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She was created, not born, on another world. 

The genetic product of that world’s greatest hero and greatest villain, she represented the next 

generation of heroes and protectors. 

Then a would-be god destroyed her whole universe. 

She was saved and ended up in the City of Heroes, where she has spent her new life continuing the cause 

of defending the world from those that would destroy it. 

She is... 

For years she was a dark secret.   
 
She was a part of Galatea Powers that was kept 
hidden from the world, from her friends, and 
even from herself. 
 
Now Leona Powers is not only alive, but living her 
own life and determined to destroy her “twin” 
Galatea and everything and everyone that 
Galatea cherishes.  
 
But who is she really?  Who is the woman who 
now calls herself “Dawnender”? 
Galatea Powers #02 is created using material collected through the City of Heroes Homecoming Multiplayer Online Roleplaying Game.  
Copyright © 2004-2026 This story is an independent derivative work of the City of Heroes Homecoming Game. All original rights are 
reserved by NCsoft and Cryptic Studios. NCSoft, the interlocking NC logo, City of Heroes Homecoming, City of Heroes, City of Villains, 
Going Rogue, and all associated logos and designs are trademarks or registered trademarks of NCsoft Corporation. Cryptic Studios is a 
trademark of Cryptic Studios, Inc. All other trademarks are property of their respective owners. Battlerock Comics is a subsidiary of Get 
Brutal Productions.  Neither Battlerock Comics nor Get Brutal Productions makes any claim on above mentioned content. 
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“Do I really have to say it?” 

“It’s pretty much standard 
to establish who you are.” 

“It sounds too much like one 
of those third-rate TV shows 
about superheroes.” 

“Maybe, but it helps me understand 
how you see yourself.” 

“You can start any time.” 

“Fine...” 

“You should already have my story 
in your file.” 

“I have a written history, and 
quite frankly it’s full of holes.  
I need you to tell me your story 
to fill those holes in.” 
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Atop the Corporate Headquarters of Alliant LLC 

Paragon City, Ri, USA - Perez Park (Hazard Zone) 

“My name is Leona Powers.” 

“I was created, not born, on 
another Earth.  One where 
people got powers through 
extradimensional debris.” 

“My father, the man who created 
me, was the smartest man in 
human history.” 

“He was the one that taught 
Einstein how to harness the 
power of the atom.  He was 
the one that cured polio so 
Roosevelt could live 
through his fourth term.” 

“It sounds like he was a great man.” 

“The world hated him.” 

“They branded him a villain 
when it was revealed that his 
intelligence was not normal.*” 

“He spent decades in hiding, 
being chased by his own 
brother and by the other 
heroes of our world.” 

Dawnender 
(Leona Powers) 

“My father created me using 
genetic material from 
himself and others like us” 

“My first memories were 
of seeing my ‘cousin’ as 
he opened the gestation 
chamber I was created in.” 

“I was four years old at the 
time, and I could already 
walk, communicate clearly, 
read, and even write.  All 
per my father’s design.” 

“I spent my first seven 
years with my ‘cousin’, 
much to my disgust.” 

(* See “Guardians of the Dawn 
Spotlight” #19 for details.) 

“He called it a 
‘survival pod’.  Ha!” 
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Why did your 
cousin raise 
you?   

What happened 
to your father? 

He was put 
in prison 
for killing 
his brother. 

And... for a 
few other 
crimes. 

So your cousin 
raised you, and you 
were “disgusted” by it? 

Did he abuse you?  Did 
he neglect you? 

Quite the opposite. 

He loved me.  He 
treated me as if I 
was his daughter, 
even though I 
clearly wasn’t. 

But he and my “donor 
mother” were intellectual 
inferiors, trying to 
raise a child that was 
already smarter than 
they could ever be. 

And they called him “The 
Icon”... feh! 

And who is this 
“Icon” you are 
talking about? 

What is his name? 

That little 
knowledge is 
something 
that I need to 
keep to myself 
for now. 

Malcolm Rochspare 
Alliant LLC CEO 

“Knowledge is not 
only power.  It’s 
also a weapon when 
used right.” 

My father taught 
me that. 
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Steel Canyon branch of S.E.R.A.P.H. 

“While the administrative 
duties of the government’s 
scientific agency are handled 
at City Hall, the majority of 
its projects are implemented 
in Steel Canyon.” 

“AT any given time, the S.E.R.A.P.H. 
office can handle between fifteen 
and twenty active projects 
ranging from quality of life 
accessories to outer space 
exploration of the primal origins 
of all superhuman abilities” 

- from the “Welcome To Paragon 
City” handbook for new heroes. 

Jonathan St. John Smythe 
Director of S.E.R.A.P.H. 

Miss Karl?   

Are you here? 

Faith Karl 
Aka Galatea Powers 

Director! 

Sorry, I was just 
checking the break 
room.  I brought 
the staff donuts 
and coffee. 

Oh!  Well, that’s 
nice of you to 
do that.  I’m sure 
they appreciate 
the gesture. 

I’m glad you’ve 
decided to 
spend more time 
doing your 
actual job here. 

I’ve been doing 
my job, 
Director.  It’s 
just not always 
in-office. 

As one of a handful 
of people who know 
your “other self”. I 
know that you’ve 
been focusing your 
attention on 
locating your twin 
sister ever since 
the attack.* 

That’s not what 
I mean, Faith. 

(* Issue #1) 
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I won’t deny that 
Galatea has been active 
of late, but I assure 
you that I have spent 
plenty of time working 
on Project Prometheus 
to finish getting the 
station running. 

Azuria isn’t the only one 
at City Hall who pretends 
to be absent-minded. 

I know what you’ve been 
doing since the attack. 

