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   Chapter 1
 
   Coming of Age
 
        “Birthdays. A day to give thanks for one more year, a day spent with family and friends celebrating life or for some, another day in their life that passes them by without meaning. For me it was always a day that questions would arise. What happened to my parents? Did they abandon me? Did they get taken? Are they even still alive? How did this pocket watch tell my foster parents the date of my birth and real name? All questions I wish I had answers to. But then as the old saying goes, be careful what you wish for, right?”
 
        “What do you think, little man? You think this year will be any different?” Jeremiah asked, as he filled Orlin’s dish with cat food.  Jeremiah had no reason to think this year would be any different, as he went about his routine making conversation with the only one he trusted.
 
        Orlin heard the jingle of the dry cat food filling his dish and he sprinted across the floor. Jeremiah smiled as his spotted leopard-like Savannah cat purred and devoured his food. He head-butted Jeremiah’s knee and rubbed up against him.
 
        “That does hurt, you know. Sometimes I miss the days when you weren’t as big as a mid-sized dog.”
 
        Jeremiah rubbed his knee, as Orlin stretched up from the floor to the windowsill, looking out and watching the birds flutter about outside. His tail stroked back and forth on the floor, as Jeremiah smiled and put his shoes on.
 
        “Now you don’t go opening any doors. If old Mrs. Weaver catches you digging in her garden again, she might shoot you.”
 
        Orlin paid Jeremiah little attention and kept staring out the window. Jeremiah stepped onto his porch and locked the door good and tight. He placed his patio chair under the doorknob, attempting to prevent Orlin from getting out. Even though he knew when Orlin wanted to get out, he always found a way.
 
        Jeremiah stepped off the porch and let the sun shine on his face. He pulled out a golden pocket watch, which he had attached to a chain around his neck, from under his shirt. He remained in deep thought as he stared at the picture inside. A seemingly happy couple held him in their arms, making him wonder even more why they left him.
 
        “This year I will find out what happened, one way or another. I can feel it!”
 
        Jeremiah placed the pocket watch back under his shirt and began his daily run. He did feel a bit more energized than usual, chalking it up to nothing more than the beautiful weather.  He passed the normal sights on his quiet dead end street, giving a nod as his neighbors waved to him. Jeremiah barely knew any of them, always keeping to himself, but he liked to be polite. Many were out in their yards as it was Thursday, the day the whole neighborhood cut their grass. It always seemed pointless to him but Jeremiah did it anyway to keep the status quo.
 
        He came to a halt in front of Dr. Tailbot’s house. His lawn had not been mowed. This was a guy that ironed his socks and made sure every blade of grass was picked up after mowing. The only way he would ever not mow is if he was dead. Jeremiah blinked and suddenly the lawn was mowed.
 
        “You okay, Jeremiah?” Dr. Tailbot asked, as he noticed the look of confusion on Jeremiah’s face.
 
        “Yeah, must be the heat or something.” Jeremiah shrugged and then went to continue his run. He started seeing people who he had never seen before and they all acted as if they had lived there forever. The houses even looked completely different. “Those Pringles I ate last night must have been out-of-date.”
 
        Jeremiah blinked a couple of times and everything went back to how it should be. He decided to head for home and glanced down the street, seeing nothing. He went to cross and turned just in time to see a black sedan come barrelling toward him. Jeremiah tried to leap out of the way, but the car veered right into his path. He went head first through the windshield and stared, barely conscious, at the driver.
 
        He was thin man with eyes that did not fit on his face. They looked to take up too much room and his ears seemed smaller then they should be. A drop of drool came from his lip, as he looked Jeremiah over. He seemed delighted that Jeremiah was still alive.
 
         “You know we’ve been looking for you for years. The others will be so ecstatic that we finally found you. Today marks the day we return to our rightful place.”
 
        “Who…What are you?” Jeremiah watched as the man gave him a sly smile and patted him on the head, like he was a puppy. Jeremiah tried desperately to remain conscious but everything around him started spinning and faded to black.
 
        “Rest. You’re going to need it. After the Brothers of Olympus are through with you, there may be nothing left.” the man cackled and then went to back up the sedan. “Oh shit! Why did I have to use such a common device? Damn humans!”
 
        He rolled down the car window and slunk out of it, watching as Jeremiah’s neighbors pulled him from the windshield. 
 
        “Don’t think just because you made this infernal contraption able to be seen in the human world that we will stop. We now know where you live and will be back in force. Yankle will get rewarded for this.”
 
        Yankle scurried off down the road, all hunched over and hopping a bit with each step.  No one in the growing crowd seemed to see him.
 
        “Jeremiah! Can you hear me? How many fingers am I holding up?” Dr. Tailbot shouted, as Jeremiah slowly moved his head back and forth but could not say a word. “Don’t worry; an ambulance will be here soon! Just hold on.”
 
        “Didn’t anyone see who was driving?”
 
        “No, it was if the car was driving itself.”
 
        “It was if it appeared out of nowhere, too.”
 
        “I heard about such things. The government is making remote control cars and testing them.”
 
        “I heard it was Google that was doing such things.”
 
        The growing crowd all continued to gossip amongst themselves. No one had any idea how the car appeared, let alone how it seemed to drive by itself.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Sir, I’ve been monitoring chatter and it seems there has been an incident with Jeremiah.”
 
        “What?  Come on, Dotty!  Out with it.”
 
        The hovering five foot tall robot descended into the basement and straightened her antler like antennas. Her red insect-looking eyes brightened up and she stood before her owner. The man threw off his coveralls and straightened up his everyday clothes beneath them. He hung the coveralls up all nice and neat, which was the case with everything in the basement. Each thing had its own place and was meticulously organized. He seemed ready to go at the sound of any impending danger to Jeremiah, flicking a switch under his work bench. The far side wall opened up and a whole case of guns, of all shapes and sizes, appeared.
 
        “Sir, it seems on his daily run he was hit by a car. He’s being taken to the hospital by ambulance now. I’m sure there is no need for those guns, sir.”
 
        “Damn it, Dotty! How many times do I have to tell you to stop with that ‘sir’ strat? My name is Mason, so use it!”
 
        “Sorry sir, but you did program me.”
 
        Mason rolled his eyes at Dotty and hit the button on his work bench again, covering up the wall so his kids would never see it. They ascended the stairs and Mason smiled at the chaos that was his family. 
 
        “Dad! Mittens scratched me, see!” Will held up his arm, showing Mason a small scratch on it.
 
        “Now Will, how many times have your mother and I told you the pets aren’t toys?”
 
        “But I wasn’t bothering them, I swear.”
 
        “His voice pattern indicates otherwise, sir.”
 
        “Tattle tale! Mom! Dotty’s a tattle tale.” Will ran off to the kitchen in search of his mother, as Abigail played with her toys in the middle of the living room and Martin ran up and down the hallway with Emily, their Shiba Inu, and Jack, their mixed dog.
 
        Mason smiled as his wife entered the room. She still looked the same as the day he met her, with her wild allure and pitch black hair draping down over her shoulders. She was holding Will in her arms, who gave a snotty look at Dotty, as she approached them.
 
        “I hear someone was rough housing with the cats again?”
 
        “I never said that, Dotty the tattle tale!” 
 
        Teru smiled, placing Will back down on his feet and watched as he joined in with his brother, playing with the dogs. “You look like you’re going somewhere, Mason.”
 
        “Jeremiah’s being taken to the hospital.”
 
        “What happened?”
 
        “He was hit by a car, I guess.”
 
        “Mason, you know it’s never he was just hit by a car. There could be something else to it. After all these years of peace, we’re probably due for some more strat.” Teru smirked at Mason, as she knew he liked it when she used his word. She then straightened his grey frizzy hair and shirt collar, covering up the actual collar he was wearing around his neck. “You don’t want people seeing this. They may think you’re a hippie or something. Be careful!”
 
        Teru wrapped her arms around Mason and kissed him, as he went to go out the door. “Don’t be seen. Now go before Trudy comes home from classes.”
 
        Just as Teru whispered that to Mason the door opened and Trudy arrived home. She was the spitting image of her mother and had the allure surrounding her, which made her parents cautious, as they kept her and Jeremiah apart for their entire lives. They figured alone they would not draw much attention, as Drazin would be looking for a couple.
 
        “Why are you home so early, honey?”
 
        “Class was cancelled. I guess one of the Professor’s neighbors was hit by a car or something and he had to take him to the hospital.” Trudy hug up her jacket and trotted over to play with her younger sister. “Where are you going, Dad?”
 
        “Out to visit an old friend. I’ll be back soon.” Mason scurried out of the house, trying not to say too much and jumped in his truck, heading for the hospital.
 
        “Since when does Dad have friends? I thought Jack and Emily were his only friends?” As Trudy said their names the two dogs ran up to her and licked her. She played with them and scratched behind their ears. “No! I didn’t mean you two.”
 
        Her brother and sister joined in and Teru enjoyed the sight of her happy family, but could not shake the feeling that their peace would not last.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “So Jeremiah, my friend, I have good news and I have bad news. Which do you want first?” Dr. Tailbot walked in holding Jeremiah’s chart and Jeremiah could tell from his stance things were not good.
 
        “Give me the good first, I guess.”
 
        “The good news is that you suffered no injuries, aside from a few bumps and bruises, from your freak incident.”
 
        “Freak incident? What’s so freaky about a strange guy hitting me with his car?”
 
        “Jeremiah! There was no one driving the car. The car wasn’t even there. I blinked and it just appeared.”
 
        Jeremiah’s neck hair rose, as his mind started to race with possible scenarios. He had no idea why Dr. Tailbot would lie to him, but if it was one thing Jeremiah prided himself on, it was his ability to read people and he knew Dr. Tailbot was hiding something.
 
        “What? I saw the guy clear as day.”
 
        “Maybe you hit your head a little too hard. We may need to keep you overnight.”
 
        “No way! I hate hospitals. If I’m okay, I am leaving.”
 
        “Now, the bad news.” Dr. Tailbot lowered his head not directly looking at Jeremiah. “You have cancer. Your body is loaded with it. There is nothing we can do. I estimate you have a few weeks left to live. Quite frankly, I don’t know how you are still able to walk.”
 
        Jeremiah sunk deeper into his hospital bed. He could not fathom how he had cancer, as everything seemed fine. But he could tell from Dr. Tailbot’s face that he was telling him what he believed to be the truth.
 
        “Isn’t there anything you can do?”
 
        “We have ways to make you more comfortable, but that is it. I’m sorry, it’s just too far advanced.”
 
        “Some birthday! First some crazy huge-eyed creep hits me with his car and I supposedly imagined it. He yaps about some left wing Olympus group wanting me dead.  And now I have cancer.”
 
        Dr. Tailbot looked back at Jeremiah a tad intrigued. “What did you say?” 
 
        “I was just mumbling to myself.” Jeremiah tried to blow him off, not knowing why he even said that out loud. But it was as if he could not stop. He figured it was the meds making him open up so much and did not like being so forthcoming to Dr. Tailbot, as Jeremiah did not trust him in the least.
 
        “Did you mention Olympus?”
 
        “Yeah, that’s what the supposedly imaginary guy said. Brothers of Olympus I think it was.”
 
        Jeremiah could not get over the weird daze Dr. Tailbot seemed to be in as he uttered the name of the group. Finally he placed Jeremiah’s chart down and left without saying a word. Jeremiah shrugged it off as he still felt a little groggy from the meds they gave him and decided to take a quick nap.
 
        Dr. Tailbot pulled out his cell phone and stepped outside the hospital. He held the door for Mason, as he walked by, neither giving the other the time of day. Mason was thankful, as even with his germaphobe tendencies behind him and his collar protecting him from any illness, he still hated entering hospitals and touching anything.
 
        “Director Wester! You were right! I have found him. Jeremiah is the one we have been searching for all these years. Today he saw The Nide. That must have been where the car came from.”
 
        “Are you sure?”
 
        “Yes! He referenced the Brothers of Olympus.”
 
        “Good work, Doctor. Your country thanks you. Don’t let him leave. My men will be there in four minutes to take him into custody.”
 
        “Yes sir!” Dr. Tailbot hung up his cell phone and stepped back into the hospital. He felt proud doing this service for his country. Unlike most doctors he remembered everything, even the rambling of patients who go under the knife. Upon having heard about the Nide and the Brothers of Olympus when operating on Director Wester, he had a choice: help out or never be heard from again. He was glad he chose the first option and was placed near one of their many candidates, Jeremiah, to keep a close eye on him.
 
        Mason peeked into Jeremiah’s room and thought he was sleeping so he snuck in. He picked up Jeremiah’s chart and giggled a bit at it, finding the doctors there so naïve. 
 
        “What’s so funny, Doc?”
 
        Mason stood in awe of Jeremiah for a second, not knowing what to say, mostly because he had not been called Doc since the last time her saw Jeremiah’s parents. This was the first time Jeremiah ever laid eyes on him, as well. For Mason and Teru felt the best way to protect him was to watch him from afar and not draw attention to themselves by kidnapping him from foster care.
 
        “Well? What’s so funny about having cancer?”
 
        Mason pretended like he was an actual doctor and kept the chart close to his face, trying not to let Jeremiah get a good look at him. “You don’t have cancer, the machines were all wrong. The stupid tech guy forgot to calibrate them correctly. You’re free to go whenever you wish.”
 
        “I guess Dr. Tailbot can be wrong. Humph, who knew?”
 
        Jeremiah felt a huge weight lifted off his shoulders and he stood up stretching, no longer tired. He extended his hand to Mason. “Thanks Doc, you’re a life saver.”
 
        “If only you knew.” Mason mumbled and then shook Jeremiah’s hand, turning and walking out of the room. He dropped the clipboard and scurried down the hall, feeling a tingle in his ear from his earpiece. “Yes, Dotty what is it now?”
 
        “Sir! Trudy went snooping in your work shop after you left and found that locket you have hidden away down there. She picked it up and it started to glow. Then she left with it, sir.”
 
        “Strat! Why didn’t you stop her?”
 
        “She’s an adult now sir. You programmed me to let her make her own decisions.”
 
        Mason mumbled to himself, as he hit the elevator button, hoping he could intercept Trudy before she found Jeremiah. He turned back and saw Jeremiah at the counter, collecting his things.
 
        “Strat! This is just going all to hell.” Mason muttered, as he saw Jeremiah hold up his pocket watch, intrigued at the glow it was giving off.
 
        “Those are wonderful devices, you know. I wish I could thank the creator.”
 
        “What?” Mason asked, as he stared down at an elderly lady moving along in a wheelchair.
 
        “The Strat! Those things really get rid of germs quite well. That device is a godsend.”
 
        Mason just smiled and nodded, as she went on her way and turned back to the elevator as it opened. He bumped into the two men marching out of it and noticed they had guns tucked underneath their suit jackets.
 
        “Did you guys get this wet or something?” Jeremiah asked, still looking over his pocket watch. 
 
        “No sir, it just started doing that a few minutes ago. I figured it was just solar powered or something.”
 
        Jeremiah turned as Dr. Tailbot placed his hand on Jeremiah’s shoulder. “You should be resting son. With your level of cancer it’s not good to be moving about.”
 
        “What? The other doctor said it was a mistake.”
 
        “What other doctor? There is no mistake, you have cancer Jeremiah and you have little time left.”
 
        Jeremiah’s heart sunk in his chest, all the hope Mason gave him flew from his body and he once again felt any energy he had slip from his grasp. He became quite disturbed as he noticed Dr. Tailbot motioning the two men, who looked like government agents, toward him.
 
        “What are you doing? Who are they?”
 
        “They are here to take you to a place where you can rest and feel comfortable.”
 
        “Like hell, they are.”
 
        Dr. Tailbot tried to grab onto Jeremiah but Jeremiah shoved him to the ground. He ran back into his hospital room and slunk behind the door. He waited for the two men to enter and then slammed the door in the second man’s face, sending him out into the hallway. He whacked the other with a nearby bedpan and took off for the elevators.
 
        “Come with me if you want to live! Hurry, hurry.”
 
        “You know there is no ‘hurry, hurry’ after that, right?”
 
        “So they keep telling me.” Mason pushed Jeremiah into the elevator and slammed his fist on the lobby button, pressing it over and over again.
 
        “Who are you, anyway?”
 
        “Just an old friend. Let’s leave it at that.”
 
        The elevator door opened and Mason stepped out first with Jeremiah behind him. Jeremiah grabbed a cane from a man passing by and whacked Mason across the back of the head with it, knocking him to the ground.
 
        “Sorry! But I’ve had enough people claiming to be my friend today.”
 
        Jeremiah grasped onto his glowing pocket watch with one hand and the back of his hospital gown with the other, trying not to moon any of the people on the sidewalk, as he left the hospital. He ran down the sidewalk and ducked into an alley, as the sound screeching car tires filled his ears. He watched as two SUVs loaded with what he presumed to be government agents emptied onto the street and into the hospital.
 
        “You’d think I was the first guy with cancer or something.” Jeremiah muttered, as he noticed Mason come out of the hospital holding the back of his head. “I have to think.”
 
        Jeremiah could make no sense of anything that was happening around him and prayed his home was still secure as he made his way back to his quiet dead end street.  
 
   ****************************************
 
        “So have you got him yet? Is he in custody?”
 
        “No, Director Wester! He seems to have… umm…. escaped the area.”
 
        “Fools! Senator Riggs is going to hear about your incompetence. I want you to inform all men across the country of our situation. No longer are any of the other targets viable. All man power will be focused on finding this Jeremiah McCoy. And, get me Rick Tracker!”
 
        “The TV guy?”
 
        “Yes! If you guys can’t do a simple retrieval, maybe he can.”
 
        The men all stopped listening to their ear piece and swarmed from the hospital following Director Wester’s orders. They hopped into their SUVs and drove off, as Mason peeked up over the dashboard of his truck and watched them drive away.
 
        “Sir, did you get all of that? I can repeat it if you would like?” 
 
        “No! Dotty, that is quite alright. You did great work, nice hacking job.” Mason rested his head on the steering wheel and banged his head against the top of it a couple times. “I should have told him everything. Stupid, Mason, stupid.”
 
        “Sir, there is one more thing.”
 
        “What strat has happened now?”
 
        “It’s Trudy, sir. I honed in on that tracker you installed in her ear piece and it seems the locket has led her to Jeremiah’s home.”
 
        “Great! Now she’s in the middle of this, too.”
 
        Mason stepped on the gas. He hoped he could find Jeremiah and Trudy before anyone else did and set out for Jeremiah’s home. 
 
        “Dotty!”
 
        “Yes, sir?”
 
        “Tell Teru what is going on and make sure everyone is ready to get into Zeus Mountain if need be.”
 
        “Everything will be ready, sir.” 
 
        Mason clicked his ear piece off and continued making his way through traffic, praying he was not too late to save them. Just as each day since he found Jeremiah, he started questioning his choices, wondering if they were the right call.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
   A Golden Reunion
 
        “You know how one tiny moment can change your life? What happens when so many big moments happen in a course of a few hours? I always like to plan ahead, see all the angles, but this was just too much. Everything seemed out of whack with the universe. I was totally confused as my mind ran a mile a minute, coming up with scenarios for everything. Who were these guys? What did they want? I really needed a good can of Pringles. But then none of that seemed to matter when I met her. Orlin even liked her and that was rare.”
 
       “Dotty, what is this thing? Why is it glowing and why didn’t Dad show it to me?”
 
        “Your father has his reasons, Trudy. Please come home and I’m sure he will explain all of this to you when he sees you.”
 
        Trudy ignored Dotty’s advice and watched in her car from across the street, as Jeremiah came slinking up the sidewalk, still holding onto the back of his hospital gown. She suddenly felt a pleasant shiver go through her body, just from looking at him. Somehow it seemed she knew him or something. Trudy continued staring at him, noticing how he was completely paranoid of his surroundings.
 
        Jeremiah jumped into the air as Mrs. Weaver came storming out from behind her hedge.
 
        “You know what that overgrown cat of yours did today? He tore up my prize winning roses and relieved himself in my garden. The only reason I didn’t skin the critter alive was because of your accident. The next time he touches my garden he is going to lose a limb.”
 
        Mrs. Weaver stormed back to her porch and went inside, slamming her front door behind her. Jeremiah could not help but laugh as Orlin was sprawled out on his front porch, basking in the sun and cleaning himself.
 
        “If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you enjoyed torturing that poor woman. How did you get out this time anyway?”
 
        Orlin rubbed up against Jeremiah as he stepped up onto the porch and Jeremiah noticed the front door was open a crack. The patio chair he placed under the doorknob had been flung aside and there was no way Orlin could have done it.
 
        “This looks fishy. Are they gone?”
 
        Orlin dashed into the house as Jeremiah opened the door wider, completely forgetting about his hospital gown and letting it swing open in the breeze.
 
        “Oh! Oh my!” Trudy whispered, as she stared across the street at Jeremiah’s naked backside. She spruced herself up a bit in front of her rear view mirror and then stepped out of the car, creeping across the street. She had no idea what she was going to say or why she even felt anything for this guy. But she was determined to find out.
 
        Jeremiah looked around his home and found everything was turned upside down and inside out. He was glad his foster parents were not alive to see this, as they were always proud of how orderly their home was. Jeremiah opened his cupboard and sighed, tipping the empty Pringle cans upside down. “They even ate my Pringles. Who are these guys, boy? Did you get a good look?”
 
        Orlin ignored Jeremiah and trotted by him. He seemed to love the state of disarray and ran around the house checking everything out. He accidentally stepped on the television remote and Jeremiah jumped at the sound of the television coming on.
 
        “Orlin! Are you trying to give me a heart attack? I already have cancer. I think that would be kind of like beating a dead horse.”
 
        Jeremiah walked up to the television not even hearing Trudy slink into his home, as he watched the commercial play before turning it off.
 
        “Tired of a germy home? Tired of getting sick? Well with this new device you can keep the germs and doctors away. With one simple touch of a button all the germs will disappear. Strat those germs away and pick up the Strat today! Available at all major retailers.”
 
        “If only they had a house cleaning one of those.” Jeremiah chuckled as he turned off the television and looked around for some clean clothes. He found some that did not seem too dirty and slipped off his hospital robe, stretching a bit and glad to be rid of it. As he began to dress he saw Trudy in his tilted mirror peeking at him from behind the kitchen wall.
 
        Trudy could not help herself; she found she was drawn to him for some reason. Jeremiah spun around and held his clothes over his mid-section. His eyes moved over her body, taking everything in. If this was any normal day, Jeremiah knew he would probably still be caught with his pants down, having very little luck or patience with the opposite sex and the games they seemed to play with him. But he found Trudy to be like no one he had ever seen before, which made his suspicions rise even more so.
 
        “Who are you? Did you do this? Are you one of those Olympus nuts? Better yet, are you real?”
 
        Jeremiah watched Orlin walk up to Trudy and brush up against her legs, like Orlin always did to him. He also felt an odd sensation as he stared at the most gorgeous woman he had ever laid eyes on. Jeremiah began to feel totally at ease, watching as Trudy bent down and stroked her hand over Orlin. He trusted Orlin’s judgement of people, as he had never led Jeremiah astray.
 
        “My, aren’t you the friendly fellow.” Trudy kept brushing Orlin as she glanced up at Jeremiah, who was staring at her. As their eyes met, each was overcome with a feeling that they were destined to meet. 
 
        “You know, he’s never been friendly to anyone I’ve brought home before.”
 
        “I guess I should be honored.”
 
        Orlin left Trudy’s side and went back over to the window, staring out at the birds. Jeremiah’s eyes widened as he noticed the glow coming up from underneath Trudy’s shirt. He picked his pocket watch back up and she felt the same way as she noticed the glow as well. The pair approached each other and they held the pocket watch up to the locket. As they did, the glowing ceased as if the two items had been crying out to be reunited.
 
        “What could this mean?”
 
        “With the day I’ve been having. It probably means the house is going to explode or something!”
 
        “I think it already has. Are you always such a pig?”
 
        “I was hit by a car, supposedly saw an imaginary person and told I have cancer. Then I came home to this. It’s been one of those days.”
 
        Trudy noticed Orlin scratching at the window and went over to take a look. She watched as SUVs pulled up from each side of the street and men jumped out closing in on Jeremiah’s home.
 
        “Friends of yours?”
 
        “It seems I’ve made a lot of friends lately. We need to go.”
 
        Jeremiah threw his clothes on and tapped his leg for Orlin to follow. He grabbed Trudy and the three of them ran out the back door. Jeremiah knew he had no chance of getting away in his car. So he snuck behind Mrs. Weaver’s house and jumped into her car. Trudy opened the passenger door and Orlin hopped into the back.
 
        “Are you sure your neighbour won’t mind us taking her car?” Trudy asked, as she closed the car door and watched Jeremiah lower the visor, finding the keys.
 
        “Oh she’ll mind. But not as much as she’s going to mind this.” Jeremiah slowly put the car in reverse and backed up into Mrs. Weaver’s yard, leaving tire tracks in the grass and going right through her white picket fence. “At least she won’t be mad at you this time, huh, boy?”
 
        Jeremiah laughed and then hit the gas taking off down the street.
 
        “I’m Trudy, by the way.”
 
        “Jeremiah. Nice to meet you, Trudy. Are you getting the same sense of deja vu or whatever you call it, as I am?”
 
        “Like we’ve met before?”
 
        “Yeah!”
 
        Both knew they had never met as far as they could recall but still could not shake the attraction for each other.
 
        “Did I hear you correctly?”
 
        “Hear what?”
 
        “That you have cancer?”
 
        “That’s what they told me. Then they told me I didn’t and then they told me I did.”
 
        “I know who you should meet. Turn here!”
 
        Jeremiah trusted Trudy, he did not know if it was the fact that Orlin liked her, her beauty he found entrancing him, or the feelings they had rising for the other but he followed her directions and hoped she had an answer.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Director Wester, sir. He isn’t here, either. But it looks like someone has beaten us to the punch. The place is totally trashed.”
 
        Director Wester stepped out of his armored SUV and dropped his cigarette on the ground, crushing it with his boot. He took off his sunglasses and placed them in his pocket, dangling them over his silk handkerchief. He straightened his hand stitched suit and made sure every inch of his short blonde hair was in place, as he approached Jeremiah’s home.
 
        He pushed open the door and glanced around, curling his nose up at all the devastation. “Those from The Nide are savages and must be stopped. We need to find this Jeremiah McCoy and we need to find him, now!”
 
        “Sir, do you think whoever this was got him?”
 
        “There is no sign of blood. They would have wanted to cause him pain first. So no, he’s still out there.”
 
        Director Wester stepped back onto Jeremiah’s porch and noticed a helicopter coming into view overhead. His men raised their weapons toward it until he motioned for them to hold their fire. “You’re The Best” could be heard blaring out into the sky above from the speakers attached to the helicopter and a rope dropped down from it.
 
        “Are you sure about this guy, sir? He is rumored to be a bit of a showboat.”
 
        “He’s never lost a man yet, which is more than I can say for you.”
 
        A man descended from the helicopter and as he approached none of the men could believe Director Wester would use this guy. He had his hair in a Mohawk, piercings all over his face, and tattoos up and down his entire body. He was dressed in a camouflage army tank top and pants, with knives attached all around the sides of his boots.
 
        “If it isn’t the man himself. How are you, Wester, you old arsemonger?”
 
        The men all stared at Director Wester figuring he would shoot Rick Tracker for such a statement but watched on in disbelief as he shook hands with him.
 
        “I’ve got another job for you, Rick. We have finally found him. Catch him and your usual pay will be tripled. As per usual, this isn’t for the cameras.”
 
        “Are you sure this time?”
 
        “Yes! He isn’t like the others. This is the one. I need him and that is all you need to know.”
 
        Rick smiled at all the men watching the pair talk. “I take it these wankers buggered things up well and good again?”
 
        Director Wester nodded and handed Rick a portfolio of all the information he had on Jeremiah. “This is your target. Capture him by whatever means necessary. But make sure he is unharmed. The clock is ticking on this one, Rick!”
 
        “What’s all of this racket? I bet it was you who drove through my yard. You will be hearing from our neighborhood watch foreman.” Mrs. Weaver shouted out her window and then slammed it shut.
 
        Rick walked to the side of the porch and noticed Mrs. Weaver’s broken fence out back. He smiled and scanned through the portfolio, walking back to his helicopter and latching onto the rope. “It’ll be like taking money for an old rope.” Rick ascended back into his helicopter and took off as “You’re the Best” still blared out into the sky from his speakers.
 
        “What are we to do sir?”
 
        “Search, too! I want every available man hunting this guy down. But stay out of Rick’s way.” Director Wester strutted back to his SUV and closed the door as the rest of the men searched the area for any more clues.
 
        Director Wester picked up his secure SAT phone and hit the one button that was in the center. As it dialed he noticed through his tinted windows a man seemed to be watching them from down the street.
 
        “Yes, Senator Riggs, sir! We have the target firmly in our grasp and we should have him apprehended shortly.”
 
        “Well done, Wester. When I take office, you will be handsomely rewarded for your years of dedication.”
 
        “Sir, how can this one guy stop The Nide from taking over, anyway?”
 
        “The one that can see both worlds will be invaluable to us. He can tell us everything and even destroy them for us. We need him to protect our way of life. Don’t forget that!”
 
        “Yes, sir! One more thing?”
 
        “What is it?”
 
        “Didn’t you once say the one would have friends and that one of them would be an odd man with glasses and grey frizzy hair?”
 
        “Yeah, why?”
 
        “Well he doesn’t have glasses, but there seems to be a man here watching our every move.”
 
        “So he is still alive. Dra….I mean I am not the least bit surprised. Take him as well, we may need him.”
 
        Director Wester lit up another cigarette as he hung up the phone and began puffing away. He finally whispered an order to his men through his ear piece, to apprehend Mason and they began to surround his position.
 
        “Sir, did you get that? They know you are there. Leave sir! Leave now!”
 
        “Strat! Dotty get Teru on the line. They don’t have Jeremiah or Trudy yet, but things are about to get bat strat crazy again.”
 
        Mason backed up his truck and bumped a few of the men closing in behind him. He then stepped on the gas and went peeling away down the street, as they opened fire on him. Both he and Director Wester got a good look at each other in a quick passing glance and Mason curled his nose up at Director Wester.
 
        “Drazin must have given me away. That stupid third person talking strat!” Mason ducked at the gun fire on instinct and then laughed to himself. “My bulletproof truck is so nice.”
 
        He turned the street corner and swerved down every side street making sure he was not followed.
 
        “Sir, do we give chase?”
 
        “No, let him go. When we find Jeremiah McCoy, we find him.”
 
        The men all scattered to their SUVs and continued their search for Jeremiah.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Hon, what is going on?”
 
        “Uncle Drazin is back! That’s what is going on. Jeremiah has been found out. Trudy is now in the thick of things and they saw me! Not to mention some crazy helicopter, music playing strat is after Jeremiah, as well.”
 
        “What do you need?”
 
        “I want you to take everyone and get into Zeus Mountain. Close the door and open it for no one. I’ll be there when I’ve found them.”
 
        “Be careful, Mason.”
 
        “Always am, Hon.” Mason smiled, as Dotty came back on the line. “Where is Trudy now, Dotty?”
 
        “At school, sir.”
 
        “I wonder why she would be there. No matter. Dotty use Zeus Mountain’s computers and block her signal. Make sure no one can find her or me, for that matter.”
 
        “Yes, sir! We are on our way there now.”
 
        Mason checked all his mirrors three times and made sure no one was following him. He felt secure and set course for Trudy’s university.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “After you, Dotty.” Teru extended her arm and Dotty hovered through the ten foot thick titanium door. Teru then shoved with all her might and closed the door behind them. “Take care of the kids, Dotty. I couldn’t live with myself if Drazin hurt Mason or Trudy. I have to help them.”
 
        Teru knew Dotty could no longer hear her through the door. No signals of any kind could get into Zeus Mountain, which Mason had ensured. She stepped out of a holographic entrance in the side of the mountain behind their home and longingly looked at it for a moment. She realized things may never be the same now that they were found out. Her heart sunk at the thought of her kids having to be on the run for the rest of their lives. So she decided it was about time she found her uncle Drazin and stopped him once and for all. Even without her invincibility power she was determined to find a way.
 
        She ran back into her modest two storey family home and went to the basement. She hit the button under Mason’s work bench and loaded up on weapons as the wall opened up. “And you thought you could hide these from me?” Teru smiled and carried the guns to the garage dropping them in the trunk of the family car. She still had no intention of using them to take a life. But if push came to shove, she would be sure Mason had enough to defend them. She opened the garage door and sped away, knowing Dotty would take care of her other children while she helped save Trudy and Jeremiah.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Now you stay put.” Jeremiah eye-balled Orlin, making sure Orlin saw him wave his finger. Orlin glanced at Jeremiah but paid him little attention as he took in all the sights of the university campus. Jeremiah and Trudy locked Orlin in the car and headed for the university science hall.
 
        “Where are you taking me, anyway?”
 
        Trudy reached over and grabbed a pamphlet from off the bulletin board as they passed. “To this! If there is anyone that can help, it is Professor Humming.”
 
        “Is he going to hum me a tune or something?” Jeremiah smiled as he read the pamphlet. “Nanites! So you’re taking me to see a quack?”
 
        “He is brilliant and from what I’m told, he is on the brink of using them to cure cancer entirely.”
 
        Jeremiah was not about to believe such things but he figured he would indulge Trudy’s fantasy. He knew he had no will power to say no to her anyway. He had never taken to anyone so quickly before and was determined to find out why she was so special.
 
        “I just hope it hasn’t started yet.”
 
        “Yeah, because we wouldn’t want to miss out on something this astounding.”
 
        “Stop being so pessimistic! All great inventors were thought crazy at one point or another. Would you be happy if the world was still thought of as flat?”
 
        Jeremiah realized Trudy had a point and stopped with his sarcastic responses. He always came up with wild theories when he worked through life’s issues, as he thought of every angle as a possibility. Jeremiah followed her into the science hall, praying for some kind of miracle.
 
   ****************************************
 
        Orlin scratched at the back window of the car, hissing and spitting as he noticed a grey and white tabby cat sitting outside the car. She sat as regal as could be, with her white haired chest stuck out toward the sun. She seemed harmless enough but for some reason was taunting Orlin.
 
        Orlin moved to the front of the car and pulled at the door handle with his teeth. He yanked it back and meowed at it when the door did not open. He slung his tail back and forth still playing with the door handle, when it hit the unlock button in the middle of the car dashboard. He gave the door handle another good yank back with his teeth and the door opened a crack.
 
        Orlin nudged it open with his head and searched around for the tabby cat. He noticed her strutting across the parking lot and dashed after her. She ran as if she wanted him to follow and the pair sprinted across the campus.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “All my attempts thus far have failed. It’s not that my nanites can’t cure cancer. They can! It’s that once done they continue to multiply and spread. They want to fix everything inside one’s body and do so until they end up killing the subject. Thankfully this has only been tested on rats and not humans.”
 
        “Professor Humming, why don’t you just make the nanites turn off or die out once the cancer is cured?”
 
        “Good question, lad…” Professor Humming stopped talking and he, as well as the rest of the packed audience, turned around as the door creaking echoed throughout the auditorium.
 
        Trudy and Jeremiah felt embarrassed as the whole crowd stared at them for a few seconds. They grabbed the only two empty seats in the back row and listened as Professor Humming continued his lecture.
 
        “The reason they can’t be shut off is that in order to heal a subject’s body, they have to become one with it. The only way to shut them off is to kill the subject. And that kind of defies the point of a cure.”
 
        “Why not just put the subject under or kill the subject and shock him back to life?”
 
        “Firstly, that is very tricky. There is no way of knowing if the subject will be brought back. Secondly, I’ve already tried it. Every time the subject was brought back, the nanites were alive once more, too. They become as much a part of a subject’s body as blood and water.”
 
        “So his cure kills people. That’s helpful!”
 
        “Shhh! Just listen, I’m sure he wouldn’t be here if it was just to say he failed.”
 
        “That is correct, young lady!”
 
        Trudy turned and looked at Professor Humming who was pointing to her. She had not realized she was talking so loud. She sunk in her chair, as Professor Humming continued.
 
        “I would not be here to say I failed. I am here to say I am very close. All I need is a live human subject to test it on. I have successfully cured rats of all ailments I inflicted upon them and they are still living as we speak. The nanites stopped once their job was done.”
 
        “How did you accomplish this, Professor?”
 
        “I gave them what they wanted. I gave them something to do. You fill anyone’s head with enough clutter and they can play with themselves for years. The same goes for machines.”
 
        “What did you fill them with?”
 
        “That is my little secret for now. But soon the whole world will know the answer. I’m just waiting on FDA approval to begin human testing. So keep the faith everyone. In a few years, after intensive trials, there could finally be a cure for cancer.”
 
        The doors to the auditorium burst open and a security guard fell backwards half way down the steps. Orlin came running into the room, scared out of his wits. He was running circles around the other two security guards, tripping them up by running between their legs.
 
        “Orlin! I told you to stay in the car.”
 
        At the sound of Jeremiah’s voice Orlin sprang into the air. He leaped across the people sitting beside Jeremiah and took refuge under Jeremiah’s seat.
 
        “Is that your animal?”
 
        “Yes!” Jeremiah looked down at Orlin wondering what he did now.
 
        “Pets aren’t allowed on university property. All students know that.  You will be lucky to stay in school after what he did.”
 
        “Well I guess it’s good I don’t go to school here, isn’t it?”
 
        The security guard started moving in front of the people in the seats beside Jeremiah and Trudy. He pushed their legs aside and stood right in front of Trudy.
 
        “That cat is coming with me.”
 
        “Touch him and I’ll make sure you never get to play toy cop again.”
 
        “Now, boys, there is no need for this. I’m sure whatever Orlin did we can pay for and Jeremiah will take him and leave. This can be settled civilly.”
 
        The security guard grumbled at Jeremiah and turned to leave, as Jeremiah sat back down in his seat. But the suspense was getting to him and he had to know. “What did he do anyway?”
 
        “He was chasing a stray and they tripped up the dean’s wife. Let’s just say he wasn’t too happy that the whole school learned she doesn’t wear any underwear, after her skirt flew up.” The security guard tried not to smile, even though he found it funny. “I’d get him out of here, pronto.”
 
        “Well I guess these science gatherings aren’t so boring after all. As soon as there is anything to update I will be the first to let the world know. Until then, fight the good fight!” Professor Humming waved to the crowd and left the stage through a side door.
 
        “He looks so scared, Jeremiah, we should get him out of here. Poor Orlin.”
 
        “I can’t wait years! The doctors say I only have a month, if that.”
 
        “I know where his office is. But he’s hardly ever there. He’s always off at seminars and doing work in his undisclosed lab. Today might be the only chance we have to catch him.”
 
        Jeremiah bent down and rubbed Orlin, “You okay with one quick pit stop, boy?” 
 
        Orlin just purred, finding comfort in Jeremiah’s touch. The pair waited for the rest of the people to leave and then went to the front of the auditorium, with Orlin following behind them.
 
        “Oh no, not again!” Jeremiah muttered, as he bent down against the wall, holding his head. He looked around and jumped back, for it was if the wall was no longer there. He was standing in the middle of a highway. “Not this time.”
 
        Jeremiah jumped out of the way of an oncoming truck and then noticed he was standing in front of Trudy. Both she and Orlin were looking at him like he was crazy.
 
        “You didn’t see that? We never went anywhere?”
 
        “We’ve been here this entire time. Where did you think we were?”
 
        “Never mind! I think this cancer has taken over my brain. Let’s go!” Jeremiah became more worried by the second that his time was running out. He followed Trudy as she led the way to Professor Humming’s office, with Orlin nipping at their heels.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “She what?” Mason said, as he stepped out of his truck and began to stare out across the university campus for any sign of Trudy or Jeremiah. He knew Dotty could not hear him, but the news of Teru on her way made him even more flustered, for that was one more person with a target on them. He barely had any time to let it sink in when he saw Teru pull her car in beside his truck.
 
        “What were you thinking, Hon? Now Drazin and those other strats can get you, too!”
 
        “Mason, I’m not going to sit around while my family is in danger. Even without being sturdy I can still be useful.” Teru popped the trunk and pulled Mason over to it. “So, are we going to go get our daughter or do you still want to argue?”
 
        Mason knew better than to argue with Teru, so he grabbed two handguns and stuck them under his shirt, keeping them out of sight. “How did you know about my secret collection anyway?”
 
        “Mason, no matter how much our lives have changed, you will always be you.” Teru shut the trunk and locked her car. She kissed Mason on the cheek and the pair began to make their way across the campus.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Have you seen this bloke around here anytime today?” Rick asked, as he held up a picture of Jeremiah at the campus security desk. 
 
        “Wow! Rick Tracker. I’m a huge fan. The way you caught that serial killer and that bank robber last season that was just wow.”
 
        “Yeah, those two sure left me wadded up. My skills leave all wankers cattled!” Rick stood like he was at a photo shoot, letting the attention go to his head. “I don’t have time to piddle about though, so can you use that noggin?”
 
        “I’ve seen him. He was in the science hall with some girl and a cat. It’s straight that way, just follow the labels overhead.”
 
        Rick pulled out a picture of himself and signed it, “Rick Tracker, The Greatest,” tossing it on top the security desk as he made his way down the hall. The security guards all grabbed for it, not taking notice of Mason and Teru watching from the hallway.
 
        “That’s the pierced up strat I saw come in a helicopter.”
 
        “He does look rather scary doesn’t he?”
 
        “All flash. I bet that reality TV show of his is nothing but fiction anyway. Isn’t that what Jack always said about those things?”
 
        “Let’s follow him, Mason.”
 
        Teru and Mason ducked down below the security desk, as the guards still fought over the photo and slunk down the hall behind Rick, who was too caught up in his own ego to even notice them.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “You two babies are going to make me a rich man.” Professor Humming stared at two vials of nanites he had placed on his desk. He kept looking them over and over, completely entranced. His office door swung upon and he held his arm over the vials to hide them. But he did it so fast that he lost his grip on one and it smashed onto the floor. “What have you done?”
 
        Professor Humming yelled over and over again at Jeremiah and Trudy, blaming them for his mistake. He kept waving his hand at them and they had no idea why.
 
        “What are you talking about? We just got here?”
 
        “Professor calm yourself and maybe we can help.”
 
        Professor Humming glanced back down at the broken vial and screamed at Orlin as he just finished lapping up the nanites that spilled from the vial. “You stupid cat! Get away! Get away!”
 
        He bent down and saw nothing there at all but a few shards of glass and almost began to cry at the loss of his life’s work. His anger continued to grow and he jumped over the desk, waving his hands like a mad man at Jeremiah.
 
        “Do you know what you two and your cat have just cost me? Do you know how long it took me to make that? You just cut my research in half!”
 
        Trudy placed her hand on Professor Humming’s shoulder. “Calm down, Professor. We never meant to cause you any harm. Please just hear us out.”
 
        Professor Humming regained some composure, still clenching his fist and wanting to punch something but his ears perked up as Jeremiah told him about his supposed cancer.
 
        “And when you said you needed a human lab rat I figured I only have a few weeks left anyway. So why not start with me?”
 
        “You do realize I have no idea if this will work on humans, right? You could die.”
 
        “He seems to be fine.” Jeremiah pointed at Orlin who was on top of Professor Humming’s desk making a mess of everything.
 
        Professor Humming ignored Orlin, as he was too excited at the prospect of getting a human volunteer. “Animals are different. Although I wish he would have choked on them.”
 
        Orlin hissed at Professor Humming as he gave Orlin a hateful look. He went over to his desk and waded through the mess of papers, pushing Orlin to the floor. He picked up a piece of paper and a pen, handing it to Jeremiah.
 
        “Just sign here, waiving me and the university of all legal claims and stating you are doing this of your own free will.”
 
        Jeremiah signed the paper and Professor Humming folded it nice and neat, placing it in his lab coat. He gave Jeremiah his last remaining vial and motioned for him to drink it. Jeremiah looked it over and Trudy nodded for him to do so.
 
        “So you’re sure about this?”
 
        “It beats dying, right?”
 
        “Not if it kills me anyway.”
 
        “Have a little faith Jeremiah.” Trudy smiled at him and Jeremiah could not help but feel the warmth radiating from her. He shrugged and popped the cap on the vial, downing it completely.
 
        “Well done, lad. Now I’ll want to monitor you daily and record the results.”
 
        “You won’t be getting his guts for garters today, Professor.” Rick opened the door and aimed his oversized pistol at Jeremiah. “I believe some friends of mine are looking for you.”
 
        Trudy and Jeremiah both stood with their hands up, as Orlin and Professor Humming both crouched down behind his desk. Mason and Teru snuck up behind him and Mason pulled out his gun.
 
        “Mason! You can’t just go shooting people whenever you please here. They have laws about that here, you know.”
 
        “What do you want me to do to this strat, then?”
 
        The pair continued whispering as they approached Rick, and Teru instinctively shoved Mason to the ground, as Yankle and the Brothers of Olympus appeared out of nowhere. “What was that for?”
 
        “Mason! Adjust your mindset, there are Nothing here and they don’t look like your ordinary ones.”
 
        “Those strat! Great! That’s just what we need. But if they’re still in The Nide, why’d you push me?”
 
        “Habit, I guess.” Teru pulled Mason to his feet and the pair made a rush for the office.
 
        Jeremiah felt a twinge up his spine. The room once more became fuzzy, as if he was transported somewhere else and he instantly saw Yankle and the rest of the Brothers of Olympus. There were a dozen of them and they all looked like a rag tag bunch of hoodlums, each with torn clothing and having deformities of some sort. 
 
         “See I told you this was the guy. He can see us.” Yankle jumped up and down, as the rest of his group accepted that he was correct.
 
        “Now don’t get in a huff. Say goodbye to your hottie and let’s hit the road.” Rick motioned with his pistol and Jeremiah became even more confused, as he was seeing both The Nide and The Hide at once but no one else around him seemed to.
 
        “Grab him, guys!” Yankle shouted and the group grabbed Jeremiah’s arms, lifting him off the ground. Orlin leaped up onto the desk and on top of Yankle’s shoulders trying to free Jeremiah. But to Trudy, Professor Humming and Rick Tracker, it looked as if Jeremiah and Orlin were floating through the air.
 
        “I won’t be left here holding my tallywhacker.” Rick tried to shoot at Jeremiah, aiming only to wound him. But just as he did Jeremiah and Orlin seemed to disappear from view. The bullet ended up hitting Professor Humming in the arm and he fell to the ground holding onto it. Trudy bent down and ripped the sleeve from the good side of his lab coat, tying it tight around his wounded arm. Rick seemed a tad upset over shooting the wrong guy but paid him little attention. “This has just gotten yampy!”
 
        Mason whacked Rick over the back of the head with the end of his gun barrel and Rick just turned around looking at him. “Strat!” Teru grabbed a fire extinguisher and hit him again.
 
        “Bloody hell!” Rick muttered, as he fell to the ground unconscious.
 
        The pair looked over the office trying to find Jeremiah and Trudy. They spotted Trudy bent down by Professor Humming but could not find Jeremiah. Mason wasted little time, he concentrated and fully shifted himself over to the Nide but it was too late. For as he did the Brothers of Olympus were already gone with Jeremiah.
 
        “Mom! Professor Humming is wounded. Jeremiah and Orlin just disappeared. What is going on?” 
 
        “We hoped it would never come to this honey. But it’s about time we told you everything.”
 
        “We? Who are you talking about?” Trudy’s eyes widened as her father seemed to appear out of thin air. “Dad! What is going on?”
 
        Mason and Teru both grabbed one of Trudy’s arms, getting ready to drag her away.
 
        “Dad! We can’t just leave Professor Humming.”
 
        “He’ll be fine. Security will be here soon.”  
 
        They whisked Trudy down the hall and out of sight, as Mason noticed Trudy’s locket glowing again and knew they had a way to find Jeremiah.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
   The Nide
 
        “Have you ever woken up from a dream and taken a second or two to realize it was not real? That’s what I felt like and with every second that ticked away I thought I was delving further into madness. The things I was seeing, not even my mind would give any validation to. Although I had to face facts, I had always trusted myself up to this point and now was no time to doubt my wits. Losing your mind is a scary thought but finding out everything around you is true, can be more haunting than anything.”
 
        “Wake up! Come on human, wake up!” Yankle whacked Jeremiah over and over again across his face until he awoke. Even after he did, Yankle kept whacking him because Yankle could tell he was still seeing both The Nide and The Hide.
 
        “That’s enough, Yankle. That’s no way to treat our savior.” Yankle stopped as the sound of a deep voice bellowed from the shadows. Jeremiah watched as families strolled together in a park while at the same time he was chained to a wall in a rundown building, staring at the Brothers of Olympus.
 
        “I know this has to be disconcerting for you my young friend but once you have control of your gift, it gets easier.”
 
        “There is that word again. Tell me! Why is it ever since my birthday everyone wants to be my friend?” Jeremiah stopped and glanced over toward Orlin who was in a cage, growling and swatting at any of the Brothers that went by. Orlin was his one constant that he was seeing in both worlds.
 
        “It’s because you are the one!”
 
        “Yes! You will save us all!”
 
        “Give us back our good looks.”
 
        “Yep! The one he is!”
 
        “You will give us powers beyond our wildest dreams.”
 
        “Right! I think you guys have had one too many trips around the mulberry bush.” Jeremiah gasped as the man with the deep voice came out of the shadows. He looked like a cross between Frankenstein’s monster and a melting blob of goo. “What…what are you?”
 
        “We are the Brother of Olympus. We formed this small band of Nothing to attain our rightful place upon high in the Olympus time fraction.”
 
        “Wait! Nothing?”
 
        “Yes! Your world can only exist with our essence to keep it in check. As long as there are Nothing living in The Nide, your world will exist. Should humans cease to exist, we get sent back to the time axis to await the next transition. That can’t happen.”
 
        “Orlin, I think those nanite things really messed with my head. Time axis, Nothing, Nide and Hide, Olympus, for God sakes, this shit can’t be real.”
 
        “Hatho! He doesn’t believe you. He must believe in order to fully become one with the Nide.”
 
        “Yes, Zigglar I know. But he will come around, especially if he wants to find out about his parents.” Hatho waved a letter in front of Jeremiah’s face and Jeremiah’s entire focus shifted to the letter. “That’s right, when we paid your house a visit we went through your mail. It seems a Mr. Fraser replied to an internet ad you placed with your family photo.”
 
        Jeremiah tried to grab for the letter but Hatho pulled it away and taunted Jeremiah with it some more.
 
        “What do you want?”
 
        “You see, the Nothing can only show ourselves in the Hide when we cross over and it causes us to change form.”
 
        “What are The Hide and The Nide? You are losing me.”
 
        “You are really out of touch, human. The Hide stands for the human side and The Nide stands for the Nothing side.”
 
        “That sure clears things up, huh boy?”
 
        Hatho whacked Jeremiah across his face. “Don’t talk to that beast like I’m not here.”
 
        Jeremiah moved his lips back and forth, trying to work through the pain. He had not meant to ignore Hatho, as for years the only one he ever truly talked to was Orlin and it had become a habit. Jeremiah also liked it because he was easy to talk to, since the conversation was usually one sided.
 
        “Now, where was I? Yes! We change into what you humans call ‘things that go bump in the night’. We are the ghosts in your attic, the monsters under your bed, vampires, werewolves and so much more.”
 
        “Okay, now you’re just getting ridiculous.”
 
        “Don’t we look similar to your myths right now?”
 
        “Yeah but I still think you’re a figment of my imagination.”
 
        “Oh you do, do you.” Hatho clenched his fist and jabbed Jeremiah in the stomach. He bent down gasping for air, as Hatho stood over him. “Does that shit feel like a figment of your imagination?”
 
        “Make him believe, Brothers!” Hatho walked away as the twelve members of the group all huddled around Jeremiah, berating him, kicking him and punching him, trying to get him to come around to The Nide. Orlin hissed and tried to get loose from his cage as Hatho walked by. “I always hated beasts. You have it so easy, you know that? You just need someone to take you over and you can come and go as you please.”
 
        Hatho walked back into the shadows, where he felt the most comfort because of his form. After eons of changing his form to go to the Hide, Hatho was not about to let the chance to regain his great stature fall through his fingers.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “So what you and Mom are telling me is all those bedtime stories you told me about fighting dragons, dinosaurs, time fractions, they were all true?” Trudy sat stunned as Mason pulled his truck into vacant parking lot, making sure he could see all angles.
 
        “I told you they were true, honey.”
 
        “But I thought you two were just saying that to give them an added affect.” Trudy paused for a moment and contemplated everything. “So that means Jack and Emily are real too?”
 
        “Yes Trudy, they are out there somewhere.”
 
        “And that means…”
 
        “Yes, they are Jeremiah’s parents.”
 
        “Why didn’t you tell me this before?” Trudy gave her parents a stern glare, not understanding how they could keep this from her.
 
        “As I said, we told you the stories were real.”
 
        “But you made it seem like a joke when you said it.”
 
        “Honey, there are people out there that if they knew you existed, they would stop at nothing to take you from us.” Trudy placed her head on Teru’s shoulder and she could hear the worry in her mother’s voice.
 
        Mason grabbed the locket from Trudy’s neck and as he did it stopped glowing. He let it go and it started glowing again. “Teru! We need the locket to find Jeremiah but Zeus made it so Trudy was the only one that could use the thing.”
 
        “Zeus is real, too?”
 
        “Yes! He’s your grandfather.”
 
        “This is just crazy. Wait a second! So you named the dogs after Jeremiah’s parents?”
 
        Mason giggled to himself, finding great delight in Trudy noticing that, as Teru just smiled at her daughter. “That was your father’s idea. But trust me; Jack especially would get a kick out of it. Probably mention something about All Dogs go to Heaven or some other movie reference while he was at it, too.” Teru paused for a moment giving Trudy a stern glance. “Are you sure you’re up for this, honey? It could be dangerous.”
 
        Trudy nodded at her mother, trying to quench her worries. She latched onto the locket and had no idea how but it seemed to be pointing her toward Jeremiah. “We need to go that way.” Trudy pointed and Mason started the truck, following her instructions.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “I don’t like not knowing all the facts, Wester! It buggers things up.” Rick said into his earpiece, as he held a bag of ice on the back of his head.
 
        “You know what you need to know, Rick. Now do the job I’m paying you for.”
 
        “If you’re looking for someone that diddles around, then use those little ankle biters you call men. If you want someone who will do the job right, quit being a shitehawk and give me the facts.”
 
        “What is it that’s so important?”
 
        “You didn’t tell me he had friends. Besides a cat there was no one else mentioned in his file. You also made it out to be another dull as a dishwasher job but this guy disappeared like shreddies on a whore.”
 
        “He what?”
 
        “He disappeared you bloody wanker.” Rick yelled into his earpiece. He waited for a few seconds as nothing but silence was heard on the other end. 
 
        “Well, now you know what he can do. So get the job done!”
 
        “I’ve got to have a screw loose to be going after this wanker but I never lose! Rick tapped the scraggily haired helicopter pilot on the shoulder and he started the helicopter up and he continued his search for Jeremiah. “Let’s get this bloody thing over with, Frank!”
 
   ****************************************
 
        Director Wester kept his hand latched onto his SAT phone, as he walked past his secretary’s desk. “Jane, I don’t want to be disturbed.”
 
        Jane nodded and Director Wester entered his office, closing the door behind him and locking it. His office was the size of a small home with everything as handmade and original as his suit. He sat down in his office chair and turned it toward the window, staring out over the city, finding peace as it lit up the night. He hit the one button on his SAT phone and stuck it to his ear.
 
        “Yes! Now what? This better be good news?”
 
        “Senator Riggs sir, he’s been taken by the Nide.”
 
        “If I know my niece, those nitwits won’t be able to hold onto him very long. Stay ready and don’t screw up again!”
 
        “Wait, sir! Niece?”
 
        “Never mind that, just do what I hired you to do or when I’m President, you will have no funding.”
 
