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Late May 2009 
Fort Wayne, Indiana 

 
 
 

“Twenty five miles to Fort Wayne - whoo hoo!” called Camille from the passenger seat 
of the team RV. “We’re almost home!” 

It had been a long week - fortnight really - for the Supernovas charter team, who’d 
been chasing around Allen, Wells, and Whitley counties after Slowdown, a particularly annoying 
supervillain with the mutant power to slow time. Camille, who as Nova Woman was the leader 
of the Supernovas, prided herself on her superfast flying and found the battles with Slowdown 
to be maddening. What was the point of being able to break the sound barrier if you were 
going to have to fight in slow motion? Not only was it tedious as hell, it also made for very poor 
video footage. As the leader and founder of a new charter team just building a reputation, 
Camille wanted exciting fights that would look good on TV clip shows and draw in fans and 
sponsors. No one wanted to watch a brawl that looked like it had been shot in stop-motion 
animation. 

“I can’t wait to have my own room again,” yawned White Panther from the back with a 
pointed look at her RV bunkmate, Mariposa. White Panther was 19, fresh off the Miami teen 
team, and an obvious mutant, with her skin covered in short white-and-grey striped fur. She’d 
participated in this year’s Super Draft, the one chance that superteens had to compete for a 
spot on a professional League team, but no team had picked her up. She had a well-rounded 
power set - she was pretty fast and had solid brawling skills - but she didn’t stand out enough 
in any one area. It had been a particularly competitive Draft this year. When Sunshine Girl, the 
Miami team leader, found out that Camille was starting up her own charter team, she’d 
recommended White Panther. She was a well-trained and hard-working young super and 
Camille was glad to have her on board.  

Mariposa was another matter entirely. A former vigilante who wandered around the 
country “as the spirit guided her”, she looked like an aging hippie, with long hair, ankle-length 
dresses, and an insistence on only drinking fair trade, organically grown coffee. Mariposa had 
said that Camille’s aura spoke to her - whatever that meant - when they first met at the try-
outs that Camille held in Chicago in November. But Camille’s initial misgivings were brushed 
aside by Mariposa’s power display. Using her mutant ability to call and control insects, she’d 
summoned a swarm of yellow jackets to hover around Camille, mere inches from her face and 
body. It was only later, after Camille had hired her, that Mariposa revealed all of the various 
“moral conditions” she placed on her powers. She wouldn’t command worker bees to sting, 
because that would kill them. She only called on local insect populations, since transporting 
more deadly varieties ran the risk of spreading invasive species. She also liked to sleep late and 
took forever in the shower. Camille couldn’t fire her though; all of the team members were 
signed to 1-year contracts, and absent gross incompetence, illegal activity, or total team 
dissolution, she was stuck with them all. 

“I think we should have a team prayer meeting at Christ the Redeemer when we get 
back,” said Sonstrike, who was currently driving the RV. “We should give thanks to the Lord for 
helping us send Slowdown to prison where hopefully he’ll find the light of eternal salvation.” 
Sonstrike was a reformed supervillain who’d come through a rehabilitative program at Miracle 



Penitentiary, an evangelical Christian charter prison in South Carolina. He was as straight-laced 
as they came and fairly powerful, but all the Bible talk and praying for her salvation got on 
Camille’s nerves. Sure, she didn’t attend church, but she also wasn’t a convicted felon, so how 
much saving did she really need? 

“How about we give thanks to Daedalus Consulting for making the gas canisters that 
finally dropped him?” suggested White Panther. “I mean, God only helps those who help 
themselves, right? Daedalus Consulting helps anyone who buys their merchandise.” 

Camille suppressed a laugh. “Like I’ve said before, Sonstrike, prayer is a private matter 
as far as I’m concerned. What you all do in your own time is your own business, but we’re not 
going to have team-sponsored prayer meetings.” 

“I respect that,” said Sonstrike, who, when you got right down to it, was a pretty laid-
back guy. “I had to see the light in my own time; I’d just rather the rest of you didn’t have to 
wait as long as I did. If anyone wants to join me, I’d be happy to introduce you to Pastor Ed.” 

“I accept the offer in the spirit of generosity with which it was made,” said Mariposa 
from the back, where she was reading. “But I’m going to spend my free time at the botanical 
conservatory. There’s a new butterfly exhibit.”  

“I’m headed to the shooting range,” said Caliber, who’d spread his collection of sidearms 

across the back table and was inspecting and cleaning each one in turn. Caliber had come out 

of retirement to join the Supernovas. He’d been a professional super for decades, but was also 

former military and gun-happy.  

“I’m going to a day spa,” said White Panther. “So you’ll just have to pray for us.” 

“As usual,” sighed Sonstrike. 

When they passed the Fort Wayne city limits, Camille’s heart started to race. Jules didn’t 

think she was coming back until tomorrow and she couldn’t wait to surprise him. The hardest 

thing about the transition to a charter team was all the traveling. Meghan had just turned three 

and she missed her mommy. Jules bore the brunt though; on top of everything else, now he 

was basically a single parent for weeks at a time. 

Sonstrike turned the team RV into a strip mall parking lot and found a spot near the 

office Camille had leased for the Supernova headquarters. The team piled out and stretched. 

“Everyone have their HoloBerries?” Camille asked. “Good. Okay, you’ve all got 36 hours 

without formal responsibilities, but keep those close in case something comes up. Caliber, 

you’ve got the RV. See you back here on Wednesday!” 

Everyone nodded, grabbed their stuff, and started heading off. White Panther had her 

own car, Mariposa took the bus, and Caliber was giving Sonstrike a ride downtown before he 

drove to the RV park. Camille was tempted to fly home immediately, but she was team leader 

and had to be the responsible one. With a sigh, she turned and walked into their dinky HQ. 

 

 

 

Evan was on the phone, talking rapidly and sounding panicked. He looked up with relief 

as Camille entered. “Actually, guess what, you’re in luck. Nova Woman just walked in!” 

Camille glared at him as he held out the phone, but she wilted under his pleading 

expression. Evan had zero grace under pressure. 

“Nova Woman speaking,” she said as she put the receiver to her ear. 



“This is Mr. Harding,” barked a male voice. Camille winced - the property manager. “You 

are, once again, behind on your lease payment,” he continued. 

“I’ve been out of town saving the entire metropolitan area from the depredations of a 

supervillain,” said Camille. “I left a check with my personal assistant - he must have forgotten 

to...” she broke off as Evan began gesturing wildly and nonsensically at her. 

“The check bounced,” said Mr. Harding coldly. 

“Really?” asked Camille in surprise. “Well that has to be a mistake because everything 

was fine when I left. I’ll call the bank and get this straightened out.” 

“Now you listen to me!” yelled Mr. Harding. “Just because you’re supers doesn’t mean 

you don’t have to pay your bills! You’re not above the law and I’m not running a charity!” 

“Calling the bank,” said Camille cheerfully as she hung up on Mr. Harding and rounded 

on Evan. “Okay, I was gone for what - 12 days? How did our finances go to hell in 12 days?” 

Evan looked pathetic. “Daedalus Consulting called and you said that if Daedalus 

Consulting ever called, I had to pay them, so I did, but then the rent came due so I paid that 

also and...” 

Camille had stopped listening. There was something about whining that caused her to 

totally lose sympathy for the person doing it. She walked over to her desk and started rifling 

through her “to do” box, which was crammed. There were notices from the Super League 

Charter Team Section that she belonged to, catalogs filled with weapons and various hardware, 

estimates from costume tailors that she’d contacted months ago, and - yes, outstanding 

invoices. Shit. She’d missed the last two payments to Daedalus Consulting, which meant they’d 

kicked her off the installment plan and demanded the entire amount due. No wonder the rent 

check had bounced. 

“Dammit Evan, why didn’t you pay the last two Daedalus Consulting installments?” 

“I thought... I mean, you said you were going to take care of that,” stammered Evan. 

“Remember when Tracy quit and you gave me all the video footage that needed edited? It took 

me weeks to get that straightened out and you said that you were going to take care of the 

accounting.” 

“Yeah, well, I’m the team leader,” snapped Camille. “I’m supposed to handle the heroics 

and my personal assistant is supposed to handle paying the bills!” Sure, this was unfair, but she 

was tired and irritated. She just wanted to go home.  

“But I’m not just a personal assistant!” cried Evan. “I was supposed to be, that was 

what you said when you hired me, but now I’m like the office manager and team scheduler and 

accountant and film editor and lots of other things all rolled into me! Last month I had to take 

the RV in for an oil change! I can’t remember everything!” 

