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Weapons fire fills the
air, bombs dropping in the distance, the stench of blood and smoke
in the air. A man leans back against a trench, takes out a grenade,
bites down on the pin and throws it over the trench, and then turns
to a small man, who shakes as bullets fly over their
position.



“Don’t you get it, boy?” He picks up the young soldier by the
scruff of his neck, his own yellow t-shirt in tatters, rippling
biceps on his arms pulsating with power. “We do this not ‘cause we
have to, but because it’s out patriotic right as AMERICANS!”



Dick Bragg Jr. nods to himself, caught up in the powerful smell of
America. “Deathblast!” He points to an operative with a golden mask
adorning his face, guns in both hands. “COVERING FIRE!”



‘Blast complies, shooting blind, relying on his highly tuned
senses, as his mask doesn’t allow him to actually see. Dick nods to
him, nostrils flared at the odour of battle. “Enchater… Encanta…
Witch girl!” He points to the woman wearing tattered green clothes
and nods as they make eye contact. “Get the boys outta here…” He
salutes the sky, smiling. “…For AMERICA!”



“Colonel Didgeridoo, let’s hear some slick tunes so we can take
down these commie bastards!”



A hairy man in a blue uniform picks up a long brown instrument and
blows into it, massive shockwaves blasting out of the end, sending
enemy troops flying back. He nods to his commander, and then
smiles. “G’Day to die, mate!”



Dick smiles in agreement, drops the small soldier and leaps over
the trench, guns blaring over his head, him impossibly dodging all
the bullets that come his way. He grabs his pistol from the holster
attached to his shoulder, and starts firing at the enemy, hitting
every man square, until everyone of the attackers is dead, and Dick
Bragg stands triumphant. His teammates rush to him, and then he
smiles, his white teeth glistening in the newly rising sun.



“You aren’t going to die for your country today, people. Those red
bastards never stood a chance!” He holsters his weapon, and the
woman in the tattered green uniform embraces him, and they kiss
passionately. Dick stands up, holding the beautiful woman in one
hand, and with his other hand he holds his holster.



He points to the screen and nods to himself. “If you fight for your
country… You’ll always win, and you’ll always get the girl! Hey,
Jimmy… Get over here!” He turns to where he dropped the small
soldier and then goes pale. “J-Jimmy?” The young private is
sprawled across the floor, bullet wounds covering his body. Dicks
perfectly squared jaw drops and his face is drained of all its
color as he screams…

 

 


“JIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMY!” Harry
shouts as he wakes up in a cold sweat on the couch of the living
room of Powers Towers to the smell of eggs frying and coffee
boiling across the room and Booster Gold watching T.V. on the couch
across from him laughing. He rubs the crust out of his eyes and
stares at the blinding light radiating off of the large television
set across from him. Booster was watching a stupid movie that the
team had rented the night before called the Suicidal Squadron about
a rag tag team of ex cons and burned out military men joined
together on a mission… for justice! Right, like that would ever
happen. Booster enjoys it though; in the months the team had lived
together in Powers Towers, (a single building, mind you) every
movie they have rented had a required amount of at least ten
explosions. Harry is starting to fit in though; when they had first
started working together everyone raised eyebrows to his strange
obsession with the superhero community, his incessant rambling
about the finer points of the old sixties T.V. shows based on super
heroes, and his never-ending collections of what they considered
junk also focusing on superheroes. But now that they had got to
know him… he thinks he is starting to fit in. Sure beats living in
that crumby little apartment with the leaky facet he tells
himself.



Steel walks in from the kitchen side of the floor and sat on the
sofa next to the barely awoken Harry and begins to eat his eggs and
sip his coffee. “Do either of you know the location of the sugar
cubes I purchased?” He asks.



When they had first met, Harry was fascinated by Steel; he was not
only the son of the original Steel, but also half android… or
something. Steel looks around agitated and takes a sip of his
bitter coffee. His face contorts in his mild disgust. He takes
another and this time shakes his head along with his distorted
face. He looks over at his two comrades and raises an eyebrow, the
lack of answers frustrates him and he asks again.



“Booster, do you know the whereabouts of my sugar cubes?”



