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The Vault…

Doctor Leonard Samson walked down the well lit corridor.
He was on the maximum security wing of The Vault. The
brilliance from the lights from the powerful strip lights
which were sunken into the ceiling above blinded Samson
as the light bounced from the thin metallic surface which
was layered over the floor and walls.

The Vault was the most high-tech prison institution in the
world. Its inhabitants were not only the worst of the worst
in American super crime, but also every super powered
criminal who the courts deemed too dangerous to be
housed in normal prison population. The Vault was designed
and built by Dr. Henri Sorel of Project Pegasus. He used
everything from concrete to adamantium to ensure the
security of the prisoners inside.

One of the most famous well known facts about The Vault
which has gone down in infamy is that the first prisoners of
the penitentiary were none other than the Avengers
themselves.

Doc Samson had been hired several months ago to act as
the head of the team of psychologists who work there. He
had met and counselled more super villains in the past few
months than he had ever met previously. He was currently
about to meet a very infamous member of its population in
the interview room.

He had by his side the man in charge of the entire Vault
and its running. James Rhodes was no stranger to the



superhero community but like Samson himself had never
really made it into the hearts and minds of the people
(despite his time as Iron Man and being an Avenger) and
found himself working behind the scenes in a more
important capacity than many could understand. He was
the one who kept these nefarious villains in their cells and
off the streets.

“I really would appreciate a different room. This interview
room isn’t going to work in the long run. It’s the same room
they get interviewed in by lawyers and officers of the
law…they don’t really help to promote an idea of safety,
openness and positive regard. The two way glass also has
too many problems to even begin to explain, just…”
Samson was impassioned as he talked. He had complained
to the other psychologists but they always told him the man
he needed to talk to was Rhodes.

“I just can’t allow that. A relaxed atmosphere makes
everyone relaxed. Not just the prisoners. There are men in
here that could rip even you apart if you drop your guard
too much. It’d be too dangerous for you, me, the guards
and the public. I’m all for the treatment and rehabilitation
where possible but you have to remember, we’re called The
Vault for a reason.”

Jim Rhodes had changed a lot since last Samson had met
him. Gone was the broad smiled and course laughter. It had
been replaced by an air of confidence that is so rarely seen
without a sense of cocky self-worth. Rhodes knew his job,
knew what depended upon him doing it right and was damn
well going to do it right.

Leonard rubbed his chin with his hand and then
straightened his glasses. They sat on the bridge of his nose
correctly now. His long green hair was tied back neatly to
give a sense of neatness and professionalism. He wore a
dark grey suit with a shirt and tie. It was all part of the
impression he wanted to give to the prisoners who he would
be treating. If a superhero was to confront them it would
lead to an antagonizing situation, he came dressed for
business. “Could we at least talk about the two way glass, it
is actually illegal for you or anyone…”

“I’m well aware of the law, Doctor Samson. You have my
word that no one and no recording device will ever be privy
to your sessions without your direct permission. Two guards
will be placed at all times on the door to the interview room
and the viewing room.” Jim Rhodes stopped and held out
his hand. He was a man of his word. Samson nodded and
shook his hand. He noted the tightness of Rhodes’ grip; it



was not unusual for others, generally men, to grip his hand
with a little extra pressure.

The two continued to walk. They reached the door they
were heading to in next to no time at all. Rhodes indicated
to the door. “You’ll find everything you need set up inside.
Once this interview is over tell the escorting guards that
you are ready to see the next prisoner and they will bring
him to you…except your last one. We have every level of
security on him we can get but I’m not willing to let him
come here and have sessions. You go to him.”

“Therapy in a cell is hardly conductive…”

“You go to him,” Rhodes repeated, his voice stressing that
he wouldn’t budge. “You don’t even go in the cell.” he
added.

Samson nodded. The last session of his visit was one he
was strangely excited for. He was willing to jump through
any hoops for a chance to get a glimpse into his mind and
psychosis. Rhodes indicated for Samson to enter the room.

Samson turned to enter the room and then paused. He
turned with a slight smile. “Must we go through this
pantomime of the rules and debating over them every
time?” he asked. Rhodes laughed gently, same old course
laugh and walked away.

Samson was a liberal and a doctor. He believed the purpose
of the prison was rehabilitation and help. His first concern
was that of his patients though the safety of others for
them had to be factored in to his evaluations. Rhodes was a
military man, his view of the prison was punitive and to
keep the people outside safe from those locked inside. It
had led them to logger heads of opinions over the last few
months.

Samson walked into the room. There was one table in the
centre and one steel folding chair on either side. They were
surrounded on all sides by concrete painted a slightly
lighter shade of grey.

Samson took his seat, his back to the door. He knew he
was in control of the situation inside the room and the
patient would know it. They did not need him staring at
them as they entered shackled like animals…even though
some were most definitely animals.

Samson began to think. Whenever he visited The Vault he
was always forced to cast his mind back to his earlier



career. He reminded himself if not for perhaps a better
upbringing and the right chances that he himself could have
ended up like the men here.

His first brush with the super lifestyle would be the one
which set the rest of his life in motion. He had studied the
super hero and their psyche through case reports and
studies which dated back to WWII. It had been this
research which made him even think he had a chance of
curing Robert Bruce Banner of the curse known as The
Hulk.