I’ve had my concerns 
about you serving 
in a dual capacity 
as terrestrial  
manager here and 
as technical 
advisor as your 
“other self”. 

Well I can assure you 
that will be stopping. 

I’ve lined up a new 
technical advisor for 
the station. 

That’s good to 
hear. 

Because the 
governing board 
has also noticed 
your absences, 
even if they do 
not know the 
reason why. 

And if they decide 
that you’ve been 
derelict in your 
responsibilities 
here, they will not 
hesitate to find a 
replacement...  

...and I won’t be 
able to save you. 

Right now, this 
project needs Faith 
Karl more than it 
needs Galatea Powers. 

Do you understand? 

Duly noted, 
Director Smythe. 

You’ll be seeing a 
lot more of me here 
in the future. 
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I spent much of 
my childhood 
hidden. 

“We had a compound 
on top of Mount 
Washington in New 
Hampshire.” 

“We had to live up there 
because the family’s 
hero identities were 
made public knowledge 
after the McCarthy 
hearings.” 

I had my own bedroom. 

A canopy bed, toys, dolls, 
music, TV, everything a 
girl could want. 

I didn’t care for them.  I 
got rid of the toys and 
dolls when I got older. 

“I developed my own 
powers at age eight.” 

“The Icon” 
(Kent Powers) 

“I had my own 
costume.” 

“I was 
helping with 
missions.” 

“Then I turned thirteen.” 

“I was on a mission with 
‘The Icon’, and that was 
when it happened.” 

“That was when 
everything...” 

“... went dark.” 

Universe XHT-S7, Year: 1993 



10  

 
Prometheus Station, Earth Orbit 

Incoming 
communication. 

Icon Powers 
(Kent Poderes) 

Thank you Athena. 

This is Prometheus 
Station. 

Kent.   

I’m told you’ve 
been  looking 
for me. 

I’ve got a two-part 
request... 

One for the station 
and one for the 
Guardians. 

Grace!  Just the hero 
we were looking for! 

I was wondering 
when you and 
’Taya would be 
reaching out to 
me about 
Prometheus. 

Cosmic power 
and all... 

Grace Fellows 
Aka Daybright 

What about the 
Guardians? 

I’ll send you the station 
teleport code and we can 
talk more about both 
when you get here. 

We’re trying to bring back 
the CPCU system at the 
base.  Since your human 
half was the one that 
originally designed it, I 
was hoping you could help 
us restore it. 
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“What do you mean when you say 
everything ‘went dark’?” 

“I mean I would hear my 
father’s voice in my head.  
And then… nothing.” 

“I would get flashes.  
Images of me doing 
things.  I’d be aware 
of doing something.  
And then nothing.” 

“At one point I remember ‘The 
Icon’ talking with an alien 
named Photonis about me.” 

“I remember being in 
a stasis chamber, 
unable to move.” 

“they were talking about 
my father’s genetics and 
about overriding my 
father’s works.” 

“I saw him do 
something to 
a device..” 

“And then 
everything went 
dark again.” 

“From that point on 
I’d get snippets.” 

“Fragments of me 
doing thing.” 

“Of me being a 
different person.” 

“Wearing a 
different outfit.” 

“Decades of existence 
living in someone 
else’s body.” 

“My universe died 
and I found 
myself here.” 

“It was only when I 
wore a certain outfit 
that I began to feel 
myself coming back.” 

“That was when I started 
to plan my liberation.” 
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Secure line 
established.   

You are now connected 
to Prometheus Station. 

Thank you ATHENA. 

Kent, are you 
there? 

Loud and clear, 
Faith. 

I have some 
good news. 

The first is that 
you have your 
new technical 
advisor. 

... 

Well... I’m sure 
Galatea would 
appreciate that. 

What’s the other 
good news? 

“The Torch” has 
been set up and 
is ready for 
trial runs. 

That’s... that’s 
good too. 

I was hoping for 
something else. 

We’re still 
looking for her, 
Faith. 

It just takes 
time, but we will 
find Leona. 

In the meantime, “The Torch” 
is ready for Galatea Powers 
to try out. 

Understood, Kent. 

I’ll be sure to let 
Galatea know. 

She’ll probably be 
there later today. 

S.E.R.A.P.H. S-C out. 
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So when you’re 
talking about your 
“liberation”, was 
that metaphorical? 

I meant literal 
liberation. 

Freeing myself 
of that lie that 
I was smothered 
inside. 

“The Icon” had no 
idea what he and 
the lie had done 
when they created 
that “stealth suit.” 

A suit that would 
tap into her 
genetics and bring 
me back up to the 
surface. 

With my hyper-intelligence, it was 
child’s play for me to piece together 
what they had done to me, smothering 
me in other genetic material, creating 
a softer, blonder, bustier parody. 

A joke patterned after my aunt; a 
normal woman who spent her whole life 
raising children like a brood mare. 

“While she slept, 
I took over.” 

“I would put on 
the stealth suit 
so I could move 
about in the 
city.” 

“Getting the 
chemicals needed 
to burn the lie out 
of my body.” 

“Only something 
went wrong.” 

“Maybe the chemicals 
work different in 
this universe.” 

“Maybe I didn't 
take into account 
the energy stored 
in my body.” 

“Either way, I 
was liberated.” 

“And the lie that 
was my life was 
destroyed.” 

“Or so I thought.” 
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I made my debut on 
live television.* 

I let the world know 
my true identity and 
that the lie called 
“Galatea Powers” 
was dead. 

“Only the 
world did not 
accept that.” 

“They hated me.” 

“Even after I had my old 
outfit restored and 
modified to my adult 
size, they refused to 
accept me as myself!” 