“Ummm… Nuh uh.” Booster mutters quickly still fixated on the pretty
colors and blasting noises. Booster shoves chips in his mouth and
the crumbs spit around the room. “I think I saw it in the trash,
man.” Booster was a nice guy too, a tad rambunctious at times but
generally he had a good heart.



“But I specifically…” Hank says lowering the coffee mug from his
upper lip as he tilts his head to the side.



Booster cuts him off and raises the volume trying to drown out the
voice of his partner.



“Yeah dude, I know, you wrote your name it. Do you have to be all
anal about that stuff? I don’t get all upset when you used all the
laundry soap the other day.”



“Not, only was that my detergent, but you were the one who used it
all, Booster.”



“Didn’t have your name on it, Hanky.” Booster smirks, “Hey weren’t
we supposed to start that mission soon?”



“Nine something, I think” Airwave says softly as he scratches his
hair, “Wasn’t it some kinda special mission?” Small flakes of
dandruff fall off onto his soldiers and he dusts it off to no
avail.



“Nine thirty, we have approximately fifteen minutes, I was delayed
by my lack of sugar.”



”Approximately? You mean, Mr. Know-it-all doesn’t know the exact
amount of time till we are supposed to start our mission?”



”If you are referring to me, no I don’t, I was delayed by my…”
Steel says with still a slight tint of sorrow in his monotonous
voice.



“Yeah, yeah yeah, your sugar whatever.” Booster retorts with a
complete lack of emotion. Suddenly his eyebrows raise and he asks,
“Hey don’t we have a briefing today? What was that mission?”



“No briefing today, we received a file explaining what our agenda
is today.” Steel raises his head from his bitter coffee and answers
matter-of-factly.



“Oh yeah what is that?” Airwave still shaking the sleep from his
eyes asks waking up questions his now irritated partner who seems
to be the only one in the room who knows what is going on. Airwave
looks back and forth between Steel who is finishing his eggs and
Booster who is raising the volume of the TV to drown out the
conversation. Harry bites his lip looks at his watch and watches
the TV which is breaking up the awkward silence lurking over the
room. He looks up at the clock and looks back at his own. Two
minutes off, his watch is early. Had he fallen asleep in his room,
he’d have been up for an hour but it was late the night before and
he tried to spend more time getting better acquainted with the rest
of the team. Prysm’s mom took her home early, (something about
loose women in tights being a bad influence…) Steel was lights out
at 9 o’clock, Looker said something about beauty rest, Power Girl
was next and not too far behind, (though she someone said they saw
her fly away not too long after, she’s weird like that) Mr. Miracle
still wasn’t back from his “training” at the county prison, Vapor
fell asleep on the couch too but was gone in the morning along with
Harry, Booster… well if Booster DID sleep or leave it would be news
to everyone in the room.



Harry looks up again, wipes his nose and asks again, “Do either of
you know the mission then?”



“Didn’t either of you two read the file we received on your team
email account?”



The two look at the floor and there eyes avoid Steel’s stern gaze
like it was Power Girl’s chest. And last time Booster looked at
Power Girls chest she smacked him out the window and into the ocean
that Powers Towers overlooks.



Booster raises an eyebrow to the question and shrugs, “You check
that?”



“We were to track down the entity known only as Mr. MacGuffin with
the aid of this map and the car in the garage.”



“Yeah whatever, will you shut up so I can watch this.” Booster says
with his interest meter broken off and raising the volume of the
already pretty loud T.V.



”What’s Mr. MacGuffin Hank?”



“That’s the thing, Harold, we have no idea.” Steel zones out and
looks up away from his partners.“This very well may be our most
dangerous mission yet.”



“And where is everyone else?” Harry asks, since the night before,
the team had been together but this morning the ranks had reduced
to three.



“Power Girl is on a personal assignment, Looker is doing tapings
for her television program, Prysm is attending classes, Mr. Miracle
is still in his training-”



“You mean locked up.” Booster chuckles from outside the
conversation and raises the volume more again. Seventy five percent
away from the left edge of the T.V.



“He’s in prison yes, anyhow, Plastic Man is on a temporary leave of
absence after what happened on the last outing, and Vapor
is-”



“Out of town right?” Harry chimes in and the others shoot him a
“What? She said last night remember?”