He had succeeded. He managed to purge the Hulk from
Banner’s body. He was also responsible for his rebirth.
Leonard Samson had grown up overly intelligent and
lacking in fortitude and musculature. This meant he had
always read about heroes but never got a chance to be one.
He had sat there the night he had cured the Hulk and
looked at all the stored energy which had been siphoned
from Banner and saw his chance.

He irradiated himself with the gamma rays…this had been
the true turning point of his life. Years later he published a
study which compared the psychodynamic factors of the
human mind and the reaction with gamma radiation. In
short, gamma rays seemed to supercharge the mental
image that a person has of themselves…or their ideal self.
Bruce Banner was given a form for the rage which had built
up in him since youth. Jennifer Walters, sick of her mousy,
quite, weak and over intellectual form was granted her
fondest wish of being the bombshell Amazon known as She-
Hulk. A below average janitor became the smartest man on
earth. Betty Banner’s exposure led her hate for the Hulk to
take form and transformed her into The Harpy. Emil’s body
was twisted to the horrific physical form to match how he
saw himself as The Abomination.

It had been in the defining moment when the irradiation
had changed his body his life could have taken a tailspin.
Who knew what it could have dragged from his unconscious
or feelings of inadequacy, but instead it focused on his want
to be a hero. He was granted the muscular form he wore to
this day, modelled on the biblical hero Samson with the hair
and power restraints to match…power related to hair length
makes no logical sense unless it was psychologically based.

Over the next few weeks Leonard had pushed himself to be
a hero, he fought crime and supervillains and wooed
women…one notably, the woman known as Betty Ross. It
had been this attention which had driven the fragile Bruce
Banner to turn himself back into The Hulk. Samson had



been so focused on his own needs and selfish desires he’d
let a patient who needed his help go over the edge and it
resulted in the breaking of a man…he promised never to do
that again.

He became The Hulk’s personal psychologist…in all his
forms. He was never afraid to get his hands dirty either and
as such became one of the worlds most famous
psychologists just behind Freud, Jung, Milgram, Skinner or
Zimbardo…and sadly Frasier and Niles Crane.

The door opening behind him snapped Samson from his
thoughts. He heard the cough of a guard to draw his
attention. Samson turned and nodded to let them know he
was aware of their presence. They ushered in the prisoner
they escorted. “Unlock my patient please.”

The guards hesitated for a second before a click of a button
unlocked the electronic restraints. “Please take a seat.”

The form of his patient wondered past him. He huffed and
he puffed as he dropped his aging, orange, ensnared body
down on the metal chair.

“Mister Toomes.” Samson smiled warmly and held out his
hand to greet the man.

“My name is The Vulture!” he spat. His hand moved up
quickly and wiped the little amount of spittle from his face.
It was obvious he did not like to loose control in such a
way. His accent and deportment even when shackled
revealed that he thought highly of himself, thought himself
to be a man to be respected. His hunched and huddled
posture gave a very different opinion.

“You want to jump straight into the session then? I
generally prefer a small chat first…” he looked up at the
scowling wrinkled face of Adrian Toomes. “…no then? Ok.”

Vulture growled again. He turned his face away from
Samson so he was staring at the wall to the side of him.
“Shall we begin? You’ve been her for three months now
after being transferred. You’re one of the few non-powered
and the oldest inmates at the moment. How are you coping
with that?”

Vulture continued to ignore Samson as he sat there.
Samson was not doing his best to make Toomes relaxed.
He had brought up his age, feeble body and the simple fact
that he was a psychologist. Toomes didn’t go in for the
touchy feely crap that was associated with the profession.



He didn’t go in for the idea of men opening themselves to
one another.

Samson sat waiting for a reply. “Mister Toomes…”

“Vulture,” squawked The Vulture, he still didn’t return
Samson’s gaze. Samson quickly scribbled a few words on
the pad in front of him. The Vulture’s eyes moved to the
corner of his face as he tried to see what was written.

Samson let out a small sigh. “I’m here to help you. You’re a
smart man so I trust you realise that. The equipment you
built was nothing short of genius…especially when you
originally built it. You then decided to use this amazing
intellect to commit crimes and kill people…there must be
something which caused you to do this rather than use your
talents for the betterment of man or even to make a
fortune honestly. I can’t rehabilitate you but I can set you
on the right path, find what drove you in the first place.”

Vulture turned his head towards Samson slightly. It
indicated he was listening.

Samson leaned down the side of the table and pulled a
large book from his bag. It was bound in leather and a
golden crest sat on the front. “I acquired this via warrant
from the lockup where they’re storing your personal effects
taken from your home. Do you recognise it?”

“It’s my high school year book,” nodded Toomes. He
averted his gaze again.

“How do you feel about that?” Vulture shrugged. Samson
nodded and opened the book. He flicked through a few
pages seemingly just looking at the people on the pages.
“Is that you?”

Vulture looked down at the picture of himself in high school.
It was obviously him. He had barely changed in his entire
life. The giant hook nose and the rough pointed teeth. His
head sunk below his shoulders even when he was a
teenager. The most striking thing about the teenager in the
little black and white picture was his almost complete lack
of hair. A few wild tufts decorated his scalp but they were
wispy and looked like that of the old man. If possible
despite his wrinkled exterior he looked younger now
without them than he did when he was a teenager. He
nodded.

“Looking through, there are comments.” He flicked back
and forth to the front covers which had some scrawl on it.



