a fireteam in full tactical gear is going to draw major attention, potentially alerting the target." Mackenzie shook his head. "So instead you're going to infiltrate the local law enforcement and snag a couple of uniforms. By the time they figure out you don't belong, the mission will be complete and you'll all be long gone."

"So an infiltration and assassination mission." Quinn summarized. "Should be simple enough."

"It's certainly something you boys should all be familiar with by now." Mackenzie agreed as he shut off the slide projector. "Displacement pad is being prepped for your departure at 0800. Grab what you need and be there before then. Any questions?" 

*​**

Once the briefing was over, the fireteam wasted no time in preparing for their journey by grabbing what little kit they could bring with them for their mission. Once that was done, Anthony, Dante, and Quinn took their place on the translocation pad, which powered up at 0800 just as Captain Mackenzie had said. For a brief nanosecond, what seemed like a black hole overtook their senses, before they abruptly found themselves in the middle of an empty urban alleyway, with the familiar noises of a bustling city assaulting their senses. Fortunately, the fireteam had plenty of training dealing with the physical effects of interdimensional translocation, and were able to adjust to being in a new environment fairly quickly. 

"Comms check." Dante spoke up into his communication earpiece. "Operations, we have successfully made it to the target universe."

"Ops here." Came the reply. "We read you and verify. Proceed with your mission."

"Acknowledged."

Admittedly, not having access to full tactical equipment was a bit of hindrance, but a quick check of their GPS confirmed that their entry and extraction point had put them just a couple blocks away from the nearest police station. The trio of men quietly made their way over and found a weakpoint in the building's security, and managed to break in with minimal effort, using a short range signal jammer to blind any security cameras that might have seen them. Furthermore, they had chosen a timeframe where most of the officers were on patrol, allowing them to avoid any of the human officers with little trouble as they made their way into one of the offices and found a computer connected to the main network.

Dante sat down on the chair and plugged in a specialized device from their home universe into the USB port, bypassing the security system with little trouble. With the right hacking, Dante had managed to implant their names and fake profiles into the local computer system. Admittedly, it wouldn't take long for the locals to notice the discrepancy, but by the time any serious investigation could be made, the fireteam would have finished with their mission and extracted back to their own universe, well beyond the reach of any reprisal. Still, Quinn, Anthony, and Dante knew that they wanted to keep contact with any of the indigenous officers on this Earth to a minimum; lest they notice that they didn't belong as well.

With their cover in place, Quinn quickly headed to the armory to requisition a sniper rifle, then the three of them loaded up into one of the police cars they had requisitioned, with Anthony guiding it out of the parking lot while Dante acted as the navigator. He looked over the onboard computer, using the local data connection to find all the information he could about Evelyn Monet and where she lived, before giving that intel to Anthony.

"Got her location." Anthony confirmed. "She's only a few blocks away from here. With any luck, we'll have this mission done in less than an hour."

"Now we just need to figure out how you guys are going to get close to her." Quinn pointed out as he sat in the back of the cop car. "We need some sort of plausible reason to question her, otherwise we'll put her on edge."

"Well, I've got some abnormalities here." Dante noted as he looked over the files on their target, spotting a possible angle they could use. "Evelyn has repeatedly deposited regular sums of money into her bank account, but from what I can determine, she doesn't have any job on record."

"So where the hell is the money coming from?" Anthony asked, looking at his companions. "Something about this isn't adding up."

"Maybe she got the money from Quintala?" Dante offered with a shrug, causing the other two to look at him. "It is supposed to be a place of magic after all, maybe they found a way to conjure money into existence and she brought it back with her."

"That would confirm that the target is still in contact with Quintala." Quinn nodded as his brow furrowed. "Which would increase the risk we have to deal with."

"If nothing else, this gives us an excuse to investigate Evelyn and get close enough to target her." Dante looked at the others. "Though we may need to figure out how she keeps coming and going between universes before we kill her."

"Doubt it; Ops should be able to detect any portal if one exists." Anthony pointed out. "And if it's Evelyn herself, removing her should deal with the problem permanently." 

"We can only hope that no one from Quintala has actually been on this Earth yet." Quinn replied, a tone of concern entering his voice. "Otherwise, the list of targets might end up growing considerably."