“They fought 
me.” 

“I fought everyone 
everywhere I went.” 

“They brought in 
heroes from all 
around the world 
to fight me.” 

“They all hated me.” 

And then... 

SHE showed up. 

“But they couldn’t 
stop me.” 

(* “Guardians of the Dawn 
Spotlight” #23-24) 

Ms. Liberty 
Vindicators 
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“The explosion 
didn’t burn the lie 
out of me.  It split 
us into two women.” 

“She was still alive.” 

“Your sister, 
Galatea Powers.” 

“I fought her with all the 
rage and hatred in my body.   

With every ounce of disgust 
that I ever had about her 
and about the lie that was 
my adult life.” 

“But I was weak.  I was 
fighting everyone all day.  
I was fighting heroes and 
demigods and even a 
former starchild!” 

“And she was fresh.  
Renewed.  invigorated.” 

“Of course she won.” 

“And then my world 
went dark... Again.” 

“But thankfully I had allies.” 

“The enemy of my enemy is my 
ally, as the old saying 
goes. And, in this case, 
Galatea’s enemies became 
my allies.” 

“They were the ones that 
helped me modify my 
outfit.  They also 
fitted it with a medical 
teleport device.” 

“That was the last 
thing I remember.” 

Rocinante Group, Perez Park 

“I knew once I 
lost, I would be 
teleported away.” 

“The lie.  Not 
my sister.” 



18  

 

So your sist-- I 
mean “the lie”… 
won... and you were 
teleported away. 

What then? 

Then my world 
was dark... again. 

Malcolm told me 
that the Rocinante 
Group kept me in 
stasis.  They said 
they were “concerned” 
because of my 
father’s genetic 
modifications. 

My father was a 
hyper-genius!  His 
modifications 
allowed me to tap 
into his mind and 
his experiences 
and to see the 
world as he did. 

And everyone saw 
that as a threat. 

“It was Malcolm that 
found me in that 
stasis chamber.” 

You’re certain 
she will be 
able to retain 
control? 

Her body seems to 
have accepted the 
new bio-energy. 

No different than 
any other subject 
I’ve come across, 
including myself. 

“He was the one 
that freed me.” 

I imagine that 
you’re grateful 
for that. 

Grateful?   

Gratitude is for 
lesser people, 
Doctor. 

Malcolm merely freed 
me so I can finish 
what I set out to do. 

He has given me 
the means to find 
the lie that is 
Galatea Powers 
and to wipe her 
out of existence 
once and for all. 
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Later that day... 

Galatea Powers 
(Faith Karl) 

So?  What 
do you 
think? 

Daybright 
(Grace Fellows) 

Honestly?   

I love it! 

I see you picked up 
a few tips from the 
Justice-Knights as 
well as the Rikti. 

Icon had to return to 
Earth.  Something to do 
with meeting with some 
Vanguard people. 

But I’ve been going over 
the details of The Torch 
and things look pretty 
solid. 

Great!  

Let’s get this 
started! 

As for Leona... 

The data that Athena 
had on your encounter 
with her* is confusing. 

People don’t just 
spontaneously get 
Kheldian hybrid powers. 

They have to be bonded 
to a symbiote. 

(* Last issue) 

ATHENA doesn’t make 
mistakes. 

And Leona’s energy 
punches were similar 
to the kind you throw 
at me when we spar. 

Only you don’t try to 
kill me when we spar...  

...or I hope you don’t. 
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Here we 
are... 

Top of the 
world... 

Or, in this 
case, the 
station. 

There’s enough 
stored energy 
outside that 
room to nuke 
a country. 

The rest of the 
energy goes to the 
solar collectors 
in the multi-
reactor room. 

That energy can 
nuke a country. 

The Torch has only 
been collecting the  
traces of dark 
energy that are not 
filtered out by the 
heliosphere. 

And this should 
allow you to charge 
up on dark energy 
without overloading 
yourself and going 
“boom” like you’ve 
been doing on your 
own in space. 

So... Whenever you’re 
ready... 

Dark Energy 
charging has 
commenced. 

Oh yeah... I can 
feel it. 

Definitely feel 
the energy 
building. 
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Meanwhile... 

Well, 
Doctor? 

But you didn’t 
rescue me from 
the rogue Isles 
for my ethics. 

I would normally 
advise you about 
doctor-patient 
confidentiality... 

Quite so.  So let’s 
skip the disclaimers 
and just tell me what 
your opinion is of 
Leona Powers. 

In my opinion, you’re 
dealing with a quantum 
time-bomb with a cape. 

“This is 
someone with 
no real sense 
of self.” 

“emotionally 
she’s still a 
thirteen-year
-old girl.” 

“She’s had no 
adolescence, no 
young adulthood. 

She’s had no 
friends, no 
relationships.” 

“What memories she does 
have of those years are as 
someone else.  Someone 
who took over her life.” 

“She blames her sister... 
Galatea Powers... and 
honestly I can’t fault 
her for that.” 

“But, given the few details 
provided of her origins, I 
know her that so-called 
‘creator father’ is the one 
that is really responsible 
for her situation.” 
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How so? 
His gene-
encoded 
memories and 
thoughts. 

“Before things 
‘went dark’ when 
she was thirteen, 
she said she 
heard her father.” 

That means that her 
“creator father” was 
the one that was 
taking over her mind. 

But she will never 
admit to that. 

She will never admit 
that her father did 
anything wrong. 

“From what I 
understand, her 
creator-father was 
something of a 
Machiavellian hyper
-genius with a 
disdain for women.” 

“A thirteen-year-old girl 
being controlled by the 
mindset and philosophy of 
a sociopathic misogynist.” 

