Seizure 18.5
Waking up I. . . didn’t feel much better than when I’d went to bed. Not tired just. . . worn, in indescribable ways. Like I’d spent all night studying, and only took a quick nap instead of sleeping. . . I checked the clock in my room. Instead of sleeping eight hours exactly.
Not in any particular rush, I took a shower, re-formed my costume, and manually started to make my way to nearest cafeteria, some of the workers I’d passed staring as I did so. That. . . hadn’t happened since I took out the infiltrator, but there wasn’t much I could do about it. Entering the caf, I ambled over to the serving line, breakfast in full swing, and made my way through, grabbing sausage, eggs, hash browns, and pancakes, as I attracted more and more stares.
By the time I had what I wanted, most of the conversations had stopped, and looking around, I was the center of attention. Abandoning my initial plan to just have breakfast, I nodded to both sides of the room and walked, with my tray, out the door, turning and teleporting back to my office, where Herb sat, waiting for me, languidly laying out on the couch off to the side, lazily looking at me.
“’Bout time,” the man practically purred, fluidly coming to his feet in an unhurried manner, completely unlike my fri- my teammate. Looking at the Flames of his power, the near-match was confirmation of his identity.
“I could say the same to you,” I replied, putting the tray down on my desk. “I wondered how many times the others were going to die before you showed up. What should I call you?”
The replicant, frowned for a moment, a look of blackest hate on his face before he smiled, a bit too widely. “Call me Truth.”
And from behind him, the air rippled, a man-shaped displacement appearing behind him and stepping out, not quite invisible, but with an effect oddly similar to that from the Predator movies. From it, lips pulled back, revealing a smile that stretched literally ear to ear, lambent yellow eyes opening. The edge of its near-invisible tail shimmered into visibility, a striped pink and purple pattern emerging as it flicked between myself and the rest of its body, fur shifting to full visibility as it extended farther than a cat’s tail should probably go, creating a ‘wipe’ as it appeared.
“And I’m, Lie,” the Stand smugly announced.
I frowned, trying to figure out how he’d done that without powers. Only he had powers, and. . . “Chameleon color changing. That isn’t really fur, is it? Glad to see Herb’s been experimenting with experimental animal forms.”
Both men paused, looked at each other, and sighed in unison, moving in perfect synchronicity as the stepped past each other and dropped themselves bonelessly into the two chairs on the other side of my desk.
“You should know by now that-” Truth started.
“Prime isn’t that good,” Lie finished, with a shake of its furred head. “He studied a bit, saw the information, but-”
“Actually doing anything with it?” Truth asked sarcastically. “You know better, Lee.”
I snorted, not expecting such frank honesty. Then again, if one of them literally called themselves Truth, that was to be expected, but I wondered what the Lie was. Unless the Lie was that there was no Lie, which. . . would be something Herb, or an Herb-derivative, would absolutely do. “Hope springs eternal,” I quipped, starting to eat my breakfast. “So, what do you want to look like?”
In response, Truth just pointed at Lie.
“. . . I’m not that good,” I informed him, between bites. “You want that, go talk to Panacea. She might be able to get a scan off of him and just apply it to you.”
“Don’t be like that. We-“ Truth said, Lie finishing, “have faith in your abilities.”
Rolling my eyes, I put down my fork, holding out a hand. Truth, smiling, stood and took my outstretched hand. I focused on his face, trying to start with the odd mouth structure, but before I could actually do anything his flesh shifted, sprouting fur in the exact same pattern as his Stand.
The Replicant pulled his hand back, smiling widely. “See, you shouldn’t-“
“Doubt yourself,” Lie said encouragingly.
I gave both of them an unamused look, picked up my fork, and took another bite. 
They both broke into tandem laughter, the sound running over itself oddly, before, at the same time, they brought it down to chuckles. Lie shifted shape, turning into a copy of Truth, and held his hand out. 
I just gave it a glance, then took another bite of sausage.
They both grinned, Lie shifting back to cat-man form. “How did you-”
“Tell us apart?” Truth questioned.
I finished chewing, able to put my answer together with the extra time. “Because Truth was always here, and Lie came from nothing at all.”
Both men blinked at me, before smiling broadly, chuckling once more. Truth shifted back to his base form, that of Herb’s, and stood once more, walking up to the desk and offering his hand. “Fine, I want to Look like HERB WHAT DO YOU WANT?, with-”
“A bit of OTHER PERSON mixed in,” Lie added, and, looking at Truth, he nodded.