        Director Wester placed the phone on his desk as Senator Riggs hung up on him. He could not help thinking about what he could have meant about his niece but he figured he would ask someone who seemed to be in the know, the next time she appeared. He lit up a cigarette and sat puffing away on it as he waited for any news from his men.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Are you ready to believe yet or do you want more?” the Brothers of Olympus continued to hover over Jeremiah, whose face and body was now covered in bruises. He only had sight in one eye and could barely open it. He could barely see the park and families anymore, as he seemed to be becoming one with this place.
 
        “I know what he needs. Maybe we should skin his furry friend.” Hatho went to open Orlin’s cage but he stopped as Jeremiah coughed up blood, clearing his throat. “Something to say?”
 
        “Touch him and I’ll rip your ugly head off.” Jeremiah coughed again and smiled at Hatho. “Of course that might be an improvement.”
 
        “Boys, I think we have ourselves a door way to Olympus.”
 
        The Brothers all danced around, as Hatho stared down at Jeremiah, knowing he was now one with The Nide.
 
        “How can I take you to your magic land anyway?” Jeremiah mumbled having no belief what so ever in Olympus.
 
        “Why, you were born there so you have the power in you to go back. We are just going to hitch a ride.”
 
        “I was born on Olympus? Right! I bet Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny delivered me, too.”
 
        “From what we hear, Santa was there, so to speak.” Hatho chuckled to himself before continuing. “You see, when you came of age we Nothing were able to see the glow emanating from inside you. What your doctors thought to be cancer was really residual energy inside you from being born on Olympus. It does you no harm, but through it we can open a door and bask in all its glory. It also allows you to come to The Nide and spend time with us.”
 
        Hatho dropped the letter from Mr. Fraser on Jeremiah’s lap, giving him a reward for crossing over fully to the Nide. He could not make sense of it anyway and wanted to join the rest of his men in celebrating. But he stopped himself, noticing a slight glow coming from under Jeremiah’s shirt.
 
        “What?  Are you fools blind?” Hatho yelled, as he lifted up Jeremiah shirt and yanked the pocket watch off of his neck. “This thing could lead others right to us. It’s a good thing you don’t do much of the thinking around here.”
 
        Hatho looked the pocket watch over, until he was certain it had stopped glowing and chucked it on the table beside Orlin’s cage. Orlin hissed and Hatho thought it was directed toward him. He ignored Orlin, joining in the celebration with the rest of the Brothers.  But Orlin had hissed because he spotted the tabby cat he had seen earlier in the shadows. He stopped hissing as she drew near his cage, trying not to draw attention to them, while the Brother of Olympus celebrated their presumed victory.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Dad! I lost it!”
 
        “What do you mean you lost it?” Mason looked down at Trudy’s locket and noticed it was no longer glowing. He knew that meant Jeremiah no longer had it or worse, he was dead. Before any of them could think what to do next, they heard “Bad to the Bone” blaring out into the night. “Who does this strat think he is?”
 
        “Mason, how did he find us?”
 
        “He saw us. In this day and age with cameras everywhere, that is all it would take. If only Trudy could go to the Nide.”
 
        “What is this Nide you keep going on about?”
 
        “Later honey, let your father drive!”
 
        Rick dropped a rope down from his helicopter and pulled his gloves tight on his hands. “Keep it steady, Frank!” Rick yelled, as he leaped from the helicopter and slid down the rope. He landed on the back of Mason’s truck and tapped the window with his oversized pistol. “Isn’t this song just the dog’s bollocks?”
 
        Mason turned a corner sharply and Rick went flying to the tailgate of the truck, almost flipping off of it. “This wanker is daft if he thinks he can beat me.”
 
        “This guy is bat strat crazy. Shoot him off, Teru!”
 
        “Mason, you know I can’t do that.”
 
        “While I’m driving? Oh, screw it!” Mason held the wheel with one hand and tried to avoid traffic as best he could. He pulled his handgun out with his other and shot over the back of his shoulder, not even looking.
 
        “Dad! You do know the cops are going to be all over us, right?”
 
        “One stratty thing at a time, Trudy.”
 
        Mason heard his gun click and the three looked back as Rick banged on the window with his oversized pistol again. He gave them a cocky wave and ordered Mason to pull over. 
 
        “Maybe we can reason with him.”
 
        “Trudy, that solution doesn’t work for everything. Sometimes the world is mean and we have to be mean back.”
 
        “Or we just have to be a little creative.” Trudy yanked the wheel her way grabbing it out of her father’s hands. She turned and smiled at Rick pointing her finger up in the air.
 
        “Bloody hell!” Rick whacked his head on the overhanging street sign and went flying off the back of the truck and onto the street. He sat up smiling, kind of liking the challenge, finally reaching for his earpiece. “Frank! This situation is as rare as rocking horse shit. I need a hand with these wankers. Tell the boys they need to cut the next episode short and get down here. Remind them bloody well not to fart about, too.”
 
        “Rick, needing help. That’s a first.”
 
        “Bite your tongue, Frank!”
 
        “Well played, Trudy! I didn’t know you had it in you.”
 
        “See Dad, you don’t have to shoot everything.”
 
        Mason smirked at his daughter, as Teru hugged her and he pulled into a parking garage. He knew they needed a new vehicle to avoid being spotted again. Then they would continue their search for Jeremiah.
 
   ****************************************
 
        The tabby cat slunk across the table and undid the latch on the cage. She sat all proud of herself, as Orlin gave her a hateful look and hopped out, running over to Jeremiah. He rubbed up against Jeremiah starting to purr, as Jeremiah barely lifted his arm and brushed him. The vibration from Orlin’s purring, suddenly made Jeremiah tingle all over. Before long he felt his body healing itself.
 
        “Hey! The cat got lose.” Zigglar yelled and pointed toward Jeremiah and Orlin. The rest of the group stopped celebrating and turned their attention toward the pair. Orlin just kept purring and grabbed the end of Jeremiah’s chains with his teeth, ripping them off his arms.
 
        “Have you been taking steroids or something?” Jeremiah had no idea what was going on. But he was not about to question it and figured it had to have something to do with this place. “I knew I should have taken karate lessons.”
 
        Jeremiah had no idea how he was going to stop the Brothers as they began to swarm him, but Orlin zipped underneath them so fast no one could see him move. Orlin kept purring and head-butted the table he was on. It went hurtling across the room at the Brothers and knocked out two of them.
 
        “What is up with that cat? Get it!” Hatho ordered, as all his men started to duck down and chase after Orlin. But every time they tried to grab him, he zipped away and they ended up taking out each other. Finally the only Brother left standing was Hatho. “You…you are nothing but a cat. How is this possible?”
 
        Jeremiah wrapped his arms around Hatho’s neck, choking him. “Oh this is just so gross. Do you ever bathe?”
 
        “We will…have…..our…”
 
        “Night, night!” Jeremiah curled his nose up and slated what seemed to be Hatho’s melting skin off his arm. “Disgusting! No wonder he believes in Olympus, his brains are on my arms.”
 
        Jeremiah ran over and grabbed his pocket watch and it glowed once more as he stuck it around his neck. He clutched the letter in his hand and signalled for Orlin to follow him. “Am I some glad you were here, boy. Or should I say super cat?”
 
        Orlin scanned the area for that tabby cat and when he was not able to find her, followed Jeremiah, strutting along quite proud of himself. “If we get home and you keep this power, I’m never going to be able to keep you out of the fridge.”
 
        Jeremiah quickly descended the staircase and sprinted out onto the street. He shook his head in disbelief as Orlin sat on the sidewalk waiting for him, already having beaten him out the door. “You’re loving this, aren’t you?” Orlin kept purring and followed Jeremiah down the sidewalk.
 
        Jeremiah noticed how all of this seemed similar but it was truly like he had gone to another world. He closed his eyes and thought about that park he saw. When he opened them he found himself standing on the sidewalk beside it. “There has to be a rational explanation for all of this, right boy?”
 
        Orlin just walked past him with his tail in the air and strutted down the sidewalk. Jeremiah could not take it anymore and pulled the opened letter from the case. He searched for a return address first, but could find nothing. The postmark even came from China.
 
        “Really? A postcard! Who uses these things anymore?” Jeremiah began looking it over, as he and Orlin hustled down the sidewalk, wanting to get some distance from the Brothers. The front picture was of a forest covered in snow, having no real significance. He turned it to the back and read the message aloud. “I know details about your parents’ departure. Light will show you the way.”
 
        Jeremiah was always good at riddles and had an idea on what it could mean. But right now he just wanted to get some place safe. He grabbed onto his pocket watch and somehow he felt Trudy behind him. But had no intention of going back the way he came and facing the Brothers again. He watched as Orlin spurted about, enjoying his new found abilities. Jeremiah knew it must not have anything to do with the Nide and the only thing left was the nanites. He thought it would be wonderful if he could do it, too, and looked to Orlin for advice.
 
        “Think I can get my bugs to work like yours?” Orlin just looked up at Jeremiah, no longer purring. “Well come on, show me how it’s done!”
 
        Orlin stood licking his fur, paying no attention to Jeremiah. “Running at normal pace it is then. Come on! Let’s go.” Jeremiah began sprinting as fast as he could down the sidewalk, with Orlin following behind him, as they searched for a place to hide out. He secretly hoped Trudy would find him, as he felt at peace around her. But he had no idea if she was truly looking for him and was not about to stand in the open any longer than he had to.
 
   ****************************************
 
        Director Wester spun around in his chair as he heard the door to his office open and shut. “Jane, I said I didn’t want to be disturbed!” He stopped himself and regained his composure as a rather large, well groomed woman stood before him. She had her hair up in a bun, looking like one of those old fancy English wigs and she donned clothes that did not leave much to the imagination. Wester put out his cigarette and did not even bother to take his sun glasses off.
 
        “I have a feeling you have some good news for me. Have you found him?”
 
        “Yes Miss Rahe, I have found him. This Jeremiah McCoy is the one we’ve be searching for. Out of the hundred and four we found in foster care, he is the only one that can see The Nide.” Director Wester replied, as he used all his strength not to curl his nose up at the sight of Miss Rahe. He knew she was from The Nide and did not like having to deal with her but would do so to get what he wanted so desperately.
 
        “And what of Senator Riggs? Does he know about this?”
 
        Director Wester could tell after all the years of dealing with Miss Rahe that she already knew the answer and she knew way more than she was letting on. “Yes! I made him my number one concern like you said and will allow him to think he has the upper hand until you say so.”
 
        “Splendid! Just keep doing what the good Senator says and when I have the power I seek. I will reunite you with your loving wife.”
 
        “Oh, one more thing?”
 
        “Yes?”
 
        “Senator Riggs mentioned his niece will get involved and some man was also watching us outside Jeremiah’s house. Any idea who they might be?”
 
        “So the bastard offspring and the germaphobe are still alive and kicking. This could make things interesting indeed.” Miss Rahe mumbled to herself and then turned back toward the door. “Forget those two! They are of no use to you. It’s their daughter you want. She and Jeremiah are both just as valuable to Senator Riggs.”
 
        Wester had more questions but before he could ask Miss Rahe left his office.  He cringed as she walked through the door, presumably going back to The Nide.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
   Music To My Bugs
 
        “How does one deal with the truth? I’ve searched for as long as I can remember, seeking out any information on my parents, but never thought about what happens if I find the answers. It has been my life’s purpose.  Without it I fear a part of me may dwindle and die but no matter the sensations I feel, I have to know. Whether it’s just another dead end or the information I’ve been looking for, I have to seek it out no matter what is happening around me.  Many say the truth shall set you free. In my case I think the truth shall weigh heavy on my life.”
 
        “So, little man, do you think we’re going the right way? We’ve been driving for three days now.” Jeremiah smiled down at Orlin who was curled up in the passenger’s front seat. He always found comfort talking to him, finding Orlin always answered him back in his own way. Orlin stood up and stretched, looking out the window. “Yeah! I think we’re almost there, too.”
 
        Jeremiah glanced down at the postcard for what was probably the hundredth time. He had easily figured out the riddle, finding all it needed was a lighter to be run across the face of the card. The first image melted away and a set of coordinates were found. He hoped he would find the answers he sought after for so long, even if part of him wanted to turn around and find Trudy. He clung to his glowing pocket watch, knowing that she would be his first stop after he met with this Mr. Fraser guy.
 
        “Why couldn’t you have told me the radio was busted before we stole this car?” Jeremiah fiddled with the buttons trying to make it work once again but nothing but static came through the speakers. “Oh well, at least I have you for company, huh?”
 
        Jeremiah glanced over at Orlin again and then slammed on the brakes as he looked back at the road. Orlin fell up against the glove box and to the floor below, shaking his head from the jolt. “Sorry, boy! It seems we’ve hit a dead end.”
 
        Jeremiah bent down to make sure Orlin was alright and picked up his GPS. He stepped out of the car and stared off into the forest. He found himself quite disturbed over how the road would just end like that and finally checked his GPS. 
 
        “We’ve got another few miles to go that way, I guess. You coming or would you like to pretend to wait in the car and then follow me?” Orlin peeked out of the car and hopped out behind Jeremiah. “Now, no funny business, Orlin. You may look wild but there are animals here that will eat you alive.”
 
        Orlin stayed out in front of Jeremiah taking in all the sights and smells, as Jeremiah began his hike into the forest.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Dad! Where is he going? This is just getting ridiculous.”
 
        “Trudy, are you sure you are using that thing right? I can’t even remember how many state lines we’ve passed. Maybe we should go back.”
 
        “No, Mom! I know Jeremiah is up ahead somewhere, we just have to keep going.”
 
        The three of them tried to remain determined to find Jeremiah but the long drive had taken its toll and Teru found herself missing her children and the comfort of home. Mason had not said a word in a while.  He just kept thinking over all the possibilities and how he had to make sure Jeremiah was safe. After all, Jeremiah’s parents had done for him, he felt obligated to do so.
 
        “We will keep going. I don’t care if we have to go across a stratty ocean. We will find him!” Mason stopped and smiled looking over at Teru and Trudy. He motioned for them to hit their ear piece and they did so.
 
        “Sir, I don’t know if you can hear this. But Abigail is missing you and just wanted to send you a message. I hope you get this.”
 
        “Mommy, I miss you. Please come home. I want to be able to play outdoors again. I know you are trying to bring Trudy back to us but please hurry. I promise to help you keep Trudy safe when you bring her home.” Nothing but silence came over their ear piece for a few seconds. “Daddy, please tell Dotty not to be so bossy. She makes us a take a nap when we aren’t tired. You always let us stay up and play.”
 
        “Our life is never going to be the same now is it, Mason?” Teru whispered, as she fought to hold back her tears. Before Mason could respond they heard Dotty and Abigail talking, as they forgot to shut off the ear piece.
 
        “You think they heard me, Dotty?”
 
        “I’m sure they did, Abigail.”
 
        “Good! Now maybe they’ll feel guilty and come home quicker.”
 
        Trudy laughed as she heard Abigail and her brothers raving in the background. “What a little drama queen! Dad, why did you make it only one way anyway?”
 
        “Outbound calls from Zeus Mountain are the securest on the planet. But Dotty noticed how someone could hack in and ride the signal back if we sent anything from an unsecure connection. Safety first!”
 
        Teru smiled too, continuing to listen to the sounds of her happy children until the connection was lost. She wiped the few tears from her eyes and Mason stared straight ahead, his grin disappearing as he became completely serious.
 
        “I don’t care if Drazin comes after us with a billion strats. We will get our life back one way or another.”
 
        Mason stepped on the gas and sped up, as he wanted to catch Jeremiah and get home as fast as he could.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “It looks quiet enough. What do you think?” Orlin stayed ducked down beside Jeremiah, as the two hid behind some bushes, checking out an old cabin. It had smoke coming from the chimney and seemed to be well cared for. “Oh, what? Now you want me to go first?”
 
        Jeremiah shook his head as Orlin looked up at him and did not move. He scoped out the area once more and slowly began creeping up to the porch. “I don’t hear any fiddles yet. We could be safe. Or not!”
 
        Jeremiah threw his hands into the air as Mr. Fraser walked out onto the porch aiming a shotgun at him. The wrinkles on his face made it look as if he had a hard life. He looked as if he had not had a haircut or shave in years and was wearing a typical woodsmen outfit.
 
        “I want you off my property. You’ve got until the count of two before I give you a limp.”
 
        Jeremiah snatched the postcard from his pocket and held it up in the air. “Are you Mr. Fraser?”
 
        Mr. Fraser squinted at the postcard and realized who Jeremiah was. He lowered his shotgun and waved for him to come into his cabin. “Hurry up! You’re making me miss my show.”
 
        Jeremiah slowly stepped up onto the porch and looked into the cabin. It was a pretty bare, only having the essentials, along with a television and computer set up in the corner. Jeremiah went to close the door and stopped as Orlin slunk in behind him. 
 
        “What was that, a rat? I hate rats!” Mr. Fraser went to grab his shotgun again and Jeremiah stopped him.
 
        “It’s just my cat.”
 
        “Oh! Well I hate those things, too. But since your father liked them so much, I’ll cut you a break. I think I should put my glasses on.” Mr. Fraser grabbed an old pair of glasses with thick rims.  He blew the dust off of them and placed them on his face. “Oh! That’s better. I can see the resemblance now.”
 
        “So, you knew my father?”
 
        “Shhh! It’s getting to the good part. They may finally be ousted for the frauds they are.”
 
        Jeremiah moved over beside Mr. Fraser, as he sat down in his chair and turned the television volume up. Jeremiah noticed Mr. Fraser latched onto a picture he had sitting on his chair. It was of a younger version of himself, a guy looking rather smug with a banana chin and another man who resembled your average government suit. Both seemed familiar to Jeremiah and then he saw them on the television.
 
        “We’re back! And my guests today are none other than Senator Riggs, Professor Jones and General Fergusson. Each has been spear heading the global warming issue for years, wasting billions of the tax payer’s money with nothing to show for it.”
 
        “Well, when you put it that way Ronny, it makes us sound like monsters.”
 
        Jeremiah noticed that when Senator Riggs and Professor Jones smiled, their smiles looked almost identical. He had seen these guys blither on over the years but never paid them any attention. He began to wonder why they meant so much to Mr. Fraser. He seemed so out of place next to them.
 
        “Well Senator, how do you justify all this spending? We could be putting it to such better use, like maybe another war with some backwater country.”
 
        “We haven’t been wasting a thing. We have just found many ways in which our plan did not work. It took Edison many tries to make the light bulb and look where that led.”
 
        “Yes! But Edison wasn’t blowing billions of dollars a year.”
 
        “What I think the good Senator is trying to say is that after all of our failed attempts, this year will be the year we truly shine. General Fergusson and I are going to oversee this trip of the alternate reality jump personally. We are that confident that it will work.”
 
        “Speaking of alternate reality, what reality did you come from, Professor? I mean, what is your secret? I know the good Senator blows out too much hot air to age, but what about you?”  A picture of Professor Jones from over twenty years ago and one of him now were shown on screen, side by side. They looked almost identical, liked he barely aged a day. “I’m sure there are many women out there who want to know!”
 
        “A healthy diet, plenty of rest and with a little luck it’s as if you remain in your forties forever.”
 
        “That or a whole lot of hair dye and plastic surgery. I hope the tax payers aren’t paying for that, too.” The audience laughed at Ronny’s smart remark and he turned his attention toward General Fergusson. He was a rather gruff looking fellow, decked out in his military uniform, constantly fiddling with his overflowing moustache. “General! What would you say to your growing fan base worldwide? They seem to be spear heading quite the campaign.”
 
        A picture of General Fergusson appeared on screen with a caption below it. “Chef Boyardee wants you! His brain is already cooked.”
 
        “Tell the viewers how it feels to be the topic of so many blogs?”
 
        “All I can say to the world is that when I cure all global warming issues across the globe, you’ll all be singing a different tune.”
 
        “I guess that tune would be Far Away Like a Radio, American Idiot, umm Running on Empty? Damn! I need a new writing staff!  These examples already apply.”
 
        The studio audience all laughed again and General Fergusson looked about ready to erupt from his seat as Professor Jones placed his hand on General Fergusson’s arm, indicating for him not to let Ronny’s comments get to him.
 
        “It looks like we are almost out of time. Just one more question, Senator. What is your response to all of those conspiracy nuts out there, saying you are the leader of some secret men in black type group collecting aliens?”
 
        “I say, sure! And I’m also a god from Mount Olympus bent on world domination.”
 
        Jeremiah raised his eyebrow at that explanation. He found it was uncanny that he heard Olympus talked about more in the past few days than he had all of his life.
 
        “Well you heard it here first, sports fans. Don’t forget to tune in tomorrow when our guests will be Waffles the dancing pig and Tom Crown. Let’s hope he doesn’t jump on a couch and fall down. And a special thanks to our sponsor. Strat! If only it worked on humans, too.”
 
        A closing tune played in the background and the show went to commercial as Mr. Fraser turned off the television. He looked down at the picture and muttered to himself. “I don’t care what anyone says. Those two aren’t Jones and Riggs.”
 
        “Were they friends of yours or something?” Jeremiah asked, as Mr. Fraser finally snapped back to reality and shoved the photo upside down on the coffee table.
 
        “Those two in the photo were but those two on television are impostors.”
 
        Jeremiah chalked his ranting up to a falling out and read no more into it, wanting to know about his parents. He smiled as Orlin perched himself on the windowsill and then moved into Mr. Fraser’s direct line of sight.
 
        “So, about my parents, what do you know?”
 
        “More than you probably want to hear. Their names were Emily Milano and Jack McCoy. When I saw the photo you posted on the web I almost fell out of my chair. I knew that day would come back to haunt me.”
 
        Jeremiah’s heart was beating fast as he waited in anticipation, not at all liking where this was going. He tried to remain objective not wanting to just take Mr. Fraser’s word for it, but he sounded pretty convincing at first.
 
        “You see, I was a Lieutenant on the police force back then. I pretty much had the run of the town. Riggs and Jones approached me about a bank job. It was just too much money to pass up but we needed a fall guy and Jones had it in for your father.” Mr. Fraser lowered his head and refused to look at Jeremiah. “We set him up to take the fall and Riggs made sure when the FBI got the call he was the one who was assigned the case. Your mother was his partner. I guess he also wanted to get rid of her for some reason. I was an asshole back then and then some. So I played along.”
 
        Mr. Fraser stopped and composed himself, finding the next part hard to admit.
 
        “And ….?”
 
        “And so your father played along as well. He seemed to have a trick up his sleeve. He took Riggs and your mother to his warehouse where he said he hid the money in a safe. From what I was later told, it wasn’t a safe at all but a big statue of a cat. In fact, it supposedly looked a lot like him.” Mr. Fraser pointed to Orlin, who continued watching out the window as a squirrel seemed to be taunting him.
 
        “So my father built a life sized cat statue of Orlin?”
 
        “But it wasn’t just a statue. As Jones described it to me, it seems your father thought he had unlocked the secret to time travel. The cat statue was actually a time machine or at least that is what it was meant to be.”
 
        Jeremiah stared at Mr. Fraser like he was nuts. He did not know what was crazier, the fact that he mentioned time travel or the fact that the machine was made in the shape of a cat.
 
        “I know it’s a lot to swallow. I thought everything you are thinking all this time. Jones and Riggs blew your father’s warehouse up, with him and your mother inside.”
 
        “You helped kill my parents?”
 
        So many things began running through Jeremiah’s mind but the one constant was to take out his anger on Mr. Fraser. He stopped himself though as Mr. Fraser began to sound hopeful.
 
        “I thought all these years that I had done just that but things about it still kept nagging at me. Their bodies were never found. Jones and Riggs seemed reluctant to talk about it much and distanced themselves.  Then I saw your parents holding you in the picture you posted. The only explanation is that your father really must have traveled through time.”
 
        “Right!” Jeremiah’s anger decreased and he just felt sorry for Mr. Fraser, believing him to be out of his mind. Although he did have some hope as he half believed his story and liked the part about his parents’ bodies never being found. It gave him hope they were still alive somewhere.
 
        “How do you explain it, then? You parents had met for the first time ever that day at the police station and they were supposedly killed. I may be an old coot but last I know it still takes nine months to have a baby.”
 
        “They could have escaped and went into hiding.”
 
        “My initial thought, too. But I followed Jones and Riggs one day, trying to find out why they had become so distant. I got there just in time to see a flash of light and then Jones and Riggs were nowhere to be found. It wasn’t until sometime later I saw them on television. I approached them and they didn’t know who I was. They acted like two completely different people, yet both seemed to be the same person as the other. I fear they time traveled and something happened to them and imposters were sent back in their places. I can’t explain it any better than that.”
 
        Jeremiah saw that Mr. Fraser truly believed every word he was saying but could not come to grips with such a tale. It seemed way too far-fetched even with all that had happened the past few days.  Jeremiah heard Orlin scratching at the window and walked over to it. He noticed men creeping through the trees and “Welcome to the Jungle” began to blare out across the sky.
 
        “What did you do?”
 
        “If only you came sooner. They came a few days ago and said if you arrived here to hit this or they’d kill me.” Mr. Fraser showed Jeremiah a flashing red beacon he had hidden in his pocket. “I just want to be left alone.”
 
        Jeremiah stared out the window wondering what to do as he felt a slight twinge throughout his body, as the songs beat began to get stuck in his head. Suddenly he and Orlin burst through the window and darted out into the forest.
 
        “What the hell?” Jeremiah muttered, as he seemed to have no control over his body. He and Orlin both ducked down in the bushes, peering through them as the Tracker Elite closed in on their position. “Do you know what’s going on?”
 
        Orlin looked up at Jeremiah and he could have sworn Orlin smiled at him. Both took off in opposite directions as Rick’s voice could be heard even over the song echoing throughout the forest.
 
        “That’s right, no more fooling around you airy-fairy. Rick Tracker and the Tracker Elite have never lost a man and we aren’t about to bugger our record with the likes of you.”
 
        Jeremiah looked up and saw Rick descending down into the forest. His fist suddenly flung from his side hitting an uppercut on one of Rick’s men. Jeremiah snatched his automatic weapon and knocked him out with the barrel of the gun before chucking it away.
 
        “What is going on? Oh shit!” Jeremiah ducked as two more men went flying over his head. He looked across the way and saw a tree branch swinging back and forth, with Orlin sprawled out on the one above it. “It has to be these nanite things.”
 
        Jeremiah darted off and leaped from side to side on two opposing trees. He stood with his legs spread wide, positioning himself above the Tracker Elite mercenary coming below him. Jeremiah’s feet still held him into position, as he turned upside down, grabbed the Tracker Elite mercenary and spun back around, heaving him up into the trees.
 
        “I didn’t know I could bend like that.” Jeremiah jumped to the ground and looked himself over, quite impressed. He heard the sound of a gun cock and turned around with his hands in the air.
 
        “Don’t you move! What the…ahhhh!”
 
        Before he knew it the Tracker Elite mercenary was launched across the forest and clinging to a branch high up into the trees. Orlin dug into the ground with his oversized back feet, kicking some dirt his way, like he was burying his waste.
 
        “Did you just mule kick that guy up into a tree?” Jeremiah was still in disarray, as Orlin continued to purr and trotted off the other way. Suddenly both of Jeremiah’s arms stretched out and grabbed two guns pointed at his back. He held onto them and flipped up over the back of the two Tracker Elite mercenaries. With one quick motion to the side of each of their necks, the mercenaries fell to the ground unconscious.
 
        Jeremiah looked around and could find no more of Rick’s mercenaries. The music from the helicopter ended and all remained still in the forest. Jeremiah crouched down as low as he could and in the silence, thoughts once again began to fill his head. He could not help but try and digest all Mr. Fraser had told him about his parents. 
 
        A stick snapping behind him interrupted his thoughts and he turned around to see Rick smiling at him, with his oversized pistol aimed directly toward him. Jeremiah took a swing at him but tripped over some branches and fell flat on his face.
 
        “You really are an airy-fairy. How did a little wanker like you ever beat my men?” Rick bent down and held his pistol to Jeremiah’s head. He watched as Orlin trotted up behind Jeremiah and smugly began to clean himself. “That feline of yours is rather cunty, huh? But enough of that, I won’t rip the piss any longer. Time to take you in and go get lagered up.”
 
        “Would you believe robot bugs helped me beat them?”
 
        “Robot bugs? Are you daft?” Orlin sprawled out on the ground and rolled over on his back. He stretched out in all his glory, flashing Rick. “What is it with that bloody feline? I think you and he are both good and wellied.”
 
        Orlin stood back up and trotted right by Rick who turned around watching him go by. “Bloody hell!” Rick muttered just as Mason waved and whacked him across the face with a huge log.
 
        “Be thankful, you strat. If it wasn’t for her I’d have shot you.” Orlin rubbed up against Trudy and Mason helped Jeremiah to his feet.
 
        “You again? Who are you?”
 
        “The name is Mason, this is my wife Teru and I think you’ve already met my daughter, Trudy.”
 
        “Daughter?”
 
        “Yes! And we have a lot of catching up to do.”
 
        “Catching up?”
 
        Trudy grabbed Jeremiah by the arm and as they touched their pocket watch and locket stopped glowing. “Trust me! You are going to want to hear this.”
 
        The group began to leave the forest but Jeremiah stopped, as he searched for Orlin. He turned and noticed him flicking dirt with his hind legs on Rick’s face, like he was burying him.
 
        “Orlin! That’s enough! Let’s go!” Jeremiah patted his leg and Orlin joined them, as they all made their way out of the forest. Jeremiah did not know which way was up anymore as his mind was flooded with so many questions he could not remember them all. But the comfort of having Trudy by his side once more seemed to expel any doubts he once had about Mason.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
   Questions and Answers
 
        “Questions! Everyone has them, everyone seeks answers for them. Do they ever truly end? Can we as a species ever truly live without them? I don’t know about a species but right now I wish they would end for me. The world I thought I knew, the grasp I had on reality, has been shattered into a million pieces. Having everything you ever believed to be true turned on its head in less than a week is nothing short of mind boggling. This stuff can’t be true, can it?”
 
        “Why did you make us go on that show anyway? Why go through that humiliation?” General Fergusson demanded an answer from Senator Riggs, as they sat in their cushy stretch limo, heading back to Senator Riggs head office building for D&D Dynamics.
 
        “General, calm down. We only did it to give them their laugh. Right now they are all meaningless. Let them laugh. The more they do, the more satisfaction you will get when you come back and save the world from global warming. Then you will be the one laughing at all of them.”
 
        “I suppose!”
 
        “Don’t fuss General, we leave tonight! We will be heroes when we return from the alternate reality and you will finally get the recognition you’ve strived for all these years.”
 
        General Fergusson perked up at the very thought and sucked on his martini, trying to keep his overflowing moustache from getting wet. Senator Riggs felt a vibration in his jacket pocket and yanked out his SAT phone.
 
        “Yes! Have you got them yet?”
 
        “Rick failed once again sir. But we followed him and have the target in view. He isn’t alone either. That man I saw outside his house is back, along with two women. Your orders, sir?”
 
        Senator Riggs bent over and began whispering to Professor Jones. They both gave each other a sly smile, looking as if it came from the same person, and Senator Riggs stuck the SAT phone back to his ear.
 
        “Leave the boy and the young female. Take the other two into custody and bring them to me.”
 
        “But sir, I thought Jeremiah was our top priority?”
 
        “Priorities change, Wester. We’ll get him later. Those young kids need some alone time. Do as I say and don’t screw this up!” Senator Riggs turned his SAT phone off and stuck it back into his jacket pocket. He exchanged another grin with Professor Jones and General Fergusson just stared at the pair.
 
        “Everything okay?”
 
        “Couldn’t be better, General. Things are working out perfectly.”
 
   ****************************************
 
        The only noise in the car was Orlin purring as Trudy brushed him. Everyone was lost deep in thought, each trying to figure out what to say to the other. Mason noticed a small diner and pulled the car off the road.
 
        “Let’s get something to eat and see if we can’t get rid of this stratty silence.” Mason stepped out and sat at an outside table. Teru followed and Trudy placed her hand on top Jeremiah’s. 
 
        “I know things are confusing now. But trust me! Everything will happen as it should.”
 
        Jeremiah loved the warmth of her touch and figured nothing could be weirder than what he had already seen and heard the past few days. He stepped out of the car and joined them at the table, as Orlin made himself comfortable underneath it.
 
        “You do bear a striking resemblance to your father. You know that?”
 
        “You knew my father, too?”
 
        “More than I care to admit sometimes.” Mason giggled to himself, as he remembered all the times he had heard and seen Jeremiah’s parents in the throes of passion.
 
        “Well then maybe you can explain to me why that old guy, Mr. Fraser, in the woods back there said my father invented time travel.”
 
        “Because he did.” Mason stated, as he wondered who Mr. Fraser could be. He then remembered how Jeremiah’s parents had told him about the third guy who tried to kill them. Mason knew that had to be it.
 
        “Right! And I suppose he was correct about Senator Riggs and Professor Jones being clones or something of the like, too.”
 
        Mason looked at Teru and she shrugged at him, indicating for him to tell the truth.
 
        “Umm, actually those strats were killed by your parents and the two people pretending to be them are actually the god you know as Hades.”
 
        Jeremiah almost fell out of his chair. He stood up ready to leave, finding Mason truly absurd the more he talked. Trudy grabbed him by the arm and refused to let him move.
 
        “Listen, I know it’s a lot to take in but my father doesn’t lie.”
 
        “You said two people pretending to be them. What? Is the other one Zeus?”
 
        “No, they are both Hades or rather Drazin is what he likes to be called. One is his future self and one is his past self. Zeus died not long after he gave you and Trudy those do-dads around your necks there.”
 
        “Time travel! Robot bugs giving Orlin and I super powers when they feel like it. Actual real live gods, Olympus, The Nide, things that go bump in the night, anything else you wish to tell me?”
 
        Mason had no idea what he was going on about with the bugs, but brushed it off as he continued, figuring it was best to get everything he knew out in the open first.
 
        “Would saying the world has blown up and been reborn tons of times, which thanks to your father are called time fractions, be going too far?”
 
        “You people are truly crazy, you know that?”
 
        “Doesn’t mean it’s not true.”
 
        Jeremiah regained his composure for a second. He ignored everything he had just heard, still not believing much, if any, of it and pushed everything else from his mind, besides the one nagging question he had for as long as he could remember.
 
        “Are my parents alive?”
 
        Mason hung his head, not really knowing how to answer Jeremiah. He thought back to the last time he saw Jack and Emily.
 
        “The last time Teru and I saw them was over twenty years ago in the Olympus time fraction. I opened the portal your father and I created to come to Earth when I saw them coming. But we were duped. Both Drazins were portraying your parents and had you in their arms. They jumped in the portal and it closed, leaving your parents stranded there. I just managed to bat you from Drazin’s arms. That was how you ended up being found on the side of the road and put into foster care.”
 
        Teru reached across the table and grabbed Jeremiah’s hand. “They loved you very much. Nothing would stop them from getting to you if they could.”
 
        Jeremiah felt the sincerity in their voice and no matter how hard it was to swallow, he found himself believing their tale just a little. He also noticed how they knew so much about his life. 
 
        “Have you been stalking me or something?”
 
        “We’ve been watching you and making sure you were safe all your life. It was the least we could do for your parents.”
 
        “Why didn’t you just go back and get them? Couldn’t your so called portal take you back?”
 
        “That was my very first thought. But the stratty power converter on the thing fried when we arrived. I’ve been trying all these years to fix it and I’m close. But this time fraction just doesn’t have the technology available that I need yet.”
 
        Jeremiah noticed how Mason felt guilty about not being able to get to his parents. He knew that no matter how their tale sounded and no matter if he believed it or not, Mason and Teru truly were on his side. Yet he remembered seeing the picture in Trudy’s locket and noticed how they looked like they had not aged much at all since she was a baby.
 
        “But wait! I saw Trudy’s locket. If you’ve been here as long as I have, how come the two of you haven’t aged much? Don’t tell me you’re gods, too?”
 
        Mason smiled and yanked his shirt collar down, revealing the collar he wore around his neck. “On my adventures with your parents I picked up this little gizmo from Hera. It slows age, among other things. Teru here is part Nothing. They age much slower than normal humans.”
 
        “You mean like those guys who captured me and took me to that Nide place?”
 
        “Something like that. Most of the Nothing look like you or I. They stay on their side and we stay on ours. But there are a few that decide to cross over, resulting in the ugly ones your saw. Something gets lost in translation when they do so and they come out deformed. This brings about myths such as the ones I’m sure you’ve surmised already.”
 
        “What did those stratty Nothing want, anyway?”
 
        “They called themselves the Brothers of Olympus and wanted me to take them there. They said since I was born there I could. Is that true?” Jeremiah asked, as he figured just maybe he could find a way there and see his parents. He watched as Mason and Teru looked at one another, seemingly having no idea.
 
        “Well, that explains why they are after you. I have no idea if it’s possible. But with everything we’ve seen, you never know.” Mason was also quite intrigued by such a revelation. He figured once he got Jeremiah back to Zeus Mountain he would see if it was possible. He still felt uneasy about not knowing Drazin’s motives. “That loud mouth strat Drazin’s motives are still unclear. After we eat we have to get you into hiding.”
 
        Jeremiah bent over toward Trudy, finding Mason’s use of the word strat quite funny. “He does know that’s a germ thing and it doesn’t mean shit right?”
 
        “Who do you think invented that germ thing?” Trudy smiled back at Jeremiah and turned her attention back to the diner. A waitress came and passed out some menus. She handed one to Jeremiah, Mason and Teru but completely neglected Trudy.
 
        “Well that was just rude! Hey! Can I get one, too, please?” Trudy and the rest of group watched as the waitress walked back into the diner, acting as if she never even heard Trudy.
 
        “Mason! Quick, what day is it?”
 
        “Umm, Monday, I think.”
 
        “We forgot, Mason! We forgot our daughter’s birthday.”
 
        Mason and Teru immediately knew what was going on.  Trudy had come of age and her Nothing powers from being a descendent of Zeus were now arising within her.
 
        “I forgot, too. Don’t feel bad! A lot has been going on.”
 
        “Honey, you don’t understand. Just like Jeremiah, you changed on your birthday. Your Nothing genes from your grandfather have kicked in.”
 
        “What are you talking about?”
 
        “All Nothing, no matter the heritage, gain two powers when they come of age. First, we age slower and second, we also get the ability to change form, which comes later and is hard to grasp. Then thirdly, there is the one power all Nothing who are descendants of the so called gods of Olympus get, which is invisibility. You can show your true self to those you choose.”
 
        “When were you going to tell me all of this?”
 
        “There was a chance you might not gain these abilities. Sometimes the human side is all that prevails.” Teru figured since Trudy would probably never visit Olympus’s time fraction and they were not able to use such abilities in Earth’s time fraction, she would leave out the part about how each Nothing or human that goes there gains an extraordinary ability.
 
        “Why aren’t you invisible then too, Mom?”
 
        “It’s a choice. Once you learn to control it, you can be seen by all you choose. It’s up to you. Since you obviously trust the three of us, we can see you.”
 
        Jeremiah felt so out of the loop on everything that was going on, as he spotted a grey and white tabby cat on the corner of the diner. He paid it no mind and wanted to know if Trudy was in danger.
 
        “If all you say is true, then Trudy was born on Olympus as well. Does that mean they will come after her, too?”
 
        “No! Thanks to her Nothing side, no one can tell she has been there. But since you are all human, if the Nothing look closely or you get an x-ray, as you found out, they can tell. Humans know no better and think it is cancer. The Nothing, on the other hand, can put the pieces together if they have knowledge of Olympus.”
 
        “Hey! Don’t look at me. I’m not as up on this Nothing strat as she is.”
 
        “Well couldn’t they be invisible and be here watching us right now?” Jeremiah became paranoid as he looked around.
 
        “No! As I said, only those descended from the so called gods of Olympus have the ability to be invisible. And only those who have been there can cross back and forth between sides, at will, without deformities occurring. That is how you and Mason can as well, even though you are only human. All the regular Nothing can do is age slower.  And, they can change form because of coming to this side.  But that is not really a choice if you call looking like monsters changing form.”
 
        “Yeah! The strat can be quite annoying at first, seeing both sides and not knowing which one you are in. But you can’t go over there. The more Nothing that see you, the more danger you are in.”
 
        “So it’s just as easy as one, two, three and poof, I can go to The Nide?”
 
        “Pretty much. But for those who’ve barely travelled back and forth there is a recharge window before you can come back. It takes times to fully grasp.”
 
        “Hon, why didn’t we see this in previous time fractions? I never did get that strat.”
 
        “Dad said it was because they never lasted long enough for the Nide and Hide to bridge of sorts. But since Earth’s time fraction has been around so much longer, it’s getting easier and easier for the Nothing to cross.”
 
        “Any other rules I should know? This is like something out of Gremlins.”
 
        Mason smiled as Jeremiah truly sounded like his father with that crack. Jeremiah noticed Orlin hissing and rushing off after the tabby cat. He got up and ran after him, expecting with Orlin’s nanite powers he might hurt the tabby cat.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Director Wester, sir, we are in position and ready for the assault. Are you sure you only want us to apprehend the two targets? We could take the main target, too.”
 
        “No! Just the two targets I gave you. Make sure you take them alive and leave the other two alone.”
 
        “Yes sir!”
 
        “Wait! On second thought ignore that last order. Take them all, we’ll sort the mess out later.” Wester figured this was his chance to pull one over on Senator Riggs and get in Miss Rahe’s good graces.
 
        “Yes sir! Capture them all. Will do!”
 
   ****************************************
 
        “So Wester you old arsemonger. You think you can mooch off my talents. I will complete the task while your men bugger the whole thing up once again.” Rick listened in on their conversation through his earpiece, smiling. He turned to his helicopter pilot, “No tunes this time, Frank.”
 
        Frank gave a nod and switched off the speakers on the side of the helicopter. He hit another button and the helicopter’s engine could no longer be heard. It barely made a sound at all as Rick and his Tracker Elite, still a little battered and bruised and seeking to regain their pride, approached the diner.
 
   ****************************************
 
        A swarm of government agent types began to close in on the diner. Helicopters swooped over overhead, as Mason and Teru stood up to run. A net dropped down on top of their heads and a small jolt of electricity ran through it, knocking Mason and Teru unconscious, as it wrapped around them.
 
        “Mom! Dad!” Trudy yelled, as she watched her parents get lifted up into the helicopter before she could even react. She had no idea what to do but found just as with the waitress, the men could not see her. She slunk through them trying not to touch any of them, as she made her way to where Jeremiah chased after Orlin.
 
        “Your girlfriend is gone, buddy. Let her go. I’m sure she means you no harm.” Jeremiah picked Orlin up, who still searching for the tabby cat. “What the hell?”
 
        Jeremiah watched as a helicopter swooped overhead and saw some men pulling Mason and Teru into the helicopter. He placed Orlin on the ground and they both ducked down in the bushes. He noticed Trudy running by and jumped out grabbing her. He placed his hand over her mouth and yanked her down beside him.
 
        “Shhh! It’s just me.”
 
        Trudy flung her arms around Jeremiah and felt safety just by being in his presence. “They took my parents, Jeremiah. What could they want with them?”
 
        “I don’t know. But we’ll find them. Let’s just get out of here first.”
 
        Jeremiah and Trudy made their way down the hillside, running as fast as they could, as they tried not to lose their footing. One of Wester’s men jumped out from behind a tree and grabbed Jeremiah.
 
        “That will be far enough. Move, and I put a bullet in your leg.”
 
        Trudy noticed how he still could not see her and started creeping toward him.
 
        “What the…? Where do you come from?” the man aimed his gun at Trudy, looking directly at her.
 
        “Strat! Why couldn’t these powers come with instructions?” Trudy flung her hands in the air, as the man stuck his finger to his earpiece. 
 
        “Does your whole family use that word?”
 
        “Mostly it’s just Dad!” Trudy’s eyes widened as she watched Orlin creep up behind the man holding Jeremiah. “Jeremiah, duck!”
 
        At the sound of Trudy yelling, Jeremiah yanked himself to his knees and Orlin leaped onto the man’s back. He plunged against him with all four paws and bounced off his back onto the ground. The man went tumbling over Jeremiah and started rolling down the hill.
 
        “What would I do without you, boy?” Jeremiah brushed his hand along Orlin’s back and then the three of them moved as fast as they could down the hillside.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “General! You and Professor Jones should make your final preparations for your trip. I will be down shortly. I have to strike while the iron is hot. It seems my public perception has increased after my humorous comment earlier.”
 
        Professor Jones and General Fergusson stepped into the elevator, taking it to the basement of D&D Dynamics, ready to board their spacecraft. Today was the day they would make what General Fergusson believed to be an alternate reality jump. But both Drazins, pretending to be Professor Jones and Senator Riggs, knew it would be a time fraction jump instead, as the future Drazin, portraying Senator Riggs, had already done such a feat.
 
          Senator Riggs stepped away from the elevators and strutted out into the main lobby of his building. A podium had been set up and the press had gathered all around. They were snapping photos and had their note taking devices at the ready as Senator Riggs stepped up to the podium and stood in front of the microphone.
 
        “After the great outpouring of support from my stint earlier on Ronny’s show, I could delay this announcement no longer. I am here today, a man who has created a billion dollar company,  a man who has given to his country with many years of service to the FBI, and a man who believes himself to be no more special than anyone of you. I am here to announce that I am throwing myself into the race for the presidency. I truly believe that I can make a difference and be a president you all can be proud of. I would also like to dedicate this to my fallen partner, Emily Milano. This win will be for you.”
 
        The press starting shouting questions at Senator Riggs but he raised his hands in the air, signalling for them to stop.
 
        “I will answer all of your questions soon. Right now I have to go be a part of this historic undertaking as we eliminate any concern over global warming. That is just the first of many great things to come, I promise!” Senator Riggs stepped away from the podium and headed back for the elevators, with the press still shouting questions in the background. He just chuckled to himself. “That ought to make these mindless cattle vote for me.”
 
        Senator Riggs stepped into the elevator and hit the button, still smiling ear to ear as the door closed. He was quite proud of the speech he gave and even more amused that people seemed to be buying it. The elevator door opened and he stepped out, leaning over to a nearby guard.
 
        “Have the guests I sent for been apprehended yet?”
 
        “They will be here within the hour sir.”
 
        “Splendid! I’m sure they’ll want to see this, too, for nostalgia’s sake. Make sure they are brought to the viewing room upon arrival.”
 
        The guard nodded at Senator Riggs, as he made his way down the hallway toward the room housing the spacecraft.
 
   ****************************************
 
        Jeremiah and Trudy made it to the foot of the hill and attempted to run for some tree cover but they stopped as Rick emerged from the trees in front of them, smiling ear to ear. They attempted to go back up the hill and found a group of the Tracker Elite coming behind them. Two more groups of them were closing in from their left and right.
 
        “Wow, they really pulled out all the stops this time, didn’t they?” Jeremiah muttered, as he and Trudy stood back to back with their hands in the air. “What? No golden oldies to announce your presence this time? 
 
        “I have to admit you were a tough bugger to catch but even the most lucky wanker can only run from Rick Tracker for so long. Besides, my dogs are barking so it’s time we stopped mucking about.”
 
        “Are your robot bugs working, boy?” Orlin looked up at Jeremiah and then crouched down between the pair, purring and ready to pounce. “Figures! A cat can get them to work but I can’t.” 
 
        Jeremiah tried to make his presumed nanite powers work, yet no matter how much he tried they just would not. He quickly came up with another idea as the Tracker Elite closed in all around them.
 
        “Trudy, you think maybe we can shift to that Nide place?”
 
        “I still have little control over any of this.”
 
        “Well I still think this is all one really bad dream so I guess we are both up shit creek.”
 
        “But Mom said it was dangerous for you there.”
 
        “Like getting take prisoner by a reality TV star is any better?”
 
        “Good point!”
 
        “Enough! Take them, men, before all their whispering turns to shagging.”
 
        Jeremiah and Trudy intertwined their fingers with their hands still above their head. They both concentrated and the world around them became fuzzy. Jeremiah placed his foot on top of Orlin to make sure he would not get left behind.
 
        “No!” Rick yelled and jumped toward them. His finger just touched Jeremiah’s back and within an instant they were no longer at the foot of the hill. They found themselves in a quiet family neighborhood.
 
        “From the woods to Mayberry, sure makes sense to me.”
 
        “I’m glad it does to at least one of us. How is it he can come here anyway?”
 
        “How should I know? Your mother is the one with all the rules.” Jeremiah stopped talking. He knew he really put his foot in his mouth with that remark, as Trudy was still worried about her parents. “But those Brothers of Olympus guys did say animals can easily hitch a ride or something to that affect. Then again, maybe Orlin is just special.”
 
        “Not Orlin! Him!” Trudy pointed to Rick, getting to his feet.
 
        “Bloody hell! What did you two wankers do to me?” Rick’s eyes bulged from his skull and his Mohawk seemed to stand that much taller as he looked around. “Blimey! I think I’m seeing things.”
 
        Orlin started hissing and once again crouched down, ready to pounce. He actually moved in front of Rick like he was going to protect him. Jeremiah got a sick feeling in the pit of his gut as he heard a voice ring out behind him.  Trudy, still tried to look for the good in them but they were just so repulsive, she found it hard.
 
        “Oh you three are special, alright. You won’t get away from us, this time.” 
 
        “Why does this keep happening to us?”
 
        “What do you say we mosey on back to the real world and I give you two wankers a head start?”
 
        Trudy and Jeremiah shrugged, once again joining hands and concentrating on their side. They opened their eyes and still found themselves surrounded by the Brothers of Olympus, whose eyes were filled with hate after being duped by Jeremiah the first time. 
 
        “It didn’t work! We need to wait. Mom, said it had to recharge or something, remember.”
 
        “Robot bugs don’t work! Switching sides doesn’t work! What does work?”
 
        Rick stepped up beside Trudy and Jeremiah as Orlin ducked down between the three of them. All of them were afraid they were going to be eaten. The Brothers of Olympus looked set on spilling their blood as they approached. Trudy’s stomach squirmed at the mere sight of them and Jeremiah just found himself running scenarios through his head, desperately trying to think of a way out of their current predicament.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
   Additional Sides
 
        “Rules! They govern the way we live, the way we interact. They also set in motion a different path, giving those that would see them beaten a reason to do what the rules say one should not. Without rules would they still seek to do such deeds? All I know is once you think you know the rules they seem to change. Bent, broken and some even no longer exist. I thought I knew the rules of my life, I thought I at least grasped the rules Trudy’s mother set forth. But it seems, not to sound too cliché, that rules were made to be broken.”
 
        “You just try it, dipstick! Take one step closer and I’ll turn you seven shades of shit.”
 
        The Brothers of Olympus all laughed at Rick, finding him not to be a threat. Yankle hopped up to Jeremiah, ready to grab him. But Orlin leaped from the ground and head-butted Yankle, sending him flying into two other Brothers.
 
        “You have to tell me how that bloody feline does that!”
 
        “I wish I knew!” Jeremiah just shrugged, not wanting to let Rick in on any theory he had. Jeremiah knew there was no way Rick was going to try and capture them now, as he needed their help to leave. But he was not about to trust him.
 
        “You’re cute for a human. It’s been a while since I knew the taste of a woman’s lips.” Zigglar puckered up his clown-like lips, as streams of drool flowed like a river down each side of his mouth.
 
        “You are just so gross!”
 
        “Come on, now, don’t hurt Zigglar’s feelings. Give me a kiss!”
 
        “Kiss this!” Jeremiah punched Zigglar across the face but his hand seemed to become one with his face and just stretched his face to one side. Zigglar’s face then slung back to normal and Jeremiah was thrown to the ground. Two more Brothers came up behind Trudy and held her arms, while another one grabbed Rick. Orlin attempted to help but Hatho emerged from the shadows and stood on his tail. Orlin hissed and turned trying to swat him but could not break free.’  
 
   
  
 

     “Let go!” Trudy cried and tried to break free from the Brothers’ grasp. She gasped as two fangs popped out over Zigglar’s lips.
 
        “Once you go vampire you never go back.” Zigglar laughed and one of the Brothers holding Trudy bent her head to the side, moving her hair out of the way, exposing her neck. “You should have taken the kiss.”
 
        “Crikey! Am I bloody cattled or is this ugly nimrod really a vampire?” Rick moved his foot up and kicked Zigglar to the side, as Jeremiah ran back and speared him to the ground. Orlin remained hissing, as Hatho picked him up and heaved him at Jeremiah as he stood up, sending the both of them flying into a yard. He then walked up to the two Brothers holding Trudy and shoved them off of her.
 
        “If you think he is scary, wait until you see me!” Hatho stated as he hung over Trudy and his sagging face dripped a sludge like substance down over her. Trudy tried to move but it was as if she was frozen, only able to quiver at Hatho’s touch. “You see, the only perk about being stuck in this perpetual hell, is that some of us actually gained the abilities our personas took on when visiting you measly humans in The Hide. Zigglar truly can suck one’s blood, Viklo can grow hair all over his torso, without the need of a full moon, and Awetio likes to eat human flesh. Even if we all look zombie like, he truly gives meaning to the word. And I, well I was more of a cupid type when stopping over to The Hide. One drop of this sludge into the mouth of any human can impregnate them with a litter of demon spawn.”
 
        “Look at this nimrod. He thinks he can impregnate a bloody man.”
 
        “Sex doesn’t matter, my English ape friend.”
 
        “Bloody hell!” Rick’s face turned to complete disgust, as he thought about a man being pregnant with demons.
 
        “Although, I have refrained from such acts because the last time I did it, I brought on the Dark Ages. You mindless apes almost destroyed yourselves and that means we would have been trapped in the time axis once more. Of course, I could simply use my saliva. It’s a tad more disturbing with the sludge.” Hatho smiled at Jeremiah, looking as if he was made out of play dough. He tilted Trudy’s head back and opened her mouth as a drop of sludge began descending from his face.
 
        Orlin purred and rubbed up against Jeremiah as hard as he could. Jeremiah felt a slight jolt throughout his body and he sprang to his feet. Jeremiah dashed at Hatho so fast he was as invisible as the wind. He heaved him off of Trudy and caught the drip of sludge just before it graced her lips.
 
        Trudy found she had control back of her body and wrapped her arms around Jeremiah. “Thank You!” she whispered, as she wiped the few tears from her eyes.
 
        “Bloody hell! We have zombie wankers, baby making sludge faced nimrods and now you can go super speed. Bugger this!”
 
        “How did you do that, Jeremiah?” Jeremiah gave Trudy a sly smile and looked down at Orlin as he trotted up to them.
 
        “You can thank him and if I’m right, you should give yourself a pat on the back as well.” Jeremiah swung Trudy behind him, as the thirteen Brothers of Olympus had all regrouped and marched back toward them. “Trudy, you wouldn’t be able to do your ghost routine for us all would you?”
 
        “I can’t even control it yet for myself. I’m sorry, I wish I could.”
 
        “Oh bloody hell!”
 
        “For once Rick, I think we’re in agreement.” Jeremiah muttered, as he no longer felt that jolt he had through his body just seconds ago and began running the scenarios on how they could get out of this situation.
 
   ****************************************
 
        Mason and Teru felt their bodies roll along the floor, as members of Senator Riggs security detail heaved them, still entwined in the net, into the viewing room. They struggled to get the net  off from around their bodies.
 
        “Mason! Did they get Trudy or Jeremiah? Where are they?” Teru frantically tried to get out of the net, but her thrashing got her more tangled instead of loose.
 
        “Teru! Just calm down, hon. If they are here we’ll find them. Wherever here is!” Mason smiled at Teru as he easily got the net off of him, slowly wiggling his way out using his dormant OCD tendencies to maneuver his way out of it. “See it’s not that hard. Just take a deep breath.”
 
        Mason took a few steps toward Teru and helped her get out of the net. She stood up and threw her arms around him. “Aren’t you the one supposed to be saying strat fifty times by now?”
 