“A young woman being 
conditioned to hate 
women!” 

“And now put that 
same mindset in the 
body of a woman with 
the power to destroy 
whole civilizations.” 

Leona Powers has 
more than power.   

She has a rage that 
could consume 
everything around 
her if it is not 
contained. 

Then for all our 
sakes, Doctor, it 
would behoove 
you to make sure 
that her rage be 
contained. 
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At Prometheus Station... 

Alert!  Kheldian 
bio-energy surge 
detected! 

*hhh...* 

*hhh...* 
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That’s 
where the 
surge was 
detected. Perez 

Park. 

Hazard 
zone. 

Only gangs 
and Hydra 
creatures 
live there... 

...and a few corporate 
entities that took over 
the outlying buildings 
for their own shady 
operations. 

Entities like the 
Rocinante Group. 

You don’t think 
Lord Geddy is 
sheltering 
Leona do you? 

Nova Prima wasn’t 
a fan of Leona. 

She even pounded 
Leona all the way 
to Boomtown 
during the big 
dust-up.* 

(*Yup!  That happened in 
“Guardians of the Dawn 
Spotlight” #25) 

Lord Geddy has been 
playing it safe since 
his ascension in the 
Bilderburg Alliance.* 

He wouldn’t risk a 
confrontation  by 
helping Leona to 
destroy the Guardians. 

(* “Guardians of the 
Dawn Graduation” #3) 

Well, that cinches 
it for me, ‘Taya. 

No more ascended 
police recruits. 

I’m here for you 
full-time now. 

Thanks Grace.   

I’ll set up system 
access for you 
when I get back to 
the office. 

Then we can work 
on finding Leona. 
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I’m coming 
for you, fake. 

You and Kent 
and the rest. 

I don’t care what 
it takes. 

I don’t care what I 
have to become to 
do it. 

I’ll burn you all. 

I promise. 

Next: 
What is Leona 
becoming? 
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RECAP: 
 
It’s 2017, a new president is in Washington, and the rift between Paragon City police and the heroes has 
become a chasm. 
 
Police Chief Morton Clayton, a long supporter of heroes, is missing and the department is being run by 
Deputy Chief Thomas Wield.  Wield has been behind the wave of abusive cops that have taken over the 
department and have been harassing registered heroes.  He brings back the Blue Dog Squad, the abusive 
gang of officers originally run out of town by the Libertarian Avenger and the late Jimmy Hellfighter.  
Wield cuts off all hero access to the department’s arrest teleport system, forcing heroes to either stop 
arresting criminals or otherwise physically take them to jail themselves. 
 
When Jason Knight, formerly known as MidKnight X, took down Wield’s chief lieutenant – Bill “Cade” 
McCade – and his brutal enforcer Lawdog, Wield retaliated by bringing in a meta-villain called Despair.  
Despair tracked down Knight and captured him.  He then brutally murdered a bailed-out Lawdog and 
framed Knight for it.  Knight seemingly took his own life rather than be blamed for the murder. 
 
Cardinal Syn, Knight’s sidekick and apprentice, is told of Knight’s death by Sin Stalker.  Following 
Knight’s last message, Syn uses his notes to assemble a special task force of heroes: KDave, Elite Ice 
Queen, Ally Kazam, Streetangel, Artema, and Hard Justice.  Together they go after the Blue Dogs.  Syn 
is also contacted by a Warshade hybrid named Sundown, who was revealed to be one of the former 
officers that helped bring down the original Blue Dogs. 
 
When McCade discovers Streetangel is one of the task force members, he targets her specifically and 
forces her to reveal Cardinal Syn’s secret identity.  Meanwhile, the director of the new United States 
Hero Authority, an ally of Wield, is approached by the corrupt attorney and known ambulance-chaser 
Chris Jenkins with information about KDave. 
 
The police take Cassandra Dare (a.k.a. Cardinal Syn) into custody.  Hard Justice goes into hiding after 
attacking abusive cops in broad daylight.  And in the Kings Row lair previously used by Jason Knight, a 
medical teleport pad activates. 
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Issue 6: “My Name Is Cassandra Dare” 
 
In an unknown location, a woman in her late twenties sat in a wooden chair behind a heavy metal table.  
Her blond hair was cut short, and she wore a maroon button-down shirt with beige slacks.  On the other 
side of the table is a balding man wearing a blue police windbreaker and mirrored sunglasses. 
 
“My name is Cassandra Dare.  I live at 313 Axelrod Drive in Skyway City.  I am a financial advisor for 
Triumph Financial, formerly M.C. Louis Investments.  I live alone.  My parents are dead.” 
 
Those are the only words she has said ever since she was brought to this unknown location. 
 
“Miss Dare,” said the officer politely, “we know who you are.  We know that you’re the vigilante 
Cardinal Syn.  We just need to know who the rest of your vigilante friends are.” 
 
She sighed and repeated “My name is Cassandra Dare.  I live at 313 Axelrod Drive in Skyway City.  I 
am a financial advisor for Triumph Financial, formerly M.C. Louis Investments.  I live alone.  My 
parents are dead.” 
 
“Yes,” the officer said, getting frustrated, “we know all this.  Now tell us who the others are.” 
 
“My name is Cassandra Dare.  I live at 313 Axelrod Drive in Skyway City.  I am a financial advisor for 
Triumph Financial, formerly M.C. Louis Investments.  I live alone.  My parents are dead.” 
 
--- 
 
Meanwhile, in the streets of the Steel Canyon district, Phil Ski approaches the local branch of the 
Scientific Experimentation Research and Application to Paranormal Humans division, otherwise known 
as S.E.R.A.P.H., a joint city and federal scientific organization.  He had recently been transferred to the 
Steel Canyon branch from Atlas Park at the request of Faith Karl, the civilian guise of Galatea Powers.  
Up until today, he was using his leave time and spending his nights helping with the Task Force as the 
muscle-bound hero KDave. 
 
