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CHAPTER ONE: 
CATCHING UP 

 

The Middale section of Route 35 didn’t see much traffic after 
dark. Thought it ran more or less straight through the towns of 
Copperton, Smallville and Middale all the way to Metropolis, the 
new interstate they put in three years ago thanks to some gener-
ous federal funding now handled most of the traffic between the 
communities, leaving Route 35 mostly to the farmers and ranch-
ers who lived between the communities and they didn’t have 
many reasons to be out after dark. 

That suited Sheriff Henry Wallows just fine because it meant that 
his nap was unlikely to be disturbed. He was nominally manning a 
speed trap, but really it was just an excuse to get out of the house 
for a few hours, grab some peace and quiet, and not have to deal 
with the shambles of his family life. His deadbeat brother-in-law 
Kevin had moved in a month ago saying it was only temporary 
while he found a new job. Kevin seemed no closer to finding work 
now than he had when he moved in and every time Wallows 
brought up the subject with his wife it turned into an argument. 

So he was sitting in his patrol car by the side of a virtually aban-
doned road trying to get a little shuteye, though it didn’t seem to 
be coming. Too much coffee during the day didn’t lend itself to an 
easy rest. So he just sort of lay there, with his seat tilted back, lis-
tening to some country music channel play tunes that, to his 
mind, really didn’t sound that much different from that pop rock 
crap his wife insisted on listening to in the family minivan. Every 
now and then he’d hear the sound of a lone car passing by and 
crack his eyes open wide enough to read the numbers on the ra-
dar gun he’d propped up on the dash while it beeped at him. Not 
one of them had been speeding enough to bother getting up and 
pursuing them. 

A beep from the radar gun followed by a crack like thunder 
brought Wallows to full alertness. 

“What the hell?” Wallows exclaimed as he bolted upright, staring 
at the radar gun’s display. The three-digit counter that normally 
displayed a solid number after a car passed was instead showing a 
flashing 999. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ Wallows fumbled with the interior lights 
and scrounged through the glove box. The manual for the radar 
gun should still be in there. Retrieving it he flipped to the trouble-
shooting section. ¢Ƙŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ 

What in creation could be going down Route 35 in the middle of 
the night at over a thousand miles an hour? 

* * *  

“Councilman Roberts! Care to make a statement to your constitu-
ents?” Lois Lane called out to the tall, grey-haired man. “They’ll be 
reading about the payoffs from the Magaldi cartel, the murder 
and the cover-up on the front page of the Daily Planet tomorrow 
morning,” she continued, “but I’ll make sure any statement you 
wish to make gets in!” 

Councilman Roberts' response was a red-faced glare and an inar-
ticulate curse that might have been intimidating if he wasn’t 
hanging from a lamp post a dozen feet off the ground by his belt. 
Several police were trying to keep the press away while they fig-
ured out how exactly to get the man down, but they weren’t hav-
ing much luck at the moment. 

“So I’ll take that as a ‘no comment’ then?” Lois called up to the 
man in a too cheerful and mocking voice. 

“Do you think you might be enjoying yourself just a little too 
much?” Clark Kent asked as he stood behind her. 



“Please,” Lois answered as she turned and walked away from 
scene. She’d seen all she needed to see and their story was al-
ready put to bed. “Joseph Roberts is scum and he deserves every 
bit of scorn that society can heap upon him and a trip to the elec-
tric chair to boot.” Many of her colleagues might argue that last 
point. Some might find it odd that someone regarded as a crusad-
er against injustice would support sentencing someone to death, 
but those who did had probably never had their only family mur-
dered in front of them either. Justice would be done. Roberts 
would get his day in court and his decade of appeals after that. 
She wouldn’t lose any sleep when society finally put Robert’s out 
of society’s misery. 

“Besides,” she added, “I don’t think you’re in any position to talk 
about enjoying your job too much.” Lois jabbed her thumb back 
towards the crowd or, more accurately, what lay beyond. 

“Someone tipped him off to our exposé and the evidence the po-
lice had received. He was getting ready to flee the country so I just 
made sure he stuck around for the police to apprehend,” Clark 
said with mock innocence. 

“You hung him from a lamp post and then dropped a Magaldi 
yacht full of drugs on his house,” Lois exclaimed in a hushed whis-
per. One of her police contacts had already called to inform her 
that the yacht’s crew was found wrapped in a fishing net on the 
doors of police headquarters. 

“That was an object lesson,” Clark responded. “He actually tried 
to buy me off; offered me twenty million in cash if I’d just get him 
to that yacht.” 

“Somehow I don’t think that’s quite what he had in mind,” Lois 
said with a grin. 

“He said toe-may-toe; I said toe-mah-toe…” 

“I say that’s roughly one hundred million in heroin that will never 
make it to the streets and a crew of thugs more than willing to 
name names to the Feds,” Lois said as she got into the car. As 
much as that thought pleased her it was the fact that Tina An-
drews’ murderer was going to face justice that really gave her a 
sense of satisfaction. 

She hadn’t known the young intern personally, but her death 
screamed of a cover-up by someone with a great deal of influ-
ence. While uncovering the truth wouldn’t bring Tina back any 
more than putting away those responsible for her own father’s 
death could restore him to life, making sure that bastards who 
thought they were above the law faced justice for their crimes 
was something she had devoted her life to. She knew it was small 
comfort to Tina’s mother, but she prayed that the quick appre-
hension of those responsible might at least save her from some of 
the seemingly endless nightmare Lois had gone through after her 
father’s death. 

“So, are you riding or flying?” she asked Clark through the open 
window. 

“I’m not hearing any emergency bigger than a fender-bender near 
Route 35 and I-78,” Clark said as he got into the car. 

“Clark, that’s ten miles from here,” Lois said with amazement. “I 
didn’t know you could hear things that far away.” 

“I can’t,” Clark said with a mischievous grin. “It’s coming over the 
police radio in the patrol car over there.” 

Lois just rolled her eyes as she put the car into gear. “So when ex-
actly did you grow a sense of humor?” 

“Its just one of my many hidden super powers,” he responded. 

“Keep it hidden. Its not that super,” Lois deadpanned. 



As they drove through the city Lois took a look at the dashboard 
clock… she might actually make it to bed before 2 AM for once. 
Staying up that late or later was an old habit, a bad habit, picked 
up during her months alone in Metropolis after her father had 
been murdered. She had found that the nightmares didn’t come 
quite so often when she was truly exhausted. 

After eight years she was simply used to functioning on barely 
four hours of sleep a night for days at a time until the weekend hit 
and she crashed and burned in the dreamless sleep that only total 
exhaustion could provide her. It wasn’t healthy, but it was a part 
of who she was and it almost let her keep the same hours as 
Clark, for whom a couple of hours of sleep were like a week-long 
vacation thanks to his alien physiology. 

As Lois looked back on the month that had passed since she’d 
learned about that alien physiology and the uniqueness that was 
Clark Kent, it was somewhat weird to think how little her knowing 
about it had actually changed things between them even as every-
thing else had been turned upside down. 

It was probably because a good chunk of her relationship with 
Clark growing up in Smallville had consisted largely of doing what 
they had just finished doing with Councilman Roberts; investigat-
ing something suspicious and bringing the guilty parties to justice. 
The only real differences were that now she didn’t have to won-
der at the strange events that usually surrounded the capture of 
the villains and now Clark didn’t have to be quite so surreptitious 
in how he subdued them. Not when the public was expecting a 
hero, or vigilante alien conqueror depending upon who you 
asked, in a bright red cape to come flying to the rescue. 

While the story her boyfriend Lex Luthor had gotten published 
had done a lot to cool the public’s opinion of Superman, it had 
also proven to be something of a backhanded favor to Clark. Even 
now digitally altered photos of Roswell style aliens in Superman 
costumes occasionally showed up whenever Superman made the 

news. While this didn’t exactly win Superman any friends, it did 
help make Clark’s secret identity more secure. Since most people 
thought of Superman’s human face as a mask, they were far less 
likely to go looking for that face in the general populace. 

Because of that article it was hard to say exactly how her relation-
ship with Lex was going. The day the story had run there had been 
what passed for a fight between them over it. As with so much of 
her so-called life it was lacking that certain vital spark; as if her 
objections to how he had kept her in the dark about the story 
were merely perfunctory. She found that she was simply more 
disappointed than actually angry and even then it was more be-
cause of his lack of faith in her than his attack on Superman. How 
could she truly be angry when he couldn’t know that ‘Superman’ 
was nothing more than his old friend wearing a bright red cape, 
not some new alien threat? 

Lex was far more adamant about his position though. He simply 
could not understand her continued belief that Superman was a 
hero regardless of where he came from or what he might really 
look like. “Given the media frenzy you’ve created, is it any wonder 
he didn’t want to say he was an alien?” she had told him. “You’re 
painting with an awfully large brush. Just because one alien was a 
monster doesn’t mean they all are.” 

The argument had essentially ended in a draw, with neither Lois 
nor Lex conceding their position. Lex hadn’t brought it up since 
and things seemed to be pretty much normal between them, but 
she could tell her belief in ‘Superman’ continued to bother Lex a 
great deal. She just hoped that Lex would come around in time 
along with the public. 

They were maybe three blocks away from the Daily Planet build-
ing when Lois was torn from these thoughts by the sight of Clark 
tensing beside her the way he always did when he noticed trouble 
with one of his super senses. 

“What is it Clark?” Lois asked. 



“Just find a parking spot quick,” Clark responded. “There’s a 
commotion at the front desk. Someone’s demanding to see you 
by name.” 

“So I should hurry into a potential stalker situation why?” 

“He’s using your old name,” Clark finished. 

* * *  

Jim had been on his way out the door when the strange man had 
burst in. It wasn’t so much his appearance that had made him 
take notice; tall and lean with blonde hair, wearing blue sweat-
pants and a Central City Lightning sweatshirt. Rather it was the 
palpable sense of tension radiating from the man. It was as if it 
was taking every ounce of his willpower just to stand still. 

Jim lingered for just a moment as the man had proceeded to head 
straight for the front desk and asked the night clerk something. 
Apparently the answer had not been what the lean man wanted 
to hear because he immediately exclaimed “I know she’s here! 
Where is she?” 

“Sir, no one by that name works here,” the night clerk exclaimed. 

Jim turned and started cautiously walking back towards the desk. 

“I don’t have time for this!” the man yelled back. “Tell me where 
she is!” 

“Sir, I can assure you that no one by that name works here.” 

“I know she works here somewhere and it’s very important that I 
speak to her immediately! Just tell me where Chloe Sullivan is! It’s 
an emergency!” 

“Look,” Jim said in the calmest voice he could muster as he came 
up behind the man, “I work here too and I’m pretty sure that no 
one by that name works here.” 

“You’re wrong. I know Chloe Sullivan works here.” 

“Chloe Sullivan doesn’t work here,” came an emphatic voice from 
the front door that Jim recognized as that of Lois Lane. “I’ll be 
happy to talk to you though,” she continued as she walked up to 
him with her partner Clark Kent at her side. 

“I’d listen to her if I were you,” Clark said. “Best offer you’re going 
to get.” 

The man seemed somewhat dumbstruck. He seemed to recognize 
Clark, but his attention remained riveted on Lois. “But ȅƻǳΩǊŜ…” 

“…Lois Lane,” she interrupted with a tone of utter finality. A mo-
ment of awkward silence seemed to follow which Lois finally 
broke with a question. “So, who are you anyway, Mister…?” 

“Allen. Barry Allen,” the man replied. 

Well, Mr. Allen if you want to talk, come with me.” She and Clark 
turned back towards the entrance to the Daily Planet. “Outside,” 
Lois added. Mr. Allen stared after the two of them for only a mo-
ment before following. 

As the revolving doors came to a stop behind Lois, Clark and the 
mysterious Mr. Allen a million questions swept through Jim’s 
mind, but one kept coming to the forefront. 

“Who’s Chloe Sullivan?” he asked himself. 

* * *  

“Just who do you think you are?!?” Lois exclaimed as she pulled 
Barry into the alleyway between the Daily Planet and the adjacent 
building while Clark followed. 

“I told you, I’m Barry Allen!” Barry shouted back. “I’m a CSI in Cen-
tral City and I don’t know who you think you are but, whatever 
you’re calling yourself, I know you’re really Chloe Sullivan.” 



“Not anymore,” Lois responded icily. “Chloe Sullivan may as well 
be dead and I’m not too fond of people who go digging her up. 
Now how do you know that name and how did you find me 
here?” There was something vaguely familiar about him, but she 
couldn’t quite place it. 

Also familiar to her was the way Clark flinched ever so slightly 
when she’d made her statement. He hated it when she talked 
about her old name and life in the third person, as if they be-
longed to someone else. She wished they could be… that she 
hadn’t once compromised her principles and made a deal with a 
devil; a deal that got her father killed as she tried to get out from 
under that devil’s thumb again. She didn’t want to be that person 
ever again. 

Yet life, it seemed, was bound and determined to never let her 
forget. 

“That’s a shame,” Barry said. “Chloe Sullivan was a lot nicer to 
people in need. Clark on the other hand doesn’t seem to have 
changed a bit… well, except for the glasses.” 

So he knew Clark too. Who was this guy? “You still haven’t ans-
wered my question,” she said. 

“Okay, then I’ll make it quick,” Barry said. “One… I know your 
name because I was two years ahead of you at Smallville High; 
Class of 2003.” 

The pieces clicked into place in Lois’ head even as he said it. Bar-
tholomew Allen had been on the track team and president of the 
school’s forensics club. That he’d gone into crime scene investiga-
tion wasn’t surprising. 

“Two,” Barry continued with barely a breath, “I found you be-
cause I needed help and when I went to Seer he told me that he 
saw you here working at the Planet andthatIshouldcomefindyou-
becauseyou’dbeabletohelpsaveus.” The more excited Barry got 

the more it sounded as if you were listening to an auctioneer on 
speed. 

“Whoa,” Clark said. “Hold it. Save you from what?” 

“Come on Kent,” Barry exclaimed. “You knew what was going on 
in Smallville. All those freaks The Powers That Be kept covering 
up?” 

“You mean the people poisoned by the meteor rocks,” Lois cor-
rected. 

“Freaks is the preferred term,” Barry said, “but yeah.” 

Clark let the insulting term slide and moved on. “So you need us 
to save you from someone with meteor powers?” 

“No, you’ve got it backward,” Barry replied as he started vibrating 
so fast he became a blur. When he spoke again his voice sounded 
like he was speaking into a fan. “We need you to save us from The 
Powers That Be.” 

* * *  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER TWO: 
PAST AND PRESENT 

 

“I’m amazed you’ve had no idea what was going on,” Barry said 
quietly as he, Lois and Clark sat at booth at Bibbo’s Bar and Grill. 
“Chloe Sullivan’s something of a cult hero in the Freak communi-
ty; the one person with the courage to tell the truth, good and 
bad, about us. I guess I just assumed you’d have been keeping 
track.” 

“From what I’ve been told the bad stuff started about two years 
ago,” he continued. “Unless you were a Smallville resident and 
paying attention you probably wouldn’t have even noticed, but it 
was around then that people started to go missing.” 

“More than usual you mean?” Lois asked. 

“That’s just it… those people didn’t go missing did they?” Barry 
replied. “Your investigations proved that. No, when I mean miss-
ing I mean without a trace; their homes emptied, their bank ac-
counts closed, no forwarding address. It was as if one day they 
were there and the next they were just gone.” 

Clark noticed the barely perceptible shudder that went through 
Lois at the thought. It sounded frighteningly similar to what had 
happened to her and her father when she had crossed Lionel Lu-
thor and she had only barely escaped. 

“It wasn’t long after that that Seer figured out that the people 
who had been disappearing like that had all been Freaks and de-
cided to take action,” Barry continued. 

Clark saw Lois shudder ever so slightly again. “Why do you keep 
calling yourself Freaks?” he asked, voicing Lois’ unstated thoughts. 
“You of all people should know how horrible that sounds.” 

“Because it’s what we are,” Barry told him. “We aren’t like other 
people and we’re okay with that. From what I’ve been told you 
two were some of the only Muggles who knew of us and didn’t 
see us as bug-eyed monsters, but human beings. Yeah, we had 
some bad apples, but most of us just want to live in peace.” 

