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“Its way too fucking hot down there for Batman,” the intercom crackled 

in my ear. “Same goes for the Princess. Reports say the bad guys are using 

unconventional ordnance.”

“Whoa, Daddy,” Roxy said as she stared down at the violent blasts of 

plasma energy twenty miles below us. “I’m picking up some serious EMP 

bursts. Even some grav anomalies. Somebody’s tossing around amat shit.”

My half-sister Roxy could manipulate gravity as well as a portion of the 

electromagnetic spectrum, which made her very sensitive to anyone else 

manipulating the same energy spectrum. She’d been the first person to 

recognize that the latest offerings from LuthorCorp’s Advanced Weapon 

Systems used a form of anti-matter. S.T.A.R Labs had been investigating it 

since then, but they hadn’t come up with any countermeasures yet. 

Lynch turned in the copilot’s seat to look back at us. He didn’t look 

happy. “OK, that narrows the roster down to you Caitlan. Nobody else could 

survive a hit from that kind of ordnance.”

“Hey, I can if I got enough steel around me,” Grunge complained. He had 

the ability to absorb the properties of whatever he was touching. Or anyone. 

“And if Cat and I stay linked, we can share her tough hide.”

“Way too dangerous,” Lynch said with a shake of his head. “If you get 

separated, you’re toast. That stuff is hot enough to vaporize steel.”

I looked down at my feet as I started vibrating in my seat. The adrenaline 

had started its magic. I’m always sitting on pins and needles just before 



going into combat. Not that I liked the feeling, but it makes me all that 

much stronger. Despite being 6’5” tall and weighing 300 pounds, nearly all 

of it muscle, I was a geek at heart. Give me a laptop and a good fiber 

connection to the Net and I was happiest. Fortunately, I was also more or 

less unbreakable. And Kryptonite didn’t bother me, unlike the man we’d 

come to rescue.

“We can’t get you very close, Caitlan,” Lynch continued. “Going to have 

to do a boulder toss.”

“Figured as much,” I said as I flexed my fingers, tendons popping as my 

strength maxed out. My body felt weightless when I rose to walk toward the 

airlock in the back of the supersonic jet. “Lets get it over with.” 

Soaring along here at the edge of space, riding our Mach 5 shockwave as 

we soared at a hundred mile radius around Superman’s location, it was a 

long ways to the ground. Even worse, I had to endure explosive 

decompression and then being shot from a cannon-like device through the 

violent shockwaves that surrounded us. 

I was the boulder they were going to toss. 

I didn’t bother with a pressure suit or other survival gear given my 

birthday suit can take more abuse than any material made by  man. My 

usual skintight green leotard left my legs bare other than for the band I 

wore around my left thigh — my pathetic attempt at fashion. That and the 

purple carbon-fiber fabric that I wore around my hands which came in 

handy to tie up bad guys. I took my boots off to go barefoot. They were new 

so there was no sense in trashing those. As it was, I’d likely lose the leotard, 

but I liked to at least start off a fight with some clothing on. 

 “You gotta take out the amats first, Caitlan,” Lynch shouted over the roar 

of the engines in the back of the aircraft. “The rest of the team can land and 

help you once things cool down a little. The latest intel we got said that 

Supes is bound with green-K in that old missile silo. I can’t access the 



original plans for it, so you’ll have to find your own way in after you get past 

the defenses.”

I just shrugged resignedly. I could punch my way through reinforced 

concrete or steel armor if I had to. That silo had been designed to shrug off 

a nuke, but I could open it like a can of tuna. “So what else is new. Never 

know these days what kind of shit we’re about to step into.” 

“You’re S-class. No worries.”

I’m glad he was confident. He’d mostly seen me at my best. Like the time 

I’d arm-wrestled Supergirl. Our contest had lasted for a few minutes before 

the skinny blonde’s Kryptonian muscles proved the better of me. She’s 

ridiculously strong, but damn I was proud of those few minutes. Nobody 

else had lasted more than a few seconds against Kara. Not Diana. Not even 

the Hulk in his meanest rage. And given I’m more or less as invulnerable as 

Kara is, I’m the designated heavy hitter now that she’s out of action. Too 

bad I can’t fly or do shit with my eyes like a Kryptonian. 