"It is kinda weird that we have so little intel on this compared to other targets." Anthony admitted as he expertly weaved the car through traffic. "Normally, Observation would have a lot more knowledge and preparation for us than this."

"You know, does anyone else feel like we're the bad guys in all this?" Dante abruptly asked, drawing the attention of his comrades. "Look, I know the danger of unrestricted multiverse travel as well as anyone. But these last few targets have been fucking kids who don't know any better. And we're just... gunning them down like it's nothing."

"I have to admit, it hasn't helped me sleep at night." Anthony admitted after a moment of silence, before glancing to their companion in the backseat. "Quinn?"

"Look, I'm not sure how much action you guys have seen, but I've personally watched kids turn into killing machines with terrifying effectiveness." Quinn replied as he disassembled the sniper rifle he had appropriated from the police armory. "Teenagers especially tend to be little psychopaths in that regard." The sniper shook his head. "Sure it sucks that we have to put them down, but at the end of the day, Ops has the right of it." He raised an eyebrow. "Or did you guys forget about the teenage brat who tried to turn that talking kitten planet into his own personal evil overlord playground?"

"Oh god, don't remind me about that one." Anthony shivered. "We had to slingshot an entire battalion onto that world to clean up that mess." 

"I get what you mean, I guess." Dante admitted, looking through the rearview mirror at Quinn. "I'm still an FNG when it comes to a lot of this stuff."

"Look, it's fine to have doubts and regrets, Dante." Quinn replied, his tone reassuring. "A lot of soldiers always do. But you can't let that affect you when it comes to this job."

"It won't." He assured his companions, taking a brief look at Evelyn's photo again in the computer screen. "It's just- necessary or not, it's always harder to simply see them as a target instead of a person."

"I hear you." Anthony nodded. "But we have to do what we have to do, else we risk the destruction of two worlds."

"I know, I know." Dante nodded. "I won't have any issues doing what needs to be done when the time comes."

*​**

The rest of the trip was made in relative silence as they narrowed down where they needed to go. The car made a brief stop to drop Quinn off in an alleyway, leading to a suitable building where he could get a good vantage point with his sniper rifle. Tucked into a briefcase, Quinn made his way through the building until he was on the roof, confirming that he had decent sightlines on the target apartment. Once that was done, Dante and Anthony drove onward towards the apartment building in question, and with their uniforms, they were barely questioned by anyone as they entered and made their way up to the fourth floor, where the records showed the Monets resided. 

The plan was simple. Anthony and Dante would approach her disguised as Law Enforcement Officers and lull her into a false sense of security. Once her guard was down, they would kill her immediately, before she had any chance of using the magical powers she was suspected to keep. Of course, in the event that she suspected something was off, that was where Quinn would come in by sniping her. Whatever magic she had access to wouldn't help with a bullet to the head from a considerable distance away, especially if she had no idea it was coming. Quick and clean, allowing them to avoid a prolonged battle with someone they likely had no hope of defeating conventionally.

So, with that plan in mind and everything set, Dante knocked on the door to the Monet apartment. Fortunately, they didn't have to wait very long, as their target was indeed home and answered the door, opening it slightly while narrowing her eyes in suspicion and confusion at the two police officers outside of her home. 

"Evelyn Monet?" Anthony asked, already knowing it was her, but keeping up appearances by asking anyway. 

"Yeah?" She replied. "Is something wrong, officers?"

"We wanted to talk to you about your finances." Dante said, deciding to cut right to the chase. "We've noticed some suspicious activity with your account and believe it may be connected to some known criminal activity."

"Funny, I already cleared that with the IRS." Evelyn frowned in confusion. "Surely there must have been some mistake."

"I'm afraid we'll still need to ask you a few questions, ma'am." Anthony replied, his voice becoming firm and authoritative. "If you'd allow us just a moment of your time, we can put any confusion behind us and be on our way."

"Alright then, come in." Evelyn said as she opened the door even wider, allowing the two disguised men into her modest apartment.