“I’m sorry,” Lois said, “did I just hear you call us Muggles?” 

“Sorry, its slang,” Barry replied. “A lot of the Freaks are Rowling 
fans and the name just sort of stuck when we were talking about 
people without abilities far beyond those of normal men.” 

“Anyway,” Barry went on, “Seer started seeking out as many of 
the Freaks as he could find and started forming a sort of under-
ground community that would keep tabs on and help us watch 
out for each other, because from the look of things there were 
people out there who wanted to do their best to make us all dis-
appear.” 

“That’s the second time you’ve mentioned Seer,” Clark said. “Who 
is that?” 

“Another Freak,” Barry said. “We all use code names for security 
reasons… I go by Flash for example. I’m pretty new at this whole 
thing though. Until six months ago I was just an ordinary guy…” 

Lois listened as she heard yet another variation of the same old 
story play out. Barry Allen had been called out to Smallville to 
help in an investigation. He had gotten to the scene just minutes 
before a monster thunderstorm was going to hit, hoping to cata-
logue as much as he could before the storm washed vital evidence 
away. He had simply been in the wrong place at the wrong time as 
a lightning bolt struck him and mixed with the radiation of the lo-
cal meteor rocks. It wasn’t long after that when Barry discovered 
he had been changed, able to move like living lightning with every 
single one of his molecules hyper-accelerated by the mix. 



“So where do we fit into all of this?” Lois asked when he had fi-
nished his story. 

“I was getting to that,” Barry said. “Two days ago one of my good 
friends, Arthur Curry, another Freak, disappeared without a 
trace.” 

“And you want us to find him,” Lois finished. 

“Yes,” Barry replied. “When Arthur disappeared I went right to 
Seer and he saw me coming to the Daily Planet to find Chloe Sulli-
van. We weren’t sure what to think when we heard that,” Barry 
remarked. “No one could figure out why Seer’s visions were point-
ing to you. Even if you were paying attention, we presumed you’d 
dropped off the face of the Earth for a reason and we certainly 
didn’t expect you to still be a reporter.” 

He chuckled. “I’ll be damned if he wasn’t right though. I came 
looking for an ex-reporter whom no one had heard from in eight 
years and wound up finding Lois Lane. I mean it’s because of you 
that the world believes in aliens and flying men.” 

Barry let that statement just hang in the air for moment. “So, will 
you help?” 

* * *  

“This is no help at all,” Jim remarked with frustration as he looked 
at the phone book for the fifth time. He had taken a look at the 
full employment roster for the Daily Planet and he had been cor-
rect that there was no one by the name of Chloe Sullivan currently 
working anywhere in the Daily Planet. There were three Chloe Sul-
livan’s listed in the Metropolis metropolitan area, but a quick 
record search on them turned up no links to the Daily Planet or 
even to reporting in general. 

Clearly the man who had barged in earlier had been delusional. 
Yet, Lois had felt compelled to hear him out. It was almost as if 

she knew why the man had been seeking this Chloe Sullivan even 
as she shot down his claims that she worked at the Planet. There 
was something that didn’t add up and it bothered him. 

Ever since the Superman revelation of a month ago, Jim had been 
trying to pay special attention to things that didn’t quite add up 
when it came to Lois Lane. Her boyfriend Lex Luthor was worried 
about her and had asked him to keep his eye on Lois for him in 
case anything strange happened. Something about this Chloe Sul-
livan was important and he wanted to find out what. 

“Maybe she used to work here?” Jim asked himself. He called up 
the past employment rosters for the Planet, cursing the archaic 
accounting system that forced you to look through them by year 
rather than simply doing a simple keyword search. He opened up 
the previous year’s records and began to read. 

There was quite a bit of turnover down in the printing and deli-
very departments, but still there wasn’t any sign of Chloe Sullivan. 
How far back did he really want to look? 

The man had seemed insistent that she had worked here. He tried 
looking back two years, then three, then four. In the end he had 
to go back almost eight years before he scored a hit. When he did, 
the results shocked him. 

“A columnist? Well, let’s see what she had to say,” he said to him-
self as he called up the Planet’s archives. Those at least were key-
word searchable. Three dozen articles appeared in response to his 
search… all weekly columns on teen issues. 

What could be so important about this? he wondered, but he al-
ready knew the only way to find out. 

Jim clicked on the first article and started to read. 

* * *  



“Perry? It’s Lois,” she said into her cell phone. “Clark and I have a 
lead on another big story. We won’t be in the office for a few 
days. We’re headed for Smallville. Yes, Smallville. Yes, I’m sure it’s 
a big story… have we let you down yet? Okay, ŘƻƴΩǘ answer that. 
Look, if it doesn’t pan out just write if off as vacation days; I’ve 
only got about a hundred due me. Don’t worry; we’re staying with 
Clark’s mom so you don’t have to worry about any extra expense 
account forms. Yes, we’ll keep in touch. Yes, I’ve got my cell 
phone. Perry, I’m hanging up now. I mean it. I’m hanging up now.” 

“Like a mother hen!” She exclaimed after hitting the END button 
on her cell phone. “We ready to go?” 

“Yeah,” Clark said, “I just got off the phone with mom to let her 
know we’d be there in five and she says breakfast is ready and 
waiting.” 

“Oh come on,” Lois said doubtfully, “even with morning traffic it 
won’t take more than three and half to four hour… wait, break-
fast?” 

Her double-take ended with a sly grin as she saw Clark standing 
there in his Superman uniform. 

“Why drive when you can fly?” he said. 

“So how are we going to get around once we get there?” 

“We can borrow one of the farm trucks,” Clark said. “Here, you’ll 
want this.” He produced a parka from his closet. “I got it in the 
Himalayas a few years ago. I wasn’t actually bothered by the cold, 
but it was good for blending in. It can get a little nippy when 
you’re flying.” 

Reluctantly she put it on and looked in the mirror. “I look ridicul-
ous,” she said. Built for Clark’s large frame it hung down almost to 
her ankles and her hands were lost somewhere in the sleeves with 
over a foot drooping down past her hands. 

“You’ll thank me in a minute,” Clark said as he playfully flipped the 
hood up over her head, blinding her completely as it fell over her 
face and down to her chin. “Besides it’s not like anyone’s going to 
see you… unless mom has her camera handy.” 

“That’s not funny Kent!” she exclaimed as she finally managed to 
get the hood back down and glared into Clark’s grinning face, but 
she couldn’t quite keep the amusement out her own voice. 

“Actually, it really is,” Clark responded, still grinning as he again 
flipped the hood back up over her head. 

* * *  

“More coffee, Lois?” Martha Kent asked. 

“Yes, please,” Lois said with enthusiasm. She could still feel a bit 
of the chill from the flight in her bones. The parka was now her 
best friend; even the hood. Next time though she was going to 
remember to bring goggles since she’d missed out on most of the 
view; the few times she had attempted to look out at the world 
beyond Clark and the parka she had seen nothing but the blur of 
tears filling up her eyes as protection from the raging wind. Either 
goggles or just have him fly a little slower next time, she finally 
decided. 

“So where do we start?” Clark asked between mouthfuls of his 
mother’s homemade pancakes and preserves. 

“Well, I thought we’d start with your mom,” Lois said as she took 
another deep drink of coffee and turned her attention to Martha. 
“With all the things going on with Clark you have to be more 
aware of the weirdness in Smallville than most. Have you seen 
anything to back up Mr. Allen’s claims that people are disappear-
ing?” 

“I’m honestly not sure, Lois,” Martha said, sitting down at the ta-
ble. “So many people have moved away since the LuthorCorp 



Plant shut down that it’s hard to say for sure what happened to all 
of them.” 

“Fair enough,” Lois responded. She had seen the sign coming into 
Smallville when she drove back her a month ago to find Clark and 
had noted that the population was down to around 36,000 from 
its peak of just over 45,000 a decade earlier. 

tƭǳǎΣ ƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ Ŝŀǎȅ ƳŀƴŀƎƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ, 
she didn’t add. 

Having come from the big city she hadn’t really comprehended 
what it actually took to run a farm as big as the Kents’ when she 
first moved to Smallville as a teen. It had never occurred to her 
that Clark and Jonathan Kent were actually doing the work of a 
dozen farmhands by themselves. Now a dozen seasonal hands 
and a fair amount of automation was exactly what Martha Kent 
was using to keep the farm up and running, allowing Martha to 
make actual use of her business degree on a regular basis. 

“I guess the next step then is to see how many of my old contacts 
are still around,” Lois said. She was already making a mental list. 
Barry Allen had provided them with a list of people Arthur Curry 
had known, which wasn’t a lot, but that wouldn’t be enough to 
prove a pattern. Suspicious patterns in the records of home sales 
and properties where forwarding addresses were not given would 
help narrow the search parameters a bit. 

“Well, if that doesn’t pan out we should check with Ron over at 
the Ledger,” Clark added. 

“Right,” Lois agreed continuing the mental checklist in her head. 
wƻƴ ¢ǊƻǳǇŜΣ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƴŀƳŜ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳt in a 
while.  

She remembered back to what should have been her senior year 
in high school. She had returned from hiding to find her old life 
scattered like ashes. Vince McMillan, a sophomore, had been ap-

pointed as editor of The Torch after she had been presumed dead 
and no one had been willing to give the post back to her. Vince 
had torn down her Wall of Weird and the faculty seemed much 
happier with Vince’s much less controversial brand of journalism. 
With her sole reason for staying in high school lost to her she’d 
simply taken a G.E.D. test the week after she’d gotten herself 
emancipated and gotten on with her life. 

Her father had had some life insurance money, but it wouldn’t last 
forever. She had needed a job and Clark, who was eager to make 
some extra money for his own family and wanting to show soli-
darity with her rather than continue to work at The Torch, had 
suggested they try to get jobs at the Smallville Ledger. Ron 
Troupe, the new owner/editor of the paper had taken them both 
on part-time and under his guidance she had learned quite a few 
lessons about the real world of journalism that she was sure she 
never would have picked up from her classes at Smallville Com-
munity College. 

It was, in part, her time at the Ledger that had allowed her to win 
a job at the Daily Planet just a few years later without the need to 
bring up who she used to be. Not that there was much left of who 
she had been anyway; one would have to look fairly long and hard 
to even find a trace that Chloe Sullivan had ever existed. Including 
Clark and Martha she wouldn’t need more than one hand to 
count the number of people in Smallville who might actually care 
about the girl she had once been. 

“Lois?” It was Martha’s calm and quiet voice. 

“Huh?” Lois said with a start. “Sorry, I was just thinking about 
things.” It was more a deflection than an answer. The fact of the 
matter was that beneath the professional exterior she normally 
presented she was a little nervous. This town had been her home 
for a fair chunk of her teen years and yet Lois Lane had no place 
here. If she were honest she’d admit that she didn’t really have a 



place anywhere. Metropolis, for all its familiarity, wasn’t home; it 
was just the most convenient place for Lois Lane to exist. 

“Anyway, we should get going,” she continued, noting that Clark 
had by now utterly devoured his breakfast. 

“I’ll have the guest room made up by the time you get back,” Mar-
tha told her as she and Clark headed for the door. 

“Thanks again, Martha,” Lois said as she reached the screen door. 

“I just wish you’d visit more often,” the older woman replied. “It’s 
nice having family in the house.” 

Lois smiled at the thought, for she knew it wasn’t just Clark she 
was referring to. Her brief stays here had probably been the clos-
est thing to a home she had known in the past eight years. 

With that thought firmly in mind she headed out to see what 
Smallville had in store for her. 

* * *  

The downtown was still recognizable, Clark noted as they drove 
down Main Street, but only because no one had bothered to tear 
down the many boarded up and abandoned buildings. He looked 
up at the sad and derelict sign over the Talon where he and Lois 
had spent a fair portion of their teen years to find that it now read 
TAL N, the O having fallen off at some point and not been re-
placed. 

The high school had faired better, it still looked just as Clark had 
remembered it. So did the Luthor estate which, according to Lois, 
was still meticulously maintained by LexCorp despite having been 
unoccupied for almost five years. Everything else though just 
looked a little shabbier than before. The town would never com-
pletely die Clark knew; it served too important a role in providing 
services to all of the surrounding farms; but the boom times of 
the LuthorCorp years were in its past. 

The plant closing had occurred a few years after he’d left Small-
ville; too many environmental health problems had been the offi-
cial explanation, though Clark knew those problems really had 
more to do with all the kryptonite that had rained down on the 
county in the same meteor shower that brought him to Earth. 
When they had passed the plant on the way into town it had 
looked as shabby as the rest of the town; a few token security 
guards to ensure that no one trespassed on the old plot of land 
were the only signs of life at the old plant. 

What little new construction there was in the town was about two 
miles east of the downtown area where the new interstate ran 
between Central City and Metropolis. From the air he’d seen the 
ungainly blot of gas station and fast-food chain signs along with a 
couple of hotels and token convenience store that seemed to crop 
up every dozen or so miles along every interstate in the Midwest. 

Lois’ old contacts had proven to be dead ends; the few that were 
still around after five years didn’t have anything especially useful. 
Sheriff Adams though, looking as harried as ever, was still around 
and she DID remember both Clark and Lois, though not exactly 
fondly. 

They had just finished their brief meeting at the Smallville Ledger 
and it had gone about as well as Clark had expected. Ron Troupe 
was a good man, but he was also not the most open-minded of 
individuals when it came to the bizarre. He liked hard indisputable 
facts, as opposed to the speculation that had often laced Chloe 
Sullivan’s old stories. As Lois Lane she had tried hard to live up to 
Ron’s standard and won his respect by doing so. 

So it was something of a shock to be told by him that he was 
somewhat disappointed in her recent spate of “sloppy” reporting. 
The way she had handled the Superman story was totally unlike 
the reporter he had seen her become; it was too accepting of Su-
perman’s answers at face value and didn’t ask some common 
sense questions that should have at least been reported as a ‘no 



comment.’ The part that stung Lois the most was his remark that 
if it had been his paper he’d have dropped the story into the Life-
style section for the all the relevance it had to the real news. 

Though his comments might sound harsh in the extreme to one 
who didn’t know him, Ron Troupe never pulled any punches with 
his reporters when he thought hearing the hard truth would make 
them a better reporter. What had shocked Lois more was that 
Ron Troupe had taken the time to follow her career after she left 
the Ledger, but it didn’t surprise Clark at all. No matter how brief-
ly someone worked for the Ledger Ron Troupe always considered 
them part of his extended family. 

Needless to say the subject of their current investigation didn’t 
impress Ron Troupe either. He’d never really bought into the idea 
of meteor induced mutations and Lois had never really pushed 
the issue with Ron; she had been more interested in hunting 
down those responsible for her father’s death at that point and 
the hard facts she had uncovered in bringing them to justice was 
just the type of journalistic investigation that made Ron Troupe 
proud. 

Still, in light of alien war machines and flying men appearing on 
live network news, Ron Troupe was willing to concede the possi-
bility that mutants might be a possibility as well, though he re-
mained skeptical of any conspiracy to make them disappear. Ron 
hadn’t heard anything about Arthur Curry or his disappearance, 
but he told them he’d ask around using his contacts. 

Turning his attention back to the world outside, Clark watched as 
the small homes lining the streets on the outskirts of town gave 
way to trees and farmland. They were currently on their way to 
Arthur Curry’s home to double check for clues the police had 
missed. Clark was no CSI and didn’t have a crime lab at his dispos-
al, but his super-senses were almost as good. 

Sheriff Adams had told them that they had done a sweep of the 
home, but had not found anything out of place and given Mr. Cur-

ry’s well known love of swimming they had devoted far more at-
tention to sweeping the isolated stretch of river that his home 
was built near. Divers were continuing to sweep downstream, but 
at this point Sheriff Adams said they weren’t looking for a survivor 
but a corpse. Officially Arthur Curry’s disappearance was un-
solved, but with nothing to suggest anything other than a possible 
swimming accident the investigation was a low priority. 