It wasn’t covered like most year books but there was
writing in it. ‘Vulture, best of look for the future’ ‘Vully, wish
I had gotten to know you better’ ‘V, best of luck’. There
were more and each time the word Vulture had been
crossed through, Samson guessed by Toomes. “Was Vulture
your nickname in school?”

Toomes sat quietly not responding again. “Quite a
coincidence, don’t you think, that you turned your high
school nickname into a super villain name?”

“It wasn’t a nickname…just something people called me. A
nickname is a sign of affection,” Toomes mumbled. His
head was now turned and stared at the year book on the
table.

“So despite the emotions which went with the name you
chose to use it?” Samson paused. He was watching the
Vulture closely. He saw the man twitch.

“I was born Adrian Toomes…I had no choice in the matter. I
was Adrian as a child and then as I got older I was called
The Vulture. I don’t see I had a choice in that either.”

“We always have a choice; there must have been a reason
you styled yourself after a name you seem to have no liking
for? You could have chosen anything and you went for
Vulture.”

“It’s what I am, isn’t it? It’s what I look like and it’s what I
was to become… scavenging off the death of others when I
steal and kill?” The Vulture’s voice was raised.

“So you chose to name yourself that? You chose to focus
your identity on that of an animal with one of the worst
images in nature…the scum of the animal kingdom?
Scavenging, bottom feeding and picking the bones clean?”

The Vulture scowled. “Before meeting you when I was
looking through this I had an idea.” Samson slid the book
across the table. “The Vulture, that’s what they called you.
Lowly creature, looked down on, despised and ridiculed for
the way it looks. You didn’t hold any love for the name but
you accepted it.”

Toomes didn’t respond. Samson continued.

“You accepted it and internalised it…it destroyed your self
image and self worth. It set you on your path, no pride in
yourself at all so you dropped away from society and



started being a criminal.”

Toomes still didn’t respond. His lips curled back to expose
his teeth. “Then you struck upon the idea for your flying
system. In the back of your mind your unconscious was at
work. You for all intents and purposes were The Vulture, its
how you thought of yourself. The Vulture has other
connotations to it though. They are feared and respected,
all things fall to them eventually. You used your tech and
named yourself The Vulture so you could regain your pride,
you could make those who ridiculed you afraid! All of this,
the fear and respect would make you feel better about
yourself.”

The Vultures’ mouth opened slowly. “I wish to go back to
my cell.”

“Mister Toomes, I’m just trying…”

“I want to go back to my cell.” His face again turned to the
wall. He had frozen up completely.

Samson nodded and pressed the button on the side of his
desk to summon the guards into the room. “I’ll be here
whenever you’re ready to talk.” Vulture scowled as he
walked willingly into his shackles. “You can bring the next
patient whenever, you’re ready.”

He shuffled from the room and the door closed.

Samson again sat alone. He clicked the top of his pen and
began to scribble some notes. He recorded things which
had stuck out in his mind about Vulture’s reactions and
made notes about what he thinks he may look into more in
their next session. He made a quick note that he thought he
had hit the nail on the head. People always internalise the
image others push onto us…it’s just a fact of life and so
Vulture had begun to alter the image people put onto him
so he could change the way he felt about himself.

He stopped for a second. If there was a character fault in
the green-haired man it was how he over thought things.
He ran over his various opinions in his mind and then put
pen to paper again. It was a note for a report he had to
turn in to The Vault and the legal representatives of the
state and those of The Vulture.

‘I do not believe my findings indicate a reduction should be
given in Adrian Toomes’ sentence. Despite the driving
psychological force behind his actions the fact remains that
he is cognitively sound in his judgements and has made the



choice to commit these crimes of his own free will.’

Samson finished scribbling down the note. There was a
knock on the door from outside. “Enter,” said Samson. He
put the pen down on the pad and turned the page over.

The guards entered. A squeak of a wheel made Samson’s
head turn. One guard was walking backwards carefully
looking over his shoulder pulling the wheeled apparatus
while the second guard pushed. Strapped up in the
apparatus in a metallic straight jacket and ‘Hannibal Lecter’
mask was Samson’s next patient.

“What the hell is this?!” Samson raised his voice as the men
wheeled the man bound in the device to a rest across the
table from him.

The guards shot one another a look. “Prisoner ‘Slither’ was
giving some trouble last night so he was strapped for his
own and our safety.”

“He’s been like this all night?” Samson was not a fan of
straight jackets and physical restraints. He was also not a
fan of a chemical cosh but if given the choice a mild
sedative was preferable to the straight jacket or strapping
down.

“We tried to unlock him this morning but he struck out
again and we had to…”

“Unlock him,” Samson said calmly. He could see why people
untrained in psychology would take the safest option out
and restrain him. It wouldn’t help the situation in the long
run.

Samson, while at The Vault, was supposed to undertake a
number of roles and results in his work. His work with The
Vulture was to try and help him work through some things
and assess his competency. The mutant known as ‘Slither’
was different.

Slither was born Aaron Salomon and like many mutants
when his X-gene kicked in he took a completely new name.
His was to coincide with his new scaly features and other
snake-like appearance. At some point in his life had joined
the second incarnation of The Brotherhood of mutants and
was led by Magneto against Captain America several times.
The group went through several incarnations as Mutant
Force and The Resistants and continued to clash with
Captain America, The Defenders and their last appearance
on the scene, the New Warriors. Slither had also at one



point been a member of the Serpent Society (or at least a
splinter faction when Viper tried to take over the group).