        “You mean how those stratty lackeys threw a stratty net over us and heaved us into this stratty place?” Mason smiled at Teru trying to cheer her up. It was clear to him she was worried about Trudy. He knew it was not just that, as this was truly the first time Teru had been in any real danger since coming to Earth and losing her invincibility power. “What do you say we leave this strat…”
 
        Mason stopped mid-sentence as a steel covering rose up from a wall directly in front of him and he saw the exact same spacecraft they had seen over twenty years ago in Hera’s time fraction. He even noticed the logo for the Globe Switching endeavor that would lead Jeremiah’s mother to remain sceptical over the supposed alien threat. Mason knew this event had to take place, but he just found it strange they were here to watch the spacecraft take off.
 
        “What is it Mason?” Teru asked as Mason moved her arms from around him and pointed to the spacecraft. The pair watched as Professor Jones and General Fergusson boarded with the rest of the crew, not seeing them in the least. “Of all the days to get captured, this was the one. What are the odds?”
 
        “At first I’d say astronomical but considering Drazin is obviously behind this…”
 
        “Did Drazin hear Drazin’s name?” Drazin cut Mason off as he swung open the door and trotted in the viewing room all smug, still disguised as Senator Riggs. “You know it truly is nice to be able to say Drazin’s true name to someone besides Drazin. But enough of that because it’s been too long kiddo and the sidekick. But Drazin guesses with your buddies being left on Olympus, you have to take the main role now, huh?”
 
        Mason wished he had a gun of any kind so he could shoot Drazin. He did not know if it would work since Drazin may not have lost his powers, but he knew it would at least make him feel better. “This third person talking strat is still the same. You’d think after millions of years he’d wise up.”
 
        “But Mason, he’s now a politician. He has to be a blowhard.” 
 
        “Nice to see you haven’t lost your spunk, kiddo. After all, playing little old housewife to the germaphobe must be a daunting task.”
 
        Drazin kept nudging Mason to attack him, constantly giving him a cocky smirk. Mason finally had enough and went to punch Drazin. As Drazin watched him swing, he tapped a button on what seemed to be his watch and laughed as Mason’s fist bounced off of him and Mason fell to the floor.
 
        “Drazin may not have Drazin’s powers here in this backwater time fraction. But Drazin does have a trick or two still up Drazin’s sleeve.”
 
        “Stratty force field.” Mason muttered, as he pretended not to hear Drazin say he lost his powers. Both he and Teru were delighted that Drazin gave up that knowledge so freely. For they now had hope they could beat him. But they also did not fail to notice how Drazin gave it up so easily and knew there had to be some angle he was playing.
 
        “You’ve been using that thing for years. That literally is the oldest trick in your book.”
 
        “Now don’t go knocking it, kiddo! Just because your dear departed daddy didn’t have one and got killed.”
 
        “Zeus was ten times the so called god you’ll ever be.”
 
        “Maybe he was, maybe he wasn’t but the fact remains. Drazin is alive and my dear brother is toast, killed by his poor wife!  What a way to go.” Drazin grinned as the spacecraft door retracted and closed. “Come on, get up germaphobe. Drazin wouldn’t want you to miss waving goodbye to your past.”
 
        Mason got to his feet and felt disgusted as he Teru and the current Drazin watched through the viewing window. He got the same gut squirming grin from the past Drazin portraying Professor Jones, as he glared back at them through the window on the spacecraft bridge. The three of them watched as General Fergusson and the Drazin portraying Professor Jones started talking, no longer paying them any attention. A mere few seconds later and the spacecraft was basking in a glowing light.
 
        “You know, I really hope Jack and Emily get the chance to kill you. You stole their child and Jack’s time fraction travel idea. One day they will get you.” Mason stated, as the spacecraft was entirely engulfed in the glow and disappeared. Mason realized it was the first time he had seen a time fraction jump that left from the outside, as he had always been the one inside the machine with Jack and Emily.
 
        “Bah! They are probably so old and frail now, if they are even alive, that they couldn’t kill a rodent.”
 
        “Time is relative! You should know that uncle. I’m sure they will find a way to get here and stop you before too long.”
 
        Drazin knew Teru was right and that Jeremiah’s parents truly could show up at any time and try to stop him. All they needed to do was find a way. But he had little fear.  Once all the pieces were in play, he planned on going back and stopping them at the exact moment he left. He knew without a doubt it was what would occur.
 
        “At least one good thing comes from all this strat.”
 
        “Oh and what would that be? Drazin really must know.”
 
        “Now that your past self is gone that means you know nothing beyond this point in time. So you are as blind as we are. Not that you were ever too bright to begin with.”
 
        “Drazin doesn’t need to know the future to secure Drazin’s place as ruler of all time and space. Drazin just needs one thing.” Drazin seemed delighted with himself, which Mason figured was nothing more than his cocky ego. But Teru, having spent the equivalent of millions of years with Drazin in Earth years, knew he somehow still had some knowledge of what was to come.
 
        “So, what is it, uncle? Are you going to talk us to death?”
 
        “He probably has to say his stratty name another fifty thousand times or something.”
 
        “The both of you haven’t got a clue. While you were off playing hero, Drazin was securing Drazin’s or should Drazin say Senator Riggs’ place in the oval office. Drazin won’t need to get power because Drazin will have it all.”
 
        “Like hell! No one is nuts enough to vote for you.”
 
        “Drazin has them right where Drazin wants them. Lambs to the slaughter. Drazin loves it.”
 
        “We will stop you.”
 
        “Aww, really, kiddo? You’re really going to stop Drazin?  Pffft!  Give Drazin a break. Now that you have given Drazin everything Drazin wants, you can go back to living under that rock for another year or so. Just remember to enjoy it for Drazin is going to rule all.”
 
        “What the strat have we given you?”
 
        “Why you’ve given Drazin a great niece in the form of Trudy and helped Drazin bring her and Jeremiah together.”
 
        “What have you done with them? Where are they? If you hurt them…”
 
        “Calm down, kiddo. Drazin wouldn’t hurt a hair on their heads, yet! First Drazin needs your daughter to pop out a little tit sucker. That’s why Drazin started this whole chase for Jeremiah to begin with, to get you to show your faces, bring the two love birds together and then Drazin just took you two out of the picture. The kids need some alone time.”
 
        “What are you talking about?”
 
        “Oh, Teru! You are so cute when you’re confused. Who’s the smarter one now?”
 
        “Listen, you third person talking strat. I don’t know…”
 
        “Shh, you hear that? Those faint cries into the night. Sounds like two lovers are getting all nice and comfy together. But Drazin wants to be sure they get the task done. Drazin needs to rule everything, after all.” Drazin knocked on the door and five men from his security detail swarmed through it, grabbing Mason and Teru. “Throw them in some hole for a month or so. That should give the kids plenty of time to get all their loving in.”
 
        Drazin’s laugh echoed down the outside hallway as he left and once again became fully engrossed in his Senator Riggs persona. 
 
        “Mason! We have to get out of here. I don’t know what his plan is but it can’t be good.”
 
        Mason eyed the security detail’s guns and as they tried to take Teru and him away. Mason flung his feet up against the window. He used it as leverage and pushed on it, knocking himself and the three men holding him to the ground. He quickly snapped up one of their guns and stuck it to the back of the guy’s head, as the two security detail men still standing aimed their weapons at Mason and still holding onto Teru.
 
        “Drop it! Drop it, now!”
 
        “Screw that strat! You drop yours!”
 
        “He’s paid to die. Is she?” Mason began to waver not wanting Teru to get hurt, when she batted the gun from one of the men and grabbed a hold of the other.
 
        “Don’t move!” Mason ordered, as he got up from the floor and eyed the three men down on the floor. He stuck his gun to the head of the man wrestling with Teru over his weapon.  “I think she’ll take that.”
 
        He stopped struggling and let Teru have the gun. She curled her nose up at it, still not liking weapons in the least and threw it across the room. Mason motioned for them to get down and Teru grabbed the net they had been captured in. The pair tied the five of them up good and tight, and made their way over to the door. 
 
        “Any ideas for getting us out of here, Mason?  We do have to do this quietly you know, no going Dirty Harry this time.”
 
        “I know, I know, laws and such. I hate that strat.” Mason and Teru slunk out of the room, as they made their way down the empty hall, looking for any type of exit to aid in their escape.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Oh, bugger this. Time for old Betsy to do some damage to these uglies.” Rick muttered, as he stopped running alongside Jeremiah, Trudy and Orlin. He pulled out his oversized pistol, turned and aimed at the advancing Brothers of Olympus, watching as they scattered for cover. “Well that was the bee’s knees. I guess even the bloody uglies know not to mess with the great Rick Tracker.”
 
        “You had that all along? Why didn’t you use it earlier?”
 
        “I still need to take you in, don’t I?” Rick lowered his voice to a whisper and glanced over at Jeremiah. “Besides, old Betsy has stopping power but she only holds six rounds. The rest of my bloody ammo is back home.”
 
         “Nice to know we take priority over uglies, huh, Orlin?” Jeremiah smiled down at Orlin who was peeking out between his legs, nervously waiting for what came next. “But why are they so afraid, Trudy? It’s not like he has silver bullets in that thing.”
 
        “Mom and I are susceptible to the same plights as man and we are only part Nothing. So I surmise full Nothings suffer the same, too. They may age slower but they still die.”
 
          Rick just stared at her a bit confused at her calling what he perceived to be monsters Nothing. But he waved off her talk as nonsense and kept his eye on Jeremiah, not wanting to blemish his perfect record by letting him get away. He also knew they were his only ticket back home.
 
        “I have a plan. Girlie, we’ll draw them out and you take Betsy and blow as many of them away as you can.”
 
        Trudy pushed Rick’s gun away and both he and Jeremiah just looked at her, as they noticed the Brothers creeping up on them.
 
        “I won’t be a part of any violence. It’s a choice and I will stand by it no matter what!”
 
        “Even if that means getting snacked on by a bunch of bloody uglies?”
 
        Trudy gave Rick a stern look and was unwavering in her stance. Jeremiah had noticed her reverence for life but until now he never knew how far she actually took it. He found it to be quite appealing that she would stick to her beliefs, even if he wished she would bend them just this once.
 
        Rick noticed Orlin nervously leap into the air, almost reaching Jeremiah’s shoulder. He wasted no time spinning around and firing two rounds into the Brother that had crept up behind him. 
 
        “Tortolo! Nooo!” Yankle yelled, as he hopped out of the brush to try and save his friend. The rest of the Brothers swarmed them from all sides and Rick fired off the last of his rounds missing, as they dodged on their approach.
 
        “Betsy is dry! If you want to stop being an airy fairy now would be the bloody time.”
 
        The three of them stood back to back as the Brothers of Olympus surrounded them, with vengeance on their mind over their slain brother.
 
        “If you won’t help us get to Olympus we will make sure you never help anyone, ever!” Hatho cried out, as he motioned for the rest of the Brothers to attack.
 
        Jeremiah tried nudging his leg against Orlin, hoping for some kind of reaction to occur but nothing happened. Orlin just crouched low to the ground with his ears flattened, hissing at the surrounding Brothers of Olympus. 
 
        “What do you say now, Girlie? What to fight?” Rick muttered, as he clenched his fist and grinned at Trudy trying to hide herself between him and Jeremiah. “So, when you go see a man about a dog, it’s alright for us to turn them seven shades of shit?”
 
        “Each person should be judged by their own actions. I choose not to but I realize others don’t take my point of view. And why would I want to see a man about a dog?”
 
        “Yanks!”
 
        “Guys! Is this really the time to be discussing this?” Jeremiah yelled, as he kicked Yankle in the face, when Yankle tried to bite his leg like a rabid dog. 
 
        “You will pay for killing a Brother. I will see to it!” Yankle screamed and lunged at Jeremiah, as Zigglar popped out his fangs, Viklo transformed into a hairy man beast, Awetio started to drool like he had come across a great meal and Hatho grinned the best he could, as the slime from his face dripped on the ground beneath him. The others followed suit with their persona’s powers and made a beeline for the group.
 
        “Rick Tracker will not be taken down by a bunch of bloody uglies.” Rick whacked Viklo with his gun barrel and grabbed his arm, as Awetio bit him, tearing his skin. “Why, you disgusting wanker.”
 
        Rick yanked his head off and threw him to the ground, grabbing a hold of his arm. He feared he would now turn into a zombie after knowing all the rules and looked frantically for something to chop his arm off with. He hoped it would stop the infection from spreading. 
 
        Jeremiah remained in conflict with Hatho, trying to fight him off but it seemed every blow was absorbed by his body and he felt nothing. Hatho laughed and finally swatted Jeremiah to the ground, towering over him, smirking.
 
        Zigglar crept up to Trudy as she tried to back away but once again found herself restrained by two of the Brothers. “Why must everything always end in violence? You know, maybe if you asked us in the first place we would have helped you. Did you ever think of that?”
 
        “But where would be the fun in doing such a thing?” Zigglar bent down to bite Trudy’s neck and then yelled out in pain as Orlin sunk his teeth into Zigglar’s heel. “I guess now you know how it feels, huh?”
 
        Yankle tried to grab Orlin but Orlin jumped in the air and bounced off his head. He went to lunge at Hatho who had Jeremiah held off the ground by his neck, gloating. 
 
        “That cat of yours really has some balls. Too bad his owner is about to be castrated.” Hatho batted Orlin away and Jeremiah watched, thinking Orlin would get slammed into the ground. But instead he was caught in a ball of light and then disappeared from view. “Damn it! Those little shits have found us. Retreat!”
 
        The Brothers of Olympus stopped what they were doing and slunk off into the shadows, seemingly fearing for their lives. 
 
        “We will finish this another day. Count on it!” Hatho threw Jeremiah to the ground and followed the rest of the group.
 
        Trudy saw Rick going to stick his arm in a nearby lawnmower and trying to yank the cord with his free hand. “Rick! No!’ Trudy yelled pulling his arm out just as he got the lawnmower started.
 
        “Bloody hell, Girlie. Do you want me to become a zombie?”
 
        “What you see here are Nothing. They aren’t zombies, vampires or any other type of monster. They once looked like you and me but when they tried to cross over to our world they hit a snag and look like creatures of myth. They essentially started all of this monster nonsense. Now they believe their own hype. They have no other powers other than their ugliness and maybe a mutation or two they can use.” 
 
        Trudy smiled at Rick as she tried to reassure him he was alright. Jeremiah hobbled over to the pair and grinned at Rick, as he overheard Trudy explaining things. She ripped off the sleeve of her shirt and tied it around Rick’s arm, not wanting to see him hurt and hoping it would gain them some leeway when they went back home.
 
        “Yeah, if we’re lucky all you’ll catch is rabies.”
 
        “Look who decided to become a smart arse wanker.” Trudy and Jeremiah watched as Rick’s eyes widened. “Bloody hell!”
 
        The pair turned around and the three of them saw a man in a black suit appear in a glow out of nowhere. He was holding Orlin, who Jeremiah noted seemed content and was followed by another four followers. 
 
        “Jeremiah, do you think those suits from our world found us somehow?”
 
        “These aren’t that arsemonger’s Wester’s men. They don’t seem too incompetent.”
 
        “Either way Trudy, we really need to speak to your mother about updating those rules.”
 
        The three of them stood sizing up the new group as they approached them, each one still giving off a shimmering glow.
 
   ****************************************
 
        Wester heard his office door open, as he wiped a tear from his eye and hid the picture he was holding of his wife. He lit up another cigarette and puffed out some smoke, hoping to cloud his appearance. He spun his chair around and found Miss Rahe staring back at him.
 
        “Still pining away over your wife, are you? Well, you know if you would have caught Jeremiah for me already, you would have her in your arms right now.”
 
        “Senator Riggs didn’t want him captured. I tried to have him captured anyway but all my men got was that guy I saw outside Jeremiah’s house and his wife.”
 
        Miss Rahe gave a big smile and seemed delighted over the fact Mason and Teru had been caught. “Do you have them here?”
 
        “No! He demanded my men bring them to his headquarters next door.” 
 
        “Oh, well. I’m sure I’ll see them soon enough if they don’t go and lose their pretty little heads. So where is Jeremiah?”
 
        Wester leaned back in his chair and puffed out another cloud of smoke. He held his cigarette with his lips and made his hands wave away the smoke. “Rick’s men had him and the other one pinned. Then all they could report is they disappeared, along with Rick.”
 
        “Perfect! You could be seeing your wife sooner than you think, Wester. Keep up the fine work. I’ve got some tasks that need doing.”
 
        Miss Rahe shuffled herself out of Wester’s office and when she was gone his face curled up at her in disgust. He was not about to let his guard down with her but if he had any chance of getting his wife back, he was going to take it.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
   Pucked
 
        “I’ve always felt the most precious events in any person’s life come from the bonds they make. Whether bonded to only one person or pet, friend or enemy, these bonds truly shape how we see the world. Such bonds can never be broken and thrive unrestrained. But there are also bonds that keep you restrained. Those are the ones you strive to break or simply suffer them and admit defeat. Sometimes you are trapped in a cage of your own design. And other times you are just trapped, literally.”
 
        “Mason, what is that?” Teru asked, as the pair stared into the small window of a door. Mason, turned to look and almost jumped out of his shoes, as two scientists walked right by them and into the room.
 
        “After all these years I’m still not used to this invisible strat.” 
 
        “Well I haven’t had cause to use it in a very long time. Just settle down, Mason. They can’t see us.”
 
        “If one of them is that stratty uncle of yours, he can.”
 
        “I doubt that. Father and I were the only ones that could truly pull off invisibility without trouble. The rest of the so called gods seemed to have a hard time with it. We always used to joke it was because their egos wouldn’t let them become invisible.”
 
        Mason could tell Teru was missing Zeus and rubbed her shoulders, as they waited for the scientists to move from their view. He was still not about to let down his guard, as anyone of them could be Drazin in disguise.
 
        The pair got a good look before the door began to swing closed and noticed an orb the size of a bowling ball, sitting on a table in the center of the room. It seemed to be encased in some kind of generated electric field and was giving off a subtle red glow. Teru stuck her foot in the door slightly to stop it from closing and the pair listened in on the scientists’ conversation.
 
        “Senator Riggs wants the secrets of this unlocked ASAP! What’s your progress?”
 
        “We’ve hit this thing with everything short of a nuclear blast and nothing has fazed it. If Senator Riggs wants to use it to better the country, I’m afraid he’s going to have to find another invincible glowing orb.”
 
        “It has to have a weakness. We must keep searching.”
 
        “Mason, whatever that is, Drazin clearly wants it. We can’t let him keep that.”
 
        “Yeah, especially if he’s claiming it could better the country. Let’s swipe it.”
 
        Mason and Teru began to sneak into the room when alarms sounded from every corner of the complex.
 
        “Strat! This can’t be good.”
 
        Teru noticed the elevator at the end of the hall open and spotted a squad of security guards coming out of it, wearing what looked to be gas masks. She yanked Mason back down the hall, realizing they could somehow see them.
 
        “There they go!” the lead guard yelled, as he directed the squad to go after them.
 
        “Hon, have I ever told you how much I really hate your side of the family?” Mason muttered, as the pair of them scurried down the hall trying to find any way out of Drazin’s complex.
 
   ****************************************
 
        The man placed Orlin down on the ground and he ran up to Jeremiah, head-butting him in the leg.
 
        “I’m glad you’re alright, too, little man.” Jeremiah bent down and brushed him a few times, looking up as the group stood directly in front of them. He trusted Orlin’s instincts and figured they meant them no harm, at least for the moment.
 
        “I’d like to thank you for helping us. I don’t know what we would have done if you hadn’t shown up. I’m Trudy, this is Rick, Orlin and…”
 
        “Jeremiah!” the man stated, cutting Trudy off as she pointed toward Jeremiah.
 
        “Great! Someone else who thinks they know me. You know, Orlin, sometimes I think maybe we should have just stayed in bed.”
 
        The man smiled as he grabbed onto Jeremiah’s arm and the others grabbed onto Trudy and Rick. Jeremiah held Orlin and before any of them could react they were whisked away in a glow. It felt as if a second had not passed and they were now standing outside a cave entrance, with only the man still with them.
 
        “Bloody hell! Now where have you wankers taken me?”
 
        “Are we back on our side?”
 
        “No, Trudy. We have taken you to where you need to be. It was foretold that you would come and save our leader from the clutches of Puck.”
 
        “You want him to save some nimrod from the good old hockey game? Bloody hell! This Nide place just gets crazier by the second.”
 
        “No! Puck is a trickster of sorts. It is said he escaped hell itself and that great power will be bestowed on anyone who can get past his traps. Our leader wanted to see for himself and went in. He never returned.”
 
        Jeremiah looked at Orlin and Trudy, neither wanting to attempt such a thing. They figured it was enough time now that they could go back home and take their chances with Rick. The man noticed what they were trying to do and just smiled at them.
 
        “The choice is yours, of course. But know that if you do this you could get some more answers about your family.” He took a step back from the group and disappeared into a glow.
 
        “Wait! What?” Get back here!” Jeremiah yelled out, looking all around for the man, figuring he was still there somewhere watching them.
 
        “I don’t think the bloody wanker is listening to you. So what do you say we stop piddling about and go home?”
 
        “So much for not having powers.” Jeremiah stated as he figured that was the only option for how they were able to glow and instantly transport them here.
 
        “I guess Mom truly was wrong.”
 
        “Well, what do you say boy, down the scary tunnel or home?”
 
        Orlin looked up at Jeremiah and remained in place. Jeremiah shrugged and was ready to leave, glancing back at Trudy and Rick. Orlin then gave a hiss and ran off into the cave as he noticed that tabby cat once more. The tabby cat ran into a side wall and a trap door fell down behind her. Orlin kept scratching at it, trying to break through.
 
        “I guess down the scary tunnel it is.”
 
        “Jeremiah, do you really want to do this?” Trudy asked, not liking the looks of the cave or the fact that this leader guy never was seen again. 
 
        “Better yet, are you going to let a bloody feline make your choice for you? That is just sad. You really have a Cat Fancy, you know that?” Rick grinned as he became impressed with himself, finding that was a good nickname for Jeremiah.” You jangle about to him more than you do to Girlie, here. I think you need to get your bloody priorities straight.”
 
        Jeremiah just smiled, knowing what Rick said was the truth but for a long time Orlin was the only friend he had. Plus, he knew where he stood with him at all times and never had to decipher some grand scheme, front or games that most humans tend to play. He finally took Trudy by the hand and the pair of them crept into the cave.
 
        “A pair of wankers; I’m stuck with a bloody pair of airy fairy wankers.” Rick muttered, as he followed them in, not liking this course of action one bit. But he knew they were his only ticket home and was not about to let them out of his sight. 
 
        As soon as the three of them stepped into the cave a door fell from the ceiling and blocked the entrance. 
 
        “Great! Now we’re bloody trapped. Great job, feline!”
 
        “Do you ever stop complaining?”
 
        “Or stop saying bloody this or that?”
 
        “I can’t even understand half of what he says.”
 
        “When I no longer have to mosey down a bloody cave and I’m once more catching airy fairy fugitives like you, I won’t sweat the piddly stuff. Until then, you two are cattled because my dogs are barking and I bloody well hate these uglies.”
 
        “Well, maybe if you helped things would go faster.”
 
        “But my kind of help involves seven shades of shit violence and wouldn’t that offend the Girlie’s sensibilities, having you scream blue murder?”
 
        Trudy stopped for a second and turned to Rick, she was not a fan of confrontation but was not about to let him berate her any longer for her beliefs and decided to turn the tables on him.
 
        “So someone pushes you and you push back, right?”
 
        “Bloody right!”
 
        “Then they punch you, you punch back. They shoot you, you shoot back. They kill you, one of your men kills them. One of their men kills your men and so on and so forth until no one is left. Where is the reasoning behind that? Everybody is now dead because you started fighting over something as silly as an insult. Let it go!”
 
        “So I stick my bloody gun to your head or jellyfish spine and you are just going to stand there and let me shoot you?”
 
        “No! I move. I fight for my life but in my own way. I don’t stoop to such a violent level; there are better ways to go about things.”
 
        “Yeah, like using me as your bloody mopper-upper.”
 
        Jeremiah smiled as he listened to both viewpoints. He found himself agreeing with each and bent down stopping Orlin from scratching at the wall. “I don’t think that is going to help, boy. It’s moments like this that makes me glad you can’t speak. But it is fun to watch, huh?”
 
        Rick stomped by Jeremiah having enough of Trudy’s lecture on him and ran face first into an invisible wall. “Bloody hell!” he stated, as he grabbed onto his nose.
 
        “Looks like we are caught between a rock and a hard place.” Jeremiah smiled as he watched Rick try and rid himself of the pain in his face.
 
        “Oh, funny there, Cat Fancy.” Rick continued rubbing his nose, as the three of them searched for any means of getting past the wall.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Hon, our only way out is to get messy. Damn the stratty laws.” Mason muttered, as he stuck his arm out clotheslining one of the guards coming down the hall. He snatched up his gun and kicked him in the face, knocking him out. 
 
        “Alright, Mason. It’s not like Drazin will report this or anything anyway. Just wound them though, please.”
 
        Mason dragged the guard into a nearby closet, hiding him from view and knew they had to get that orb before they left. He pulled Teru into the small broom closet with him and the unconscious guard, as the rest of the group swept down the hallway. The pair heard orders being shouted as they passed and opened the door a crack, watching as they split up down different hallway sections of the complex.
 
        “Let’s go, Hon.” Mason waved and the pair stepped out of the closet going back down the hall. Any other time, Mason knew he would be amazed at the detail and advanced technology that littered this place but he kept his thoughts from straying and kicked open the lab door, to where to orb was.
 
        “It’s gone. Drazin must have known we saw it and had it moved.” 
 
        “I hate that loud mouthed strat.”
 
        “Mason, let’s get out of here. We still have to find Trudy and Jeremiah. Plus, I’m worried about leaving the kids this long.”
 
        “Teru, don’t worry about the kids. Nothing can get into Zeus Mountain without my say so and Dotty is perfectly capable of looking after them. But yeah, let’s blow this strat hole. I’ll try and figure out what that was when we are home.”
 
        Mason and Teru made a quick dash for the elevator and rapidly tapped the button for it to show up. They heard the guards returning and Mason kept hitting the call button. 
 
        “Fire!” one of the guards yelled, as the elevator doors opened and they made it into the elevator. They ducked against the side of the wall, dodging the bullets as Teru hit the lobby button.
 
        “Just like old times, huh, Hon?” 
 
        “Almost too much; all we need is a Jack movie reference and it would be complete.”
 
        “Since we are in an elevator he’d probably mention some Die Hard reference for the thousandth time.”
 
        Both of them smiled, wishing their friends were still with them as the doors closed just before the guards reached them. Teru pressed her hand against Mason and made them both come back into view, figuring if they could make it to the street, Drazin would not shoot them in public..
 
        “Sir! The prisoners have escaped. We must block off the lobby.”
 
        ****************************************
 
        Drazin sat in his office chair, donning his Senator Riggs persona, staring at his computer screen. He gave a smirk, as he watched Teru and Mason in the elevator, knowing the two were unaware his cameras could still pick them up even if they were invisible.
 
        “You will do no such thing. You have been incompetent enough for one day. The last thing I need is any remaining press seeing a firefight in the lobby. Let them go and resume your mundane duties.” Drazin ordered and then yanked his ear piece out. “They saw what they needed to see.”
 
        Drazin continued to watch as Mason and Teru exited the elevator and casually strolled out of the building, not drawing any attention to themselves.
 
        “Let’s not make it so long between visits next time, kiddo. Drazin desperately wants to meet the new additions to the family you spoke of.” Drazin smiled again and closed the security feed. He checked his email, reading all the congratulations messages he was getting on his announcement. “Just like Drazin thought, lambs to the slaughter.”
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Maybe the feline’s claws will do the trick.” Rick stated, as he went to pick Orlin up. But Orlin whacked his hand away, giving him a light scratch. “Bloody hell!”
 
        “I guess they didn’t do the trick. He said ‘bloody hell’ for the thousand time.” Jeremiah smiled at Orlin, as Rick gave him a dirty look and stuck his hand against the wall. A small speck of blood hit it and he noticed some letter appear beneath it. Rick bit his hand opening his wound a little more and rubbed it on the invisible wall.
 
        “Well, I owe that bloody feline an apology.”
 
        Trudy and Jeremiah noticed it as well and Jeremiah went to scratch his hand but Trudy stopped him. “No need for that.” she smiled and licked her finger rubbing it across the invisible wall. Jeremiah followed suit and more lettering appeared.
 
        “Nice of you to share that fact with me, damn wankers.” Rick muttered, as he held his hand wound and the three of them stepped back, reading what they saw. It was as if the words were hanging in thin air.
 
        “Read these words and find your path blocked no more. But beware the downpour and it’s scenic bath bringing forth wrath. Now just ring the bell and speak of Hell.”
 
        “Bloody hell! I hate rhymes.” Rick muttered and then gasped as the wording on the wall formed a face. It looked very much like an elf with its pointed ears and long hair. But it was hard to tell considering they were staring at a face that looked as if it was a fancy firework display.
 
        “Welcome humans, or at least mostly humans, and cat. I’ve never had a cat here before. I didn’t know such smart creatures had stooped to the lows of dimwit humans and their lust for power.”
 
        “Puck, I presume.”
 
        “Presumptions will get you killed here or worse, frozen. Just ask the last guy, if you can make it that far. See you in Hell. Actually, I won’t see you there but my senses tell me one of you will soon make the trip. Enjoy the show, flibos!”
 
        The face burst into an actual firework and sparks come down overhead, torches began to light up one by one, stretching as far down the cave as the group could see and the invisible wall was no longer there.
 
        Jeremiah hoped Puck never meant Hell literally but was not about to take any chances and remained cautious as they started down the cave. He kept Orlin close by not wanting him to get into any trouble or set off any traps. He grinned as he saw Rick clutching his pistol, knowing it must have been for comfort since it was empty. But in the mix of it all he still felt a sense of calm as Trudy clutched his hand tightly. He found she seemed able to brighten any situation and made him hope for the best, as he prepared for the worst.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Mason, are we where I think we are?” Teru asked, as the both of them glanced around at familiar surroundings.
 
        “Holy strat, we are in our city. His base has been this close the whole time. How could we have missed it?”
 
        Mason was a tad stunned, as he knew in his earlier years this never would have slipped past him. He began actually missing some of his OCD tendencies, as they never would have let this escape him.
 
        “We just wanted to be left alone, Mason. Don’t beat yourself up over it. We had Jeremiah to watch, four kids to raise, and a wonderful life of our own. Not even you can do everything. But now that we know we can take Drazin down.” Teru hugged Mason and kissed him, trying not to let him think this was his fault, as she knew he would try and blame himself anyway.
 
        “First things, first. Let’s find Jeremiah and Trudy and then we’ll decide what to do about that stratty uncle of yours.”
 
        Mason and Teru hailed a cab and made way for the outskirts of the city, figuring if Trudy and Jeremiah escaped the first place Trudy would head for would be home.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Bloody hell! Where did you arsemongers go?” Rick glanced around in every direction and could not find Trudy or Jeremiah anywhere. In one quick blink he now found himself in front of a downtown store window. He gasped as he looked into it and found himself looking like a zombie. “That Girlie was wrong, this bloody well can’t be happening.”
 
        Rick found he felt normal as he looked around for any other sign of life and noticed a group of figures running toward him. He recognized them as they came closer and found they were the Tracker Elite. He saw Frank flying overhead and then heard “Hells Bells” begin to blare from his helicopter. Before Rick could motion to anyone the Tracker Elite opened fire on him.
 
        “Get that zombie bastard, men!”
 
        “Bloody hell! My own guys are trying to kill me. That Puck maggot has to be behind this.” Rick knew that was the only theory that made sense and as soon as he pieced it together, he found his pistol had appeared in his hand. He opened it up and spun the inside around. “Old Betsy is fully loaded and ready to go. Sorry guys, but I have to bugger you up.”
 
        Rick fired on the Tracker Elite and began picking them off.  The more he believed none of this was real the more things seemed unable to touch him. He could have sworn he was hit but the bullets seemed to go right through him. He fired his final round at Frank through the helicopter window and stood watching as the helicopter descended right at him. 
 
        “Good try, Puck, you dirty rotten…” Rick stopped as he found himself back in the tunnel and noticed Trudy and Jeremiah staring at him like he had lost his mind. “What? Haven’t you ever seen a guy shoot down a bloody helicopter before?”
 
        “Not with an unloaded weapon in a cave too small for a helicopter. What about you, boy?” Orlin looked up, coming out from behind Jeremiah’s leg and trotted off. “Guess not.”
 
        “What was that all about, Rick?”
 
        “Well, Girlie, it seems another ugly is about and the nimrod is playing with our minds.”
 
        “At least we know you have a mind, now.” Jeremiah muttered, snickering to himself and then stopped dead in his tracks. He found himself standing on the roof of a building with Orlin, being surrounded by the Brothers of Olympus, all thirteen of them alive and well. After Rick’s little showing it did not take him long to realize it was Puck trying to mess with his mind.
 
        “Nice little mirage you have here. If only you got out of this cave once in a while you’d know there are only twelve Brothers of Olympus still alive.” Jeremiah shouted and the Brothers became nothing but statues, as a thin man with pointy ears and long pure white hair, dressed in a purple robe, walked out from behind them. “You don’t suppose he’ll just let us go?”
 
        Orlin ducked down as Puck approached them and was prepared to defend himself. Puck crossed his legs like an Indian and began floating in the air. He circled Jeremiah like he was examining every inch of him. Orlin tried to take a swat at the string hanging from his robe, finding it quite amusing.
 
        “So you’re the one that will lead those dimwits to Olympus? You’re the one that will save that dimwit that thought he had what it took? Can’t say I see what’s so special about a flibo like you?” Puck gave a sigh and shoved Jeremiah off the roof of the building. “We don’t need dimwit humans around do we cat?”
 
        Orlin tried to swat Puck and then sprang from the roof of the building and plummeted after Jeremiah. Puck peeked over and smiled, acting as if he knew what was going to happen.
 
        “Humph, have it your way. Save the dimwit human.”
 
         Jeremiah spun around and saw he had only a few seconds to react. He knew it was not real but did not want to chance such a blow, not knowing how the shock would make his body react. Orlin latched onto his stomach and begin to purr.  The way he was purring sort of reminded Jeremiah of the tune to Spiderman. Jeremiah had nothing but the theme stuck in his head. Suddenly his body spun him around and he, along with Orlin, was latched to the side of the building. 
 
        “Now this is cool.” Jeremiah smiled as he and Orlin begin climbing the building like they had spider webbing on the end of their limbs. The song seemed to be all that was going through Jeremiah’s head, as he kept hearing Orlin purring. “How do you keep doing this? You have more control over whatever this is than me. I don’t know if that’s funny or sad.”
 
        Jeremiah and Orlin made it to the top of the building and hopped back onto the roof top. Puck heard them and turned around, as Jeremiah watched him, noticing how he was faking a surprised reaction.
 
        “Well aren’t you quite the hero. Let’s see how you do the rest of the way.”
 
        “Why don’t you just stop with your games and let us take that leader guy and leave?”
 
        “Now where would be the fun in that? I didn’t spend all those years in Hell to escape and not have a little fun with you dimwit humans. And you were always so much fun.”
 
        “You’re as bad as my last date; always trying to play mind games.” 
 
        “Does that mean you won’t pay for the meal? What a shame.” Puck just waved Jeremiah off and turned around, as the rooftop scene faded from view. Jeremiah and Orlin found themselves back in the cave with Trudy and Rick, who was smiling ear to ear.
 
        “What do you have to say now, Cat Fancy? Enjoy getting buggered up? Not quite the mutts nuts you thought you were huh?” Rick scoffed at Jeremiah and laughed a bit as he passed him, continuing down the cave.
 
        “What did you see?” 
 
        “I saw him, Puck. He doesn’t seem too concerned about us one way or another. This is just all one big game to him.”
 
        Trudy noticed how Jeremiah seemed a bit agitated over what he had just encountered. She never noticed this in him before and grabbed his hand, leading him down the tunnel, trying to calm him.
 
        Jeremiah knew this was not over and that someone without concerns was more dangerous than someone who chose a side. He also knew this was the reason he avoided people so much, as they had  too many sides for his liking. Plus he was not sure Puck meant any harm, as he too seemed to know Jeremiah. He tried to push all his thoughts aside, as he once more felt comfort just being with Trudy, as they followed Rick and Orlin through the cave.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
   Sins At Play
 
        “There is an exciting fear in not knowing what is to come or what has occurred. I say fear because we as a species always seem to think the worst. We come up with many names for it but it all boils down to a fear we have of the unknown. Yet at the same time there is an exhilaration that seems to rise up from within us like a plague. This curious anxiety allows us to think of all the possible what ifs and causes this fear, somehow seeming to dilute it at the same time. For we press on, amassing our own creations of destruction because we have to see what lies around the next corner.”
 
        “Hey Girlie, why haven’t you gone off to la-la land yet?  I know you’re as dull as a dishwasher and all with your preaching but even that bloody feline was affected.”
 
        “It must be something in my blood. Or maybe my preaching has led me to have no enemies and thus have no fears to think of. And the name’s Trudy, not Girlie!”
 
        “Or maybe he just sees you as sex on a stick.”
 
        “You really make less sense every time you speak, you know that?”
 
        Trudy resisted the urge to tell Rick about her Nothing heritage. She had no shame or fear he would think she was some prize to be ransomed off or something. But she knew he could not keep his mouth shut and she liked her privacy. Although she kind of giggled to herself over the thought of Rick announcing she was a Nothing and the looks he would get from his audience.
 
        “Yeah Girlie, I guess this Puck guy has been preached to enough, being from Hell and all. Not even a shag would be worth listening to your bloody jangle.” Rick rolled his eyes as he intentionally kept up the Girlie cracks. Even in his current circumstances and all that he had seen, he was not about to believe Puck had literally escaped from Hell.
 
        “Rick, if you would have told me a short time ago there was another side to ours, with the uglies, as you say, here. I would have given the same reaction. In fact I still want to give the same reaction but we have to face reality. The list of things that we once doubted seems to be getting too long to ignore, so don’t go writing off the Hell theory just yet.”
 
        Jeremiah could not believe the words that were coming out of his mouth. He had always been one to look at all sides of the equation, even the peculiar, but he never found himself buying such a theory. Now it seemed that all his theories revolved around the peculiar being the norm and the norm was sounding peculiar. He along with the rest of the group stopped in their tracks as they came upon three doors that just appeared out of thin air. They were plain white doors, each marked with a number, one to three.
 
        “So I guess he wants us to pick a door? You think we get some kind of prize?”
 
        “Girlie, the only prize I want is a way out of this bloody circus. You can keep the donkey or whatever other bloody thing that’s behind your door.” Rick went to grab the handle of door number three and then stopped as Jeremiah snapped at him.
 
        “Wait! There may be three doors but that doesn’t mean each of us has to take a separate one. That’s probably what he wants. Let’s all go through one door and stay together. It’s our best hope.”
 
        “I’m with Jeremiah on this one.”
 
        “That comes as no surprise, considering you want to diddle him and all.” Rick smirked as he watched Trudy turn red. “So who is going to pick? The feline? Come on, shake a leg.”
 
        Orlin trotted up as Rick looked down at him and nudged his head against the third door. 
 
        “I guess door number three it is.”
 
        “Sure, give the bloody feline all the credit.”
 
        Jeremiah pushed open the door and the group walked through, each on guard for anything.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Macaray, do you think they will actually save him?” Dilgabo asked, as the group of five guarded the entrance to the cave. They remained firm in their stance and were not about to let anyone get the drop on them.
 
        “Prophet Rahe hasn’t been wrong yet and this is her son we are talking about.” Macaray’s attention became focused on a rustling bush and he firmed up ready to attack. He gave a sigh of relief as a rabbit hopped out, looked around and then hopped back in. “Let’s just hope he does. Then maybe he’ll be convinced to help us get to Olympus.”
 
        “Wouldn’t it have been wiser for all of us to go with them?” Glida stood beside Macaray.  The two obviously involved with one another, which could be surmised from their body language. 
 
        “Prophet Rahe said we’d only get in the way and die. Plus Puck would be more offended by such a crowd and never let us through.”
 
        “You sure put a lot of faith in her, Macaray. I know you don’t want to believe it, but there is just something off about her. I don’t trust her.” Glida brushed her hand up against Macaray’s face and hoped he would change his mind. She had subtly been throwing hints his way for years that Prophet Rahe was no good and hoped he would catch on. But his mind seemed clouded, as did the rest of the group when it came to her. If it was not for her feelings for him, she would have left long ago, yet she feared the worst if she left him alone with Prophet Rahe.
 
        “Don’t worry so much, Glida. She is just trying to look out for us Nothing so we don’t turn into freaks like the Brother of Olympus. Soon everyone will see that and soon we can crossover to The Hide without such ailments affecting us.”
 
        Glida found Macaray’s assurance kind of hollow, as if he had been programmed to say such things. She also had no idea where this desire to go to The Hide came from. Other than mere curiosity there was no reason to visit the humans. They had everything they could ever need on their side. She sighed and kept guard with the rest of the group, secretly hoping Jeremiah would not make it so Prophet Rahe would be proved wrong.
 
   ****************************************
 
        “Stand back Hon. It’s been a while since I updated the defenses on Zeus Mountain and things may be a little bit hinky.” Mason knew everything was fine but just wanted to take a jab at Teru.
 
        “Oh, so that is what you call almost blowing up the entire eastern seaboard?”
 
        “You make one little mistake and mix this with that, creating the wrong mixture and you never get to live it down.” 
 
        Teru smiled at Mason and then kissed him, as she waited in anticipation to see her family. “I still love you and all that strat.”
 
        Mason grinned and waited until she backed away. He stepped up to the big steel door and placed his hand on the center of it. He then moved his feet together and a small panel began to glow around his feet and another around his arms. 
 
        “Mason!” Teru whispered, as she backed off a bit more. She stared up at the guns that were popping out from behind walls all along the upper area of the cave. Before long they were surrounded.
 
        “It will be alright. This is nothing but a precaution. After all we wouldn’t want some stratty shape shifting Nothing coming in here and breaking in would we?” Mason knew it would be fine but he enjoyed making Teru sweat a bit.
 
        “Subject verified as Mason Claus; access granted.”
 
        “Mason, did you give that computer my voice?” Teru asked, as she walked up beside him, watching as the guns retracted back into the wall. She noticed Mason snickering a bit as he was quite amused with himself. “Well, at least you didn’t give my voice to Dotty.”
 
        “I’m not that bat strat crazy.”
 
        The pair heard the door unlatch and Mason yanked it open.  They expected to see their kids, Dotty or at least the dogs but saw nothing!  There did not seem to be a soul in sight.
 
        “Mason! Could someone have gotten in?”
 
        “They’d be dead outside the door if they tried.”
 
        “Well then where are the kids, Mason? Where are they?” Teru’s concern grew the more she searched the general area of Zeus Mountain and saw nothing. She looked over all the glass labs and various other rooms Mason had set up in the immediate area and still could not find any signs of life.
 
        She turned back to Mason as her fear started to peak and her nerves were getting the best of her. But Teru found Mason was nowhere to be seen as well. “Mason! Where are you?” Teru noticed Mason’s head pop out of a nearby room. He was smiling ear to ear as she walked up to him and he blocked her path, not allowing her to get inside the room.
 
        “There is no sense in being a billionaire if you can’t have a little fun, right?”
 
        “Mason! Stop with the games.”
 
        “What you see here is just the tip of the iceberg. It seems our clever little brood found my secret.” Mason extended his arm toward the room and Teru stuck her head in the door. Her whole body felt as if a wave of relief had washed over it. She noticed on the holographic monitors Mason had set up, Dotty dusting an old library with Abigail making sure all the books were in perfect order. She watched as Jack and Emily ran in what looked to be an indoor forest with Will and Martin chasing them. Her cats were even curled up under what looked to be the sun.
 
        “Mason, how did you? When did you? Why did you? Wow!”
 
        “I figured if we ever had to hide, we may as well be comfortable. The kids must have discovered the staircase down to the next level while playing.”
 
        “Always prepared aren’t you, Mason? Just when I think I have you pegged you come up with something else out of the blue.” Teru hugged Mason, as she was happy her family was all safe and enjoying themselves. She kissed him so passionately it curled his toes. “Don’t ever change, Mason.”
 
        “Not a stratty chance.” Mason bent Teru down and kissed her back. “Now what do you say we go see what trouble the munchkins got into well we were away.”
 
        Teru nodded and Mason led her to his secret staircase, each of them finding themselves happy for a moment, until it began to sink in that Trudy and Jeremiah were still nowhere to be found.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Welcome dimwit humans to Sins at Play. And what a show we have for you today. After all you just sit around on your fat asses and eat this junk up. So I really don’t have to put much effort into such things. Not that I would for you dimwit flibos anyway but let’s pretend for a second that I give a dwarf’s ass about any of this and move on with the show. We have our classic damsel in distress hanging over a fire pit of doom with her rope lowering. Shocking! Isn’t it? And isn’t she just so cute?”
 
        “I’m going to turn you seven shades of shit your blimey bastard.”
 
        “That’s no way for a woman to talk. I think she needs a gag.”
 
        Rick continued to mouth off to Puck, even though he was nowhere to be seen and it was just his voice they were all hearing. Out of thin air a gag appeared over his mouth and all he could do was send out muffled words toward Puck. He felt humiliated being dressed in a pink dress with ruffles and by having a blonde curly wig strapped to his head, sporting a big red bow. He also found that no matter how much he struggled the rope binding him would not come loose.
 
        “And in the red corner, weighing in at one hundred and sixty pounds, if you count the cat, we have Jeremiah. He’s the one who can travel to Olympus on a whim, the one who’s here to save the day and the only guy who talks to a cat more than his pretty female companion.”
 
        Jeremiah stood with Orlin in a cage that dangled a few feet off the ground. He had no idea how they got in this mess. It seemed to have magically taken place when they walked through the door. Jeremiah already had begun surveying the area and could see Rick dangling a good mile away, with a jungle setting between them. He knew there would probably be things in there even he had never thought of and did not even want to go in. Yet it was their only way out and as much as he hoped to be rid of Rick, he did not want to see him dead.
 
        “I bet you feel right at home here, huh, boy?” Orlin rubbed up against Jeremiah’s leg and purred a bit, as he seemed to actually like the surroundings and wanted to get out and explore. “You just keep up that purring. Somehow both of our bugs like it.”
 
        “See, what did I tell you? The Damsel was right. Our hero has a classic case of cat fancy. Say that three times fast. Did one of you dimwits actually try that? Oh wait! We don’t even have an audience. I blame all that damn illegal downloading. Speaking of illegal, wouldn’t you want to do some nasty things to this juicy morsel? Yeah, she sure got her mother’s looks.”
 
        Trudy curled her nose up at the sound of Puck’s voice as he spoke about her, feeling disgusted by the very thought of him saying such things. She, too, looked around and found herself what looked to be a good mile away from Rick with jungle between them. She wasted little time and began using the skills her father had taught her, yanking out a hair pin and picking the lock on her cage. She got the door open before long and jumped out remaining cautious of her surroundings.
 
        “Hey! I wasn’t through. I still have to say your bio, after all those adult magazines you flibos have will surely want you sporting on the cover. I can see it now. Wild Child, part Nothing, part human and fully exposed. I’m sure it would sell like hotcakes.”
 
        “Why don’t you show yourself and we can talk in person? I’m sure even with your disgusting phrases we can work something out. All we want is to locate who we were sent to find and leave.”
 
        Trudy hoped Puck would at least show himself, so she could try and talk some sense into him. But also so she could keep him busy while Jeremiah and Orlin saved Rick without his interference.
 
        “Wow, I never expected you to offer yourself up so easily. But I’ve grown tired of dimwit humans, maybe if you were a fairy I’d consider it. So get ready to take your hundred pounds or so and run for your life. For the name of the game is Only One Can Win. The winner finds who they seek and the loser loses their pretty little head. Big Action, Big Drama, Big Death, Big Whoop.”
 
        Jeremiah’s cage door opened and he grabbed Orlin and jumped out. He placed Orlin on his feet and he stretched out, becoming one with the jungle, acting like a real wild animal, as he hid in the bushes and peered out.
 
        “Yeah, you’re a real killer until it comes feeding time, huh?” Jeremiah laughed as made his way toward the tree line. Orlin followed at a distance, still using the bushes for camouflage. Jeremiah had only taken a few steps when he heard Orlin hiss. The bushes began to rustle about and Orlin was being dragged off into the jungle. But by what he did not know. Jeremiah stopped trying to play it safe and ran off into the jungle after Orlin, following the hissing he kept making.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Okay Trudy, you can do this. It’s just a day at the zoo, with no cages and a bunch of animals you probably haven’t seen before. But if you don’t bother them, maybe they won’t bother you.”
 
        Trudy kept talking to herself, not believing a word of what she said but found it a bit more comforting than the jungle she was approaching. She suddenly had a thought and wondered why she had not tried it before. She concentrated for a few seconds and attempted to go invisible, hoping she could gain some control over it.
 
        “Uh huh, that would be cheating. Those Nothing powers are useless here, mine vastly trump yours.”
 
        She sighed as Puck’s voice echoed from the jungle and as she neared the jungle she heard a rumbling sound behind her. Trudy turned and gasped as an army of over-sized ants were rushing toward her, acting as if they were going to have her for dinner. She dashed off into the jungle, trying to avoid the ants that were hot on her trail.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Jeremiah peered through some bushes and noticed Orlin was all wrapped up in a huge spider’s web. Suddenly he was tripped onto his back and his feet were wrapped in webbing. He was dragged to the web and thrown up against it. Orlin kept hissing and tried to wiggle free but it did not seem to be working, as Jeremiah just stared on at the spider the size of his house that was emerging from the trees.
 
        “I don’t think you can eat this one buddy.” Jeremiah muttered, as he too tried to wiggle free.
 
        “Uh oh! It seems our hero has proved he’s nothing more than a common dimwit. He has wound up, pun intended for all of you who count such things, in the web of Anansi. This trickster has our hero in a sticky situation. Will he survive or become spider chow? Find out next time on Sins at Play. Just kidding, flibos!”
 
        Jeremiah wished Puck would shut up already, as he could tell Puck was exaggerating the whole thing and he seemed to be enjoying every minute of it. Anansi came upon him and stared at Jeremiah with all her eyes.
 
        “You know I wouldn’t be offended if you had eyes for someone else.”
 
        “You’re funny when you’re nervous, huh, Hero?”
 
        “You talk? Figures!” Jeremiah found Anansi talking the least surprising aspect of his current predicament and smiled a bit as Anansi plucked her legs against the strands of her web. Jeremiah noticed Orlin escaping the more she plucked and he too felt a tingle throughout his body. “What is that tune you are playing there? The not so itsy bitsy spider?”
 
        “It’s an ancient death ring and it will be the last thing you ever hear.”
 
        Orlin sprung free and dashed over in the blink of an eye to Anansi’s back leg that was still sitting on the ground, as she held herself up against the web. He dug into her leg with his teeth and yanked it off her body running back into the jungle with it. 
 
        Anansi screamed out in pain as she fell off the web, her front leg hitting Jeremiah’s webbing bonds and slicing them open. He fell to the ground and dodged the webbing she shot at him. Orlin came back from the jungle and latched onto the end of it with his teeth and then started running circles around Anansi, within seconds she was fully wrapped in a net of her own webbing.
 
        “I really wish I knew how you controlled those things so well. What is your secret?” Jeremiah brushed Orlin as he rubbed up against him and acted quite proud of himself. “Let’s get out of here before giant bees or something come after us.”
 
        “You’ll never get out of here alive. Puck will never allow it.”
 
        “The way I heard it, Puck doesn’t care. So we shall see. Just be thankful he didn’t eat all of you. I guess he didn’t want it to rain.”
 
        Jeremiah snickered, as he and Orlin kept making their way through the jungle toward where they last saw Rick. He knew Rick was still alive or he would have heard from Puck by now stating otherwise. As they left, Orlin stepped on a long strand of webbing and it got stuck to his foot. Jeremiah tried to take it off, but Orlin saw it as a game and kept running up ahead, letting Jeremiah chase him.
 
        “What a turn of events. It’s a good thing he has a cat fancy after all. But you know what they say, curiosity killed the cat. I guess I’d be the curiosity in this case. Let’s check on the one our hero would truly like to have a sticky situation with, shall we?”
 
   ***************************************
 
        “You are so crude. Why do you have to say such things, especially since there is no audience?” Trudy gasped as she leaned up against a tree, trying to catch her breath. She glanced back at the army of ants who were relentlessly marching toward her still, before beginning to run some more, but found she was tiring.
 
        “It’s for authenticity. You wouldn’t want me to go all Teletubbies when there is such danger about would you? That just wouldn’t be entertaining to our pretend viewers. And don’t you just love those Indian Ants. Wait! Would that still be politically correct to say? I wouldn’t want to offend any dimwit humans out there or maybe I would. Anyway, it seems some dimwit Greeks stole all their gold and now they’re mad. Maybe you should talk to them because that worked so well against that Hatho guy.”
 
        Trudy began hearing her mother’s voice in her head. It kept repeating the phrase “Everything happens for a reason,” which her mother so often used. She started thinking about the name of the show and how Puck emphasised gold as he spoke. Finally she stopped and turned toward the oncoming onslaught of ants. She pulled out all the change she had in her pocket and tossed it onto the ground.
 
        “That’s all I have guys, I hope it will bring you a little peace after what was stolen from you.”
 
        The ants grabbed the few coins and burrowed underground, disappearing from sight as fast as they had come into view.
 
        “Well look who is using her pretty little head. If only mommy and daddy could see their girl all grown up, they’d be so proud.”
 
        Trudy noticed how Puck still seemed like an arrogant ass but was a bit more impressed with how she overcame his trick. She knew he was playing with the seven sins and that it all relied on their interpretation of them to get through this. She continued to make her way through the jungle, feeling good about herself. It was nice knowing she could actually take care of herself, after all the hiding away from the world her parents put her through.
 
        She pushed through a few more bushes and looked up as she heard Rick’s muffled voice through the gag. She then noticed Jeremiah and Orlin come out from the other side of the open space. She could tell he was glad to see her unharmed and she felt the same about him. She watched as he removed the webbing from Orlin’s foot, laughing at Orlin’s expression of amusement.
 
        “How was it almost being spider chow?”
 
        “Probably about the same as almost being ant chow.”
 
        Both of them smiled as they realized the other had already heard everything they went through, with Puck shouting out the play by play. They kept staring at one another lost in a trance, until they heard Puck’s voice once more.
 
        “Well are you going to just eyeball one another or get it on already? I’m not sure our network would allow such a thing but we can fix that in editing. Oh and don’t forget about the cute damsel in distress. The pretty dress of hers is about to be caught on fire.”
 
        The pair met at the bottom of the fire pit and looked up at Rick, who was only a few feet away from being burned alive and getting closer by the second. Jeremiah knew the rules and that only one could save him and live, which made their only option clear.
 
        “We have to save him at the same time, as one. Then there is no one left to kill. We have to look past everything that would make most humans use the fight or flight scenario and work together.”
 
        Trudy had already thought about that option and come up with it as well. She truly felt connected to Jeremiah in a way she never had with anyone else before.
 
        “You ready to go for a ride, Orlin?” Trudy asked, as she bent down and brushed him, noticing how he liked her touch and began purring. Jeremiah was still amazed at how well he took to her.
 
        “Now Hot Stuff is talking to the cat, too. These two really deserve one another don’t they? Isn’t it just so cute? What is this? They are actually going to use that webbing as a catapult. This is truly creative folks, I can’t bear to watch.”
 
        “This is pretty ingenious Trudy, you know that? I guess Orlin knew what he was doing after all or he just got lucky.”
 
        “You hang around my father long enough and you pick up a thing or two. Besides everything is here that we need, which I don’t think is an accident. I wouldn’t be surprised if Orlin knew either. Stranger things seem to be happening every second.” Trudy stopped and began to whisper a bit, hoping Puck could not hear them. “I don’t think Puck is the big scary guy he tries to make himself out to be.”
 