Lois pulled off the road and onto the long dusty stretch of gravel 
that served as the home’s driveway. The home itself was a fairly 
modest affair; it didn’t look much different than the Kent farm-
house or any of the other homes native to the region. It could 
probably stand a new coat of paint, but other than that it looked 
to be in good repair. 

“Doesn’t look like anyone’s around,” Lois said as she pulled up to 
the home and shut off the engine. 

“Well he is supposed to be missing,” Clark remarked, though he 
did a momentary sweep of the home with his X-Ray vision just to 
be sure. There was definitely no one in the home and the only 
human heartbeat within range of his hearing belonged to Lois; 
though he could pick it out of a crowd easily it was rare that he 
got to hear the sound of her heart and no one else’s. Whoever he 
had been, Arthur Curry had certainly valued his privacy. 

“Let’s take a look,” He said as they headed up to the front door. 
He did another quick sweep with his X-Ray vision. “Locked, ob-
viously, but there's no electronic security on the door. Shall I?” He 
indicated the handle. 

“Let’s be a little more subtle this time,” Lois remarked. “I’m sure 
Mr. Curry won’t care about the lock if we find him, but why leave 
evidence we were here if we don’t have to?” She pulled out a set 
of lock picks she kept in her purse. They were a souvenir of her 
time on the run in Metropolis and she’d become quite adept with 
them. It was less than minute later that Clark heard the click of 
the deadbolt unlocking and the door swung open at Lois’ touch. 



Clark didn’t know why he was surprised that the interior seemed 
to be just an ordinary house; the police certainly would have no-
ticed if it were not. Maybe it was because he knew that the owner 
was a ‘Freak’ that he had expected something different; webs 
hanging from the ceiling or slime dripping from the vents or any of 
a hundred other oddities that extreme forms of kryptonite poi-
soning caused. Yet there was nothing like that here, he noted as 
he walked through the entry hall and into the kitchen. It was just 
an ordinary house. 

Clark silently chided himself for his presumption. Okay, he was an 
alien and not a mutation, but still… why would Arthur’s home look 
any less normal than his apartment did? 

“I’m not seeing anything odd down here,” Clark said as he swept 
the room with his heightened senses. 

“Well, he likes seafood,” Lois noted as she opened the freezer, “a 
lot.” The freezer was packed to the gills with fish. “Oh and of 
course… beer,” she remarked as she opened the refrigerator. 

“I bet he caught them himself,” Clark remarked. 

“The beer?” Lois asked with a mocking grin. 

“No, the fish.” 

“What makes you say that?” 

“I smelled seawater when you opened the freezer,” Clark ex-
plained. “Most markets wash the fish well enough that it’s hard to 
tell.” He turned down his senses to more human levels as he be-
gan looking around in the den and, sure enough, he saw a picture 
that confirmed his hunch. It was a photo of the missing Arthur 
Curry, his impeccably white smile gleaming on his boyish face as 
he ran one hand through this short blonde hair and the other held 
up a large fish. Standing next to him with a much smaller fish was 

Barry Allen, trying desperately to look disgruntled despite having 
a wonderful time. 

“Score one for the super senses,” Lois said as she came over to 
look at the picture. “I always wonder when I look at these if they’d 
be smiling quite so much if they knew what was really in store for 
them.” 

Clark let the comment go without comment. There was a box 
filled to the brim with old pictures of Lois and her dad up in the 
attic of the Kent farm that Lois hadn’t looked at in years. She’d 
asked his mom if she could store them there when she left for 
Metropolis, saying that she couldn’t bear to lose them, but didn’t 
want to take them with her because of all the painful memories 
they brought back; those memories, of course, being of times 
when she was happy. 

This was neither the time nor the place to bring that up though. 
He suspected him mom might have better luck in this particular 
regard than he would anyway. Instead he turned his attention 
back to scanning the house with his senses. 

“Hmm… now that’s interesting,” he remarked as he looked up at, 
or rather through, the ceiling. 

“What?” she asked dumbfounded as she too looked up at the 
spot on the ceiling he seemed to be staring at. 

Clark suppressed a grin as Lois maintained her puzzled expression 
for just a moment longer. 

“Oh…” she said with a tinge of embarrassment in her voice. “X-
Ray vision. Right.” 

Lois followed him up the stairs and into the master bedroom. 
Through there he led her into the master bath. 



“Wow, that’s some tub,” Lois remarked. Indeed, the tub was 
nothing less than an indoor Jacuzzi, though it was empty of water 
currently. “I bet it uses up a lot of hot water.” 

“I don’t think Arthur likes it hot,” Clark commented. 

This time Lois just waited patiently for him to explain. 

“I saw this with my X-Ray vision,” he told her as he reached in the 
cupboard beneath the sink and pulled out a large plastic bag. 

Lois bent down to read the label. “Natural sea salt?” 

“The whole room smells of it,” Clark continued. “Sheriff Adams 
said he loved to swim, but maybe love had nothing to do with it. I 
think our Mr. Curry may need to swim or at least be immersed in 
water… maybe even seawater periodically.” 

“So you’re saying Arthur’s some kind of, what, Aquaman?” 

“We’ve seen crazier things,” Clark reminded. 

“I know,” Lois said with just the slightest tinge of disappointment. 
“I was really hoping he’d be a little more impressive. Oh, don’t 
turn up your nose at me like that.” 

“It’s not you,” Clark said. “There’s something else too.” He twisted 
his head around trying to catch the scent again. There it was; that 
acidic smell that was almost lost in the brine. He climbed into the 
tub and leaned his head up to the far wall opposite the door. 
There it was. 

“Do you have a tweezers?” Clark asked. 

“Yeah,” Lois said as she dug into her purse. “What is it?” she 
asked as she handed the implement over. 

“The tip of needle,” Clark said as he dug into the wallpaper with 
the tweezers. After a few moments he pulled out a thin, almost 

invisible needle from the wall and held it up. Lois had to squint as 
she looked at it. 

“What was it doing in the wall?” 

“If I had to guess… it’s the tip of a dart that missed. It was loaded 
with a sedative; something extremely potent. That’s what I 
smelled.” 

“I don’t know which is more amazing,” Lois responded, “That you 
could pick out the scent coming off that little bit of needle or that 
Mr. Allen was right and someone’s been making ‘Freaks’ disap-
pear.” 

* * *  

“What do you mean, there’s nothing you can do?” Lois exclaimed 
angrily at Sheriff Adams. 

Outside dusk was falling. After finding the dart tip they had done a 
more thorough search, starting from the master bath and working 
their way out. The place had been pretty thoroughly cleaned; 
there were no fingerprints at all in the bathroom, but Clark’s su-
per vision had found three dark hairs and a small amount of dirt 
that didn’t match the surrounding area on the steps. Arthur was 
blonde and there was no sign of any pets so it was reasonable to 
conclude that those hairs came from someone else. 

Lois bet it would have taken a full forensics team a week to search 
the home as completely as Clark had in a few hours time. She had 
carefully bagged the miniscule clues and called one of her con-
tacts in the Metropolis CSI, Mitchell Corbin, for a favor and it 
hadn’t taken Clark more than five minutes to get there and back 
with the samples. Corbin would call her when he determined any-
thing. 

In the meantime they had gone to the police department with 
what they had found. Lois had been hoping that Sheriff Adams 



would at least listen to the possibility, but instead she was getting 
stonewalled. 

“Look, Ms. Lane… or whatever you’re calling yourself now,” 
Adams responded with her usual tone of irritation, “I’m currently 
overlooking the fact that you broke into the home of a missing 
person because I know you were trying to help, but the fact re-
mains that you could have found that little speck of metal you 
claim is a needle, some hairs and a bit of dirt anywhere and even 
if I asked how exactly you found those needles in a haystack in a 
few hours time, there’s still the fact that there’s virtually no 
chance of there being enough forensic evidence to prove any-
thing.” 

“Maybe not in court, but if someone’s taken him then you 
shouldn’t be searching the river,” Lois responded, ignoring the 
subtle jab about her old name. She had gotten on the Sheriff’s 
bad side a number of times both before and after her father’s 
death. “He didn’t have a swimming accident like you’ve been 
thinking.” 

“You might be right,” Adams responded, letting a hint of weari-
ness show for just a moment as she did so. It was gone as quickly 
as it came as she continued. “The fact remains that you have no 
solid evidence to support that claim, no motive for this abduction 
and no suspects to question.” 

“They took him because he’s suffering from meteor rock poison-
ing,” Lois responded. “We think there’s been more than one ab-
duction like this too.” 

At this Sheriff Adams did look alarmed. “Now who told you that?” 

“You know I’d never give up my sources,” Lois responded. 

“Then tell your sources they need to be better informed,” Adams 
hissed, “and I’d strongly consider dropping this whole ‘investiga-
tion’ of yours. I hear you’re some big shot reporter in Metropolis 

now. You should know better than to believe crackpot stories.” 
While her voice said one thing, the look in Sheriff Adam’s eyes 
said something completely different. It was something Lois had 
never seen from her before; fear. Not for herself, but rather for 
Clark and her. 

* * *  

“She knows something,” Lois said as she and Clark walked out of 
the police department. “She’s afraid of it too.” 

“I know,” Clark said. “Her heart rate spiked the moment you men-
tioned the meteor rocks. She’s been around Smallville long 
enough to know that kryptonite poisoning isn’t just some wild 
story.” 

“So what now?” 

“Now we keep looking,” Clark said. “What happened to these 
people wasn’t their fault and someone is doing something to 
them because of it.” 

As they walked in silence down the dark street towards the red 
pickup they had been using for transportation, Clark noted how 
desolate the downtown area seemed after dark. Not a soul other 
than the two of them was on the street, though it was only just 
past sunset. It hadn’t been this deserted when he was growing up, 
but now the boarded up windows and barren signs reminded him 
of nothing less than a ghost town. 

To his ears it seemed unnaturally quiet. He had probably just got-
ten used to the bustle and din of Metropolis. He could easily hear 
the pounding of Lois’ heart next to him and the sounds of televi-
sions and radios and conversations blocks away. Just audible in 
the relative quiet were the sound of a dozen small switches being 
flipped and an instant later half-dozen red dots appeared on Lois’ 
chest. 



Looking down he saw a half-dozen more laser sites painted on the 
front of his shirt. With no more than that as a warning, a dozen 
men in all black outfits, their faces concealed behind ski masks, 
stepped out of the nearby alleyways. 

Without any preamble one of the men spoke in a deep voice. “Mr. 
Kent. Ms. Lane. We’d like a word with you.” 

* * * 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER THREE: 
THE FREAK LEAGUE 

 

“What’s this about?” Lois demanded of the black-clad men stand-
ing before her and Clark with guns drawn. She was wearing her 
Kryptonian bracelet and while it could stop a powerful blast of 
energy from Brainiac, neither she nor Clark knew whether or not 
it would also work against a simple bullet. 

“We have a simple message,” said the man who spoke. “Go back 
to Metropolis and forget about your investigation.” 

“And if we don’t?” Lois asked defiantly. 

Without so much as a glance from the man speaking one of the 
other men slammed a fist into Clark’s stomach. She flinched ref-
lexively, not for Clark but for the man doing the punching. To her 
amazement though Clark went down, apparently gasping for 
breath and she let out a gasp herself at the sight. 

“I’d rather not have to hurt a lady,” the man continued as he 
cracked his knuckles. The implication was clear. 

Lois had to commend Clark for his acting. She remembered the 
one and only time she had tried to elbow Clark in the ribs in a 
friendly sort of way and banged her crazy bone. It was like striking 
concrete. If he hadn’t rolled with his assailant’s punch the thug 
probably would have broken his hand. 

Lois could hold her own in a fight if it came to it. She’d picked up 
more than a little self-defense training during her time in hiding 
and considerably more during her stint as an embedded war cor-
respondent. That didn’t do much good against a dozen firearms 
though. 

“Any ideas, Clark?” Lois asked. She knew Clark could knock all 
their assailants flat before the nerve impulses from their eyes 
reached their brains, but that wouldn’t change the fact that these 
people had identified them by name. 

Then Lois felt the warm breath of a whisper in her ear. “Don’t 
worry; we’ve got it under control.” She turned to look at the 
source, but there was no one there. “I’d duck,” the disembodied 
voice said again. 

Lois dropped to the ground as she felt a tremendous blast of wind 
that reminded her of Clark’s super speed. The men in black stag-
gered and were suddenly weaponless. They looked around in con-
fusion until a familiar voice called out to them from a dozen feet 
away. 

“Looking for these?” Barry Allen said with a cock grin as he 
dropped the dozen firearms to the ground. 

Lois didn’t waste another moment. She leapt up from the ground 
and drove the palm of her hand into the man’s throat, causing 
him to stagger back against the wall, but he recovered quickly. 
Almost simultaneously Clark rose and, with the utmost of re-
straint, drove his fist into the stomach of the man who had 
punched him. The assailant barely left the ground but fell over in 
a heap all the same, gasping for breath. One down and twelve to 
go. 

Three men tried to rush Barry Allen, but he just wasn’t there 
when they reached him and Lois could barely make out the blur 
that was his fists as he struck each of the men repeatedly. Then 
the man she had struck was on top of her and she lost track of 
everything else that was going on. 

The guy was good; definitely military-trained. She had learned 
early that someone as petite as she was would never win against 
an assailant as big as her opponent by fighting fair. Knowing bet-
ter than to try and block his blows she instead redirected his 



punch and pulled on the outstretched arm, throwing him off bal-
ance. In the instant he was open she drove her knee into his groin 
and, as he tumbled forward, slammed her elbow as hard as she 
could into the base of his neck. 

He dropped to the ground and didn’t get up, just lay there groan-
ing. As she looked around she saw Barry standing over a pile of 
the men and two more groaning at Clark’s feet alongside the first. 
She saw one man try to jump Barry from behind, but even as she 
began to cry a warning a two-by-four rose from the ground be-
hind the man, seemingly of its own volition and clocked him from 
behind, sending him falling to the ground to join his compatriots. 

“Hi again,” Barry Allen said by way of introduction to Lois and 
Clark. 

“How did…?” Lois began, but Barry interrupted. 

“We’ve had someone following you since you got back into town,” 
he said. 

“Who?” Lois asked. “We didn’t see anyone.” 

“Well, you wouldn’t,” Barry said with a grin. “That’s kind of the 
point.” He gestured to his right. “I’d like you to meet the Invisible 
Lass.” 

“I’m over here,” came the voice Lois had heard whispering earlier 
from Barry’s left. 

“Okay, that joke is definitely getting stale,” Barry remarked. 

“Not to interrupt,” Clark interjected, “but these guys are going to 
be getting back up soon.” 

“Right,” Barry remarked. “Then let’s get out of here.” 

“We probably shouldn’t go back to your mom’s,” Lois remarked as 
they headed for the car along with Barry and, presumably, the 

Invisible Lass. “If they found us here and know us by name I don’t 
think it would too hard for them to know where we’re staying…” 

“Do you think they’d go after her?” Clark asked Barry with con-
cern. 

“Does she know anything about your investigation?” Barry asked. 
“You must have found something juicy for those guys to present 
themselves to you like that.” 

“Yes we did and no she doesn’t know anything about it,” Clark 
replied. 

“Then they’ll probably place her house under observation, but 
nothing more,” Barry said. 

“That still doesn’t solve where exactly we’re going to go until we 
get this sorted out,” Lois pointed out. 

“That’s easy enough,” Barry said. “Seer wants to see you anyway 
and I’m sure the League can find someplace to put you up for a 
while.” 

“The League?” Clark asked. 

“The Freak League,” Barry answered. “It’s a group of us specifical-
ly recruited by Seer to help out other Freaks who are in trouble.” 

“Well, I think it’s the best offer we’re going to get,” Clark replied 
as he turned to Lois. “So shall we go meet your fans?” 

* * *  

Jim had just finished reading the tenth column by Chloe Sullivan 
and was still at a loss to understand why that Barry Allen guy had 
been so interested in trying to find her. Admittedly her articles 
were insightful, well crafted and probably even relevant to their 
teen audience almost a decade ago, but he couldn’t see what was 
so important about her today. 