It was since his last clash with the New Warriors that things
had gotten steadily worse. He went from a small time crook
with a political agenda to a serial killer. He to date had
killed six people, ate three and a half of them and maimed
numerous more with the intent to kill.

The guard walked behind Slither and reached out his hand.
His fingers pressed the back of the man’s half hockey-like
mask and the clasp unlocked with a ‘click’.

The face of Slither was suddenly inches away from Doc
Samson’s. His neck had extended like a shot from a gun the
second the tension had been released from his neck. His
snake-like face had opened its mouth to the size of
Samson’s head and he bared his fangs. His tongue darted in
and out.

Samson’s hand gripped his neck. It was like holding a
python. It was over a foot thick and Samson could feel the
sliding muscles under his fingers as Slither tried to push
forward more. The vice grip of the doctor stopped the
muscles from moving correctly however, meaning he
couldn’t strike.

The guards were covering Slither with their guns. “Slither,”
said Samson. He was sure to call him by his chosen name.
“If you’re quite done with this show I’d like to get back to
the session. Can we do that?”

He stared at the vertical pupils of the snake man. He could
see them staring at him from over the flat nose and the
long fangs which were now dripping venom slowly.
“Yessss,” he hissed. Samson waited until he felt the
muscles in the snake’s neck retract slightly before he
released the neck and watched as it slowly slid back onto
the shoulders of Slither.

Samson nodded to the guard who stood behind Slither. The
guard shot the other a look and shook his head before
grabbing the top strap and pulling it clear of the metal bolt.
Slither shifted his upper body forward.

Samson watched as the jacket began to be completely
removed. The snake man sent a slither up and down his
arms. They moved the way a snake’s body did. The guards
quietly left while keeping their eyes fixed on the villain.

“I’m Doctor Leonard Samson.” Samson held his hand out to



shake with Slither. The reptile eyes of Slither flicked to his
hand and watched carefully. His tongue darted out of his
mouth tasting the air; it was like he was expecting Samson
to be playing a trick.

His tongue flicked out again. One last chance to recon what
was going on before he committed to an act which could
back fire upon him. He was like a cautious animal taking a
slow step forward.

His arm slowly pressed on the table. Samson watched as
his hand spread out further and wider than a normal human
and his arm slithered across the table. His hand was poised,
his fingers extended like the fangs of a snake ready to
strike.

Slither’s fingers gently tickled across Samson’s hand.
Samson was sure to keep his hand steady and still, not to
redraw it or push it out anymore. Slither gently locked their
palms together and the two shook.

A smile crossed Samson’s lips. He had read the case reports
and videos on Slither compiled by the various sources of
the FBI, SHIELD and the psychologists who had come
across him in the years since his downward spiral had
begun. He used to be a politically minded activist (activism
to the extreme) and he had slid down to a point where he
was relying more and more upon his instincts.

In preparation for the meeting Samson had made sure to
reread some of his clinical neuro-psychology and look at
some scans of the brain. He had compiled the information
and had created his first hypothesis.

There are many ways to section up the brain, and one
method is via evolutionary advancement. The ‘fish’ part of
the brain is the earliest to evolve, it deals with the
unconscious aspects of life such as breathing, the heart
beating, and blinking. The ‘lizard’ portion of the brain
(amygdalae) is the next part to evolve. It is this part which
most animals rely on, instincts and emotions caused by the
hormones and electrical impulses raging around the body.
The ‘mammalian’ part of the brain is actually the human
part, the cortex. The place where all higher order functions
such as speech and thought take place.

Slither, while still accessing his mammalian brain, seemed
to be relying more and more upon the reptile portion of his
brain. It was this that had categorized people as lower on
the food chain than him and had made him more
animalistic in every portion of his life. It was something



which he had seen in other animal/human hybrids via
mutation or human alteration. It was something which in
many cases could be overcome or at least lessened. If he
could manage to do that it would make the entire system of
dealing with Slither easier and better for both himself and
the guards.

The spiral involved with Slither was very much linked to
labelling theory. He had looked more animal-like and his
neurology had changed a little, altering his behaviour. This
led people to treat him like an animal and so he became
more animalistic in line with their perceptions. It was a self
fulfilling prophecy.

A handshake was a very human behaviour. The fact he had
responded to the cue and then his speech as he answered
the question indicated he still had access to the cortex of
his brain. His mind had not been altered irreversibly.

“How are you finding things here? I find prisoner reports
vary from ‘cushy’ to the hardest prison time they ever
served.” Samson was sitting forward. His posture was open.
Conversation was also a very human characteristic.

“I ssspend a lot of time ssstanding ssstill.” He hissed
slightly once he had finished talking. A glance to the
apparatus he had been transported in on let Samson know
what he was talking about. “You are pssssychologissst?”

Samson nodded. “I’ll be talking to anyone who will listen
about your mistreatment…and I’ll make those listen who
don’t want to listen as well.”

“It’sss for their sssafety.” Slither nodded slowly. He stared
down at his sharp clawed hands and flexed the strong
muscle under his scaled.

“They think you’ll hurt them…do you think they’ll hurt
them?”

Slither flicked his eyes from his hands and then to Samson.
“I ate people. I wanted to chasssse them, I wanted to kill
them…I wanted to eat them.”