“I know, Evan,” Camille sighed. “I’m sorry. We’re both doing the best we can with what 

we’ve got. It’s not ideal, but this is what it’s like when you’re just starting out on your own.” 

Back when she’d been a member of the Infinity Team, and before that when she’d been a West 

Pacific Super, there’d been a whole staff of highly capable professionals to handle all these 

details. A newly formed charter team couldn’t afford those luxuries. 

“Mr. Harding is going to evict us,” said Evan, sounding deflated. 



“Maybe, but that’ll take time and if all else fails, we can base out of the RV and my living 

room.” Camille tried to sound upbeat at the prospect, but knew she’d failed; the thought of 

Evan in her house was downright depressing. “Anyway, we have to pay Daedalus Consulting, 

because they make the best products for supers and if we don’t pay, we can’t buy from them 

anymore.” 

“We could buy our equipment from another company,” suggested Evan, fishing through 

the massive pile of paper on his desk to pull out a glossy catalog. “Argos Corporation has a 

whole line of...” 

“Argos sells crap,” interrupted Camille. “I was a member of two of the best professional 

teams in the Nation and they both used top-notch equipment. If you skimp on equipment, what 

you’re really saying is that you value money more than lives.” Camille smiled to herself; this 

was a favorite line of Dr. Annie Sterling, West Pacific Supers’ operations director, the best damn 

operations direction in the Industry. If the Supernovas had Dr. Sterling, they wouldn’t have 

needed 12 days to catch up to Slowdown. If they had her, they probably wouldn’t be about to 

be evicted either. 

Evan was saying something, but Camille ignored him. Whatever else there was could 

wait until tomorrow. 

“Okay, I’m heading out,” said Camille. “Why don’t you take off tomorrow? You’ve been 

putting in long hours; you must be beat.” 

“But what about the police liaison?” asked Evan. 

“Huh? Since when do you need to clear your days off with the police liaison?” 

“He called!” Evan sounded frustrated. “I just told you. He called about two hours ago. 

He said it was urgent. Also, Allan from the Journal Gazette said he’d give me 20 bucks if I call 

him when you get in.” 

“Dammit!” cried Camille. “I just want to go home. Okay, fine. I’ll deal with the police 

and as for Allan, well - here, I’ll give you $25 to pretend you didn’t see me.” She fished out the 

bills from the petty cash drawer that they kept in case anyone came in to buy Supernovas 

merchandise, debating whether she should call Jules to let him know she was back. As Evan 

left, she decided against it. If she was lucky, whatever the FWPD wanted wouldn’t take long to 

sort out and then she’d be able to go home. If not, she would just get Jules upset; he hated 

uncertainty. Plus he didn’t even expect her back until tomorrow. Why turn good news into bad? 

There was no sense in getting him worked up. 

 

 

 

“So can you be more specific when you say that the guy melted?” asked Camille, who 

was staring at a pair of pants and khaki shirt floating in an expanse of blue goo covering the 

floor of a jail cell, a goo that Detective Robertson said had been a person just a few hours 

before. 

“Well, I noticed his face turning first,” said Detective Robertson, a woman in her 40s 

who appeared to have the knack to describe any situation matter-of-factly. “That was probably 

because I was looking there most. Like I said, they put him in here after he’d been booked and 



then I came back to get him for questioning. I asked him to step out and he made a sort of 

gurgling sound in response. His face became bloated and then his skin started to ooze blue 

liquid. Then he melted into this.” She pointed at the blue goo. 

“Right... and you’re sure that this was the same guy who robbed the bank?” 

“Attempted to rob the bank,” corrected the detective. “Just about positive. He didn’t get 

that far before he got spooked by one of the security guards and then was run down on foot by 

a traffic cop about a block from the bank. You can compare the mug shot to the security 

camera footage. This is - or was - definitely the guy.” 

Camille looked at the photo the detective handed her. The guy was probably in his 30s 

or 40s, brown hair, brown eyes, sort of completely average. He was weirdly nondescript. 

“But no ID?” 

“No. His fingerprints weren’t delineated enough to get clear prints and our computer 

searches didn’t bring up any DNA or face matches.” 

Camille frowned. Back in Chicago or West Pacific, she’d have had a whole forensics lab 

to analyze the goo, with results in a matter of hours. As leader of the Supernovas charter team, 

about the best she could do was send a sample off to West Pacific Labs or Daedalus Consulting 

and that would take days and money she didn’t have. 

“Are you going to send this out for analysis?” she asked hopefully. 

Detective Robertson immediately shook her head. “Common Council cut our budget 

when they hired you all, remember?” There was more resignation than blame in her tone. “The 

charter says that you’re supposed to handle anything out of the ordinary and a melting perp 

certainly qualifies.” 

“Yeah, it does,” agreed Camille. “Okay, well, can you get me an evidence container or 

something so I can get a sample? Oh great, thanks.” She took the small plastic container that 

the detective handed her, which was already brimming with blue ickyness. “I’ll get back with 

you when I know something,” she said with more confidence than she felt.  

“Sounds good, but what should we do with this?” Detective Robertson gestured at the 

jail cell. “If he was some mutant with the ability to transform into ooze, you’d think he’d already 

have escaped down that drain over there.” 

“True.” Camille bit her lip; she was feeling really out of her depth here. “Well, the stuff 

looks inert, but it could be toxic, so best not to flush it away. How about you have it swept up 

and put in a container and, well, frozen. Frozen often works. Stick it in a meat locker or the 

morgue or something.” Camille wished she sounded more certain, but the truth was she had no 

idea what this was. Like the detective said, a melty mutant would already have found a way out 

of this unimpressive holding facility. Whatever this fellow was, he seemed to have died, though 

of no obvious cause. Definitely out of the ordinary. 

 

 

 

Camille flew home to find Jules on the front porch, writing in a notebook as Meghan 

played with plastic horses at his feet. When Camille touched down, Meghan held out her arms 

and yelled, “Mommy’s home! Mommy and Meghan go flying!” 



“There’s my baby girl,” crooned Camille, giving Jules a quick kiss before scooping up 

Meghan and swooping around the front yard. Meghan screeched with joy. She hadn’t 

demonstrated any mutant abilities yet, and Jules was dead-set against testing, but Meghan was 

still young. Many mutancies didn’t manifest until puberty. Camille thought Meghan would make 

a great flyer, but she suspected Jules hoped that Meghan was a mundane, like him. Whatever 

happened, she was their daughter, and she’d grow up in an environment that was a  lot more 

supportive that Camille’s had been.  

Camille smiled down at her beautiful daughter as she flew lazy loops over the house. All 

of the stability in Meghan’s life was thanks to Jules. He was always there for both of them. 

When she’d decided to leave West Pacific Supers after the idiotic Governing Board insisted that 

she keep wearing a mini-skirt costume, despite the fact that she was married with a baby and 

had changed her name from Nova Girl to Nova Woman, Jules had really backed her up. 

Granted, he would have liked if she’d discussed the Infinity Team position with him before she 

announced they were moving to Chicago, but he’d understood what a stroke of good fortune it 

was for her to get such a prestigious position right before the Season started. And when the 

Infinity Team had cut her after her second year because she’d spent so much time on Injured 

Reserve, it was Jules who’d suggested that she take some time off to figure out what she 

wanted in life. That’s how she’d hit on the idea of forming her own charter team. The 

Supernovas had started out in Minneapolis, hired for the Off-Season to supplement the regular 

team, which usually did charity work over the winter months. It was a pretty slow few months, 

then Camille got a good offer from Fort Wayne for the 2009 Season and Jules had moved all 

their stuff again. There was no one else like him.  

Camille finally plummeted back down to earth, pulling up just before she hit ground, 

much to Meghan’s delight. Jules snatched Meghan back with such a relieved expression that 

Camille felt a flash of annoyance. She was an incredibly safe flyer. She’d rescued dozens of 

people over the years, many in the process of falling or jumping off tall buildings. It was 

ridiculous for him to think that Meghan was in any danger.  

“Dinner’s ready,” he told her as he led the way back into the house. “I knew you were 

back in town because Amy called to ask if we wanted her to babysit tomorrow night. You must 

have had a lot waiting for you at the office.” 

“True, Evan is basically incompetent.” Camille hadn’t expected White Panther to call; she 

should have let Jules know the minute she got to the office. She considered whether to tell him 

about the financial screw-up, but decided against it. He’d told her she was overextending 

herself by trying to outfit the Supernovas like a professional team. “But that wasn’t why I got 

held up; the police liaison called. There was an attempted bank robbery and the suspect...  

melted.” She unzipped her backpack and pulled out the plastic container, turning it from side to 

side so that the blue goo oozed back and forth. 