He was just about to write the whole thing off to Allen being a 
complete nutcase when he opened the archive file for the ele-
venth column. It actually took him a moment to realize what he 
was seeing. It looked like someone had finally gotten around to 
shooting a stock picture of Ms. Sullivan for her column, so at least 
he’d finally have a face to go with the name. He took a brief 
glance at the blonde young woman pictured there and then 
turned his attention to the article as he took another swig of his 
soda. 

Then did a double take and almost spewed his drink all over the 
monitor. It took everything he had to swallow. 

“No. Freaking. Way!!!” he exclaimed as he got to his feet. “No 
freaking way!!!” He bent over to stare at the screen. 

The face of a younger Lois Lane stared back at him from the 
screen. Her hair was a lot shorter and was bleached blonde, but 
there was no mistaking the face. 

The sudden revelation just raised more questions in Jimmy’s head 
though. If this was indeed the young Lois Lane, was Chloe Sullivan 
an old pseudonym of hers or was Lois Lane the pseudonym of 
Chloe Sullivan? Regardless of which was true, why had she so 
vehemently denied that Chloe Sullivan worked at the Planet? Why 
did she pretend to not be who she obviously was? 

More determined than ever to find out the truth, Jimmy started 
trying to figure out where to look for more clues. 

* * *  

“Welcome to our secret lair,” Barry said with a hint of sarcasm in 
his voice as he led Lois and Clark down into the network of caves. 
It was probably a part of the same network that the Kiwatche 
caves were, Lois decided, though those were miles from here. 

Several portable generators were humming quietly in the corner 
of the main chamber, providing power for the lights that had been 
strung overhead. The rest of the walls were lined with crates and 
boxes and a few cots. 

More interesting to Lois though were the three people in addition 
to herself, Clark and Barry occupying the chamber. Two were men 
she didn’t recognize, but the third was an attractive blonde wom-
an she recognized instantly. 

“Hello, Clark,” came the too sweet voice as the woman started to 
get from the cot she had been sitting on. Then she disappeared in 
a puff of smoke only to appear just inches behind Clark so that she 
could whisper into his ear. “Did you miss me?” 

Lois saw Clark’s face turn red. “Hello, Alicia,” he mumbled as his 
finger went instinctively to his collar. Clark had dated Alicia Baker 
briefly during junior year. Kryptonite exposure had given her the 
ability to teleport herself from one place to another. At first she 
had seemed quite nice, but it had only been a matter of time be-
fore her inner sociopath came out as she went after people she 
thought were coming between her and Clark. Clark had managed 
to subdue her, but no one had yet been able to keep the young 
woman incarcerated. 

“So I see you’re with someone else now,” Alicia continued with a 
purr. “Don’t look so nervous, Clark. I’m totally over you now.” She 
smiled wickedly. “I have to ask though… does she know all your 
secrets?” 

Lois stared from Alicia to Clark and back again. She had been 
about to point out that she and Clark weren’t actually together, 
but Alicia’s last comment completely derailed that thought. How 
much did she know about Clark? 

Clark just smiled vaguely. “Actually, I’ve told Lois more about my-
self than you ever learned with all your spying.” 



Alicia seemed to deflate slightly at that, but Lois couldn’t help but 
feel a sense of satisfaction. Not that she should have cared about 
Clark’s romantic life or who else he may have ever trusted with his 
secret but she did and it felt good to know that she was the one 
he had actually chosen to confide in. 

“I take it you know each other?” came the voice of the Invisible 
Lass from out of nowhere. Well, not exactly nowhere. If you 
looked only at the green robe she was now wearing it looked for 
all the world like there was a woman standing there, but there 
was no body within, just apparent empty space. It was disconcert-
ing to say the least. 

“You could say that,” Clark said. 

“Um, what’s with the robe?” Lois felt compelled to ask. 

“Oh, I find it’s just easier to have conversations when people at 
least know roughly where to look,” she explained. “Plus it gets a 
little chilly running around out there without clothes. Oh and you 
can call me Marcie.” 

“Okay… Marcie,” Lois said roughly while doing her best to pretend 
the middle part of Marcie’s last statement hadn’t actually been 
said out loud. 

“Oh, and this is Scott,” Marcie said, the robe gesturing towards a 
lean black man. “He goes by The I.” 

“The Eye? So he’s got super vision?” Lois asked. 

“No, I… for indestructible,” Marcie corrected. “This is Marcus,” 
she continued indicating the red-haired youth whose body put a 
professional bodybuilder to shame. “He goes by Strongman for 
obvious reasons.” 

“So now that you’ve met the gang,” Barry interrupted, “I think it’s 
time our guests met Seer.” He gestured towards one of the pas-

sages leading off the chamber. “This way if you please,” he said 
with a bow and a flourish. 

* * *  

The passage extended for over a hundred feet, illuminated at in-
tervals by wire-enclosed bulbs hanging off lengths of wire strung 
along one of the walls. About halfway along the passage Barry 
stopped. “He’s just up ahead,” he explained. “He wanted to talk 
to you alone.” Without another word he turned around and 
walked back towards the main chamber. 

Lois and Clark crept cautiously up the passageway, not sure what 
to expect. Ahead the passage opened up into another chamber. 
As they entered a not entirely unfamiliar voice called out to them. 

“Hello, Lois. Hello, Clark.” 

Standing before them was the last person either of them had ever 
expected to find leading an underground community of meteor 
freaks; a thin young man with sandy-blonde hair dressed from 
head to toe in black, including a pair of gloves. He glanced from 
Clark to Lois, briefly meeting her gaze. 

“Huh,” the young man said to himself, seemingly lost in a thought. 

It took Clark only a moment to recover. “Jordan?” 

“That would be me,” Jordan Cross answered as he came out of his 
thought. 

“But what are you doing in charge of the Freak League?” Lois 
asked. “The last I’d heard your power went away after you nearly 
died.” She remembered back to her junior year when Clark had 
come to her asking for help with his friend Jordan. She hadn’t ac-
tually met him until after he’d nearly died saving the lives of Lana 
Lang and another cheerleader and so had never experienced his 
ability first hand. 



“It did,” Jordan answered, “for awhile. It wasn’t gone though… 
just dormant. My power resurfaced that summer and when it did 
physical contact was no longer required. I could read people’s fu-
tures just by meeting their gaze. It’s why I went back to home 
schooling after that year.” 

“So you can see how someone’s going to die just by looking at 
them?” Lois asked quietly, not missing the fact that Jordan had 
grown distracted just after meeting her gaze. Did he see some-
thing in how she was going to die? Just because she and death 
had been on intimate terms for quite some time didn’t mean she 
was exactly ready to go off into its embrace. 

“No,” Jordan answered quickly. So quickly it was almost as if he 
had expected the question. “No, I still only see the moment of 
death when I touch someone. At a distance I get visions of the 
more immediate future.” He looked at Lois again. “I feel like I 
should apologize to you. Barry told me about the commotion he 
caused at the Daily Planet. When I saw your face in my vision I 
didn’t get a name… I didn’t realize… I…” 

“It’s alright,” Lois said. “It’s just that my past and I aren’t normally 
on speaking terms.” 

“So what exactly did you want to talk to us about privately?” Clark 
asked, changing the subject away from her past. Lois shot him an 
almost imperceptible look of thanks, that he never-the-less ma-
naged to catch. 

“Well I wanted to apologize to Ms. Lane obviously,” Jordan said, 
“but mostly I wanted to talk to you.” 

“Me?” Clark queried. 

“Yeah, um…” He glanced again at Lois. “… Does she know?” 

Lois stared at Jordan. 

“Um, know what?” Clark said with a hint of nervousness in his 
voice. 

“About, um, Superman.” 

“What about Superman?” Clark asked, not moving from where he 
stood. Lois was unconsciously holding her breath. 

“You and Superman,” Jordan said, still trying to avoid bringing up 
the subject directly for fear of trampling toes. 

Clark gave Lois a nervous expression, one she returned. How 
much did Jordan know? 

“Me and Superman, what?” is what he said aloud. Jordan though 
seemed to have caught their shared glance too, the look of two 
people who shared a secret, and from it found the answer he 
sought. 

“That you’re Superman,” Jordan said simply. 

“Superman? What makes you think I’m Superman?” Clark ex-
claimed, but he was obviously just going through the motions. 
How exactly could you keep a secret from someone who knew 
your future before you did? 

“The cape,” Jordan answered. “I saw it years ago the first and only 
time I've read you. I spent years wondering what it meant and 
then a month ago I saw the news of a flying man in a crimson cape 
and I just knew.” The air just hung dead between the three of 
them. “I haven’t told anyone else if that’s what you’re wonder-
ing.” 

Lois felt herself starting to breathe again, but the whole thing with 
Alicia and now Jordan was still troubling to her. How many of the 
Freaks, she had to come up with a better name for them, that 
Clark had met in the past might be able to put two and two to-
gether and connect him to Superman? 



“I’d never dream of outing a fellow Freak, but we could really use 
your help.” 

“But Clark isn’t a Freak,” Lois responded. 

“Not a… he can fly and lift planes and fire laser beams from his 
eyes…” 

“Heat vision actually,” Clark corrected, “but Lois is right. I’m not a 
victim of meteor rock poisoning.” He stopped and took a deep 
breath. “The fact of the matter is that it’s because of me that you 
were all poisoned in the first place.” 

“What are you talking about Clark? How could you be responsible 
for the meteor rocks? How can you not be a Freak with everything 
you can do?” 

“Because I was born with my abilities,” Clark said quietly.  

Lois saw that Jordan was about to interrupt, but Clark pushed on 
before he could. “I’m from the planet Krypton and the ship that 
brought me here a quarter century ago also brought the meteor 
rocks, radioactive fragments of my homeworld.” 

Jordan just stared at Clark with a look of shock and dread on his 
face. 

“I thought for sure that the Planet story… that they just didn’t 
know the whole…” 

“I’m sorry,” Clark said. “I wish I could change what happened, but 
I can’t. I was sent here as an infant by my father because Krypton 
was dying. If I could go back and change it so that I didn’t mess up 
so many people’s lives I’d do it in a heartbeat. The best I can do 
though is try to make things right now. I’ll help in any way I can, 
but I don’t want anyone else to know about me and Superman.” 

Jordan just nodded, still taking it all in. Lois just hoped he 
wouldn’t hold it against Clark. Jordan probably hadn’t had plea-

surable physical contact, even something as simple as a hug, with 
another human being in years because of his condition and now 
he had just been told that there was something other than blind 
chance involved. She wished too that Clark wouldn’t feel so guilty 
about things he had had no control over. 

[ƛƪŜ LΩƳ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ, she said to herself. How many times had she 
chastised herself over her father’s death? She knew and could 
remind herself continually on an intellectual level that it had been 
Lionel Luthor who had killed her father... but there was what the 
mind told you and what the heart felt and at some level she 
thought she’d always blame herself for what happened. 

No, she and Clark were two of a kind when it came to irrational 
guilt and overcompensation. 

“We should get back to the troops,” Jordan said finally. “We need 
to figure out our next move.” 

She and Clark turned and started back to the main chamber, but 
then Jordan called out making them stop. 

“Um, Lois…” he said. “Could I have a moment with you? Um… 
alone?” 

Clark gave her a concerned glance, but she just smiled wanly back 
and said, “It's okay, Clark. I’ll catch up in a minute.” 

Jordan waited a moment for the echo of Clark’s footsteps to va-
nish down the passageway. Still Jordan didn’t say anything. He 
just looked at his feet; the ceiling; anything but her actually. 

“So?” Lois asked finally. 

“Right,” Jordan said, sounding just a little nervous. “I have a favor 
to ask of you.” 

“Uh huh.” 



“Can I touch you?” 

“Huh?” 

“I mean… um, I need to see something,” Jordan said quickly. 

“How I die?” Lois said nervously. 

“Something like that,” Jordan said. 

“You’ll tell me what you see?” Lois asked. It had to have some-
thing to do with his odd preoccupation with her earlier. Some-
thing about how she was to die. 

It must be soon, she thought to herself. Jordan could only read the 
immediate future without touching someone he had said. Yet, 
Jordan seemed far too compassionate for that to be quite right. 
His reaction had not been shock or pity, but puzzlement. 

“Only if you insist,” Jordan said with a hint of sadness. He clearly 
did not want to touch her, yet something was compelling him re-
gardless. 

“Okay then.” She was a big girl and everyone dies sometime. 

Jordan took off one of the gloves he had been wearing and raised 
his hand gently towards her forehead. It brushed gently against 
her brow and for just a moment it felt like there was an electric 
spark running between them. 

Jordan broke contact almost instantly. He looked almost stunned. 

“What is it? What did you see?” Lois asked concerned. “How do I 
die?” 

“I… I can’t tell you,” Jordan gasped. He looked like he was out of 
breath. 

“We had a deal,” Lois demanded. She didn’t need to be protected 
from something like this. Compared to her father’s death how bad 
could hers be? 

“I don’t mean that I won’t tell you,” Jordan answered as he caught 
his breath, “it’s that I physically can’t. I couldn’t read you proper-
ly. I couldn’t read you earlier when you walked into the room. 
When I look at you all I see is a jumble of static like a thousand 
images superimposed on each other. When I touched you it was 
like I saw you die a thousand times only to be saved a thousand 
and one.” 

Lois just gaped at him not sure what to think. He seemed to be 
gathering his thoughts. 

“You and Clark are intimate, aren’t you?” he asked finally. 

“What?!? No!!! We’re just friends,” Lois remarked. “We’ve never 
even…” 

“Sex and intimacy aren’t the same thing,” Jordan replied. “Are you 
and Clark intimate?” 

She looked down at her feet for a moment as if weighing the con-
sequences of saying what her heart was screaming out loud. 
“Yes,” Lois finally admitted. “He’s the only one who knows me for 
who I really am. I say he’s a friend but that doesn’t begin to cover 
it. We’ve been there for each other during the darkest times in 
each of our lives. I know his secrets and he knows mine. He’s the 
one person I know I can always count on and I’ll stand by him no 
matter what.” 

“That’s why I can’t read you,” Jordan said, as if that explained eve-
rything. “You and Clark are intertwined in the strands of destiny.” 

“What does one have to do with the other?” Lois asked, determi-
nedly not looking at the Kiwatche bracelet on her wrist. She still 
wasn’t certain what to make of the stories surrounding it. 



“It’s my blessing and my curse to know the truth,” Jordan replied. 
“When I look into people’s future nothing ever changes. Random-
ness and chance are illusions. Everything is pre-ordained. The fu-
ture is just the past that hasn’t happened yet. For all my ability to 
see I’m still just a cog in the machine. Any advice I give or don’t 
give only serves to lead to the future I’ve already seen.” 

He took a deep breath. “Only once have things not happened as I 
foresaw them. Only one person has ever been able to defy fate.” 

“Clark,” Lois said with realization. 

“Clark,” Jordan confirmed. “Forget the strength and the flight; 
that’s small potatoes. Clark can change fate. The future turns on 
his decisions… and on yours.” 

“Mine?” Lois sounded almost incredulous. 

“You’re so close to Clark that your future can’t be set in stone. I 
don’t envy you Ms. Lane… your choices have the power to change 
the world in ways grand or terrible. I can’t read you properly, but I 
do catch vague images and sounds amidst the static. I get certain 
recurring themes and patterns in your future, none of them cer-
tain, but all of them leading to something… a convergence of 
paths.” 

“Meaning what?” 

“Meaning there are things beyond your control and their ripples 
are leading to a moment you can’t avoid; a moment where your 
choice will determine something important, not just for you, but 
for everyone.” 

“Nice to know there’s no pressure or anything,” Lois snarked. 

“As I said, I don’t envy you… or Clark,” Jordan said. 

“So is there anything you can give me to go on with this choice?” 

“Not much,” Jordan admitted. “I’m just catching flashes of things; 
you and Clark standing before a doorway; a cold isolated fortress; 
and a word… a name I think.” 

“What name?” Lois asked, though deep her heart she knew and 
steeled herself. Her gaze fell reflexively to her bracelet as she 
heard the name that for a month had dominated her nightmares. 

“Brainiac.” 

* * *  

“Lois?” 