        “I think he has his own agenda.” Jeremiah felt the same way about Puck but knew there was a reason he was putting them through this. He just hoped it was not a reason that was going to lead them into more trouble.
 
        Jeremiah and Trudy finished tying the strand of webbing between two trees and moved to the center of it. Jeremiah made sure the plank they just happened to find in the bushes, was set up safe against the fire pit and then went back to join Trudy, both hoping this would work.
 
        Rick’s eyes widened as he tried to lift his feet up in the air from the fire, he looked down at Jeremiah and Trudy shaking his head back and forth, as he knew what they were about to do was going to hurt. 
 
        Trudy picked Orlin up, sitting him on Jeremiah’s shoulder. Orlin clutched onto Jeremiah’s shoulder expecting a ride, as Trudy placed herself in front of Jeremiah wrapping her arm around him. The pair kept moving back slowly stretching the webbing back as far as they could.
 
        “Here goes nothing. Let’s hope this works.”
 
        “Look on the bright side. If we fail only Rick dies, if we succeed he makes for a good cushion to break our fall. It’s win/win.” Jeremiah smiled. As he stared into Trudy’s eyes, he felt she wanted him to kiss her and went to make his move but the webbing had reached its peak and snapped the pair forward, sending them hurdling across the ground toward the fire pit.     
 
        The pair flew up the plank with such momentum they could not stop if they wanted to. They flew across the fire pit and grabbed onto Rick at the same time, just as his dress caught fire and thanks to the force of the pair, the branch holding Rick snapped and the group all fell to the ground, Rick taking the brunt of the fall, just as Jeremiah alluded to.
 
        Rick felt pain throughout his body but was too mad to even give it the time of day. He pushed Trudy and Jeremiah off of him and stood up, yanking the burning dress off, throwing the wig on the ground and tearing the gag from his mouth.
 
        “You think this is funny, you bloody wanker? I eat maggots like you for breakfast. You are going to scream blue murder when I’m done with you. Get down here so I can prove you’re all fur coat and no knickers.”
 
        “You Brits are quite the amusing bunch, even when your butt ugly. Did you let that cat give you a haircut? Either way that is all the show we have for you today folks. Our heroes and the damsel in distress must move on to the final test. Where they may get what they seek, but will it be truly what they want? Tune in next time when some dimwit flibos enter my domain.”
 
        The group began to glow and watched as the world around them turned to black. Before long they were back in the cave, not two feet from where they were when they went through the door.
 
        “That arsemonger is going to pay.”
 
        “Oh I don’t know, Rick. If you ever need some extra footage for that TV show of yours. I’m sure your fans would like seeing that side of you.”
 
        “Jangle about this ever and I will make you eat that bloody feline. That goes for you too, Girlie.”
 
        Rick marched off down the tunnel, leaving the rest of the group behind him. He was thankful they saved him but was not about to show it. Even though Jeremiah and Trudy could tell he was in his own way.
 
        “Now, where were you?”
 
        “Where was I?”
 
        The pair stared into each other’s eyes, each knowing what the other was referring too and let the intensity build. Suddenly Trudy felt a head-butt to the back of her knee and fell into Jeremiah’s arms. He caught her and held her before bending down and kissing her. The pair felt basked in the essence of the other and at that very moment nothing else seemed to matter.
 
        Orlin meowed and trotted off down the cave, as Jeremiah pulled away smiling down at Trudy. She looked back up at him, neither having another thought go through their minds but that of each other. Jeremiah finally placed Trudy back on her feet as they heard Orlin meow again and looked down at him peeking around the corner of the cave.
 
        “Quite the cat you have there.”
 
        “I guess being a cat fancy isn’t so bad after all.”
 
        The pair laughed as Trudy took Jeremiah’s hand and they made their way down the cave after Rick. Each felt confident they could beat whatever Puck’s final test was and relished having this over with so they could get back home.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
   What Could Have Been
 
        “At one point or another everyone wonders ‘what if’. What if they had taken a different path and been just ten seconds late or said something to that girl. Most of the time, the ‘what ifs’ are about the tiny moments that have made up our lives. It seems the tiny moments are more significant than the few big ones most people remember.  We think bigger always means it has a more significant impact but in truth, does it? I don’t know, as it seems the tiny moments of my life are the most important but they wouldn’t have occurred without the bigger ones. That is life, I guess, a path we are on for better or worse and as much as we’d like sometimes, the past can’t be changed.” 
 
        “Dad! Can we please stay here forever? This is way cool. Zeus Mountain has everything. Can we please?”
 
        Mason smiled at Will and lifted him into his lap, as he stared at the computer monitor trying to pick up the tracker he installed in Trudy’s earpiece. He was having little luck and hugged Will tightly as he worried about Teru and Jeremiah.
 
        “Will, you know you have school and even though I’ve made it comfortable here. This place is only to keep you safe. It isn’t a toy or something you can tell people about. You got that?”
 
        “Yes! But can we come here and play sometimes?” Will frantically waved his arm signalling for Abigail and Martin to come in from the doorway. “We’d all really like it. We’d be good, too.”
 
        “I bet you would. I suppose if you go now and keep your mother company, I might just let you in from time to time.”
 
        Mason placed Will back on the floor and ran off with Martin out of the room, delighted that he would get to spend more time in Zeus Mountain. Mason noticed Abigail pouting her lip and he did the same, trying to cheer her up.
 
        “What’s wrong, honey?”
 
        “Is Trudy okay? She promised to read to me nights ago and she never missed a bedtime story before.”
 
        “Daddy is working on getting her home right now, okay? Don’t worry, she has a friend looking out for her. If he is anything like his parents, I’m sure Trudy is fine.”
 
        Mason bent down and hugged Abigail before sending her out in the living area with Teru. He actually felt better talking about it with her, as he knew if Jeremiah had half the resilience of his parents Trudy would make it home safe and sound. Mason tried to go back to his search but was interrupted by Dotty at the door.
 
        “Sir, I’m sorry they found this place. They were so restless that they were running all over and Martin accidentally tripped over Jack falling against the secret door. After that, I couldn’t keep them away. Then they became so content down here I wasn’t about to make them leave. I take full responsibility, sir.”
 
        “Dotty, you did a fine job. You have nothing to apologize for, unless you keep calling me sir.” Mason gave a half smirk at Dotty as he continued scanning the country for any sign of Trudy’s tracker. Dotty came up behind him and noticed how he was only scanning their side.
 
        “Sir, why don’t you try The Nide? Trudy has come of age now after all, if my calculations are correct. We never did celebrate her birthday this year.”
 
        “Dotty, it’s a good idea. One I’ve already tried. See!  The same thing, not a trace of them.” Mason hit a button and a holographic map popped up of The Nide, showing no signal on the screen as well. He figured there was a slim chance she had gone over there but still wanted to cover all possible avenues. “All we can do now is wait and hope.”
 
        Mason cranked the sound up on his computer and dragged his tired body out of the room. He planked himself down beside Teru on the couch and curled up next to her. The kids were still wired and running about, as Dotty watched over them and the pair fell asleep out of pure exhaustion.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Jeremiah let go of Trudy’s hand and whipped around, as he felt a tap on his shoulder. He clenched his fist on instinct but stopped short of taking any action because it was Puck. Jeremiah would have liked nothing more than to take a swing at him but his brain told him nothing would come of it, except maybe he would tick Puck off, which would not help their cause any.
 
        “You know, I’m actually finding myself rooting for you two dimwit humans. I see that the cat isn’t as dumb as I initially thought for hanging around with the hero. The Damsel I couldn’t care less about, though.” 
 
        “Bloody hell! Where did this come from?” 
 
        Puck smiled as the three of them heard Rick’s voice from up ahead in the cave. He motioned for Trudy and Jeremiah to go see what was going on. As they rounded the corner they found Rick frozen in a block of ice from his neck down, with Orlin licking the ice around his feet.
 
        “You! I’m going to turn you seven…”
 
        “Yeah, yeah. Seven shades of shit. I know. You need to chill and get a new line or two, Damsel.” Puck waved his finger and the ice covered Rick’s head. He glared out at Puck, wishing he still had some rounds left in his pistol and could somehow break free and fire them all into Puck. Rick found he could somehow still breathe he just could not move, which he found of little consequence.
 
        “Now as I was saying before the Damsel interrupted me. That leader fellow was such a flibo. I didn’t like him one bit and I was glad he got what was coming to him. In fact, of all the Nothing and dimwit humans that have come through here over the years seeking the treasure, you two are the first dimwits I have liked. It must be the cat.”
 
        Jeremiah did not know whether to take it as a compliment or an insult. He and Trudy also both remained on their guard, suspecting some kind of trick.
 
        “What, nothing to say? Oh, right! You have a cat fancy. Here let me help.” Puck waved his hand and Orlin disappeared from licking the ice and reappeared at Jeremiah’s feet. “There you go, have at it.”
 
        Jeremiah looked down at Orlin and could not help but smile, as he sat between his legs all smug, not fearing Puck in the least. He knew Orlin had always had good taste in people, yet he was not sure if Puck could mask his desires toward them to animals as well. “Was Rick tasty, boy?”
 
        Orlin looked back at Rick still as frozen as a statue and Rick could have sworn that cat was laughing at him. He knew Jeremiah and Trudy were and he could not wait until they got back home so he could have the satisfaction of bringing Jeremiah into custody.
 
        “So, my father has told me stories of Zeus, dragons and anything else you can imagine. But in all the, what I thought to be myths he spoke of, he never spoke of you. You are Puck the trickster, right?” 
 
        Trudy watched as Puck bowed in front of her, indicating she was right. She also noticed how he did not blink an eye to what she just said. If she would have talked about such things to most people they would lock her away. Puck just seemed to know way more than he was letting on.
 
        “At your service, Hot Stuff. And let’s just say great uncle Drazin and your grand-daddy Zeus have nothing on me. Maybe Lucifer and His Titans could muster up a percentage of my power but you have yet to meet them.” Puck smiled as he enjoyed leaving them completely confused. “Didn’t your daddy tell you about Prophet Rahe? The one who has a stalker fetish for our hero’s father and who claimed to see the future?”
 
        “Yeah, but she’s dead.”
 
        “Naïve little dimwit, she’s right outside this cave as we speak. And Jeremiah, this leader guy stuck up ahead, is her darling son. Damn! I’m giving a lot of spoilers away here. Maybe I should have flashed a warning sign or something. In fact for my next trick, that would be a good idea.”
 
        Jeremiah was too busy trying to piece together what Macaray and Puck had said to speak himself. He knew if there was any truth at all to their claims then the leader guy stuck inside could potentially be his brother. Just as he decided to call Puck on it a big warning neon sign appeared in front of them. Jeremiah noticed Puck smile and wave good bye, as Trudy wrapped her arms around him and the pair shut their eyes tight, due to the blinding flash of light surrounding them. Within seconds they disappeared from view and Puck walked up to Rick, who was moving his eyes back and forth with sheer hate for Puck, inside his icy tomb.
 
        “So Damsel, is it cold in here or is it just you?” Puck grinned at Rick, leaning up against him, yawning, as he waited to see if Jeremiah and Trudy would pass his final test.
 
   ***************************************
 
        The group outside the cave all got down on one knee and bowed, as Prophet Rahe emerged from the bushes, looking as regal as ever. She sported her usual provocative appearance, despite her obesity, as she gracefully walked up to the group. She smirked at Glida, noticing the look of sheer disgust in her eyes.
 
        “Is there anything new to report?”
 
        “No, Prophet Rahe. The one you spoke of went in but neither he or any of his companions have yet to come out. I’m afraid they may be as lost as your son.”
 
        Prophet Rahe put her hand under Macaray’s chin and rose him up to his feet. Glida rose as well, while the others remained bowing. Prophet Rahe pretended Glida was not even there and stroked Macaray’s face. 
 
        “Your concern is touching, Macaray but have no worries. What I see will come to pass every time. This family just does not know when to die.” She smiled at him for a second and kissed him on the cheek, as she whispered in his ear. “I trust you know how to rectify that when they come out?”
 
        “Yes, Prophet Rahe. It shall be done.”
 
        “Okay, enough of this. I don’t know what you have over them but it’s time this stopped. Everyone stand up on your own two feet and stop bowing to this cow.”
 
        Prophet Rahe waved her hand toward two men who were bowing behind Glida and they immediately rose up and restrained her, placing her arms behind her back and covering her mouth.
 
        “I always knew you were a little human lover. I guess now we know the truth. Macaray, when you do what we discussed, add your little fling to the pile, too.”
 
        “Yes Prophet Rahe, it would be my pleasure to grant your wish.” Macaray gave his typical robot response but his body language seemed to say otherwise, suggesting he did not want to hurt Glida.
 
        Prophet Rahe strolled back into the brush and stuck her hand up in the air. She twiddled her fingers, waving bye to Glida and then moved back into the woods. “Pretty soon my Jack, you will only have one son and when we are reunited you will see I was always your true love, not that whore you are with.”
 
        Glida watched as a subtle light shined out from the brush and then disappeared. She knew Prophet Rahe was gone and began pleading with Macaray and the others to listen to reason. But it was as if they could not hear a word she was saying and stood motionless, waiting to complete their orders, which she knew were to end her and the others’ lives.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Jack! Turn around, quick!”
 
        Jack spun around on cue at the sound of his wife’s voice. He was just in time to catch Jeremiah as he fell from the countertop. Jeremiah looked up at his father, who looked just like the picture in his pocket watch. He found everything to be quite surreal, as he had all his memories, yet as he looked himself over and knew he could not be more than five years old.
 
        “Now, little man, you do know cookies aren’t worth becoming Airbourne only to Die Hard causing us to go all Back to The Future to stop you from breaking your Jaws and telling the big guy Heaven Can Wait.”
 
        “Jack, I think you’ve Dazed and Confused the poor kid enough.”
 
        “Now my love, you know how I get when you talk movie to me.”
 
        “I think everyone knows how you get when I talk movie to you.”
 
        Jeremiah took the cookie that his father handed him and looked over at his mother who was rubbing her oversized stomach. She was glowing from head to toe. He watched as his father strutted over and brushed her long brown hair from her face, kissing her. Jeremiah could not get over how happy they were. He also found himself enjoying finally seeing his parents in the flesh. But at the same time, the more he enjoyed his surroundings, which he knew were courtesy of Puck, the more he felt his life’s memories becoming clouded.
 
        “Come on Jack, you’ve already got her the size of a house. I think your lovey dovey strat can wait another month.”
 
        “Thanks for the compliment, Mason.”
 
        “Doc Claus, you bring us any gifts on this fine sunny day?”
 
        “He’s never going to let that go is he?”
 
        “Nope, we’ll be stuck with that same stratty joke for life.”
 
        Mason and Teru finally walked through their front door, as Teru placed Trudy on her feet, who also seemed five years old, and she ran over to Jeremiah. The pair just stood in awe at how wonderful their parent’s relationships seemed to be with one another. They just seemed so at ease together, constantly bickering amongst themselves, which they found quite humorous to watch.
 
        “Jeremiah, any idea what Puck is up to?”
 
        “Puck?  Who’s that, Trudy? Is that a new imaginary friend you made up?” Jeremiah shook his head, as he tried to clear his mind of such childish thoughts. “I don’t know why I said that. Trudy, what is going on?”
 
        “I think this is essentially It’s a Wonderful Life in reverse. He’s giving your most sought after desire. I already had everything I could ever want growing up, although, I have to admit I never saw this side of my parents before.”
 
        Jeremiah knew Trudy was right and he used every ounce of energy he had to try and remain focused on his real memories. Although part of him could not help thinking what would happen if this was a real reality. He could get the life he always wanted with his parents. 
 
        Trudy noticed Jeremiah staring at his parents smiling, as he began to chow down on the cookie. She knew he was slipping away and had to try to snap him back into reality, if they were to ever pass Puck’s test. Even though she looked five years old, she did not feel it and forgot for a moment as she bent over and kissed Jeremiah on the lips.
 
        “Girl cooties, ewww.” Jeremiah wiped his lips and ran off to the living room with his parents. “Dad! Trudy kissed me and gave me girl cooties.”
 
        “One day you’re going to like it when she does that.”
 
        “Never!”
 
        Jeremiah was so sincere in his response that the group found him cute. They laughed and Jack turned up the television as a commercial came on.
 
        “Tired of a germy home? Tired of getting sick? Well with this new device you can keep the germs and doctors away. With one simple touch of a button all the germs will disappear. Strat those germs away and pick up the Strat today! Available at all major retailers.”
 
        “Who would have thought that Mason’s favorite word and the germ orb he picked up from that cow, would have led to us becoming billionaires.”
 
        “And you didn’t want to leave Olympus because we’d have to get a job. Now we put Brewster’s Millions and Arthur to shame.”
 
        “Jack, I believe that was you.”
 
        “Don’t believe mommy. She’s just jealous.”
 
        “Actually Jack, I believe she’s right. You went on and on about that strat when we were working on the portal device.”
 
        “Jack, even I heard you complain about that.”
 
        “Do you want me to build another cat time fraction machine and ship you two out of here?”
 
        “Knowing you, we’d all somehow end up in Critlen world again so let’s table that stratty idea.”
 
        Jeremiah slid down off Jack’s lap and went back to Trudy’s side, as the group continued their playful banter. From the commercial, he had memories shooting through his mind of Orlin turning on the television when they came home to find their house in a mess. He also found more memories flooding back as the group talked about the cat time fraction machine.
 
        “Trudy, this isn’t right, is it?”
 
        “No Jeremiah, as much as you want it to be, this just isn’t real life. It isn’t our world.”
 
        Trudy hugged Jeremiah as she noticed the disappointment in his eyes, knowing he had finally come to grips with the world around him. The pair opened their eyes and found themselves back in the cave with Puck still leaning against Rick. He gave them a cocky wave and then moved off Rick letting his ice melt. Rick shivered and then glared at Puck.
 
        “It’s time I buggered you up.” Rick shouted in anger taking a swing at Puck. But his hand went right through Puck and he punched the cave wall. Rick held his hand in pain, gritting his teeth. “Fight like a man, you blimey bastard.”
 
        “Now, why would I want to fight like a dimwit? Give it up, Damsel. Use what little brain cells you have to realize you can never touch me.”
 
        Rick tried to spear Puck but once again went right through him and landed face first in the dirt of the cave floor. It was if Puck could make himself holographic at will, a fact Rick and the others found disturbing, as they finally realized he was not just some Nothing pretending to be a creature of myth like the Brothers of Olympus. They found themselves believing he was who he said he was.
 
        “Jeremiah, I promise we will find them. Dad assured me he will not stop until he can get the parts to fix his device and go back to Olympus to get them.”
 
        Jeremiah felt comfort in Trudy’s words, as he bent down brushing Orlin, glad to see his friend once again. Suddenly, it finally dawned on him that with all this talk of him being able to go to Olympus there must be some truth to it. He figured it was worth a shot and decided to ask Puck.
 
        “Are these uglies correct in saying I can go to Olympus somehow?”
 
        “That they are, Hero. But their logic only goes so far as there are things at play that only a select few know. So for now, you are stuck going side to side and that’s as far as you can go.” Puck stopped himself and reflected for a moment. “Wow! That was the first time I gave a straight answer to a dimwit human. I must be slipping.”
 
        “Thank you! Maybe if you were like this more often people wouldn’t be so hostile against you.”
 
        “I like your attitude, Hot Stuff. But if I was nice all the time I’d have to deal with damsels like the one behind me all the time. That just wouldn’t do. But you two and the cat might just be alright. Now, what you seek lies up ahead although I caution you to think before you act when dealing with him. Blood only goes so far. The mind of most Nothing or dimwit humans can be manipulated quite easily. Now I have work to do, so off you go. Flibo! I’m helping humans again.”
 
        Puck pretended to be a tad distraught with himself and then disappeared from view. Trudy rubbed Jeremiah’s shoulder and Orlin rubbed up against his leg, as both knew he was still thinking about what could have been and was a bit down on himself.
 
        “Well, are you two through piddling about?  Think about your hanky panky later; we have to blow this bloody place.
 
        Jeremiah smiled at Trudy and Orlin, as he realized he should be happy for what he had. He also knew his parents were still out there and the only way to find them was to get back to their side. So he set any feelings of loss aside and began to push on.
 
        “Yeah, Rick. Let’s get this over with so you can go back to not catching me while Orlin kicks dirt on your face.”
 
        Jeremiah smiled as Orlin trotted past Rick and then he and Trudy followed suit.
 
        “Smart arse feline; I will keep my perfect record.” Rick mumbled as he followed them down the rest of the cave.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Dad! Wake up! It’s Trudy.” 
 
        “Martin, stop jumping on your father.”
 
        Teru and Mason stretched, each giving a yawn as they woke up, still in a bit of a daze. Mason heard the alarm going off and finally snapped back to reality. He scurried back to his security room and looked at the holographic screens of the two maps he had up of both sides. He noticed nothing and could not figure out why the alarm was sounding. The maps then disappeared all of a sudden and a screen popped up out of the blue.
 
        “What the strat is this?” Mason’s eyes bulged out as the letters on the screen formed a face like an elf with pointy ears and long hair and began talking to him. “This is bat strat crazy. No one has the technology to hack my system.”
 
        “Listen up, dimwit human. I don’t know why I’m doing this. I like the Hero and Hot Stuff a little, I guess. But they don’t know what they are walking in to. So get your strat happy self to the following coordinates in The Nide pronto and bring those guns you so like. You’re going to need them.”
 
        “Wait! How the strat do you know all of this and how the strat did you get into my system?”
 
        “It’s magic, flibo. It’s magic!”
 
        The face disappeared and Mason was left with a set of coordinates flashing on the holographic screen. They were pretty far away and he knew it would take him days to get there. But he was not about the let that stop him. He stuck his finger to a scanner under his desk and after reading his finger print a wall opened up revealing another case of guns and grenades. He loaded up on them and grabbed a couple of small orbs as well, which looked similar to his strat germ eliminating device.
 
        “Where are you going, Mason?”
 
        “Someone or something just told me where to find Jeremiah and Trudy. I know it’s probably a stratty trap but I have to try.”
 
        “Mason! Be careful and bring them back safe.” Teru kissed Mason and they stopped as they heard the holographic screen with the coordinates give a sigh.
 
        “You dimwit humans always take forever. Flibo! Do I have to do everything for you?”
 
        Dotty came in to see what was going on and as she stuck her head into the door frame she caught a glimpse of Mason and Teru just as they disappeared.
 
        “Good luck, sir!” she whispered, figuring they had just gone to The Nide. She then turned back out into the living area where the kids were playing. “Kids, it’s supper time. Who wants broccoli?”
 
        An overwhelming displeased response echoed throughout Zeus Mountain as Dotty began to round up the kids for supper.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 10
 
   In The Mood
 
        “Another reason I avoid most people is no one seems able to think for themselves any more, if we as a species ever did to begin with. Since the beginning of time it seems we’ve always needed some leader to tell us what to do, someone to look up to, disguising what is fact and what is fiction, and telling us right from wrong. The problem with this is that it’s always twisted for that leader’s own personal benefit or to be in tune with his or her beliefs. All it takes is one voice and once you have your truth engrained in someone’s mind it spreads like a virus, locking itself behind a brick wall with no allowance for any other kind of thought.”
 
        “Bloody hell! Isn’t this some cattled up shit.”
 
        The group emerged from the cave into a wide open area. As soon as they did a door once again came down and slammed shut behind them. They saw nothing but deadly traps being flung about in every direction. They also noticed a man who looked similar to Jeremiah, with his short brown hair and stature, except he had a horse face with a scar in the shape of an x perfectly placed across his face. He was standing as if he was frozen in place, not even his eyes were moving.
 
        “I guess now we know what happened to the leader guy.”
 
        “I’m glad you know Girlie, because I damn well don’t bloody know.”
 
        “I was speaking, oh never mind. Any ideas, Jeremiah?”
 
        Jeremiah just stared at all the deadly traps going off trying to decipher what his ears were telling him. He watched as huge saw blades popped up and down out of the ground, oversized boulders rolled back and forth like there were stuck in a constant bowling alley type lane, flaming arrows seemed to be shooting off in every direction and huge hooks were swinging back and forth. At first glance none of them seemed to have any reasoning other than to keep intruders out, but Jeremiah’s kept listening, as his body seemed to be finding a rhythm to it all.
 
        “It could be a time dilation field or some type of freezing thing, far more advanced than yours, of course, Rick.”
 
        “I told you not to jangle about that, Girlie.”
 
        “No, you told us not to mention the dress.”
 
        “Fine! Don’t jangle on about any of this cattled up shit ever again. You bloody well got that, Girlie?”
 
        “Quiet, you two! Listen, there seems to be a rhythm to it.”
 
        Trudy and Rick stopped bickering and as Trudy watched and listened she could hear a faint sound but nothing that resembled any rhythm she had ever heard. Rick just smiled as he used his vast knowledge of music, quickly picking up on the song that the traps rhythm pattern resembled. He let Jeremiah stew a little bit, as he liked knowing something that they did not for once since they arrived here.
 
        “You two airy fairies really don’t know what it is, do you?”
 
        Jeremiah’s body seemed to tingle a bit with an anticipation that he felt before with Orlin’s purring and Rick’s music blaring. Yet unlike before he just could not place the song, which seemed to prevent him from fully powering up his bugs. At least that was his current working theory. Before he could even ask Rick, Orlin took off through the field of death traps. He hopped, skipped and dodged his way over, through and around every single one. He then sat on the other side, quite proud of himself, licking himself clean like it was no big deal.
 
        “You have to tell me how that bloody feline does that?”
 
        “First, you tell me what song it is!”
 
        “It would be Glenn Miller’s In The Mood.” Rick shook his head as Jeremiah and Trudy just shrugged, having never heard the song. “You bloody wankers nowadays have no taste.”
 
        “Maybe we just don’t know the title. I promise we will never tell a soul about your little mishap here if you hum a few bars.” Jeremiah felt that was all he needed to get his bugs working, as to him it felt like he had an answer on the tip of his tongue. Yet in this case it seemed to be on the tip of his fingers and toes.
 
        Rick sighed and began humming the start of the song out loud a bit. Trudy could not get over how this big tough guy had such a nice voice. But before she could say a word about it, she was spun around by Jeremiah and he latched onto her.
 
        “What are you doing? Are you crazy? We’ll be killed!”
 
        “Trust in the bugs.”
 
        “What?”
 
        Jeremiah felt the rhythm of the song coursing through his body and he could hear it playing in his head. Within seconds he took off and spun Trudy into the traps.
 
        “Bloody hell! Are you two daft?”
 
        Jeremiah dipped Trudy under some arrows and spun her off his arm, as a boulder went between them. He grabbed her and lifted her up avoiding a saw blade, then quickly slid her between his legs, sending her under a swinging hook, as he twirled around it and picked her back up.
 
        “How are you doing this? Could you always dance this well?”
 
        Trudy found herself quite impressed, so much so that she no longer feared any of the traps. She just went with it, enjoying the moment as Jeremiah kept the two of them one step ahead of the traps, continuing to dance them around them all.
 
        “Once again, you must thank yourself for this.”
 
        Jeremiah just smiled at Trudy, as she looked at him not quite sure what he meant. He knew she grasped that it had to do with the nanite cure she had him take, yet she did not know how. And the understanding for that fact still eluded him, too. He also had no fear of the traps as his body continued with a mind of its own, sending them through with ease. 
 
        They both glanced at the spot where the leader guy was stuck as they went by and made sure they steered clear of that spot. They both wanted to try and help him but neither wanted to risk suffering the same fate. Plus, Jeremiah knew his bugs would not let him stop even if he wanted to.
 
        He dipped Trudy again as they passed the last trap and smiled at her. He bent down and kissed her and both became lost in the others glow once more. Orlin trotted up beside them and rubbed up against Jeremiah’s leg, letting loose a few meows, showing he was glad they made it.
 
        “This is all well and good but now what? Cat Fancy, you see any bloody thing over there. Come on! Get your bit of fluff on another time.”
 
        The pair could barely hear Rick’s voice over all the traps still going off but they knew he was right. Jeremiah stood Trudy back up on her feet, as his body stopped tingling to the beat of the traps and everything seemed normal once more. Neither could see a way out. It seemed to be a dead end and looked exactly like the area where they entered.
 
        “You think there is a trap door or something?”
 
        “Dad always says there is always a back way out. Of course Mom says he stole that from your father.”
 
        “Nice to know but in this case it would seem they are both right.” 
 
         Jeremiah noticed a small square piece of rock that did not belong with the rest of the wall. He reached out to touch it and as he moved forward found his hand against Puck’s face, who once again appeared out of thin air. Puck slapped Jeremiah’s hand away and strolled around him, seeming rather impressed.
 
        “What do they feed you dimwit humans now-a-days? That was some seriously funky flibo you had going on there. Tell me, do you have some fairy in you? Some elf? Some dirty dwarf?”
 
        “I have bugs inside me if that helps.”
 
        Puck focused his eyes on Jeremiah and they turned a dark hollow blue, as a mist rolled through them. Both Jeremiah and Trudy felt weird just looking at Puck in that state and were glad it only lasted a few seconds.
 
        “So I guess if you don’t want to be a dimwit human, you cheat. You humans and your technology!  The cat even has them, too. At least he can control them. And who is the supposed superior species?”
 
        “Do you know how they are causing this? Are they causing this?”
 
        “Yes and yes! But the how is up to you to find out for I can only be so helpful to you dimwits before I want to throw up. Besides, you won’t remember even if I did tell you.”
 
        “What do you mean? We could never forget you.”
 
        Puck walked up to Trudy and smiled, he placed his hand on her head and she fell to the ground unconscious. Orlin rushed over and began head-butting her arm, trying to wake her.
 
        “I’m sorry, Hot Stuff but things would get real fliboed up for you if I let you retain knowledge of me.”
 
        Puck stopped Jeremiah before he could check on her, sticking his hand up and holding Jeremiah in place. As much as Jeremiah tried to move he found he could not.
 
        “What did you do to her?”
 
        “Cool your heels, Hero. Hot stuff will be fine in a moment or two. We need to have a little chat first.”
 
        “You sure have a funny way of wanting to chat!”
 
        “Yeah, but it’s been a while since I talked to you dimwits or any dimwits, for that matter. I’m a little rusty.” Puck smiled and dropped his hand, letting Jeremiah bend down and check on Trudy. He waited for Jeremiah to find that she was alright and still breathing then he turned around and hit the stone square. “And your grand prize? Worth not a damn thing. What brought sin to each side? (Sorry about that, by the way.) A shiny no-longer-blue pendant.”
 
        Puck extended his arms, pointing toward a pedestal rising out of the ground. It had a pendant encased in glass sitting in the center of it. Jeremiah found it looked like nothing more than a trinket one would find at a yard sale.
 
        “This brought sin to the world? Right! I suppose it brought taxes, too?”
 
        “Funny, human, when you want to be. You should stop talking to cats so much, maybe Hot Stuff here would like to see that side of you.”
 
        “What are you bloody wankers doing over there?”
 
        Both Puck and Jeremiah looked back, each smiling at Rick attempting to get past the first trap. But he pulled back, not wanting to attempt it. He figured Jeremiah would find a way to stop them from that side, so why bother risking his life?
 
        “Ah, the Damsel, I almost forgot about him.” 
 
        Puck snapped his fingers and Rick appeared beside Jeremiah. He looked around in a daze before noticing Puck and then his hate once more kicked in.
 
        “You!” Rick yelled, as he attempted to strangle Puck. But once again he went through Puck and fell to the floor. Puck tapped his foot against Rick’s behind and Rick began to go unconscious, falling flat on his face. “Bloody hell!”
 
        “Why are you doing that and what is this trinket? I’ll take my pocket watch over that any day.” Jeremiah felt his pocket watch through his shirt as he thought about the life with his parents Puck showed him. He also noticed how Puck was eyeing it. “What? You want to trade or something?”
 
        “I would but it only works for you. That Zeus was rather sneaky. I may have been a bit abrupt when knocking that Nothing flibo down a bit earlier. He truly does have power.”
 
        “I still find it hard to wrap my mind around such things, but here you are, so it’s kind of hard not to.”
 
        “Yeah, I am a sight, aren’t I?”
 
        “And I thought you were growing an ego, boy.” Jeremiah noticed Orlin still guarding Trudy.  He was pleased that Orlin thought so highly of her. Puck snapped his fingers to gain his attention and Jeremiah turned back to face him.
 
        “So, to make a longer story short, as your dimwit human friends will soon be here, I escaped Hell through the Lazarus Pit long ago after being sent their by a rather rude flibo, who I would rather not talk about. In my greed, I stole a pendant from some old hags, that while there possessed some fun power. I guess through my indiscretions I brought sin along with me and have been trapped in this tomb forever. Even if the planet explodes, which it has several times by the way, I always end up back here. It’s my punishment, I guess. The stupid fliboed-up pendant never even worked for me! Such a waste.”
 
        Jeremiah found himself actually feeling sorry for Puck.  He could tell Puck regretted stealing that pendant and bringing sin to Earth, not that he fully believed his tale but could tell Puck was being truthful.
 
        “But with all your powers who could punish you?”
 
        “You’d be surprised Hero. After all the years I’ve had to reflect, there are only two that come to mind. That flibo I’d rather not mention, and Him.”
 
       Puck pointed up smiling, as he loved seeing Jeremiah’s facial reaction.
 
        “You mean, God? God trapped you here? Now that is stretching it.”
 
        “I wouldn’t say he trapped me here directly but through his oh-so-fun rules, (which, trust me, Hot Stuff here will find out soon enough), I came here and got trapped. It’s because of my powers that I got trapped. Oh flibo, why am I telling you all of this? You’ll just forget anyway.”
 
        Puck shrugged as he went to touch Jeremiah’s forehead but stopped as Jeremiah pulled away. Puck knew he did not have to erase Jeremiah’s memory because unlike Trudy, it would not put him in danger. And he did find he liked having someone to talk to after all these years. Plus he figured he should stop trying as it just was not in the cards, which he knew from future events.
 
        “Why are you mind-wiping us?”
 
        “Well, the Damsel I think is obvious enough or is it? We shall see. As for Hot Stuff over there, it is for her own good. As far as she will know, you came in here, found that dimwit frozen in time over there and left. That is it.”
 
        “What do you mean it’s for her own good?”
 
        Jeremiah found himself becoming worried at the tone Puck was taking as he looked down at Trudy. He knew Puck had a vast knowledge of things to come or at least thought he did and wanted to know what it was.
 
        “Let’s say one day soon she is going to take a trip and there will be a guy there who arrived after I left. He isn’t a very nice fellow and when he gains access to her memories, it’s best he has no knowledge of me or things could get even worse. They will be trying times for you all and I wish I knew what will happen but I can only see what has come to pass, in one form or another. And by the way, your parents are quite the pair. I hope you find them.”
 
        Puck faded away as Jeremiah’s mind filled with questions. He had no idea what to even ask as Puck left him completely in disarray. He then looked up as he heard Puck’s voice.
 
        “Keep your wits about yourself, Hero. You’ve got a long road ahead of you. Until we meet again! Should a dimwit like you survive, that is, which of course you will, never fear.” Puck’s subtle laugh echoed throughout the cave, as Jeremiah began helping Trudy to her feet.
 
        Rick finally got up as well and Jeremiah noticed how the two of them seemed like nothing had happened and they remembered everything. Jeremiah noticed Rick glancing around for any sign of Puck as he noticed the pendant and curled his nose up.
 
        “Bloody hell! We walked all this way for that?”
 
        Jeremiah took off the glass case and picked up the pendant in his hand. He was half expecting it to glow or explode or something and found he was a tad disappointed when it did nothing at all. The group heard a whooshing sound from behind them and turned to see the leader guy released from his frozen state. They cautiously walked over to him, remaining on their guard.
 
        “And this wanker can’t even stand. We found a bloody trinket and a cripple. What a waste of a day.”
 
        “The pendant?  Do you have it?” the man tilted his head up as Jeremiah dangled it from his hand. The group then noticed the vile smile that came across his face and watched as he stood up as fine as could be. “Mother was right. This did flush you out, brother. I was hoping for more of a challenge, personally. But I guess I’ll have to settle for your quick death.”
 
        “What? Brother? Jeremiah, is he serious?”
 
        “Crikey! Your family members are full blown bloody daft.”
 
        Jeremiah knew as much as he wanted to deny it, this was his brother. Something inside him just seemed to tell him so.
 
        “Yeah, I think he really is.”
 
        “Why do you want to kill your own brother?”
 
        “Ask his father. He left me and my mother to fend for ourselves, while he played happy little homemaker with some whore. I’ve hated you all my life and now that I’ve finally found you. It is time to put this to rest.”
 
        The group watched as he gave off a slight glow and within seconds the group of five came whirling into the cavern behind them. They could tell he was filled with a festering hate for Jeremiah that was beyond any simple confusion.
 
        “Rimin, we’re glad to see you safe. Shall we dispose of these humans for you?”
 
        “Macaray, stop! This isn’t you talking.” Glida yelled, as she was still being held by one of the men.
 
        “Quite the bloody family reunion you put on, Cat Fancy.”
 
        “Oh things are about to get bloody. You can bet on that, human.”
 
        The man holding Glida tossed her to Rimin, who held her in place, covering her mouth and watching as the rest of the men circled the group. Macaray made a quick dash toward Jeremiah and stole the pendant giving it to Rimin. 
 
        “Now, dispose of them already, would you? Mother will be so pleased.
 
         “Jeremiah, we could use some of that hot-to- trot dance stuff now.”
 
        Jeremiah tried to think of one of his favourite songs but it did not seem to work. He noticed Orlin purring and getting ready to strike, as Trudy stayed behind him and Rick held his pistol with the barrel out, itching for a fight.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “What the strat? Where are we now?” Mason tried to adjust his eyes to the darkness and jumped back, pushing Teru behind him, as the image of Puck’s face was floating in the air, five times its normal size. It looked like it was lit up with small stars, as each one helped create a shape.
 
        “We haven’t got much time dimwit humans, so listen up.”
 
        “Who you calling a dimwit? You glow in the dark strat.”
 
        “You can easily go flibo yourself if you like. See! I can do it, too. Isn’t having your own words fun?”
 
        Mason was becoming quite annoyed by this face and aimed his shotgun at it. Teru felt he was trying to help and lowered it before Mason could fire. She gave him a look he had seen many times before and he regained his cool, as he always trusted her judgement.
 
        “Is this about Trudy and Jeremiah?”
 
        The pair watched on as Puck’s face swirled around and turned into a viewing portal. Teru gasped as it showed Trudy, Jeremiah and Rick about to be attacked by Rimin and his men. It only lasted a few seconds and then his face came back into view.
 
        “Let me at those strats.”
 
        “Now what’s your hurry? We still have a few seconds before the Hero and Hot Stuff die. If I help you save them I want something in return.”
 
        “Here it comes. Let me guess, you’re bat strat crazy and you want world domination or something like that?”
 
        “On the contrary, all I want is to leave this place and actually experience the world once again. Nothing more. But I’m trapped here by some force and thanks to that Nothing uncle of yours, Drazin, I think I finally found what it is that’s keeping me here.”
 
        “Anything with Drazin can’t be good Mason, we should find them ourselves and quickly.”
 
        Teru feared getting involved with Drazin, as she had been duped so many times by him that she now was not entirely sure Puck was on their side. Mason wanted to hear him out though, as he figured he could use Puck and then betray him later if need be.
 
        “All I want you to do is what you were going to do anyway.”
 
        “And what kind of strat is it we were going to do?”
 
        “Destroy that glowing orb you saw earlier. It seems it keeps those of true magic trapped, as to not allow them access to Earth. Something I’m sure He put into place. He really did think far ahead. It’s just too bad He screwed himself over as well. But that’s another story.”
 
        “What are you going on about? Who is He?”
 
        “Trust me, you will find out soon enough. So do we have a deal? I let you save them and you save me when the time comes. Unfortunately you won’t remember any of this because that would be too dangerous for you and for me. But I can give you an overwhelming urge to destroy that orb at the correct time and the ability to do so.”
 
        Mason knew they had no other choice but he did not like it since it sounded like Puck was going to mess with their minds in some way. Mason still had one lingering question he had to ask before they agreed.
 
        “If you can zap us here, wherever here is, why can’t you just zap them out? Why go through all this trouble?”
 
        “I can’t leave and thus I can’t help others leave either. Once you come to my slice of fliboed up paradise. You can only leave on your own accord. I can’t have anything, or at least much, to do with it.”
 
        Teru knew Mason was about to agree and as much as she wanted to save her daughter right away, she knew this could really put many lives in jeopardy and that she was not sure she could live with that.
 
        “If we do this, destroying the orb and releasing you, won’t that release others of true magic as well into Earth’s time fraction? That could get dangerous! If they are anything like Drazin or the power hungry so called gods, humanity wouldn’t stand a chance.”
 
        “I am all that remains in full of those of true magic. You have my word on that and I may be known as a trickster, but unlike dwarves we always keep our word. Besides the rest of the magic is already out there, too diluted to cause any more harm than it already has. There is more to your existence than you or anyone else knows my dear Nothing, something Drazin hopes to unlock. So do us all a favor, agree and destroy it when the time comes.”
 
        Teru gave Mason a glance and he nodded to her. Neither liked the idea of going into such an agreement with so many unknown variables but they found it was ultimately worth the risk to save their daughter. They also figured Puck could be no more than a glorified Nothing, over acting his powers like many of the gods on Olympus did. It gave them a little comfort thinking such a thing yet each knew something was different about him.
 
        “Alright, do your stratty magic thing so we can get on with this.”
 
        Puck appeared in his elf form and walked up to Teru touching her hand, he then did the same to Mason.
 
        “That’s it?”
 
        “Yeah! What did you expect? Some chanting rhyme or something?”
 
        “Now that you mention it…”
 
        “Those things are just for show for a bunch of fliboed up Nothing that need to feel big or some dimwit humans that think they are in touch with the elements. Give me a break.”
 
        “Good! That rhyming strat is just annoying.”
 
        “See, nothing to fear, unless you were still a germ nut. Then touching my hand might have fliboed you up.”
 
        Mason and Teru were both stunned that Puck seemed to know them so well. It was if he was able to see their entire lives, like a true prophet. The more they thought about it the scarier the realization became, as unlike the Nothing parading as gods, he seemed to be able to back up his claims.
 
         “How do you know what you know? Are you able to see the future or something?”
 
        “As your buddy Jack always said, time is relevant. The present here could be the future or past somewhere else. I obviously can’t fully grasp the future, there are only seven, Him and the flibo I don’t want to talk about that can do that. But I can ascertain aspects of your future by seeing what takes place in the future or past of another world or time fraction.”
 
        “So you’re saying we are in for another stratty time fraction jump?”
 
       “Not exactly but it will be a hell of a ride. But I think we’ve chatted enough. Hero and Hot Stuff need a little back up and the Damsel just doesn’t cut it.” Puck waved his hand over Mason and Teru and they began to disappear, neither getting his Damsel reference or why he found it so funny. “If all goes well maybe we can meet again and I’ll let you keep your memories of me next time. Good luck, dimwits!”
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Is that the best you got? I don’t know what our father ever saw in you.”
 
        “Jeremiah never even knew his parents. What are you talking about?”
 
        “Lies! Shut up!” Rimin nodded and Macaray smacked Trudy across the face, knocking her to the ground on top of a downed Jeremiah. Rick was lying on the ground struggling to get to his feet, as two of the men kept speeding around him in their glow and kicking him every time he tried to pull himself up. Orlin struggled to get away but Dilgabo held him up by the scruff of the neck, not letting him loose. “I’m growing tired of this, finish them.”
 
        “Like hell that’s going to happen. Stick this grenade down your throat and choke on it.” Mason and Teru appeared out of thin air in front of the downed group and Mason chucked a grenade at Rimin. Rimin and his group all scattered out of reach of the grenade, dragging Glida along with them. In the ruckus Orlin bit Dilgabo’s hand and got loose, running over and ducking down beside Jeremiah. “You Nothing have brains that are full of strat. The pin needs to be pulled for it to go off.”
 
        Mason laughed at them as they started to come back wanting to kill them all. He pulled out one of the small round orbs he brought with him and hit a button on it.
 
        “Dad! What are you going to do? De-germ them?”
 
        “Hon, I don’t think they are impressed by your strat device.”
 
        “Are you daft? Stop buggering around and shoot these bloody nimrods already!”
 
        Everyone seemed confused as to why Mason was not at all trying to fight back. He just stood there smiling at the incoming group that wanted to kill them, like they were nothing more than bugs beneath his feet and no threat to any of them.
 
        Jeremiah could tell he had some way of stopping them and was quite intrigued to find out what it was. He watched on, rubbing the back of Orlin’s neck trying to comfort him, as he seemed to favor it after being held by it for so long.
 
        “You aren’t going to win. Give up now and we’ll make it quick. What the…?” Rimin’s eyes grew wide as his men started bouncing back at him. “What kind of trick is this?”
 
        “No trick! Just a little something I borrowed from a loud mouthed strat. I guess he is good for something after all huh, Hon?”
 
        “Mason, you’re a genius.”
 
        “A force field?  Now that is impressive.”
 
        “Dad, you and your germ orbs.”
 
        “Bloody hell! I could use one of those.”
 
        Everyone finally stood up and each group glared at the other. Macaray picked up the grenade Mason threw and pulled the pin, tossing it at the shield. It bounced off and came flying back at the group. They barely escaped its blast and knowing their attempts were futile, backed out the door, considering it a victory that they got the pendant Prophet Rahe had been after.
 
        “This isn’t over. All of you will pay.”
 
        “You tell your strat to someone who cares. You’re just lucky there are laws and more so that these two are here or I’d have blown your stratty asses up for real.”
 
        The group stood watching as Rimin and his men finally left their view and each one began thinking of a way out that did not involve bloodshed. Even though Mason was just itching to wipe the smirk off Rimin’s face, it also did not escape him or Teru how he looked like Jeremiah. But they put that aside and started looking for a back door out of the cave.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 11
 
   Mind Wipe
 
        “Why does everyone seem determined to tell you your fate? They think they know what is to come and always have to pass their judgement on you. Whether out of fear, love or even magic, it seems everyone I meet has begun to tell me what I will and will not be doing. They may even be right and I believe there is a grand design to it all. But such a design will stay on course, so why not worry about your own path and let each person follow theirs how they see fit? Either way, the future must always be considered but if you dwell on it too much you miss the present and before long you have lost the moments that truly matter.”
 
        “Splendid work, my son. You make your mother proud and pretty soon we will take vengeance on all of those who have wronged us in the past. Soon all the world will tremble before us and we will rise up to where we belong.”
 
        Prophet Rahe snatched the pendant from Rimin before he could even hand it to her. She placed it around her neck expecting to feel some kind of new power flow through her body. She waited and looked at the pendant, still just as white as ever and curled her nose up in disgust at it. Prophet Rahe had expected it to work and she wanted to throw it on the ground but knew she had to keep her cool in front of the others. She also noticed how Glida was smiling at her, as she was still held by one of the men.
 
        “What are you smiling about? You think this is funny?”
 
        “Actually, no. I think it is sad that you believe your own hype. You’re no more a prophet than that rock over there.”
 
        “Why, you!” Prophet Rahe went to smack Glida across the face but Macaray stood in front of her. He still had the same controlled look on his face but it seemed as if some part of him still cared for Glida and was not about to let Prophet Rahe hurt her. Prophet Rahe backed off and her elbow brushed against Rimin. She felt a slight jolt from the pendant and smiled, placing her arm around him.
 
        “I should have known it would take you to help me achieve my dream, my son. Now if we can just secure that orb from Drazin, we can really let all our powers loose.”
 
        “I want to go back and finish them, mother. Jeremiah must pay for the sins of our father.” 
 
        Prophet Rahe just smiled and kept her arm wrapped around Rimin. She aimed the pendant at the cave entrance and it began to glow blue, seconds later a stream of light came from it destroying the entrance and trapping Jeremiah and the group inside.
 
        “That will do for now.” Prophet Rahe fell to her knees, as she had been weakened from the use of the pendant. She knew a confrontation with Jeremiah and the group would not be to their benefit just yet and she also knew Rimin would go back in there no matter what she said and found this to be the best course of action.
 
        “Mother, are you okay?”
 
        “Yes! I’m fine, my son. Unfortunately your ability to unlock a Nothing’s true power or share your own is also weakened by this backwater time fraction. We need to destroy that orb to lift the barriers in place. Then we can truly reign supreme.”
 
        Prophet Rahe waved her arm and the group of men grabbed her, Rimin and Glida and took off in a ball of light, as if they were nothing but sheep under her control. 
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Dad, I thought you said there was always a back way out?”
 
        “Technically I was just using Jeremiah’s father’s logic. I guess we’ll have to go back the way you guys came in and fight those bat strat crazy fools at the entrance.”
 
        Rick walked back into the open area, coughing as he brushed dust off of himself. “I’m not one to dish the dirt but we aren’t going that way. Those bloody wankers caved in the entrance.”
 
        “Great! This strat keeps getting better and better.”
 
        “Mason, let’s think this through. There has to be another way out.”
 
        The group began to scour the open area of the cave, except for Jeremiah who stood watching everyone. They all seemed so content even though their situation was less than stellar. He found himself amazed at the concept of actually having friends to lean on, as for so long it had only been him and Orlin. As soon as he thought of Orlin he looked around and noticed him sitting on the pedestal where the pendant once sat. He was acting quite regal and by the look in his eye, Jeremiah could tell he thought everyone around him were idiots. Jeremiah smiled and walked up to him, brushing him.
 
        “What is it, boy? Are you saying this is the way out?”
 
        “Bloody hell! You need to stop talking to that feline.”
 
        “Rick, you’re just mad because he picked the third door and you had to wear a dress.”
 
        “Quiet, Girlie!”
 
        “It looks like you guys have been having some fun times. I guess now you have some stories of your own to tell the kids.”
 
        Trudy walked up and rubbed her father’s back. “Don’t worry, Dad. Your stories will always trump anything I’ve got.”
 
        Orlin hopped down and meowed at Jeremiah over and over. He then brushed up against the pedestal. Jeremiah looked around it for a secret button of some sort but could find nothing. Orlin then began chirping at Jeremiah impatiently. Orlin trotted off to the other side of the open cavern with his tail straight up in the air.
 
        “What do you want me to do? There is nothing there.”
 
        Jeremiah took notice how they all watched him talking to Orlin. Yet Rick was the only one that he could tell was thinking he had lost his mind. Jeremiah watched as Orlin ducked down and he knew he was in purring mode, within seconds he shot across the cavern in a blur faster than the eye could see and head butted the pedestal. It rocked back and forth and Jeremiah noticed what looked to be a tunnel beneath it.
 
        “Now I see. Sorry! I guess we humans are just two steps behind sometimes.”
 
        “Good boy! Orlin.” Trudy began brushing him when she saw it, too.
 
        “What the strat? How did he do that?”
 
        “Bloody feline has been doing that for ages. So has Cat Fancy here but his needs an arse load of work.”
 
        Jeremiah and Trudy both smiled at Mason, they could tell he was trying to think up likely scenarios and they tried to perk up their ears as he whispered to Teru.
 
        “Hon, you don’t suppose Jeremiah got something from being born on Olympus do you?”
 
        “That wouldn’t explain Orlin’s ability.”
 
        “Guys, I think we have a pretty good handle on what caused it. When we get home, Dad, I’m sure you can tell us the how. For now let’s get this thing off of here.”
 
        “That’s easy! I’ll just blow the strat out of the thing.”
 
        Mason pulled a grenade from his belt and went to yank the pin when Rick stopped him.
 
        “Are you bloody daft? You could cave in the place. You may be keen as mustard but keep it zipped and allow me!” Rick walked up to the pedestal and waved for Jeremiah to join him. “Crazy buggers, the whole bloody lot of you.”
 
        Mason sighed, still wanting to blow it up and then joined the pair. The three of them shoved with all their might and finally knocked the pedestal over. They stared down at what seemed to be nothing more than an endless pitch black hole.
 
        “Bloody hell! That’s the way out? I think I’ll take my chances here with the nimrods and the uglies.”
 
        The group surrounded the hole, not knowing what to make of it. They then noticed a light swirling up from it and jumped back as a whole bunch of tiny stars burst forth. They circled overhead and then finally formed a figure, who they all knew was Puck.
 
        “What, no applause? Tough crowd!  That entrance was surely worth a nine out of ten at least. Oh well!” Puck seemed to stop time for everyone but Rick and smirked as he looked around at everyone not moving. “I have a matter to discuss with you first, Damsel.”
 
        “Now what the bloody hell does a little nimrod like you want?”
 
        Puck moved up to Rick and began whispering in his ear, pretending the rest of the group were able to hear him. He then snapped his fingers and everyone moved as if nothing happened.
 
         “See you never, Damsel.” Puck elbowed Rick and sent him tumbling into the hole. “Wait for it.”
 
        “Bloody hell!” Rick yelled out and it seemed to echo as the group peeked down the hole and watched as he evaporated into thin air.
 
        “Is he dead?”
 
        “We should only be so lucky, Hot Stuff but that flibo is just leading the way. Ladies first.”
 
        Puck strutted around the hole and nudged Trudy, knocking her into it and then did the same to Teru, as she watched her daughter disappear, not knowing what the outcome would be.
 
        “If they are hurt, you filthy strat, you can forget any deal.”
 
        “You forget that you will forget anyway, until the time comes, that is. All this forgetting can really flibo a guy up. Don’t let me down and give that flibo Drazin an extra strat for me will you?”
 
        Mason shrugged as Puck came toward him and jumped in the hole himself. He figured if anything was going to happen, he was not going to give Puck the satisfaction of causing it.
 
        “So Hero, just me, you and the cat.” Puck nudged Orlin with his foot and he gave him a hiss, as he fell into the hole. “Make that just me and you.”
 
        Jeremiah watched as Puck strutted around him and he knew there was something else on his mind, like he had some secret he wanted to tell but did not seem to allow himself to do so. 
 
        “Are they alright?”
 
        “Yeah, they are fine. They are all outside the cave waiting for you. Oblivious to what went on in here, well besides the cat but who’s he going to tell?”
 
        “But those guys, my so called brother…”
 
        “Don’t worry Hero, none of them will lose their lives.  They are long gone with a pendant that doesn’t work for anyone other than those of His creation or their blood, so the joke is on them.”
 
        “Why did you only wipe the minds of my friends? Why not theirs, too?”
 
        Jeremiah noticed a sly smirk come across Puck’s face. He knew there was a big picture idea rattling around in that brain of his but no matter how much Jeremiah tried he could not figure out Puck’s game.
 
        “The more information those flibo’s think they know, the less they really do know.”
 
        “Well that explains a whole lot.”
 
         “All you need to know is that you will be the only one to remember what transpired here. I stress you must never tell them of me or this place. Their memories need to remain void of this or they will not survive the trip they will soon undertake.”
 
        “What trip? And why aren’t I with them?”
 
        Puck nudged Jeremiah into the hole and smiled as he watched him disappear. He then sighed and seemed to feel sorry for Jeremiah.
 
        “If only you knew what’s to come. Enjoy your precious moments Hero and it was kind of nice seeing you and the cat again. Oh flibo. I need to stop getting so wound up in human affairs.” Puck waved his hand and lifted the pedestal back over the hole.  He gave another wave and it went back into the ground.  Then he snapped his fingers, disappearing into thin air.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Senator Riggs sir, we have tried everything to open the peculiar orb you found but nothing has worked.”
 
        Drazin, still portraying Senator Riggs, spun around in his chair with his arms folded behind his head. He did not seem to be bothered by the news at all. He barely even paid the scientist any attention as he glanced behind him at the mock up posters for his presidential campaign.
 
        “Sir, did you hear me?”
 
        “Is the thing secure?”
 
        “Yes! We’ve had it moved to the bunker as you requested.”
 
        “Then you have done your job.”
 
        “But sir, I thought you wanted it open to use its power to change the country for the better!”
 