“So you did.” Samson nodded in time with Slither whose
hands were moving to his face. The enormity of what had
happened and the things he had done seemed to wash over
him. “You wanted to kill me earlier? You wanted to bite
me?” Slither nodded. “But you didn’t.”

“You ssstopped me.” His neck extended for a second



making him much taller before it dropped back to its normal
height.

“Then I let you go. You could have struck out at me again
at any point but you haven’t…have you stopped wanting
to?”

“No.” Slither shook his head. “I want to bite you, kill you,
eat you.”

“That’s your instinct. The little part of your brain right in the
centre. It’s telling you I’m prey. You haven’t tried to once
though. What’s stopping you?”

Slither shrugged gently. “It’s the human part of your brain.
Your conscious mind, your self control.” Samson raised his
eyebrows as if he was offering the answer to Slither and at
the same time asking a question. “You’re not an animal,
you’re human!”

Slither looked down at his scaled form again. “You’re homo
superior…even better than human.” Samson didn’t believe
for a second that a mutant was in any way superior to a
normal human but for the purposes of building up his
patient’s image of himself he was more than willing to say
it. “If being better than human doesn’t come with more
reason…more willpower or self control how can you say
you’re superior at all?”

“Homo sssuperior?” questioned Slither. He said the words
like they were familiar but long lost. “Mutant.” A smile
spread across his scaled lips cracking some flaking scales.
“I’m a mutant…The Brotherhood.”

“Does being part of the Brotherhood make you feel good?”
Slither nodded to the question. His smile was stretched
across his face further. “Why?” asked Samson.

Slither’s head tilted to the side. He seemed to be staring
into the middle distance. “Change, we were trying to make
a differencsssss. Free our brotherssss. Make a political
ssstatement.”

“I have something for you, Aaron.” Samson was sure to call
him by his given human name. He bent over slightly and
reached into the small bag he had brought with him. He
pulled out a thick red book. He slid it across the table.

Slither looked at the cover carefully and picked it up and
began to read what it said on the back. “It’s a book by
Charles Xavier, he wrote it years ago. It’s about humans



and mutants living together in harmony. I understand that
your old leader Magneto didn’t share this vision…I think
however it’s up to every man to make up their own choice.”

Slither opened the book. His finger traced the title and the
dedication on the inside page. ‘Moira’ he mouthed aloud.

“Can you do something for me?” Samson asked.

“Yess,” Slither replied. He didn’t look up from the book; he
simply turned the page.

“I don’t get much chance to discuss theories with superior
individuals so if I schedule another appointment for next
week can you read through that and we can talk about it
next time?”

Slither now looked up. “You want to talk to me…about my
opinions?” Samson nodded. Slither smiled widely “Yesss,”
he hissed.

“Would you like to go back to your cell to read the book?”

Slither nodded. He again didn’t look up. Samson hit his
button and summoned the guards in. “If you would please
guide Mr. Salomon back to his cell. Just the cuffs this time.”

The guards looked at one another. One guard moved
towards Slither who glanced up and held his wrists out.
Samson beckoned the second to him. He spoke in a hushed
voice as Slither was guided to his feet. “If he proves to be
any trouble over the next week, try and talk to him. Ask
him nicely and operate the access to his book like a
punishment and reward system…weighted towards reward.”

The guard swore mentally. He hated psychologists. “Bye,
Mister Ssssamsssson,” Slither hissed as he was lead from
the room. His head twisted and followed the book which
was being held by the guard.

Samson began to write his notes again. He flicked through
the folder on Slither and sighed. The scans of his brain
showed a shrinking in the cortex over the months of the
scans and an increase in the ‘reptile’ part of his brain.
Whatever work he had done today and would continue to
do would only be a stop-gap solution. It was this reduction
and shrinking in cortex which had led to his current state
where in many ways, especially his social skills, he was
likened to that of a child.

He sat back and closed his eyes. His absentminded hands



pushed his pens and notes together into one pile. He was
preparing himself mentally. The guard would soon be back
and would take him to his last primary visit of the day. It
had been the one he was waiting for, it was the one he’d
basically signed up for.

Doctor Leonard Samson, if anything, was an explorer. He
liked to explore the psyche of others but most of all he liked
to explore himself. He wanted to push himself to every limit
he could find and then go a little further. It had been the
reason he dosed himself with gamma rays (aside from the
want to be a hero). He liked a challenge. It was important
to him to think he could rise to any challenge. He was an
intelligent man and skilled in both psychology and physics
amongst other things but his next case promised to be one
of his most challenging.

The patient had first came to light a little over ten years
ago and since had carved himself a place in world history. It
was a place swamped in blood, torture and death, but the
fact was he would go down in history as the most prolific
serial killer the world had ever seen. His current body count
lay at 2,326.

There were no doubt more men on earth who are
responsible for more deaths than he but none would fit the
mould of a serial killer. He matched all three characteristics.
One: three or more victims…check. Two: joy gained from
the killings…check. Three: no overlying political, criminal or
work-based rational for his killings, e.g. the mafia, a
soldier, etc…check.

A gentle rap at the door made Samson open his eyes. He
swept the notes into his bag and stood up. He opened the
door to the guard who stood on the other side “He’s ready.”
Samson nodded and began to follow the guard.

The two walked in relative silence through the prison. They
walked along corridors and up stairs. They passed several
check points manned by guards in which both their IDs
were checked and they passed through manually locked
gates.