“Whuzza?” Lois mumbled as consciousness returned to her. She 
didn’t remember going to sleep, but she had clearly done so at 
some point because she was laying down on one of the many cots 
that lined the walls of the self-proclaimed Freak League’s hidea-
way. Still wearing her clothes from the day before, she rubbed the 
sleep from her eyes and saw Clark kneeling over her. Though she 
wouldn’t admit it, it was a much better view than the nightmares 
that normally roused her from her slumber. 

“What is it Clark?” She groaned as she sat up. “And what time is 
it?” 

“Just after six in the morning,” Clark told her. “The Freaks have 
news.” 

“Well, let’s see it,” she remarked as she got up and stretched. She 
still felt tired, but she’d take that over the nightmares she was 
certain would have come had her cycle of sleep run its full course. 
Caffeine could solve many things. 

Clark led her over to another corner of the chamber, where 
someone had a laptop with a wireless network card attached. 



“We’re getting a streaming video feed from a member of our 
team,” Jordan announced as she walked up. “He’s also been try-
ing to locate some of our missing people. Hopefully he has news.” 

“You can get reception down here?” Lois asked. 

“Marcus used to be a computer networking engineer,” Jordan 
answered. “He rigged a couple of routers so we could get a satel-
lite signal from the surface.” 

“Can we see it?” Lois asked. 

Jordan just stood aside and let her approach the laptop. A man’s 
face was looking out at them from the screen. He looked to be in 
his mid-thirties with light brown hair. 

“That’s Jackhammer,” Jordan explained. 

ά{ŜŜǊΣέ the man on the screen began to speak. άL ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ 
ƛǘΩǎ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦέ The man now turned the camera 
around so that they could see something of where he was. Whe-
rever Jackhammer was, he was several stories above the main 
floor shooting down into a vast multi-story concrete walled 
chamber. Cells that looked more like bunkers were stacked in tiers 
along the walls and the center looked like something out of a 
nightmare. 

Lois could see people, presumably the victims of meteor poison-
ing, strapped to tables in the center as men who were presumably 
doctors poked and prodded them. The shaking camera zoomed in 
on one of the captives and she could see that it was the missing 
Arthur. 

“What are they…?” Lois heard Marcie begin. Then the unmistaka-
ble sound of a rotary saw from the video drowned everything out. 
Lois turned away as one of the doctors brought what was clearly a 
bone saw into view and lowered it towards Arthur’s left wrist. 

Barry looked grey and then disappeared in a blur. Lois felt bile ris-
ing in her throat as Arthur’s scream echoed off the walls of the 
cave. Of them all only Clark and Jordan kept their eyes locked on 
the screen. As Lois looked up into Clark’s face she saw his eyes 
narrow and his jaw clench.  

“Oh God, Cyrus,” Jordan exclaimed. 

“Cyrus?” Lois and Clark said together. They had known a victim of 
meteor poisoning named Cyrus; an alienated youth who had be-
lieved he was an alien and had the power to heal. 

The gaunt young man with a shaved head and a blank expression 
who was led into the operating theatre was a far cry from the 
teenager they remembered, but the facial features were unmis-
takable. He collapsed to his knees next to Arthur and placed his 
hands on the still bleeding stump. Golden light shown from his 
hands and when he pulled away the wound had been healed over. 

The camera seemed to be barely under the control of the opera-
tor as it moved away from the scene. It thankfully didn’t stop 
when it passed over another theatre where someone’s chest had 
been opened up. 

ά¢-¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƭŀō ǊŀǘǎΣέ came the voice of Jackham-
mer again. ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦ ²ŜΧέ 

άIŜȅΗΗΗέ came an urgent voice from off-camera. ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 

The camera just had time to swing around to reveal a man 
dressed in black military-style fatigues before the rifle in the 
man’s hands came up and the repeated cracks of automatic gun-
fire were heard. Lois felt herself jump at the sound of each one 
and heard Alicia sob once behind her. The view from the camera 
started to tumble to the ground and the file came to an end with 
a blast of static. 



“Sever the connection.” Jordan ordered. He turned straight to 
Lois, his expression cold. “Do you know someone who’d be willing 
to air this?” 

“I… Y-yes. Yes, I think so,” Lois stammered out, running down a list 
of contacts in her head. She was already mentally writing the sto-
ry she planned to write. It was a mental exercise she often re-
sorted to when faced with something that made a big part of her 
just want to curl up and hide. She let the grief and horror slip from 
her mind; those things led to paralysis and inaction. She held on 
only to the righteous anger. 

They may have a video file showing atrocities, but already she was 
seeing problems. Without the names of the perpetrators and a 
solid location for the authorities to raid, there was little that could 
be done with it. Certainly it was graphic and horrible and coupled 
with the Freak’s outing themselves might stop future abductions 
from happening, but it would do nothing to save the people who 
had already been taken. Worse, many would probably think the 
file was a fake and it could be from anywhere in the world. On its 
own it was about as credible as the old alien autopsy videos. 

Clark seemed to be reading her mind. “We need to find out where 
Jackhammer was,” Clark said. “Can I see the video again?” 

“Again?” came Marcie’s horrified voice from out of nowhere. 

“It’s the only lead we’ve got,” Clark explained. “I think we were all 
more focused on the action than what was going on around it. I’m 
just hoping there’s something we might have missed in the back-
ground.” Lois was somewhat dubious in that regard. Though he 
had managed to pick out sounds from audio files before, the fact 
remained that his superhuman senses were limited by the sensi-
tivity of the recording instrument. 

“Lois,” Clark said as he turned to her. “Head up to the surface and 
try to get a hold of your Metropolis CSI guy and see if he’s found 

anything yet.” Lois nodded and turned towards the exit. “Some-
one go and see if Barry’s alright too,” continued. 

“Hey!” Alicia exclaimed. “Who put you in charge?” 

“It’s okay Alicia,” Jordan interjected. “Just go find Barry, okay?” 

The last thing Lois saw before she made her way out of the cham-
ber was Alicia huffing with indignation before she disappeared in 
a puff of glowing mist. 

* * *  

“Mitchell? It’s Lois,” Clark heard Lois say into her phone on the 
surface. “So is there anything you can tell me? Really? So spill… 
you know I’m good for the tickets.” 

He turned his attention back to the video file. That was the prob-
lem with all of his senses when he turned them up to superhuman 
levels; it took real effort to filter out all the background noise 
from what he was trying to focus on. It didn’t help that some of 
the noise was Lois. He could just naturally pick out her voice, her 
heartbeat, the scent of the shampoo she washed her hair with; in 
short everything distinctive about her; more easily than anyone 
else, even his own mother. 

Closing his eyes, he struggled to listen to the noises in the back-
ground of the video file. He focused past the roar of the bone saw 
and heard bits of conversations. There were repeated mentions of 
‘the Department’ and he got a name for the facility; the Slab. 
Most useful though was a reference to the upcoming Crows game 
someone’s son was playing in. That meant the speaker lived 
somewhere in the county. The facility, wherever it was, was prob-
ably no more than an hour or two from Smallville then, but that 
was still a lot of ground to cover; sixty plus miles in any given di-
rection and there was no guarantee it would even be obvious 
from the air. The facility looked to be subterranean, like a bunker. 



“So he used to be in the Special Forces? Dishonorable Discharge. 
Color me surprised.” Lois’ conversation again intruded upon his 
ears. “Supposedly died four years ago? Hmm… what about the 
dirt?” 

Subterranean. That triggered an ominous possibility. There was a 
military base not too far from Smallville. Could this be a military 
operation? For some reason he doubted it. The military just 
wasn’t that good at keeping secrets… virtually no one in govern-
ment was. All the conspiracy theories aside, the fact of the matter 
was that the government, the military included, was a massive 
bureaucracy filled with people looking to make names for them-
selves and led mostly by egomaniacs whose true job was to win a 
popularity contest every two, four or six years. The rare few who 
weren’t rarely lasted long. Secrets just didn’t last long in such a 
system, especially when there was the media standing by, ready 
and willing to give someone their fifteen minutes of fame for a 
particularly juicy tidbit and the chance to see their own name in 
print or on television. 

Thinking about it too long and too hard could make a person cyni-
cal, except that, as bloated and inefficient as it might be, it still 
worked better than any other system he’d seen in his travels. 
There was also something to be said for a system where a citizen 
could learn the truth if they were willing to set their mind to wad-
ing through all the bilge. 

No, it was probably a para-governmental agency or a private en-
terprise. They were much better at keeping secrets. 

Having learned all he could from the audio, Clark decided to focus 
instead upon the video itself. Something about the subterranean 
aspect of the facility was wiggling around in the back of his head. 
Maybe some wall markings or something in the facility might give 
something away. 

Clark muted the audio and just studied the walls, looking for sig-
nage or anything that might give a clue. He froze, unfroze and re-

wound the video repeatedly looking for anything he might have 
missed. A sense of déjà vu was creeping up his spine as he watch-
ed. 

²ŀƛǘΦ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘΧΚ Clark rewound the tape again and kept his eyes on 
the top of the screen as it played. That was it. 

Just then Lois burst into the room, looking slightly out of breath. 

“I know where they are,” they said in unison. 

“I can’t believe I didn’t see it before,” Lois remarked. 

“You were never there before though,” Clark reminded her. 

“What’s the commotion?” Barry asked as he came in with Alicia. 
He still looked a little sick to his stomach. 

“We know where they’re being held,” Lois explained. “It’s been 
right in front of us.” 

“So are you going to tell us?” Alicia asked in an irritated tone. 

* * *   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER FOUR: 
HISTORY LESSONS 

 

“So that’s it?” Jordan asked as he peered out of the corn stalks at 
the structure looming in the darkness. 

“That’s it,” Lois confirmed as she crouched beside him. Night had 
now fallen completely and the few lights did little more than 
throw shadows across the face of the place. The only real light 
was coming from the half-moon above and the pale orange glow 
of the sodium lights lining the interstate exit in the distance. 

“Doesn’t look like much does it?” Barry said from behind them. 

“That’s because the real stuff is going on underground,” Clark rep-
lied from beside Lois. “Level Three specifically.” 

It had all been so obvious once they’d figured it out, Lois realized. 
The victims of kryptonite poisoning all arose from a relatively 
small geographic area. Whoever was behind the abduction of and 
experimentation on those people would need someplace nearby 
to hold them and what better place than a facility already de-
signed for just such experiments; Level Three of the old Luthor-
Corp Plant. 

The fact that the disappearances had begun two years ago, short-
ly after the plant had been shut down, only added to the evidence 
she and Clark had uncovered. In her case it had been the ‘dirt’ 
they’d found in Arthur’s home; or rather the high grade fertilizer 
mixed with it. The formula had been a LuthorCorp exclusive. Not 
that her contact in the CSI had known that, but it was amazing the 
things you remembered about fertilizer when your father was in 
charge of the plant for four years and had nothing better to talk 
about during dinner. She’d trade almost anything to hear one of 
her father’s ‘day at the plant’ stories again. 

“So do we know who’s behind all of this?” Jordan asked. 

“Not exactly,” Lois said. “The EPA forced the plant closure and 
turned the site over to a contracted environmental clean-up com-
pany, Davidson Eco-Tech if I recall.” She remembered that Lex had 
griped about the whole thing for weeks. He had only been able to 
mitigate the public scandal by laying the blame solely on his late 
father. It was, in large part, that particular scandal which moti-
vated him to reinvent LuthorCorp under the name of his old off-
shoot company, LexCorp, as a way to make a clean break with the 
past. 

“So what do we know about Davidson Eco-Tech?” Barry asked. 

“On paper they’re a competent and efficient clean-up company,” 
Lois answered. “After some digging I’d say they’re definitely a 
front company for someone, but whoever they’re fronting for re-
ally knows how to cover their tracks.” She wanted to kick herself. 
A major story had been going on right under her nose for years 
and she hadn’t seen it. Once she and Clark had learned that the 
holding facility was the old LuthorCorp plant, she’d gone to work 
digging up everything she could on the closure and aftermath of 
the plant. From what she’d been able to determine there had 
been considerable pressure from sources outside the EPA to close 
down the LuthorCorp plant and to have Davidson Eco-Tech put in 
charge of the cleanup. 

Someone had obviously wanted the ready-built facilities of the 
LuthorCorp plant for their own secret use. The question was who? 
The barbarity of it screamed of either sadistic hatred or scientific 
fascination devoid of human ethics. Were he still alive she would 
have instantly thought of Lionel Luthor, for his obsessions had in-
volved both. That said there was no shortage of others who were 
more than eager to fill that madman’s shoes. 

“So what’s our plan of attack?” she asked Clark. 

“Again, I ask… who put him in charge?” Alicia spat out. 



“I dunno,” Barry said in a mocking tone, “he’s kinda got this aura 
of authority about him… I think it’s the glasses.” 

“Will you two knock it off?” Jordan hissed at them. 

“She started it,” Barry replied. 

“No, she started it,” Alicia replied pointing to Lois. “I mean… we 
had an election and everything. Yet in walk a couple of outsiders, 
including Miss Muggle here, who seem to think that they’re in 
charge.” 

“Maybe if you actually followed my orders without griping about 
it they’d think we actually had something resembling a chain of 
command,” Jordan said with an annoyed expression. Alicia just 
crossed her arms and sulked. Jordan turned back to Lois and 
Clark. “It’s like babysitting three year olds.” 

“Getting back the pressing topic at hand though,” Clark remarked, 
“I think it would probably be best if Lois and I scouted ahead while 
you guys hang back as the cavalry.” 

“Why you?” Barry asked. “I mean Marcie’s power’s tailor made 
for something like this.” He indicated an open space where, pre-
sumably, Marcie was standing. 

“Maybe,” Clark replied, “but Lois and I know the layout a lot bet-
ter than any of you.” 

“I think I’m going to go with Barry on this one,” Jordan said. “Mar-
cie, check things out then report back.” A slight rustling of the 
corn that may have just been the wind marked Marcie’s depar-
ture. 

“Okay, so that’s decided,” Lois said, “but you still haven’t ex-
plained what we’re going to do once we confirm they’re all here.” 

“We’re going to break them all out, obviously,” Alicia said. 

“Then what?” Lois prodded. 

“What are you getting at?” Alicia asked back. 

“What I’m getting at is that not everyone locked up in there is ex-
actly a model citizen,” Lois replied, her gaze boring into Alicia. 
“What exactly do you intend to do with the ones who say, froze 
people to death or telekinetically crushed an innocent man with a 
car?” she continued, thinking back to two particular mutants 
who’d tried to kill her over the years. She also had not forgotten 
that Alicia had terrorized her parents and nearly killed her own 
father, not to mention trying to kill anyone she saw as coming be-
tween her and Clark. Had Clark not intervened, she was sure it 
would have only been a matter of time before she’d been tar-
geted too. She seemed only marginally more stable now. 

“What exactly do you want us to do?” Jordan asked, cutting in. 
“We can’t leave them locked up in there. No matter what they’ve 
done, none of them deserve to be cut open and experimented 
upon.” 

“No,” Lois agreed, “but you can’t just let them loose on the 
streets either. Some of them are just too dangerous.” 

“What would you have us do, huh?” Alicia demanded. “Lock them 
up like animals?” 

“No,” Lois responded, “I’d just like to be sure that the criminals 
are locked up just like any normal criminal would be, no more, no 
less. Do you have a problem with that?” 

“What if I did?” Alicia said in a huff. “What gives you the right to 
judge us, huh?” 

“I don’t know… basic ethics and common sense?” Lois retorted. “I 
believe with a lot of them there was also something about a jury 
of their peers.” 



“They’re not our peers,” Alicia snarled back. “Why do you think 
they’re locking us up? They’re afraid of us is why; afraid that 
we’re better than them.” She turned and looked at the old Lu-
thorCorp building. “They’re right to be afraid.” 

“Alicia, this is not the time!” Jordan hissed. Alicia for her part just 
scowled and disappeared in a luminous cloud. 

Jordan turned to Lois and Clark. “I’m sorry about Alicia,” he said. 
“Given our situation we couldn’t exactly be picky with our mem-
bership. She talks a big game, but she won’t back it up,” he con-
tinued, not sounding entirely convinced. He then looked specifi-
cally at Lois. “For now let’s just get them out of there. Once eve-
ryone’s out of danger we can bring the ones you’re concerned 
about to the proper authorities, okay?” 