“That’s bizarre,” said Jules as he peered at it and then went back to ladling out soup. 

“Any idea what it is?” 

“No clue. There was this supervillain that hit West Pacific once, Sister Sludge. She could 

transform herself into an ooze form, which was really useful for breaking into jewelry stores 



without tripping the security systems. She could change herself back though. Disgusting stuff - 

she left this trail of stinky slime everywhere she went.” 

“Stinky slime!” giggled Meghan. 

“Exactly,” laughed Camille. “But this doesn’t look similar. For one thing, it’s a totally 

different substance, but the bigger point is that the guy seems to be well, you know...” she 

threw a worried glance at Meghan. 

“Deceased?” suggested Jules. 

“Exactly. I think this was a one-way transformation and it didn’t go so well for him.” 

“You should send it to Dr. Sterling. She’ll get West Pacific Labs to analyze it for you.” 

“I can’t impose on Annie,” protested Camille.  

Jules shrugged. “She’d be happy to do it for you.” 

Camille nodded but didn’t say anything. Dealing with anyone in West Pacific was 

complicated. Sure, Annie would help her out, but she’d probably inform other people too, Mr. 

Awesome, for instance, who was the West Pacific Supers’ team leader. He practically thought of 

Camille as another daughter and had already expressed concern about her charter team 

venture. She just knew that if she called Annie, she’d end up on the receiving end of some 

awkward phone call.  

They started dinner and the conversation turned to what Jules and Meghan had been up 

to over the last week and a half. Jules gave a wry account of his experiences taking Meghan to 

a “Mommy and Me and Movement” class in which he was the only father. According to Jules, 

the teacher was patronizing and obsessed with scarves. Camille laughed, trying to imagine her 

serious older husband dancing with Meghan in front of a bunch of mothers and grandmothers. 

Probably a lot of them were young mothers overwhelmed with childcare and desperate for male 

attention, and there was Jules, patient and handsome with a well-behaved adorable daughter... 

But Jules didn’t mention anything like that. He seemed more focused on the instructor’s 

questionable methods of music education, typical given that Jules was a singer-songwriter by 

profession, as much as he could be said to have a profession anymore.  

Camille read Meghan a story and started to tuck her into bed, but Meghan insisted that 

she call Jules. “We have this whole thing involving starhorses,” Jules explained cryptically as he 

passed her on the stairs. Camille was upset for a moment - what other father-daughter rituals 

had the two of them established that she wasn’t privy to? It was like the Mommy and Me and 

Movement class; really she should be the one taking Meghan to that. What must the other 

mothers think when they saw Jules there week after week - that he was a single parent? 

Camille pushed the thoughts out of her mind. Jules was the primary caregiver and he deserved 

whatever privileges came with that role to make up for all of the annoyances that he also no 

doubt had to put up with.  

“So should we take Amy up on her offer?” Camille asked once Jules had come 

downstairs. 

“Sure,” said Jules with a smile. “Honestly, I’m dying to get out and eat something other 

than my own cooking or takeout.” 



“Have you been getting a lot of takeout?” Camille didn’t want to nag, but takeout wasn’t 

as healthy and certainly was more expensive than home-cooked food. They used to have a rule 

about ordering out only once a week. 

“Just a couple of times,” said Jules defensively. “I mean, you were gone almost a week 

longer than you said you’d be and the days get tiring. Sometimes I just don’t feel like cooking.” 

Camille wondered how he could get worn out dealing with one charming little girl and a 

small house that he didn’t seem to clean more than once a week or when she reminded him. 

He should try living in an RV with four really strange superheroes and see how tiring that got. 

“Of course,” she said. “I’d love to go out; maybe we can catch a movie too - make a night of it. 

It’s been a while.” 

“It has,” Jules agreed. “Something always seems to come up.” 

“Not this time,” said Camille breezily. “Whatever the deal was with Mr. Blue Goo, that’s 

one problem that’s melted away.” 

 

 

 

“I thought this guy died,” said Camille as she watched the security tape footage 

alongside the bank security guard and Detective Robertson. She’d had an entire morning out 

and about clothing shopping with Meghan, which had been surprisingly tiring, and then had 

spent the afternoon straightening up the house and doing laundry. Absolutely nothing remotely 

crisis-like had happened until 5pm when she’d gotten the call that had brought her here to the 

bank. Now she had all of 30 minutes to solve this mystery before White Panther arrived at the 

house to babysit Meghan while Camille and Jules went out. It totally figured that Mr. Blue Goo 

would choose their date night to somehow rematerialize and rob the bank, successfully this 

time. 

“Not only didn’t he die, he made a friend,” said Detective Robertson. “I can’t be 100 

percent sure, but both of our new bank robbers look like the same guy that I saw melt in jail.” 

“Agreed,” said Camille, peering at the footage, which was grainy and didn’t give her a 

clear view of either man’s face. They both had the same average height, average weight, 

nondescript features. She was getting a bad feeling about this. 

“Have the lab results come back yet?” asked Detective Robertson. 

“No,” said Camille with a twinge of guilt. It wasn’t a lie per se, since she didn’t have any 

results, but that was largely because she hadn’t done anything with the goo other than put it in 

her refrigerator and hope it didn’t regrow into a pissed-off supervillain during the night, which 

thankfully it hadn’t. It didn’t make sense to spend $10,000 to analyze the remains of some dead 

failed bank robber, at least not until there was a repeat occurrence that suggested an ooze 

plague or something. Who would have thought that the guy would not only reform but also rob 

the same bank again? She had to give him credit for persistence. 

“So one of them disarmed the security guard, while the other grabbed any loose cash 

and valuables he could get off tellers and customers, and then they ran out the back together,” 

observed Camille. 



“Yeah, he definitely improved his plan from yesterday’s attempt,” said the guard. 

“Though they didn’t even try to get into the vault.” 

“And no sight of them since?” 

“Nada,” confirmed Detective Robertson. She and the security guard looked at Camille 

expectantly. 

“We’ll step up patrols and talk to our sources, though most likely they’re already on their 

way out of the State,” said Camille. “Put out an alert on all channels just in case someone else 

spots them.” 

“Will do,” said Detective Robertson. “But this is definitely concerning. Do you really think 

that this is the same guy as the one who turned into ooze in custody? Or does he have a couple 

of identical twin brothers who came back to finish the job?” 

Camille looked at her watch and shook her head; it was time for her to leave. “I don’t 

know what to think until we get more information. I’ll let you know what we find out,” she said 

before dashing out the door and taking off for home. 

 

 

 

“Stop doing that!” hissed Jules as Camille surreptitiously checked her HoloBerry for the 

fourth time since the movie had started. “All electronic devices are supposed to be turned off!” 

“It’s on low-light mode,” snapped Camille in a whisper that earned her a pointed glare 

from the woman sitting next to her. The evening wasn’t going as planned. White Panther had 

gotten to their house on time, but they’d had trouble finding parking, so they’d barely made it 

to the theater before the movie started. Now she was trying to organize team coverage for 

tonight’s patrols, which meant a flurry of messages going back and forth. White Panther was 

watching Meghan, so she couldn’t go out, and Sonstrike was doing something at his church and 

wouldn’t be available until 11pm. Mariposa was available if she could get a ride, which Camille 

had been trying to arrange with Caliber, but he wasn’t responding. The HoloBerry vibrated 

again and Camille snuck a glance at Jules, who was staring at her through narrowed eyes, as if 

daring her to look at it, she thought. Well, this could mean the difference between catching a 

wanted fugitive and letting him escape. Surely that had to be worth breaking the stupid theater 

rule.  

The message was from Caliber. He could pick up Mariposa in an hour and cover until 

Sonstrike was available. She had just started typing her thanks when a male voice said, “Can 

you turn that damn thing off?” - not Jules, but some random theater-goer behind her. Camille 

flushed angrily, turned the HoloBerry off, and fumed silently through the rest of the movie. 

Camille was up and out as soon as the credits started to roll, telling Jules that she’d 

meet him outside the bathrooms. She caught up with her messages in the privacy of a stall. 

Caliber had picked up Mariposa and they’d been cruising the downtown. No signs of anything 

suspicious. Mariposa wanted to get a look at the blue goo in case it was some kind of insect 

enzyme; she also thought there was a chance that one of her social insects could track it. 

Camille told her and Caliber to swing by their house; White Panther could let them in and they 

could all examine the goo, which was in her refrigerator. White Panther reported that she was 



feeding Meghan dinner. Everything was under control. Satisfied, she headed out to meet up 

with her husband. 