        “Did I say I was going to give up on it?” Drazin glared at the scientist, who thought for a split second he saw Drazin’s eyes glow red. But he just shook it off as a trick of the light as Drazin continued his spiel, trying to keep his composure as he knew what just occurred. “Whether he knows it or not, I have the best scientist on the planet on the case. Just give him some time and the germ freak will come through for us. Besides, I have to become president first to use it to evoke true change anyway.”
 
        The scientist left Drazin’s office as he waved him off. He remained in his chair staring at the mock up posters.
 
        “Drazin sure has come far in this filthy human swamp of a time fraction.” Drazin let his eyes glow, as he was just itching for some release and he was glad he finally got to say his true name. He missed talking in the third person and would be glad when the day came that he could drop the act.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Why are we on this stratty side?”
 
        The group all looked around  in amazement as they stood outside the blown up entrance of the cave. Jeremiah wanted to tell them what had happened but decided he should heed Puck’s warning. He watched as everyone seemed disturbed besides him and Orlin. He also noticed how Rick seemed to be overacting a little bit, but waved it off to Rick being Rick.
 
        “Mom! When did you and Dad get here?”
 
        “I have no idea, Honey. We were searching for you using the computers in Zeus Mountain, we saw a blip on the radar showing you were here and then it’s like everything is a blank.”
 
        “Yeah, we were going into the tunnel and then nothing comes to mind after that. Didn’t that guy say something about a family member of yours, Jeremiah?”
 
        Jeremiah did not want to see them in such a state and decided to make up a story to put their minds at ease.
 
        “The cave was all a trap by the Brothers of Olympus, I guess one of them can make people forget somehow and thus  none of you can remember. Orlin found a back door and we all escaped, but not before you got gassed by him and lost your short term memories.”
 
        “Bloody hell! I hate those uglies.”
 
        Jeremiah noticed Rick wink at him and his reaction surely helped sell his story to the others. He knew Puck always had something up his sleeve but could not figure out why he would let Rick remember when he seemed to dislike him so much. Jeremiah also wondered just how much Rick did remember but did not want to ask in front of the others.
 
        “Another reason I hate this strat hole. Let’s get out of this stratty place now.”
 
        As the group all moved together Teru finally noticed that Rick was with them. “Trudy, how did he get here?”
 
        “I don’t know, Mom, but we really to have a chat about those rules you told us when we get home.”
 
        “We could always leave the strat here!”
 
        “Dad, we can’t do that!”
 
        “Like bloody hell you arsemongers will leave me behind.”
 
        Mason just smiled, as he held onto his shotgun. He knew once they were home Rick might try and capture Jeremiah and he was just waiting for him to try. This was a fact that was not lost on Jeremiah either, as the group came together.
 
        “I hope this is my first and last trip here.”
 
        “I think we second that, huh boy?”
 
        “Talking to the cat again, huh Hero?”
 
        Jeremiah and Rick seemed to instinctively have a meeting of the minds as Rick uttered Puck’s nickname for Jeremiah. They each knew from the others reaction that both remembered the whole ordeal. Jeremiah smiled, liking the idea of him remembering because he hoped Rick just might stop his assault when they got home. Jeremiah picked up Orlin and Rick grabbed Trudy’s shoulder. The group all concentrated and before long they were standing in the middle of a busy downtown street, with traffic coming toward them.
 
        “Bloody hell!” Rick yelled and jumped to the sidewalk, as the rest of the group dashed to the other side of the road. He then shouted across the street to Jeremiah, “I never like to be handed a capture; takes away the bloody thrill of it. So what do you say I go see a man about a dog and give you a twenty four hour head start?”
 
        Jeremiah gave Rick an appreciative nod, each having come to respect the other. Rick went in search of a phone and Jeremiah caught up with the rest of the group, as they tried to figure out where they were and which way was home. 
 
        Mason knew they were nowhere near home, as it would have taken him days to get to that cave in The Nide and all they did was cross over back to their side. The correlation would put them smack dab out in farm country.
 
        “Mason, we’re in Kansas. You know what Jack would say to that, right?”
 
        A huge smile drew across Mason’s face and he looked down at Orlin. “Orlin, I think we are in Kansas once more. Those flying monkeys must be full of stratty disappointment. Something like that?”
 
        “Yeah, that strat will do.”
 
        Jeremiah found himself enthralled with their knowledge of his parents and he just lapped it up, learning more as they talked. Trudy saw how he was interested and figured the safest place for him was with them. She knew it was the easiest way to hide him but also found her growing feelings for him were a major reason for wanting him to come with them.
 
        “Dad, Jeremiah is coming home with us, right?”
 
        “As soon as we get a stratty car, he can come with us until we can make other arrangements.”
 
        “Why can’t he just stay in that empty house you have down the road?”
 
        “That’s for his parents whenever they decide to show up.”
 
        Teru knew what Mason was trying to prevent. She also saw how Trudy and Jeremiah were with one another. She smiled thinking back to the last time they were together as babies, wanting to be with one another all the time. Teru found no matter what Drazin said, she was not about to be the cause of splitting them up again. She pulled Mason aside and knew she could change his mind.
 
        “Mason, we have to let him stay. We can’t just throw him out there to fend for himself because we’d never be able to protect him. This is the best course of action.”
 
        “Hon, don’t you remember what that loud mouth strat said? Drazin wants them to get together for some reason. We can’t have that if he wants it.”
 
        “Look at them, Mason. Do you really think anything we do will keep them apart?”
 
        The pair glanced over their shoulder as Trudy and Jeremiah were holding hands and watching Orlin hopping around a group of pigeons. Teru smiled as Mason gave a sigh. They knew their best course of action would be to let him stay, as trying to keep them apart would just divide their family.
 
        “Besides remember what Jack and Dad always used to say?”
 
        “You mean Zeus and his everything happens for a reason stratty spiel? How could I forget that? Jack, on the other hand, he said a lot of strat.”
 
   
  
 

     “You can’t change the past, what has happened will always happen.”
 
        “But they haven’t had any children yet, that’s the future.”
 
        “Mason, if Drazin knows something, chances are he’s already did something to find that out. Like time traveling back to warn his self again or something.”
 
        “Time travel, it’s always stratty time travel with us.” Mason muttered to himself and finally shrugged. “Okay, let’s let him stay and see what happens.”
 
        Teru kissed Mason on the lips so passionately it curled his toes. She walked over to the pair to tell them the good news.
 
        “Jeremiah, as Trudy has said we have a spare house just sitting there. It was meant for your parents but I’m sure they’d like nothing more than for you to live there.” Teru smiled as Orlin brushed up against her leg. She bent down and brushed him, listening to him purr and noticing how he seemed a tad stronger in appearance. “You and Orlin, I mean.”
 
        Jeremiah watched Trudy’s eyes light up and after remembering their kiss in the cave, he knew there was nothing he would like to do more. He also heard Orlin purring and noticed a kid walking by listening to his Sizzle, a small round music player the size of a silver dollar, attached to a speaker on his right ear, which linked up to the speaker in his left ear. He suddenly had an idea, not knowing if it would work but he figured it was worth a try.
 
        “If it would be no bother, we’d like that very much. Right, Orlin?” Orlin meowed back at Jeremiah a few times and head butted him in the leg. “We’re all for it but what do you say we try and make this trip in the blink of an eye.”
 
        “Unless you have some teleportation pad or maybe a flying cat time fraction machine, it will be days before we get home.”
 
        Jeremiah just grinned searching his pockets for some money. “Damn! You wouldn’t happen to have some cash on you, would you?”
 
        Mason searched and found he had none either, he also noticed how the passers-by were staring at him with all his ammunition still strapped on and wanted to get out of sight. He spotted a cash machine close by and grinned, walking up to it and placing his hand on his collar, the machine instantly began to cycle money of it.
 
        “This enough?” 
 
        “Did you just rob that machine?”
 
        “When you’re a billionaire the money comes to you.”
 
        Jeremiah’s eyes grew wide as he looked over at Trudy for confirmation of Mason’s claims. She gave an awkward smile and shook her head in agreement. Jeremiah could not picture them as billionaires because they did not seem the type. But he figured if he could crawl up a building like Spiderman, there was another side to Earth and time travel was real, then being billionaires was not out of the realm of possibility. Jeremiah snatched the cash and chased after the kid.
 
        “Hey kid! I’ll give you this for that Sizzle of yours?”
 
        “Okay!” The kids eyes lit up as he took the stack of cash and handed Jeremiah his Sizzle then quickly ran off down the road, not wanting to let Jeremiah change his mind.
 
        “No, no, no, no, hmm this one will do.” Jeremiah stopped cycling through the songs and walked up to Trudy picking her up into his arms. “I’ll be back for you guys in a flash.”
 
        “Are you going to try what I think you are going to try?”
 
        “Yeah, let’s give these bugs of mine a good run. You ready, boy?” Orlin stood beside Jeremiah, seemingly aware of what he was going to do, he ducked down beginning to purr, like he wanted to race. “Oh you want to make this a competition huh? Wait! Where do you live again?”
 
        Trudy told Jeremiah her address as Mason and Teru watched on from behind, thinking he was crazy.
 
        “What’s he expect to do, Mason?”
 
        “Carry her across the street? Dating sure has gone bat strat crazy this day in age.”
 
        Jeremiah hit the button on the music player and “See Ya Later Alligator” began to play. He felt a tingling throughout his body and within seconds he, Orlin and Trudy disappeared. Mason and Teru blinked a few times, thinking they went back to The Nide.
 
        “Mason, what could they possibly gain by going over thereeeee.”
 
        Mason glanced over as he heard Teru scream, becoming on his guard as she disappeared from his side. He latched onto his shotgun tight and jabbed it into his shoulder, looking in every direction for some kind of threat.
 
        “What the strat!” Mason yelled, as he was picked up off the ground and within seconds standing in his front yard with everyone else. “How did you do that?”
 
        “I’m hoping you can tell me the how!”
 
        “And the who?”
 
        “Well that’s a long story. Remember that cancer you said I didn’t have?”
 
        Jeremiah began explaining things to Mason, as they started walking toward the doorstep. Teru and Trudy followed behind, as Teru could see the contentment beaming from Trudy.
 
        “You really like him don’t you?”
 
        “I can’t explain it, Mom, but yeah there is just something different about him.”
 
        “You two had the same awe struck look for one another when you were just babies. We always hoped you would get together, until everything occurred.”
 
        “Don’t worry, Mom; things will work out for the best.”
 
        Jeremiah stopped and looked at the doorstep, as Mason just walked past it, his mind still spinning, trying to put the pieces together.
 
        “Aren’t we going in?”
 
        “If you’re going to be living here, you have to meet the family first. Does he like dogs?”
 
        The pair looked down at Orlin as he strutted about between them, taking in all the smells of  nature that surrounded them. Trudy and Teru stopped gossiping and caught up to them, as the group made their way toward Zeus Mountain, looking forward to some much needed rest and enjoying the knowledge that everyone they cared about was safe.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 12
 
   Conceptions
 
        “It’s funny how great you think your life is sometimes. The independence and not having to deal with anyone always left me smiling at the end of the day. But I don’t think I could ever go back to that now because it just seems hollow. Although I guess it takes what you had in the past to prove how wrong you were when life adds a few wrinkles to your path. When everything just seems to fall into place you can spend your time pining away over what bad may come or you can embrace each moment. I have chosen the later for I am home and have learned the true measure of happiness ~ family.”
 
        “So Wester, you old arsemonger, what is the big deal with this Jeremiah nimrod anyway?”
 
        Rick trotted into Wester’s office and flopped down in his cushy office chair, worn out from his time in The Nide and from getting back to town. Wester lit up a cigarette and began puffing away. He stared out the window, not even bothering to turn around and face Rick.
 
        “It isn’t your place to ask, it is only your place to do what you’re paid to do. If you can’t do the job then I’ll find someone who can.”
 
        “Don’t get your knickers in a knot. I just want to bloody well know what I’m up against. This guy isn’t as daft as most catches.”
 
        Wester could tell Rick seemed to be having second thoughts about taking Jeremiah in. So he decided to tell Rick what Miss Rahe had told him about Jeremiah. He turned around in his chair and puffed a cloud of smoke into the air.
 
        “This guy may come across all nice and neat but when he was five he killed his parents with a razor in their sleep. When he was eight he butchered half of his class and by the time he was ten he had killed more people than Bundy. The only reason he’s not in jail now is there was never any proof.”
 
        Rick tried to hold in his laughter but found himself snorting and then he burst out laughing, spit flew from his mouth and almost hit Wester in the face.
 
        “Who came up with that bit of fluff? Wester, I never considered an old arsemonger like you to be so blind. If you believe that you’re bloody daft.”
 
        Wester slammed his fist down on the desk and crushed out his cigarette in his ash tray with his other hand. He threw his chair behind him, letting it wheel into the wall and marched over getting right in Rick’s face.
 
        “It is the truth no matter how a glory hog, half-assed reality star like yourself tries to spin it. Now you get out there and catch this guy or I’ll have my men throw you and your inflated ego out the damn window.”
 
        “If your nimrods could do half of that, I wouldn’t be standing here. I never have lost a bloody target and I don’t bloody well intend to start now. But that shit you are pedaling, is buggered up beyond belief.”
 
        Rick stared back at Wester and finally got up, no longer giving him the time of day. He walked out of his office as calm as could be, gently closing the door, trying to irk Wester even more. He was not about to believe that anyone who talked so much to a cat could ever commit such crimes. Rick knew it would be a stretch for Wester to believe, too and figured there had to be something in this for him to ever repeat such a tale and he was determined to find out what it was.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “So that’s how he did it. It’s rather ingenious.” Mason expanded a small holographic monitor he was looking at into a large one, allowing Jeremiah to see it as he sat up from the x-ray table he was lying on. “You see, right now your body is functioning normally with the nanites lying dormant in your system. But add a little music and away the buggers go. They attached themselves to whatever part of your body that your brain waves seem to suggest you need at the moment and ups its power, for lack of a better term. Then you become super human.”
 
        “Are they doing any harm? Can they be taken out? Why are they doing this? How can he control them?”
 
        “Slow down and take a stratty breath already. You have your father’s same need for answers right away.”
 
        Mason smiled as he stared at the monitor thinking about Jeremiah’s questions. He looked over at Orlin who was lying on the table cleaning himself, with Jack and Emily circling below him, curious over the new cat. Although Orlin did not seem to mind and kept just out of their reach, seemingly torturing them by not letting them sniff him.
 
        Jeremiah found this was one of the first times in his life that he actually felt comfortable, like he was finally where he truly belonged. He had never found himself asking so many questions to someone else, always dependent on his reasoning skills to sort through everything. But he trusted Mason and knew from all the technology Mason had lying around and just from Zeus Mountain itself, he knew what he was doing.
 
        “I think for him, his purring emanates throughout his whole body and with the added nanites in his system, he can truly up his purring from head to toe. Then it’s all a matter of him doing what he wants to do. Cats go on instinct a lot of times, not getting confused or bogged down by over thinking too much strat. They just do and the nanites seem to respond to that.”
 
        “Well boy, I guess we better get you a cape if you going to go flying around here like Krypto or something.”
 
        “Oh and flight is out. The nanites can’t make either of you do anything that your body isn’t already able to do or at least allow. You can’t grow parts like wings and fly. Be some bat crazy strat if you could, though.”
 
        “So am I safe to be around? I can’t harm anyone, can I?” Jeremiah hoped Mason would have the answer he wanted, as he wanted to be with Trudy but not if there was any chance he could ever hurt her if music began to play.
 
        “They only do what your brain waves tell them to. If you hear music and you don’t need them I doubt they’ll do anything. As far as harm to you, I can’t see any kind of threat. Taking them out is nearly impossible since they are fused to your cells and there’s no need in taking that risk.”
 
        Mason smiled at Jeremiah as he finally figured out the how to it all, as both knew they were not designed for such purposes.
 
        “It’s because you didn’t listen to my prognosis.”
 
        “What?”
 
        “You didn’t listen when I said you didn’t have any stratty cancer. You then downed the nanites without cancer. They were supposed to have one function, kill cancer and then get bogged down with all the music of the ages, basically wearing themselves out until they ceased to exist. But since you didn’t have cancer they never completed their initial task, they never went to the correct standby mode and thus you are stuck with musical super powered robot bugs inside you.”
 
        The pair turned as Martin and Will ran into the lab. Orlin gave them an inviting meow as they stroked his back, before they ran over to Jeremiah.
 
        “Wanna play fake gods and time travelers with us, Jeremiah? You can be Zeus.”
 
        “I would guys but I promised Trudy I’d be home for dinner.”
 
        “You’re no fun since you guys moved over to that other house.”
 
        “Now Will, we’ll play tomorrow. I have to spend some time with your sister, too.”
 
        “What about you, Orlin? Wanna play?”
 
        Martin and Will looked at Orlin, who glanced over at Jeremiah and saw him nod. Orlin got up, stretched and purred then dashed off the table and made his way for the indoor forest. 
 
        “Where did he go?”
 
        “Let’s get him. Come on Jack and Emily, sniff him out.”
 
        Martin and Will took off with the dogs in search of Orlin and seemed to be having great fun. 
 
        “Quite the family you have, Mason.”
 
        “Yeah, I have to admit they are something I never expected I’d have in a million years. Thank God my house got blown up.” Mason grinned as Jeremiah looked at him funny. “It’s a long story. I believe Trudy is waiting.”
 
        “So you’re sure it’s safe for us all to leave Zeus Mountain and start living outside again?”
 
        “Nothing is ever safe, Jeremiah. There is always some strat lying in wait around the corner. But as my loving wife pointed out to me, we can’t live in fear. Besides, no one knows where we are, my property is secure. So don’t leave it and we are fine.”
 
        Jeremiah nodded as Mason was eager to get back to work. He had an idea from the nanites that just might make a good patch for the doorway projector that could send him back to Olympus to finally bring Jeremiah’s parents home. But he refused to tell Jeremiah, as to not get his hopes up because it was still going to take time to create what he needed from scratch.
 
   ***************************************
 
        The Brothers of Olympus all slouched about in their lair, mourning the loss of their friend. Hatho wanted to find Jeremiah and make him pay, but none of them seemed able to locate him, no matter their efforts.
 
        “If only I had a chance to sink my teeth into that hot piece of meat. I’d at least have gotten a little satisfaction.”
 
        “Give it a rest, Zigglar. You’re not a vampire; you are a Nothing. The first thing we have to do is wise up and stop thinking like our persona’s given to us by those of The Hide.”
 
        “Then what, Hatho?”
 
        Hatho stared back at the rest of the group, trying to come up with an idea but he was drawing a blank. He  noticed Yankle hobble out from the shadows, raising his hand to speak. Hatho rolled his eyes, not expecting much from Yankle, but figured it would be amusing and nodded for him to speak.
 
        “Why do we keep this a secret? There are thousands if not millions of Nothing out there just like us. Screwed up over the years, ashamed of their appearance and thinking there is no hope. What if we expanded? We get the word out to all the Nothing about Olympus and the promise of restoration that it brings. With that many Nothing on our side, we could scour both sides and Jeremiah would have no place to hide.”
 
        The whole group raised what eyebrows they had in disbelief. They could not believe that idea came from Yankle, someone who seemed to go with the flow most of the time. Even Hatho seemed impressed with the idea.
 
        “Yankle, I knew one day you’d come through for us. You heard him, Brothers. It is time we stopped hiding in the shadows. It is time to bring our cause to the light. And it is time we made both sides wake up and realize that the Brothers of Olympus are not to be ignored.”
 
        The Brothers all cheered and each set forth to spread the word of their cause to anyone that would listen.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Mother, he is nowhere to be found. Not on this side or the other. I want to make him pay. We have to find him.” Rimin seemed enraged more than ever after seeing Jeremiah. He had seen the happiness inside him and all the true friends that he was surrounded with, making him jealous as he thought that was the life he should have had.
 
        Hera gave a smirk that covered her entire horse face. She threw her hair to the side as she remained in a room with just Rimin, no longer donning her Prophet Rahe persona in front of him, like she did with everyone else. Her plan had seemed to finally be coming together and she relished the thought of not letting Jeremiah get away the next time they met, for his latest escape had done the trick. Rimin was pushed over the edge, right where she wanted him to be.
 
        “Rimin, my son, your father would be so proud if that whore hadn’t taken him away and spawned that demon child, who slaughtered them in their sleep. No matter how much Jeremiah pretends to be nice and innocent, know it’s only a disguise, much like the one I wear to keep these pitiful beings eyes from seeing the true me.”
 
        “Mother, you always have a plan. Tell me where I can find him and I will take our men and go destroy him once and for all, avenging my father’s death.”
 
        “Rimin, as long as we have no power, even with your ability to give Nothing around you a taste of what the power of Olympus is like, the little group we have just won’t cut it. I’ve dealt with these people before and they are evil. They even killed my first husband, the king of the gods himself, Zeus. They can’t be taken lightly, which is why we need to recruit and bring our wrath down upon everyone who stands in the way of our quest for revenge.”
 
        Hera watched as Rimin remained a tad hesitant to do so, as he did not like sharing the knowledge to many Nothing about what he could do. Besides the select few he had around him, the others always seemed to use him like an addiction.
 
        “I know from the past you have reservations. But trust me my son, this is the best option. This is how we will overpower Jeremiah and his murderous friends and right all the wrongs done to us.”
 
        “I’m with you, Mother.” 
 
        Hera kissed Rimin on the cheek and grinned ear to ear as he walked out of the room to join the few men and start recruiting to their cause.
 
        “Jack, you would be so proud of your true son. When I finally have an army of Nothing at my disposal your demon spawn from that whore will die and I will began my ascension to rule all space and time, crushing Drazin in my wake.”
 
        Hera stopped talking to herself and spun around in a tornado whirl, once again turning back into her Prophet Rahe persona. She gracefully walked from the room, looking to rally her troops and use what little power Rimin was able to give her to make them remain under her control.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Jeremiah placed his dishes in the sink as Trudy turned on the tap and began to wash them. He lingered behind her, as both felt urges they wanted to act on. Yet each had a limited amount of experience, forcing them to dance around the issue.
 
        “Orlin actually missed supper tonight.”
 
        “I’m sure the boys are feeding him well or he’s just helping himself. He’ll be along when he’s ready.”
 
        “How did you train him so well?”
 
        “Savannahs are more dog-like in nature, so it did seem to come naturally to him. Half the time I think he trained me, though.”
 
        The pair laughed and Trudy flung her hand up from the sink, getting some soap bubbles on her cheek. Jeremiah wrapped his arms around her from behind and wiped them off with the back of his hand. She shivered at his touch and turned around in his arms. The air around them seemed so thick with desire they could hardly breathe. They were entranced in the other’s eyes and Trudy’s lingering passion took hold, needing to flourish. She threw her lips against Jeremiah’s, quenching her body’s cry of ecstasy. They remained captivated in the others embrace, their very essence igniting the sweltering air around them.
 
        Jeremiah picked Trudy up and spread her out on the kitchen center island. He stared down at her basking in her mesmerizing glow.
 
        “Are you sure? It’s only been a few weeks.”
 
        “I’ve never been more sure of anything.”
 
        Jeremiah felt at peace in that moment, as their eyes continued to meet, the fire within them rising with each passing moment. He had never imagined such happiness would come his way, as he watched over Trudy stripping her clothes off. Jeremiah finally gave into his body’s outcry for pleasure and threw off his clothes, climbing up on top of Trudy. They ran their fingers slowly along each other’s bodies, exploring the uncharted plains of each other. Their lips seemed to be bonded as one, as Trudy’s longing for Jeremiah inside her surged forth.
 
        She waited for him to place a condom on, neither wanting to risk a baby with all that was going around in the world outside their little home, and then grasped Jeremiah’s midsection and thrust him inside her. Her prevailing whimpers manifested her want to Jeremiah, as she grasped him tighter with every thrust. 
 
        Jeremiah let his lips linger over her breasts, slightly touching them and feeling Trudy quiver every time he did. He moved his lips slowly up her body, his body still unwavering in its presence inside her, as their sweat soaked bodies, glistened in the dim light. He stroked her pitch black hair from her face and their lips fully embraced the others, as Jeremiah leaned back, picking Trudy up.
 
        Their legs remained entangled as Trudy’s thirst for Jeremiah burst forth from her loins, freeing him of any motion as she took over. Her quickening desire caused both to cry out into the night, Jeremiah felt an arising eruption and draped Trudy down over the countertop. His thrusts quenched Trudy’s every want and she could barely make a sound, each becoming one with the other as their climax showered forth, leaving them crying out into the night.
 
        Jeremiah held Trudy still draped over the countertop, with her body dangling down motionless, each basking in the climax of their desire. Trudy then felt something walk through her hair and a nose against her face.
 
        “Hi Orlin.” she began to giggle as he had his ears pinned back, looking at her like she had gone mad. “I think he thinks we’ve lost our minds.”
 
        Jeremiah picked Trudy back up, holding her against him. “Well he’s been fixed, what does he know?” The pair laughed, as Trudy felt Jeremiah move once more inside here.
 
        “Already?” 
 
       “I guess another perk of having musical bugs. We just make such sweet music together!” Jeremiah smiled as Trudy raised her eyebrow at him. “Lame, I know. I’ve spent years talking to mostly a cat. Give me a break.”
 
        “I’ll break you, alright.”
 
        Trudy pushed Jeremiah down on the counter top and lowered herself on top of him, their bodies merged as she let her passion ripple from within, once again each enthralled with the other, as Orlin stretched up to the countertop, sticking his eyes just above it and watching them, making his eyes go back and forth before finally running off for cover.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “I bet it feels good to be sleeping in your own bed tonight, huh?”
 
        Teru smiled at Abigail as she made herself comfortable under the covers, grasping onto her teddy bear. 
 
        “Zeus Mountain was kind of fun but I’d rather have you and Daddy here with us.”
 
        Dotty poked her head in the doorway and waited for Teru to finish tucking Abigail in. When it looked as though Teru was going to curl up with her, Dotty felt she had to interrupt.
 
        “Ma’am, may I have a moment please? It’s about those changes you asked me to notify you of.”
 
        “Good night, Abigail.” Teru bent down and kissed her on the forehead and made her way over to the door, she turned back and was glad Abigail was resting peacefully. She finally closed the door all but a crack. “Already?  They sure didn’t waste any time, did they!”    
 
        “No ma’am. I  have been monitoring Trudy’s sick patch like you asked and she became pregnant less than a few hours ago.”
 
        Teru sighed as she tried to be happy for her daughter, but knew what Drazin had wanted had come to pass and feared they only saw a small portion of what he had planned. She decided it was best to look on the bright side, as their family was growing and she knew Mason would do everything possible to stop Drazin from finding them.
 
        “Would you like it if I told Mason?”
 
        “No! He’s trying to get the portal to Olympus back up and running. This would only distract him. Let’s let him work and find out when Trudy and Jeremiah decide to tell us. They don’t even know yet, so Dotty, you can’t tell a soul.”
 
        Teru knew if there was anyone she could trust to keep their mouth shut it was Dotty, as she would follow an order to the letter. She met Mason as he dragged himself to the bedroom looking kind of worn. He flopped down on their bed and she nodded for Dotty to go about her business, before joining him. He was out like a light and she covered him up, crawling under the covers with him, drifting off to sleep, finding she was more excited about the news than she would have thought, eager for the day when her grandchild would be born.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 13
 
   All Good Things
 
        “It’s been almost a year and half to the day Trent was conceived and I’ve never been happier. Orlin has taken to being his guardian, and the boys are already planning the games they’ll have him play. Abigail is so sweet when she sings to him and Mason and Teru could not be better grandparents. Trudy is basked in a glow daily and already talking about more. If it were not for one overwhelming voice who’s about to come on, I would say everything was as close to perfect as it could….”
 
        “Hey! Why, you little….”
 
        “I got Jeremiah’s girlie book. Hey Will! Let’s see what his Dear Diary says today.”
 
        Martin went to toss Jeremiah’s journal to Will and Orlin leaped up catching it in midair. He held it in his mouth and trotted back to Jeremiah.
 
        “I think not! Thanks, boy.” 
 
        “No fair! He cheats with those bugs.”
 
        “Why aren’t your bugs as cool as his, Jeremiah? He can use them right way every time.”
 
        Martin and Will plopped down on the couch beside Jeremiah, as Dotty remained dusting in the background. Trudy and Abigail sat on the other end, fondling over Trent, as they did daily, in awe of how cute he was. Teru smiled at the joy or her surrounding family and turned the television up, dreading the very thought of what was to come. As she wished they had found a way to stop this from happening.
 
        “My fellow Americans, it is on this historic day that I take office as the President of this great country. I will keep my promises of making this a better place for all. You will be seeing some changes very soon that will push us into the next half of the twenty first century. No longer will anyone suffer in vain, I…”
 
        The television turned off as Mason came into the room, smiling ear to ear. He held the portal device under his arm, glancing over at Jeremiah.
 
        “The loud mouth strat needs to shut up. He cheated somehow! No matter how much I changed the voting using the mountain’s computers, he still won. If only he did not have all that stratty security and these time fraction had all these laws, I’d have killed that loud mouth strat and sent him straight to...” Mason stopped as Teru gave him the eye, looking down at the kids. “Heck, I’d have sent him straight to heck. But I know a couple of people who will help me do just that. Jeremiah, would you like to finally meet your parents in person?”
 
        “Dad, you’ve fixed it?”
 
        “Yeah, I used the basic compounds that form the nanites in Jeremiah and tweaked the signal they transmit to make a patch, allowing for the needed power to flow through it. The only hard part was patching in the correct signal. Sorry, it took so long.”
 
        “Honey, you’re brilliant.” Teru kissed Mason and they smiled as the boys curled up their noses.
 
        Jeremiah was feeling his quest was about to come to a close. He had the family he never knew he wanted and would soon have the ones he wanted here with him, too. He reached into his Pringle can and pulled out a few chips, snacking them down before joining Mason.
 
        “Wait! Where did you get those? I thought we were out?”
 
        “I used my bugs to speed off to a store on the other side of the country and then sped back here. No one of relevance saw me.”
 
        “Warning! Sir, we have an incoming aircraft, as well as dozens of vehicles heading in our direction.”
 
        “You were saying?”
 
        “There is no way.”
 
        “Stores have cameras and now that everyone is just waiting for you to pop up on the grid, all they have to do is catch you once. It doesn’t matter how fast you move, they can track you from one point to another. They can slow the images down after all, even the boys know that strat.”
 
        The group all stood around trying not to panic as they figured out what to do. They could all tell Jeremiah was feeling terrible for everything and even though it was his fault, they knew it was inevitable. If they ever wanted to be free of looking over their shoulder, this day had to come.
 
        “Another reason I was so slow fixing this, is that I added a little something. I’ll take care of that. Dotty, you take the kids and animals to the panic room in the basement.”
 
        “But Zeus Mountain is more fortified, sir!”
 
        “Dotty, the basement, now! They panic room has a back way into the mountain, I trust you can find it.”
 
        Dotty nodded and rounded up the kids, she snatched the cats that were sleeping off the couch and gave one to the each of the boys to hold. Abigail called the dogs and they followed her to the basement. They went down the stairs to Mason’s highly organized lab and turned going under them. Dotty pressed a button in the wall and another staircase opened up beneath the first set, they all followed it down and Dotty closed up the staircase behind them.
 
        “Trudy, you should take Trent and go with them.”
 
        “No! I’m not going to be driven away by anyone. If you put up that shield you’ve been working on, we’ll be just as safe here as anywhere.” Mason looked at Trudy trying to figure out how she knew he had built a shield. “I was pregnant, not blind, Dad! Now go!”
 
        Mason opened the cupboard and yanked out a fake wall; he pulled out a stun gun and tossed it to Teru.
 
        “I trust that will suffice, Hon.”
 
        Teru nodded and Mason looked down at Jeremiah with Orlin resting his head on his lap. 
 
        “Don’t beat yourself up. This strat was bound to happen sooner or later. Besides, once you pop that strat you can’t stop, right?”
 
        Mason knew he would need Jeremiah’s help to fend off the oncoming attack. He did not like what Jeremiah did but this was the moment he was preparing for since they got back from The Nide. He felt confident and knew it was about time they took the fight to Drazin. He laid the portal device on the table and began to take off out the back door.
 
        “Bloody strat!” Mason shouted, as “Taking Care of Business” started to blare out over their home. “I trust you and your bugs can handle that glory hound?”
 
        Jeremiah nodded and pushed his feelings of regret aside, walking over and kissing Trudy on the lips.
 
        “Be safe!”
 
        “It’s only Rick; this could be fun, at least until the tenth bloody hell.” Jeremiah smiled and he glanced over at Teru, she nodded and checked out the stun gun Mason gave her, prepared to stop anyone that came through the door.
 
        “Go already! Dad, needs time to get the shield up.”
 
        Jeremiah let the music consume him and felt a tingle throughout his body. “I guess today we are taking care of business, huh boy?”
 
        Jeremiah and Orlin darted out of the house too fast for the eye to see, as they went to slow down Rick’s attack, buying time for Mason.
 
        “Don’t worry, honey, you’re father and Jeremiah have everything under control.” Teru whispered, as she noticed the fear in Trudy’s eyes. She did not fully believe her own words but knew Trudy needed to be comforted now more than she did. Trudy held a sleeping Trent close and Teru spun around glaring at the door, with her stun gun at the ready.
 
        ***************************************
 
        “Rick, I thought you said a while back that when we found this Jeremiah guy not to strike up the tunes?”
 
        “Did I, Frank? Hmm. I must have bloody well forgot.”
 
        Rick smirked at Frank and he knew Rick knew more than he was letting on. But he just shrugged and kept the helicopter circling overhead as the music blared out over the land. Rick grabbed an old radio and switched it on.
 
        “Tracker Elite, hold back and let that arsemonger Wester’s men go in and bugger it up first.” His men responded, acknowledging his orders and dropped their vehicles back, letting a hoard of Wester’s men in vehicles take the lead. “Old school technology at its finest! Track that, Wester, you bloody wanker.”
 
        Rick switched the old radio off and pressed his finger against his forehead, which was sporting a camera barely able to be seen. He heard Wester’s voice in his earpiece and sighed.
 
        “What took you so long? I’m not paying you to show me nothing.”
 
        “You haven’t bloody paid me, period. The only reason I’m doing this is to keep my perfect record. So bloody well shut your hole and let me do my work. After your nimrods have cattled it up, of course.”
 
        Rick never heard another word from Wester and dropped a rope from the helicopter, buckling himself onto it. He smiled as he saw Jeremiah below and signalled for Frank to crank up the song even more. Finally, he slowly began to drop down from above.
 
        ***************************************
 
        Jeremiah and Orlin stood watching the incoming hoard of vehicles coming at them. Jeremiah nodded to Orlin and they dashed toward them. Jeremiah rammed into the front jeep and instantly made it stop, forcing the others to crash together behind it. Orlin came up along the side as the men opened the door and tried to get out. He used his hind legs and kicked the door shut, nailing a man in the head.
 
        Jeremiah let the song truly sink in and then found his arm under the jeep. He began lifting it up into the air and before he knew it, he had flipped it over. More men jumped from the vehicles behind and started firing nets at Jeremiah, as well as tranquilizer and stun guns. He and Orlin whipped around all of their fire and started taking them out one by one. Before long not a man was standing, as Orlin and Jeremiah stood over the chaos, quite proud of their handy work.
 
        “Super bugs do it again. I must thank Rick one of these days for being so egotistical. Good work, Orlin. Let’s get back to Trudy and Trent.” Jeremiah’s eyes widened as he saw two flatbed trucks holding tanks coming up the road. He watched as they lifted up and the tanks backed up off of them. “Or not!”
 
        He was too distracted by them to even notice the two jeeps carrying Rick’s men, sneaking off the road and into the trees, taking the long way around to gain access to their property.
 
        “It’s a good thing the song is a good five minutes. We’ll let’s go, boy!”
 
        Orlin darted ahead of Jeremiah, leaping into the air and scrunching himself into the viewing window on the side of the tank. Within seconds the men inside popped out and Orlin appeared back beside Jeremiah. The tank blew up and he stood beside him, quite cocky, just licking himself over.
 
        “What the hell did you do?” Jeremiah just smiled at Orlin and shook his head. “Okay, watch this.” 
 
        Jeremiah darted off toward the other tank and grabbed its barrel, twisting it up into the air, just as it had begun to fire. The tank exploded and took the two flatbed trucks along with it.
 
        “Three for one! Beat that!” Orlin just darted back toward the house, as Jeremiah followed. “What a sore loser.”
 
        Jeremiah stopped midway through his super dash, as the music stopped blaring out from above and he heard a slight crackle fill the air. He reached his hand out a few feet behind him and felt Mason’s force field. It had fully engulfed the entire property and he looked up smiling as Rick’s helicopter was banging its bottom rails against the top of it, trying to get through.
 
        “Sorry Rick, looks like you lose again.” Jeremiah quickly made his way back to the house.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Don’t move! Hands up! You germ…, I mean… fugitive harbourer.” 
 
        Mason slyly tapped his foot on a fake rock and the shield generator lowered into the ground in front of him. Once it did, he turned around with his hands in the air. He sighed as he hated getting caught by the Tracker Elite of all people.
 
        “Don’t you stratty fools have a reality show to make? I hear some dead guy needs catching. That is more your style after all, isn’t it? You’ve been what? A year and a half trying to catch Jeremiah?”
 
        “Keep talking! Relative or not, Drazin will be sure and have these insects shoot you upside the head.”
 
        Mason’s eyes widened as he tried to turn around and smack Drazin who was whispering in his ear, taunting him. But he felt his hands clasp together as Drazin wrapped them in restraints and began to walk forward toward his home, as Drazin disguised as one of the Tracker Elite, shoved him along, followed by the rest of the squad.
 
        “You were just addressing the nation. How did you get here, you loud mouth strat?”
 
        “When you run the country, you can say when things air. That word ‘live’ at the bottom of the screen is so misleading, isn’t it?” Drazin got up a little closer and whispered into his ear. “How are the new love birds, anyway? I hear their tit sucker is just ripe for the snatching.”
 
        Mason twirled around and head-butted Drazin. He was hoping his personal shield would pop up and the others would see he was a fraud, but nothing happened other than he really did hit Drazin in the face. Drazin curled his nose up and whacked Mason across the face with the barrel of his gun, knocking him unconscious.
 
        “Leave him. He’s of no consequence just yet.”
 
        Drazin led the Tracker Elite to Mason’s home, as he seemed to know everything that was going to occur and they all still believed he was one of them.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Rick opened the back door slightly and smiled as he saw Teru holding her stun gun up to the front door. He crept in and went to snatch the stun gun away from her, not noticing Trudy on the other side of the room.
 
        “Mom! Behind you.”
 
        “Bloody hell!” Rick ducked as Teru shot at him with the stun gun but missed, leaving a burn mark in her ceiling. He smacked the gun out of her hands and to the floor, pulling out his over-sized pistol and pointing it at Teru, shaking his head as she tried to get up. “Now I have no quarrel with you or Girlie and her rug rat, well at least not too much with Girlie.”
 
        The pair noticed Rick becoming distracted as he seemed to be listening to someone. They watched him put his hand to his earpiece. Teru tried to get up and kick Rick, but he pushed her back down in her chair and shushed her.
 
        “You want me to tell him what?”
 
        “Tell him to kill the child. He does that and you will have your wife back today!”
 
        “I can’t tell him to do that. The child has never hurt anyone.”
 
        “Do it and your wife is returned to you whether you catch Jeremiah or not.”
 
        Rick heard the silence over his ear piece and knew Wester was contemplating the oversized woman’s offer. In the last year he had spied on many dealings between her and Wester, knowing she was playing him. Yet he was not able to confront Wester because Rick knew his wife’s death was Wester’s one blind spot and it was easily exploited.
 
         “I’ll make it easy for you, Wester. Like bloody hell is that ever going to happen! Get yourself a new mopper upper.” Rick yanked his earpiece out and the thin camera off his forehead, stomping on them. “Well ladies, everything is tickety boo for you now. I guess all records have to be broken sometime.”
 
        Rick sighed and put his pistol back in its holster. He found he was okay with not having a perfect record anymore and if anyone had to break it, he was glad it was Jeremiah. He smiled as Teru and Trudy both thought this was some kind of trick. He then fell face first onto the couch as Orlin burst through the door and leaped onto his back, shoving him with his momentum. Orlin then sat on the coffee table, ducked down ready to attack Rick if he tried to hurt Trent.
 
        “Orlin, it’s okay. He’s not here to hurt us.”
 
        Trudy waved Orlin off and he strutted over to her, checking to see if Trent was okay and found he was still sleeping. He curled up on the arm of the chair, eyeing Rick. Jeremiah heard Trudy’s last words as he came through the door.
 
        “I see you are just as sly as ever. You do know you’re supposed to sit on a couch with your ass and not your head right?”
 
        Rick turned around giving Orlin a dirty look before turning to Jeremiah. “You need to teach your daft feline some better manners, Cat Fancy. How did you like the tune I picked out anyway? I trust it helped you make short work of Wester’s airy fairy nimrods?”
 
        Rick leaned back against the couch, enjoying watching Jeremiah’s facial expressions, as Jeremiah came to terms that Rick must know about the music and his powers.
 
        “But how?”
 
        “Oh come on, Cat Fancy. What I saw in the ‘you know what’, as soon as I told you the bloody tune? The forest before we got taken off to that mad-as-a-bag-of-ferrets place? You and those uglies? Need I go on?”
 
        “I guess he’s a tad smarter than you two gave him credit for. Did Mason get the shield up?”
 
        “Yeah, no one is getting in or out and anyone who got in, has been thrown back out, right Orlin?”
 
        They heard the back door swing open wide and all turned their focus to it as Rick’s men came through. He smiled, loving that Jeremiah was wrong and his men had made it through the force field.
 
        “I guess it’s a good thing I decided you weren’t worth the bloody effort, huh? We could have had ourselves quite the bloody show down! Stand down, men. Cat Fancy, is no longer our concern.”
 
        The men stayed crowded in the kitchen as Drazin slunk behind them all, being sure to stay out of Teru’s sight for she would surely recognize him even with his disguise. He grabbed the portal device and stuck it under his arm. He then peeked over the Tracker Elite in front of him and saw Trudy happily rocking Trent in her arms, smiling at the very sight of the child.
 
        “Why did you stop? Won’t that ruin your record?”
 
        Before Rick could answer, Mason came bursting through the front door out of breath.
 
        “Drazin! That strat is here.” Mason glared at Rick’s men and darted toward them, as Teru focused in on them and could not find Drazin, she then caught another of Rick’s men in the corner of her eye, sneaking out from the other entrance to the living room. Before she could say a word he snatched Trent from Trudy’s arms and his laugh rang out through the whole house.
 
        “Paul, put him down. We aren’t going to obey Wester’s orders for any kind of megabucks. We don’t bloody kill rug rats.”
 
        “You fool! You should have killed him when you had the chance. For now Drazin will have all the power and all the control over your tiny backwater time fraction.”
 
        Drazin spun around in a tornado and turned back into himself. He sported his usual gold plated armor and his eyes glowed a bright red, as he held a crying Trent in one hand and the portal projector machine in the other.
 
        “Bloody hell!”
 
        “Drazin, you loud mouth strat. Put him down.”
 
        Mason snatched a gun from one of Rick’s men and shot Drazin in the head. He laughed as the bullet fell to the ground, once again blocked by his personal force field. 
 
        Orlin leaped off the chair and tried to kick and scratch through Drazin’s force field but it did not work. Drazin shook his finger at Jeremiah as he tried to charge him, with Rick getting up to help.
 
        “One more step and Drazin will make more than this little scratch on the tit sucker.” Drazin smiled as he took his finger nail and made a small scratch across Trent’s arm. He let the few drops of blood fall onto his finger and then stuck it in his mouth, licking it off. “Hmm Drazin was right, Drazin feels better already.”
 
        “Bloody hell! Is he one of those daft uglies pretending to be a vampire, too?”
 
        Trudy kept trying to reach for Trent, wanting to comfort him as the sound of him crying was tearing at her heart strings. But Drazin kept pretending she did not even exist.
 
        “Please let him go. He’s done nothing to you, Drazin. Take me, instead.”
 
        “Just as naïve as your mother. When are you going to learn that being nice doesn’t get you what you want? Drazin will give you a lesson today. Your first and your last. You want something you take it. Not that Drazin wants a sobbing tit sucker, but he’ll be put on ice soon enough. See you soon! Drazin has some gods and two annoying humans to finally go kill.”
 
        Drazin hit the portal projector button and pointed it down the back hallway. He ran and hopped through, kicking Orlin away before he could get in and laughing as it closed before anyone else was able to get to it.
 
        “Jeremiah, he took our son. Why? How could anyone do such a thing?”
 
        Trudy began crying as everyone in the room stood around. The Tracker Elite were in awe of what just happened while everyone else tried to come to terms with losing Trent and what their next move should be.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “You failed me again, Wester! Keep this up and you will never see your wife again.”
 
        “I’ll make this right if I have to go out there and catch him myself. I now am in complete control of this company with President Riggs running the country. I will use all the resources at my disposal to find Jeremiah.”
 
        The pair looked on at a fuzzy holographic screen, as they were still getting a grainy image from Rick’s camera, which he had not fully destroyed and could see most of what had occurred.
 
        “You have always been loyal, Wester, so I will give you another chance. But I can’t say the same for my son.”
 
        Miss Rahe smiled as she left Wester’s office and he began to arm himself, ready to lead as many men as he needed to go after Jeremiah.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “So this is how Drazin got here to tell Drazin all about Drazin’s plans. The germ guy set it just a little bit too early. Drazin must thank him, as well.”
 
        Drazin watched as two of his past selves conspired together in his cave on Olympus. He held his hand over Trent’s mouth trying to keep him quiet, waiting for his more past self to leave, figuring having three versions of himself from different times would get rather confusing. He then trotted up to his more future self.
 
        “Didn’t Drazin tell you to go make an appearance, so no one is wise to our plans?”
 
        “Settle down! Drazin is the future you. The one that is about to rule Earth’s time fraction.”
 
        “With a tit sucker? You are going to rule with a tit sucker?”
 
        Trent continued to cry out, as both Drazin’s looked down at him in disgust.
 
        “Believe it or not, this tit sucker is going to make Drazin the most powerful being ever. So listen up! Before Drazin goes to kill those two humans and the rest of the gods, this is what you have to do to be sure this comes to pass.”
 
        Drazin began telling his past self the when’s, where’s and how’s of how to make sure everything worked out as planned, securing his fate as President and what he hoped to be future ruler of all space and time.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 14
 
   Bloody Hell
 
        “Emotions and rash decisions seem to go hand and hand with mankind. We usually regret what we did or did not do and try to cope by coming up with some justification for it. One person fuelled by emotion is a deadly situation in the making, a whole room of people is a disastrous event and an army blinded by the voice of one is a shattering conflict that will change the course of history. No matter what, it always seems to boil down to the rule of one, one person becoming the puppeteer to further their own agenda. We as a species have made a history built off of emotion and I fear all of that will pale in comparison to what is about to come.”
 
        “Bloody hell! All you wankers need to shut the hell up. Don’t give me the hairy eyeball.” Rick glanced over at the Tracker Elite who were still standing in the kitchen, willing to help, as none of them liked the thought of a baby being snatched. He knew they were all game and wanted to try and get the situation under control. “Girlie, you just sit back and piddle about, we’ve got this. Cat Fancy, you just, well, you just stand there and think about how we can have his guts for garters. Guy who has a fascination with that bloody germ product, you wouldn’t happen to have another of those bloody gadgets would you? And above all, calm your arses down. We aren’t going to knock the spots off that bloody maggot by causing a kerfuffle.”
 
        “We?”
 
        “Yeah, Cat Fancy, we! You don’t think we are going to let you bloody arsemongers have all the fun do you? Let’s make that glowy eyed nimrod take it up the poop chute.”
 
        Jeremiah knew Rick was right and looked to Mason and Teru for advice, but he could tell by the looks on their faces that this was not over. 
 
        “Okay, if Jack and Emily and those stratty good for nothing so called gods can’t stop Drazin then we’ll have to be the final defense.” Mason waved toward Rick and the Tracker Elite. “Follow me. It’s time we get enough fire power to orbit this third person talking strat to the moon, if that’s okay with you?”
 
        For once Teru found she did not seem to have any problem with Mason using his vast like of weapons to take down Drazin. She felt Drazin had made his bed and after what he just did, had to be stopped. 
 
        “Do it! Just get Trent back.”
 
        Mason nodded and led Rick and the Tracker Elite down to the basement. He hit a button under his work bench and a wall gave way, revealing a small army’s worth of weapons. 
 
        “Bloody hell! Are you planning to turn the whole country seven shades of shit?”
 
        “What, this? This is just my back up supply. Now load up. If Drazin isn’t stopped it won’t be long before that strat comes back.”
 
        “You know, Strat obsessed guy, you give me the bloody heebie jeebies.”
 
        Rick shook his head, as he was beginning to like Mason but found him a tad scary and that was something even for him. He and his men loaded up on weapons, while Mason took all of his favorites and did the same.
 
        “Teru, how are we going to find him?”
 
        Jeremiah held Trudy as she sobbed into his shirt while Orlin rubbed up against her on the ground, trying to comfort her as well. 
 
        “We won’t. With that device he can go back to Olympus and from there he can use his powers again, meaning he can go to any other time fraction he wants. I just hope your parents can stop him or we are all in a great deal of trouble.”
 
        Jeremiah had never seen Teru so worried; she was always the backbone of the family and kept everyone together, but now it looked as if she was barely able to hold herself together. He smiled at Trudy, trying not to show any of his doubts about Trent’s welfare to her, as she looked up at him.
 
        “We’ll get him back. No matter what, we will get Trent back.”
 
        “I just can’t imagine what he is doing to him, Jeremiah. What if he wants to drain him of all his blood or something? We may never see him again.”
 
        “Don’t think like that. We can’t give up on him, ever. We have to let him know we are out there searching. I can’t explain it but every time I’ve been away from him I can still feel him somehow, as I can now. He’s out there and we just have to find him.”
 
        Trudy felt comfort in Jeremiah’s words, as she remembered on their wedding night, shortly after Trent was born, how Jeremiah felt Trent slipping away, even while they were making love. Trent had swallowed a piece off of his mobile thanks to Orlin mistakenly batting it off and Jeremiah saved him from choking. They always suspected it was the nanites that gave them such a bond, as Mason had theorized they hitched a ride when Trudy had gotten pregnant and were also in Trent’s genetic makeup.
 
        “Okay! Mom, what is our first step?”
 
        Trudy wiped her eyes and began to get herself together the best she could and Teru figured if her daughter could than she could as well. The two pulled together and were as strong as ever, as they heard Mason and the group coming back up from the basement.
 
        “Now we end that strat. One way or another we should get a visitor any moment. Either Jack and Emily or Drazin.”
 
        “Dad, how do you know that?”
 
        “Drazin could live for millions of years doing whatever the hell he’s doing out there but when he comes back, that egotistical strat will come back here to this exact point in time to gloat and kill us; mainly to gloat. And if Jeremiah’s parents beat him, I’m sure after a few dozen movie references, Jack will figure it out.”
 
        “He’s right, Honey. Drazin is pretty predictable when it comes to his ego.”
 
        “But if he’s gone for that long, what about Trent? He can’t live for millions of years.”
 
        “Bloody hell! I may as well be drunk as a bloody skunk, you arsemongers confuse me a smidge.” Rick’s ears and the rest of the groups perked up as they heard Drazin’s voice bellow  from out on the lawn. “Thank God! At least now I can do what I do best. Let’s end this bloody scum bucket.”
 
        “Drazin’s back, kiddo! Come on out germ guy and bring the lovebirds their tit sucker misses them.”
 
        “Rick, this one isn’t a capture. It’s kill or be killed.”
 
        “Believe it or not, Cat Fancy, I did some things I’m not too proud of in another life.” Rick handed Jeremiah his Sizzle and smiled at him. “Now you and that bloody feline there get the tunes flowing and go turn this maggot seven shades of shit.”
 
        The group made their way out of the house with only one thing in mind, to stop Drazin once and for all, getting Trent back. All of them feared the worst as Drazin came into view, standing in his true form with his arms crossed, looking as smug as ever and Trent was nowhere to be found.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Rimin paced back and forth in a rundown warehouse, waiting for his mother to show up. He had just heard the word that Jeremiah had been found and after a year and a half of searching wanted to act on it. But Rimin still wanted his mother’s permission, as he did not want to derail whatever it was she had planned.
 
        “I have Macaray and the others ready to go. So when are we going?”
 
        Hera strolled into the room, donning her Prophet Rahe persona once again. She smiled at Rimin and gracefully walked up to him.
 
        “I will be the one going over to The Hide and only I.”
 
        “But this is my quest. I have to do this. Don’t take it away from me. Jeremiah must die!”
 
        Prophet Rahe smiled and stroked Rimin’s face. He could tell from her expression that she had something else in mind and knew she was not about to let him miss out on his revenge.
 
        “Now Rimin, you know I would never rob you of such a thing. After your father, that whore and your brother robbed you of a life you deserved, I would never dream of doing it. All I said was I was going over there. I never said I’d come back alone.” She smiled and turned back to the doorway. “We’ll get him to take us to Olympus and then you can kill him. Round up the Greater Good troops, give them a taste of their powers and get us there now. Your brother will be in your grasp soon. I promise!”
 
        Rimin and Prophet Rahe left the abandoned warehouse and cheers could be heard echoing throughout the land as they announced their plans. The sound was deafening, as if coming from thousands all at once.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Hatho, the Greater Good are gearing up to leave. My spies tell me they have found him. They have finally found Jeremiah!”
 
        Hatho was overjoyed with the news, but over the last year and a half his face had continued to sag and now you could not even tell a single expression on his face. He looked like nothing more than a pair of eyes and mouth with a face covered in sagging mud.
 
        “Yankle, you have done well. Let’s round up the Brothers and follow them the best we can. Those Greater Good rejects have given us a good blow but we will have the last laugh when we get Jeremiah to take us to Olympus and come back, destroying them all.”
 
        Yankle bowed before Hatho and he went to tell the men, he left Hatho’s tent and ran up and down the rows of their camp, shouting their new orders. Tents littered the area with thousands of Nothing filling them, each one resembling a horror creature of myth and each one looking about ready to topple over from starvation. A sudden spark filled their eyes as Yankle told them the good news and they left their tents. Each one wanting to end this war and claim victory and now they felt it within their grasp as they prepared to follow the Greater Good, knowing they could not keep up with their speed, but relying on their spies to tell them where they were going.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Where’s Trent? I want my son back now!”
 
        “Drazin has the little tit sucker safe and sound for now. Until Drazin’s body adapts to these bugs and no longer needs a re-charge, that is. Then sadly the tit sucker will have to go.”
 
        Jeremiah realized that is why Drazin wanted Trent and figured it was why he was being chased all this time, too. He noticed Drazin smiling as he thought through these things.
 
        “What? You think you’ve won? You aren’t leaving here alive.”
 
        “Drazin must thank you all. Without you mating with germ guy, Kiddo, none of this would be possible. Then germ guy gave Drazin the doorway out of this backwater hell hole and last but not least the two love birds. You gave Drazin the tit sucker, with those bugs built into his very being. But just like after Drazin thanked your parents, it’s time for all of you to join them and the rest of the former gods and die!”
 
        Drazin uncrossed his arms and held the time axis up in his hand. He grinned as a look of horror came across Teru and Mason’s face. 
 
        “Mason, it’s not, it’s not possible. Not even Dad could touch that.”
 
        “So what, Mom! It’s a small shaped diamond thing. It’s probably fake anyway.”
 
        “That small shaped diamond thing is what made the time fractions. It’s what made the world you are living in now and it’s what will allow him to destroy this world and create one of his own design.”
 
        “Bloody hell! Alright, men! Let’s get the diamond thing away from that folically challenged numbnuts and make sure he’s so cattled up, there isn’t enough of him left for the rats with wings to snack on.”
 