“I think we can live with that for now,” Clark said. 

“So now what?” Lois asked. 

“Now we wait,” Jordan replied. 

* * *  

 “Chief, you gotta see this,” Jim exclaimed as he barged into Perry 
White’s office. Jim had spent most of the last two days doing re-
search on the mysterious Chloe Sullivan and what he had learned 
had interested him greatly. No wonder Mr. Luthor had expressed 
his concerns about Lois Lane, or more accurately Chloe Sullivan, to 
him. 

Once he had learned they were one and the same the story was 
relatively easy to backtrack. He had started by finding out every-
thing he could on Lois Lane. It was rather funny, given that he’d 
idolized her career while in college, how little he had really known 
about her.  

It was generally known in journalistic circles that Lois Lane had 
come from out of nowhere and made a name for herself. What no 

one seemed to realize was that it wasn’t just a figure of speech. 
Near as he could tell the timeline went something like this; 
around eight years ago Chloe Sullivan, an already thoroughly dis-
credited conspiracy theorist writer who had been fired from the 
Daily Planet for plagiarism and outright fabrication of stories, had 
obtained a job at the Smallville Ledger and started using the pen 
name Lois Lane. She’d gotten a G.E.D. and enrolled at Smallville 
Community College to study journalism, where she had done 
passably until she’d dropped out five years ago. 

Passably? Jim scoffed just thinking about it. It wasn’t even like 
she’d been attending a real college; much less a prestigious uni-
versity like his own beloved Princeton where he’d struggled en-
dlessly to graduate with highest honors. To top it off Chloe Sulli-
van hadn’t even bothered to graduate. 

Instead she’d gone and somehow gotten a job at the Daily Planet. 
What was most curious to Jim was that her real name was not on 
any of her employment records at the Planet. It appeared that 
she’d had her name legally changed to Lois Lane right before 
she’d managed to get her job at the Daily Planet and that all of 
her past as Chloe Sullivan had seemingly all but vanished. It was 
almost as if Lois Lane had been created out of whole cloth to hide 
Sullivan’s sordid writing career. Jim wasn’t exactly a lawyer, but it 
seemed to smell of fraud and false representation and to him that 
didn’t seem exactly kosher. So he’d gathered up his evidence, dot-
ted the ‘i’s and crossed the ‘t’s and gone to see his boss, Perry 
White. 

“What have you got there, Olsen?” Perry asked. 

Jim couldn’t keep the grin off his face. He was trying to imagine 
the look on Perry’s face when he learned that his star reporter 
had been deceiving him for years and that he, Jim Olsen, rising 
star, had uncovered it. He handed the file folder to Perry White. 
Perry took it obligingly and began to leaf through its contents. 



There it is, Jim thought to himself; that look of anger he’d been 
expecting. 

“Shut the door and sit down Mr. Olsen,” Perry barked at him. Jim 
sat down without a second’s hesitation. This would be good. 

“How many people have you shared this with?” Perry asked, indi-
cating the file. His eyes bored into him. 

“No one,” Jim replied. “I wanted you to see it first.” 

“Good,” Perry replied and promptly took the file and rammed it 
into his paper shredder. As the sound of the electric motor 
whined Jim’s look of quiet triumph melted away into stunned dis-
belief. 

“Chief! What are you doing?!?” he exclaimed as he rose out of his 
seat. 

“Mr. Olsen, sit down,” Perry said calmly. 

“… But,” Jim stammered. 

“Sit down, Mr. Olsen!” Perry said a little more forcefully. 

“I appreciate that you came to me first, Mr. Olsen,” Perry said 
with a smile that did not actually reach his eyes. “You’re a good 
soldier who follows the chain of command and someday you 
might even make a passable reporter.” He held up a hand as if an-
ticipating Jim’s now aborted protest. 

“Yes, your story on Superman was an excellent bit of work,” he 
continued. “But even a blind squirrel finds an acorn if Lex Luthor is 
handing them out. I published that story because it was timely 
and relevant information; you just had the luck to be the reporter 
Lex Luthor used to disseminate it. What you just handed me is 
neither timely nor relevant to me, much less the public at large.” 

“Do you really think I’m so out of the loop as to NOT be aware of 
what is going on in my own office? Did you really think that I 
didn’t know exactly who I was hiring when Lois Lane walked 
through those doors five years ago? Son, I’m the one who went to 
Smallville and offered her the job in the first place.” 

“What I’m going to tell you does not leave this room,” Perry in-
toned. “If it does, Mr. Olsen, if this leaks out… even if you’re not 
responsible… you’ll find yourself in a position very much like the 
young Miss Sullivan did eight years ago.” 

A new grin appeared on Jim’s face, but it was the manic look of a 
condemned man. He didn’t actually know what position Miss Sul-
livan had been in, but the tone in Perry’s voice made it sound like 
a fate worse than death. 

“Eight years ago Miss Sullivan’s investigations angered and en-
dangered a very powerful man,” Perry explained. “That man used 
his influence to have her blacklisted from the profession she loved 
dearly. He then destroyed her life piece by piece. He spread lies to 
ruin her reputation as a reporter and finally killed her father in an 
attempt on her life. Even dead and gone the false reputation and 
that man’s cronies and associates still haunt her.” 

“She tried to make the best life she could. A good man, a man 
who later came to be a friend of mine, hired her as a reporter 
when no one else would. Six years ago when I came to be editor 
of this fine institution I was informed of a specific directive from 
this paper’s board of directors dating from back when the villain 
had a major interest in this company.” 

He pulled a page from his desk and handed it to Jim. Jim read the 
brief notice that no one by the name of Chloe Sullivan could ever 
be employed at the Daily Planet. Nor could any article, editorial or 
even a letter to the editor ever be accepted from anyone named 
Chloe Sullivan. Jim looked up from the notice and into Perry’s face 
to find it etched with emotion. 



“I’d met the young lady about a year before all this happened to 
her.” Perry shook his head and a faint smile appeared there. 
“Even at seventeen she was the best damned reporter I’d ever 
met.” 

“I’d also met the man who did this to her,” he said coldly. “I ac-
tually had a story and evidence on him that could have put him 
away forever long before he ever had a chance to hurt her… or 
anyone else. But I choked.” 

“I was afraid of what might happen to me if I came forward,” he 
said sadly. “So instead of the grown man it was a seventeen year 
old girl who wound up having the courage to do the right thing 
and paid the price for it.” 

“So you see,” Perry said quietly… “I couldn’t let that stand. Not 
when I now had the power to do something about it. I know you 
take pride in that degree of yours son and you should, but a de-
gree isn’t everything. There are things about being a reporter you 
never learn in school; how to ask the right questions and the cou-
rage to follow through on them; and she did both better than I 
ever had.” 

“So I came to see her and I explained the situation,” Perry contin-
ued. “I told her that I could get her a job at the Daily Planet, but 
that she’d have to give up being who she’d been entirely. She 
jumped at the chance and never looked back. I arranged the pa-
perwork so her real name never had to be used.” 

Perry again looked sternly at him and Jim had to force himself to 
meet his gaze. What Perry had just described was horrible. Five 
minutes ago Jim had scoffed at Lois and her accomplishments, 
wondering how she could have risen so far given such apparently 
mediocre performance. Now he saw just how extraordinary she 
really had been to have overcome so much. How could he ever 
have taken joy in possibly destroying her life… again? 

“Only a select few people know this story, Mr. Olsen,” Perry said 
sternly. “They know this story because they lived through it too. 
So if you’re ever tempted to reveal what you’ve just learned and 
basic human decency doesn’t dissuade you… well, you may not be 
afraid of retribution from Clark Kent, but for damned sure I’d be 
afraid of Lex Luthor.” 

* * *  

“How much longer are we going to be waiting anyway?” Barry 
asked. 

“Marcie’s only been gone ten minutes,” Jordan said in as calm a 
voice as he could muster. “If she’s not back in five we go in after 
her.” 

Four tense minutes passed and Marcie still had not returned. 

“Look, we’ve tried it your way,” Lois said. “Give Clark and me a 
shot. Unlike you guys, we’ve both broken into this place before 
and we know where the security is.” 

“Was,” Alicia pointed out. “That had to have been six or seven 
years ago at least.” 

“Somehow I doubt they’ve upgraded much,” Lois said looking at 
the dark structure. They were probably relying on secrecy to keep 
people out more than anything else. “Besides,” she added, “if a 
teenager could break in back then, we should have no problems 
now.” 

“I don’t think you should go,” Jordan said seriously. “Your desti-
nies lie in far greater things than helping out a group of meteor 
freaks.” Both Alicia and Barry gave Jordan an odd look. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Alicia demanded. 



“It means what it means,” Jordan said as if that explained every-
thing. He turned back to Lois and Clark. “I’m serious. You 
shouldn’t be risking yourselves on this.” 

“Thanks,” Lois replied with a wan smile, “but I believe someone 
said something about us being able to make our own destiny. 
We’ll be fine. We are better prepared than we look.” 

Jordan glanced from Lois to Clark. “I’m sure you are.” 

“Then let’s go,” Clark said and gestured for Lois to go first. Rather 
than head directly for the building as Marcie had, Lois and Clark 
stuck to the corn as they began to circle around the perimeter. 

“Are you sure you want to go in?” Clark asked. 

“Yeah,” Lois replied. “Just freeing the captives isn’t going to shut 
these people down and odds are anything incriminating is going 
to be on their computers and getting things out of computers is 
one of the few things I do better than you.” 

“You do lots of things better than me,” Clark said reassuringly. 
Lois had a tendency to run her thoughts together into run-on sen-
tences when she was feeling a bit less than confident. 

“I know,” Lois answered, allowing her brief a grin. “I just like to 
hear you admit it every now and then. Someone has to keep you 
humble.” 

She came to a stop about a third of the way around the building. 
This was where she’d launched every one of her successful incur-
sions into the LuthorCorp plant. 

“Clark, I’ve been meaning to ask… have you been able to see any-
thing in there with your X-Ray vision?” 

“Only the above ground levels,” Clark admitted. “The subterra-
nean parts are all radiation shielded which means my X-Ray vision 
can’t penetrate.” 

“Leave it to Lionel Luthor to keep messing things up from beyond 
the grave,” Lois remarked. “So we have no idea what’s actually 
going on below ground?” 

“None,” Clark confirmed. 

“Great,” Lois said. Something else was bothering her though. 
Something she couldn’t quite put her finger on. 

“Well, let’s get in there and find out then,” she said finally as she 
started to move out of the corn. 

“Hang on,” Clark said, grabbing her arm. “How about coming in 
from a direction they don’t expect?” 

“Clark, this is the side of the plant with the lightest security,” Lois 
said. 

“No it’s not.” 

“Trust me, it is. I know.” 

“No,” Clark said with a slight grin as he pointed skyward. “It’s 
not.” 

Lois’ confusion melted away into a sly grin. “I have to keep re-
membering to think outside the box when you’re around don’t I?” 

“Someone has to keep you humble too, you know,” Clark replied 
as he extended his hand to her. 

“Well then,” Lois said as she took it and he pulled her into his 
arms, “let’s get in there.” 

* * *  

Clark set Lois down gently on the roof of the main LuthorCorp 
building. The massive water storage tanks loomed above them on 
the left and the roof access was just ahead. Together they crept 
up to door and Lois did a quick inspection of the lock. 



“I’ve never actually been up here before,” Lois said. The door had 
an electric key swipe card that looked to be a decade old, just like 
the ones at the rest of the entrances to the facility. 

“I doubt many people have,” Clark commented. He took a brief 
glance at the door and keypad with his X-Ray vision. “They’ve got 
the door alarmed though. Hang on a second.” 

Again using his X-Ray vision he stared at a point in the wiring lead-
ing from the box to the door and let loose with a pinpoint burst of 
heat vision, just enough to cause a short. The box sparked once 
making Lois jump slightly and then they both heard the door buzz 
and unlock. 

“Now that’s a neat trick,” Lois remarked quietly as she pulled the 
door open. Clark followed her down the stairwell to the main 
floor. She was about to stick her face up to the small dirty window 
to ascertain their location, when Clark grabbed her and pulled her 
back against the wall. 

Then Lois finally heard what his sensitive ears had; the sound of 
two pairs of heavy boots moving down the hallway. 

“That was too close,” she whispered, though in truth they’d both 
had much closer calls than that. Sneaking into places she didn’t 
belong was so habitual to her that her remarks during the effort 
had become somewhat habitual as well. She then went back to 
the window and, standing on tiptoes, peered out. 

“Okay, the main control room is that way,” Lois remarked after a 
moment. “Which means the offices are down there to the left and 
the access to Level Three is down that corridor,” she added after a 
moment as she pulled her thoughts together. 

“So what do you want to hit first?” Clark asked her. 

“Level Three,” Lois answered immediately. “Let’s make sure what 
we’re after is really here before we do anything else. After that 

we check out the offices. Odds are if there are any records about 
what’s going on here that’s where they’ll be.” 

Cautiously Lois opened the stairwell door and slid out into the 
corridor followed by Clark. Keeping to one of the walls they made 
their way down the hallway towards the location of the old Level 
Three. Twice they had to hastily dive into a side corridor as squads 
of armed men in black uniforms hustled past them, heading to 
some unknown destination. 

“I should be able to start getting something with my X-Ray vision 
soon,” Clark remarked in a whisper after the second squad had 
passed. They were almost to the entrance for Level Three. 

“I thought you said you they were shielded?” Lois whispered back 
as they continued to creep down the hallway. 

“They are,” Clark remarked. “But it’s not perfect. There are gaps 
in the shielding up close I can see through that are blocked by 
overlap further out. The shielding was just meant to keep radia-
tion from getting outside the plant.” 

Clark saw Lois’ eyes go wide with realization and fear as the pieces 
of what had been bothering her before came crashing into place. 

“Clark,” Lois exclaimed, “if Level Three is radiation shielded how 
did Jackhammer get a signal out?!?” 

Clark had to think about it for only a moment before the horrible 
answer came to him. 

“It’s a trap!” Lois said mirroring his own conclusion. 

“The guards,” Clark remarked. Where had they been rushing off 
to in such a hurry? The answer came to him instantly. “The Freak 
League.” 

“Go!” Lois ordered. “I’ll head for the offices to see if I can’t find 
something more.” 



Clark bolted out of there like lightning. He bypassed the guards, 
frozen like statues compared to him, without a second thought 
and exploded out of the front doors as he raced towards where 
he and Lois had left the Freak League just minutes before. 

He had just reached the corn when something lashed out and 
struck him in the gut with the force of a wrecking ball. He flew 
back a dozen feet as the world around him returned to normal 
speed and he landed hard on his back. What on Earth had both 
the strength and the speed to be able to hit him like that? 

“Well Clark Kent, as I live and breathe!” a vaguely familiar voice 
called out. “When I’d heard a couple of reporters were looking 
into the disappearances I had no idea it’d be you who showed 
up.” A familiar figure to match the voice faded into view before 
him. His eyes were sunken and surrounded by skin the color of 
bruises and he had been shaved bald, but the man was still recog-
nizable. “I was hoping to just make a snack of these losers,” he 
said with a laugh as he gestured to the members of the Freak 
League lying sprawled around him. “But getting my revenge on 
you is going to be gravy.” 

“Eric?” Clark called out, sounding stunned. Eric Summers was a 
freak who through a strange combination of kryptonite and a 
lightning strike had been able to steal Clark’s powers from him 
until a repeat of the events returned them, but how could he have 
Clark’s powers now? 

“No, not Eric…” he called back. “Not anymore. Now I’m called Pa-
rasite and I am so going to enjoy sucking you dry.” 

* * * 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER FIVE: 
THE TANGLED WEB 

 

Lois slowed her advance down the hallway towards the plant’s 
offices when she saw light coming from one of the rooms. Edging 
closer along the wall and barely breathing she slid up to the 
doorway and heard a voice. As she reached the edge of the door 
she recognized the voice as that of the man whose team had ac-
costed her and Clark the night before. 