I​t had a kitchen, which led off into an open space that doubled as a living room and dining room, judging by the table with four chairs set up, with a couch across from a television set a short distance away. Beyond all that was a glass doorway that led to a patio and balcony, and before that, a hallway that clearly led off to the bathrooms and bedrooms, but overall, it was nothing to write home about. The various pieces of artwork and potted plants around the place however, were quite clearly not native to this universe, even if the uninformed might mistake them otherwise. One of the small ferns was emitting a faint purple glow under the vascular tissue as Dante passed by it, something a plant from a typical version of Earth should not possess.

"Here, this'll probably be easier if we all sit down." Evelyn said as she walked towards the dining room table, which was in open view of the patio and the rest of the city, while leaving her back exposed to Dante and Anthony. 

This was their chance. With Evelyn's back turned, Dante and Anthony immediately reached for their sidearms, but in the split second that they did, Dante spotted a strange rune symbol on the ground around them. With that realization, Dante quickly dove to the side, but Anthony was caught in a block of ice that appeared from the runic symbol underneath him. Dante's reactions were slowed as he stared at his frozen partner in shock, but he quickly refocused on the task at hand as Evelyn turned to face him.

"I figured you weren't real police officers." She said, as Dante drew his sidearm and opened fire on Evelyn, only for it to bounce off of some sort of armor that she hadn't been wearing a moment ago. "Enough of that." 

A wave of her hand turned Dante's gun into a pile of sand, before he was hoisted in the air by an aura of blue energy. Dante struggled to break free of the aura, but was helpless against the strange magic as Evelyn slammed him against the wall. Then with a wave of her free hand, she melted the ice holding Anthony and enveloped him in a similar aura, first turning his gun into a pile of grass clippings, then slamming him into the wall next to Dante.

"Wha- how-?!" Anthony gasped in confusion as his mind tried to catch up with what the hell had just happened. 

"An unauthorized interdimensional breach is detected on my home Earth, and not even an hour later, the police randomly show up at my door?" Evelyn replied, her face now hidden behind a strange helmet. "Did you think I was an idiot?" 

As the two soldiers abruptly found their arms and legs bound by some sort of metal chains, Dante's eyes went wide at her words and the implications of what she meant. She had the means to detect interdimensional breaches, which combined with the fact that she was wearing advanced armor of her own, meant that she had the backing of something far more advanced than they had anticipated. 

They didn't have time to ponder this, as Quinn had apparently gotten a good view of things going wrong from his overwatch position. A sniper round rang out and shattered the glass of the apartment patio door as it impacted the back of Evelyn's head. But instead of killing her like the fireteam might have hoped, the round simply bounced off the strange armor she was wearing, which was clearly far more durable than anything they had previously seen before.

"And there's a sniper. Of course there is." Evelyn sighed, turning to the shattered glass of her apartment's patio balcony. "Don't think you can run away now."

Despite the distance between Quinn's sniper position and where they were now, Evelyn was apparently still able to spot the third member of their fireteam, as a lightning bolt suddenly appeared from the sky and struck down on the rooftop of the adjacent building. The abrupt scream and electrical interference from their comms was all the evidence that Dante and Anthony needed to know that Evelyn had clearly hit her mark. 

"Abort the mission!" Dante yelled into his comms. "Ops, the target has access to advanced technology and detected our arrival-!" He didn't get to say anything more as Evelyn gestured to him and his commlink was abruptly ripped out of his ear and flew into the young woman's hand. 

"I'm sorry, your little assassination team can no longer come to the phone right now, can I take a message?" Evelyn said into the microphone. "Or maybe you can explain who the hell you guys are and why you were trying to kill me? Save me the trouble?" There was no response through the comms, while she magically grabbed Anthony's own comms as an afterthought. "Of course it couldn't be that easy." Evelyn sighed as she put the comms devices on the nearby table before tapping her ear. "Control, I found the interlopers. Two are being held by me while I brought a lightning bolt down on a sniper's head."

As she spoke, the young woman waved her hand, causing the glass to repair itself and the few bullet holes in the apartment to disappear. Dante and Anthony couldn't hear any responses from who Evelyn was talking to, but from the way she spoke, it was clear that whoever was on the other end of that conversation was clearly responsible for actually detecting their arrival here. The fact that their intel had nothing on them indicated that either Ops had dropped the ball, or that whoever was backing Evelyn had some concerning reach. 

"No, they're still alive." Evelyn said, looking back at Dante and Anthony, who were still bound against their will. "Wait, you think? Alright, I'll check."