Pulling up images, it wasn’t that hard to combine them, and then shift it back and forth a little, Lie giving me directions, until, just like the others, Truth no longer looked like Herb. His build was slimmer, but, unlike Smith, he was short. Not Mick short, but smaller, though not compact either. He was the exact same size as Lie now, and, now that I looked at it, the exact same build.
. . . I suppose when he pointed at his Stand, that’s what he meant.
“So, any plans?” I asked. “Nick’s gone PR for the PD, Smith’s around, trying to seduce Kayden, Tyrone is, ironically, serving as a bit of a guard dog topside, and I’m not sure where the others are, or what they’re doing. Mick and Curtis are probably killing people, but I’m not sure about Mike and Boojack. . .”
The Replicant and his stand exchanged an amused look, before both turning my way. “Haven’t seen-“ Truth started.
“Rune lately, have you?” Lie finished.
“Nope,” I replied. “And, if this were anywhere close to where we came from, I’d not hesitate to call the cops. Now,” I shrugged, “They seem to deserve each other, and as long as its consensual, I’ve got more important shit to do.”
Lie looked at my breakfast. “Oh yeah, that looks-”
“Waaaaaaay more important,” Truth observed.
“I’m also not the only one who knows, and no one seems to care. Or are you telling me that you’re going to go do something about it?” I observed, seeing the same shape of ‘you’re the only one who’s responsible for fixing the world’ as I got from Taylor. 
The two men shook their head in unison. “Okay-“
“Hero,” the other finished.
I took a sip of coffee. The caffeine did nothing for me, but I was just used to the taste at this point, the effect psychosomatic instead of chemical. “You gonna answer my question, or you gonna be a waste of space like your eldest brother?”
It was amusing, they both winced in unison. “You feeling alright-” Truth started to ask.
Lie picked up the sentence, “Lee? Kinda expected something, you-”
“know, ardent?” Truth finished.
I took another sip of coffee. “You have a point, I’ll address it. But you know Herb, and I’ve talked to him about this. Make a point, I’ll address it, but your word has no weight on its own. Now, Answer. The. Question.”
“Don’t really have a plan,” Lie offered. “Figured we’d-”
“Go prowl a bit. Might help your little bro,” Truth suggested. “Might help-”
“Cauldron, if that’s alright with you?” Lie offered.
I looked between them. “Don’t see why it wouldn’t be. Try to get paid in Vials. At least half.”
Truth perked up. “Then that’s Working? Prime didn’t-”
“Know about that,” Lie completed. “Just kept dumping-”
“Them off with Oversight,” Truth revealed.
Reaching inside one of the drawers, I grabbed one of the trash-tier Vials I’d attuned the day before tossing it at Truth. On its side, in raised metal, it stated:
Vertigo
-Vertigo Shaker Effect
-Personal Gravity shifting, ~3G
-Basic Brute
-User Loses Equilibrium
-User Minor Leg Muscle Atrophy
-User Teeth Clarification
Truth glanced up. “Teeth Clarification?” he asked, tossing it to the Stand, who caught it, reading the printed metal letters.
I shrugged. “They’re still bone, just. . . clear. No idea why. A lot are like that, trying to shift maximum benefit for minor tradeoffs. If you could get a couple Vials from their special reserve, I’d appreciate it, but these ones work pretty well, and I’m able to cancel out some of the negatives with secondary powers. The vertigo effect could paralyze an entire city, but not only is that just not useful, it’d make the power automatically stay on, cause severe muscle atrophication, and have some hardcore mental effects.”
Lie nodded, holding up the Vial. “You mind?”
“Take it,” I shrugged. “I’d be immune to it, and it’s more a mass-pacification power than anything.” Not to mention, if I had to take down a large group, I’d just deploy Dryads, who I could be sure would do their jobs, since they were me.
There was a long moment, before Truth prodded, “Do you have-”
“Any suggestions on where to start?” Lie questioned.
Not used to the replicants asking me, I thought about it. “Not particularly. Either work for Cauldron, so we have another man on the inside, or Æonic to better help scout the city. Or Both. Déjà’s power’ll work on you, so you could do both. Just leave contact info with Quinn in case something comes up. Hmm, and if you decide to clear out anomalies, make sure to bring dead creatures back to Panacea, so she can figure them out.”
That brought a wide feline smile to both their faces, Truth shifting to match Lie. “You want us to-”
“Leave dead animals on her-”
“Doorstop? Yeah. Yeah I think-”
“We can do that.”

<AB>

With the newest Replicant off to do. . . whatever, it was fairly easy to settle back into the patterns of work and management. Most people were taking the day off, which was technically against their contracts, but I sent a message off to Quinn to ask him, if possible, to both overlook it and give everyone another day off or two as well. Some projects were time sensitive, but from what I could tell productivity always took a hit after an Endbringer fight, so this might help.