But now that time has been used up and today would be his first day at work. 
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He was excited to start work in the Steel Canyon facility, where he had heard they were working on a 
new project involving space.  But, more importantly, it gives him a chance to work with his teammates. 
 
As he rounded the corner, though, his face turned to dread as he could see four uniformed officers 
standing at the S.E.R.A.P.H. entrance. 
 
“Phillip Ski,” said one of the officers, “we need you to come with us.  We have some questions for you 
to answer.” 
 
It wasn’t a question.  It was a command. 
 
Phil evaluated his options.  If he was in his hero mode, as the large-and-in-charge “meat mountain”, he 
could easily say no and give the officers the thrashing they deserve. 
 
But he wasn’t KDave right now.  He was Phil Ski, a mild-mannered skinny “norm”.  And his special 
serum injection pen was in a leather case in his pants pocket.  If he tried to fish it out, they’d be on him 
in no time.  If he ran, they’d catch him quickly. 
 
He simply stood there, his hands up and away from him as they took him into custody. 
 
--- 
 
The Founders Falls district was always known for wealth and power.  Before the First Rikti War, the 
ultra-rich would park their yachts on the docks and live in the adjacent ultra-expensive condominiums.   
 
Then came the Rikti and the war walls that carved up the districts.  While the district was no longer 
considered “The Venice of Rhode Island”, it was still the home for many residents with power and 
authority, as well as home to the city’s judicial center. 
 
In University Avenue just west of the college, a strange figure 
made his way up one of the condominiums.  He was bald with 
ivory-white skin, wearing a cowboy duster jacket, a dark button-
down shirt and jeans, with a police badge clipped to his belt.  He 
approached the door marked 43C and rang the doorbell. 
 
A woman in her forties opened the door slightly.  She had silver 
hair and a worried look on her face. 
 
“Good morning, ma’am,” he began politely, his voice giving a 
slight otherworldly echo.  “Are you Silver Clayton?” 
 
“Yes,” she said hesitantly.  “And you are…?” 
 
He pulled the badge from his belt and showed it to her.  “My 
name is Sundown.  I’m a special deputy from Oklahoma City.  I 
had previously worked with Jimmy Hellfighter.  I was hoping to 
speak with Chief Clayton.” 
 
“My husband is away,” she said quickly.  “At a conference.”   
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But then her face softened.  The reference to the late Jimmy Hellfighter, a family friend and respected 
hero, gave her a reason to believe that this was someone she could trust. 
 
She leaned in closer, her voice getting softer.  “That’s… that’s what I’m supposed to say.  But it’s been 
two years since I last saw him.  I don’t know where he really is.” 
 
Sundown leaned in closer.  “Have you been in contact with him?” 
 
Silver’s eyes dropped.  “I get… calls.  They claim to be from him, but they don’t sound like him.” 
She then looks around.  “They’re watching me.  They claim to do it for my protection, but…” 
 
Sundown put the badge back on his belt.  “I’ll bring him home, ma’am.  No matter what it takes, I will 
bring him back to you.” 
 
Silver smiled.  “Thank you,” she said.  Then she softly closed the door. 
 
Sundown turned back toward the stairwell, knowing a set of eyes were keenly watching him from the 
doorway. 
 
He calmly walked to the elevator and waited for the car to arrive, glancing towards the stairwell at the 
eyes watching him.  As he got into the car, he heard a voice from the stairwell. 
 
“He’s on his way.  Stop him on the second floor.” 
 
When the elevator bell chimed on the second floor, two officers wearing Blue Dog helmets waited for 
the door to open. 
 
But the elevator car was empty.  A faint whiff of ozone was in the air. 
 
“Where did he go?” asked one of the officers, his voice muffled and distorted by the helmet. 
 
“Right behind you,” came the otherworldly voice from behind. 
 
The two officers spun around, their hands gripping tightly on their PR-24 batons, preparing to strike.  
But they would never have the chance. 
 
Sundown put a hand on each of the shoulders of the officers.  As he did, they felt their life force drain 
from them.  They collapsed in a heap in front of the elevator doors, their batons dropping from their 
hands. 
 
He reached down and removed the helmets of each of the officers.  They were still alive, but they both 
had shocked and drained looks on their faces. 
 
“That should help you breathe until you can recover,” he said sternly.  “Next time, don’t ever try to 
sneak up on a Warshade Kheldian.  Be thankful I’m one of the good ones.” 
 
Then Sundown looked at the Blue Dog helmet on the floor. 
 
“You are disgracing the badges you wear every time you put those helmets on,” he said with disgust. 
Then, with a swirl of dark miasma, Sundown teleported away. 
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--- 
 
“My name is Cassandra Dare.  I live at 313 Axelrod Drive in Skyway City.  I am a financial advisor for 
Triumph Financial, formerly M.C. Louis Investments.  I live alone.  My parents are dead.” 
 
--- 
 
At the broadcast and corporate headquarters of the Paragon News Network in Steel Canyon, General 
Manager Keneth “K.C.” Emerson is standing at his desk as he talks on the phone with one of his best 
reporters. 
 
April Ramirez had just sent an interview she finished in Founders Falls with a young man known as the 
“Mystery Messenger”.  It was a sad story of a mutant with speed who wasn’t a registered hero but 
simply wore a mask to complete the image of a fast courier.  He had been making a delivery when the 
police stopped him and beat him so badly that he ended up at the Harvey Medical Center with multiple 
broken bones. 
 