It took around fifteen minutes to traverse the corridors and
stairways of the prison until they reached his cell.

His cell consisted of a single bed, a toilet, a sink and a small
plastic chair. A small stack of books in both English and a
foreign language sat in the corner of the room. The cell was
brilliantly lit. All around the outside of the cell were strip



lights sunk into the ceiling. They were humming gently.

The truth was they were not lights but rather power
dampeners which were linked to the manacle he was forced
to wear on his wrist at all times. He was standing upright in
the middle of his cell. It was disconcerting to see.

“Good afternoon, Mister Samson.” The prisoner smiled as
he spoke. His voice was flat and had a thick European
accent.

“Good Afternoon, Mister Killgrave.” Samson pulled up the
chair the stationary guard outside the cell had been sitting
on and turned it to face Killgrave in his cell. He waved the
guards away. “I’m here today to talk…”

To Be Continued…
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Doc Samson sat on a metal folding chair facing the cell
which contained the villain and mass murderer known as
The Purple Man. He was here in line with his new job as
head psychologist at The Vault prison. He had no sooner
arrived and introduced himself that The Purple Man began
to speak.

“We shall begin with 1997, a particularly good year for
myself,” The Purple Man cut in. “You should be prepared to
take lots of notes.”

Samson watched Killgrave’s face carefully. It betrayed no
hint of a smile or a discomforting gesture at being placed
before the psychologist. His eyes stared directly at Samson
but also seemed to be looking through him. When the
purple skinned man began to talk it was obvious this was
because he was casting his mind back. “On January the
third I ordered a limo driver to drive me around town, I met
two beautiful women and they ‘decided’ to join me…oh, the
fun we had. The limo driver drove them all into the docks
when he was done.”

Samson scribbled it down. There were numerous cases
which the police and government suspected Killgrave to be
involved with but had no evidence. Anything Samson could
provide would help greatly. A side note of a case to look at
next to his psychological evaluation would not hurt.

40 minutes later…

“I made her bite her own tongue off...Her brother and I had



sex with her dead…”

“I think that’s enough for today, Zebediah.” Samson
stopped Purple Man in his tracks. He talked non-stop about
the things he had made people do for nearly an hour. His
stomach had turned more times than a washing machine,
yet he hadn’t shown it at all. He was stoic and calm as he
stared at the sick and twisted Purple Man. “You mentioned
earlier about your first kill as The Purple Man. Was it
enjoyable?”

Killgrave smiled as the memory trickled through his mind.
“It was glorious…so simple. ‘Slit your own throat.’” Even
with the dampeners on his voice was commanding.

“What about before? You grew up in Croatia, joined the
army and then worked as a spy. Surely you killed someone
in all that time? Did you find those experiences enjoyable?”

Purple Man grimaced. “No,” he shook his head. His face
seemed to indicate that he had a bad taste in his mouth. “I
used guns mostly. Aim, flex your finger…it’s pitiful. A gun is
man’s most abhorrent invention. No matter how much they
evolve all they do is find a quicker and more accurate way
of pushing a piece of metal through the air. No room for
growth.”

“You talked about when.” Samson paused for a second and
flicked through the notes he’d been taking. “June 12th,
1998, you forced a man to ‘blow his own brains out’. He
used a gun. What’s so different?”

“It just is. You wouldn’t understand.”

“Help me to understand. Do you enjoy the killing or is it the
order to kill?”

Purple Man stared at Samson. He was now looking solely at
the green haired psychologist, he didn’t stare through him.
He was solid for the first time since he walked into the
room. Someone worth noticing. “I wouldn’t say it’s the
order.”

“Rather the obeying? Is that why you don’t like to talk about
your time before you became the Purple Man?” Samson was
forging forward with the questions. He preferred to sit back
and let the patient open to him but he could see that was
not happening with Purple Man. He was most definitely
talking and telling him things but they were just facts and
surface thoughts. He wasn’t opening up, just bragging.



Purple Man stared. He gave no indication that what Samson
was saying was correct. “Would you mind if we talked a
little about your life before hand?”

“In 1999 I killed twenty people. Eleven of which was as the
clock ticked down to the year 2000.Wouldn’t you rather
hear about that? The police don’t know it was me.”

“That portion of the session is over for the day. I’m not your
biographer, I’m your psychotherapist.”

“What makes you think I need psychotherapy? I’ve been
given the power to get exactly what I want. Everything I
want. No one…no one! On earth has ever had this ability.
What makes you think others…you wouldn’t do the exact
same thing? What makes you think that I’m not perfectly
sane.”

Samson nodded. What he was saying was true. If you
looked at people who went from having nothing to having
everything, such as celebrities, they would explode. They do
things which seem insane to normal people and it’s because
of the fact they seem to be able to do anything. “There are
two things. First of all your daughter. ‘Persuasion’ has your
powers and uses them to help people. She doesn’t get
everything she wants. She works for things rather than
demands them…she’s not in prison.”

Killgrave grimaced. He had no retort for the point. He did
not like to lose control of the conversation.

“The second point is humans aren’t designed to get
everything we want. We are meant to struggle and work for
everything. It’s the way our brains work. A large percentage
of healthy adults die shortly after retirement when they
have nothing to work for. Forty-eight percent of lottery
winners were happier before their win…look at all the
celebrity breakdowns. Now having the power to get
anything and everything must be hard on you.” Samson
couldn’t believe he was trying to spin Purple Man into the
mould of a victim.