“Correct, so our mission is to go out and receive or detain or
impede on the plans of Mr. MacGuffin, no matter what obstacles lie
in our path.”



Suddenly the television turns and Booster throws the remote onto
the table, “So anyways are we gonna get going or what I don’t have
all day.”

 

 


No one is asking the right
questions. No one knows what it is. I search for details. I search
for clues. What could it be? A deadly weapon? An ancient magical
ritual used to create an unstoppable juggernaut capable of
destroying organic matter with a touch? The magic bullet, fired
from that grassy knoll? No one knows what it is. But it doesn’t
stop me from asking the questions. My name is Vic Sage; I’m an
investigator, searching for answers in a world full of lies. I’ve
travelled the city, and my investigation has lead me here, to this
tower of Power, and I aim to discover the truth, discern truth from
lie, and solve the unsolvable. The secret of Mr Macguffin, and
whatever clandestine information he contains. I creep through the
corridors, the lights spluttering on and off until…



“Dude… You have no face…” Booster Gold steps out of the briefing
room and looks The Question in the eye. Vic doesn’t move, and
stands perfectly still. Michael scratches his head and then his
chin.



“Do I know you?”



Vic doesn’t speak.



“Are you one of the new employees?”



“Macguffin. Where is it?”



Booster’s bottom lip drops slightly, confused.



“What?” He raises his power bands to the intruder, but is punched
back. “Ow!” Vic sprints away from the costumed individual, running
around the corner until he bumps into another masked individual,
clad in green and yellow, a smile on his face.



“Is there a problem- Whoa! You haven’t got any face!” Airwave
stumbles back, confused. “Lost… Something… Everything… Up there?”
He motions his hand over his mask, confused.



“Close shave. I sued, don’t worry. Move.” He punches Airwave, but
he dodges the blow, and rolls with the force of Vic’s
momentum.



“I don’t want to fight you, sir…” Airwave dodges another blow,
confused at the events transpiring in front of him. “But I will
stop you… I’m a superhero, y’see.”



“Not. Caring.” Vic kicks back and slams his foot into Airwave’s
knee, staggering him, and allowing Vic to take him out with a chop
to the neck. Vic takes off again, running through another corridor,
passing a group of employers who stared as he scrambled past. He
tips his hat and looks around, trying to think.

 

 


I memorised the layout of the
building. A photographic memory and an inquisitive mind seem to go
hand in hand to make my life easier. Left would take me to the
canteen, right would take me to the offices, and there’s no way I’m
getting out of here through here. This was a mistake, I should have
thought it through. Big bad corporations installing super powered
teams to gain public credit, only to turn around and bite society
in the ass… This is getting worse and worse as I think it through.
Secret societies, tax evasion, alien abduction to fund it
all…



I shudder to think of the true reasoning behind Josiah Power’s
power play.



The Question holds onto his hat as he sprints through the canteen,
turning heads as he goes, and smiling beneath his mask as their
gaze meets him. Sitting alone in the corner is another one of
Power’s soldiers, a burly man, red blue and white costume, all
American, powerful… He stands up abruptly as Vic passes, and gives
chase.



“You’re not supposed to be here… You’re meant to be in Hub City… I
know about you!”



Vic smiles to himself. This one was educated. This one knew things.
This one could read… Was Josiah educating the empowered ones now?
He runs around another corner and stumbles to a halt. He’d become
too enraptured with his thoughts that he’d forgotten to watch where
he was going. Dead end!



“You’re The Question. Urban legend. Conspiracy theorist. Sighted in
Gotham, Keystone, Metropolis, but mainly in Hub City, but you have
been missing for quite some time.” Steel smiles.



“With a face like this, I thought it time to lay low for a while.”
Vic smiles beneath his mask, motioning down his sleek face with his
gloved hand.



Steel smiles. “That’s a mask. You couldn’t survive without a mouth,
nose, eyes etc. A highly sophisticated mask that is bonded to your
skin… I’m assuming by aerosol.”



Vic smiles. This was making him giggle. “You don’t know anything. I
could be anyone beneath here, I could be a woman, a man, both, and
you’re just a wannabe soldier with a hard on for upholding the
peace. I read too, Steel, I know everything about you. I know that
Booster Gold hasn’t got a driving license, I know that you are the
pet project of your granddad, and I know about your history, your
present, your future, everything…”



Steel squints slightly. “Are you… Are you intoxicated?”