        Rick pointed toward Drazin and the Tracker Elite jumped off the front porch. They began firing their automatic weapons at Drazin, everyone aimed directly at either his head or heart. Drazin gave a yawn and they all seemed perturbed as their bullets had no effect.
 
        “He’s still got that stratty shield.”
 
        “Wrong, germ guy! Drazin has no use for such minor trinkets anymore. Not when Drazin has the power of all the gods and the time axis.”
 
        Drazin laughed and Rick’s eyes bulged as he noticed all the bullets fired at Drazin were still hanging in mid-air. Drazin flung his hand and all the bullets flew back at the Tracker Elite, riddling their bodies with holes and killing them all instantly.
 
        “Drazin is bored already. Is that all you got? Even those friends of yours, Kiddo, put up a better fight. But alas even with their glowing back thing, they were no match for Drazin and suffered a fate much like this.”
 
        The group had no idea how to stop Drazin, as they watched him walk over to the Tracker Elite’s bodies and place the time axis over them. Within seconds their bodies disappeared and the time axis seemed to glow a bit brighter.
 
        “Mason, what are we going to do?
 
        Mason’s mind kept spinning trying to search for ideas but he could not get past the fact that Jack and Emily were dead. He wanted to throw every grenade in his belt at Drazin and then realized that might not be such a bad idea.
 
        “Trudy, you and your mother play to his ego and rant with the loud mouth strat. Jeremiah, you and Orlin do your nanite thing and start wailing on him the best you can. Rick, you and I will use these grenades on the strat. We have to all keep at it and do it together, it’s our only chance.”
 
        “You saw what he did to Rick’s men though, Mason. How are we going to end up any different?”
 
        “He said he couldn’t kill Trent because he needed a re-charge.”
 
        Jeremiah grasped Mason’s thinking right away, as he cut him off. “So we wear the bastard down and then he could go back to his powerless self.”
 
        “You got the idea. We knock that time axis from his hands and he’s becomes just like the rest of the Nothing living here, once again unable to use his powers.”
 
        “Rick, you with us?”
 
        Rick thought of the fallen Tracker Elite, realizing almost all his friends had just been killed. His hate for Drazin rose even more and he snapped out of his daze.
 
        “This maggot will be screaming blue murder when I’m through.”
 
        The group heard a knocking sound from above and looked up to see Frank, knocking the top of the force field with the rail of the helicopter. He leaned out and pointed toward the road, as Drazin smirked and flung his hand into the air, making a thunderbolt come down just missing Frank.
 
        “Bugger this, I’m out of here. Good luck, Rick.”
 
        Frank took off in the helicopter trying to put as much distance between himself and Drazin as he could.
 
        “Hmm Drazin still has to work on Drazin’s aim.”
 
        “Frank, you bloody nancy.” Rick muttered, not really blaming Frank for running away. He then looked to the road Frank was pointing at and saw Wester coming with a huge group of his men behind him, this time they had at least a dozen tanks. “Bloody hell! Is everyone trying to kill you?”
 
        “Pretty much.”
 
        “The shield will keep those strats out. Let’s end this strat once and for all.”
 
        The group all stared at Drazin with hate in their eyes. He looked up at them smirking, with his eyes glowing a bright red and waved his hand, indicating for them to give it their best shot.
 
        Hera tried to hold in her anger over Drazin having claimed the time axis and grasped her pendant, as she watched on from the bushes. She knew Jeremiah was her only chance to beat Drazin now, if he was able to survive. She remained ducked down watching, as she could do nothing to help thanks to Mason’s force field.
 
        “You ready, boy? Let’s get these bugs of ours going.” Jeremiah was surprised Orlin had even waited to attack Drazin, especially knowing he took Trent. It was not like him to be so restrained, which made Jeremiah fear Drazin’s powers that much more. But he pushed his fear aside and stuck Rick’s Sizzle into his ears.
 
        Rick noticed Jeremiah looking at him funny as the music began to play. “What?”
 
        “Highway to Hell, really? That doesn’t bode well for us, you know?”
 
        “It does if we’re doing the bloody sending.”
 
        Rick and Mason both pulled the pin on a grenade and chucked them at Drazin. They leaped off the porch, as they saw Drazin stop them in midair, getting ready to throw them back.
 
        “We’re up, boy. Let’s go!” Jeremiah nodded at Orlin and the two moved faster than ever as Jeremiah let the music flow through his body. Drazin flung the grenades back toward the porch, Jeremiah grabbed one and tossed it back, as Orlin kicked the other back at Drazin. Everyone stood around as the grenades went off and left Drazin in a huge cloud of smoke.
 
        “Take that, you bloody wanker.”
 
        “Mom, is he dead?”
 
        “Not by a long shot.” Teru whispered to Trudy as she watched the glow from Drazin’s eyes peer out through the cloud of smoke. “Dad would never have fallen for that. You call yourself all powerful?  You aren’t even half the god Zeus was.”
 
        “Mom, don’t tick him off.”
 
        “Draw his attention, Trudy. Oh, strat!” Teru shoved Trudy out of the way and she dove to the opposite side, as Drazin sent a bolt of electricity toward the porch. “Any day now, Mason.”
 
        Drazin was too occupied with Teru to notice the few more grenades at his feet. They exploded behind him, knocking him face first into the lawn. Orlin ran up and kicked Drazin upside his head, running around him and doing the same to the other side of his head. Jeremiah grabbed his feet and spun Drazin around, sending him flying into the air and watching as he came crashing down.
 
        Drazin got up with his nostrils flaring and his eyes glowing even brighter than before, as the sun shined down above him, beaming it seemed right off his gold armor and bald head. He refused to brush himself off and marched back toward the group. He waved his arm and Rick came flying toward him. Drazin grabbed Rick by the throat and slammed him face down into the dirt.
 
        Mason yanked out his shotgun and began firing at him, figuring he would distract him at the very least. But Drazin kept marching toward the porch, he just waved his arm and sent the shotgun rounds back at Mason. Mason curled up expecting pain and then opened his eyes, finding he had been moved by a speeding Jeremiah.
 
        “Thanks for that. I thought that strat had me there for a second. He’s rushing the girls, stop him!”
 
        Hera’s eyes widened as she watched Mason put his shirt collar back up, covering his neck collar.
 
        “So that’s how he isn’t some old decrepit fool. If only I still had those even with the puny power my son gives me I could control all the Nothing and humans of this world. For once germaphobe, I hope you survive, or at least the collar you stole from me does.”  Hera smiled, as she already had come up with a plan should she get the collar back and watched on, hoping it survived Drazin’s attack.
 
        Jeremiah ran at Drazin faster than anyone could see but Drazin still stuck out his arm and grabbed Jeremiah by the back of his shirt as he tried to zoom by him.
 
        “Drazin will give you the same honor Drazin gave your parents. You will watch everyone die first and then it will be your turn.” 
 
        Drazin snorted at Jeremiah and heaved him over his shoulder into a tree. His Sizzle became damaged and Jeremiah was barely able to stay conscious, as his body hurt all over. Orlin went over to check on Jeremiah, nudging his head against his face.
 
        “I’m alright; help Trudy!”
 
        Orlin took off, as Jeremiah passed out, and stood in front of Drazin at the foot of the stairs, hissing, as Trudy and Teru hopped the side of the porch and made a run for Zeus Mountain, hoping it could withstand Drazin’s attack.
 
        “A fleabag, really? Drazin takes down gods and a fleabag thinks he can stop Drazin.” Drazin found Orlin no threat, as he shot from the ground with his claws out aiming for Drazin’s face. Drazin tilted his head and grabbed Orlin by his tail as he went by. “Drazin thinks you need to go!  Here, let Drazin help you to the litter box.”
 
        Drazin waved his hand and the ground beneath him split open. He slung Orlin down into it and waved his hand again making the ground go back together. He then simply blinked and was instantly standing in front of Teru and Trudy.
 
        “Now Kiddo, you helped start all of this. Isn’t it fitting that you die first?”
 
        Teru moved Trudy behind her, as she stared down Drazin. She saw a bead of sweet coming off his forehead and knew using all these powers was wearing him out.
 
        “Trudy, when I go after him, you run.”
 
        “No, Mom! Don’t do it.”
 
        “Run! Run now!”
 
        Teru ran at Drazin trying to block his path as Trudy made a beeline for the hidden entrance in the mountain. Trudy kept running and did not look back, as tears streamed down her face, thinking about her mother’s fate.
 
        Drazin grabbed Teru by her neck and raised her up off the ground. He smiled and squeezed his hand watching as she gasped for air.
 
        “Well Kiddo, it’s been a good couple million years with you. But now it’s time you go join dear old Daddy. Say hi for Drazin, won’t you?”
 
        Drazin raised the time axis above Teru’s head and he looked over at Mason, grinning, as he came running into view. Mason’s heart sunk as he watched Teru disappear. He fired off every round he had left and started chucking grenade after grenade at Drazin, causing a huge dust cloud once again where Drazin stood.
 
        “You’ll pay for this, you strat!”
 
        Mason whipped around as he felt a tap on his shoulder. He looked up at Drazin just in time to see the time axis hanging over his head.
 
        “Not today, germ guy.” Drazin had a grin on his face that just would not stop as he watched Mason disappear, enjoying every moment of finally being able to rid himself of his enemies. “At least Drazin didn’t make you suffer over her very long. Now where did that love bird go? Ahhh!”
 
        Drazin blinked again and appeared in front of Trudy standing just in front of the mountain blocking the entrance. He watched as Trudy wiped the tears from her eyes and gave her a fake pout.
 
        “Aww! Are you upset that Drazin killed Mommy and Daddy? Maybe it was that Drazin took your little tit sucker? Either way, you are nuts if you think climbing a mountain will save you from Drazin.”
 
        Trudy remained silent, not giving Drazin even the slightest hint that there was a secret facility in the mountain, as she figured if she was going to die at least she could protect the rest of her family. She then gave Drazin a stern look and clenched up, preparing for the worst and not backing down.
 
        “Brave and naïve, like most humans, trying to be a hero.”
 
        “Someday, somewhere your life’s choices will come around to bite you. My conscious is clear and you…”
 
        “Blah, blah, blah! Drazin doesn’t need any hippie dippie lecture about being nice. Bye-bye, love bird. Drazin will send your other half and the tit sucker along soon.”
 
        Drazin found he was a tad weak and could not bring Trudy toward him with his hand out, so he opened it and blew sleep dust on her, watching as she fell to the ground. He then held the time axis over her and laughed as she disappeared.
 
        Orlin burst from the ground and sped toward Jeremiah, he rubbed up against him purring and Jeremiah jolted awake, feeling his body once again being renewed. He brushed Orlin and smiled at him.
 
        “What would I do without you? Thanks, boy. Now where is everyone?”
 
        Jeremiah noticed Rick and ran over picking him up and slapping him across the face a couple times until he came too.
 
        “Bloody hell! What the…?” Rick’s eyes bulged out as he saw Wester staring back at him from the other side of the force field. He had all his forces lined up on the outside of it just waiting for a chance to get through.
 
        “You take him in now, Rick, and I won’t shoot your traitorous ass.”
 
        “Blow it out your airy fairy arse, Wester.”
 
        Jeremiah looked back the other way and saw Drazin marching back toward them. He saw that Drazin was barely able to stand and snatched Rick’s pistol from his belt. He fired off all the rounds and Drazin stopped them just in time, falling to the ground with little strength left.
 
        “Drazin hates this backwater time fraction and its power prevention shit. Drazin needs to go recharge off that little tit sucker.” Drazin curled his nose up at the pair and shouted at them. “Drazin already took care of the rest of your family, so suffer a while! After all, Drazin has a country to run. Being President is a huge task.”
 
        “Reload Rick, I’ve got him down.”
 
        “No need to reload Betsy!  This nimrod is cattled.” Rick yanked the final two grenades from his belt and heaved them at Drazin.
 
        Drazin just smiled and latched his fist onto the time axis. He knew where the shield generator was after seeing Mason in the woods and sent a bolt of electricity into the ground where it was frying it. He then disappeared back to Olympus to recharge just as the grenades went off.
 
        “Did we get the bloody maggot and president?”
 
        Jeremiah knew Drazin had escaped but he heard a slight crackle and then the marching of men behind him, not giving him any time to process or grieve over his loss. Drazin had taken everything and he was going to stay alive at least long enough to make him pay.
 
        He noticed Orlin hissing, as that tabby cat he had seen ages ago trotted up to them from the bushes.
 
        “What’s your girlfriend doing here, boy?”
 
        “Great! Another bloody feline, as if one isn’t batty enough.”
 
        Jeremiah and Rick stood with their hands in the air as Wester led his men toward them. He lit up a cigarette and started puffing away as he made his way toward them.
 
        “Does he really think he’s cooler with those things?”
 
        “The arsemonger has issues.”
 
        “Wouldn’t happen to have any more music on you would you?”
 
        “Fresh out, just like old Betsy, here. We’re up shit creek.” Rick muttered, watching as Orlin swatted the other cat. “He really doesn’t like that feline, does he? Have something against hanky panky? Bloody hell!”
 
        The tabby cat spun around in a tornado type whirl and standing before them was Hera, her horse face had a slight smile, making her seem trust worthy.
 
        “Can he bloody do that daft shit, too?”
 
        “Not that I’m aware of.”
 
        Orlin ducked down and kept hissing, as Rick and Jeremiah listened to what she had to say.
 
        “I’ve helped you where I could along the way but now I can’t hide anymore. I’ve been sent to protect you by Puck. You must quickly go to the Nide, it’s your only chance.”
 
        “Back to the land of the uglies? Like bloody hell, you’re daft.”
 
        Jeremiah knew it was their only chance of escape and found he had been too caught up in things to even realize it. He placed his foot on Orlin’s back and his arm on Rick and disappeared, along with Hera to The Nide, right before the eyes of Wester and his men.
 
        “I hate these other side assholes. Scour the area, men! There must be some hint of where they are going next.” Wester waved his arms in the air, enraged at how close he was to his capture and presumably getting his wife back, as his men began to scour Mason’s property.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “The land of the uglies sure got buggered up.”
 
        Rick and Jeremiah glanced around as it no longer looked like their side, everything was destroyed and nothing but rubble littered the area for as far as their eyes could see. It was as if someone had come along and devoured their entire civilization, leaving it in ruins.
 
        “What happened here?” 
 
        “Since when did she become a salad dodger?”
 
        Jeremiah turned toward Hera as Rick tapped him on the shoulder. She was now in her Prophet Rahe disguise with the pendant showing around her neck. The pair instantly knew she was part of the group that they met in Puck’s cave and that they had been duped.
 
        “You happened here?”
 
        They watched as Prophet Rahe’s smiled grew wider and Rimin appeared out of nowhere beside her. One by one the rest of the Greater Good appeared there, too, and then dozens more behind them and hundreds behind them, until they were standing in front of a massive army.
 
        “Now, take us to Olympus or die! Or just die! Either way is fine with me.”
 
        Before Jeremiah could even respond they heard a familiar voice behind them and turned to see the Brother of Olympus standing there, with thousands of men marching toward them.
 
        “He’s ours! We started the search before any of you ever did. We will claim him.”
 
        “I told you guys you would pay for the death of our Brother.”
 
        Hatho and Yankle remained at the head of the group, as Rimin and Hera remained at the head of theirs. Both sides were staring the other down, with nowhere for Rick and Jeremiah to run. 
 
        “Cat Fancy, the one time you didn’t listen to the bloody feline and look what happened? We ended up in the middle of a bloody war between the uglies. Let’s skedaddle back to that arsemonger, Wester.”
 
        Orlin looked up at Jeremiah giving him a dirty look, as he hid between him and Rick. He tried to get them back to their side but he could not, as he was still stuck waiting to re-charge his efforts. Jeremiah wished he had practiced coming over from The Nide, for now they were stuck.
 
        “I’m sorry, boy! I thought you were just jealous of the cat.” Jeremiah had no idea how to get out of this one, as both sides seemed to be waiting for the other to flinch so the attack could begin. “I guess this is what you’d call being stuck between a hard head and an ugly.”
 
        “Hells bells! Now you did it! Stick to talking to the bloody feline and leave the smart arse comments to me.” Rick smirked at Hera, figuring he would at least get some satisfaction before they were killed.  “Don’t give me the hairy eyeball, you salad dodger.”
 
        Rick, Jeremiah and Orlin did the best they could to avoid the oncoming attack as both sides began to try and claim Jeremiah after his and Rick’s remarks. Neither of them had much hope of getting out of this alive but they were not about to give up without a fight.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 15
 
   Over The Rainbow
 
        “How many times has that tingle gone up your spine? You know the feeling that you’re being watched, yet no one is around. It truly is an illogical notion, as you are either being watched or you are not. There is nothing in between. Feeling it means you are either paranoid or you know someone is there. At least that is what I thought until it happened. For lack of a better phrase it was my Deus ex Machina moment.  If only it could have been something easy like a bomb blew them all away and I magically survived because of the bugs. But sadly, life is never easy.”
 
        “Jack! Look at that mirror. Is that Jeremiah?” Emily looked over the man in the mirror, finding her heart grow at the sight of him. She just knew it was her son and enjoyed finally seeing the man he had become, even though she still thought of him as the baby he was just a short while ago to her. “It has to be, he’s got your looks, Jack.”
 
        “He’s got your eyes, too, my love. It also looks like he stepped into horror movie land. Did our time fraction truly go all Supernatural while we were away? You got the blob guy, along with some True Blood looking wannabes, some walking dead and the dog people. If we didn’t just come from the underworld, I’d surely have to make a reference to that. But, then, making any reference to those with their shitty sequels wouldn’t seem right.” Jack watched as he saw the men dressed in suits coming from the other side of the mirror. “Who fights in James Bond attire, besides Bond, of course?”
 
        Jack’s eyes widened as he watched the men become glowy and dash around, both sides attacking the other and causalities erupting on both fronts. “I guess magic glow friend wannabe guys fight with suits on, too. What next? My Little Pony worshippers?”
 
        “Jack! Stop asking that. You want to get stuck with a pony version of him?”
 
        “Well it could be an improvement.”
 
        Jack and Emily had barely made their way down the rainbow road with Tripit playing hop scotch in front of them, flipping about from his finger to his foot like his three foot tall mass weighed as much as a feather. His mop of orange hair moved to his motion and his dark green skin seemed to sparkle a bit with the reflection from the rainbow road. He turned around and saw the pair were not moving and quickly poofed himself into a cloud of smoke, appearing behind them, floating in the air over their shoulders.
 
        “Hmm, that son of yours is in a pickle. If those Nothing get him, it won’t tickle.”
 
        “Nothing? Those are the Nothing?”
 
        “Yep! Like Teru told you in Hell. That’s what happens when they ring the bell and come to the human side. They get quite ugly and lose their stride. While the others seem so grand yet are under an old foe’s command.”
 
        Emily felt her long brown hair being moved off to the side and she looked up to find Tripit staring down her shirt.
 
        “Listen, you perverted little Yoda. You better tell us if he is going to be safe or not!” Emily demanded, as she grabbed Tripit by the neck. Tripit laughed hysterically like a hyena and then disappeared in a cloud of smoke.
 
        “Why, that no good for nothing little rhyming shit. Get back here!”
 
        “Emily, calm down. The future mirror we just saw proves everything will be fine. Don’t let the bad Dr. Seuss wannabe and his Zapped act, with his bad Xanadu meets Who Framed Roger Rabbit routine get to you.”
 
        Emily stared at Jack as he tried to put on a brave front. But she knew he only used that many movie references at once when he was angry, trying to annoy her or was worried. By now she could tell and knew it was the latter.
 
        “But Jack, we never saw Jeremiah in the first mirror. This is the first we’ve seen of him. Who knows if he is there safe with us at that future point in time?”
 
        “You have a point, my love.” Jack searched the area as the endless mirrors floated about in every direction. He then found Tripit lying on top of one of the mirrors as it floated overhead. “Get your little rhyming ass down here and tell us how to do something. This is the Time Junction after all, there has to be some switch or something to let us help.”
 
        Tripit appeared in front of Jack and placed his arms behind his back, circling the pair and pretending to be thinking long and hard.
 
        “Nope! Sorry, you dope! This happened in your past. Thus whatever happens will last. I’m sure his death will be fast. But that’s one less to feed when you add to the cast.”
 
        Tripit rubbed Emily’s belly and stared once again up at her breasts. Jack grabbed him by the back of his janitor’s uniform and chucked him out into the sea of mirrors.
 
        “Go get your Monk on and clean something. I’m sure there is some wicked witch that needs a spiffy mirror.” Jack went to the side of the rainbow road and reached for the mirror, not knowing what to expect but figured it was worth a try. He reached it and his hand went right through it, like it was not even there. It rippled out like a rock being skipped on a pond and then went back to normal view when he pulled his hand back. “Great! It’s a look but don’t touch kind of deal. I guess they went cheap and bought in bulk. Probably shopped for this shit at Walmart or something.”
 
        The pair watched as Jeremiah, Orlin and Rick were knocked down onto their backs, lying there surrounded by the main forces of both sides. Each side were struggling against the other to try and get their hands on Jeremiah. Emily’s eyes widened as she saw Hera in her Prophet Rahe disguise come into view on the mirror.
 
        “Jack! Phoenix was right! That no good for nothing fat bitch is alive.”
 
        Tripit appeared floating a good height above them and lounged on his back like he was in a swimming pool. “Told you there was an old foe. But then I’m just a janitor. What do I know?”
 
        “We have to do something, Jack. We didn’t survive Hell just to come here and watch Jeremiah die.”
 
        “Not to get all Zeus on you or anything, but as he always said everything happens for a reason. Maybe we are here to save him.”
 
        “But you always say the past can’t be changed, Jack.”
 
        “And it can’t! But just maybe we saved him and now we need to make it happen.”
 
        “Isn’t time travel grand? Only one way to find out if you can lend a helping hand.”
 
        Tripit waited for them to look up at him and then he gave them a huge Cheshire cat smile before giving his hyena laugh and disappeared from view. But as he did so, the pair noticed this time instead of smoke, a green bubble appeared around him and then snapped.
 
        “Jack, you don’t think?”
 
        “You’re light bright upgrade has done stranger things. Plus, any excuse to kiss you, I’ll take.”
 
        Jack and Emily wrapped their arms around one another, letting themselves once more become lost in the others touch, as their lips met and their emotions pulsed through their bodies. The one-seven scar on Emily’s back began to glow and before long they were basked in a light green bubble. The pair floated in the air and moved over in the bubble, as both their thoughts remained completely on each other. They hovered above the mirror and their glow from the bubble seemed to begin to extend down onto it, causing the mirror to ripple from the top this time instead of from the side like when Jack tried to touch it.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Bloody hell! Get away, ugly!” Rick yelled, as he kept using the back of his pistol to whack off any hands trying to grab him. He was disgusted at the sight of so many screwed up Nothing that he barely even paid attention to the Greater Good troops. He was, however, quick to notice that neither side used any sort of weapons. “So we got ugly wankers on one side and uptight lawyer looking arsemongers on the other side. What is this bloody war fought with? Drool and law books?”
 
        “We have no need for you human’s puny weapons for we have the power to fight with our bare hands.”
 
        Macaray zoomed around Rick in a glow and the two sides kept fighting each other, pretty much ignoring him for the most part, as Jeremiah and Orlin remained surrounded by the heads of both sides.
 
        “Right! And I suppose you blew up your bloody world with matchsticks?”
 
        “I’m sorry, boy. It looks like this is it. Make a run for it while you still can.”
 
        Jeremiah had no idea how to escape. With the battle going on around him there was nowhere he could run, especially without any music to get his nanites flowing. Orlin ducked down and waited to strike the first person who reached out their hand for Jeremiah. Orlin ignored what Jeremiah said and was not about to leave him, as the two sides squabbled over who was going to get him.
 
        “Hatho, you make one wrong move and that face of yours will be a puddle on the sidewalk. Jeremiah is ours and we will go to Olympus.”
 
        “That’s funny. For if you come any closer I’ll make sure he’s not the only son you have, as demons will grow inside you.”
 
        Neither side seemed to flinch but both seemed to fear what the other could do if either one of them messed up in their attack.
 
        “I’ve got an idea. We both want him dead, so why not just kill him and then go back to beating on each other?”
 
        “Nice to know I get a say in all of this.”
 
        “You lost that right when you were born. You drove our father away, killing him, and gave me this awful scar across my face. You are mine!”
 
        Rimin reached down to grab Jeremiah and Orlin did a somersault right where he stood. He used his back feet to kick Rimin away, knocking him to the ground.
 
        “The mighty Rimin, leader of the Greater Good, beaten by a cat” Yankle laughed, as Hatho and all the surrounding Brothers of Olympus did too, not noticing Rick sneaked up behind him, as the battle raged on all around them. “Help!”
 
        “Shut your bloody mouth, ugly! I did promise to turn you seven shades of shit, if I recall correctly.”
 
        “The television star thinks he has what it takes to stop us?”
 
        Rick held his pistol at the ready, pretending he still had some ammo in it. The Brothers went to grab him and as they did Rimin and Hera made a play for Jeremiah.
 
        “No so fast!” Viklo yelled, as he jumped at Rimin like a savage dog beast. Zigglar shoved Hera to the ground and jumped on top of her attempting to bite her neck but was instantly yanked off by over a dozen men.
 
        Macaray grabbed Hatho from behind and threw him onto a group of his own men as Yankle scurried away into the crowd. Macaray was then swarmed by Brothers and began fighting them off.
 
        “Let’s get out of here.”
 
        “You don’t have to bloody tell me twice.” Both looked around and just as before could not find anywhere to go. “Can we get back to our side yet?”
 
        “No! It’s still too early.”
 
        “I’d like to bugger up the bloody wanker who made up these rules.”
 
        Rick and Jeremiah were grabbed by a ball of light and whisked away before anyone knew what happened, Orlin quickly darted off behind them.
 
        They ended up on the back side of the Brothers of Olympus troops and ducked down in the tree line, hoping they were not seen. Rick caught Glida in his arms as she fell, weak from transporting them out of there.
 
        “Haven’t we seen this little cracker before?” Rick brushed Glida’s curly black hair from her face and looked her over, finding she really did remind him of a gypsy, with her oversized earrings and flashy clothes.
 
        “Yeah, she was the one in the cave that wanted to help us.”
 
        “Right! I guess not all of these uglies are so bad.”
 
        Glida opened her eyes and tried to regain her bearings. She almost fell again and held herself up against Rick.
 
        “None of my side was like this before that so called Prophet and Rimin stirred things up. The last time you were here we were at peace then the Brothers started recruiting, she did the same and all hell broke loose. Your secret is out!  Every Nothing wants you, Jeremiah. They want what you can give them.”
 
        “Bloody hell! You’re famous without a show!”
 
        “I can’t give them anything. I can’t go to Olympus. And if I can I don’t know how.”
 
        “You have it within you. Just as Rimin has it within him to give a sliver of power to all Nothing. I overheard Prophet Rahe say it was because you were both born on Olympus, so you have some connection to it. Now you must go. This war is bad enough, but if either one of the groups gains true powers, I fear both the Nothing and human sides are doomed.”
 
        “Come with us. There is nothing for you here.”
 
        “I can’t. I know Macaray is under some sort of spell and I won’t rest until I break it.”
 
        “You mean that daft salad dodger lackey?”
 
        “Yes! I can’t let any harm come to him. I won’t!”
 
        Rick found it a strange coupling, as he found Macaray rather stiff in his oversized lawyer looking kind of way, compared to her obvious bubbly demeanor. He just racked it up as more Nothing strangeness, as he made sure she was able to stand on her own.
 
        Jeremiah knew exactly how she felt, as he would do anything for Trudy. He began to feel sick to his stomach as he thought about how they were all gone, but was snapped out of it as he turned to find Prophet Rahe and Rimin behind him once more.
 
        “Great job, Glida! I’m glad you finally came around.” Glida winked at Jeremiah before turning to Prophet Rahe and pretended as if she was with her.
 
        “Yeah, those Brothers of Olympus are too slow. I knew you’d find us here. Now we can go to Olympus.”
 
        Glida hoped that was their plan, as she needed another opening to enable their escape but she could tell by Rimin’s demeanor that he was going to kill Jeremiah.
 
        “Three against three. Let’s not chew the fat. Bring it, you bloody uptight wankers and fat arse salad dodger.”
 
        Rick, Jeremiah and Orlin all prepared to defend themselves the best they could, when they noticed Prophet Rahe’s eyes bulge from her face. Her jaw dropped and she acted like she had seen a ghost.
 
        “Was it something I said?”
 
        “Maybe you forgot to add bloody hell to it?” Jeremiah felt Orlin head-butt him in the leg and noticed how he was looking up and meowing to the air above him. “What is it, boy?”
 
        Jeremiah looked up and he saw two figures that looked ghost like, except they were giving off a light green glow, as they floated above them. Jeremiah blinked a couple of times in disbelief and popped open his pocket watch just to be sure. He looked at the figures, then the photo in his pocket watch, and back to the figures again before finally believing they were his parents.
 
        “Jack, look! Hera has the third pendant. I thought Krogan said it was lost long ago.”
 
        Both quickly picked up on that fact but they saw it was not glowing and felt no threat from it, as they knew only someone with the power of a Titan could use it.
 
        “I guess the old horse faced cow doesn’t have any lap dog in her. Maybe the barnyard was too full, you think?”
 
        “Or it just got diluted when the egotistical bitch tried to throw herself on someone.”
 
        Prophet Rahe became fed up with hearing their banter again and placed her hand on Rimin’s shoulder, trying to gain as much power as she could. She felt her feelings rise for Jack once more though and hoped this was the time she could get rid of Emily once and for all. She then sent a small spark of light from her other hand toward Emily, but it went right through her.
 
        “Wow! She really put some weight behind that one. I see the barnyard has been feeding you well, Hera.”
 
        “You’d think after the last time we fried her, she’d have the sense to get a better disguise. Even Drazin changes things up every once in a while.”
 
        “Don’t remind me. I never want to see Professor Jones again, Drazin pretending to be him, Leftover or otherwise.”
 
        Rimin, Rick and Glida could not figure out what Hera and Jeremiah were looking at. They all looked up to where they were staring but could see nothing.
 
        “Prophet Rahe, are you alright?”
 
        “Bloody hell! Now’s our chance to skedaddle out of ugly land!  Let’s go!”
 
        Both stood there, Jeremiah amazed at what he was seeing and Hera fuming over not being able to crush Emily. Plus, the fact they had obviously survived Drazin’s attack had also crossed her mind, making that just one more time they defied death and she really hated that moniker.
 
        “I guess this is how Yoda feels when he floats around.”
 
        “Maybe that’s why he rhymes so much, as he feels lighter than air.”
 
        “You always make me feel lighter than air, my love.”
 
        “So corny, Jack but I love it none the less.”
 
        Jeremiah watched on as his parents kissed one another. He thought they were crazy, as they bantered back and forth with all the destruction that was going on around them. But he felt himself being drawn to it, as they had a sense of freedom with one another he only wished he could find within himself.
 
        “So are you guys my guardian angels or something?”
 
        “Are you bloody daft? There is no one there!”
 
        Rick tugged at Jeremiah to leave but then he noticed Orlin looking up, too, and after what he remembered about Puck’s cave, he knew there was something else at play. He stopped pulling and eyed the other three as they remained motionless, too.
 
        “We’re no angels but we’re not here to cause the end of days or call on The Postman or maybe even prevent a Waterworld. And if aliens come going all Independence Day, we will be far away. Shit!”
 
        “I think you’ve been listening to Tripit too much, Jack.” Emily floated down from above standing in front of Jeremiah, as Jack followed behind her. “You have grown to be a wonderful man. With all Trudy has told us, we couldn’t be more proud of you.”
 
        “But Trudy, thanks to Drazin, is…is dead.”
 
        “Cheer up! She’s just hanging out with Lucy. She’ll be back soon enough.”
 
        “What?” Jeremiah’s eyes widened as he had no idea what Jack was talking about but caught on to the fact that she was still alive.
 
        “What your father is trying to say, is that she, Mason and Teru are all alive and well in Hell. Damn it! I’m rhyming, too.”
 
        “Aren’t you dead when you go to Hell?”
 
        “It’s a poor man’s Hell. It is a world inside that thing Drazin is carrying around. We already escaped and tried to get back here but got another detour as always.”
 
        “Then why haven’t they escaped if you have?”
 
        “Time is a fickle bitch. For us, we’ve escaped. But for you they haven’t yet, which is also why we don’t look much older than you. What’s been twenty some years for you has been maybe a week for us.” Jack smiled as Jeremiah was trying to process everything. “I know. You expected it to be some Vice Versa, 18 Again or Like Father, Like Son type deal right?”
 
        “Weren’t those movies about body switching?”
 
        “The kid knows his stuff!”
 
        Jeremiah continued to try and wrap his mind around what Jack was saying and started to let it sink in. But Emily could tell he was still a bit confused and was not the least bit surprised with Jack trying to explain things in typical movie reference fashion.
 
        “The point is that they are alive Jeremiah and they will all be returned to you in one piece. You have to survive. Survive for them and survive for us. We will make it home come Hell or high water.”
 
        “Emily, I think that statement is kind of redundant now since we already escaped Hell and all. Plus, it technically isn’t Hell anymore since Lucy had some Leftovers for dinner and went all Blown Away on us.”
 
        “Umm, Cat Fancy? I think the ugly salad dodger is getting annoyed.” Rick tugged at Jeremiah’s arm, as Hera seemed to have had it with them. Their words seemed to be irking her more than ever and before they knew it hundreds of the Greater Good troops were by her side.
 
        “Cat Fancy? Really? You couldn’t get a better nickname than that?”
 
        “Well you do seem to have one, too, with your time fraction machine and all, Jack.”
 
        “I suppose it beats the sex toy.”
 
        “Yeah, that wasn’t the best nickname for me to give you, huh?”
 
        “But at least it was from the heart, Agent McCoy. What more could I ask for?”
 
        Hera knew they were making fun of their time in her time fraction and was not about to take it anymore. She waved her arm and all the men began marching toward Jeremiah.
 
        “I’ve had enough of you two. If I can’t kill you then I will make you watch as we kill him.”
 
        “Grab him, Brothers. They are trying to escape with our ticket to Olympus.”
 
        “Has Earth’s time fraction really gone all apocalyptic like this? Maybe we don’t want to come home!”
 
        “This is The Nide. The Nothing side of things.”
 
        “I guess they want to be uninviting as well as have a stupid name for themselves and their hell hole of a world.”
 
        Emily noticed Jeremiah’s pocket watch and remembered what happened in Hell when she touched the one Trudy was wearing around her neck. She spied both sides once again coming at Jeremiah and knew it was their only chance to save him. Emily wrapped her arms around Jack and reached out touching Jeremiah’s pocket watch, within seconds a huge swirling portal appeared beside him and Emily nodded for Jeremiah to go.
 
        “Will I ever see you again?”
 
        “You can count on it. Just have a little faith.”
 
        “Just like a cat, we always come back.” Jack and Emily laughed, as Jeremiah still could not get over their comfort level with one another, no matter what was going on. “Oh and tell Doc, that we took a ride to the Time Junction. Drazin has blocked out Olympus so no one can get there. So if he and Teru are searching for us, that’s where we are.”
 
        “Bloody hell! Enough, already!”
 
        The pair faded out of view and Jeremiah felt a quick jolt to the side of his body, as Rick grabbed him and threw him into the portal. Orlin dashed in behind Jeremiah and Rick just shook his head as some Brothers almost grabbed him.
 
        “Anything has to beat the bloody uglies.”
 
        Rick went to jump through as well and as he did, Rimin rammed into him from behind, sending the two tumbling into the portal. The portal then disappeared before anyone could follow them. Hera had heard what Jack said and began cursing Drazin, as she knew the time axis would give him the power to do that and now even if they had Jeremiah, Olympus was blocked and they had no way of getting there.
 
        “Retreat!” Hera yelled, as she suddenly realized Rimin was gone and that with him what little power he gave the men was also gone. 
 
        They were nothing but sitting ducks for the Brothers and had to retreat. She scurried off into the shadows with the rest of the Greater Good troops that could get away and they could all hear the cries of their fallen men, as the Brother of Olympus tore them to shreds.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Jack and Emily opened their eyes as the bubbled snapped and they began to fall into the darkness below the rainbow road. Jack grabbed the road with his hand and held onto Emily with his other hand. He noticed Tripit hovering behind them smiling and quite pleased with himself.
 
        “A little help here, Yoda.”
 
        “What’s wrong? Aren’t you big and strong?”
 
        Jack wanted to strangle Tripit as he sighed and used all his strength to pulled Emily’s hands up onto the side of the road. He made sure she had a tight grip and then pulled himself up and quickly yanked her up into his arms.
 
        “We did it, Jack!
 
        “But what did we do?”
 
        The pair felt great pride in saving their son but had no idea where they sent him. They only hoped it was somewhere with no immediate danger and he was not lost in time or something like that.
 
        “You two just keep on winning but I fear you sent him back to the beginning. This could be rather bad but you saved him for now, so be glad.”
 
        “What do you think he means, Jack?”
 
        “Who knows what Yoda means! All I know is the sooner we get to the end of the rainbow and find our pot of gold, the sooner we can get home and make sure everyone is safe. Let’s just hope there isn’t a leprechaun at the end. I’ll throw up if I have to think about all those Leprechaun sequels too much.” Jack laughed and shivered as he thought about those movie sequels. “Oh and can you do me a favor, my love?”
 
        “Yes, Jack?”
 
        “If I ever have any thoughts of going to that Nide place, shoot me in the foot.”
 
        “It would be my pleasure.” Emily took Jack’s hand and they began walking down the rainbow road, following Tripit as he once again hop scotched along.
 
        “Trudy was right. Orlin looks a lot like your time fraction machine.”
 
        “I guess he decided to get a cat instead of build a life changing device. If only I had the same notion.”
 
        “Then we’d never have met and I’d still be stuck with General Mustard stalking me.”
 
        “I suppose it’s a good thing I saved you from such a fate, even if you are such a burden.”
 
        Emily gave Jack a playful slap as he kissed her and they continued down the rainbow road behind Tripit, trying to use their banter so they would avoid looking at any other mirrors, seeing something that could cause their already increasing worry over Jeremiah to increase.
 
        “Did you see that guy with Jeremiah? He looked like what would happen if Mr. T and Stallone were fazed together during Rocky three. Be interesting to throw him and Conan in a room together with Doc as the referee.”
 
        “My money would be on Mason.”
 
        The pair laughed thinking about all their friends as they hoped they would soon reach a way to finally get back home.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Jeremiah felt Orlin nudging his head against the side of his face and reached his hand up scratching his head. “I’m glad to see you too, boy. Any idea where we are?”
 
        Jeremiah pulled himself up to his feet and glanced around seeing nothing but darkness in every direction. He spotted Rick and Rimin both lying unconscious a few feet away and went to wake Rick, hoping to get away before Rimin awoke.
 
        “Rick, get up. We have to go!” Jeremiah sighed and waved for Orlin to do his thing. Orlin began to purr and used his hind legs, placing them under Rick’s chin and then kicked him up onto his feet. Jeremiah caught him and held him up the best he could, as Rick came to.
 
        “Bloody hell! I’m going to kill that feline.” Rick watched as Orlin trotted off with his head held high and tail in the air. “Hey! Who buggered up the lights?”
 
        Rick finally stood on his own two feet and Jeremiah motioned for him to remain quiet and move, not wanting to awake Rimin. The pair headed off in no particular direction, as they heard Rimin shout behind them.
 
        “This isn’t over yet! I will have my revenge for what you took from me.”
 
        “Is that nimrod ever going to get a bloody grip?”
 
        The pair noticed Orlin duck down and hiss, as the ground started to quake beneath them. At least what they considered to be the ground, as it was complete darkness beneath them as well. Rimin halted his assault as he became wary of what was coming. The four of them prepared for the worst as the quaking began to strengthen causing their whole bodies to shake along with it.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 16
 
   The Beginning
 
        “Events happen in all our lives. We see the affects they have on us and those close to us, but what about the ripple effect? Even the most miniscule moment can affect a complete stranger, totally changing their future. One can argue it was supposed to be that way, which I can’t say I disagree with but when your eyes are open to this fact you see the world in a whole new light. Unfortunately, you see the flip side of the coin too and the darkness emerges into the light. Good and evil have waged war, finding a delicate balance from the beginning of time. A ripple sent out through time that each person has felt in one way or another. A ripple I seemed to have helped start.”
 
        “What in the bloody hell is going on?”
 
        They all felt as if whatever was making the ground quake was right on top of them. They looked in every direction but still it was pitch black. The quaking ceased and Rimin immediately dashed toward Jeremiah. He knocked him to the ground and began wailing on him.
 
        “I will finally have my revenge for what you did to me.”
 
        Rick rolled his eyes and pointed for Orlin to hit Rimin. Orlin just sat and looked up at Rick, not seeming to want to obey him in the least.
 
        “Bloody feline, fine! I’ll take care of this jellyfish myself.” Rick went to drag Rimin off Jeremiah, who was blocking his attempts the best he could, and just as he reached down to help, Orlin head-butted Rimin in the side, sending him rolling across the ground. “Smart arse feline!”
 
        “What is your deal? You’ve had it out for me since we met and how could I harm you if I never even knew you existed?”
 
        Rimin glared at Jeremiah, refusing to answer as he readied for another strike. Rick stood between the two and stuck his hands out, as he knew what was going on from the tale Wester tried to make him believe.
 
        “It’s simple, Cat Fancy. His mother is not only a salad dodger but she’s daft as well. She force fed him all this shit about how you killed your parents at the age of five and oh so many other people. Hell, you even gave a scar magically to some wanker you never met. It’s all because the salad dodger wants people under her thumb as I’ve seen with Wester. He believes she can bring his bloody wife back from the dead. So making this airy fairy believe you killed your parents probably isn’t much of a feat. In other words, his mind is cattled. Forget the nimrod.”
 
        Jeremiah thought about what Rick said, putting the pieces together. As he knew Prophet Rahe had been leading him down a path she wanted, trying to get the pieces of her master plan to fall into place. He also knew now she was Hera and from Mason’s stories of his past adventures Jeremiah knew she had a thing for his father. 
 
        “This is all because your mother is jealous that our father never stayed with her. I never did any of those things.”
 
        “Lies!” Rimin shouted, as he would not even consider what Rick and Jeremiah were saying to be true. After years of hearing Hera speak of such things and the added proof of the scar across his face, Rimin’s rage only increased. He tried to find a way around Rick to get at Jeremiah but could not, as he stood there glaring.
 
        “How do you think we got here? My mother and father, your father, were there and helped us escape. What do you think your mother was so mad at? Thin air?”
 
        Jeremiah felt his reasoning was relevant but he knew people conditioned to such lies built off of strong emotions were not going to come around easily. He did not want to search for a way home while looking over his shoulder and figured letting Rimin release his rage might calm him down to some level of reasoning. He waved his arm for Rick to move and motioned for Orlin to stay out it.
 
        “You don’t believe me? Fine! You want to whine about poor pitiful me all day? Fine! Some people push forward and some people dwell in the past. I think it’s about time I put you in the past.”
 
        Rimin dashed off at Jeremiah but stopped halfway there and began floating up off the ground. He tried to move but had no control over his body.
 
        “Bloody hell! Now, what?”
 
        Jeremiah and Rick watched as a glow started to take form around Rimin and they realized they had seen such a thing before. They each took a few steps back as Puck appeared, neither wanting to go through any more of his tests.
 
        Rick was about to lay into him for the constant damsel remarks once more, but he noticed Puck was looking over Rimin with a child-like wonder. Jeremiah noticed too and knew this was not the same Puck they had met in the cave.
 
        Orlin swatted at Puck’s hair as he bent down and sniffed him, walking around him and checking out every inch of his body. He picked Orlin up by one leg and Orlin hissed scratching Puck on the hand to get let go. Puck did not make a sound and just looked his hand over at the small drops of blood coming from it. He let it bleed for a few seconds and then healed it with ease.
 
        “Have you lost your bloody mind?”
 
        “Do you know who you are dealing with? When my mother finds you...”
 
        Rick cut off Rimin with his laughter, as Jeremiah could not help but snicker under his breath as well. 
 
        “Did you really just use your mommy to make a threat? No wonder you believe such daft shit, you’re a flipping bonafide momma’s boy?” Rick curled up his nose as Puck got right up in his face. “What in the bloody hell do you want?”
 
        “Flip...bona...flipp...bonaf....flibo?”
 
        “Cat Fancy, is he acting daft or what?”
 
        Jeremiah stepped up to Puck and let Puck look him over. He then felt his body go numb as he, Rick and Orlin began to float like Rimin. Not one of them could move let alone speak, as streams of light came from Puck and pierced into each one of their minds. They all floated in the air barely able to form a single thought, as Puck seemed to be downloading all of their information.
 
   ***************************************
 
        A building packed to the brim with soldiers standing in formation all began to salute at the exact same time, as Drazin disguised as President Riggs stepped up to a podium. He walked up as calm as ever, clutching the time axis in his closed fist, so no one could see it.
 
        “Welcome! You have been chosen for this task because you are the best of the best. I’ve had my advisors scour the country for those that will help me lead us to the donning of a new age. It’s just too bad none of you will be around to see it.”
 
        Drazin swung his arms and all the doors to the building slammed shut. He tossed sleeping dust into the crowd of soldiers still wondering what was going on, as they trusted their president. They all slowly began to fall to the ground one by one, succumbing to the dust’s effects.
 
        “Drazin loves how easy you cattle are. If this is the best this grand country has to offer, Drazin becoming ruler of all space and time will be a cake walk.”
 
        Drazin began walking over every body and sucking them into the time axis. He laughed as he did so and kept at it until only his secret service agents were left. He looked at the time axis which glowed a little brighter but had not seemed to fill very much. He then sighed and sucked the agents into it as well.
 
        “Drazin’s going to have to step this up a notch. A few thousand humans here and a few thousand humans there isn’t going to cut it.”
 
        “Ahh, but my dearest President Riggs or should I say Drazin since you like your name so much? You are forgetting one thing.”
 
        Drazin turned curling up his nose as Hera appeared in the building behind him. He knew she was up to something and was done making deals with her for he no longer needed her to make his plans come to fruition.
 
        “Drazin doesn’t forget anything. Drazin knows you are referencing those meaningless Nothing over there. Drazin likes what you did with the place by the way. All that rubble is so cheery.”
 
        “An unfortunate side effect to my plan.”
 
        “Drazin doesn’t think you have much of a plan. Admit it! Drazin has done more than you ever have.”
 
         “It does seem that way for now. But you will need my help to get the Nothing all in one spot.”
 
        “Drazin doesn’t need your help for anything. You’ve helped Drazin already. All Drazin needs is for the Nothing to die, with the pointless war you created, they will do that in time. And while they kill each other, Drazin helps the time axis along by taking some meaningless human lives.”
 
        “But you could do it faster with my help. Let’s work together again. I hear we are the only two gods left, after all.”
 
        “All Drazin needs is to fill this and this time fraction’s time is over. With the time axis full Drazin can destroy this world, Nothing and Human alike and form a world of Drazin’s own doing. And this time Drazin will do better than Critlen. Do you think Drazin would ever share that with you?”
 
        Drazin smirked at Hera as he noticed she seemed a little distraught. He loved seeing her in such a state and knowing his plan was the better one.
 
        “What’s the matter? Your little tit sucker finally leave you and you’ve come crawling back to Drazin for help?”
 
        “My Jack and that whore took him from me. I have no idea where he went but no matter, he’s pretty much outlived his usefulness anyway. When I rule, I will have Jack and we will start anew.”
 
        “Drazin believes all that spinning has hurt your brain. Drazin already killed them, just as Drazin is going to kill you. Say hello to my dear brother for me.”
 
        Drazin held up the time axis over Hera and waved his free hand, holding her in place, as she tried to go back to The Nide. She looked up at the time axis feeling her end might truly be at hand. As it began to glow it struck her and she closed her eyes but when she opened them, she smiled wide at Drazin as she had not gone anywhere.
 
        “How did you do that? No one can defy Drazin.”
 
        “I guess this thing is good for something after all.” Hera pointed to the pendant around her neck. “As long as I have this, your measly time axis can’t hurt me as their power is one in the same. Thanks for proving my suspicions.”
 
        Hera disappeared back to The Nide as Drazin stood a tad stunned that he had not known about the pendant. He shrugged finding her no real threat and then transported himself back to the White House.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Rimin, Orlin and Jeremiah fell to their knees, a little weakened from Puck’s probing of them. Rimin noticed Puck still focusing on Rick and darted past him at a downed Jeremiah. He was almost right on top of him, when Puck twirled his finger and sent Rimin smashing into the ground.
 
        “This is no business of yours, fairy.”
 
        Puck picked him up a bit and slammed him down again for the fairy crack. He glared at Rimin while still holding him and Rick in place. His eyes went into a bright blue and he waved his finger into the air, tilting Rimin’s head up and making him watch, as a viewing window opened up. He then went back to focusing on Rick, as Jeremiah and Orlin both watched the viewing window take form, showing Hera standing over a baby.
 
        “I must thank you for getting me to Earth’s backwater time fraction, my son. But sadly I have no use for you anymore. You aren’t enough to bring your father back to me and you are nothing but a burden. If I’m to rule, you must go.”
 
        The group watched as Hera picked a pillow up and began to smother Rimin with it. She looked to have complete indifference in what she was doing and then pulled back, as if she had been jolted with electricity.
 
        “Well, maybe you are still good for something after all. I guess being born on Olympus has its perks. I feel my power flow through me once more, however minimal.” Hera began looking herself over and then looked back down at Rimin who seemed content once more. She touched him and the group could tell she felt nothing. “Now, how to get you to do this all the time?”
 
        Hera smiled as she picked up a knife and used it to make an X across Rimin’s face. She wiped the knife clean with Rimin’s baby blanket and then used it to stop the dripping blood coming down his face.
 
        “Your rage will be my salvation. When you learn of what your poor brother and parents did to us, your power will consume you and thus bring about mine as well. This time fraction will soon be mine.”
 
        Rimin dropped his head, as Puck released control of his body. Both he and Jeremiah were horrified over what they saw. Rimin felt his rage shifting to Hera, as he looked up at Jeremiah, still not liking him having the life he thought he deserved, but also feeling embarrassed over his misguided actions toward him.
 
        Jeremiah felt as though he should say something but nothing came to mind, plus he could still tell Rimin harbored hate for him and knew it was not something he could get over easily. But he felt an ease over having a brother that was not as psychotic as he seemed or at least he was not that way by choice. 
 
        “Bloody hell!” Rick yelled, as he fell to the ground and looked up at Puck smiling at him, like he once again knew who Rick was. “Really think you’re the bee’s knees, huh? You stop that bloody disappearing act and I’ll turn you seven shades of shit.”
 
        “Still a damsel, always needing someone to help you to your feet. What a flibo.” Puck smiled and strolled over to Rimin who was still lying on the ground. “If only you were wiser Bringer, none of this would have happened. I guess half Nothings are just as dimwitted as full blown humans.”
 
        “But how? You were child-like seconds ago. Now you seem to know everything.”
 
        Puck kept smiling as he walked over to Orlin and brushed his head, Orlin purred and rubbed up against Puck.
 
        “Bloody traitor!”
 
        “Sadly, he’s the only one of you that has a brain. Well maybe Cat Fancy has a little here for keeping him around.” Puck looked around and noticed the pitch black everything surrounding them. “This just won’t do.”
 
        Puck snapped his fingers and the area changed to the jungle where he made them play his rendition of a game show. He smirked at Rick, who was just waiting for him to make a damsel remark.
 
        “Been there done that, repeats are so last year.”
 
        He snapped his fingers again and they found themselves on a rainbow road surrounded by mirrors floating about in all directions.
 
        “Oops, wrong heroes!”
 
        He snapped his fingers once more and they all found themselves sitting on clouds, looking as if they were high above the land below. Rick tried to find something to grab onto as he looked over the edge.  Jeremiah and Rimin both felt terrified they would fall through as well.
 
        “Don’t flibo yourself out, dimwits.” Puck walked off his cloud and was standing on what looked to be the ground below. “See! Nothing to it.”
 
        Rick stuck his hand out and tapped the ground, finding it was more of a painting and it was hard as rock.
 
        “You bloody tricky bastard.”
 
        “Rick, he’s a trickster, remember?”
 
        “Doesn’t mean I have to bloody like the nimrod.”
 
        “Hero and Damsel, I owe you a great thanks. Without you I would have never existed.”
 
        “It’s time you bloody well dish the dirt on this whole cattled-up situation.”
 
        Puck spun around in his spot with his arms in the air. “It’s because you are back at the beginning.”
     “The beginning of what?”
 
        “Don’t be a flibo, Hero. You are back at the beginning of your planet’s creation. Or rather it’s second coming or would that be dissension into darkness? Hmm that one is tricky, but I can’t give you all the answers as you have to let your parents forge the path to the day of eleven to find out the truth. Silly prophecies, I wonder who makes those tricky things?”
 
        Puck disappeared and then re-appeared beside Rick. He made a fist and pretended to knock on Rick’s head with it.
 
        “Yep! Back to its empty state. I’m so glad you dimwit humans have so much unused space up there. You allowed me to store all my memories in your head. I used you like a computer, isn’t that grand?”
 
        “So that’s why you let him remember.”
 
        “Correct, Hero!”
 
        “I thought you said it was because I would be a great savior alongside Jeremiah and he needed my help?”
 
        “Yeah, yeah Damsel, stop making things up to feel better about yourself.
 
         “Why you bloody lying wanker.”
 
        Rick went to grab Puck but he disappeared as he tried to grab him and reappeared in the middle of the group. Jeremiah believed somehow that was what Puck had told Rick, as it was obvious Puck was fooling with him. Jeremiah also found himself catching on to all of Puck’s future knowledge and why he could only see so far.
 
        “So all that stuff about knowing the future was a load of bull. You knew the future because we came back here and gave you memories of it.”
 
        Puck just gave him a sly smile and trotted off over toward Rimin, walking around him over and over. Rimin wanted to smack him but felt he was once more unable to move most of his body.
 
        “What do you want, freak show? And what’s with this Bringer business?”
 
        “You brought good into the world just by hitching a ride here. Doesn’t that make you feel great?”
 
        “What are you talking about?”
 
        “You proved to that guy I don’t want to talk about, that pure evil is just no fun. Evil must have good to corrupt and beat down. Through your rage for Hero here, you stalled his plans for creation or re-creation, as that is more like what it is. After all, he did kinda, maybe, sorta steal himself a planet. But that is for the day of eleven, I mustn’t spoil it for you.”
 
        “Is this nimrod mooching off of Harry Potter, not wanting to speak of what’s his face or is that just me?”
 
        “Rick, come to think of it you’re right.” Jeremiah wanted Puck’s games to stop but he did not want to offend him, as once again Puck was his only ticket home. “Can you stop playing games for once?” 
 
        “Do you need me to spell it out for you dimwits? Yeah, what a flibo I am for even asking such a thing.” Puck shook his head and walked back to the middle of the group. “You three coming back here helped mold everything you currently have in existence.”
 
        “So we’re bloody gods?”
 
        “Still the dimwit, Damsel. He has nothing to do with this. He did but then that other guy did this, this led to that, that led us right here.”
 
        Orlin began to hiss as the ground started to quake again. The group looked everywhere but still could not find anyone or anything causing the tremors. 
 
        “He wanted me to kill you but that guy is the biggest flibo of them all. He only put a trickle of evil in me and too much good, thinking he could control me better that way. What a dimwit.”
 
        “What’s with all this shaking?”
 
        “He’s creating the first time fraction, as you humans like to call them but sadly, it will be his last. But not for me as I’m not sticking around to suffer His blow.”
 
        “Him? That? This? Bloody hell, you make no sense.”
 
        The group saw mountains and lakes forming around them, as they dodged them trying to stay together. They noticed a huge hand reach down from the sky and wanted to scatter but noticed Puck signaling for them not to move.
 