“That was embarrassing,” Jules snapped when she found him reading coming 

attractions posters down the hall. 

“What? I wasn’t gone that long.” 

“Not now - back in the movie. You need to leave that thing home when we go out!” 

Camille gave him an incredulous look. “I can’t leave my HoloBerry at home! I have to be 

able to monitor in times of a crisis!” 

“If there’s a crisis, then maybe you shouldn’t be going out.” 

“That’s why we have a team,” said Camille through gritted teeth. “So that we don’t all 

have to be on call at the same time. Look, I’m sorry. I was just taking care of some things. But 

that’s over now. So let’s just drop it and try to enjoy our evening, okay?” 

“Fine,” said Jules.  

They both made an effort and were at least pretending to be in better moods by the 

time they arrived at the restaurant, a little Italian place on West Jefferson. After ordering, 

Camille took a long sip of wine and made another attempt at conversation. “I thought tomorrow 

we could go to the Children’s Zoo. Meghan loves that place.” 

“The African exhibit expansion opens in a couple weeks,” said Jules. “We might as well 

wait. They’re supposed to have a giraffe-feeding platform and a lot of new animals.” 

“Oh, okay. Well, did you get a chance to look at that list of summer programs? We need 

to make decisions now if I’m going to have time to get Meghan signed up for something.” 

“Actually, I wanted to talk to you about that.” Jules looked down at the piece of bread 

he was eating. “I’ve had an invitation to play at the Vancouver Folk Music Festival.” 

“That’s terrific!” said Camille. This was just what Jules needed - a chance to get out and 

reconnect with fellow musicians. “When is it?” 

“The third weekend in July. I was thinking that I could take Meghan up to my parents’ 

place beforehand.” 

“Oh,” Camille hadn’t thought of childcare. “That shouldn’t be necessary, I mean the third 

weekend in July is...” 

“The middle of the supercrime Season,” said Jules heavily. “And the last weekend of the 

Three Rivers Festival.” 

“You’re not going to be here for the Three Rivers Festival?” Camille was dismayed. 

“There’s supposed to be this great children’s parade and I’m flying in the air show. There’s a 

huge fireworks finale; Meghan would love that!” 

“This is a really great opportunity for me,” Jules said. “I haven’t toured at all the last 

three years and...” 

Camille’s HoloBerry buzzed. She instinctively reached for it and then released it from her 

grip with a forced smile. “You were saying?” she asked Jules. 

“It’s a great opportunity,” he repeated. “And that’s not all - there’s some guys I know 

heading to the Lowell Folk Festival in Massachusetts the following weekend and they’ve asked 

me to join them. It would be a lot of flying, but huge to make both venues. Vancouver pulls in 

about 30,000 people but Lowell has more like 200,000, and that would be...” 



Camille’s HoloBerry vibrated aggressively; she gave Jules a pleading look. He sighed. 

“You should check that,” he said.  

She didn’t waste any time. Robbery in progress, South Calhoun Street, 800 block. 

Caliber and White Panther on way; Mariposa with kid. 

“Shit,” said Camille. She looked at Jules. “I’ve got to go and you’ve got to get home.” 

“What’s wrong at home?” Jules’ annoyance had been replaced with panic. 

“Nothing, Meghan’s fine, it’s just that something’s going on downtown and Amy had to 

leave. Mariposa’s with her.” 

“That woman is unhinged!” said Jules. “Okay, you’d better get going; I’ll get the food 

boxed and head home.” 

“I’m really sorry.” Camille felt miserable. Why did this sort of thing always have to 

happen? 

“Get going,” Jules repeated. “We can talk later. Go save the city.” 

Camille rushed into the restaurant bathroom to change into her Nova Woman costume 

and then ducked out through the kitchen. It was nearly 9 o’clock. The rain from earlier had 

cleared and it was cloudy and cool, nice flying conditions. As she flew toward the downtown, 

she checked on Caliber and White Panther via the team headset; they were still about 10 

minutes away and didn’t know anything more than before except that there was now 

apparently a police chase underway.  

 

 

 

Speeding east on Wayne Street was a string of police cars. Camille couldn’t tell what 

they were chasing, as all the vehicles along the route seemed to be quickly moving to the side 

of the road. She dropped down next to the one in the lead, matching speeds, and peered into 

the driver’s side window. It was a female plainclothes officer who looked vaguely familiar, 

though Camille couldn’t get a good look at her face from this angle. Probably someone she’d 

met at a meet-and-greet reception. She gestured for the driver to roll down her window. 

“Sorry to just pop up like this,” Camille called as the window lowered. The patrol car was 

swerving badly; she must have scared the hell out of the driver when she appeared flying 

alongside. “What’s the situation?” 

The woman stared at her for a moment, then laughed as she abruptly hung a right onto 

Lafayette, going South against traffic. Cars honked horns and veered to the sides as the patrol 

car increased speed, outstripping the line of the police vehicles turning more cautiously behind 

it. There was something not right about this situation - it was almost like... Camille suddenly 

realized where she’d seen the driver before - she looked like the man in the mug shot back in 

the police station and then again on the bank security feed! It was Mr. Blue Goo’s sister or 

something. Camille quickly reached into the driver’s side window, grabbed a hold of the car 

roof, and lifted the vehicle off of the road.  

The patrol cruiser wasn’t that heavy for her superstrength, but it had a lot of forward 

momentum. By the time she’d hefted the vehicle off the road, it was too late to avoid slamming 

it into a light pole, which neatly severed off the front bumper and caused her to lose her grip. 



With a nasty crash of breaking glass, the cruiser flipped upside down into the road. Behind her, 

a pickup truck swerved to avoid the oncoming police cars, and skidded, narrowly avoiding a 

telephone pole.  

Camille shook her head; the police could worry about traffic control. She landed in front 

of the upside-down patrol car and peered inside the shattered windshield. There was no sign of 

anyone. With a grunt, she flipped the car right-side up and tore off the driver’s side door in her 

hurry to open it. Dripping from the inside roof of the car was icky blue goo, a whole puddle of 

it, quickly filling up the seat and dripping out onto the road. She tentatively pushed her finger in 

the now-empty clothing on the seat - nothing happened - and looked around the rest of the 

car. No one else was inside. 

A cruiser pulled up alongside and an officer quickly sprang out. “Did you get him?” 

Camille shook her head and held up a finger, dripping with blue goo. “It wasn’t a him, it 

was a her, and she went all melty.” 

The officer frowned. “Like the one that robbed the bank?” 

Camille shrugged. “Maybe. What was she robbing?” 

“A jewelry store. Have you found the goods?” 

Camille took a few minutes to search the vehicle, from the glove box to the trunk, even 

picking up the car and shaking it for good measure.  

“Nothing,” she said. 

The officer looked disappointed. “There were a couple others with her; they must have 

taken the stuff.” He headed to his car to call in, and then popped back out a few seconds later. 

“We’ve got another robbery,” he called. “You’re not going to believe it, but the vault alarm just 

tripped on the same bank that was robbed earlier today.” 

Camille stared at him in disbelief before taking off. Sirens began to ring out as several 
police cruisers turned in the same direction she was flying. She thought ruefully that they were 
all getting a lot of practice at finding this bank.  

 

 

 

“Four people this time,” said Detective Robertson, who definitely sounded annoyed. 

“Three men and a woman, by the security feed, though it’s a little hard to tell; they all kind of 

look the same. They came in through the back employee entrance, apparently using the ID of 

the security guard they disabled in the earlier robbery. Then we lose footage; they must have 

disabled the security system before breaking into the vault. The vault is cleared out entirely, as 

well as most of the safety deposit boxes.” 

“How come you didn’t get here quicker?” said Camille, sounding more accusatory than 
she’d intended.  

Detective Robertson raised an eyebrow but kept her cool. “They didn’t trip the alarm 
when they entered the vault; they tripped it on the way out.” 

“Huh? That doesn’t make any sense.” 
“Obviously, they wanted us to appreciate what they’d done,” Detective Robertson said 

dryly.  
Camille frowned. “The jewelry store robbery must have been a distraction for the bank 

job, and then the vault alarm was a distraction to pull us off of the trail of jewelry robbers!” 



“Sounds likely. Do you have any information yet about who these people are?” 
Camille stared at the security monitor, avoiding the detective’s gaze. “Not yet, it takes 

time to get the lab results back. Okay, keep this area secure. Caliber will be arriving in a few 
minutes and he’s our demolitions expert. I’ll have him look over the vault to see if he can figure 
out anything from that. I’m going to the jewelry store and White Panther will patrol the streets. 
I’ll let you know what we find out.” 