Vic stands up straight for a moment.



“Excuse me?”



“Past, present, future, whatever… You’re not serious, are you? You
must be on something.”



The Question puts his hand to his heart. “I… I feel slightly
offended by that remark.”



Steel shrugs. “I’m sorry, sir… But you strike me as someone who is
gone in the head…”



Vic nods. “Yes, yes, it’s been said… I’ve come to terms with all
that though. That’s in my past.”



“Ok, good for you. We all need to overcome our troubles and move
on.”

Vic pats Steel on the shoulder. “I’m sorry about this, it’s just
been a big misunderstanding.”



“Sure, Question, sure… You’re always welcome here, if you want to
pop in…”



“Thanks, Heywood.” The Question strolls away from the hero and
whistles to himself.



“Excuse me, Question?” Vic turns, and is punched straight through a
window, and flies into the ocean below. “The name is Steel.” He
dusts off his costume and nods. “Threat removed and now to continue
with our mission?”



Booster and Harry run into the room and catch their friend punch
the masked invader through the window, look at each other wide eyed
and slowly follow their teammate to the Powers, Inc.
Garage.

 

 


The first time they opened this door on
the very bottom floor of the team’s headquarters they expected it
to be filled with fancy new cars, tanks, planes, maybe even a boat.
After all when a team that has four only flying members, mobility
is an important aspect of the team’s ability to face threats head
on. What they saw was a waxed car from the nineties one step above
a pinto with a Powers, Inc. logo vinyl sticker rubbed on.



Booster reaches for the keys to the white Ford Taurus parked
sloppily and is met by Harry’s hand. “Are you sure YOU should drive
Booster?”



“What are you talking about? Of course I should drive, who else
would do it?” Booster asks bewildered by the insolent question
coming from his “friend.”



”Well…” Steel says stepping forward raising his fore-finger.



”YOU!?!” He asks laughing at the thought of such a ridiculous
question.



“He does have a way with machines.” Harry says shrugging his
shoulders.



“You have got to be kidding me!” Booster asks at an utter loss for
words, “Is this because of what happened last time I drove?”



“You did hit a car Booster.”



“It was the other guy’s fault, you saw the way he was driving. He
was a madman, a deranged lunatic, a mototerrorist, a… really bad
driver!”



“He was parked and you collided into his rear end causing seven
thousand dollars in damages to his automobile.”



”Psh… Illegally parked!”



“In a parking lot?”



”That’s illegal?”



“There were zones, man… ZONES!”



“ Nevertheless, perhaps I should drive on this mission”



“How bout we flip a coin?”



“No.”



“C’mon real quick… it’ll take like five seconds”



“Okay. Booster call it in the air.”



“Based on the velocity, spin and side the coin was first on, there
is a fifty seven percent chance of a tails outcome.



“TAILS!” Booster calls loudly!



“Heads.” Airwave says calmly.



“Heads?” Steel utters confused.



”HEADS? HE TRICKED ME!” Booster says after the pieces have fell
into place in his mind.



“It wasn’t hard.” Steel says slyly to his heated colleague.



After being obviously bested Booster comes to one concrete
conclusion: ”Redo.”



“What? No, we have a job to do. C’mon lets just go.” Airwave says
trying to end the request.



“But the guy made up fake stats, since when was that legal in coin
tossing?” Booster says looking back and forth between the two,
“Muah ha! See you can’t answer because it isn’t, redo!”



“Can we get going? What does it matter who drives?”



“Because man, when the ladies see me behind the wheel they’ll go
nuts, now trust me, they will still go nuts regardless of where I
am seated, but if I am in the back seat or passenger seat, it’ll
disrupt the flow of traffic, you don’t have to let me drive because
I am a better driver, which I am, you have to let me drive for the
safety… of America.”



“How does you sitting in the passenger disrupt traffic Booster?”
Steel ponders aloud.