The Purple Man was silent. He still wasn’t opening up any
more. If anything since Samson had confronted him with
the last thing he had retreated more inside of himself.
“Growing up in Yugoslavia…which is now Croatia?” Purple
Man nodded. “It must have been very hard. It was a war
torn country split along so many ethnic and social lines. The
curfews and the rationing, being bossed about by soldiers.
For someone who obviously enjoys power so much enlisting
in the army seems an odd choice. They’re very strict on you



following their orders.”

“There are very few ways of gaining power from poverty. I
had to follow orders but I gave them to the civilians. Any
power is better than being powerless, being powerless is
being nothing.”

“So when you got your powers, when you gained these
abilities you started to use them and abuse them. Half of
the things you think up now are simply because you can?
You get little enjoyment from the act but immense amounts
from them obeying you as you give the orders.”

Purple Man laughed gently. He had never been figured out
by someone so well. It crystallized everything about himself
in his mind. The other psychologists in the past had
categorized him as a psychopath or a sociopath and in truth
he was. He liked the power and control and didn’t mind
hurting people at all but it was not the death or the torture
he enjoyed but rather the control. He did not use his powers
as a means to an end but in fact their very use was the end
he aimed for. “I’ve had enough for the day,” yawned Purple
Man. The side of him which Samson had just seen was
brushed away as his cover of being cold and calculating was
reasserted.

He moved to his bunk and lay down with his back towards
Samson. Samson tried to talk to him for a few minutes but
Purple Man didn’t even bother to reply. “I’ll see you in a
week,” said Samson as he stood up and walked away from
the cell.

An hour later…

Doc Samson flicked through the stations on his car radio
looking for the weather report. The grey clouds rolling
through the sky above him did not look good. He was
talking into his Dictaphone as he went, recording thoughts
on his cases.

He had one more call to make before he would head back to
his office and upload the information from his recording
devices and the notes he had taken on paper into his
computer and filing system for him to look over later.

He sighed and ran his thick tree trunk fingers through his
long green hair and then moved down to loosen his tie. He
had had a mixed day. His therapy sessions with The Vulture
and Purple Man could have gone better. He, in both cases,
had managed to shed some light onto a reason for their
behaviour (though he knew it was likely there would be



many more). He had not been able to even begin to curb
their tendencies and both had shut him out completely so
he would basically have to start from scratch (if not further
back) during their next session. Slither on the other hand
had been a wonderful success…for the moment. He had
gotten to the route of the problem and created a system of
control but it was only a short term solution. Eventually
Slither would be uncontrollable.

It was hard for Samson. He had never been any good at
separating himself from his job and creating a buffer as
most psychologists and doctors must. He was excellent at
putting on the calm and stoic façade. The things which
Purple Man had told him however would keep him up
tonight. He knew the thoughts of what he could do should
any of the villains he treats get out and what they would do
would keep him worrying all night. He wished there was
another way, he wished he could effect real change in the
behaviour of these super criminals but giving real change
can take years of regular meetings. That however was
impossible with the lifestyles they led.

His last client whose house he was pulling up to however
was different. He had known his patient for about six years
now and had watched him change and grow as a person.
Doc Samson liked to think that he in some ways helped to
shape him.

He was not actually his psychologist but had rather been
hired as a mentor for the ‘precocious young scamp’. The
people in charge of the project had decided that given his
abilities and skills as a psychologist plus his strong character
and relatable qualities Samson was the perfect mentor.

The house was a two story affair. White picket fence and
front and back gardens both covered with green lawn grass.
It had been bought and paid for by SHIELD as the perfect
hiding place whilst still being able to fit in with the
suggestions by Samson for the well being of his patient.

Samson pulled onto the drive and exited his car. He left his
notes and briefcase in the car and with a flick of his wrist
tossed his tie and jacket onto the back-seat. He rolled up
his shirt sleeves to reveal his bulging muscles under it and
undid the few top buttons to reveal his red T-shirt below.

He was about to go and knock on the front door when he
saw the form of his patient peer from around the back of
the house. He was in the back garden; it was unusual, to
say the least.



“Amadeus?” questioned Samson as he walked along the wall
past the window to the kitchen and into the back garden.
Amadeus Cho sat on a lawn chair leaning over a table as he
tinkered with something with a screwdriver.

“Hey, Doc.” Cho didn’t look up. “Just working on the gravity
null projector. Mom’s thrown me out while she tidies my
workshop…I’ve tried to tell her it’s supposed to be like that
but she just won’t listen. Do you think I should have SHIELD
come down and have a word with her?”

“I don’t think that would be such a good idea.” Samson
pulled out the chair opposite and sat down across from
Amadeus.

“Yeah, if I get my mom arrested you’d probably jump in and
accuse me of having an Oedipal complex or
something…though that would be a reverse Oedipal
complex.”

“Why don’t you stop work for a few minutes and talk to me.
I was just coming through and thought I’d drop in.”

“Been to the Vault? I know we’re on the way to your office
from the Vault.” Amadeus didn’t stop his work and he didn’t
look up.

“Yes, it’s been a trying day so I thought I’d come and see
my favourite boy genius. You know how seeing the eighth
smartest human on the planet brightens my day.”

“Seventh. I refined the test procedure…I’m the seventh
smartest.” Amadeus spoke with no hint of pride in his voice.
It was simply a fact to him.