        “Wait for it!”
 
        “I don’t know about you guys, but I’m not partial to dying before making Mother pay.”
 
        A thunderous grunt was heard echoing throughout the sky as the hand erupted into a huge display of light, with star-like things floating down over the planet. The background began to fizzle a bit as they noticed two sides to the planet being made, with the stars residing on one and the normal sights residing on the other.
 
        “Wasn’t that fun to see? You just saw that guy I don’t like explode and the creation of the Nothing. Time to go!”
 
        Puck opened a portal and swung his hand chucking Rimin through. He glanced at Rick, who eyed him.
 
        “Like Bloody hell, stay out of my head.”
 
        Puck smiled as Rick jumped through the portal.
 
        “You may deny it but you like that dimwit, huh?”
 
        “The flibo has his moments.”
 
        “So this has all been one big self-fulfilling prophecy then, huh?”
 
        “The sooner you learn that everything is destined, Hero, the better off you’ll be. I’m sure I’ll see you soon if your dimwit relations come through. Until then!” Puck sent Jeremiah through the portal and then stared down at Orlin. “Stick close, he’ll need the one with the brains in the coming days.”
 
        Orlin meowed up at Puck and then trotted through the portal. Puck closed it and then searched around, as the first time fraction began to form.
 
        “Time to live another few billions years over again. I wonder what I can do for fun this time.”
 
        Puck floated down to the land and disappeared into the forest, as he enjoyed being free of the cave, even though he knew that was where he would end up one again once the time came.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 17
 
   Maiden Voyage
 
        “Some part of everyone knows when the end is near. For many it’s like their soul has already begun its journey into the unknown, only lingering about long enough to allow them to pass. For others it’s like a flip of a switch; one moment they are there and the next they are not. Two sides to the same coin and each ending the same way. But there seems to be a line in the sand concerning luck. Some think you are lucky to have time to say goodbye and others lucky that you did not suffer. Yet luck can be a dirty bitch, as death is anything but lucky.”
 
        “Bloody hell! Where am I?” Rick looked around to find himself once more in the back of his helicopter with Frank fleeing the scene of the Drazin battle. He tapped Frank on the shoulder, as he had his music blaring into his ears. “Hi Frank, you bloody nancy.”
 
        “Bloody hell! Where did you come from?”
 
        Frank’s eyes widened as he let go of the stick and the helicopter began taking a nose dive toward the earth below. Rick slapped Frank across the face to regain his composure and he grabbed the stick, pulling them up with plenty of time to spare. Rick feared Jeremiah could be back at Mason’s house and he knew that would not be good if Wester was still around. He began loading his pistol and slapped Frank upside the head again.
 
        “Turn this bloody thing around and go back, Frank!”
 
        “Are you out of your bloody mind?”
 
        “Don’t make me bugger you up, Frank!”
 
        Rick pointed his pistol at Frank’s head and with a sigh Frank turned the helicopter around, as they headed back toward Mason’s property.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “I will have my wife back. You must die!”
 
        “That’s never going to happen. Hera is playing you. Can’t you see that?” Jeremiah jumped behind a boulder as Wester opened fire on him. He could hear the rest of Wester’s troops moving forward and felt them closing in all around him. “I guess not!”
 
        Jeremiah held Orlin as he felt him purr and began to feel a slight tingle throughout his body. “I wish my bugs were as good as yours! Go get them, boy.”
 
        Jeremiah used the tingle he was feeling to dash off toward Zeus Mountain and heard a few tanks exploding behind him. He jolted back to normal speed as he was a few feet outside the secret entrance and went to move forward but was knocked to the ground.
 
        “You took my son! I want him back. Tell me where he is now!”
 
        Jeremiah surprisingly never felt threatened by Hera, even in her scary, bare all, Prophet Rahe form. He knew she no longer had power and after seeing Rimin’s reaction to what she did he knew she would never get him back.
 
        “Do you see him here? Contrary to popular belief, I don’t take a knife to a person’s face. That seems to be your thing.” 
 
        Hera’s eyes widened as she wondered how he knew what she did. She thought about how her son might know as well and smiled as Wester came sneaking up on Jeremiah.
 
        “Well if that father of yours won’t have me because of that whore, I guess causing them great pain is the next best thing. Time I go be with Jack’s real son.”
 
        Hera nodded, presumably to Wester and then went back to The Nide. Jeremiah turned just in time to get a bullet straight through his chest. He threw his hand over his chest and fell to the ground, as Wester stood over him.
 
        “I’m sorry but after the things you did, you had it coming.” Wester then looked around the area, talking to the air. “It’s done, Miss Rahe. Now give me back my wife.”
 
        “I’m here, Wester.”
 
        Wester turned to see his wife standing before him. His heart sunk in his chest as he opened his arms and began to walk toward her, relishing the thought of holding her again. He stopped as she gave him a vile smile and then spun around in a tornado whirl turning into Miss Rahe.
 
   
  
 

     “You foolish humans will believe anything I tell you. I still haven’t lost my touch. Your wife is dead and can’t be brought back. You killed her with your drunk driving, so live with it and suffer.”
 
        Hera’s laugh echoed throughout the area, as she went back to The Nide and disappeared from view. Wester dropped his gun and began to fall to his knees. He felt a quick jolt to his back and then yelled as he went flying through the air, face first into the side of the mountain. He smashed against the rock and fell onto his back unconscious.
 
         Orlin looked over Jeremiah who was not breathing, he tried to purr up against him but it did not seem to be enough to resuscitate him. He perked up his ears as he heard Rick’s helicopter and began to purr louder than ever. He dashed up the side of the mountain, reaching the top and leaped from it into the helicopter.
 
        “Bloody hell! You are one daft feline.”
 
        Orlin kicked Rick out of the side of the helicopter and held onto his shirt, as Frank flew over Jeremiah’s body. Rick saw and knew what Orlin was doing. He grabbed the side of the helicopter and yanked himself back in. Rick flicked a switch on the dashboard and the music Frank was listening to echoed out across the land.
 
        “Really, Frank? I Will Survive? I thought you had better bloody taste than that.”
 
        Frank just shrugged as Rick shook his head at him and pointed for him to land. Orlin leaped from the helicopter before it could even touchdown and ran over to Jeremiah. He meowed over him with delight as he watched the bullet come out of his chest and his wound heal. Jeremiah’s eyes flew open and he sat up gasping for breath.
 
        “Well Frank, in this case I guess it was as right as rain.”
 
        Rick patted Frank on the shoulder and got out of the helicopter, going over to check on Jeremiah, who had Orlin rubbing up against him like crazy.
 
        “I’m happy to see you, too, boy. Being dead surely isn’t a pleasant thought.” Jeremiah looked on at the raging fire from the other end of the property. “Did you do all of that?”
 
        Orlin meowed and rubbed his head against Jeremiah’s chest and finally ran off growling as he heard Wester coming around.
 
        “Remind me never to get on that bloody feline’s bad side.” Rick extended his hand and helped Jeremiah to his feet. “Where can I get me some of those action man tune bugs? They surely come in handy. Wait! You aren’t one of those bloody uglies now, are you?  Like that daft vampire wannabe nimrod?”
 
        Jeremiah pretended to check himself over for fangs and looked up at the sun, as it beamed down on him, showing Rick he had no smoke coming from his arms.
 
        “Nope, not an ugly.”
 
        “That’s debatable.”
 
        “Says the tattooed, Mohawk-sporting, Brit.”
 
        “Turn your eyes to the magic cat, if you will.” The pair looked back at Frank who was using the loud speaker, as he sat in the helicopter. They saw him point toward Wester and Orlin, as Orlin had his paw across Wester’s throat, preventing Wester from moving and just itching to let his claw lose.
 
        “Orlin! No! We don’t kill defenseless people as much as we’d like to sometimes.”
 
        “Wester is an arsemonger but like your brother, half-brother, the guy living on the side with the uglies, that salad dodger tricked him. He’s been blinded by the grief over killing his wife in a driving accident for years. She used that against him.” Rick stopped and noticed Jeremiah’s look, knowing he was not going to hurt Wester. “But if you still want to beat on the wanker, I won’t bloody stop you. The arse did kill you after all.”
 
        Orlin backed off a bit, still eyeing Wester, waiting for him to flinch the wrong way, as Jeremiah and Rick approached. Jeremiah wasted little time and knew what he wanted to do. He was done running and wanted to get payback on Drazin for sending his family away.
 
        “You still have access to those towers, right?”
 
        Wester rubbed his throat, whispering as he talked and glared at Orlin. He had no idea how Jeremiah was still alive, but after seeing Miss Rahe change form, he was not about to question it and felt some relief knowing he did not kill him.
 
        “Yeah, I run them.”
 
        “Well, then get up! We are going to blow those things to kingdom come.”
 
        “Are you bloody crazy? We’ll be branded as terrorists. They’ll want our guts for garters, especially with that chrome dome loon as president.”
 
        “President Riggs has hair, what are you talking about.”
 
        “It’s a long bloody jangle, Wester. Don’t ask.”
 
         “Orlin and I are going to blow them off the map and strike a blow to Drazin with or without you.” Jeremiah began to walk off toward the helicopter, ready to fly it himself if he had to. He patted his leg and Orlin followed behind him.
 
        “In for a penny, in for a pound.”
 
        Rick left Wester feeling sorry for himself on the ground, as he knew Wester was the only one that could break his grief. He went to catch up to Jeremiah when he heard Wester mumble.
 
        “What was that, you old arsemonger?”
 
        “I said there is a better way.”
 
        Wester joined Rick and they hopped in the helicopter with Jeremiah and Orlin. The group was about to bring down the headquarters of one of the biggest organization on the planet and had no reservations about doing so, as Frank lifted the helicopter off the ground.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “I’ve missed you so much.” Glida whispered as she wrapped her arms around Macaray and kissed him. He and everyone else still alive with the Greater Good seemed to be acting as though they were thinking for themselves once again.
 
        “It was horrible. I was trapped in my own mind while my body was like some drone, a slave to her every want.” Macaray clinched his fist, as hate rose within him. “If I still had any powers, I’d kill that bitch and her little stool pigeon.”
 
        Rimin emerged from the shadows, looking around at all the men. Many were battered and bruised stretched out where ever they could, seeking relief from the pain. He had been blinded by his hate for Jeremiah for so long, that he had not seen what was going on around him. Rimin felt guilty for starting this war and knew their side stood little chance of winning now. Macaray tried to lunge toward him, but fell to his knee, still feeling the pain from his battle wounds.
 
        “Let me help you, Macaray. You’ve always been a loyal friend, even without my mother’s influence. I thank you for that.” Rimin placed his hand over Macaray giving him a sense of his power once again. He and Macaray exchanged a mutual look of thanks and then Rimin began moving on to the rest of the men, hoping whatever power he could make go into them could heal their wounds.
 
        “Does he seem different to you?”
 
        “It’s like he’s seeing clear for the first time in a long time as well. You don’t think he was under Prophet Rahe’s influence as well?”
 
        “He could have been in a roundabout way, but it’s something else. He seems to be seeing the world differently or something.”
 
        Glida and Macaray continued to watch Rimin as he went around giving the wounded men a taste of power. He stood over them until it took hold and waited for them to get healed before moving on. The pair could tell he was getting weak and Macaray flashed over to him, catching Rimin before he fell.
 
        “I must put this right.”
 
        “Not even you can heal everyone, Rimin. Take a break, they’ll still be here. The men of the Greater Good are strong-willed, after all.”
 
        Macaray propped Rimin up against the wall, as he found himself trusting Rimin once more like he used to, before they found Jeremiah and his rage fully consumed him. Glida joined them, not wanting to let Macaray out of her sight, in case Prophet Rahe came back to try and control him again.
 
        “I’m sorry for everything, guys.”
 
        “It’s alright.”
 
        “No Glida, it’s not. But it is going to be. It’s time we truly lived up to our name.”
 
        “So I take it you got your revenge?”
 
        “Not yet, Macaray, but I have a feeling I’m about to.”
 
        The three of them glanced over as Hera showed up, still disguised as Prophet Rahe and rushed over to Rimin’s side. She barely even looked at the wounded men, not giving them the time of day.
 
        “Are you alright? What did those awful humans do to you? It will be fine, mother’s here.” Hera grabbed Rimin’s head and placed it on her chest rocking him back and forth like a kid. Rimin felt sick to his stomach and through his hate felt a renewed energy. He pushed her off him and stood up glaring at her. He shoved Macaray aside, not letting him attack her and held up his finger for him to wait.
 
        “Everything can now go back to the way it was. Just give me a taste of my power once more, my son.” Hera pretended she did not know what was going on, even though she knew somehow Rimin knew his hate for Jeremiah was based on a lie. She just hoped he would slip up and give her some power, so she could once more control the men in her vicinity and put a stop to any threat found in him.
 
        “All this time you’ve been using everyone. You talk of the humans as cattle.  Well that is how you have treated all of us here. We are nothing but a means to an end for you. Well, no more!  It’s time you stopped using humans and the Nothing. It’s time you stopped breathing.”
 
        “You wouldn’t kill your own mother, would you?”
 
        “Let’s get this straight, Hera, you are no longer any mother of mine. But I’m not like you, so I won’t kill you. But I’ll watch as they do.”
 
        Rimin stepped out of the way as Glida and Macaray stepped from behind him. Macaray crunched his knuckles as he stared down Hera. Glida could not wait after the years she stole from them, she had to exact some sort of revenge. She flew toward Hera but was only met with a laugh as Hera vanished from sight.
 
        “You will come begging at my feet for me to take you back, just like your father will when I rule all.”
 
        “That bitch got away, again!” Glida yelled, as Hera’s smug laugh still rung out across the area. “Wait! Did you say Hera?”
 
        “Yeah, she is no Prophet Rahe. She is Hera, one of those of myth that have actually lived on Olympus.”
 
        “Well, that explains a lot. It’s said she could control people with her mind. My mother said she saw it in her time fraction. She said she used some sort of collars to make all obey before Drazin blew it up.”
 
        “Speaking of which, this is all a war over Earth’s time fraction between them. Everything we’ve been led to believe is because of those two squabbling for ultimate power.”
 
        “Then we have to stop them.”
 
        “We will. She has nowhere to run. And Drazin?  Let’s just say I’ve got a feeling he will soon get what’s coming to him.”
 
        Rimin went back to helping the other men heal their wounds as Glida still had one nagging concern.
 
        “But Rimin, this war isn’t just going to stop. The Brother of Olympus won’t rest until all who oppose them are dead.”
 
        Rimin knew Glida was right and hoped his ability could help the men turn the tables in the war. For he knew it was their only hope of stopping such a thing and still felt guilty because before it was over he knew more lives would be lost from troops on both sides.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Get her!” 
 
        “Your parents wouldn’t be pleased with you!”
 
        Dotty tried scolding the kids as they ran around her from all sides with ribbon, rope and any other type of string they could find. They even had Jack and Emily get in on the act, as they put one end in their mouth and had them run around Dotty, too.
 
        “We are going to help. Me and Martin can take those bad guys!”
 
        “Yeah!”
 
        “You must stay here. Don’t make me…”
 
        Abigail took a towel and wrapped it around Dotty’s mouth so she could no longer speak.
 
        “That’s for making me eat all those yucky vegetables.”
 
        The kids laughed as they scurried off  to the back entrance into the mountain and made their way to the basement of the house. The dogs followed alongside them and the cats slunk behind, bringing up the rear. Dotty started hopping after them as they tied her off to a chair. She was unable to hover or undo the binds they placed her in, but followed the best she could, wanting to stop them from endangering themselves.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “So you’re both sure President Riggs is one of those things from The Nide?”
 
        “Wester, trust me. I’ve seen enough bloody uglies to know he’s one of them.”
 
        Jeremiah and Orlin wasted little time hopping from the helicopter. Jeremiah was ready to take action against Drazin and as always Orlin was right by his side. They moved over to the roof entrance door and found it was locked.
 
        “You need a pass key for that.” Wester shouted, as he left the helicopter. He watched as Jeremiah pointed at Orlin and then the door, within seconds Orlin kicked the door with his hind legs and it sprang open. “That was a steel door. How does he do that?”
 
        “Magic of the tunes, Wester. It’s just the magic of the tunes.” Rick laughed as he swiped Frank’s Sizzle. “Sorry Frank, but Cat Fancy is going to need this. Wait here and if we aren’t back in fifteen, skedaddle.”
 
        “You better bloody well bring that back. You know how long it took me to create the perfect list?”
 
        “Frank, if I Will Survive is on there, your other bloody tunes will probably give me the heebie jeebies.”
 
        Frank grumbled at Rick as he laughed and walked up to the entrance with Wester. The group were met by a squad of security guards even before they could attempt to go down the stairs.
 
        “You are trespassing on private property! Flinch and we’ll open fire!”
 
        “You do know these things have an alarm, right?” Wester stepped front and center and the security squad lower their weapons. “It’s alright men, they’re with me.”
 
        Wester led them down the stairs and into the top offices. As they walked past everyone was giving him a strange look. Rick really stood out from the shirt and tie crowd, as well as a cat walking all smug behind him. Wester led them straight into his office without even looking at any of his other colleagues, as he wondered if any of them were part of Drazin’s deception. He picked up a remote off his desk and tapped a button, making a holographic screen pop up. He waved his hand along it a few times and finally stopped on what looked to be a pair of rocket engines.
 
        “You want to blow the shit out of these buildings and not cause mass causalities, here’s how you do it.”
 
        “Bloody hell, Wester! Is this what I think it is?” Rick stood stunned, as he stared at the screen and continued staring as he passed Jeremiah the Sizzle. “This is truly as rare as rocking horse shit. You’re going to need this.”
 
        Jeremiah could not believe what he was seeing, but he was oddly impressed. Plus he knew that after all he had seen this was probably the thing that made the most sense, as at least it could be built and explained.
 
        “So boy, you ready to go for a little ride?” Orlin meowed at Jeremiah and began to purr. “That’s the spirit.”
 
        Jeremiah put the Sizzle in his ears and watched as Wester pulled a picture of his wife from the frame.
 
        “I’m sorry she tricked you. My wife was recently taken from me and I know how you feel.”
 
        “I’m sorry I killed you, too.”
 
        “No biggie. These things happen.”
 
        “Okay, get all rumpy pumpy and let it out of your system, wankers.” Rick waved at Orlin as he went by him to leave the room. “Let’s give these airy fairies the room, feline.”
 
        Jeremiah and Wester knew in that moment they let the past stay in the past and were ready to start a new path. Jeremiah waved the smoke out of his face, as Wester lit up a cigarette and began puffing away.
 
        “You know those things can kill you, right?”
 
        “Not with this nifty little gadget. With a tweak it can strat the stuff out of your lungs, too. Once a week you just stick it in your mouth and turn it on. Saves on dentist trips, too.”
 
        “Wow, I guess Mason really out did himself.”
 
        “Who?”
 
        “Never mind, let’s blast off.” Jeremiah turned back to the door, as Rick was waiting out in the hallway. “Wouldn’t happen to have Rocket Man on this thing would you, Rick?”
 
        “Who bloody well knows, with Frank.”
 
        The fire alarm sounded and Wester grinned as he climbed down off his desk, after setting his cigarette on the sprinkler above.
 
        “You couldn’t just pull the fire alarm?”
 
        “Nothing like a little water to make people run faster. We’ll clear the buildings. You go set up for the maiden voyage. Then when they are clear, go to room five on the bottom level.”
 
        Jeremiah nodded and he hit the play button on the Sizzle, “I Get Around” came on and he smiled, as he listened to the music and felt his body tingle. Finally, he took off for the basement at a blinding speed, with Orlin dashing off behind him.
 
        “Wester, this is all right as rain for this bloody building, but what about the other bloody one?”
 
        “It just so happens they have an earthquake generating machine in there, to study earthquakes, of course.”
 
        “Right! Of course you wankers do.”
 
        “And now the thing just went off. A shaking building should clear them out, too.” Wester powered down his computer and gave one last look to his office. He held the picture of his wife in front of him and smiled down at it.  “I’m sorry it took me so long to wake up. This one is for you, Rachael.”
 
        He then placed it in his pocket and joined Rick, as the two took off for the rooftop, leaving everything else up to Jeremiah and Orlin.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Now if I was a rocket engine that could orbit a building, where would I hide?”
 
        Jeremiah spied Orlin scratching at a nearby door and he dashed over to it, tapping it with his fist and causing it to open.
 
        “These bugs are so handy. Of course, I know you were just being nice; you could have kicked that open with ease right?”
 
        Orlin trotted inside with his tail in the air and hopped up on a control panel. He stepped on a few buttons and then pushed a handle with his head. Jeremiah felt the ground beneath him start to shake and could hear the rumble of engines kicking in.
 
        “So that’s what you wanted? You just have to get all the glory, huh?”
 
        Orlin trotted out of the room and Jeremiah followed him back down the hall and dashed ahead of him, each feeling safe as the nanites seemed to be compensating for the ever increasing rumbling beneath them. Jeremiah kicked in the door with the five on it and noticed a nuke sitting right in the middle of the room.
 
        “Is he serious? Why the hell would Drazin have one of these lying around?”
 
        Jeremiah stared at it, as Orlin sat by his side and the pair felt the ground beneath them start to give way and the buildings slowly begin to blast off.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Drazin sat in the oval office quite smug, as he donned his President Riggs persona and was enjoying his new found powers. He also felt more in tune with the nanite blood he was stealing from Trent and knew after another couple of doses, he would no longer need to recharge. He hit a button on his desk, as a beeping sound rung out and saw one of his lab techs all in a frenzy.
 
        “Sir! They have ruined everything. It’s all lost. All our projects, the clones, all of it. We can’t…”
 
        “Shut up! Now tell me what the hell you are talking about in a reasonable manner or I’ll have you hanged.”
 
        “Wester led that reality star, a cat and some other guy into your headquarters. They set off the engines. Your buildings are flying into space as we speak.”
 
        Drazin watched as the lab tech turned a camera to the sky and he could see both of his buildings flying up into the clouds. They were both attached to the ground still, looking as if an island with two buildings on top of it and rocket boosters on the bottom, with great flames were taking off into space.
 
        “Sir! I heard him tell the guy to go to room five, too. That’s where the nuke is that we were going to use on that orb. They will destroy everything.”
 
        “Not everything.” Drazin shrugged and turned off the holographic screen. With his new found power and status, he no longer cared about the business he built. He walked over to his wall safe and opened it up looking in at the glowing orb. “If only that germ nut would have found a way to break you and give Drazin all your wondrous power this could have gone a lot faster. But these lambs do like doing everything the hard way.”
 
        Drazin grinned as he closed the safe and looked down at the time axis, which he never let out of his sight. He watched as it seemed to have filled a bit more since the last time he had looked.
 
        “Drazin guesses that Nothing war rages on. Keep on killing each other you fools.”
 
        “Sir! Are you ready to address the next batch of recruits you asked to be flown in.”
 
        Drazin grinned as his aid stuck her head into the room. He straightened himself, acting like his President Riggs persona once more and strutting from the room, ready to suck more unsuspecting souls into the time axis.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “This really isn’t my foray. But I suppose this sets the timer, right?”
 
        Orlin meowed at Jeremiah and he just shrugged, Jeremiah hit the button on the nuke and watched as it started to count down from one minute.
 
        “Strat! Bloody hell! A little more time than that would have been nice. Orlin, let’s get out of here.”
 
        Jeremiah clicked his Sizzle back on but he could not seem to hear the music, it was if it was being drowned out by something. He heard the sound of two children crying ringing throughout his ears.
 
        “Do you hear that, boy? I thought everyone was out.”
 
        Orlin took off in the direction of the cries and the music came on once more, as “For What It’s Worth” started to play Jeremiah dashed off behind him and they kicked in another door. They noticed a boy and girl, who could have been no more than five huddled together in the corner of the room. He noticed they each had a tattoo on their arm, like they had been branded. The boy had Jack seventy eight and the girl had Emily ninety four. Jeremiah quickly deduced they were clones of his parents and no matter how weird it seemed he was not about to let them die.
 
        “Come with us. We won’t hurt you. But we have to go now!”
 
        “No, this is our home. The man with the glowing eyes said we must never leave.”
 
        “Well that man may be scary, but he has the brains of a bug. You know what we do to bugs right?”
 
         “What?”
 
        “We squash ‘em.”
 
        The kids laughed as Orlin came up and brushed up against them, helping to make them feel at ease. They ran up to Jeremiah and he picked each one up in one of his arms and held on tight. He turned the volume up on his Sizzle and dashed off up into the lobby and out the front door of the building he was in. He could feel the kids getting heavier as he made his way out and found out why when he stopped.
 
        “What the hell happened?” Jeremiah felt sickened as the two kids he was holding had become elderly adults and were now dead in his arms. He placed them on the ground and began to think of all the possibilities. The only thing he could come up with was that room must have done something to keep them stable and this was Drazin’s backup plan if they ever tried to escape. He closed their eyes and stood over them, thinking about how much Drazin had interfered with his life and his parent’s lives. “One way or another I will make him pay for everything.”
 
        Jeremiah turned as he heard Orlin meow and he knew they only had seconds left. The pair stood over the edge of the land mass, they were so high up they could see space was closer than the ground below.
 
        “I never thought this far ahead.” Jeremiah muttered, as it was a strange feeling to him. He let his emotions control him without thinking things through. It was the first time he could recall since childhood that he had done such a thing. “Any ideas, boy?”
 
        Orlin meowed and head-butted Jeremiah from behind, causing him to stumble and fall off the edge. Orlin then trotted off behind him and the pair began to plummet to the earth below them.
 
        “I could have done that. You do know we are not even going to be a smudge on the pavement. We are going to go right through the pavement, right?” Jeremiah turned over onto his back watching as the towers exploded to bits above them. It seemed to be such a huge blast that everything was fully dissolved in it. “Do you think we got his attention?”
 
        Orlin meowed, seemingly not worried, as Jeremiah let his music play hoping for the best, as he knew the nanites were helping them breathe at such a high altitude and hoped they would do something to help them stop as well, as they continued to fall faster to the ever approaching ground below.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 18
 
   The Living Dead
 
        “Reunions are a daunting task at times. So many thoughts can run through your head beforehand that you lose all sense of what it is you wanted to feel in the first place. You can’t wait until that special someone is back in your arms, but with any time or distance, there can come a sense of dread. What occurred in those moments you were apart? What happens if you no longer recognize one another? None of it should matter, yet after surmising that Trudy and the rest of our family were in some sort of hell, I feared she would not come back the same. A fear I hoped would fade at first sight of her.”
 
        “Well everything is still standing and we still have the clothes on our back. That’s a good sign right, Mason?”
 
        “Yes, if you excuse that strat pile down there. Looks like Jeremiah and Orlin have been having lots of fun without us.”
 
        Mason and Teru spent a few moments surveying their property as it set in that they had escaped Lucifer and Hell. Mason checked himself over and found he no longer had his collar on, but he smiled as he yanked the vile of Mind’s blood from his pocket.
 
        “The next time we see that strat Drazin, things are going to be different.”
 
        “For now Mason, let’s go check on the kids.”
 
        “Why are you heading for the house? They’d be in the mountain.”
 
        “They should be, but listen. I’d know that bickering anywhere.” Teru wrapped her arm around Mason and they strolled up to their porch. They peeked in the window and saw their kids donning pots and pans with toy swords, seemingly ready for a fight. “It’s good to be home, Mason.”
 
        “That it is, let’s just hope this same strat different day strat is over for a while.” Mason kissed Teru and opened the door. The pair bent down on their knees and smiled as their kids cried out for them and came running toward them.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Bloody hell! What was in there, a nuke?”
 
        “That would be correct, Rick.”
 
        Rick just glared at Wester like he was crazy for having such a thing in the labs. He then spotted Jeremiah and Orlin falling and began tapping Frank on the shoulder.
 
        “There, Frank! They’re going to be bloody road kill.”
 
        Frank steered the helicopter over to them but knew they were going too fast for him to catch or even stop them. He began following them down until he could no longer because of all the buildings below.
 
        “We won’t let their deaths go in vain. I promise, Rick.”
 
        “It isn’t over yet Wester, you old arsemonger.” Rick smiled and pointed to Jeremiah and Orlin who had begun to slow down.
 
        “Did you just pass gas, buddy?” Jeremiah watched as both he and Orlin looked to be getting bloated and then shortly after feeling as if they had passed gas. He felt himself slowing up as the pair continued to plummet to the ground and he did not know if they were going to be able to stop in time. Orlin just meowed at Jeremiah, stretching out as he fell like he was lying on the couch at home. “How are you so calm? Can those bugs talk to you or something?”
 
        Jeremiah’s scrunched up his eyes as the ground was only seconds away and he opened them knowing they should have hit it by now. He looked on at the crowd that had gathered watching the buildings ascend, who were now watching him and Orlin float above the pavement.
 
        “Look, mommy! It’s Superman!”
 
        Jeremiah gave a half grin, not liking all the attention. He watched as Orlin slowly made his way to the ground and trotted up to the crowd letting them brush him, looking back at Jeremiah and meowing.
 
        “My, aren’t we the show-off?  When did you become an attention whore? Yeah, just keep rubbing it in.”
 
        “Sir, you do realize you are talking to a cat, right?”
 
        “Story of my life.” Jeremiah sighed and then figured the only way to get down was to turn the music off. He did so and instantly fell face first into the pavement.
 
        “Mommy, Superman isn’t as graceful as his cat.”
 
        The crowd watched and cheered as Rick, who they knew from his reality show, came down out of the helicopter holding onto a rope. He latched the snap on the end to Jeremiah’s pants and then waved to the crowd.
 
        “It’s time for Cat Fancy and his feline to leave. Hope you enjoyed the show folks. Rick Tracker always aims to please.” Rick waved up to Frank and the rope began ascending. He  looked at Orlin and rolled his eyes. “Well don’t dilly dally, let’s go you bloody feline.”
 
        Orlin jumped up on Jeremiah’s back and sat on top of him, as Rick continued to wave to the crowd.
 
        “I’m glad you two are having so much fun with this.”
 
        “Take it in, Cat Fancy; it’s not every day someone flies.”
 
        “I didn’t fly, I hovered. I think the bugs altered gravity somehow, just as they did when the building started to quake so we wouldn’t fall over.”
 
        “Flying sounds better so go with it, Cat Fancy.”
 
        Rick climbed back into the helicopter and Orlin hopped in behind him. He reached down and yanked Jeremiah in, as both noticed Wester’s surprised expression.
 
        “What, do I have something on my face?”
 
        “You flew, you actually flew. How...what...how did you do that?”
 
        “It’s all in the music.” Jeremiah just smiled, not trusting Wester enough to tell him the truth, plus he liked having the secret to himself. But more importantly he knew after the clones he saw, Wester still could have hidden agendas. “What’s with the clones? How could you let kids go through that?”
 
        “What are you talking about?”
 
        “The clones of my parents you had hidden deep in the basement.”
 
        “There was no such project.”
 
        “Well then, you are severely misinformed.”
 
        Wester knew President Riggs kept coming back for some reason, but he could never place it, as with all his power there was nothing down there that should have interested him. He found him having a secret project made sense. He smiled and lit up a cigarette, he then tapped Frank pointing to a rooftop.
 
        “Where the bloody hell are you going?”
 
        “I made a promise, just because he isn’t dead, again, doesn’t mean I’m going to go back on it. President Riggs, Drazin, whoever he is, is going to be in for a whole world of hurt. Let me get some things together and I’ll be in touch.”
 
        Wester stuck his cigarette in his mouth and latched onto the rope, jumping out of the helicopter and sliding down onto the roof, waving to Frank when he landed safely.
 
        “He must think he’s a regular commando or something, huh boy?”
 
        “The old arsemonger will be feeling that tomorrow. He forgot to wear a glove, these ropes are as rough as a badger’s arse.” Rick laughed, as he watched Orlin jump into the front seat beside Frank. “A regular bloody glory hound, isn’t he?”
 
        “Yeah, since he got those bugs he’s really become quite the attention whore.”
 
        Orlin noticed them staring at him and he just meowed, before curling up and beginning to clean himself.
 
        “So, where to, Rick?”
 
        “I have to go check on the kids.” Jeremiah knew that was his first obligation, especially after seeing the two children clones of his parents scared to death in Drazin’s lab.
 
        “Back to that mountain place, Frank”
 
        “The place with the glowy eyed freak who killed all of our men? Bloody hell!” Frank rolled his eyes and set course for Mason’s home.
 
        “He takes all this stuff better than most.”
 
        “Frank, here, may scream blue murder but he never lets you down.”
 
        “Sure, a glowy eyed freak, a rocket powered building with a nuke, a guy coming back from the dead and a flying cat are all some freaky shit, but you should see the crazies at some of our tapings. Once you’ve gone through them, this is a piece of cake.”
 
        The group laughed and relaxed as best they could, as they continued on their way back to Mason’s property.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “I’m sorry sir. They got the drop on me. I won’t let it happen again.” Dotty tried to explain as Mason finished undoing her bonds. He just snickered, finding it amusing how his kids all worked together and wanted to save them.
 
        “It’s alright, Dotty. You kept them safe and no harm came to them. I couldn’t ask for more.” Mason then felt his neck, finding it felt weird without his collar. He smiled as he hit a button under his work bench and a secret drawer opened up. He stared on at the drawer filled with collars from Hera’s time fraction, glad he was such a pack rat. He snapped one on and twirled his neck around, feeling whole again. “Don’t want to start aging too fast or let those germs get me. But that last part will be our little secret.”
 
        Mason closed the drawer and followed Dotty up to the chaos that was his family, as they could hear the kids all running about on the floor above them.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Finally! I’m free of that Hell. Those lap dogs thought they could contain me, the comic duo thought they could defeat me and that barbaric foe thought he could win, but Earth is mine.”
 
        “Oh no! But how? Uncle Krogan said you were dead.”
 
        “I told you, you were my ace in the hole, dear.”
 
        Trudy still felt drained, more so than she had when she jumped through the portal and came back to Earth from inside the time axis. She stood up, her legs kind of wobbly, as she looked around for Lucifer, not able to find him anywhere.
 
        “I’m over here. That’s right a little closer.” Trudy seemed to be leading herself over to a small pond, she bent over and looked into it and felt complete dread as she saw Lucifer staring back at her. “You know the power of my brother does come in handy. The Phoenix power will allow me to rise again. I just need a nice, innocent fertile host. I promise to make this as painless as possible until the day I once more rise from within you, then sadly you will be no more. But I’ll make sure you go out with a bang.”
 
        “This can’t be happening. This is some mind game.”
 
        “Afraid not! Now give in and let me assume total control, you know you will eventually anyway.”
 
        “Never!”
 
        “There is that word again. Last time repeating it did you no good, so why bother going through all of that again?”
 
        Trudy fought with all her might and barely blocked Lucifer’s voice out of her head. Her legs felt like they were wearing cement shoes, as she took one step at a time back toward her parent’s house, moving ever so slowly. She felt her body slipping in and out of her control, as if Lucifer was also fighting for control. She feared what he might make her do and prayed her father would have some idea how to get rid of him. She looked up and noticed Rick’s helicopter flying overhead and landing in front of her parent’s house, watching as her locket glowed a bit and smiling, knowing Jeremiah was with them. It seemed to help as she kept pushing forward.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Well at least we didn’t have to hear any stratty music this time.” Mason and Teru walked out on the porch, holding their kids back until they saw for sure there was no threat. They felt at ease when they saw Jeremiah and let the kids go. They ran around the yard with the dogs, enjoying finally being able to get outdoors.
 
        “Is Trudy with you?”
 
        “No, Abigail. She’s not with you?”
 
        Jeremiah became worried as he saw Mason and Teru, causing him to wonder if something had happened to Trudy. He then felt Rick pointing at his chest and his mind became at ease.
 
        “Bloody hell! You glow now, too?”
 
        “Nah! This is just a little something Zeus gave me.”
 
        “Zeus, why doesn’t that daft shit surprise me?”
 
        Rick sighed and looked down at Will and Martin staring up at him.
 
        “His hair is so cool.”
 
        “He’s a giant coloring book. It must have been hard to stay in the lines.”
 
        “You want an autograph, ankle biters?”
 
        “Are you famous or something?”
 
        “Don’t you watch TV? I catch the bad guys.”
 
        “Daddy says reality TV isn’t very real. He won’t let us watch.”
 
        “Do you have super powers like Jeremiah and Orlin?”
 
        “I bet he can color really well.”
 
        “Maybe even shoot rays from his hair.”
 
        “Bloody umm heck, are these two always this way?”
 
        Jeremiah smiled and bent down hugging the two of them. He found it was nice seeing his family coming back together again, which made him miss Trent that much more. He had managed to forget for a second he had been taken, yet he knew he was still out there as he could still feel him.
 
        “Get the kitty, Jack!” Martin pointed for Jack to go after Orlin and the two stared at one another. Orlin then gave Jack a playful whack on the snoot, like he had missed them too and he began to run around with the kids and the dogs.
 
        Jeremiah and Rick made their way over to the porch, as Jeremiah desperately wanted to know where Trudy actually was and Rick just followed because he knew if things got worse again, they were the best people to be with.
 
        “So how was your time in Hell? Did Trudy come back with you?”
 
        “Yeah, she was the first to come back. She should be here. You haven’t seen her?” Teru sounded worried as she looked around for her daughter. Jeremiah held up his pocket watch and she calmed down, knowing her daughter was around. “She’s probably looking for you. Why don’t you try home and we’ll check out the mountain.”
 
        Jeremiah turned to leave and then stopped as Mason chimed in, thinking about what he said.
 
        “Wait! How did you know we were in Hell?  Well, it technically wasn’t exactly Hell, just the time axis, which led to the creation of Hell in human minds, so technically it could be Hell. I hate this strat.”
 
        “Oh, right!” Jeremiah turned, half smiling as he thought about seeing his parents. It was the moment he had wanted all his life, even though they were only green hologram looking ghosts. “My parents came to me and told me all about it. They said you’d be fine and would come back.”
 
        “I still think he’s bloody daft but something saved us from those uglies, his messed up nimrod of a brother and that psycho salad dodger bitch.”
 
        “Wait! What the strat is he talking about?”
 
        “I’ll let him fill you in. I have to find my wife.” Jeremiah began down the steps and turned back once more. “Oh, yeah! My father wanted me to tell you that they are in the Time Junction.”
 
        “The Time Junction? A stratty time axis, stratty time travel, stratty time fractions, a stratty cat time fraction machine and now a stratty time junction. What next?”
 
        “Seems you bloody well have a lot of time on your hands.”
 
        Mason gave Rick a dirty look, as Teru tried not to laugh, before finally letting it out. Mason just looked at her half smiling, loving the sound of her laugh.
 
        “You have to admit, Mason. We have got our hands in a lot of time.”
 
        “Sad but true. So now we have to find them once again. Is this strat ever going to end?”
 
        Mason just shook his head, having no idea how to find them. He did not even know what the Time Junction was and knew Phoenix was right about everything else, as they had returned to where they left. He figured it had to have something to do with Drazin.
 
        “So you finally saw that bitch step-mother in law of mine, huh, and brother?”
 
        Rick began filling Mason and Teru in as the three of them smiled on at the kids all pestering Frank to take them for a helicopter ride.
 
        Jeremiah stepped through a few bushes and on first sight of Trudy his eyes lit up and then that light quickly faded, as he noticed her struggling. He saw she could barely smile at him, as she continued to walk toward him, having trouble lifting her legs.
 
        “Jeremiah! I’ve missed you so…”
 
        “So this is the famous Jeremiah. Humph, not much to look at but if you are half as much a pain in my ass as your parents were, I will have to kill you first.”
 
        Jeremiah stood staring at Trudy completely and utterly confused. Even her voice changed when she spoke and it was as if she was a whole different person.
 
        “I guess I have no worries after all. No quick wit back talk. We’ve got ourselves a shut in thinker. Your type of human always thinks too much and are easy to overcome.”
 
        Trudy fell to her knees and looked up at Jeremiah with tears coming down her eyes. She felt Lucifer slowly taking over more and more, no matter how much she tried to fight him.
 
        “He’s too strong, Jeremiah.”
 
        “Who? What is going on?”
 
        “Lucifer! He’s inside me. Get me to Dad, please!”
 
        Jeremiah picked Trudy up and darted off toward the porch. Mason and Teru could tell there was trouble just by the look on Jeremiah’s face. They then stood shocked as Trudy took her arms and smacked each side of Jeremiah’s head, making him drop her to her feet, and leaving his ears ringing.
 
        “My loyal subjects, it’s so nice to see you out of your tomb. Remember you swore an oath to me. You are mine, forever.”
 
        “Mason! It can’t be.”
 
        “Strat! How is he alive? Didn’t Krogan say he killed him?”
 
        “Bloody hell! Girlie, your voice sure has gotten cattled.”
 
        Lucifer stood smiling at all those who surrounded him. He basked at the sight of them all looking distraught and smiled as Orlin herded the kids and dogs into the helicopter, jumping out and guarding it, sensing something was off.
 
        “Aww a child, the perfect vessel. She was so pure and so easy to seduce. Your poor Trudy had no idea what was going on. And now, none of you will harm me because I’m within her.”
 
        “What do you want? If you harm my wife, I’ll...”
 
        “You’ll what? Think me to death? I still want to rip your parent’s limb from limb but at least they can back up their claims. You?  Look at you. I bet she was your first real contact with anyone. So sad.”
 
        “Fight him, Trudy. I know you can do it, think of Trent.”
 
        Jeremiah watched as Trudy’s whole demeanour changed and she once again became the soft spoken woman he fell in love with. The pair stared at each other feeling as if it could be their final moment to connect.
 
        “I won’t give up Jeremiah, but promise me you’ll get Trent back.” Trudy smiled as Orlin walked up to Jeremiah and brushed up against him. “Take good care of him.”
 
        Jeremiah found it was if she was saying goodbye but he was not about to let go that easy. His mind began to race as he thought of ways to make this right, not able to grasp on anything tangible.
 
        “I will find him but you will be right there with me when we do. Just hold on. Your father can beat this. If I can have musical powered bugs, this should be a cinch.”
 
        “I will fight to come back to you, know that but…”
 
        “Enough of this. I had enough of this romantic stuff from your parents. If only I was out of here and had a working pendant your essence would be as delightful to devour as theirs was.”
 
        Trudy’s demeanor once more changed back to the rough stance of Lucifer and he seemed to be enthralled thinking about stealing their essence.
 
        “Stop! I won’t let you talk that way to Jeremiah or my family.”
 
        “Oh, so you’re still here? I thought I rid myself of you. Just let go and all will be fine.”
 
        “Get out of my body!”
 
        Rick raised his eyebrow as he could only hear Lucifer’s side of the conversation, for Trudy’s voice only seemed to be ringing out in her mind and she could no longer assume control.
 
        “Is Girlie chewing the fat with herself now?”
 
        “Mason, what are we going to do?”
 
        The group stood on as Lucifer crossed his arms, feeling no threat from any of them, as he knew they would not harm Trudy. He was trying to rub it in, so they would act and he could rid himself of Trudy’s voice inside his head. But he knew how stubborn she was from his torture session in his castle and kept trying to think of other ways to make this work, detesting not having any powers.
 
        “Well let’s chuck him, her, whatever in a cell. There has to be a way to get him out without harming Trudy. Plus, that strat has no powers or he would have used them on us already.”
 
        Jeremiah wasted little time and trusted Mason would find a way to get Lucifer out of Trudy. He grabbed her arms and held them behind her back. She took the back of her head and hit him in the nose, then kicked him below the belt and knocked him to the ground.
 
        “You don’t spend eons in Hell and not learn a thing or two.”
 
        “Sorry, Girlie. But this is for your own good.”
 
        Rick went to whack Trudy over the head with his pistol but she whipped around and gave him a few quick jabs to his joints and then kneed him to the gut and pushed him back toward the advancing Mason and Teru.
 
        “Why is Trudy doing this? We have to help.”
 
        “Let the adults handle this, little ones.” Frank closed the helicopter door and made sure the kids stayed in, not letting them leave and ready to start up the helicopter at the first sign they were in danger.
 
         “All will be forgiven if you once more bow down before me!”
 
        “You have no stratty power or Leftovers or some mother of all monsters to help you now. So keep talking your strat, Lucy.”
 
        Mason smiled as he knew using Jack’s nickname for Lucifer irked him. He and Teru both jumped to either side of Trudy and tried to grab her without harming her, but they were batted away with ease.
 
        Hera appeared in the brush behind Mason, amazed that they were still alive and that what Jack said was the truth. She began to wonder what happened to all the others they sent into the time axis over the years and then spotted what she came for, as Mason moved a bit, revealing his collar.
 
        “I will have control over Earth. And if my son won’t help me, I’ll make him.”
 
        Jeremiah nodded at Orlin. He knew it was time to switch his Sizzle on and use his power to take Trudy down. Mason and Teru were also ready to stop being nice about it, each wanting to stop Trudy for her own good. Orlin began to purr and just as Jeremiah went to turn his Sizzle on he caught a glimpse of Hera coming out of the bushes.
 
        “Mason! Look out!”
 
        In her final effort at control Hera leaped from the bushes and tried to make a grab for Mason’s neck and the collar. Teru heard Jeremiah’s warning and spun around, grabbing Hera by the arm and heaving her into the grass in front of Trudy.
 
        “The stratty bitch is back. What is this, land of the living dead day?”
 
        “Get out of my way you bastard offspring. I will have that collar, it’s my property!”
 
        “What, this?” Mason pulled his collar down and taunted Hera with it, knowing that she wanted it to use its mind control powers on people, as she did in her time fraction. “But the joke’s on you. The stratty mind control doesn’t work anymore.”
 
        “The once mighty Hera, now nothing but a useless Nothing in the mud.”
 
        “Yeah the bloody salad dodger isn’t the bee’s knees without an army behind her.” Rick muttered, as he pulled himself to his feet.
 
        “Family troubles? I guess contemplating killing your own son can do that. You disgust me.” Jeremiah still could not figure out how any parent could do such a thing and he thought about how he would do almost anything to get Trent back. He also noticed Trudy looked more smug than ever and knew something was up, as she eyed the pendant around Hera’s neck. He fiddled with the Sizzle, trying to turn it out but found it was out of power.
 
        “Boy, if I ever needed you to purr it would be now.” Jeremiah wrapped his arms around Orlin and felt his body slowly start to tingle as Orlin purred up a storm.
 
        “Army? Oh, screw this strat. I know Emily wants to end this bitch, but I’m sure she’ll be just as happy if I do so here and now.”
 
        Mason hauled out his vile of Mind’s blood and took Rick’s pistol, ready to put some drops of it on the bullets and finally kill Hera once and for all. Rick curled his nose up not liking the thought of Mason putting blood on his treasured gun, but let him begin to do so out of trust. Mason stopped just short of pouring it on the bullets when Lucifer started laughing manically.
 
        “Didn’t Jack say Lucifer wasn’t all evil bad guy?”
 
        “I think that fresh air has gone to the strat’s head.”
 
        “It’s been a long time, Hera. I admit I had higher hopes for you, even if you are part Nothing. I guess we all have our weak moments; mine was your mother. Yet just maybe you could be of some use to your father.”
 
        “Bloody hell! This is daft.”
 
        “Father? What the strat?” Mason glared at Teru who had no clue what so ever. The whole group seemed taken off guard, even Hera, but only because her father’s voice was coming from Trudy. She then smiled forgetting about Mason’s collar and grabbing hold of Trudy, transporting the pair to The Nide.
 
        Jeremiah brushed his hand across Orlin and the pair stood looking at the spot where Trudy once stood, finding Orlin’s purring did not work for Jeremiah. “It was a good try, boy.” 
 
        Jeremiah felt as if a part of him had been ripped away and slowly he was once again losing everything he held dear and this time he felt worse than when he thought Trudy had died, for he knew the things Lucifer would do could break the spirit of hers that he loved so much and leave her a shell of her former self.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 19
 
   The Greater Good
 
        “Do we have the right? The right to go into another country, another place, another side of our very world and impose our views on them? Just because they don’t think as we do or how we would like them to, does that make them wrong? We wouldn’t enter a person’s home and declare it ours, so what makes this any different? All thoughts Trudy had placed in my mind over the last wonderful year and half we were together and all thoughts I do not give a damn about at the moment. I know she would not want me to throw such morals aside but as long as I can get her back, I think I can live with that. The Nide can have its war, all I want is Trudy and if I have to go through every one of them to do it, so be it!”
 
        “If I wanted this kind of scenery I’d have stayed in Hell.” Lucifer looked around at the barren waste land of The Nide and felt as though he never left the time axis. Hera expected him to help her to her feet but he just stood over her, giving her the same disapproving look she remembered from the short time she knew her father. She was determined to get his approval and pulled herself up.
 
        “The Nothing are out of control. They need a leader; they need you.”
 
        “Obviously!” Lucifer muttered and then reached over for the pendant around Hera’s neck. He held it in his hand watching as it showed no sign of power. “Figures! He and his lapdogs have somehow blocked all powers in this time fraction. We must rectify that.”
 
        “My son, your grandson, has the ability to give us a glimpse of our power, at least those who’ve been to Olympus. I think he just shares his own with the rest of the Nothing that have never been there.”
 
        Hera tried to sound knowledgeable, still hoping to impress Lucifer, but he just gave her a dead stare and figured it was better than nothing.
 
        “Until we find a better solution, I guess it will do. Lead on!”
 
        “We’re no longer on speaking terms. He won’t help.”
 
        Hera watched as Lucifer grabbed his head. She still felt a bit nauseated having to watch her father struggle inside Trudy and she knew he was fighting with her as he spoke.
 
        “You won’t get anywhere. Jeremiah will do what has to be done and you will be stopped.”
 
        “Him? He doesn’t have it in him. That cat of his has more backbone. Just give up and leave already so I can get this done.”
 
        “Never going to happen. Get your own body.”
 
        “There is that word again. It’s futile; just give in once more to your master.”
 
        “Father, are you alright?”
 
        Hera looked concerned as she noticed Lucifer’s ever growing anger. He had expected Trudy would leave her body completely when he assumed control, as it was the only way the power of Phoenix could let him rise again as his true self; he needed total control over the vessel. He finally smiled as he thought up another plan.
 
        “You wouldn’t happen to know any of those cupid Nothing would you?”
 
        “There is one that I know of, but he isn’t very cooperative either. He hates her. Your vessel, I mean.”
 
        “All the better. Let’s go pay him a visit.”
 
        Lucifer extended his arm for Hera to lead the way and they began toward the Brothers of Olympus camp. Hera did not like going in there defenseless but continued to hide her fears, still trying to impress Lucifer.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Jeremiah stood looking out the window, stroking Orlin’s fur as he sat on the ledge. He was eager to go after Trudy and was tired of the endless discussion going on around him. He had no idea how he would get Lucifer out of Trudy, but he had to get her back at all costs and was prepared to do whatever it took. Jeremiah peered down at the Sizzle, which was almost fully recharged, eagerly awaiting the moment it was so he could cross over.
 
        “So those stratty Nothing are at war?”
 
        “Yeah! It sure isn’t right as rain over there. Those bloody uglies have botched up everything over there. It’s completely cattled.”
 
        “Mason, it doesn’t matter.  We have to go and get Trudy back. Lucifer has been beaten before and we can do it again.”
 
        “But last time we had your brother. If only he’d have come back with us. I still have no idea how to get her out. Wait a minute!” Mason stood in thought for a moment, as everyone in the room turned toward him, expecting some big revelation. “That pendant that stalker cow was wearing. It’s the same as the one in Hell. Strat! That won’t work.”
 
        “What Mason? What is it?”
 
        “The thing can suck essence out, so in theory it could be used to suck Lucifer out of Trudy. But only those with His stratty power can use it.”
 
        “Somehow I don’t think Hera will help us.”
 
        Jeremiah snatched up the Sizzle as it hit full charged and stuck it in his pocket. He turned back to Mason as an idea sprung into his head.
 
        “No, but my brother just might.”
 
        “You mean the guy that wants you dead?”
 
        “He’s had a change of heart. I think I can convince him. He should have the power, right? He’s an offspring of Hera.”
 
        “An offspring that occurred because she was pretty much used your father as a stratty sex toy.”
 
        “You don’t think…, Mason?”
 
        “What now?”
 
        “Everything happens for a reason.”
 
        “Do you really have to bring up Zeus and his stratty saying?” Mason muttered as he thought about it and as much as he did not like it, he knew it made perfect sense. “Yeah! It should work. But we have to somehow give him enough juice to use the stratty thing. With this loss of power strat, I doubt he could use it fully.”
 
        Mason and Teru each felt a tingle go up their spine, as if they were being enticed to go after Drazin when Frank came through the door and mentioned his name. They could not figure out why but they felt they had to go and stop him at all costs.
 
        “Rick! Wester just phoned in.”
 
        “And what does that arsemonger have to say?”
 
        “He said he used his sources and found out Drazin has been sucking our best soldiers into that glowy thing of his, along with anyone else that gets in his way. He wants to rid himself of any further threat. Wester, said with or without us he is going to storm the White House and take Drazin down, damn the consequences.”
 
        “Looks like Wester has finally stopped being such an airy fairy.”
 
        “So he’s on our side, too?”
 
        “Yeah, after he killed Jeremiah, the bloody wanker had a change of heart.”
 
        Mason and Teru just looked at Jeremiah funny as he shrugged, barely listening to any of the conversation as his mind was still fixated on getting Trudy back.
 
        “Well let’s help him take down Drazin. With this we can finally kill the strat.” Mason held up the vile of Mind’s blood and stared at it, relishing the thought of finally being rid of Drazin.
 
        “How does bleeding on him help and what about Trudy?”
 
        “Jeremiah, we will save her. But my gut tells me Drazin has to go first and this blood was given to us by Mindness. Hind’s blood doesn’t kill the so called gods, Mind’s blood does.”
 
         “I owe the glowy eyed chrome dome for killing my men. Their deaths won’t go unanswered, I’m bloody well in.”
 
        “Bloody hell! If you’re going to kill someone, may as well make it a big somebody, right?”
 
        Everyone seemed to be in agreement and Jeremiah just gave a slight nod. He watched as the kids ran out from their bedrooms, having listened to the whole thing, with Dotty hot on their trail, trying to stop them.
 
        “We’ll help, too!”
 
        “Yeah, those bad guys will go down.”
 
        “I want to help get Trudy back, too, Mom.”
 
        The group all had their attention turned toward the kids, not noticing as Jeremiah and Orlin slipped out the front door that Frank had left open. Mason and Teru smiled, as they explained how they needed someone to guard the house and the kids seemed willing for the task. Martin and Will also liked the fact that they were put in charge, rubbing it in to Dotty. The kids ran off to arm themselves with some toys, as Dotty kept watch. Mason sighed, noticing Jeremiah had left.
 
        “Getting more and more like Jack and Emily as time goes on, isn’t he?”
 
        “I seem to recall you never used your head much either when it came to such things.”
 
        “I used my head. I just did it while blowing strat up.”
 
        “Bloody hell! He’s walking into a cattled up situation and you’re both right as rain about it.”
 
        “Jump to a few time fractions and you get used to it, Rick.” Teru smiled at Rick, as he went out to try and stop Jeremiah. She worried for Jeremiah and Trudy but kept thinking over what Zeus always repeated and knew this was supposed to be. She rested her head against Mason’s as their want to stop Drazin seemed to be growing and they found themselves not able to think of much else.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Looks like it’s just the two of us again, boy!” Jeremiah looked down at Orlin who meowed at him and seemed ready. “It’s going to be dangerous. But if we want to put our family back together, this is the only way. You ready?”
 
        Jeremiah smiled as Orlin put his front paws on top his foot, making sure he did not get left behind, as Jeremiah began to concentrate, wanting to go to The Nide. He kept having thoughts of Trudy which made it hard and cleared his mind just as he heard Rick’s voice from the doorway, disappearing to The Nide.
 
        “Wait a bloody second! Bloody hell!” Rick and Frank stood on the porch, staring at the spot where Jeremiah disappeared. “A brave, yet foolish wanker. I guess Cat Fancy and the feline are on their own, there is no way we can find the daft pair now.”
 