“Yes,” the man said confidently, “Parasite just informed me we 
have them subdued and our teams are headed out to retrieve 
them now… I know you don’t approve of working with one of the 
freaks, but Parasite’s proven extremely useful in subduing our 
problem subjects… No, I don’t trust him either. Anyone who sells 
out their own can’t be trusted… rest assured, once we’ve con-
tained them all he’ll be joining the rest of them… Thank you, now 
if you don’t mind I’m going to go welcome our newest guests.” 

Lois heard the sound of the phone hanging up and the man get-
ting up from a chair and silently cursed and glanced around for 
someplace to hide. A silently as possible she dashed further into 
the offices and around the corner, praying no one else was back 
here at this hour and that the man would head back the way she 
had come. 

Once again she found herself sliding along the wall as she pulled 
as close to the corner as she dared and strained to listen for the 
sound of the man’s footsteps. She heard the door to the office be 
pulled closed and the sound of footsteps quickly receded. 

As the sound of footsteps receded into the background noise Lois 
let out a deep breath she hadn’t even realized she’d been holding 
and silently counted to ten before risking a glance around the 
corner. She then hurried over to the door the man had just come 

through and checked the lock. It was still unlocked so she slipped 
in and started to look around. 

It was only then that she realized who the office had once be-
longed to. Of course whoever was in charge would take Lex’s old 
office. It was the most extravagant of the lot. Which meant her 
father’s office would the one just to the right. It hadn’t been her 
father’s office for a long time though. After he had been summari-
ly fired thanks to Lionel Luthor the position had been filled by 
someone else, possibly several someones for all she knew, until 
the plant had finally been closed down. 

None of that mattered now though. What mattered was the com-
puter sitting on the large oak desk and the short row of file cabi-
nets resting against the far wall. She rushed to the computer first, 
hoping against hope that he had left it sitting without any pass-
word protection if he was planning on coming back. 

Bingo, she said to herself as she found the screen still sitting on an 
open spreadsheet. It took her only a moment to realize what it 
was; an inventory of the facility’s captives… several of the names 
were etched into her memory from past encounters. She mini-
mized the spreadsheet to search the rest of the computer for 
some other interesting tidbits and found herself staring at a desk-
top screen with what looked very much like a government seal 
and the words Department of Extranormal Operations. 

With an icy sensation building in her gut, Lois opened the recent 
documents menu and opened a text file at random. It was a 
memo to someone higher up the chain of command, advising 
their superiors that, to date, they’d managed to contain almost a 
hundred metahumans, their term for the victims of kryptonite 
poisoning. The number astonished her, though she realized it 
shouldn’t have. 

She’d never really thought about the raw numbers before, for 
she’d normally just encountered individuals. Yet, how many 
people had become victims of kryptonite poisoning just in her 



high school class alone? Even throwing out the temporary cases, 
there had to be at least a dozen. Multiply that out by the little 
over two-decades since the meteor shower; add in the adult cases 
like Kyle Tippet and Desiree Atkins, not to mention Barry Allen 
and you were looking at a population of several hundred meta-
humans. From what she was reading here it looked like someone 
in the government had noticed the numbers too and decided to 
do something about it. 

She was just about to open another document when she heard 
the sound of a weapon being cocked by the doorway. 

“I thought leaving my door unlocked would draw you in,” the man 
said with a cocky grin. It was the voice of the man who had just 
been talking on the phone. “Yes, I saw you rush past my door 
while trying to hide out in the hallway,” he said in answer to her 
unspoken question. “It was a good plan. If I hadn’t been looking 
where I was at just the right time I never would have seen you. 
Now stand up slowly Miss Lane and move away from the desk,” 
he said, glancing around to make sure no one else was in the 
room, while keeping his service pistol trained on her. Lois glared 
at him, but did as he said, taking a half step out from behind the 
desk. 

“I hope I gave you enough time to satisfy your curiosity a bit,” the 
man said. “I know I’d certainly hate to die without knowing what 
I’d stumbled onto.” 

Without another word, he fired. 

* * *  

 “You have no idea what I’ve become Kent!” Parasite bellowed as 
he kicked Clark hard in the gut, sending him flying again, this time 
off into the cornfield. “How long I’ve been waiting for this oppor-
tunity! I don’t need some magic rock to suck the power out of you 
any more. Now I can siphon the energy and powers from anyone 
with just a touch.” 

At least that explains the strength and the speed, Clark thought as 
his gaze went to the fallen Flash and Strongman, whom he’d just 
landed among. Clark gazed at the rest of those lying unconscious 
around him. Strength, speed, invulnerability, teleportation and the 
ability to read the future at the very least, he figured in his mental 
inventory, not counting any other powers he absorbed before tak-
ing them out. At the moment he was at least on Clark’s level in 
terms of raw power and that was never a good thing. The ques-
tion was whether or not the drain was permanent; somehow he 
doubted whoever was behind this would let him run free if that 
were the case; and if not, how long would his stolen powers last? 

“Why are you doing this? Why are you fighting on their side when 
you know what they’re doing?” Clark asked as he got to his feet. 
He needn’t have bothered, the Parasite was on him again with 
Barry’s super speed and using Strongman’s strength to hammer 
an open palm into his chest that sent him sprawling again to the 
ground. 

“They realized they needed me and made me an offer I couldn’t 
refuse,” Parasite said flashing Clark a yellowish toothy grin that, 
coupled with the bruise-like discolorations around his eyes made 
the man who now called himself Parasite look even more sinister. 
“In exchange for helping them control all my fellow freaks I get to 
run free and drain off the energy from any metahuman I want like 
a giant smorgasbord.” 

“But enough chit-chat,” Parasite continued. “Let’s get to the eat-
ing.” Even as he spoke, Clark could see strange openings appear 
on Parasite’s palms; circular maws lined with spiked teeth that 
drew ever closer to his face. 

* * *  

Lois dove for the floor as the gun went off and heard the glass 
window behind her shatter from the bullet’s impact. She didn’t 
stop when she hit the ground but rolled as quickly as she could 



behind the solid oak desk as two more shots rang out, both tear-
ing into the floor where she had been just an instant before. 

“So what exactly is this that I’ve stumbled onto anyway?” she 
called out from behind the desk. She needed to stall for time until 
Clark could get back here. She’d rather not trust her life to 
whether or not her Kryptonian bracelet could stop a bullet unless 
she had no other option. 

“The first line of defense against the metahuman threat,” the man 
said eagerly. “The government’s known about the threat they 
posed for years, but chose to ignore it. It took a new administra-
tion in 2009 for our sponsor’s petitioning to finally get those with 
power to see them for what they really are; a threat to national 
security; and got approval for the creation of a department to 
control the metahumans by any means necessary.” 

“So that’s your justification for illegal experimentation and mur-
der? It’s necessary?” 

“You make it sound like they’re people,” the man retorted. 

“Most of them behave more like one than you are!” 

“You wound me,” the man said. “Now come on out and I’ll make 
this quick.” 

“Quite comfy right here thanks.” 

“Then we do this the hard way. Shame… I really liked this desk.” 
He fired into the desk and Lois threw her hands over her head just 
in time to keep the wood shards that sprayed out of the near miss 
from hitting her in the face. She flattened herself against the 
ground as a second and a third shot burst through the desk, miss-
ing her by inches. 

Then she looked up to see the man towering over her; his gun 
pointed squarely at her head. 

“Goodbye, Miss Lane.” 

* * *  

Clark kicked at the Parasite and managed to hurl him back and 
away through the corn stalks. 

“Stop wasting my time, Kent!” Parasite yelled as he rushed back 
towards him. “You may have been able to take me down back in 
high school, but now I can do everything you can do and then 
some.” 

“Really,” Clark said with a deliberately dubious tone as he got to 
his feet. If Clark was going to pull this off he had to keep him off 
balance. “So you’re as fast as I am?” 

“After snacking on the motor mouth just now, you’d better be-
lieve it.” 

“And you’re as strong as I am?” 

“Without a doubt,” Parasite boasted as he cracked his knuckles. 

“And you’re pretty much indestructible?” 

“Absolutely!” His vision flickering nervously from Clark to the corn 
stalks surrounding him though, as if expecting an ambush or some 
other trick. To his mind no one who’d just heard they were so 
evenly matched should look so smug. 

“Good,” Clark said, that same grin still on his face. “Just one last 
question… can you fly?” 

“Huh?” Eric exclaimed. “Don’t be stupid, Kent… this isn’t some 
comic book. No one can fly except for…” 

His voice trailed off as Clark’s grin grew wider and the Parasite 
involuntarily took a half step back. 



“You’ve got no idea what I’ve become either have you… Eric?” 
Clark asked as removed the glasses and tore open his shirt. A look 
of panic seemed to cross the Parasite’s face as he caught sight of 
the crimson and gold ‘S’ emblazoned on his chest. In a burst of 
super speed Clark removed his street clothes entirely to reveal the 
uniform he wore beneath. His crimson cape flowing around him, 
Clark advanced on the stunned Eric and grabbed him by the belt. 

“Have a nice flight,” he said as he hurled him with all his strength 
and a burst of super speed at the LuthorCorp plant. 

* * *  

Lois could hear the slight click as the hammer pulled back in prep-
aration for the weapon releasing its deadly payload when the en-
tire world seemed to shake. The windows exploded in a hail of 
glass and the man’s aim was thrown off as he reflexively moved to 
shield his eyes. So instead of the fatal meeting of a bullet hitting 
her in the face, Lois felt a jolt of pain in her left shoulder as some-
thing hard and solid struck there instead. 

It felt like she’d been kicked in the shoulder by a mule, but even 
as that fact was registering with her mind two others were as 
well. The first was that if she’d been shot she shouldn’t have felt 
anything; high-powered rounds normally caused sufficient trauma 
to kill all the nerve endings at the point of impact. The second was 
a flicker of warm light that had crossed the surface of her Krypto-
nian bracelet at the moment of impact. 

Her mind would figure out exactly what had happened in a few 
moments. At present, Lois was acting purely on instinct. Ignoring 
the pain in her arm, she swept her leg around and into the man’s 
knees knocking him to the ground. Another shot went off into the 
ceiling as he fell and then the gun went flying from his hand and 
across the room. 

She didn’t give him a second thought, but dove for the gun, get-
ting a hold of it just as the man was preparing to lunge after her. 

She swung weapon around on him with her good arm and he 
froze in place. The grip was familiar and it took her only an instant 
to recall that it was a Beretta model 92, the standard issue si-
dearm for the U.S. Armed Forces. She had practiced with one a 
few times when she had been an embedded war correspondent. 
It carried fifteen rounds and eight had been discharged. That 
meant it still had seven rounds left in the magazine. She knew it 
and the man she now had the weapon trained on certainly did as 
well. 

“What the hell was that?” the man exclaimed as a second rumble 
shook the building. 

Still nursing her injured arm, Lois’ response came without a 
second’s hesitation. “That would be Superman.” She couldn’t 
keep the grin off her face. “You and your facility are so hosed!” 

* * *  

The guards who had been hustling to collect the fallen Freak 
League barely had time to register that something had just flown 
over their heads at something over the speed of sound when the 
shockwave of the Parasite’s ballistic passage hit them, knocking 
them to the ground. Those with the presence to look around saw 
the water storage tanks collapse in a tangle of twisted steel and 
spray from the impact. A second blast of wind hit them. Some of 
them could almost make out a crimson blur as their weapons va-
nished from their hands. Then they heard a clattering like steel 
rain as the parts of their weapons clattered to the ground in a 
wide path leading directly back to the LuthorCorp plant. 

Clark tore into the facility like an armor piercing bomb as he paral-
leled the Parasite’s trajectory. Reinforced concrete gave way like 
tinfoil as he hammered through it. Parasite was just pulling him-
self free of the wreckage when Clark reached him. 

Water poured down on them from the ruptured tanks above. 
“Let’s take this downstairs,” Clark said as he pile-drivered a gloved 



fist into Parasite’s chest that caused the concrete beneath him to 
shatter and sent them both tumbling into the vast chamber that 
was Level Three amidst a hail of concrete and water. 

Even as they plunged downward the Parasite vanished in a lumi-
nescent cloud. Clark twisted in a circle as he landed in the center 
of the chamber trying to catch sight of where he had teleported 
to, but before he could he was hit from behind by something 
massive. He was hurled through the air and just barely managed 
to right and stop himself before impacting the holding cells, but 
the Parasite had already vanished again. 

Everyone was panicking. Clark could see men and women in white 
lab coats running for the exits alongside black-clad security guards 
as water continued to pour into the chamber from above. The on-
ly ones not running for it were the people trapped in the cells and 
those still strapped to tables in the center of the chamber where 
the water was already beginning to lap up onto the tables. Clark 
didn’t have time to find the Parasite first; he had to save them 
now. 

Time slowed almost to a standstill as he rocketed towards the 
people on the tables. Like horrid statues, their faces were frozen 
in time in expressions of absolute terror. Clark ripped the straps 
that held them down from one after another and once they were 
all free, turned his attention to the cells. 

He flew towards the first cell door on the lowest tier and ripped it 
from its moorings. The torrent of water pouring from above 
seemed to shimmer like a crystalline statue as it crawled towards 
the floor while Clark pulled door after door open. It was just as he 
reached the end of the first row of cell doors when the Parasite, 
seeming to move at normal speed relative to Clark, swung down 
from above and hammered both feet into Clark’s chest, sending 
him flying back along the catwalk aisle he had just come down. 

It took all Clark’s concentration to keep himself at super speed as 
he impacted the wall, but if he didn’t he’d lose sight of Parasite 

again. It was an odd sight as he looked back in the direction of his 
foe. To his right all of the doors he had just ripped free were just 
hanging in the air; once he had released them they had returned 
to normal speed and so were, relative to him, descending glacially 
towards the water-flooded floor just below them. 

The Parasite was already barreling towards him and Clark decided 
it best to meet force with force and rocketed towards his oppo-
nent at full bore. Both returned to normal speed as a titanic roar 
like thunder echoed through the chamber from their impact; the 
shockwave created a miniature tidal wave of water that rushed 
away from them and several banks of the overhead lights popped 
and rained showers of sparks into the turbulent sea below them. 

Almost lost amidst the tumult were the virtually simultaneous 
sploosh-thunks of a score of steel doors landing in the ever-
deepening water in the center of the chamber where the terrified 
victims of experiments were even now seeming to spring to life 
with the realization that they had been freed. It took only seconds 
after that for the prisoners in the cells to start rushing out in a bid 
for freedom. 

The Parasite again slipped through Clark’s grasp in a luminous 
haze as he made use of Alicia’s teleportation ability, but he had 
seemed a bit winded by the blow. Of course, so was he. Clark 
could taste the coppery tinge of blood in his mouth that he had 
only rarely experienced, but had never forgotten. It had seemed 
to him though, as if the teleport had taken just a fraction longer 
than it had before. He hoped that meant what he thought it did. 

All around him, the former prisoners were mostly in a state of 
panic. Others were doing their best to calm them down. Amidst 
the din, Clark caught sight of Arthur, despite his one hand being 
nothing more than a stump, diving into the ever-deepening pool 
of water and pulling those who had been held there to safety, for 
several were so weak or otherwise injured that they could barely 
move. 



He grasped one of the victims who were too weak to stand as Ar-
thur hauled him up onto the gantry and handed him off to one of 
the other former captive. “Help get them out of here!” he yelled 
over the din, gesturing to the people and towards the now half-
submerged doors the scientists and guards had just fled through. 
Then he turned his attention back to seeking out Parasite. 

Like a wave those gathered by the cells made a break for the 
door. They were half-way across the room when Clark again felt a 
blow from behind that sent him careening into the water. He had 
not had time to hold his breath and he choked on the water for 
just a moment before his head broke the surface. The Parasite 
dove in right after him and pushed him again below the surface. 

“What does it take to put you down!?!” the Parasite bellowed. 
Water was a good start. Though he could hold his breath for just 
over twenty minutes, Clark did still need to breathe and he had 
not gotten a solid lung-full of air before the Parasite had pushed 
him under. 