Before either Dante or Anthony could do anything, Evelyn abruptly raised her hand and both soldiers felt their mouths open wide against their wills. And to make things more shocking, the cyanide capsules implanted in the molars of each soldier in case of capture painlessly extracted themselves from their jaws, before floating in mid-air in front of Evelyn. 

"You were right, Control. They had suicide implants. Cyanide capsules if I had to guess." Evelyn looked over the capsules before disintegrating them in disgust. "You want me to start interrogating them before you take them into custody?" There was a brief moment of silence on the young woman's end as the mysterious Control gave a reply. "Alright, I suppose it won't hurt to ask."

Evelyn deactivated her comms and in a split second, the mask around her face disappeared in a way that could only be possible with some sort of nanotechnology. Dante couldn't help but curse in surprise at the display, as that was definitely technology way more advanced than this Earth should have access to in its stage of development. Anthony, meanwhile, just began reciting his name and serial number, in the standard operating procedure for a captured soldier when facing the prospect of an interrogation.

"This is definitely a bit of a curiosity for us." Evelyn said, ignoring Anthony's words. "Last I heard, the Earth Ascendancy and Core Universe Authority are still more focused on trying to kill each other, plus this whole assassination attempt doesn't really fit the typical MO of the Transdimensional Thieves..." The confusion and alarm must have shown on their expressions, because Evelyn's eyes narrowed. "And given your faces, you clearly don't know who any of them are, so you're obviously not with them." A flick of her wrist had both operatives floating closer to Evelyn's face. "Which begs the question: Who are you working for?" 
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On the surface of the red planet of Mars, there was a facility that had been constructed in the latter half of the 21st century. Currently, that station was under siege by a number of terrorists, who were after the research materials within, including the terraforming data that the governments of Earth were intending to use to terraform the red planet into something far more hospitable for them all. The terrorists had gunned down the scientific staff without mercy, before making their way deeper into the facility, planting explosive charges along the way. Once they had what they were looking for, they would destroy the facility and ensure that their research would be set back.

Unfortunately, for one pair of these terrorists, they had been forced to wait outside one of the station airlocks in their space suits, acting as guards to prevent any unexpected guests from entering the facility. There were rumors that someone or something was supposed to be coming to stop them, though unfortunately for the liberation front that these terrorists claimed they were, none of them had any idea as to when, where, or even if said entity would show up at all.

"Man, I can't believe we're stuck on guard duty." One of the soldiers complained, his face twisted into a scowl behind his transparent visor. "Couldn't we at least do this inside the facility?"

"And how are we supposed to keep watch from inside, genius?" His partner snarked. 

"Oh, I don't know, use windows or security cameras?" The first soldier replied. "We're not living in the fucking Stone Age, we don't need to actually be standing out here."

"And if we need to respond?" The second soldier replied. "The airlock isn't exactly quick, you know."

"Look, all I'm saying is that we don't have anything to worry about." The first soldier argued. "We'll see any intruders coming a mile away." He waited for his partner to respond, only to turn in confusion when he didn't. "Murph?" 

The soldier's eyes widened as he saw his partner lying face down in the Martian soil, his gun lying abandoned on the sand. Before he could take more than two steps towards the body, however, he also collapsed to the ground dead, now forever unaware of the invisible hand that had squeezed his brain until it hemorrhaged and stopped functioning, killing him as instantly as it had killed his partner. The unseen presence responsible for both of their deaths then simply walked through the walls of the facility as if they didn't exist. Looking around, the invisible man was acutely aware of the blood splatters and bodies around him, having been briefed about the situation beforehand.

Fortunately, his entrance hadn't been detected, as the equipment of this facility was not designed to be able to sense someone of his capabilities. And with the element of surprise still on his side, the man began making his way further into the facility to complete his mission, which just so happened to involve eliminating any other terrorists that he came across. None of the terrorists were immediately aware of the loss of the door guards, though they started to notice as more of their number dropped and their radios went silent.

Within a matter of minutes, due to being unseen and unable to be affected by any sort of gunfire, the man had reduced the terrorist numbers to just one man, who was currently in the hydroponics section and firing wildly at any shadow in paranoia. He had been forced to listen to his entire team go silent, and none of them had given any inkling of what attacked them or why. So now, this once proud and borderline fanatical terrorist was reduced to mewling and begging like a baby in paranoia.