“Only the woman who don’t have access to the wheel of an automobile
can see this face and it’s away from the curb, so the hoards of
females that would swarm the street trying to get my autograph or a
picture. Imagine this, we are cruisin’ down the strip and all of
the sudden one girl points out my perfectly symmetrical face and
all of the sudden hysteria ensues. Women flock like pigeons to get
a look at me and leave their husbands who at this point are
naturally driven with jealousy because let’s face it, we can’t all
look as good as me. So anyways those husbands they catch a glimpse
of me, they go nuts and they start a firing off their guns and
guess what, we have got a full scale riot on our hands that I have
to take care of and I am just NOT in the mood for that nonsense, I
just moosed see?”



“You finished yet?” Airwave asks exasperated.



“Tsh, yeah I guess, if that fool proof logic isn’t enough to
convince you, I don’t know WHAT is.”



“Well I think we should take our chances on the riot, Booster you
lost the toss, Steel you agree that we just get moving?”



Steel smiles for the first time all day and says, “Yep.”



”Did he just say ‘yep’?” Booster asks and within a split second he
comes to another realization and his face is overjoyed as he yells
up ahead, “SHOTGUN!”

 

 


The punch didn’t hurt. It was the
landing. She rips through wall after wall, hopscotching across the
ground until –



“OOF!



She flies through the wall, dust and debris flying everywhere as
she rolls to the floor. Her cape is in shreds, her nose bleeding,
and as she looks up to view her attacker, she sighs.



She’s going to be late for work at this rate.



A massive metal pincer crashes through what’s left of the wall, and
grabs her round the waist, jerking her up through the ceiling and
into the fresh air outside. The thing had hit her unawares, sent
her flying half away across the city, and caused her to crash into
a small shop near the beach, and as the metal claw raises her up,
she sees her enemy at last. It’s a massive robot, all angles and
squares, a real retro look on its architecture.



Power Girl has seen robots before, the smooth humanoid type,
somewhere in her past, but this… This was a throwback. She winds
back her fist and connects hard with the pincer, causing a crack to
rush through the arm and joints, and suddenly releasing her into
freefall. She lands gently to the floor, and flies up, hitting the
device hard in the chin, causing it to sputter back, smoke being
released from its mouth. She smiles, cracks her knuckles and
presses her attack, punch after punch connecting with it, dents and
fractures ripping throughout it, until she cocks back her hand,
dives forward, and punches it into the sea with a massive splash.
She speeds over to its location, lands on its chest panel and
brushes off the dust on the centre. Karen frowns as she pats her
hands together to remove the dirt, and she stares down at the
swastika, confused.



Swastika. Robot. Giant robot… Who thinks this stuff up?



She looks around, sees a police boat approaching and flies back to
the shop she crashed into. The shopkeeper rushes out, his dark hair
covered in dust, his face red. “You crashed into my shop! You ruin
half my stock! Who’s going to pay for-”



Power Girl smiles.



“First off… I’m up here.” He points from her chest to her eyes.
“Secondly… Here you go.” He passes her a card from her belt, and
then salutes flying off.



“Josiah Power? Who the hell’s that, her Dad?” The shopkeeper shakes
his head, and returns to the rubble of his shop, taking out a
cigarette from his pocket.

 

 


Our three avengers roll out of a Jack
in the Box parking lot where they have just eaten an EXTREME
Sausage Sandwich and a hashbrown, and some well sweetened
coffee.



“For the last time Booster, NO!” Harry shouts trying to settle down
his partner in justice.



“C’mon Airwave!” Booster says trying to reason with his comrade of
righteousness.



“Why should I let you look at the map, you are the reason we don’t
know where we are to begin with!” Airwave retorts.



“Because, we all know I am a natural navigator.”



”No we don’t.” says Steel politely from the driver seat.



”Oh, sure, why do you guys have to be such haters? And why do we
have to listen to such crappy music?” Booster yells back slamming
his fist into the review mirror. Like a knee jerk reaction Steel
adjusts it.



”Haters?” Steel ponders.



”Crappy music?!” Harry busts out, “This is Blues Traveler!” Harry’s
face turns red and his eyes begin to bulge as he points to the
stereo.



“Need I say more?”



“I have no preference.” Booster rolls his eyes at the response and
pounds on the headrest of the seat. “You know what I always
wondered, why Powers, Inc.?” Booster says trying to make
conversation with his dim witted companions.