        “Not true!”
 
        “Well don’t dilly dally, Frank. Dish the dirt.”
 
        “I told you it took me a while to get that great list of tunes. I put a GPS tracker in my Sizzle. All we need to do is get to the land of the uglies you speak of and…”
 
        “We should be able to find Cat Fancy. Bloody brilliant, Frank. That almost makes up for your hairy taste.”
 
        Rick laughed at Frank as they went back in to try and get Mason and Teru to take them to The Nide. Rick found it odd that he actually wanted to help, though. It was the first time he found himself wanting to do so without any money, glory or need to protect his own wellbeing, realizing he actually made a friend out of this whole mess.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Jeremiah and Orlin looked around at the wasteland before them. It seemed straight out of a horror movie as the night began to take hold. Jeremiah did not want to stick around and attract any unwanted attention. He checked for signs of Trudy or Hera, but could find nothing. He shrugged to Orlin, as he looked at his pocket watch, seeing a faint glow, but he had to look really hard to see it. 
 
        “It figures huh boy? When we want the bad guys to find us they are nowhere to be found. Rimin, Trudy, Hera, they could be anywhere by now. I guess this wasn’t much of a plan huh?”
 
        Jeremiah watched as Orlin began to purr and then started making his nose go like he was sniffing. He looked up and meowed at Jeremiah and began trotting off in the direction of a scent. 
 
        “A super powered sniffer, too? If only I had half your control.” Jeremiah hit his Sizzle and smiled as it began to play and his body once more began to tingle. “New Attitude, seems about right.”
 
        Orlin meowed back at Jeremiah as his pace quickened and then he darted off faster than the eye could see. “Wait up!” Jeremiah felt the music fully take hold and dashed off in the direction Orlin went, trusting that he knew where he was going.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Rimin, they know where we are. Our troops from all over the globe have already been cut to pieces. The Brothers are attacking us in force, feeling as though we aren’t a threat. They know where we are, too! They are coming!”
 
        Rimin ran over and helped the soldier stay on his feet, giving him some power to help get rid of his weary state. Glida and Macaray could tell he felt responsible for everything, as he was taking the weight of everyone on his shoulders.
 
        “You can’t save everyone. This war was inevitable. The Nothing that have gone over to The Hide have become so unstable they can’t be reasoned with.”
 
        “Glida is right, you know.”
 
        “All that reasoning doesn’t change the fact that I helped start this. It doesn’t matter if I was blinded by my mother, I still helped start it.”
 
        “We all were blinded by her. All except Glida, of course.” Macaray smiled at his wife and then prepared himself for the Brothers ascending on their position. “This is no time to give up. They don’t know we have this power back. Let’s use that.”
 
        Rimin nodded and they all peered through the cracks in the broken windows, covered with old worn out boards, finding a legion of the Brothers of Olympus marching toward their hideout.
 
        “It’s only about a hundred or so.”
 
        Rimin glanced around at the scared Greater Good troops. He knew none of them was up to the task, no matter the small amount of power they had. He wanted to keep them out of harm’s way and motioned for them to slip out the back.
 
        “One hundred or so on six.”
 
        “They won’t know what hit them.” Macaray turned to his wife and kissed her. “Stick close to me.”
 
        “Always have, always will.”
 
        Rimin led the group out of the warehouse and he along with his most trusted friends, stood staring down the legion of Brothers. The Brothers yelled and all began rapidly advancing toward the group.
 
        “Wait for it! Wait for it! Now!” Macaray and Glida grabbed Rimin and darted off to the left, while Dilgabo led the others and went to the right. They smiled as the Brothers all began to panic and scatter, not liking that they had their powers back.
 
        “Looks like quite the party, huh, boy?” Jeremiah and Orlin stayed hidden in the shadows as they watched. Jeremiah wanted to help but figured his best bet was to wait and see. He hoped they would get into a little trouble and he would be able to go in for the save, gaining some extra leverage to get Rimin to help him. “What? Don’t look at me like that. These guys did try to kill us at one point you know. Let’s let them fight it out. Orlin! Orlin! Damn it! That cat never listens.”
 
        Rimin fought off his attackers and then got grabbed by two Brothers while the rest were darting around in their glow, fighting others off. He struggled to break free as a vampire Brother bent down to bite his neck and then watched the vampires jaw snap shut, as he fell backwards onto the ground. The other Brother went flying through the air and Rimin looked all around him for one of his men, figuring they had helped him. He finally glanced down and noticed Orlin sitting at his feet, licking himself.
 
        “Thanks, I owe you one! You sure are one tough cat and I can’t say I blame you for cleaning yourself after touching them.”
 
        “He stole my plan. What a glory hog.” Jeremiah hit his Sizzle and smiled once again as “Kung Fu Fighting” started to play. “Frank, I really owe you one.”
 
        Jeremiah darted off toward the chaos and started speeding around the Brothers, his body started throwing random chops and kicks, knocking the Brothers left and right.
 
        “What? Now you want me to do all the work?” Jeremiah smiled. Orlin sat all cocky in his stance and noticed a Brother coming up on Jeremiah and flung dirt in his face. Jeremiah whipped around and chopped him in the neck, knocking him to the ground. “I guess that will do.”
 
        Jeremiah kept at it until not a single Brother was left standing. He stood in the middle of the pile of downed Brothers, as Rimin and the rest of the six stood in awe, watching him. Orlin trotted up beside Jeremiah standing with him, acting as if he deserved all the glory.
 
        “I think those bugs have really gone to your head, you know that?”
 
        Orlin meowed and trotted off toward Rimin, as Jeremiah just shook his head and followed.
 
        “Boy, am I glad I didn’t kill you.”
 
        “Nah, someone else did that. Let’s just say it’s not something I care to repeat. Wait! What’s he doing?” Jeremiah watched as Macaray curled his nose up at the Brothers and began stomping on their necks, making sure they never got back up.
 
        “This is a war and we have to make a point.”
 
        Jeremiah felt sickened by the sight of Macaray and the others taking out the already downed Brothers, no matter how much he disliked them. Any other time he would disagree but his mind was fixated on Trudy and he was not about to offend the only person that might be able to help.
 
        “So why are we graced with a visit from the great savior of the Nothing?”
 
        “I need your help. My wife was taken host by Lucifer and now he and Hera are somewhere here. I fear what he might do to her and you are the only one that can get him out of her.”
 
        “Lucifer? But Jeremiah, I thought you said Drazin was the equivalent of Lucifer.”
 
        “That’s a long story. Short of it is that Lucifer is here and he’s taken up host inside my wife. Will you help?”
 
        Rimin still found it hard to push all the feelings of hatred he had toward Jeremiah aside, after running on them for his entire life, but he knew they were programmed into him by Hera and he had to get past them. Rimin figured this was a good way to go about it, even though he had no idea how he could help.
 
        “How? I mean it’s not like I can exorcise demons or anything like that.” 
 
        “That pendant Hera is wearing, you have the power to control it from her side of the family. It can be used to suck the essence from a person, so I’m told. Which means you can suck Lucifer out of her.”
 
        “Wait! My side of the family?”
 
        “Yeah, supposedly you have His power within you, as Lucifer would be your grandfather.” Jeremiah pointed up signifying God and he could not help but smile, knowing how ridiculous he sounded. Although he tried to keep a straight face to let Rimin know he was serious and he found Rimin did not seem too surprised.
 
        “So that’s why mother kept going on about how we were descended from greatness. If he’s anything like her, I want nothing to do with him or her.”
 
        “Then help me get rid of him before he assumes control. We do not want Lucifer actually walking around, you know fire and brimstone and all that shit.”
 
        “Rimin, he’s right. How can you turn your back on him? He’s the only member of your family that isn’t crazy. Freaky, but not crazy.”
 
        Glida kept her eyes glued to Rimin, as he tried to look away but had no success in doing so. He sighed and finally gave in.
 
        “I won’t leave my troops but if you can bring her to me, I’ll try my best. Not sure how it’s going to work, though. That’s my only offer.”
 
        “Fair enough.” Jeremiah turned to Orlin, hoping he could sniff out Trudy, as he heard Rimin mumble behind him. “What was that?”
 
        “One other condition. You have to tell me how you did that?” Rimin pointed to the downed legion of Brothers of Olympus.
 
        Jeremiah still did not know how much he could trust Rimin, yet if he was willing to help rid Trudy of Lucifer, Jeremiah was willing to give him the benefit of a doubt.
 
        “It all started when we swallowed some nanites. They were designed to cure cancer, but it turns out when you don’t have cancer, they give you superpowers instead. But they only work to music or purring, in his case.”
 
        “Wow, that story is just too weird to make up, it has to be true.” Rimin nodded and was joined by the rest of his group, having finished off the last of the Brothers. “When you have her, come find us and I’ll see what I can do.”
 
        Rimin extended his hand and Jeremiah shook it, he felt some of his hatred began to leave him as Jeremiah once more had a glimmer of hope. None of the group noticed one of the Brothers had survived and crawled into the bushes for protection, having heard every word, waiting for them to leave so he could report back to Hatho.
 
        “Well boy, you ready to kick the sniffer into high gear again?” Orlin meowed at Jeremiah and swung around trotting off in another direction. “I guess so. Hopefully we’ll see you soon.”
 
        Jeremiah turned his Sizzle on and the pair dashed away out of sight, as Rimin and the rest were still stunned over what he could do with no real powers.
 
        “Shouldn’t we go with him? He might need our help?”
 
        “He can handle himself, Glida. Just look what he did to these Brothers.”
 
        “And besides, we have our own troubles to attend to. Let’s get back to the troops.”
 
        Glida and Macaray grabbed a hold of Rimin and the group began to glow and disappeared into the night. The remaining Brother peeked his head up to make sure the coast was clear and then crawled over to one of the fallen Brothers, grabbing his radio.
 
        “Hatho! I’ve got some news I think you might like to hear.”
 
        ***************************************
 
        “So you say they hate this little girl, huh?”
 
        “Yeah, you walk in there like that and you won’t come out.”
 
        “Perfect! You stay here and follow at a distance until I’m gone, then do what I told you. Let’s see if you can catch on to your dear old daddy’s plan. ”
 
        Hera pretended she had an idea what Lucifer was up to, still trying to impress and prop up her own ego, but she really had no clue what his plan was. She then noticed him biting his lip as he stood right up in the open, on top the hill over-looking the Brothers of Olympus main camp.
 
        “You think by threatening to kill me, I’ll give you control? Never!”
 
        “Shut up already. Haven’t you learned by now I have a backup plan for everything?”
 
        “Jeremiah will stop you no matter what.”
 
        Lucifer stopped answering Trudy and just let her talk inside his head as he strolled down the mountain and right into the camp. Some Brother guards instantly grabbed him on sight and recognized him as Trudy. They began dragging him to Hatho’s tent, with Lucifer pretending to put up resistance, like he had been caught trying to sneak in.
 
        “Look what we found sneaking about Hatho, sir!” The guards chucked Lucifer on the ground of the tent, as Hatho stepped out of the shadows, his face drooping in the candlelight that surrounded his tent.
 
        “Well, what do we have here?”
 
        Zigglar, Viklo and Awetio all stepped out of the shadows behind him, looking ready to take a bite out of Trudy’s body. Yankle strutted around her and seemed overjoyed, as he would finally get revenge for his fallen Brother.
 
        “Can we finish her off now Hatho? Please!”
 
        “You! Alert the guards that Jeremiah should be out there somewhere, too, and continue spreading around his little secret. You know what to do.” Hatho smiled as the guards left to prepare to watch for Jeremiah and then he strutted up and bent down to Trudy. “We won’t kill her just yet. Let’s have some fun with her first.”
 
        Hatho waved and the other three Brothers surrounded Trudy’s body. Lucifer revelled in the knowledge of how scared Trudy was, as she kept thinking about Jeremiah and Trent, while he just taunted her inside her own mind.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Is she in there, boy?” Orlin meowed at Jeremiah as they stood on the hill top, neither noticing Hera hiding in the trees, watching them. “What do you say, zip in zip out?”
 
        Orlin meowed again and then leaped over Jeremiah’s head, kicking a Brother in the face. Another dozen ascended upon them and before Jeremiah could hit his Sizzle, they snatched it from him, smashing it to bits.
 
        “Now let’s see how strong you are.” They latched onto Jeremiah and Orlin continued to fight but as he went to kick a Brother in the face, the Brother’s face stretched and his feet got caught. The Brother snatched him by the scruff of the neck and held him tight. Orlin tried to wiggle free but was unable. “Don’t fret. You’ll see what’s left of your wife soon.”
 
        The Brothers took Jeremiah and Orlin down to the entrance of the camp, to the cheering of the masses, as they all thought they now had a way to Olympus. Hera smiled hoping they would kill him, as she searched for any sign of Lucifer. Out of the blue the whole mass looked up into the air, as a helicopter could be heard.
 
        “Looks like Cat Fancy has got himself into a bloody hairy situation again, huh Frank?”
 
        “He better bloody well still have my tunes.” Frank muttered, looking down at all the Brothers below. “You weren’t kidding. These are some ugly creatures. I’ll never think ill of my morning reflection again.”
 
        “You know which one we need, Frank.”
 
        “You going with Betsy for this one?”
 
        “Nope, it’s time for Bertha to come out and play.” Rick laughed, as he yanked out a huge assault rifle from the back of the helicopter, holding it up and looking it over. “Been a while, baby.”
 
        “And you call me sad.”
 
        “Just crank it up already, Frank and when I’m clear feel free to let these bloody uglies have it.”
 
        Frank nodded as he hit a button on the dashboard and “I Need a Hero” began to ring out across the night sky. Rick dropped a rope and lowered himself down, as Jeremiah’s body tingled and he quickly freed himself and Orlin, taking out the Brothers closest to him.
 
        “Your timing is perfect, Rick.”
 
        “I still have a promise to keep. It’s time Bertha and I turned these uglies seven shades of shit.” Rick shoved his automatic rifle against his shoulder and began firing, mowing down any Brothers in his path. “Come and get some uglies.”
 
        Jeremiah turned as more Brothers seemed to be coming from all sides. He prepared to fight when they too began to be mowed down by Frank firing newly installed guns on the side of the helicopter.
 
        “That’s new!”
 
        “A quick update from our stratty friend.”
 
        Rick laughed, as he changed his clip and continued to fire. Jeremiah found it all quite amusing and finally became focused, as he nodded to Orlin and the two began fighting their way toward Hatho’s tent.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Trudy’s body convulsed as her neck was being bitten by Zigglar, Viklo was howling and scratching away at her, tearing her clothes and skin, Awetio was chewing on her leg and Yankle hovered around her, delighted in her pain.
 
        “Ready to give up yet?”
 
        “Never! Not this time, I’d rather die than give into you.”
 
        “So be it. And don’t think your hero is going to save you.”
 
        Trudy continued to fight with Lucifer, as the Brothers held her down and kept up their attack, she heard the song ring out and knew Jeremiah was on his way. Hatho came back from the entrance to his tent and smiled.
 
        “I think we’ve had our fun. Let’s give the two love birds some time together, as she withers away.” Hatho laughed and the others joined him, as Trudy kept bleeding from her wounds, creating a huge puddle around her. “Oh and here is a little something extra, just in case.”
 
        Hatho bent over Trudy and motioned for Yankle to open her mouth. He did so and Hatho let a piece of his face drip into her mouth. 
 
        “Enjoy! Time to leave, Brothers!”
 
        “But what about Jeremiah and Olympus?”
 
        “Another time, Yankle. When she’s dead he’ll seek us out.”
 
        The five brothers escaped through the back of the tent and left Trudy convulsing on the floor. 
 
        “I told you, I wouldn’t give in.” Trudy felt her life dwindling , yet she was proud of herself for standing up to Lucifer.
 
        “Once more, you impress. I chose well. See you in a few months. Or rather I won’t see you, as you’ll be dead this way, too.”
 
        Lucifer laughed and Trudy felt herself regaining control of her body, she grabbed her stomach in pain, as it felt like her whole insides were being twisted around. She screamed out over the music, no longer able to bear the pain, as her body became basked in a shroud of black mist and her wounds began to heal on their own, but her stomach felt as if it was on fire.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Bloody hell! Now what?” Rick pointed to the main tent, as it flew into the air and the whole area was covered in a shroud of black mist. Jeremiah tried to dart toward it but the song ended and he stalled on his way. Orlin kicked a Brother with is hind legs and another with his front as they came on either side of Jeremiah.
 
        “Thanks, boy. Let’s go get our girl now.”
 
        “Don’t dilly-dally, Cat Fancy. Bertha hasn’t got much juice left in her.”
 
        The Brothers continued their assault, as Frank had long past run out of bullets for the guns in the helicopter and remained circling.
 
        “Frank, we have to chew the fat about your cattled up taste .” Rick shook his head as “How Do I Live” began to play out into the night sky. “Bloody hell!”
 
        Rick became surrounded as his ammo depleted and Frank dropped down the rope, hovering about Rick. He grabbed it and Frank ascended into the air.
 
        “Catch you later, uglies. Bertha needs a reprieve. Strat! Why did I just bloody say that?” Rick shook his head and then yanked out his oversized pistol, still holding onto the rope with one hand. He aimed at a Brother almost on Jeremiah and hit him just before he grabbed onto him.
 
        Jeremiah paid little attention to anything else around him, as Orlin kept a watchful eye, knocking away the few Brothers that came near. He reached Trudy and saw the shroud of black mist get sucked inside her, watching as her stomach seemed to bounce from the inside, like someone was in there dribbling a basketball. He caught her eyes looking at him and she smiled, before slipping unconscious.
 
        He bent down and held her in his arms, making sure she was still breathing. He hugged her as tight as he could, finding her alive and smiled at Orlin, as he peeked over his shoulder.
 
        “She’ll be fine, boy. We’ll get her to Rimin and she’ll be fine.”
 
        Jeremiah knew he still had to find the pendant, but for now was just happy with having Trudy back. He finally snapped to reality and noticed the remaining hordes of Brothers surrounding them.
 
        “Frank, you know you have a bloody daft taste in tunes, but this one seems to fit. It would be a right as rain moment, if not for all the bloody uglies.” Rick climbed fully into the helicopter and got seated, pointing for Frank to hover over them. “We don’t have all bloody day, Cat Fancy.”
 
        Jeremiah latched onto the rope, wrapping it around his free wrist and grasped Trudy with his other arm, still having the strength of the nanites flowing through him. Orlin leaped over him and easily climbed the rope, getting up into the cockpit.
 
        “Always the show off.” Jeremiah waved for Frank to lift them up and they just barely escaped the mass of Brothers. He felt Trudy’s head move and looked down at her, as she gazed lovingly into his eyes.
 
        “He’s gone, Jeremiah. I did it. But I think we have other problems.”
 
        “Rest! We’ll get this all sorted out soon.” Jeremiah bent down and kissed Trudy, taking in the moment, as it felt as if it had been years since he felt her touch. He opened his eyes and saw Rick staring back at them, as he had retracted the rope.
 
        “If you’re done with your hanky panky we have one more stop to make.”
 
        “Drazin! Let’s finish him and get our son back.”
 
        “Bloody right!”
 
        Rick grabbed Trudy from Jeremiah and helped her into the seat, as Jeremiah sat up front with Frank. He concentrated with all his might, grasping the helicopter and using nanites still in tune with the music to amp up his power. Within seconds the whole helicopter and everyone inside disappeared back to The Hide.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 20
 
   Worlds Collide
 
        “Mr. President, it’s time to leave. We have to get you out of here.”
 
        “Now why would you want to do that?”
 
        Drazin’s aide sprinted over and turned on the holographic TV, making it hover over his desk. As it began to play, secret service agents stormed the oval office, looking to move President Riggs some place secure. Drazin just sat back in his chair having no fear over what he saw, thinking they would just add to the power of the time axis.
 
        “I don’t know if you are getting this back in the studio, but our army seems to be moving on the White House. Correction, judging by their logo it looks to be the D&D Dynamics private group of mercenaries that are moving on the White House. As our viewers know by now their headquarters was blown up recently. Could this be some kind of retaliation or changing of the guard? Stick with TFD for exclusive coverage of this story as it unfolds.”
 
        “That’s right sir, we have to leave.” his aide noticed President Riggs jaw drop as low as it could go, as he stared at the screen. “Sir! It’s shocking but we have to go.”
 
        “It can’t be. How are they still alive? Drazin killed them.” Drazin watched closely as the camera zoomed in on the front tank. He saw Mason and Teru sitting on top of it with Wester having his head stuck out the top. “How many times does Drazin have to kill them?”
 
        Drazin looked over the time axis, having no idea how they escaped. He saw them disappear into it with his own eyes. He let his eyes glow and all the secret service in the room stood in disbelief. He swung his hand across his desk in rage and knocked everything to the floor.
 
        “Sir! What is going on?”
 
        “You know what? Drazin has had enough of this. It’s time Drazin showed the world who their leader truly is. That’s right Drazin said world. Drazin owns you stupid cattle. Now just die!”
 
        Drazin held the time axis up and before his aide and the secret service agents could move they were sucked into the time axis. He stomped over to his safe and opened it up, pulling out the glowing orb and placing it on his desk. He hoped Mason had figured out a way to destroy it and wanted him to see it, thinking he could consume the power that it released upon its destruction.
 
        “Maybe this isn’t a total loss after all. Drazin could always use some more power.”
 
        Drazin was still disturbed over Mason and Teru being alive, as he wondered if all the other gods of Olympus could still be alive, too. But thinking that Jack and Emily could still be alive ticked him off even more. He disappeared back to Olympus to recharge using Trent’s blood, making sure he was at his best when they came.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “That’s right, flibo. You just leave the key to my release lying there. Now to make sure the Hero and the other dimwits don’t die.” Puck sat with his legs crossed watching the events unfold through a viewing window. He began to concentrate and his eyes glossed over completely white as he started floating up in the air. His white hair dangled about and he shimmered in and out of sync with the area around him. Puck began chanting in some unknown dialect and remained doing so over and over.
 
        ***************************************
 
        “So you let my tunes get destroyed? How could you?”
 
        “Bloody hell, Frank! Watch where you’re going.”
 
        “But the tunes, Rick. He destroyed them.”
 
        Frank looked like he was going to tear up, as he gave Jeremiah a snarky look and turned his head away from the rest of the group.
 
        “I promise, Frank. When this is over I will track down every one and make that list for you again.” Jeremiah placed his hand on Frank’s shoulder and he pulled away.
 
        “Won’t be the same.”
 
        “Frank, stop being such a little nancy.”
 
        “It sure seems like you three have bonded while I was away.” Trudy found their like for one another soothing as she felt better than she had since she went to Hell. She stretched a bit and pulled the old army coat Rick had placed on her over her shoulders. She then wrapped her arms around the front seat and Jeremiah’s neck. “He’s gone. That stuff Hatho dripped on me must have counteracted with him in some way. But Lucifer is gone.”
 
        Jeremiah placed his hand on top of hers, feeling at ease with her saying that. He had no idea how to put into words the feelings that were going through him and just let them come out through his touch. Jeremiah could hear the delight in Trudy’s voice and once more felt the woman he had grown to love was back in his life. Orlin rubbed his head up against Trudy and she smiled, brushing him.
 
        “Yeah, I missed you, too.” she glanced over at Rick as she continued to brush Orlin and smirked at him. “In a weird way I guess I even missed the odd ‘bloody hell’.”
 
        “Girlie, I’m just glad you’re right as rain and no lord of bloody Hell is actually out there. I guess those uglies were good for something.”
 
        “Did you get Trent back?”
 
        Jeremiah could sense the want in Trudy’s voice as she looked for a positive answer and wished he could give it to her. The best he could do is tell her Trent was still alive, as he could still feel a connection to him.
 
        “No! But he’s out there and when we take down Drazin, he’ll be back in our arms.”
 
        “When are we going to do that?”
 
        “Well if Frank would stop dilly dallying around, pretty bloody soon.”
 
        “But he’s the President. How are we going to even get near him?”
 
        “We’ve made a few friends along the way. Don’t worry Trudy. It’s all taken care of. You just rest.” Jeremiah hoped this would be the last of all of this and they could get back to their quiet life back in their home. He began going over all the possible outcomes and found their chances were pretty good at pulling this off, if Mason’s secret weapon truly worked. 
 
        Trudy placed her head against Jeremiah’s seat, wrapping her arms around his neck once more, praying Trent would be back with them soon and that he was unharmed. Rick made sure his oversized pistol was fully loaded, as Orlin moved up front and sat on Jeremiah’s lap, while Frank continued to grumble over the loss of his tunes. The group flew into the rising sun, as they drew closer to the White House and their confrontation with Drazin.
 
        ***************************************
 
        “Aren’t you worried? He should have been here by now.” Glida peered out into the barren wasteland, hoping for some sign of Jeremiah.
 
        “She’s right, Rimin. It’s been too long. The Brothers must have gotten him.”
 
        “I want to help but if he couldn’t take them with his powers, what chance do we have?” Rimin tried to come up with a plan that would help the presumed captured Jeremiah and keep them out of harm’s way. “We’ll have to sneak in under darkness and….”
 
        The three of them all turned toward the doorway, as Hera donned in her Prophet Rahe disguise strutted into the run-down building. She smirked and then spun around in a tornado whirl and revealed her true appearance. She made sure her hair was up and all in place, grinning all the while with her horse face.
 
        “You have the nerve to show up here?” Macaray glanced over at Rimin for approval and eagerly awaited the nod to take Hera out.
 
        “Just give me two minutes of your time. It’s about your bastard of a brother.”
 
        Rimin held out his arm for Macaray to stop and Glida rubbed his shoulder, trying to keep him calm. Macaray obeyed out of a want to help Jeremiah for coming to their aid but remained on his guard, still wanting to finish off Hera more with each passing second.
 
        “Speak! Make it good because mother or not, he and anyone else who wants to take a shot at you will be free to do so.” Rimin pulled away as Hera stepped up to him and tried to touch him, as he knew she had an agenda and was just waiting to find out what was in all of this for herself.
 
        “It seems your dear brother, who you have bonded with so well I might add, is going after Drazin. They have no idea what they are getting themselves into, though, for Drazin has one of the four keys to unlocking this time fraction to the ways of all the past time fractions. They were put in place by His lap dogs to keep everything in balance and when that balance is broken, Drazin will come out on top.”
 
        “And you’ll be on the bottom. Once again, this is all about you.”
 
        “That doesn’t mean they shouldn’t be warned.”
 
        “So what? He has it. If he could have used it, he would have used it by now.”
 
        “Foolish Glida, he is counting on the humans to destroy it. That’s one thing those cattle are good at. They always find a way to destroy what they fear or don’t know. And when they do, things will forever change. The choice is yours.”
 
        Hera smirked at Rimin and strutted around him, running her fingers through his hair. She  started to disappear to The Hide and just before she phased out of sight, he snatched the pendant and yanked it off her neck.
 
        “I know a guy who needs this.”
 
        “We should have killed her.” Macaray curled his nose up over the thought of Hera still breathing and continued to wait for Rimin’s orders.
 
        “So should we help them? They should be warned and I know Jeremiah would do the same for us.”
 
        “Let’s do it. But be prepared for anything and if you see her there Macaray, feel free to kill her. The gloves are coming off. We stop instigators like her and Drazin, prevent Lucifer from coming out and just maybe we can put an end to this war.”
 
        “But that means we’ll have to go to The Hide. I don’t want to end up looking like one of the Brothers.”
 
        “You won’t. Another neat trick my mother made me keep secret is that I can go back and forth with ease thanks to my human side, and take anyone with me, with no harm to them.”
 
        Glida became comforted by that fact as she and Macaray grabbed Rimin and along with the three others and they sped off to the position of the White House on their side.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “You two look ready for this! Why are you so gung ho to kill him, anyway?” Wester puffed on his cigarette as he remained standing half in and half out of the tank, watching and smiling as people scattered out of the way of their oncoming onslaught of tanks, vehicles and men. He felt as if Mason and Teru wanted this a bit too much and just did not want there to be any mistakes.
 
        “This strat has plagued us for too long. He simply has to pay for all he has done, especially for taking our grandson. Plus talking in the stratty third person all the time just makes me want to kill him all the more.”
 
        “I have lived one million years too many with him. My uncle has to be stopped.”
 
        Mason raised his eyebrow as he heard Teru speak as if she would actually kill Drazin herself. He fought back the overwhelming urge of wanting to kill Drazin and tried to think it through, as he knew something had to be wrong, for Teru would never talk like that.
 
        “Hon! You do realize what you just said, right?”
 
        “That I want Drazin dead, even if I have to do it my…” Teru paused and realized what was coming out. “Mason, what am I saying? What is wrong with us? You don’t think Lucifer did something?”
 
        “Lucifer? Isn’t that who we are going after? Didn’t Rick say he was the equivalent of Hades? Last I checked they were one and the same.”
 
        “Drazin is the fake Hades and Lucifer is the real one. That strat easy enough to understand?”
 
        Teru realized Mason snapped at Wester for no reason and the pair felt as if they were losing control a bit, like their bodies were urging them to go after Drazin by some unknown force. 
 
        “Fake or real. It doesn’t matter because I’ve been used for the last time. Let’s get this done.” Wester tossed the butt of his cigarette into the street and he put on his sunglasses, as the sun fully rose up over the White House.
 
        Everything seemed calm as they approached, which they found strange and then they saw Drazin disguised as President Riggs standing in the center and on the very top of the White House. He had a camera hovering beside him and many of the press outside the gates, focusing in on him. He waved his arms and an army of soldiers and secret service agents rushed from the White House and appeared on the lawn, creating a sea of weapons.
 
        “Is he expecting us to fall for that stratty body exchange trick again?”
 
        “It’s not like him to use the same trick twice, Mason.” Teru knew by Drazin’s stance that he was the uncle she had grown up with and he was done hiding. He held the time axis up above him and stared out at the oncoming onslaught of D&D Dynamic soldiers coming at him.
 
        “Ladies and gentleman, cattle of this backwater time fraction, today Drazin is declaring himself the ruler of this whole planet. What? You have no idea who Drazin is? Well Drazin guesses introductions are in order.”
 
        Drazin spun around in a tornado whirl and grinned as both sides and the world watched him transform into his true self once more. He stroked his goatee and let his eyes glow a bright red. The sun reflected off his bald head and gold armor, basking him in light, only inflating his ego that much more.
 
        “This is Drazin. Drazin ruled high upon Olympus with all the other gods, until Drazin killed each and every one of them. That’s right cattle, they are real or were real, since they are dead. This whole planet will bow down before Drazin or suffer Drazin’s wrath. Here is just a little demonstration for those thinking of opposing Drazin.”
 
        Drazin felt untouchable, as if Trent’s blood had finally taken hold and he would never need to recharge again. He figured if he did not run out of strength after this, then he could dispose of Trent too. He floated off the White House roof and over the army that was guarding him.
 
        “Mason! This isn’t good. He’s going to kill them all.”
 
        “I guess it’s time we end this strat.” Mason hauled out his shotgun and made sure his pistol, with its clip drowned in Mind’s blood was still by his side. He then checked his belt of grenades that he had strapped over his shoulder and jumped down off the tank. “I just need one clean shot. Think you can keep him distracted long enough?”
 
        “No problem!” Wester started to sound the advance, when the troops guarding Drazin opened fire on him. By the look of them it was as if their weapons were making them fire. Suddenly all their bullets flew back at them, killing everyone on the White House lawn.
 
        “What was that about him not using the same trick twice?”
 
        “I think that power has gone to his head.”
 
        “As if the strat didn’t have a big enough one before.”
 
        They were all blinded by a flash of light as Drazin held up the time axis and it sucked all the bodies of the troops below him into it.
 
        “That thing has gotten too powerful. Drazin needs to be stopped now.”
 
        “Let that be a lesson to the cattle of this world. You join the herd or you get slaughtered. Now it’s time Drazin had some fun with Drazin’s guests. Let’s see what Drazin can make this thing do when Drazin really puts Drazin’s mind to it.”
 
        Drazin began to concentrate, grasping the time axis as tight as he could, still hovering above the ground. Wester climbed back into his tank to fire at Drazin. He wasted little time and aimed the cannon at him, letting loose a round. It seemed to hit Drazin and leave him in a cloud of smoke. The smoke seemed to be getting bigger and bigger, created a cloud that covered the whole front of the White House. 
 
        “Let’s go! Hopefully the strat can’t see us. All I need to do is get below him.”
 
        “I’ve got a bad feeling about this, Mason.”
 
        Mason and Teru took off for the front gate and stopped, covering their eyes as the cloud of smoke disappeared into thin air. They watched as Drazin glared right at them and smirked.
 
        “Drazin doesn’t know how you survived but Drazin won’t make the same mistake twice. Come and meet Drazin in Drazin’s office, if you can make it that far.”
 
        “Survive what? You’re stratty third person yapping?”
 
        The grass on the lawn seemed to be pulled from its roots and started floating in thin air, every last strand. It then sprouted legs from it and arms, a head sprung from it and finally it formed a round body. It looked to be a cross between a Gremlin and a Critter, except it was all green like grass, something Mason and Teru were all too familiar with.
 
        “Really? How many times are we going to have to kill these stratty things? I wish I never had us search for food that time.”
 
        An army of Critlen fell from the sky and landed on the White House lawn. Wester already sounded the charge and the tanks barrelled through the walls, the troops all followed and opened fire on the Critlen. They managed to fight off many but vines sprang from the Critlen’s mouths, posing as their tongue and they seemed to be able to stretch as far as need be, grabbing guns from the men. Others were being eaten by their razor sharp teeth, as Wester stayed secure in his tank, firing at them and running as many over as he could.
 
        “Well, it’s now or never, Mason.” Teru grabbed a grenade off of Mason’s belt and chucked it at the Critlen marching at them. One swallowed it and within seconds it blew to pieces along with those surrounding it. Mason knew that was not something Teru would usually do, but liked it anyway.
 
        “Let’s finally kill that loud mouth strat. Let’s do it for Jack and Emily.” Mason kept his shotgun at the ready, as the pair made their way through the waves of Critlen, trying to reach the White House steps.
 
        “Bloody hell! Have the lawn decorations staged a revolt?” 
 
        “Down there, Jeremiah. It’s Mom and Dad. They’re being overrun.”
 
        “What do you say, boy? You ready to tear apart the lawn? All those years of practicing on Mrs. Weaver’s garden are about to pay off.  Hit it, Frank.”
 
        “I wouldn’t bloody well have to if you didn’t lose my tunes.”
 
        “Frank, you obviously still have some loaded on here. I bloody well didn’t pick that last dull as a dishwasher one.”
 
        Frank smiled, as he got an idea on what to play, knowing it would get on Rick’s nerves. Rick grabbed his pistol and latched onto the rope, as Orlin and Jeremiah latched onto another one. Trudy moved over to grab onto Jeremiah’s back, when he stopped her.
 
        “After all you’ve been through, Trudy, you should stay here and rest. I just got you back and I don’t want anything to happen to you.”
 
        “He’s my son, too, Jeremiah. I want to see this done just as much as any of you. So let me come.”
 
        “Don’t argue with Girlie there Cat Fancy, no bloody time for it.” Rick lowered himself down and Jeremiah nodded, letting Trudy climb onto his back, she held onto him as he held Orlin in one arm and wrapped his free arm around the rope. Jeremiah nodded to Frank and he flipped a switch, dropping the rope. He then smiled and hit the switch for “Respect” to blare out across the field.
 
        “Rick, you think he’s trying to tell you something?”
 
        “Frank and his bloody tunes. You know he only started acting out after we met you.”
 
        “Bet you wish you never took the job now, huh? I mean, you could still have such a hit reality TV show going.”
 
        “And miss out on the Bloody uglies, gods, grass creatures and a magic elf? Not bloody likely!”
 
        “Even the damsel part?”
 
        “Quiet, Girlie. We don’t want to jangle about that.”
 
        The four of them reached the ground and Rick jumped off first, firing at a few Critlen with his pistol and then picking up a downed soldier’s machine gun, unloading it on the Critlen. Orlin leaped from Jeremiah’s arms and landed in front of Teru, grabbing a vine in his mouth and slinging the attached Critlen round and round knocking the other ones away.
 
        “What took you guys so long?”
 
        “We had to get rid of Lucifer.”
 
        “He’s gone? And you’re alright?”
 
        “Yeah, Mom! I got rid of him with a little help from the Brothers.”
 
        “One stratty problem down, let’s end the big one now.”
 
        The group made their way to the White House entrance, as Wester and his remaining men cleared out the rest of the Critlen, with Jeremiah and Orlin speeding about, picking off the stragglers. They made it to the front steps and just as they attempted to climb them the grass shards from the downed Critlen formed a wall and blocked their path.
 
        “You don’t think Mother Nature is around, do you Mom?”
 
        “No, but I do think that time axis gives Drazin an ability like hers; after all they are all made out of the same stuff.”
 
        “So we have to go through this hell again.”
 
        “This strat is getting old.” Mason yanked a grenade from his belt and pulled the pin, rolling it up to the grass wall. Everyone took cover as it exploded and the grass wall opened and then reformed quickly. Wester fired his final tank rounds at it and the same thing happened.
 
        Suddenly vines snapped from it and they grabbed everyone left standing, even the tanks and pulled them all against the huge grass wall. It spun around and formed one huge Critlen, which stood bigger than the White House itself. It began throwing people into its mouth and chowing down on them with its sharp teeth, killing anyone who got thrown in. Orlin and Jeremiah struggled to break free, but not even their power could get them loose as the song had begun to fade.
 
        “You didn’t think Drazin was going to make it that easy for you, now did you?”
 
        Drazin’s laugh seemed to echo out from every direction, as the group continued to try and break free, but nothing they did seemed to work.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “The power he has is scary; save me from the fairy.” Tripit hopped in Emily’s arms like he was scared and nuzzled his head up against her breasts. She threw him off her and noticed how he was only faking scared.
 
        “No wonder you said it was going to take forever, Yoda. We walk for two minutes and something else comes to bite us in the ass. So what’s with this Lord of the Rings reject clogging up all the mirrors?”
 
        Tripit floated in the air in front of Jack and Emily, relaxing as if he was lying on a couch. He then turned to his side and smiled at them. “Why don’t you ask the elf for yourself?”
 
        “But you said we can’t interact with the mirrors?”
 
        “Just as with your back power, there is always an exception in every rule or tower.” Tripit laughed like a hyena and then disappeared into thin air.
 
        “I really hate, Yoda.” Jack stood at the edge of the rainbow road and looked in the nearest mirror at Puck hovering in the air with his legs crossed and his eyes closed. “So what do you think, my love? Could this be the big scary thing, Yoda was going on about?”
 
        “A thing and a fairy. I should strike down you dimwit humans for saying such things. But since one was said by that other flibo, I’ll give you a break.”
 
        “Jack, maybe he knows the way home.”
 
        “That I do! But you flibos are out of luck unless you help me first. Or rather help your son and friends.”
 
        “What have you done with them?”
 
        “Dimwit humans, always jumping to conclusions. For being the chosen ones you two are rather dull.” Puck sighed and shook his head as he looked them up and down. “But I suppose you’ve made it this far and are the only ones in any reality remaining, so you must have something going for you. But I’ll be fliboed if I know what it is.”
 
        “Great! The Lord of the Rings reject has his own made up word. He and Doc will get along just fine.”
 
        “Jack, let’s hear what he has to say. You said our son needs our help? We just saved him like two minutes ago.”
 
        “Time is relevant, Emily. Two minutes here could be years back home.”
 
        “Correct, dimwit human. For that you win a prize. I will let you save your friends, who will save me and then I’ll save you.”
 
        “A save for a save for a save, the situation must be grave.” Tripit appeared, stretching out on top of the mirror Jack and Emily were talking to Puck in. “But can you trust?  I guess you must. For saving is a perk, yet will it work?”
 
        “Who is that flibo?”
 
        “We were hoping you knew.”
 
        Puck shook his head and tried to ignore Tripit as he peeked down from atop the mirror, rolling his eyes around in his head at Puck.
 
        “So what do we have to do?”
 
        “Do the same as before, except use your power to shield your friends, for they are going to need it. Be ready when I give you the signal.”
 
        Puck closed his eyes and went back to his meditative state, as Jack and Emily eagerly awaited their chance to help their son and maybe even get out of the Time Junction. But both knew not to get their hopes up, especially after all they had been through. Plus as much as a pain as Tripit was, they found no reason not to trust him a little but had their doubts because of what he said. Jack wrapped his arms around Emily, as they began to let themselves go in thoughts of one another, wanting to be ready for when Puck gave them the signal.
 
   ***************************************
 
        “Oh, Bloody hell!” Rick yelled, struggling to get free as the huge Critlen brought the vine up to its mouth that was holding Rick.
 
        “I hate bloody mowing the lawn but in this case I’ll make an exception.” Frank flipped the switched, as he noticed Rick being brought up to the Critlen’s mouth and “Gimmie Some Lovin” started blaring out across the sky. He hoped to avoid the fighting but he knew he had to do something since no one seemed to be getting free.
 
        He swung around and kept bobbing his head to the music, trying not to think too much about the danger. He flew in between Rick and the Critlen’s mouth using the helicopter blades to cut the vine. He swirled up and down avoiding the vines coming his way and turned around heading directly for its mouth. Rick hit the ground and watched, knowing what Frank was doing.
 
        “Frank, don’t be a bloody fool.” Rick shouted, knowing Frank could not hear him as he sprinted for Jeremiah wanting to use the distraction to break him free. Jeremiah just smirked as he already freed himself thanks to the music and then dashed around and broke everyone else free. The Critlen remained focused on Frank and the helicopter, ticked off over the pain Frank inflicted.
 
        “What’s he doing?”
 
        “He’s going to bloody ram it. Think you can do your daft flying thing and get him?”
 
        “It was floating, not flying.”
 
        Orlin took off and started leaping up the Critlen, avoiding the few vines trying to get him, as everyone else watched on.
 
        “Sorry tunes, but if we go, we go together.” Frank aimed the helicopter propeller directly at the Critlen’s mouth and sat waiting for the inevitable, until he felt a quick jolt. “What the bloody hell?”
 
        Orlin head-butted Frank and he flew out the side of the helicopter with Orlin on top of him, they watched as the helicopter went in the Critlen’s mouth and the propeller chewed it to pieces. The song stopped playing almost immediately and Jeremiah still tried to dash over and catch them but he could not get there in time.  He threw his hand up in his face as a flash of light appeared before him.
 
        “Thought you could use a hand and it looks like I was right.” Macaray stood holding Frank, as Orlin hopped off and trotted with his head in the air, as cocky as ever.
 
        “Saved by a cat. I guess stranger things have happened. Do you mind?” Macaray put Frank down and they all noticed the Critlen seemed to be reforming. “All of that for nothing, that was the last of my tunes, too.”
 
        “The good thing about this little glowing feature is that when we run, it can get kind of hot if we don’t suppress it.” Glida smiled and nodded to the rest of the group. The five of them twirled around the huge Critlen and it started to burn to a crisp and before long it was nothing but ash.
 
        Rimin and Jeremiah stood with Orlin between them, looking at the front of the White House. 
 
        “I got this from my mother, so we’re good to go if you want to try.”
 
        “She says he’s gone but I’m not so sure that is true. Keep it handy.” Jeremiah whispered, glad Rimin had the pendant. It was the first time Jeremiah admitted to himself he did not think Lucifer was gone. He found nothing had been that easy since all this stuff started but he did not want to worry Trudy and kept his suspicions to himself. He hoped he was wrong, as Trudy and the rest of the group finally joined them.
 
        “You ready to get our son back?”
 
        “Let’s do it and be through with all of this.”
 
        “Jack, wherever you and Emily are, this one’s for you.”
 
        “Dad, don’t worry. Hera won’t be far behind.”
 
        Mason threw his shotgun aside and pulled out his pistol with the clip soaked in Mind’s blood. He marched in front of the group and kicked in the door.
 
        “Dirty Harry has been let loose.”
 
        “Huh?”
 
        “It’s just something your parents always said when he goes all gung ho.”
 
        Teru smiled and followed Mason, as did the rest of the group, all heading for the oval office. They expected resistance but found nothing; there did not seem to be a soul alive in the White House.
 
        “Well this was easier than all those other places we stormed over the years.”
 
        “I smell a bloody trap. Cat Fancy you might need this since your super powered bugs are buggered up and all.” Rick handed Jeremiah his spare handgun as they all took a deep breath upon reaching the oval office doors. Jeremiah and Rick stood on either side of them and swung them open. 
 
        Macaray and the four others dashed off into the room and started wailing on Drazin. He let them beat on him, using them as a distraction, hoping Mason would see the orb lying plainly on his desk and use whatever he learned to blow it up.
 
        “Teru! There is that orb thing again.”
 
        “Who bloody cares about a glowing bowling ball? Don’t dilly dally! Shoot him with your bloody magic bullets!”
 
        Rick shook Mason as he and Teru both seemed entranced by the orb. They stood in awe of it as they were encased by a glowing white light. Both finally realized it was the orb that made them want to come and not Drazin. Rick grabbed Mason’s handgun and turned to Drazin. 
 
        “Time you die!” 
 
        “Rick! No! Not yet!” Jeremiah yelled, knowing Drazin saw him and could stop the bullets but it was too late and Rick fired the entire clip at Drazin. 
 
        “When are you going to learn you can’t hurt Drazin with these measly bullets.” Drazin laughed as he stopped the bullets mid-air and waved his arm, tired of the Great Good fighting him. He flung a bullet at Glida and Dilgabo. Macaray wasted no time and jumped in front of her. It hit him and he fell to his knees, holding his arm. The other went right through Dilgabo’s forehead.
 
        “Macaray! Nooo! I just got you back. Don’t leave me now.”
 
        Glida held Macaray in her arms as he gasped for breath, as they both watched Dilgabo shattered to pieces and fade away. Drazin held the rest of the bullets in the air, disturbed by such a thing and hurtled the rest at the other two still attacking him to be sure. They, too, were hit and shattered to pieces within seconds.
 
        “Hmm it seems germ guy found himself some real Hind’s blood. Too bad and you were so close, too.”
 
        “Rimin, they’re gone, they’re all gone.”
 
        Rimin’s anger rose as he watched all his friends fade from view, he wanted to pull Glida and Macaray out of the line of fire and stopped, as a voice rang out across the room.
 
        “Now flibo’s, repay your debt and free me.”
 
        “Is that bloody well who I think it is?”
 
        “Puck! What are you talking about?” Jeremiah circled the room, as Orlin slunk around the side, with everyone else’s attention fixated on the glowing orb, as the white power surrounding Teru and Mason unleashed and flew at it. Upon hearing Puck’s name Trudy also seemed to have a sly Lucifer like smile across her face.
 
        “Your turn, dimwit saviors.”
 
        “Yes! More power for my rule.” Drazin stared at the glowing orb, ignoring Puck’s voice, as he just wanted to suck in the power unleashed by the orb. He held up the time axis over it and his eyes widened as Orlin came flying at him. Orlin spun around and whipped the time axis from Drazin’s hand with his tail. It flew across the room and smashed to shards on the floor. “You stupid fleabag! No one defies Drazin!”
 
        Drazin lifted his hand to fry Orlin but found no power coming from him. He looked over his hand, realizing he was once again bound by the rules set in place for Earth’s time fraction. He failed to notice Orlin put a shard in his mouth and dash off with it, only to return seconds later without it.
 
        “Now, Jeremiah! Without the time axis he can no longer wield power here on earth, like the rest of the nothing.” Rimin pointed at Drazin who was completely distraught and then joined Glida, as her eyes filled with tears watching as Macaray seemed to be fading away in her arms. Rimin placed his hands on Macaray and began to concentrate. “Let me see if I can’t save him.”
 
        Jeremiah dashed off toward Drazin and jumped on him, knocking him to the ground. He punched him in the face and pinned him to the floor. 
 
        “You’re going to give me Trent back right now! Or you’re dead.”
 
        “Stupid human, Drazin can’t leave here thanks to your fleabag. Your son is trapped on Olympus and nobody can get to him. And Drazin hopes the little tit sucker rots.”
 
        Jeremiah pulled out his handgun and shot Drazin in the shoulder. Drazin screamed out in pain as Jeremiah pressed in on the wound.
 
        “You know another way. Tell me!” Jeremiah could tell by Drazin’s demeanor he did know another way to get back there and was determined to get it out of him.
 
        “Umm guys, the bloody thing is going to explode.” Frank yelled, as Teru and Mason fell to their knees having all the energy drained from them. Drazin chucked Jeremiah off of him and hit his personal shield button. Jeremiah unloaded into him and the bullets just dropped as they hit Drazin’s shield.
 
        “Drazin will have this power.” Drazin tried to pick up the shards of the time axis but Orlin jumped in front of him, blocking his path.
 
        “Looks like quite the reunion, huh my love?”
 
        Everybody looked up as haunting green outlines of Jack and Emily floated above them.
 
        “Doc! Teru! You’ve looked better.”
 
        “Strat! I think I’m seeing things.”
 
        “I bloody see it, too, this time.”
 
        “The Rocky cross speaks. Don’t you just love that accent?”
 
        “Jack? Trying to concentrate here! Be nice if you helped me.”
 
        “Drazin just can’t kill anybody. Who next? That stupid brother of Drazin’s?
 
        “We’ll be back in the flesh for you, Drazin. That’s a promise.”
 
        “If the windbag can survive this, that is.”
 
        “Jack, you should never have gone with that whore, then you wouldn’t be witness to your family dying.”
 
        Rimin fell to his knees a bit weak, as Macaray seemed to be getting better. He stood up and turned toward Hera, determined to finish her off.
 
        “No! I got rid of you. It can’t be! Please don’t make me…”
 
        “Shut up, already! No matter if you stay or fade away, in a few months I will be back to my former self and you will be dead. And I’m going to make you suffer for making me take this route, my dear.”
 
        “Is everybody coming out of the woodwork?” Jeremiah looked around and noticed Trudy behind Hera. Hera stepped aside as Trudy came up beside her and Macaray charged her. “Trudy! No!” 
 
        Trudy lost control of her body and she caught an unsuspecting Macaray by his neck, snapping it like a twig.
 
        “Macaray! Nooo!” Glida yelled, as she tried to beat on Trudy’s back, but she swung around and threw Glida up against the nearest wall, leaving her unconscious on the floor.
 
        “Did I fail to mention I have a little extra strength this way, too?” Lucifer found it calming as Trudy’s voice seemed to be fading after he made her body kill. “What, no response?”
 
        “Girlie! Are you daft?”
 
        “This orb’s power will be mine. I could sense it thanks to this bald fool over here removing it from its resting place. And now all the power will be unleashed and I will be all powerful once more. Those lapdogs and He will pay.”
 
        The green glowing spirit like versions of Jack and Emily opened their eyes and stared at Trudy, who was donning the smile of Lucifer, making them cringe.
 
        “Lucy! How the hell are you alive? Conan fed you enough Leftovers to kill an army!”
 
        “The powers of my brother and such a pure vessel! So nice.”
 
        Hera stood beside Lucifer boasting as Trudy tried to regain control. Lucifer tried to pick up the broken shards but found he could not move and Trudy smacked Hera across the face, knocking her to the floor.
 
        “I will not let you hurt anyone else.” Jeremiah wrapped his arm around Trudy. She began to cry, barely able to block Lucifer out once again, as the whole room started to shake.
 
        Rimin made his way over to Hera and took Jeremiah’s gun from him, pointing it at Hera’s head.
 
        “This is the last you will ever meddle with anyone.”
 
        “You wouldn’t kill your own mother!”
 
        “I have no mother.” Rimin went to fire and stopped as a wall popped up in front of him. The others dodged about as it seemed the White House and rubble from The Nide were merging.
 
        “Flibo! You dimwits got the wrong one. This is bad!”
 
        “Drazin is out of here.” Drazin made his way through the rubble as everyone else tried to save themselves.
 
        Regaining control, Lucifer pushed Jeremiah aside, grabbed Hera and took off as well. Orlin head-butted Jeremiah, pushing him out of the way of an incoming wall. Mason grabbed Teru and the pair rolled across the floor, as Rick and Frank joined them in the center of the room. Orlin and Jeremiah did the same, as they all stared at the orb cracking more with every second.
 
        “Jack, if you got a plan now is the time.”
 
        “You know us, Doc. We just wing it as we go but don’t worry we’ll see you soon. Even if it seems everything around here is going all The One, except on a much larger scale, of course.
 
        “Jack! Shut up with the movie talk and help me!”
 
        “Do those two always bloody talk like that?”
 
        “No! He’s much worse usually.” Teru smiled as she wrapped her arms around Mason, both fully trusting Jack and Emily to save them. Rick and Frank had no idea but figured it was their best shot. Jeremiah could not even take delight in seeing his parents, as he held Orlin, knowing once again he had lost Trudy. Rimin dragged Glida over to the group and waited with them, perplexed at seeing Jack, as he was just like Hera had described him. He also noticed how Jeremiah did not seem to know them either and realized his life had not been much easier than his.
 
        A green bubble surrounded the group as the glowing orb exploded and the fire hurled itself all around them, engulfing them in it. The White House quickly pulled apart all around them and the shaking continued so much that it propelled the force of the explosion.
 
        “Jack! I don’t think we can hold it much longer.”
 
        “We have to, Emily!”
 
        The pair tried with all their might to hold the group in the dome but it was too many for them, as the force was too strong. They concentrated and gave each their own personal shield but could not hold back the force of the explosion and the colliding sides. The group all began to pull apart and were sent hurtling off in opposite directions. Neither could hear the others, with the thunderous crackling of the two sides. Before they knew it they were all flying across the land away from one another, having no idea where they would end up.
 
        “Jack! Do you think they are alright?”
 
        “Yes! Flibo’s they’re just fine for now. But I’m still stuck here. I can’t believe it was the wrong one. I really hate that tricky flibo who I don’t want to talk about. Time for you dimwit saviours to be on your way.”
 
        Jack and Emily disappeared back to the rainbow road and they heard Puck sighing as they left, obviously disappointed that he was still trapped in his cave.
 
   ***************************************
 
        Jeremiah felt Orlin nudging him in the face and woke up, spitting sand from his mouth. He shook his head, blinking his eyes trying to get them to focus. He glanced around and noticed everything around him seemed normal. He stood up and dusted himself off, moving over to the boardwalk, wondering where he was and why no one was around.
 
        “You think everyone else is okay, boy?” Orlin meowed at Jeremiah as they made their way down the empty street. They passed a holographic television shop and noticed the fuzzy screen flickering on and off. Jeremiah’s eyes widened as Hatho came into view.
 
         “It truly is the end of days. Zombies, vampires, werewolves and all other creatures of myth have appeared all over the world. With this guy in charge and all of this merging of unknown buildings across the planet, this reporter fears the day of man are numbered.”
 
        Jeremiah peeked around the building, as the screen flickered out and noticed that the whole street behind it was merged with rubble from The Nide. He concentrated and tried to go there just to see and found it could not, which made him figure it no longer existed.
 
        “Boy, I think this is far from over.”
 
        Jeremiah noticed a group of the normal looking Nothing looking bewildered, appear from an alley and watched as they began to change and turn into the likes of the Brothers.
 
        “This is far from over. Let’s get out of here.”
 
        Jeremiah noticed some bags back on the beach. He ran back down and dug through the bags, finding a Sizzle. He stuck it on instantly and “Here I Go Again” began to play. “Figures! Now let’s go find our family, boy!” Jeremiah nodded at Orlin and the pair took off, hoping everyone was back at Zeus Mountain safe and sound.
 
        “Orlin and I are once more alone. A feeling I was fine with only a short time ago. But a feeling I no longer want. Let the world throw all the Nothing at me it wants, let Drazin come back with another foolish attempt at power and let Lucifer think he can control Trudy. We are no longer satisfied with just each other for company and we want our family back. My parents have not given up their quest to get home and I will not give up on them or anyone else. No matter what lies ahead I am going to fight for them with every breath I have remaining.
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