"Who the fuck are you?! WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU?!" The man all but screamed as he fired wildly into the plantlife around him, having been spooked by the hydroponic sprinklers triggering from automatic systems. 

"I've been called the Ghost more than once in my life, but my real name is Dakar Serandas." The man replied, deciding to enjoy himself as he spoke into the lab. "And unfortunately for you, my client has paid very handsomely for the research you're trying to blow up." 

"I'll fucking kill you, you hear me?!" The surviving terrorist all but screamed, looking around the room wildly, trying to track where the voice had come from. "I'll fucking kill you!"

"You'll fail." Dakar dropped his invisibility, revealing himself to be clad in a space suit similar to what the terrorists had been wearing. "Because you're going to need something better than that."

With a cry of rage, the terrorist immediately unloaded a full magazine of automatic fire on Dakar, but the bullets simply passed right through him as if he wasn't there. The man rolled his eyes as he casually walked into the gunfire, which had absolutely no effect on his form. All the while, the terrorist's rage quickly turned to fear at the lack of any sort of results, which only grew more pronounced when his rifle clicked empty. In a last ditch effort, the terrorist swung the empty gun at Dakar as he got close, only for it to pass right through the intangible man like everything else.

Dakar didn't give the man a chance to try anything else as he plunged his hand through the terrorist's chest, doing no damage whatsoever until he located the man's rapidly beating heart. Once the intangible man had found it, he dropped his intangible nature just enough to grasp the organ in his hand to make it stop beating, causing the terrorist to undergo abrupt and unpleasant cardiac arrest. Dakar didn't let go of his heart until he was certain of the man's death, then dispassionately pulled his hand out of the man's chest before watching his corpse fall to the floor. 

"The mission is complete." Dakar reported into the spacesuit's comms. "All hostiles have been neutralized and the lab complex is safe. Though you'll need to send in teams to disarm the explosives."

"You have our thanks, Mr. Serandas." His current employer replied. "Without your help and unique abilities, our research would have been set back decades." 

"And my payment?" 

"The money has been transferred into your account, as agreed in our initial terms." Came the reply, as Dakar pulled out a black device akin to an iPhone from his belt and checked it, confirming that the transaction had gone through. 

"Then our business here is concluded." The intangible man said as he tapped a few buttons on the touch screen, generating a green and yellow portal in front of him. "If you need my services again, you know how to contact me." 

And with that, he shut off his comms before walking through the portal, which promptly shut behind him.

*​**

Sometime later

I​n a futuristic city filled with various alien species, there were a great many bars that catered to humans. One such bar was being frequented by Dakar right now, as he decided to use some of his hard earned payment on alcohol to drown his sorrows. Something the multi-armed Azralian bartender didn't fail to notice.

"What's wrong, Dakar?" She asked, the polyps on her chin vibrating as she spoke. "You've been hitting the bottle harder than usual."

"My boyfriend dumped me." Dakar shook his head with a heavy sigh. "Said he wanted something more than I could give him."

"Well, take it easy with that stuff." The Azralian replied. "That's diluted Raktar whiskey you're drinking there. Too much of it has been known to send humans into a coma."

"Don't worry, I know my limits." He assured the bartender. "Plus, given my enhancements, it'll take a lot more of this stuff to knock me on my ass than most others."

It was true, he was certainly far from a typical human. That hadn't always been the case, of course. At one time, he had been a rather ordinary man, one who would have been considered unremarkable amongst most humans. Though that all changed one day when a scientific institution in his home country offered him a deal to be a lab rat for certain scientific experiments. Through a few experiments, he had gained the ability to turn intangible and invisible at will.

As a result of his gift, Dakar was highly valued for his espionage and spying abilities, something he took to using quite frequently. And on the occasions where he needed to fight, well, it was difficult for an opponent to win against someone who could simply become like air. Of course, his home country had not been willing to let a superhuman they had made go free so easily, and for a time, he'd been stuck fighting for the people who made him, who wanted a living weapon they could use however they saw fit. 