I started to squeeze my oversized frame into the gun barrel-shaped 

airlock. “We can’t slow down much at this altitude, Caitlan,” Lynch shouted, 

“so you’ll just have to suck it up.”

I didn’t dignify his last comment with a reply, and instead closed the 

airlock and hit the purge button to open the far end of the tube. The 

pressure instantly dropped from 760mmHG to 5mmHG — for all practical 

purposes a vacuum as far as the human body went. The air rushed from 

every orifice in my body, a bit embarrassingly so in a couple of cases, and 

my ears popped as loudly as gun shots as my eyes bugged out for a few 

moments. As usual, by  boobs swelled by  half again, which turned my 

already tight fit in the tube into a real squeeze. 

Lynch didn’t waste time igniting the pyrotech at the end of the airlock to 

blast me out into the Mach 5 slipstream. Shot from a canyon, I tumbled 

wildly as the whip-like tentacles of shockwaves grabbed me. I quickly 



decelerated from Mach 5 to less than Mach 2 while diving headfirst for the 

Earth, holding a diver’s pose. The air temp dropped from 20C to −60C as I 

fell deeper into the Stratosphere, which created a thin coating of ice around 

me. I was starting to shiver by the time I descended into the thicker air. The 

slipstream grew stronger down here, even though I was barely over the 

Mach now. I dove vertically past a couple of airliners that were cruising at 

altitude, my eyes watering as I struggled to make out the old missile silo. 

With any luck I’d land directly on it.

Land… that wasn’t exactly the right word. I didn’t have a parachute or 

any kind of levitation tech, so I was going to crash into the ground at over 

four hundred miles per hour. Its not fun. Trust me.

I began tensing up as the ground rush began. I hadn’t seen where the 

amat weapons were coming from, so I aimed for a concrete building that 

might at least cushion my landing. Tucking my head down, I balled myself 

up while simultaneously  tensing every muscle in my body to greater than 

steel hardness. Landing always hurt less when I was hard. 

The ground rushed up at dizzying speed as I gave myself up to whatever 

was going to happen. 

And then I was down. As usual, I never felt the impact — my nerves don’t 

work fast enough to carry those messages. The found myself jammed into a 

pile of shattered concrete that used to be a building. Rising, I balanced 

myself on one folded leg as I held onto a shattered section of roof beam. 

Standing beside me were a dozen black-uniformed men armed with assault 

and plasma rifles. They didn’t look like military of cops. 





I guess I’d come to the right place.

Unfortunately, I needed a few seconds to get my scrambled thoughts 

together after this kind of hard landing — my brain is still somewhat 

subject to concussive effects — but these bastards didn’t even give me one. 

They jerked their trigger fingers to spit supersonic jacketed bullets and 

steel-vaporizing plasma my way. The pinpricks of the bullets peppered me 

from head to toe as the plasma beams burned the right side of my green 

leotard away while they melted the concrete closed to me. 

Rising to my feet, I turned to lean into the powerful assault of bullets and 

plasma to walk slowly toward the men, very aware the plasma was burning 

what was left of my costume away. But hell, anyone with an internet 

connection could find all the nude pictures of me they wanted. My costume 

was always the first casualty of combat, and cellphone cameras were 

everywhere. Unlike the Kryptonians, my  uniforms were strictly Earth-tech. 

I concentrated instead on keeping any bystanders safe, and the best way 

to do that was always to run the bad guys out of ammo before I tried to take 

them down. Unfortunately, that 40,000 degree plasma beam was damn 

uncomfortable, especially given the shooter seemed to be aiming it at my 

chest. My boobs were glowing white-hot by the time I closed the distance 

and delivered a snap of my finger against each of their foreheads to knock 

them out cold. Hitting a human any harder than that was a recipe for death. 

Like Superman, I believed that bad guys belonged behind bars, not planted 

in the ground.

On the other hand, I had no idea why these idiots even bothered to shoot 

at me. Everyone knew by now that I was bulletproof.