“I’m sorry April,” he said into the phone, “but I have to put a hold on this story.” 
 
“What?” came the reply over the line.  “K.C., it’s a good story!  It’s a clean story.  And it’s not in Kings 
Row!” 
 
“And it still can’t air,” he said.  “Not right now.” 
 
“K.C., what the police did to this man… he’s not even a hero!  He’s just a civilian wearing a costume 
trying to do his job!” 
 
“It doesn’t matter,” he said.  “I have orders from up top to put it on hold.” 
 
“Why?  Because it’s the police?” 
 
“No,” K.C. replied.  “Because it’s from up top.  And when you get the call from up top, you don’t 
question it.  Now, you did good, you’re still getting paid, but right now I need you to find something 
else out there to cover.  Something that we can air.” 

 
He disconnected the call.  He didn’t want to tell her that the call actually came 
from the director of the United States Hero Authority, and it was to kill any 
story that would be critical of law enforcement.  He just knew that he had to 
make sure the full weight of the federal government and the city police wouldn’t 
come down on the press. 
 

--- 
 
Somewhere else in Steel Canyon, Martin Keys woke up in the middle of a burned-out building. 
 
He’s been in hiding ever since he took on a whole team of police officers as Hard Justice.  His 
cybernetic reflexes and armored outfit had given him the upper hand against them, but now he’s a 
wanted man. 
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He told himself that he still did the right thing.  That the cops were brutalizing an innocent citizen and 
joking about doing the same to heroes at night, and that he had to step in.  But it didn’t matter.  The 
police knew who he was now.  He was operating in the open. 
 
Now his name was going to be plastered in the media.  The police would go after him for daring to stand 
up against them. 
 
He had stopped by the local Icon tailor store, where he once worked.  He knew where they had kept all 
the discarded outfits and accessories before being sent out to be destroyed.  He was fortunate to find a 
duffel bag that would store his outfit and mask.  Then he found an oversized shirt that would cover up 
his cybernetic arms. 
 
As far as anyone was concerned, he was just another homeless guy, sleeping in a building that had just 
been torched by the Hellion street gang.  That lasted the night.  Now he needed to get back to the Task 
Force, but he didn’t know how. 
 
His Hero ID as a member of the Guardians of the Dawn was disabled.  He had “resigned” from them 
already along with the rest of the Task Force members to protect the group.  He knows if he comes near 
the rail stations or any of the zone entrances, the robotic police sentries would flag him and teleport him 
right to jail. 
 
He started to move towards the door, but a figure’s hand reached out to him. 
 
He spun around quickly, ready to attack. 
 
Then he smiled. 
 
--- 
 
“My name is Cassandra Dare.  I live at 313 Axelrod Drive in Skyway City.  I am a financial advisor for 
Triumph Financial, formerly M.C. Louis Investments.  I live alone.  My parents are dead.” 
 
--- 
 
That was the only thing that Deputy Chief Wield could hear from the closed-circuit camera feed being 
piped into his office.  The same line from Cassandra Dare over and over again. 
 
On the other side of his desk, two officers stood at ease.  Their crisp white dress shirts stood out in a sea 
of black and blues. 
 
“That’s all she keeps saying,” Commander Jack Yindell said.  “We’ve tried everything--” 
 
“Obviously you haven’t,” Wield said interrupting him, “otherwise she would have confessed already.  
The whole reason why she’s in the black site is so you can do whatever it takes to get her to talk.  So do 
it already!  Now, what about this… Phil Ski?  Where is his confession?” 
 
“We…” Yindell started to say.  “We couldn’t move him to the black site.” 
 
Wield’s eyes narrowed.  “Why… not?” 
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“Because as soon as we took him into custody we started getting calls,” said the other officer.  “Too 
many people were demanding his release.” 
 
“Then lose those calls,” Wield said.  
 
“We can’t,” Yindell said.  “They’re from Loche and Key!” 
 
Wield’s face soured.  Loche and Key were legendary attorneys for the superhero community.  The very 
mention of their names would often result in cases being dismissed and charges dropped. 
 
Still, Wield was undeterred.  “Lose them anyway.  And move him to the black site.  I want them both 
singing like parakeets!” 
 
As the two officers left, Wield looked back down at the monitor on his desk.  The statement made by 
Cassandra Dare going on and on like a mantra. 
 
“My name is Cassandra Dare.  I live at 313 Axelrod Drive in Skyway City.  I am a financial advisor for 
Triumph Financial, formerly M.C. Louis Investments.  I live alone.  My parents are dead.” 
 
--- 
 
At the Steel Canyon station house, a police interrogator continued his interview with Phil Ski. 
 
The interviewer laid out paperwork on the desk as Phil sat there with a smile on his face. 
 
“Look,” he said, “we know that you’re KDave.  Your identity was outed by Chris Jenkins after he filed 
that lawsuit against you.  It’s all a matter of court record.  We know you have a history of aggressive and 
violent behavior.” 
 
He then laid out crime scene photos of Lawdog’s brutalized body. 
 
“We know that when you’re all juiced up that you’re seven feet tall and have a shoe size of… what… 
twenty?  We can easily match your boot prints to the caved-in skull.” 
 
Phil didn’t look down at the photos.  He didn’t want to see the gory images of the disgraced officer. 
 
“Look at them!” said the interviewer sternly as he tapped at the photos.  “Look!  At!  Them!” 
 
Phil glanced down, trying hard not to see the pictures themselves. 
 
“We can put you at the scene,” the interviewer said.  “Hell, we can put your size-twenty boots on what’s 
left of his skull!  But we don’t really want you.  We want your buddy.  We want Jason Knight.  We want 
you to tell us that he put you up to it.” 
 