Checking the news, everyone was talking about ‘The Angel’, and a quick search of my own name showed the latest news story was from the newest part of an ongoing series revolving around the construction of ‘New Brockton Bay’ from a week ago. Letting out a not solely metaphorical breath of relief, I felt some of the lingering tension bleed out of me.
I’d hoped that no one would trace ‘Raguel’ to me, but with everything that was out there, and the thousands of Parahumans in America alone, there was a chance that someone would’ve gotten something. That said, with the protections I had, which seemed to extend past Pre- and Post-cog, messing up parahumans like Tattletale, I might’ve been fine, and that didn’t mean what they’d get was correct.
However, there was no way to know. If something happened today, Aeonic should warn me, and if something happened within the next eight hours I hoped my father would. As such, rather than be paralyzed in fear, or overreact and certainly draw attention, it was back to business as usual. Making Toybox’s next shipment of metals took twenty minutes, Flamel was still working his way through the GISS corpse, and, according to Vicky, who I found practicing swordsmanship with Mouse, the Wards had been called in on an emergency meeting, one she’d been informed she wasn’t to tag along with.
That was. . . a little worrying, but a quick message to my brother told me that they hadn’t seen anything. That wasn’t a garuntee, but he’d started staggering his Precog’s efforts so that, while a bulk of his people got tomorrow’s memories at once, a couple more saw tomorrow every couple hours, to prevent any hard gaps in his coverage. I didn’t even need to suggest it, which was nice, and provided better cover.
However, it was something he’d started doing today, something he only informed me when I asked directly which was. . . like him. My brother wasn’t one to volunteer information unless it got him something, and had a definite infernal ‘You didn’t ask’ tendency for anything that made him look bad. He wouldn’t lie, he’d claim (ignoring the fact that he absolutely would and just pretend he hadn’t said the falsehood if called on it), you just didn’t ask, and he didn’t know that’s what you wanted to know.
His refusal to help against Simurgh wasn’t the first sign that we had. . . differing moral values, it was just I thought we’d had that much in common. For something like the fight against Scion, I knew he’d help, since he was personally effected if the Earth was destroyed, but. . . as he was now? He wouldn’t last three seconds against the Golden God.
I wouldn’t do much better, mind you, and my victory against the Simurgh was only due to the incredibly poor matchup. While I’d do better against Leviathan, now that my powers had grown, I’d be able to fight the saturated speedster, but win? Not on my own, not yet. However. . . that would eventually change.
Closing my eyes, I checked the Sea of Flame that raged inside me, a representation of my core power. Time had passed, and my power had continued to grow, though it had. . . slowed. However, I had options that I’d ignored in exchange for improving my own. I had five open slots for powers that I hadn’t filled, focusing on other things, but also with a problem that I’d been struggling with.
Namely, my main restriction on my power choices? That of not copying the power of heroes? Of limiting myself to those that abused their powers, to take them and use them better? 
It no longer wrang true.
No, I thought, I wasn’t wrong. Actual heroes could be relied upon, could be trusted to do what was right instead of easy, to not stand by and do nothing while evil acted. But. . . this world didn’t have heroes. Cauldron made sure of that. Those that had the potential were managed, by the twin puppetmistresses of Fortuna and the Simurgh, so that things never got better.
After sleeping, the deluge of information Ziz had tried share with me had. . . settled? Part of me had worried that I’d made a mistake there, had opened myself to being Ziz’d by talking with her, but the message wasn’t tailored to me. If it had been, I would’ve only seen how that faux-angel would help things, see her as misunderstood, with bad methods for good aims, like Cauldron, but, unlike Cauldron, able to be convinced to go a different way.
And, well, there was a bit of that, but the Simurgh wasn’t moral, getting obedience out of it seemed possible, I was under no illusions that it could work against me in an instant, but for it to understand why what it was doing was wrong would be the work of years, if not more, if it was even possible at all. However, the Simurgh wasn’t some broken bird, trapped by circumstance, looking for a glowing knight to set her free, she knew what she was doing, and had no problem with it.
She was being forced to do what Scion wanted, but, left to her own devices, she’d still probably keep doing what she was doing, just in a different fashion. My ability to destroy her was what led to her obedience, but, well, a single conversation, odd as it was, was not enough to take the tenor of an inhuman entity’s personality.