However, one day he had been sent on a mission to stop a group of thieves from stealing a number of valuable artifacts, and during this mission, he found that the thieves were not the typical ones he or his handlers had possibly expected, as they came from a universe beyond his own. Seeing an opportunity to break free from the hated government who used him as a super slave, Dakar had immediately offered his services to these Transdimensional Thieves, in exchange for taking him away from his own universe and giving him freedom. The clan of Thieves in question were more than happy to do so after getting a demonstration of his powers, and thus began Dakar's discovery of the multiverse.

Initially, Dakar had been willing to work with the Transdimensional Thieves for a time, but he decided he was better off working solo, especially when more clans of the Thieves had been hounded by another faction he eventually learned was known as the United Extradimensional Worlds. Furthermore, after his experiences in his home universe, he had enough of being forced to serve one master or faction against his will, and thus left the Transdimensional Thieves to strike out his own, taking a personal interdimensional teleporter from a rather technologically advanced universe as he left. 

With such a valuable piece of equipment that the rest of the Transdimensional Thieves lacked, it gave him a considerable advantage and allowed him a sense of freedom he wasn't used to. While he had initially started to explore the multiverse for a bit, Dakar quickly found that conflict and espionage were a constant even among the infinite realities, and given his own powerset and skills, it let him be a very useful player to those who wanted him. He was willing to let himself be hired out by anyone, from interdimensional organizations to those from single universes who could afford him, or caught his interest. 

That said, with the discovery of the multiverse also came the discovery of various dangers, as Dakar had quickly realized that even his powers didn't make him invincible from everything that existed across the multiverse, nor did it truly protect him from some of the more esoteric and eldritch things that existed in the vast expanse of the multiverse. Still, it was a job he enjoyed doing, though even as he tried to find love and companionship in different universes, Dakar had found the hard way that not everyone appreciated his line of work, as his latest boyfriend dumping him was proof of that much. 

"I'll take your word for it." The bartender's voice cut into his musings and brought him back to the present. "Though if you pass out and die, I'm not paying your funeral costs."

"I wouldn't expect you to." Dakar chuckled in spite of himself. He was about to go back to drinking when the bartender spoke up again.

"Well, don't look now, but I think you do have someone else interested in you." The Azralian's arm gestured, but then someone else spoke. 

“If it isn't the Ghost himself." A familiar voice appeared behind him, causing Dakar to sigh. 

"Hello, Acra." The intangible man turned on the barstool to see the archeologist in her typical get-up, with a robot in the vague form of a jellyfish floating beside her. "EL-GA, I see you're still hanging around with this reprobate."

"It's not like I have a choice." The robot snarked, while his partner sighed. "She made sure of that." 

"Long time, no see, Dakar." Acra greeted cheerfully, ignoring the side conversation about her. "What have you been up to?"

"The usual; espionage, assassinations, various wetwork ops." The intangible being replied as he stood up from the bar. "You know, the typical stuff."

"Nice." The part-time Transdimensional Thief replied. "Any of your latest employers looking for work?" 

"Well, I've done some work for OMVOI and the Templin Institute." Dakar shook his head. "But I've proven my own trustworthiness to them. They definitely won't want to hire you."

"​Oh come on, it's not like I'm going to steal everything of even slight value they have that isn't nailed down, then come back with a crowbar and steal everything that is." The archeologist protested. "I'd just steal all the valuable stuff and bolt before they could shoot me."

"And that's exactly why they wouldn't hire you." Dakar couldn't help but chuckle in spite of the foreboding feeling he had at Acra's presence. Before he could say anything else though, their conversation was interrupted again.

"Friend of yours, Dakar?" The bartender asked, to which he looked at her from over his shoulder.

"More like an old acquaintance." He sighed, before looking back to Acra and EL-GA, before pulling out his personal interdimensional teleporter. "Maybe we should take this somewhere more private."

*​**

After a brief goodbye to the bartender and making sure they weren't being followed, Dakar had left the bar with Acra and EL-GA following in his wake until they found somewhere a bit more secluded to open a portal without arousing suspicion. While he normally wasn't overly concerned with witnesses seeing him while not on the job, he liked to keep the fact that he was from another universe secret as much as he could, lest he be hounded by interested parties for the technology in his possession. Which was why he had established a number of makeshift homes and safehouses for himself and his few treasured possessions, which was where he was taking Acra and EL-GA now. 