Phil glanced back up to the interviewer. 
 
“You tell us that, and we’ll get the D.A.’s office to go easy on you.” 
 
Phil snickered.  He knew the truth.  He knew the District Attorney would never go along with that deal, 
because the District Attorney was actually his boss and the true leader of the Guardians of the Dawn. 
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Just then the door opened.  Commander Yindell walked in. 
 
“Get up,” Yindell said.  “We’re taking you…” 
 
“Excuse me!” came a voice from behind them. 
 
It was from an older gentleman wearing a brown suit and holding a briefcase. 
 
“I’m William Key,” he said, handing his business card to Yindell.  “I’m the senior partner of Loche and 
Key, and my office is representing Phillip Ski.” 
 
Phil’s face brightened. 
 
“Now I hope you have informed my client of his rights,” Key continued.  “Otherwise, you’re looking at 
a serious and costly lawsuit against your department.” 
 
“Mister Ski is not under arrest at this time,” Yindell said arrogantly. “We just… needed to ask him some 
questions.” 
 
The elder attorney looked down at the table.  “Really?  Because from what I see, it looks more like an 
interrogation than an interview.  And it’s one that is now over with.  So unless you are planning on 
charging my client right here and now, he’s walking out of here with me.” 
 
Minutes later, Phil Ski and William Key left the stationhouse. 
 
“Thank you,” Phil said with gratitude. 
 
“Yeah, well you can thank your teammate Furia Powers for this,” Key said sourly.  “We don’t normally 
do favors for our case developers, but we made an exception for her this time.” 
 
They continued to walk away from the stationhouse, and away from the gazes of the officers in the area. 
 
“For the time being,” Key continued, “I’m advising you as your attorney to refrain from any hero-
related activities.  That includes whatever task force you’re currently in that’s getting you in so much 
trouble.” 
 
“But Cardinal Syn…” 
 
“No ‘buts’” Key interrupted.  “These cops, they’re on to you now.  And I can’t defend you if you keep 
doing stuff that will get you arrested.  You understand?” 
 
Phil’s face soured.  “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
“Put that super-steroid stuff in your locker,” Key said, “and focus on your day job at S.E.R.A.P.H.  
KDave is on vacation until this mess is over with.” 
 
--- 
 
“My name is Cassandra Dare.  I live at 313 Axelrod Drive in Skyway City.  I am a financial advisor for 
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Triumph Financial, formerly M.C. Louis Investments.  I live alone.  My parents are dead.” 
 
--- 

 
At the Architect Entertainment building in Kings Row, just down the hill from Police Headquarters, the 
lights were still on, but nobody was supposed to be inside.  The facility was supposed to be in the 
middle of a prolonged shutdown.  In truth, the reactor was still active and the connected networks were 
still online.  Because, in the never-mentioned thirteenth floor of the building, the Knight’s Lair, base of 
the late Jason Knight, was still active. 
 
That simple fact surprised Grace Fellows.  This was the second time that she came to the lair since Jason 
Knight’s death, this time using the sewer access instead of through the rooftop stairwell. 
 
As the access door to the thirteenth floor closed, she could hear someone inside the Lair. 
 
Her heart raced.  She was in her all-human form, but she could always transform into the Peacebringer 
Redeemer Daybright.  But doing so could trip any police sensors pointed at the building looking for 
extra energy.  She found out about that previously, when she first learned that Jason had died.   
 
No, she had to stay human. 
 
As she got closer, she could see a figure working on one of the consoles.  It was larger than a woman, so 
it couldn’t be Cardinal Syn. 
 
“Jason?” she said softly. 
 
The figure wearing a black pullover with black slacks turned around.  His brown hair and van dyke 
goatee stood out. 
 
It wasn’t Jason Knight.  It was District Attorney Alex Wentworth. 
 
“Alex!” she said with a startle.  “What are you doing here?” 
 
Alex gave a sharp cough.  “You startled me,” he said, his voice slightly hoarse.  “I was just running a 
diagnostic on Sentry.” 
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Grace knew that Alex had every reason to be in the building.  He was one of the co-founders of 
Architect Entertainment along with Doctor Aeon and Crey Industries.  It was a partnership that was kept 
in trust by Jason under his civilian guise as Drake Grey.  With Jason dead, Alex would have to step up as 
partner again. 
 
“What are you doing here?” he asked her. 
 
“I couldn’t…” she started to say.  “I can’t just… let it go.” 
 
“It’s not easy,” Alex said in a tone that was eerily familiar to her.  “We’ve lost so many people.” 
 
“I should have helped him.  Maybe he wouldn’t be…” 
 
Alex started to walk up to her but then stopped.  “You couldn’t.  Even if you knew, you wouldn’t have 
been able to help him.” 
 
She looked at him.  There was something… familiar… about him.  Something that was not like Alex. 
 
“Look,” he finally said, “I need to start shutting this facility down.  We can talk later, okay?” 
 
“Yes…” she said softly.  “I’d… I’d like that.” 
 
He watched her leave. 
 
Two minutes later, “Manual entry secured,” the automated system Sentry announced. 
 
“Thank you,” said “Alex” as he started to pull at the fake mask. 
 
--- 
 
“My name is Cassandra Dare.  I live at 313 Axelrod Drive in Skyway City.  I am a financial advisor for 
Triumph Financial, formerly M.C. Louis Investments.  I live alone.  My parents are dead.” 
 
--- 
 
At one of the buildings near the War Walls that outline the Kings Row district, Katie Manning, 
otherwise known as the vigilante Streetangel, stands near the edge of the roof.  Her eyes are closed and 
her mouth moves in near whispers. 
 