“Well you’d better find out something soon,” said Detective Robertson. “At this rate, 
they’re going to attack again in a couple of hours and this time they’ll be five of them.” 

Camille nodded and headed out. Whoever these people were, they were a real pain. 

 

 

 

It was 7am the following morning and the Supernovas were crowded around the table in 

the back of the team RV. “Why can’t we go to HQ or your house or somewhere with food?” 

yawned Mariposa.  

Camille was in no mood for morning irritability. “Allan from The Journal Gazette has 

staked out HQ and I don’t want to wake up Meghan, so my place is out, and the diner is full of 

people with lots of questions that we can’t answer.” She’d been up almost all night, searching 

the bank and jewelry store, interviewing witnesses, talking to the police, and doing Internet 

research. So far, nothing conclusive. 

“There was no sign of them anywhere last night,” said White Panther, who had the 

rumpled look of a sleepy cat. “It’s like they just melted away or something.” 

“Most likely they’ve left town,” said Mariposa. “They robbed a bank and a jewelry store; 
they’re probably off to spend their ill-gotten gains.” 

“That’s not the criminal mindset,” said Sonstrike. “They got off with their heists scot-
free; they’ve got no incentive to leave. I’ll bet they stick around and strike again.” 

“Agreed,” said Caliber. “They’re getting their jollies by yanking our chain. It’s just a 
matter of time before they issue some sort of public statement.” 

“If it is a ‘they’,” mused Camille. “I really think this might be some mutant who can 

make multiples of himself.” 

“A duplicator?” asked Sonstrike. “There was a duplicator at Miracle, called himself the 

Mirror. He was quite something back in the day; he could make a dozen copies of himself that 

he’d send out to commit crimes, and then when they returned, he’d integrate them back into 

himself and know everything they knew.” 

“That’s frightening,” said White Panther. “How’d he get caught?” 

“A psychic cut the connection between his copies and himself and each of the copies 

became its own person. Unfortunately, most of them went insane in the process; something 

about the unity of his mind being fragmented. I actually knew two of him; I don’t know if either 

was the original or not. One made it through the program like I did and the other is still in 

prison, I think.” 

“That is a very intense story,” said Mariposa. “Pass me the coffee thermos please. Could 

our gang of miscreants be this same Mirror?” 



“I doubt it,” said Sonstrike. “He was a tall blond fellow, and he could only do exact 

copies of himself. Our person, if it is one person, seems to at least be able to manage both 

female and male copies.” 

“Why haven’t we sent the goo out for DNA analysis?” asked White Panther. “A complete 

genetic sequencing would tell us exactly what powers the guy has and might even determine 

vulnerabilities.” 

Camille blanched. Complete genetic sequencing was prohibitively expensive. They simply 

couldn’t afford that, unless.... She took a gulp of her coffee and weighed her options. 

“DNA analysis ain’t free,” said Caliber, throwing a knowing look at Camille. “Sure, 

scientists can tell you what you need to know, but it costs a pretty penny to do it.” 

“Yeah, but without it, we’re just running in circles,” said White Panther. “Look at this.” 

She held up that morning’s The Journal Gazette, where the headline read Gang of Thieves 

Outwits Supers. “I can guarantee you that the afternoon News-Sentinel isn’t going to be any 

better. People want to know why we haven’t brought these criminals to justice yet, or at least 

gotten any definite leads!” 

“She’s right,” Sonstrike said. “We got Slowdown, but it took a while, and didn’t give us 

any flashy coverage. If we can’t nab supercriminals hitting right in the middle of the downtown, 

we look incompetent.” 

“Alright,” said Camille slowly. “So is everyone agreed that, regardless of cost, we need 

to get the goo analyzed?” 

“I don’t know about regardless of cost,” said Mariposa. “I’m still working on a tracking 

plan involving ants that I think could break the case wide open.” 

“We need scientific analysis,” said White Panther firmly and both Caliber and Sonstrike 

nodded agreement. 

“Okay,” said Camille reluctantly. “I’ll go put the order in.” 

 

 

 

Camille was in line at the post office as soon as it opened, ready with a box containing 

the sample jar to overnight to Daedalus Consulting. After that was taken care of, she headed to 

a local bank branch to send the accompanying wire transfer. She was using funds from the 

team’s emergency medical fund, the money set aside to cover their ridiculously high insurance 

deductible in case any of them got injured. It was a risky move, some might say insane, but 

what else could she do? Short of raiding the savings account that was in her and Jules’ names, 

taking out a mortgage on their house, or dipping into Meghan’s trust fund, she was all out of 

money.  

She was signing the final paperwork when she heard people talking excitedly in the 

lobby and looked around the cubicle wall to see a local breaking news story flashing across the 

television. “The information we’re getting is still unclear,” said the announcer. “But reports 

indicate a disturbance, possibly a robbery, at the main branch of the Allen County Public 

Library. Some bystanders say that they’ve heard shots fired and police are just now arriving on 

the scene. No sign yet of the Supernovas. We’ll continue to monitor...” 



“What kind of a deranged person steals from a library?” asked the bank representative. 

Camille decided it was a rhetorical question.  

“Make sure this is processed immediately!” she yelled as she finished scrawling her 

name. She tore out of the bank, scrambling to get her headset on and the team mobilized. 

Thankfully, everyone was already downtown since they were stepping up patrols today. 

“Everyone get moving - Sonstrike take Caliber and Mariposa in the RV, White Panther go on 

foot. Converge on the library!”  

She flew high along the river and over the hospital, thinking that the bank 

representative had a point. Why would anyone steal from a library when you could just get a 

card and check out whatever you wanted? Camille had been to the main branch a couple of 

times; it was a beautiful facility with a huge children’s area that Meghan loved - there was even 

an aquarium of all things. Maybe the villainous plan was to knock over the cafe for register 

change, but that was definitely low-balling. She quickly reviewed a map of the library and 

surrounding area on her HoloBerry and spoke over the headset’s team channel. 

“Okay, I’m going to approach from the west on Ewing Street. White Panther, you take 

the east entrance off Washington Boulevard. Keep everyone informed and adjust accordingly to 

provide maximum support where necessary.” She put on a burst of speed and dived down 

toward the library. 

Two police cars were parked in front of the west entrance and a news van was setting 

up across the street. People clustered in front of nearby buildings, many with cell phones out, 

either making calls or snapping photos. As Camille dropped down for a picture-perfect two-step 

landing, a cry went up from the crowd. “Look, Nova Woman!” She stopped to smile for a 

moment before running toward the library. 

“Alright, heading in now,” she said over the team channel. “There’s definitely something 

going on - I just heard shots...” She fell silent as she passed through the second set of glass 

doors and saw a body lying on the floor near the giant globe. She quickly moved over and saw 

bullet wounds; the person was dead. She heard movement farther down the long atrium, which 

was lit by skylights and ran the length of the library. Two police officers were taking cover 

behind a couch, where they seemed to have dragged a third who was bleeding. They gestured 

for her to look across the hall.  

Camille turned and saw that there was some sort of art gallery right off the main 

entrance; she never paid much attention to art, but apparently someone had a powerful 

interest in the subject. There were people throughout the room, grabbing vases off pedestals 

and smashing display cases. One of them turned her way and Camille recognized him 

immediately - Mr. Blue Goo, pre-goo. “Nova Woman,” he said in a bored voice, and all of the 

others looked up at her. With a start she saw that they were all the same, both males and 

females, about a dozen in all. “I’ve got her,” said the first one, striding forward. 

“Don’t be so confident,” said Camille as she ducked back around the corner. Make them 

come to her, and get them out in the hallway, which had more room to maneuver. She had a 

lot of tricks at her disposal - flight, superspeed, the ability to shoot cosmic energy blasts from 

her hands - but right now she wanted nothing fancier than a good old-fashioned brawl. She 

needed to see what these duplicates were capable of. 



The man approached her without fear, though he’d done nothing indicating mutant 

abilities so far and he didn’t seem to be carrying a weapon. Camille moved towards him quickly, 

then took a couple steps back, drawing him farther down the hall and closer to the police 

officers.  If she could incapacitate this one, the police could take him prisoner. Maybe if he was 

unconscious, he wouldn’t be able to ooze away. 

When she had him where she wanted him, Camille moved in for a fight. Her first hit 

landed and she felt his body wobble beneath the force of her punch. She grimaced; with her 

superstrength, she had to be very careful fighting mundanes as her punches could flatten rib 

cages. She pulled up quickly and saw that the man’s face was bloating; in fact his entire body 

seemed to be swelling and turning bluish-green. “Damn you, stay solid!” she yelled, grabbing a 

hold of his neck in the hope that she could choke him out of changing. Her hand closed on flesh 

that turned to blue ooze under her fingers, and then two shots rang out behind her and bullets 

ripped into her back. 