I found out the answer a half second later when the white-hot beam of an 

amat-powered particle beam painted me. I was blasted backward as 

whatever was left of my costume was instantly ionized. The horrible creepy-

crawly sensation of an annihilation beam enveloped me, making my hair 



stand on end as it found its way into every orifice. Whenever it found 

matter that wasn’t connected permanently to my body — oils, moisture, 

whatever — it exploded with the nuclear heat of a matter/anti-matter 

annihilation. 

I was the only person other than a Kryptonian who could survive an amat 

blast, but that didn’t mean they didn’t hurt like hell. The cruel annihilation 

of everything from saliva to clothing made me cough violently. All the 

moisture in my mouth and throat — and a few other moist areas — was 

stripped from me, and the glow from my superheated skin began to melt 

the concrete pad beneath me. The annihilation of all the matter touching 

my skin leveled what was left of the building. 

Thankfully, the beam only lasted for a few seconds, but it was a longer 

than that before I could see again. My bone-dry eyeballs were stuck in their 

sockets and my head was spinning from the heat as my heart raced wildly 

while struggling to pump red steam through my arteries. I crawled weakly 

through the molten ferroconcrete as if it was some kind of mud bath, 

slipping and sliding along on hands and knees until my eyes cooled off 

enough to see again. 

The white-hot melted remains of the amat projector was the first thing I 

saw. Then the bleached bones and empty skull that lay next to it, the bones 

glowing cherry-red. The bastard who’d shot me had gotten too close and a 

cloud of stray  amat particles bouncing off my chest had ricocheted to him. 

He and the other shooters had gotten what they deserved - annihilation - 

and I hadn’t lifted a finger against them. 

Now all I had to do was find where they were keeping the big guy chained 

down with that Kryptonite and then tear things apart with my bare hands 

until I reached him and could drag his ass out of here. 

Simple. 



I staggered back to my feet, noting as I did that the glow from between 

my legs looked rather x-rated. I leaned unsteadily against a half-melted 

concrete wall as I looked up to see a massively muscular man standing in 

front of me. He had to weigh half a ton, all of it muscle. I’d seen him before. 

He called himself the Punisher, and he had the strength of a hundred men. 

He was a sick bastard who liked to pull the arms and legs off his victims like 

some child picking the petals of a flower. 

Him I could handle, but my heart sank as I saw someone else appear.  A 

statuesque, bikini-clad redhead was holding a thick truck axle over her 

head. She closed her eyes and began to slowly, effortlessly, bend the axle. 

The tough axle steel gave off a tortured scream as her muscles flexed 

dramatically, revealing the familiar curves I saw in the mirror whenever I 

worked out. 



I stared in disbelief. She was me!

Which of course made her a Darkseid agent. 



He’d recently proven that he could make super soldiers by combining 

unstable Kryptonian protomatter with a sample of his target’s DNA and 

letting the resulting mutative goop consume one of his (undoubtably 

unwilling) soldiers. The resulting beastie often exhibited bizarre personality 

traits, and since they were completely  dependent on his continued 

treatments, they had to kill for him if they wanted to live. 

Darkseid knew how to motivate his troops, but these protomatter 

beasties were new. All we knew so far was that they had most of the abilities 

and talents of the person whose DNA they’d borrowed, albeit with a mind 

that came from the human subject he’d sacrificed. They were twisted 

creatures with only a few months to live. Days if they disobeyed him. 

Rescuing Kal was going to be damn tough now if I had to defeat  myself 

in addition to the Punisher. Hopefully  the fake in front of me was only a 

cheap knockoff. 

She seemed to read my thoughts. Her eyes opened and she smiled at me 

as she started pulling outward on the now doubled bar, the steel axle 

shrieking as she stretched it like warm taffy. I stared at the  insanely strong 

muscles bunching across her shoulders, disbelieving that she was able to rip 

the doubled bar into two pieces. I’d seen Supergirl do that kind of thing 

before, but I sure as hell couldn’t do it that easily.  

I clenched my fists hard enough to hear my tendons creak. So much for 

cheap knockoffs. Darkseid had mixed in an extra dose of Kryptonian DNA 

this time.

This was going to be a lot harder than I’d hoped.
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