Suddenly she backs away from the edge and starts shivering and shaking. 
 
Artema, the blond second-generation superhero from Greece, made a soft landing on the rooftop. 
 
“There you are!” she said as she started to approach the hooded vigilante. 
 
But Streetangel didn’t respond.  She simply stood there, shivering. 
 
Artema moved in closer.  “Hey, hey Streetangel, are you okay?” 
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Just then another figure came out of the shadows.  She had blue hair and was wearing a two-tone black-
and-white outfit. 
 
“It’s okay,” said Ally Kazam, the task force’s mystical telepath.  “She’s… going through some things.” 
 
“Well I don’t know what the hell is going on,” Artema said with a tone of pure annoyance as she turned 
to face Ally.  “The Task Force base is empty.  KDave is out.  Hard Justice is M.I.A.  Elite Ice Queen is 
still doing research, and I haven’t seen anyone other than you two.” 
 
She turned back to Streetangel, who was still shivering. 
 
“Are you… are you sure she’s okay?  It looks like she’s having a seizure.” 
 
Ally reached out and put a hand on Streetangel’s arm.  For a moment, Ally also began to shiver as she 
mouthed something.  Then she let go and turned to Artema. 
 
“She’ll be okay,” Ally said.  “But I need you to stand by.  We’ll need everyone when we call.” 
 
Artema backed away.  “Right… okay… weirdest task force ever!” 
 
Ally watched as the Greek heroine headed back to the rail station.  Then she turned to Streetangel as her 
whispers got louder. 
 
“My name is Cassandra Dare.  I live at 313 Axelrod Drive in Skyway City.  I am a financial advisor for 
Triumph Financial, formerly M.C. Louis Investments.  I live alone.  My parents are dead.” 
 
--- 
 
Meanwhile at the police black site, Cassandra Dare is reciting the same mantra over and over again. 
 
“My name is Cassandra Dare.  I live at 313 Axelrod Drive in Skyway City.  I am a financial advisor for 
Triumph Financial, formerly M.C. Louis Investments.  I live alone.  My parents are dead.” 
 
--- 
Next Issue: “Line Too Far” 
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The Perils Of Hazard Life 
Picture a city where everything you do is at your own peril. 

No police, no fire department, no rescue units, no heroes that will come to save you if 
something were to happen.  You can get assaulted, robbed, even killed, and nobody will 
do anything about it.  Your death would never be avenged.  Everything that goes on in 
that area is considered legal because there are no laws governing that area. 

Living there means you may or may not have basic services.  Your building may or may 
not be structurally sound.  It may collapse.  It may catch fire.  It may be contaminated by 
hazard materials.  It may be an incubator for strange monstrous creatures, or the hideout 
for wanted criminals, or a refuge for half-alien hybrids. 

While there are roads, no sane driver would ever want to drive there.  There’s no 
guarantee that the roads are even safe to drive on.  So no taxi service, no rail service, and 
even the superhero Taxibot service would refuse a fare.  The only ways in or out are 
through controlled security entryways, or through a group teleport system if one is 
configured for it. 

Working there means no safety or employment regulations.  You are there completely at 
the will of your employer.  If you are lucky, they will pay for your security, or even 
provide living quarters for you.  Otherwise, your commute will require you to walk 
through security gates and past dangerous street gangs. 

This is the life of hazard zones. 

And we’re not talking about life in the Rogue Isles or First Ward in the Praetorian 
Universe.  This is inside Paragon City, the so-called “City of Heroes”. 

After the First Rikti War, Paragon City was divided into many zones through extremely 
large war walls.  Some of these zones were cut off because the areas were completely 
destroyed, like Baumton (aka “Boomtown”), White Plains (now the Rikti War Zone), 
Woodvale (aka “Eden”), and, as of 2012, Galaxy City. 

But some areas that were devastated and initially condemned were later allowed to 
resume some operations, most notably in the outskirts near the War Walls, where the 
ground and many of the surrounding buildings were still functional. 

City officials allowed this because space was considered a premium after the First Rikti 
War, where much of the surrounding areas were devastated.  Even though new zones 
like Kallisti Wharf have since opened, and other areas like Atlas Park have been rebuilt 

Words of wisdom from writer and creator David 2. 

Continues on next page... 
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and reconstructed, these Hazard Zones continue to operate as lawless islands amidst 
heroes, super-soldiers, and international security forces. 

Each zone brings their own unique dangers in addition to the rampant gang activity.  
Perez Park has a monster infestation of Rikti-based Hydra creatures, including the 
legendary Kracken.  The Hollows have mutated Trolls as well as frequent aftershocks.  
Boomtown is infested with robotic Clockwork drones as well as the giant robot 
Babbage.  Faultline and Siren’s Call face threats from Arachnos.  And Crey’s Folly is 
so contaminated that even heroes have to sign a waiver before entering. 

There have long been talks of staging reclamations of these zones, to restore order 
and rebuild the devastated areas.  However, city officials have balked at the costs 
needed for each zone to be cleaned and rebuilt to the same standards that now exist in 
Kallisti Wharf.  In short, it’s cheaper for the city to come up with new working zones 
than to restore the ones currently devastated and abandoned. 

So, for the time being, private companies have been allowed to operate in those 
hazard zones, taking on all the responsibilities of safety and security of being there 
with virtually no liability.  They are literal lawless pockets in a city build on order and 
control. 

Continued from previous page... 

Dawnender continues her hunt 
of everyone close to Galatea 
Powers. 
 
Who will she target next? 
 
And Daybright discovers 
something hidden onboard 
Prometheus Station that 
alarms her. 
  
Plus: Part 7 of “Task Force 
Twilight” 
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