Camille was well-trained enough to spring to flight when she was in danger and she did 

it instinctively now. The two police officers who’d been crouching behind the couch were 

standing now, smiling broadly, and discharging their firearms up at her. She dodged as best she 

could up among the metal rafters and then sought shelter on the second floor balcony while 

she assessed her situation.  

The pain was intense, but tolerable; her costume had protected her from serious injury 

and what she was feeling was just from the bullets’ impact. “This is why you spend the extra 

money and buy ultimesh,” she muttered to herself, cursing her stupidity. She hadn’t noticed 

until she was flying away that one of the cop’s shirts wasn’t completely buttoned and the 

other’s pants were too large and both of their faces looked familiar - duplicates. Back behind 

the couch, she’d seen the bleeding officer, whose dark skin suggested he was a legitimate 

wounded officer. She heard whispering and turned to see a bunch of kids peeking out of an 

entrance way marked Young Adult Services. They looked like middle school students, probably 

a school group. Great. She’d almost forgotten that this place was probably loaded with civilians. 

“I’m approaching the east entrance now,” said White Panther over the headset. 

“Cautious,” warned Camille. “There are at least 14, some are dressed as cops and 

carrying sidearms. They seem to be focusing on an art heist on the west side. There’s a group 

of kids up here on the second floor, plus I’m guessing a fair number of librarians and other 

patrons scattered throughout. Evacuate any civilians you can out of the east entrance; I’m 

going to talk to the kids and then do a strafing run through the atrium. Sonstrike, let’s have the 

team converge on the west entrance and see if we can get them as they leave with the loot.” 

“Copy,” said White Panther and Sonstrike.  

Camille moved cautiously along the balcony, crouching to avoid giving the gunmen 

below a clear line of sight. One spotted her and started shooting; she blasted cosmic energy at 

him through the railing, which did encourage him to find cover. She finally made it to her 

destination, the young adult room, where a cluster of kids was waiting for her, many clearly 

terrified, a few excited.  

“Okay, I need you all to be really brave,” she said, cutting off the chorus of chatter. “Do 

you have any teachers here with you? Excellent, okay, I want you to follow your teacher back 



into the farthest part of the library until you get to the stairs on the north side. You’re going to 

shelter in place by those stairs until one of the Supernovas can come and get you out of the 

building safely. No, I can’t do any autographs right now, but I promise that if you’re all really 

good and quiet for me, I’ll make sure you each get a signed T-shirt later. Deal? Okay, great, off 

you go!” 

That dealt with, Camille flexed her back, which was feeling a little sore but pretty good, 

and prepared to fly. She dived off the balcony and darted down the great hall, blasting at the 

two police officers, who had moved back toward the art gallery. Her first blast almost instantly 

reduced the target to a burst of blue goo that exploded backward over some glass display case; 

the second only glanced the target, who emptied the rest of his clip at her. Camille felt the 

impacts of bullets on her torso, but in each case her ultimesh costume either deflected or 

dissipated the attacks. She jerked to the side and grabbed her remaining attacker with one 

hand, punching him with the other. There was a sickening gush of blue ooze as her hand 

punched completely through his chest. Ignoring for the time being the others in the art gallery, 

Camille turned and flew quickly over to the couch where the real police officer was still 

shallowly breathing. She scooped him up in a gentle carry and torpedoed down the atrium 

toward the east entrance and the cafe, where White Panther was shepherding people outside. 

“Emergency services is on the way,” said White Panther when Camille handed over the 

unconscious police officer. “I’ll get him to an ambulance.” 

“Good. After that, there’s a group of kids up on the second floor heading to the north 

staircase by Wayne Street. You need to get them out.” 

White Panther almost looked like she was going to pout about being kept out of the 

fight, but she composed herself and nodded agreement before tearing out of the library with 

the police officer. 

Camille touched her headset. “Sonstrike, report.” 

“Just arriving at west entrance. Caliber and Mariposa have deployed and I’m parking.” 

“Understood. I’m coming back through the atrium to meet up with you all.” 

By the time Camille had flown the length of the great hall, she could see the distinctive 

signs of her compatriots’ arrival. Duplicates were running out of the art gallery in panic, 

swatting madly at the swarm of biting horseflies that Mariposa had summoned. In the hall 

outside, Caliber was waiting with twin pistols at the ready; most of the duplicates were 

surrendering at the sight of him. Camille swooped in and helped to encourage the holdouts. In 

no time at all, they had eleven duplicates ready for police processing. 

“Who are you people?” asked Camille as she escorted three outside to a waiting police 

van.  

“Your worst nightmare,” said two of the men in unison. 

Camille rolled her eyes; that was possibly the most hackneyed line in existence, which 

meant this was either an inexperienced supervillain or an exceptionally dull one. “Well, if you 

won’t tell me your name, I’ll just have to give you one,” she continued in a loud voice for the 

benefit of the news camera team. “How about Multiple Fractures or Kindred Copies? Or maybe 

Oodles of Ooze?”  



One of the women in the group pushed past Camille, staggering her to the side, and 

rushed at the news team. “We are Divide and Conquer!” she yelled dramatically. “And we will 

rule Fort Wayne!” As if her words had been a signal, all of the duplicates stopped walking and 

started to bloat, their skin taking on the bluish-green cast that Camille had come to know so 

well. With an echoing POP!, all eleven of them exploded, showering the reporters, police, and 

supers with blue goo. It was definitely not the heroic conclusion that Camille had been hoping 

for and she suspected it wasn't a real conclusion at all.  

One of the reporters maintained his focus despite being covered in goo; he quickly used 

the sleeve of his coat to wipe off the camera lens and then moved decisively toward Camille. 

“Nova Woman, any comments on this situation? Is this the end of the group that 

apparently calls itself Divide and Conquer?” 

Camille paused to clear goo off her face; her hair felt like it was smeared with chunks of 

Vaseline and she desperately wanted to fly off to shower, or possibly just dive into the nearest 

body of water.  

“I don’t think this marks the end of this sticky situation,” Camille improvised. “However, 

Divide and Conquer’s time is running out. We’ll have them contained soon. I’d advise the 

nearest Ultimax prison to start preparing a liquid-tight cell.” 

“What do you make of their threat to rule Fort Wayne?”  

Camille suppressed a laugh. Who in their right mind wanted to rule Fort Wayne? 

Minneapolis maybe, even Cleveland in a pinch, but Fort Wayne? However, she certainly couldn’t 

say that. “Criminals are often full of bravado that doesn’t mean much. We’re putting pressure 

on this little band of miscreants. Their attacks may be brazen, but they’re sloppy. If any 

members of Divide and Conquer are listening, I suggest that they turn themselves in now 

before anyone else gets seriously hurt.” Camille had never heard of a supercriminal actually 

responding to an overture like that, but it generally played well with the local citizenry. 

“What do you make of the oozing?” continued the reporter doggedly. “Do you think that 

they’re dead and gone or is it a metamorphic change - possibly a conversion to some air-like 

energy being?” 

As she tried to wrap her mind around that question, she heard someone yelling “Nova 

Woman!” in a voice she recognized as clearly as nails on a chalkboard. It was Allan from The 

Journal Gazette, the reporter who never knew when to quit. “Nova Woman, why has it taken 

the Supernovas so long to respond to these attacks? You’re supposed to be one of the fastest 

flyers in the Super League and yet you’ve arrived after the police in every incident so far.” 

Camille forced a smile, which was difficult given that the thin layer of slime remaining on 

her cheeks was hardening into a bizarre facial mask. “We can’t be everywhere at once, Allan. 

Our response time has improved with each attack, however, and, as you can see, we did 

manage a thwart here at the library today.” 

“But is that good enough?” pressed Allan, thrusting his tape recorder in her face. “With 

the exorbitant amount that Common Council spent to hire the Supernovas, cutting the police 

budget in the process, shouldn’t we expect better than we’ve been getting?” 



“We apprehended eleven of the group,” protested Camille as she gestured at the blue 

goo oozing over everything in sight. “We prevented them from taking any valuables out of the 

library.” 

“But is that good enough?” repeated Allan. “Reports are that there’s one dead and 

several injured as well as thousands, perhaps hundreds of thousands, of dollars of property 

damage inside the library. Add that to a bank that was robbed three times in as many days, 

with people’s most valuable personal possessions stolen from their safety deposit boxes, a 

jewelry store that had its inventory cleared out, and a car chase that led to several serious 

injuries and yet more property damage. Would you call that doing a good job?” 