They arrived in one of the many hideouts that Dakar had made for himself, an abandoned castle that was lined with crimson stones all over the place. It looked strangely demonic to anyone who didn't know better, but it suited Dakar's purposes quite well. Especially since there was no way that he was going to bring Acra to one of his hiding holes that actually had any of his real valuables that she could and would steal. Besides, he kinda liked the decor, especially with some of the personal touches he had added like a plasma widescreen television and a few couches and armchairs to serve as a makeshift living room. 

"Nice place." Acra looked around the strange castle with sarcasm, yet a hint of appreciation. "Hiding in a haunted castle, and yet you claim you're not actually a ghost."

"Make no mistake, I didn't choose that name." Dakar growled, glaring at the archeologist. "And that joke is getting tired."

"Message received." Acra raised her hands in a placating manner. "Still, is this where you kick back, relax, and watch a game of Taser baseball once you've done a job?" She looked at the large TV screen mounted on one of the walls. 

"Oh please, laser baseball is so much more enjoyable." EL-GA interjected, raising one of his underside-mounted arms in protested. "Taser baseball has too many survivors."

"​... I'll admit, I don't quite disagree with that sentiment, but it still feels rather cruel to say." Acra said, to which Dakar just sighed.

"Like you're really one to talk." The intangible man shook his head as he sat down on one of the couches, before gesturing to another for Acra to sit on. "Regardless, something tells me neither of you showed up just for idle chit-chat." He decided to cut right to the chase. "So, why are you here, Acra?" 

"Can't a girl say hi to an old friend?" She replied, putting on an expression of innocence that was way too unconvincing, something even she was aware of. 

"You don't have friends." Dakar replied bluntly, to which Acra winced.

"That's... harsh."

"But not inaccurate." EL-GA snarked in turn.

"Hey, I'm just saying what you told me." Dakar pointed out as he leaned back in his sofa, feeling the comfort of the leather. "So, I reiterate; why are you here, Acra?"

"I'm wondering if you'd be willing to take a job with me." The archeologist offered, to which the intangible man raised an eyebrow. "You know, for old time's sake. I could certainly use your expertise on a certain task, and in turn, I'd give you 50% of the cut."

"No you won't." EL-GA let out an impressive snort for a robot. "Since when have you ever given 50% to anyone?"

"Well, I'm willing to make an exception with him, seeing as how he can literally reach into my chest and stop my heart." Acra gestured to Dakar pointedly, drawing a slightly smug and amused smirk from the man.

"That's true, I absolutely can and will if you try to swindle me out of my money like that." Dakar admitted before his eyes narrowed. "Still, I have to admit, I won't say no to work out of hand. However, I'll need more details before I agree or not."

"So, I know you've ransacked UEW safehouses and even fought a few of their agents." Acra noted, as she leaned forward intently. "Which tells me that you're willing to take jobs against the United Extradimensional Worlds."

"For the right price." Dakar countered, and shook his head. "Though you and I both know how expensive that's going to be, Acra. I have also done a couple odd jobs for them in the past, and they pay rather well. For the kind of work you do? I'd need quite a lot to consider making an enemy of them."

"Oh, don't worry." Acra assured him. "The Earth Ascendancy will pay handsomely for our success."

"Earth Ascendancy?" Dakar repeated in confusion. "Now that's a name I haven't heard before."

"​Really?" EL-GA spoke up with a puzzled tone. "I guess you've been out of touch for a while."

"The multiverse is a big place, and I've been busy elsewhere." Dakar shrugged. "​Who are they?"

"Some wannabe multiversal conquerors that are inevitably going to get smashed flat once the UEW gets tired of them." Acra replied with a dismissive flick of her hands. "Probably after they and the CUA have finished kicking the crap out of each other."

"And in the meantime, you're going to help them do whatever they want." Dakar clicked his tongue. "Why am I not surprised?"

"No, I'm just going to say that I'll help them do whatever they want, then leave them with nothing." Acra grinned. "And of course, if it lets me get what I want, then all the better."

"And what exactly do you want, Acra?" Dakar rolled his eyes. "Oh wait, don't tell me; the Rod of Eck'tua?"