“What?” They ask in unison.



“The name, why are we called Powers, Inc.? Why not something cool
like the Legion of Superheroes or something cool like that? Okay so
that name sucks, but still. Why aren’t we like… Booster Gold and
the All Star Squadron, or wait, no Booster Gold and the Golden
Avengers! I am just saying, ya know?”



“Absolutely not.” Steel says in his droning voice.



“Hey there it is there is the place!” Airwave shouts pointing to a
clearing in the road.



“What where? I don’t see it.” Steel says, looking for the MacGuffin
like Helen Keller would a fly swatter.



“You don’t see it?” Interrogates Harry who is already unbuckling
his seatbelt.



“Where?” Asks Booster with a snort.



“There.” Points Steel finally seeing it in awe of the target.



”That’s the Mr. MacGuffin?” Booster wonders as his jaw drops?



“Makes sense if you ask me.” Says Airwave pressing the controls on
his hood getting ready for flight.



”All this way for that?” Booster says as he presses his wrist bands
and opening his door.



“Who is paying us to do this?”



“Well gentlemen,” Steel says taking off his seatbelt, opening the
door, and putting his foot outside the door. He presses activates
the alarm and gives out THE order. “Time to do our job…”

 

 


The sea is cold, and it keeps me
alert. The big corporation. Mind control, hallucigens, all linked
to this epidemic of crime that has spread across the country. Those
three, all prime examples of what’s wrong with the world today. An
overreliance on super enforcers to a world order of the big brand
control. McDonalds will be providers of defense contracts,
specialising in germ warfare… Nike will provide tires… I’m
surprised I’m still the only one who sees all this coming but
that…



Vic rubs his jaw. “Should have seen that coming.” He walks out of
the sea and rolls his neck. “Treated like a guest star…”

 


God help us, Powers,
Inc. returns in two months!

 


But first!— An
afterword by Charles Wilkins…



Ah, Powers Inc, Ramon’s fan favourite, small time, bi-monthly,
rip-off-of-Justice-League-And-The-Power-Company, soon to be a
motion picture and spawning a plethora of cash draining merchandise
and all round hilarious team book. It’s some good stuff, I tell
you, and this guy, Mr Villalobos, he’s a talented critter. He uses
pop culture and things that wouldn’t occur to the sane mind to
weave a story that is clever, witty and up to date. He spoofs and
satires things, twisting institutions on their heads to create one
hell of a book. Powers Inc. is satire at it’s best, because it
doesn’t take itself too seriously! Sure you can read deeply into
it, see each character as a personification of Ramon’s Id, Ego and
Superego, but that would be kind of ridiculous. I mean, I can see
where you’re coming from, Airwave being Ramon’s Superego, his
restraint towards reality, and hindering Steel, his Ego, the most
in touch the most with reality and making the most of everything
that occurs. And finally, the Id, Booster Gold, who demands
immediate satisfaction of his primal needs… *nudge nudge* But that
would be stupid to say, because Ramon chose characters that he
could shape into whatever served his purpose to make the story
funny… “Uh oh, where’s my watch? Oh it’s on my hand!” oh the
hilarity of the situation. Haha. The Airwave that we know from the
DCU has a habit of being captured and being blown into bits! God
Ramon… You’ve given a one-dimensional character FACETS? How dare
you? That’s like me taking Joey from Adventures of Superman making
him a worthy protagonist… Wait, what? What was that? You’ll see.
You’ll all see.



In conclusion to this introspective (bwhahahahaha!) insight into
Powers Inc, I can basically sum up my thoughts about the writer by
comparing him to Warren Ellis. Yes yes, not a very talented Warren
Ellis, but a writer akin to him in style, not quality. I mean, have
you read Nextwave? Powers Inc is the DC2’s Nextwave! And any other
idea, just think about it… Any idea that Ramon has, please compare
it to something that Warren Ellis has done. Violent, disgusting… If
Ramon is the Warren Ellis of the site, then who are the rest of
us?



=======================================================================


If you enjoyed
this story, you can find more tales of your favorite DC heroes at
DC2
Universe.



All characters are (c) DC Comics and no infringement upon their
copyrights is intended. Support DC Comics by buying their monthly
comic books and graphic novels.
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