No, the Simurgh hadn’t just given me what she wanted me to do, trying to give me tasks that I’d be comfortable doing, she’d given me everything. My mind had latched on the best ones, but quite a few things she was going to set into place would make things worse. Leviathan and Behemoth turned up the metaphorical temperature, while the Simurgh had a chilling effect, but that had to do with worldwide tension, not progress. If she could, she’d destroy Brockton Bay, not because it was a blindspot but because it was working too well. It was shifting things too quickly and destabilizing long-standing societal structures by its existence, turning up tension with the new possibilities it created.
The reason she hadn’t gone there was the fact that it was a Blindspot to her senses, and, given she was only able to interact with the world on a large scale a few times a year, it wouldn’t be. . . economical.
Hmm, got a bit more than possibilities, didn’t I? I mused. It wasn’t a thought implanted, merely a general. . . outline to the knock-on effect she’d wanted to create, a number of them causing problems in my territory to try to keep us busy, not that she knew that I was the Vejovis she’d seen fourth and fifth hand, through the future of others.
I shook my head, focusing on what was important. I had a number of problems that needed to be addressed, but I also had a vague sense of the deadlines I was working under, and nothing too bad would start to pop off for several weeks, giving the world enough time to think the effects were only the small problems they’d seen.
Names were slippery things, that just not how the Simurgh thought, but I had enough to start to work things out, and, ironically, my doing so shouldn’t even be remarked upon. I’d known too many things, pulled to many facts out of the either, for having a new set to be odd.
But, I had time, and I’d been putting off my powers for two long. In a way, it was a bit of my own trying to hold to my old reasons, my old excuses. Some of the people who’s powers I could copy probably were actual heroes, only hobbled, but. . . at that point, any deference I once felt just wasn’t there anymore. Even Legend, held up as the paragon of heroism, wasn’t such that I’d keep myself from copying his power.
And know, I could. Because while four of the open slots were Minor, one was Major.
As of know, I had ten options. Personal Electromagnetic Control was Manpower’s ability, and the fact it was a Major power, but he was a minor player, spoke volumes. Gravity Control’s owner was likely one of the fighters during the fight against Leviathan, but, given its status, it was likely very useful. Absolute Territory was Legend’s, and, while powerful, was flashy as all hell, and easily recognizable.
Similarly, Ash Control was almost certainly Cinereal’s, but I didn’t know if it’d give me the ashy phoenix’s pseudo immortality. It was distinctive, but was it worth it to have a way to come back from the dead? Metal Manipulation was another one from an unknown user, and I wondered exactly how powerful it was, to warrant its place. Short-Range Teleportation was in the same vein, from an unknown user, and seemingly overvalued for what it could do, which meant that I was likely underestimating it.
Adaptational Replication was. . . I honestly had no idea. It seemed familiar, really familiar, but. . . for the life of me I couldn’t remember why. What even was ‘adaptational replication’? Was I replicating myself, or something else. How did ‘replication’ adapt? Could I make things, but tweak the copies that I made to make them better? Something at the back of my mind, however, looked at that power with unease and. . . 
I paused, breaking from my thoughts. Was I. . . crying?
Not a lot, but enough that I had to blink my eyes clear, and was just left even more confused.
Okay, let’s just not pick that one, I decided, once more falling inward into myself to look at my powers, and turned to regard the others.
There were the three Major powers, but all three of them were still locked to me, immovable in the starry sky above the Burning Sea of my Infinite Shardworks, for reasons I didn’t understand. Planar Body was from an unknown parahuman, and, with a name that vague, I had no idea what it did. Sub-Plane Creation was Labyrinth’s and, not being insane, was probably insanely useful.
And then there was the last one. The one that seemed larger than even the other Major powers.
LOCK
I didn’t know what it did, but it seemed. . . important somehow. Almost vital. From that moniker I understood ‘safety’, ‘hidden’, and ‘mine’, but I couldn’t figure out how, or what that even meant. I supposed it was for the best that it was locked, because I found myself reaching for it without thinking.
But those were the ones that’d fallen into my lap. The ones that I’d stumbled upon, or sought out in Brockton Bay. Now, though, the Bay was. . . if not stable, then better. And, in an instant, I could teleport back if need be. However, leaving the Bay was now something I needed to be very careful of.
I would need to. Some of the things the Simurgh had shown me needed to be addressed, and while I could send others out to handle some of them, like Herb, Curtis, Truth, and others, some needed a skillset, and a powerset, that they did not have.
Then again, I thought, taking out an unaligned vial, one whose mix was poor and was more likely to kill the user than produce anything useful, made before they understood how to properly stabilize them, I don’t have to leave the Bay to find new Parahumans, do I?