"You had to take the fun out of it." Acra crossed her arms as her grin disappeared. "I'm surprised you remember it."

"Given how you never shut up about it when we last worked together, how could I forget?" Dakar snarked. "I still have no idea why you would even want a sword that can blow up a planet anyway."

"That's what I've said." EL-GA snarked. 

"Money mostly. Though, I could consider keeping it for bragging rights." Acra admitted as she shook her head. "And look, I was close to getting it as well, but then the UEW Agency had to interfere with my heist-"

"Because you had the oh-so-brilliant idea of literally calling them to be a distraction for the local guards." EL-GA pointed out. "Which backfired on you, no surprise there." 

"So, the UEW took the Rod themselves." Dakar summarized as Acra glared at her robotic companion in annoyance. "Why not just find another universe with a different version of the Sword and steal that one?"

"That's also what I said." EL-GA muttered, to which Acra gave a dismissive wave. 

"​Besides the fact that doing that kind of thing has a tendency to be like looking for a needle in a haystack when it comes to the multiverse, it's the same reason you hire out your services instead of just grabbing as much money as you can and living off of that." Acra smirked. "Because doing what we do is just way too much fun."

"You got me on that one." Dakar chuckled, while EL-GA's movements were impressively exasperated. 

"I really do not understand you organics." The hovering robot stated. "Need I remind you both that this is not going to be like breaking into some primitive vault?"

"So?" Acra shrugged. "It's not like the UEW is going to put it in their most secure location either. The Rod of Eck'tua is not nearly dangerous enough to them to warrant that much security."

"He does have a point though. This won't be like ransacking one of their safehouses." Dakar pointed out. "We'll actually be in UEW territory, and while it may not be maximum security, a planet-killing weapon of mass destruction is still going to warrant high security measures."

It was a difference that Dakar was acutely aware of as well. The UEW had set up safehouses outside of their official territory for their Agents to use when needed. They were normally set up in isolated and out of reach areas, and with the bare minimum of necessary supplies and security. As a result of this, raiding them was possible for the determined to do, though admittedly difficult since their security was still no joke. 

Dakar's unique powers and skillset allowed him to bypass quite a few of those safeguards, and even then, it was no easy task. And worse, bypassing the security was the easy part. The bigger hurdle was the very small window of time it would take for the UEW to notice the disruption and send someone to investigate, which was usually only a matter of minutes at the most. To try and do the same thing to an actual dedicated military facility of theirs with even better security and defenses would be even more dangerous.

"True, though fortunately I've convinced the Earth Ascendancy to give me some of their technology to help me in this raid." Acra smirked. "I told them to give me enough so I could pass it on to the Transdimensional Thieves so they could take the blame for this raid."

"When in reality, you plan to keep the stockpile for yourself." EL-GA surmised. 

"Either that or sell the cache off to some of the Transdimensional Thieves, or someone else." Acra nodded. 

"Those that don't hate you, anyway." Dakar shook his head. "So, I'm assuming whatever technology the Ascendancy gave you was enough to actually give you some idea of how to find the Rod? Because even you're not stupid enough to just waltz into UEW territory blindly without some idea of where to go."

"Does that mean you're in?" Acra asked, her expression hopeful, to which Dakar just raised a hand. 

"First, give me a rundown of the situation." He replied, not willing to commit to anything just yet. "I want to see what information you have, and exactly how you got it before I say yes."

"Alright, I suppose we can give you that much." The archeologist turned to the robot hovering beside her. "EL-GA?"

"The Rod of Eck'tua is being held in an isolated pocket dimension, one that's almost completely inaccessible to standard interdimensional transit methods." The floating robot said as one of his arms projected a holographic image of an advanced UEW military base built into the foundation of an ice asteroid. "From what we have been able to determine, the only feasible way to access said pocket dimension is through a dedicated portal gate in this particular facility. So we would need to infiltrate it in order to access the Rod's resting place." 

“Hm, a tricky situation, but not an impossible one." Dakar steeped his fingers together as he looked over the hologram. "And how did you find all this out?"

"With some usage of the Earth Ascendancy's sensor tech at the right locations." Acra replied smugly. "Combine that with the ability to listen in on a few isolated conversations between UEW personnel, and I was able to just pinpoint the Rod's location." 
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