“No, clearly we need to do better,” said Camille, feeling frustrated. “Look, I need to get 

back to investigating the situation so that we can stop this before it goes any farther.” 

“One more question,” called Allan as she began to lift off the ground. “What can you tell 

us about this Divide and Conquer gang? Are they mutants or aliens as some people have been 

suggesting?” 

“I’m sorry Allan, but I don’t want to reveal what we know on that matter because it 

might hamper our investigation.” Camille decided to forgo her typical swoop over the gathered 

crowd and instead flew straight off for home. 

 

 

 

There was no sign of Divide and Conquer over the next two days, which only sent media 

speculation to a fever pitch. News outlets from Chicago to Houston picked up the story of a 

mysterious gang of robbers who could explode into blue goo at a moment’s notice and who had 

so far eluded capture. Every story mentioned the Supernovas, but for all the wrong reasons. 

The worst was when SpottheSpandex.com featured Camille’s ooze-covered press interview as 

its Clip of the Week. Marcus Darby made some snide comment about the once-great Nova 

Woman reduced to defending the farmers of Fort Wayne, Indiana, from exploding library 

looters, and once again Camille saw her superidentity spiraling into a joke. 

After two nights of clutching her HoloBerry under her pillow as she slept, she finally got 

the call she was waiting for, only not from the person she’d expected. The caller ID said 

Daedalus Consulting, but the voice on the other end was undeniably Dr. Annie Sterling, 

operations director for her old team, West Pacific Supers. 

“The lab results are in and we have genetic confirmation that you are dealing with a 

mutant,” said the woman’s voice.  

Camille blinked in shock. “Annie? What are you - how did you...” 

“I do freelance work for Daedalus Consulting,” Dr. Sterling said coolly. “They refer the 

more complicated genetic sequencing cases to me to handle in conjunction with the Hodges 

Institute. Dr. Hodges worked on this one himself.” 

“What? How is he? I mean...” 

“You really should have sent the sample directly to me,” continued Dr. Sterling. “You’d 

have gotten the results quicker and I would have charged you the friends and family rate.” 

“You have a friends and family rate for genetic sequencing?” asked Camille in disbelief.  



“Obviously. Most vigilantes and charter teams are in no position to pay the full price. So 

we charge our team clients an inflated rate in order to be able to provide discounted services to 

the supers who need the information but can’t afford it.” 

“That’s...” 

“Socialism?” suggested Dr. Sterling. “Perhaps, but I would have thought you’d rather 

discuss the test results than debate economic philosophy.” 

“Right, of course.” Camille struggled to focus. “So it’s a mutant then? Is it a duplicator?” 

“Yes, a relatively recent one we think. I suspect you’re dealing with a local mutant who 

developed her powers within the last year.” 

“Her?” 

“82 percent of all duplicators are female,” said Dr. Sterling. “So statistically speaking, 

you are most likely dealing with a female who’s still learning the extent of her abilities.” 

“Which are?” 

“Pretty much just duplication. Our hypothesis is that her duplication ability is limited to 

the number of chromosomes in a regular human.” 

Camille tried to remember if she’d ever learned that, but decided the effort wasn’t worth 

it. “Okay, I give up - how many?” 

“22 different autosomes, each presenting as two copies, and two sex chromosomes, 

meaning a total of 46. You should brush up on your basic biology.” 

“So she can make 46 duplicates?” asked Camille, ignoring the comment. 

“Most likely, with 23 females and 23 males at maximum ability, though I doubt she’s 

been able to achieve that yet. It requires a tremendous amount of focus. What’s the most 

you’ve encountered so far?” 

Camille took a moment to think. “Well, there were three at the jewelry store and four at 

the bank, and then we got 11 at the library, plus the three I encountered in the hall, so a total 

of 14 there, though those could have been some of the same ones as in the previous robberies. 

What about the ones that burst into ooze? Does that take them out of circulation permanently?” 

“No, though it’s likely a shock on her system. I estimate that she would need at least 

three to five days to be able to duplicate lost clones.” 

“So if you count the ones at the library, plus the one that burst in jail and the one 

driving the police car, that means we’ve taken out 16 so far, leaving her with...” 

“Thirty, if she’s duplicated her maximum. But that’s very unlikely.” 

“Even so, she easily has enough to pull off a couple more major heists,” said Camille 

gloomily. “She knows the city well; she’s probably been making plans for a long time. Judging 

by what we’ve seen so far, it doesn’t seem like she goes on these robberies herself, just sends 

in her duplicates. If losing them doesn’t really do her any long-term harm, then she can play 

this game indefinitely. I don’t know how we’re ever going to find the original.” 

“Then don’t wait until she strikes again - that’s a game you’re unlikely to win. You need 

to catch her off-guard, where she’s not expecting to be found.” 

“Well, sure, that would be ideal, but we don’t have any leads. If she’s local, maybe 

someone will recognize her and that could give us an idea of where she’s holing up. But so far 



no one’s come forward. Saying that we should catch her off-guard is all very well, but that 

doesn’t actually help me find her.” 

Dr. Sterling sighed. “Think, Camille. What is the number two liability of all supervillains?” 

Camille thought. “Number one is their minions, but she’s got that sewn up, because she 

is her own minion. Number two... number two is their loot! Trace the goods and 90 percent of 

the time you’ll find the criminal.” 

“Exactly.” Dr. Sterling sounded satisfied. “Very well, I’ll fax you the full laboratory 

results; let me know if you have any further questions.” 

“Any chance you could give me that friends and family discount?” 

“You already paid through Daedalus and I have no control over their pricing. How bad is 

your money situation?” 

Camille hesitated for a moment. “Not the best. I mean, we’re not under water or 

anything, but it could be better.” 

“You need sponsorships, and to get sponsors, you need good publicity,” said Dr. 

Sterling. “Catching Divide and Conquer now will help, but it’s been too long for you to claim it 

as a clean win. Plus, I have a suspicion that this one is going to end up like your final battle 

with Slowdown - not a sexy fight. If you can’t get good publicity, then you need to earn your 

money the old-fashioned way.” 

“Getting an agent?” 

“No, by taking a job out of the country.” 

“I can’t leave the country,” Camille protested. “We’re under contract with Fort Wayne!” 

“A focused job, handled discretely under the table, could be worked in over a long 

weekend. No one would even know you’d left the State.” 

“What kind of job?” Camille asked cautiously. 

“Give me a call once you’ve gotten this situation taken care of. Focus on one crisis at a 

time.” 

“Right. And Annie - thanks.” Camille felt herself tearing up. Sometimes she missed West 

Pacific, missed the extended family feeling of being on a team that cared. Until they didn’t, of 

course. You could never go back then. 

“Just doing my job,” said Dr. Sterling before she hung up. 

 

 

 

The good thing about being in a city like Fort Wayne rather than, say, Chicago or even 

Indianapolis, was that there were a lot fewer high-profile targets for supervillains to hit, 

provided that they wanted to do something fancier than knock over liquor stores. Sonstrike and 

Caliber made a list of the most likely sites for the next Divide and Conquer attack and explained 

to Camille how they’d prioritized. “Judging by everything we’ve seen so far and what you’ve told 

us about our likely perpetrator,” said Sonstrike, “she started with the bank and jewelry store 

robberies because they were obvious sources of cash and easily liquefiable goods. Most likely, 

she took months to plan those attacks. The problem for her is that those sorts of targets are 

the same picked by regular mundane criminals. They don’t get you any street cred. So next she 



went for the library art exhibit, not very imaginative, but art is a solid step up. We thwarted her, 

however, meaning that she needs a big win in her next heist in order to have any chance of 

establishing herself as a viable supervillain.” 

“We think she’s going to try art again,” said Caliber. “If she’s smart, and at the least she 

seems like a planner, she probably already has a contact prepared to fence whatever she got 

from the library. She can’t let that go to waste. So we’re putting our money on the Fort Wayne 

Museum of Art.” 

Camille looked skeptically at the museum website. “A collection of American works 

created after 1850, including more than 50 Indiana Amish quilts? Is this stuff worth anything?” 

“Absolutely!” said Sonstrike. “There are a surprising number of collectors, including in 

the supervillain community. You’d be surprised at how many Caribbean lairs have some Hudson 

River School landscape hanging in their great rooms.” 

Camille stared at him for a moment, but he looked serious, and Sonstrike didn’t usually 

play around. Well, there was no accounting for supervillain mentality, she thought. If she had 

illicit millions and was decorating her secret island hideout, she’d go for something cheerful with 

parrots, or maybe one of those bronze ballet dancers from France, not scenes of the Midwest.  