The edges of Clark’s vision were starting to go black as he strug-
gled against the stolen strength of the Parasite. His brain 
screamed that he needed air. 

“Get off of him!” he heard dimly through the roar of the water in 
his ears. Suddenly the massive pressure against his throat that 
had been holding him under was gone and as his head broke the 
surface and he gulped down lungfuls of air, he found himself face 
to face with Arthur holding a large and now very dented steel pipe 
in one hand. Clark could tell from his build and stance that he was 
far stronger than he looked, his muscles were so dense that his X-
Ray vision could barely distinguish them from bone. In the flicker-
ing darkness of the failing lights overhead he could see the Para-
site maybe ten feet away and momentarily stunned. It wasn’t just 
his imagination; the Parasite was definitely getting weaker. 

“Thanks,” Clark gasped to Arthur. “Now get going! I can take him 
from here and those people need someone to guide them out of 

here.” Arthur thankfully didn’t argue and slid through the water 
like a shark towards the door as Clark turned again to Parasite. 

“Ready to call it a night, Eric!?!” Clark called out, but the Parasite 
showed no signs of wanting to give in. Instead he bellowed with 
almost mindless rage as he rushed at Clark. 

Even weakened, his fists hit Clark like sledgehammers and Clark 
retreated slowly under the onslaught. It was not some random 
retreat however, but a calculated maneuver. As the rain of blows 
continued Clark edged closer to the edge of the chamber and the 
only thing that had ever been reliably able to put Eric Summers 
down. 

“Come on, Eric! Is that the best you can do!?!” Clark taunted as he 
backed up against the wall. 

Parasite’s response was predictable. He roared again and threw a 
punch at Clark with all his strength, but Clark wasn’t there when it 
hit. At super speed he rocketed out of the fist’s path, allowing it to 
connect solidly with the junction box that had been right behind 
him. The thing that had once been Eric Summers seemed to al-
most glow from the inside as the massive electrical arc flowed 
through him and into the water around him. Spasms racked him 
and sparks flew into the air. 

Clark let the lightshow continue for exactly one second before he 
lashed out with a bolt of heat-vision that severed the power 
cables and cut off the flow of electricity into his foe. The Parasite 
slid slowly into the water and would have gone under had Clark 
not swooped down and plucked him from it. Setting him down on 
the grated floor outside the top tier of cells, Clark could hear a 
feeble moan and ragged breathing coming from Eric. He would 
not be continuing this fight today. 

Clark then turned to the rest of the cells where he could hear 
people pounding against them, begging for freedom. It took him 
barely over a second at super speed for him to oblige them. 



* * *  

Two hours later, the term lifeless was the last thing that could be 
applied to the old LuthorCorp plant. Police, Fire and Rescue teams 
surrounded the plant on all sides. EMT’s were busy evaluating all 
the injured and otherwise mistreated prisoners while the police 
stood nervously at watch and the fire crews inspected the build-
ing for signs of structural damage. 

No one was quite sure what to do about the guards and lab 
coated scientists who were found corralled into a makeshift chain 
link enclosure that looked like it had been torn free of the sur-
rounding fence line and wrapped around them. For the time being 
Sheriff Adams was more than content to let them sit and stew un-
til someone higher up the chain of command came along de-
manding their release. 

Somehow Clark doubted it would come soon. In fiascos like this 
those in charge always seemed reluctant to step forward and take 
responsibility. He was leaning against the side of one of the am-
bulances while Lois had her shoulder checked out and was listen-
ing with a slight grin to the heated conversation between Sheriff 
Adams and an FBI Agent who’d just shown up on the scene claim-
ing to have authority, which Sheriff Adams was loudly contesting 
with the point that every single crime here had taken place solely 
within her county so it wasn’t an issue for the Feds. 

“So did I miss anything important?” Lois asked as she came up be-
side him. Her left arm was in a sling, but other than that she 
seemed to fine. 

“The FBI showed up and is trying to take jurisdiction from Sheriff 
Adams,” Clark told her. 

“I should have brought popcorn,” Lois remarked. 

“So what’d you tell the paramedic?” Clark asked. 

“The truth,” Lois responded. “That I got hit in the shoulder by 
something that felt like a sledgehammer.” She regarded the Kryp-
tonian bracelet which Clark could just make out beneath the sling. 
“Well, it may not exactly be bulletproof, but I think this definitely 
answered whether or not it works on bullets.” She brought her 
good hand up to her injured shoulder and winced when she 
touched it. “It doesn’t seem to care about bumps and bruises 
though, does it?” 

“Maybe it only uses enough power to prevent permanent injury?” 

“Maybe,” Lois responded, “but I’m not in any hurry to test that 
theory.” 

Someone was being carted past them on a gurney. 

“Wait,” the figure said feebly as he raised his arm. “Don’t I know 
you?” 

“I’m Clark Kent and this is Lois Lane, we’re reporters for the Daily 
Planet,” Clark replied. “You might have seen my picture in the pa-
per.” 

“Oh, okay. Do you know who I am?” Eric Summers asked blankly. 

“I think you’ll have to ask them,” Clark said gently to him as he 
indicated the two EMT’s who had been rolling him along. 

“So he’s got no idea?” Lois asked as Eric was rolled away. 

“Doesn’t look that way,” Clark said, “but I hate to sound like I’m 
relieved.” 

“He didn’t have to try and punch you, you know. He did it to him-
self.” 

“I know,” Clark admitted. “I just hope he gets some help.” 



“Speaking of help…” Lois added as they both caught sight Arthur 
Curry walking towards them. One of the more grisly things they’d 
found in the aftermath was Arthur’s severed hand along with 
notes about the physiology of its retractable webbing and the 
possibilities for military applications. Unfortunately it was far too 
late for anything to be done about reattaching the severed limb. 

“Looks like left-handed slings are all the fashion rave,” Arthur re-
marked as he walked up to them, his own arm in a sling. Lois 
started to stammer an apology when Arthur stopped her. 

“Look, I understand I owe both you my freedom and probably my 
life,” he told them. “I don’t forget debts like that. If you ever need 
anything just ask. Now, there are a few other people who wanted 
to see you two before you slipped out on us.” He indicated Jordan 
and his team of Freaks who were standing at the edge of the po-
lice cordons waiting for them. 

“So what are you going to do about… you know?” Lois asked 
sheepishly while gingerly lifting her own left arm as they walked 
over towards them. 

“Oh, probably get a hook… I think that’d look kinda cool,” Arthur 
replied. “Especially while I’m suing whoever’s behind this place for 
every last penny they and their grandchildren will ever make,” he 
added with an evil grin. “I’ll tell you, after this I’m going to be liv-
ing like a king.” 

“Well, you two seem to have come through alright,” Jordan said 
as they approached. 

“Any sign of Marcie?” Barry asked. 

“I’ve been standing right here for the last ten minutes,” came a 
voice from nowhere that caused Barry to jump. 

“Why didn’t you say something!?!” Barry exclaimed. 

“No one asked,” Marcie said simply. Lois rolled her eyes. 

“So,” Jordan began, sounding just a little awkward, “we under-
stand Superman was involved somehow?” 

“That’s what everyone seems to be saying,” Clark replied, keeping 
his face as neutral as possible. “I think I caught a glimpse of him at 
some point.” 

“He was here alright,” Arthur replied. “I caught sight of him briefly 
down in the cells. He pretty much saved us all single-handedly.” 
He too kept his voice and face neutral. 

“I heard someone say you pulled that Parasite guy off of him 
though,” Clark replied. “He’d probably be thanking you; if he were 
here.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Arthur replied, allowing just a slight twin-
kle to appear in his eye. 

“So what was he doing here?” Alicia demanded. Apparently she 
hadn’t made the connection between Superman and Clark at all. 
Of course she’d been unconscious when he’d made his appear-
ance and she had never learned about much more than his 
strength and speed or even the true extent of those. 

“Who knows,” Lois responded. “He doesn’t seem to stick around 
once the crisis is over does he?” 

“Sure makes him hard to thank,” Barry replied. 

“Maybe you could do that for us,” Jordan said to Clark with a 
knowing smile. “Thank him. You know… if you ever see him 
around.” 

“I’ll be sure to do that,” Clark answered. He looked over at Lois, 
who was as unable to suppress a grin as he was. 

“Oh, there is one more thing,” Jordan said. “We’ve all taken a vote 
and we’d like to make you both honorary members of the Freak 
League.” 



“Even Alicia?” Lois asked. 

“Even me,” Alicia grumbled. “Just don’t go getting any ideas.” 

“We’d be honored,” Clark replied. 

“I think you need a better name though if you’re going to start 
accepting ‘Muggles’ though,” Lois interjected. “I mean your exis-
tence isn’t going to be covered up after this, Clark and I will make 
sure of that. You guys could do a lot of good out there with those 
powers of yours and you should have a name that reflects that.” 

“See? There she goes already! I told you this would happen,” Ali-
cia blurted out. “And I suppose you’ve got the perfect name for us 
too? 

“Yeah,” Lois said with a grin, “I'm thinking something like the Jus-
tice League.” 

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Alicia said with a roll of her eyes. 
“We’re Freaks who’ve been hiding out in a cave… or would that 
be the Justice Cave now?” 

“Everyone’s gotta start somewhere,” Lois responded as she and 
Clark turned to go. “It’s just a suggestion. Think about it. Someday 
you might even get mentioned in the same breath as Superman.” 

“You were kidding right?” Clark asked once they were out of ear-
shot. “I mean… The Justice League?” 

“I believe you once told me that even Superman can’t save the 
entire world by himself,” Lois responded slyly. “So they’ll either 
do something with it or they won’t. Either way it’s not our prob-
lem. I mean, honorary membership aside, what are the odds we’ll 
have anything to do with the Justice League again anyway?” 

* * *  

Two days later the news was everywhere. The exclusive exposé by 
Lois Lane and Clark Kent on the secretive Department of Extra-
normal Operations was buttressed by the appearance of a heroic 
masked speedster calling himself the Flash in Central City and vi-
deotaped sightings of a mysterious merman rescuing people 
down in the Gulf of Mexico. A full-fledged investigation was al-
ready underway in Washington and the morning wire reports in-
cluded reports of an unknown superbeing saving people from a 
tenement fire in the slums of Bludhaven and another sighting as 
far away now as Coast City. 

“I think we just changed the world,” Clark remarked to her as he 
read the wire report over her shoulder. 

“For better or worse,” she replied. Right now there were tales of 
heroics, but it would only be a matter of time before some super-
powered villain made a public appearance as well. Then there 
were the global issues. 

Already reports were coming in of other nations demanding 
access to the metahumans which they claimed represented an 
unfair military advantage to the United States. There was a move 
afoot in the United Nations to have all metahumans declared 
weapons of mass destruction, but that was destined for death in 
the Security Council due to U.S. veto. Reports on the acceptance 
of metahumans, a term that was quickly entering the public con-
sciousness, were mixed, but it was unlikely anything like the Slab 
facility would ever be able to become official policy again, at least 
in the U.S. 

“Regardless, I think Chloe Sullivan would be quite proud to see 
her life’s work finally validated,” Clark said. The whole world now 
knew about the victims of meteor rock poisoning, just as they did 
aliens, and it was all because of the young woman standing next 
to him. 

“She is,” Lois said, allowing herself a wan smile. “So maybe now 
that part of my life can finally rest in peace.” Even as she said it, 



she didn’t really believe it. As much as you might try, you could 
never outrun yourself nor all of the ghosts of the past. 

“Speaking of peaceful,” she added, “What’s up with Jimmy any-
way? It’s like he’s avoiding me or something. Every time I so much 
as make eye contact he just looks away and pretends to be doing 
something else. I think he’s embarrassed about something.” 

“You sound like you miss him,” Clark responded. 

“Please,” Lois retorted, but her heart wasn’t in it. 

“Well, I’m sure we’ll find out eventually,” Clark replied. “Jimmy’s 
the worst liar I’ve ever met. Even when he’s telling the truth it 
sounds like he’s lying.” 

“True,” Lois agreed. “The odds are certainly better than those of 
finding out who was actually behind the DEO and their little 
science project.” 

“Still no leads, huh?” 

“None,” Lois replied. “Whoever was really in charge was very 
good at covering their tracks. There are references to someone 
developing the plans, but not who they might have been. We may 
never know.” 

“At least we managed to stop them.” 

“Also true,” Lois agreed. “But I doubt we’ve seen the last of 
them.” 

“Maybe so,” Clark conceded. “But that’s an issue for another 
night. Do you and Lex have any plans this evening?” 

“Nah,” Lois replied. “Lex has been up to his elbows in some busi-
ness deal or another since I got back. I am totally free. Why?” 

“Well, Mom feels bad about not actually getting to serve us din-
ner when we came and invited us to come back tonight.” 

Lois looked away for a moment as if pondering. Then she turned 
to Clark and smiled. 

“I’ll get my parka,” she said. 

* * *  

Lex Luthor stared out of his office window with a drink in his 
hand. 

He had acted as surprised as anyone when Lois’ exposé hit the 
stands, but that had simply been for Lois’ benefit. What was he 
supposed to have told her? 

Yes Lois, I knew all about the Department of Extranormal Opera-
tions facility hidden beneath the old LuthorCorp plant and their 
efforts to study the metahumans created by the meteor rocks, be-
cause I was one of the ones who came up with the plan in the first 
place. I know that in exchange for taking my plant and the public 
humiliation of having it declared an environmental hazard they 
covertly funneled of all the research to my own labs so I could 
study it myself and put it to use for the betterment of humanity. 

That research was doubly important now that Superman was in 
the picture. Humanity needed a weapon that would allow them to 
fight back against the alien menace he represented and if lives 
had to be sacrificed to that cause, it would be worth it in the end. 

How had Superman figured it out? he wondered, but he sus-
pected he already knew the answer. Lois. Somehow the alien was 
still in contact with Lois and was using her to undermine any ef-
forts to oppose him. 

“You shouldn’t beat yourself up over this Lex,” came the voice of 
his partner in this particular endeavor who had joined him for the 
evening. 



“I’m not, Congressman,” Lex retorted. “I’m mentally beating up 
Superman.” 

“Really?” the Congressman replied. “I’d be more concerned about 
Lois Lane and Clark Kent. You know as well I do that once they get 
a hold of a story they won’t let it go.” 

“Them I can handle,” Lex replied. “Superman is a wild card 
though… he’s poisoning Lois against me.” 

“To be fair she couldn’t have known you were involved in this and 
you know as well as I do she’s always had a weak spot for their 
kind. She’s never seen the threat they pose the way you and I do.” 

“No, I suppose you’re right.” 

“Even so, at best they’ve only delayed us,” the Congressman con-
tinued. “My superiors tell me the Beta site at Cadmus Labs is al-
most complete and now that I’ve got a seat in Congress it will be a 
simple matter to get the proper funding channeled to it. I’m al-
ready pushing for a new committee on Metahuman Affairs, too.” 

“Already milking the system like a pro,” Lex remarked. 

“I learned from the best,” the Congressman replied. "I learned 
from you." 

“Congratulations on your election, by the way.” 

“Your generous contributions helped put me over the top,” the 
Congressman replied. “We’ll win this fight Lex. We have too. 
There’s too much at stake if these Freaks are allowed to run free. 
You and I are the only ones who really see that." 

Lex just nodded. For him this was about bettering and protecting 
humanity no matter the cost, but the hatred the congressman had 
for metahumans was almost disturbing, though he understood its 
source. 

"You need to do something about Lois Lane,” the Congressman 
said. 

“You know I care about her,” Lex replied. 

“Save that for someone who hasn’t seen it before. You only want 
her because you know you can’t actually have her and she’ll be 
your downfall if you keep this up; her and your obsession with Su-
perman.” 

“So what would you have me do?” 

“Cut her loose. People like you and I aren’t meant to have love in 
our lives… we can’t afford entanglements that compromise our 
judgments. Do you think Superman lets his feelings for others get 
in the way of what needs to be done?” 

“No,” Lex replied. “I’m certain he does whatever it takes to get 
the job done.” 

“Then you have to do the same. So if our old friends continue to 
get in the way,” Congressman Lana Lang added, “Well… some-
times sacrifices have to be made.” 

* * * 
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