“Okay, this makes sense. So let’s tackle it from both angles then. Caliber, you, White 

Panther, and Mariposa develop a plan to ambush Divide and Conquer on the way into the 

museum, so we can keep the fight outside and not have any more property damage. Sonstrike, 

you and I are going to have to track down her fence. I’m betting that she uses each attack as a 

distraction to cover her trips out of town to liquidate stolen goods.” 

“Agreed. Her contact is probably in a nearby big city,” said Sonstrike, pulling up a map 

on his HoloBerry. “I rate the most likely destination as Indianapolis, Chicago, Detroit, Cleveland, 

or Columbus.” 

“Indianapolis is too close,” said Camille, “and has too many law enforcement contacts 

with Fort Wayne. Chicago has more superheroes running around than some European 

countries. The others are all solid possibilities.” 

“I’d put my money on Columbus,” said Caliber. “Word on the street is that the Knights of 

Columbus are imploding again and organized crime is running wild.” 

“Columbus has a seedy underside,” agreed Sonstrike. “A regular modern-day Sodom 

and Gomorrah.” 

Caliber laughed. “You’re thinking of the article last year that named Columbus the 

number two most sexually satisfied city in the country, aren’t you? Hell, just because they’re 

conscientious about using condoms and like their sex toys doesn’t mean they’re running a den 

of iniquity.” 

“Columbus, Ohio?” asked Camille incredulously. “You’ve got to be kidding me. Who was 

number one?” 

“Indianapolis,” sighed Sonstrike. “We are truly surrounded by sin.” 

 

 

 



Camille and Sonstrike were in Columbus, Ohio. It had taken them a weekend of legwork 
to track down the establishments most likely to be acting as fences for Divide and Conquer. The 
most helpful information had come from a long phone call with the surprisingly chatty Monster 
of Detroit, who seemed to have a better idea of what was going on in Columbus than the local 
superhero team did. According to the Monster, Columbus was a national disaster waiting to 
happen. He said they even had a mutant underground fight scene run indirectly by the Evolved 
Coalition, which was a nasty international group of mutant supremacists.  

Now it was nearly 8pm Monday night. Camille had just finished her eighth cup of coffee 
in a little shop in the University District across the street from a tattoo studio that the Monster 
said was run by an Evolved Coalition contact who’d provided stolen art to supervillain collectors. 
Camille had never been to college herself, but she’d drawn on what she’d learned from movies 
and TV shows to create a Bohemian college outfit and a believable cover story. So far, the 
waitress seemed sympathetic, or at least indifferent, to her tale of woe about needing to cram 
on a final research paper that she was supposed to have been working on all semester. Really, 
Camille was just playing solitaire on her notebook computer and chatting with Sonstrike, who 
was staking out a pawn shop in Linden that was rumored to deal with a lot of hot goods.  

“I’m bored and I have to pee,” Camille complained over her HoloBerry.  
Sonstrike laughed. “No one said that stakeouts were entertaining.” 
“They are in the movies.” 
“That’s editing. You can’t show an entire 10-hour stakeout in a 2-hour movie. They have 

to cut to just the exciting bits.” 
“That’s what we need,” yawned Camille. “A selective reality editor.” 
“It’s the downtime that allows us to appreciate our blessings,” countered Sonstrike. 

“Without time to be bored, we wouldn’t have an opportunity to reflect on the purpose of our 
life.” 

“Well, right now I’m thinking that the purpose of my life is to consume ridiculous 
quantities of caffeine, and that’s really not enough to keep me going. What are the odds that 
we’ve picked the entirely wrong places?” 

“It’s possible, but I don’t think so. The bigger question is how long it’s going to take 
before she hits again.” 

“Well, she can’t wait forever. She’s in the same position we’re in - she needs media 
attention to build her rep. Anyway, I’m going to go to the bath... Wait! I think that’s her!” 
Camille stood up excitedly. Hurrying down the sidewalk toward the tattoo parlor was an 
average-sized woman in a long khaki coat, hood up, carrying what looked to be a heavy 
backpack and glancing nervously around. “I think we may have her. I’m moving in.” 

“Be careful,” said Sonstrike. 
Camille quickly packed up her computer and rushed out of the cafe. She didn’t want to 

show her costume yet, just in case she was wrong. She waited for a car to pass, crossed the 
street, and pushed open the door to the studio. Inside, under poster-sized photographs of body 
art, Camille saw the woman talking in a low voice to the heavily pierced young assistant. They 
both turned when she entered and now Camille knew for sure: early 30s, brown hair, brown 
eyes - like a crisper version of the duplicates. Camille ripped off the black blouse she was 
wearing, revealing the top half of her Nova Woman costume underneath.  

“Divide and Conquer, you’re under arrest!” 
The woman paled, but the young assistant reached under the counter and pulled out an 

assault rifle. “Back off, super,” he snarled. 
“Alrighty,” said Camille in surprise. “You’re under arrest too.” 



With that, the guy fired and Divide and Conquer attempted to rush to the door. Camille 
laughed as she flew up toward the ceiling, dodging the gunfire, and then blasted the gunman 
with cosmic energy, sending him flying back through the wall. She still had time to dive down 
and grapple the woman, who, as Dr. Sterling had predicted, had no other mutant powers of 
note. As Camille told Sonstrike when he arrived, the most challenging thing about the whole 
fight was controlling her very full bladder. 

 
 
 
By the time they arrived back in Fort Wayne, the rest of the team had faced down the 

remaining Divide and Conquer duplicates, who had, as predicted, targeted the Fort Wayne 

Museum of Art. They attacked at 8pm on Monday evening, just when their leader was reaching 

the tattoo studio.  Mariposa had thousands of cockroaches on patrol outside, which hissed a 

warning when the perimeter was breached, alerting the supers waiting in the team RV just a 

few blocks away. Mariposa activated two waiting nests of hornets to attack while she, Caliber, 

and White Panther ran in. As White Panther said, it hadn’t even been close to a challenging 

fight. The two dozen duplicates were overwhelmed by the aggressiveness of the hornets and 

many surrendered at first sight of the supers. White Panther made quick work of the others, 

while Caliber coordinated police response. He was particularly disappointed, he told Camille, 

that he didn’t get a chance to fire any of his guns. By the time the police arrived, there was 

nothing to be seen but left-behind clothing floating in blue goo and trails of cockroaches 

meandering down South Calhoun Street back to the Foellinger-Freimann Botanical 

Conservatory. 

“So all in all, a rousing success,” Camille said as she finished summarizing their 

escapades to Dr. Annie Sterling by phone the next afternoon. “The art museum wasn’t even 

damaged, the police have recovered most of the money and safety deposit goods, and Divide 

and Conquer is going to end her short-lived career of villainy in an Ultimax facility. Finally a real 

win!” 

“Well deserved,” said Dr. Sterling.  

“It could have been cleaner, but you know how it is - the media is pretty forgiving as 

long as you eventually get the bad guy. Plus, it was good to make a connection with the 

Monster of Detroit. I’d never talked to him before, but he seemed really nice.” 

“I’ve only ever heard good things about him,” said Dr. Sterling. “I met him at a 

conference once; he’s very professional and tremendously dedicated to his city.” 

“It’s important to have contacts with local supers.” Camille had been hoping that Dr. 

Sterling would bring up the employment offer she’d mentioned before, but it appeared that 

she’d have to ask directly. “So about that out-of-country job...” 

“I thought perhaps with your new-found success you wouldn’t be interested,” said Dr. 

Sterling innocently. 

“It’s great that we got a break, but we’re still a little short on cash,” Camille admitted. 

She decided there was no need to go into specifics, like how they were facing eviction from 

their HQ and were completely screwed if one of them got injured. 



“In that case, I do have something. It’s all under-the-table, you understand. I was 

contacted by someone who wants to remain anonymous and who needs help through unofficial 

channels and is willing to pay quite handsomely.” 

“This isn’t illegal, is it?” asked Camille nervously. 

“Legality is a little difficult to assess. However, the job is most certainly not immoral, 

which I think is more what you mean.” 

“I suppose so... Okay, well, when do I get the details?” 

“I’ll tell my contact that you’re interested, and he’ll get someone to talk to you. I’d 

expect that you’ll hear something in the next 72 hours.” 

“Great! Annie, once again - thanks. I mean, I’m not even a West Pacific Super 

anymore.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous,” said Dr. Sterling briskly. “You may not be on the West Pacific 

Supers team, but you’re still on my team, Camille.” 



THE END
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