“I still find it astounding you can make such claims. There
are several forms…”

“Yes, yes there are several forms like music and art as well
as science, but I’m talking real intellect. Biology. Chemistry.
Physics.” Amadeus looked up now at Samson.

“You seeing if I’m upset that you didn’t mention
psychology? I’m not, trust me, I know some of the other
seven smartest people on the planet but they need social
skills…something I have in abundance.” He laughed gently,
Amadeus didn’t seem to share the joke.

“I would have included it but it’s not a real science. You use
some scientific methods but there are no answers. Social
psychology, biological, cognitive…they all give different



answers for the same problems and all show support. There
can only be one answer.”

Samson’s hand moved across the table and pulled the
device Amadeus was working on away from him. “Take a
break,” he ordered. Amadeus flicked his eyes from the
machine to Samson.

“I have to get it finished. I’ve got the head of the
department breathing down my neck…You can’t imagine the
stress I’m under. You know what stress can do, Johnsson
1987 shows how…”

“You’ve been reading up on psychology?” Samson raised his
eyebrow and gently rubbed his chin. “I thought it held no
interest for you.”

“I just read a few books. Thought I’d give it a shot. How
does it make you feel that I may take an interest in what
you do like you do in my work?” Amadeus sat back in his
chair.

“This isn’t going to work, y’know? I couldn’t care less if you
want to pay attention or not. I also have no interest in your
work…I do however have an interest in you.”

“That should have worked,” Amadeus sat forward. “I did
everything, flattered you, asked open questions…See?
Psychology is stupid.”

“It didn’t work because the knowledge isn’t enough. It took
years of practice for me to perfect the skills needed. It’s not
like science when it’s exactly the same for everyone. So
have you been reading up on psychology for this stupid little
game?” Samson sat forward. Amadeus reclined into the
chair away from the Doc. “Or is it because you couldn’t
stand for me to know more about something than you?
You’ve always been the smartest, did meeting someone who
knew more about something than you…something you
couldn’t grasp, make you want to learn more than me?”

“You don’t know what it’s like. Everyone else just has to try
their hardest and do their best but I have to be the best. It’s
everything I am…I’m the best. That’s why SHIELD gave us
this house, why they pay me…why they hired you to mentor
me and keep me sane under all the stress.”

“Cut the crap, Amadeus!” Samson’s voice was raised. He
pushed his hand down on the table, crushing the projector
he had been working on. Amadeus just stared at the broken
contraption. “You could build one of these in an afternoon,



you can spend an hour a day working and more than keep
up with the workload your bosses at SHIELD give you. I
know, I vet the programmes they have for you.”“That’s not
true, I…”

“You saw me going to crush this…why didn’t you yell out?
When it was done, why didn’t you seem to care? It’s nothing
to you. All of this is a stupid game to you to show you’re
smarter than me. I saw you peer around the corner, I saw
you watching for me and all the little cues your body
language was giving off when you were trying to
‘concentrate.’”

Amadeus shifted uncomfortably. He folded his arms and
turned his body ever so slightly away. He probably didn’t
even realise he was doing it but it was an unconscious
reaction.

“All of this is just to prove you’re smarter than me. Guess
what? You are. You can grasp concepts I never will. It would
take me the rest of my life to study science to the level you
have now and that’s if I ever made it. Psychology isn’t all
about science and facts. You need interaction, practice…you
need to live a life before you can look at another’s. You’ve
spent most of your life in labs and with your head in books,
not out there.” Samson motioned to the garden and the
surrounding houses. “Why do you think I advised they
based you here instead of a science installation?”

Amadeus shrugged. “So what now? You going to quit like
my other mentors?”

“I’m going to call SHIELD.” Samson stood up and reached in
his pocket for his cell and walked away from Amadeus. He
began to speak just as he got out of ear shot of the boy.

He returned exactly three minutes later by his count.
“SHIELD will be by in an hour to confiscate your equipment
and work.” Samson sat down as he spoke.

“WHAT?!” Amadeus stood up instantly as he yelled making
the two look like they were on some odd see-saw. “You
can’t take my work away! I can’t believe SHIELD is even
allowing this.”

“Let me finish…” Samson held up his hand to silence the
boy. “You’re bored and it’s understandable. Everything
you’re doing for SHIELD is too simple for you.”

“So give me something challenging!” Amadeus yelled. He
still couldn’t understand why they were taking his



equipment. Samson’s hand rose again to silence the boy.

“I am.” He smiled. “I have SHIELD’s upper most clearance
in relation to your well being and what I say goes. They’re
enrolling you now in the local high school for a period of six
months. You will in that time undertake no extra
assignments from SHIELD. Once the six months are over
we’ll review.”

“High school?” Amadeus was almost lost for words. “Top
level science experiments aren’t challenging enough but
high school is? Can we get a second opinion here, Doc?”

“You’re going to school for the social interaction not the
work. Have you ever played soccer? Been to a dance? Asked
a girl out?” Amadeus sat down and he shook his head.

“All of these things are part of life, six months of high school
and I think you’ll be ready to psychoanalyse with the best of
them…even if you never think about psychology again you
might learn something. We both know you’re the seventh
smartest person in the world but for the next six months
you’re about to find out that it may not be the best thing in
the world for you. Wolves in the wild smell fear and the
wolves in high school smell brains. I want you to put that
brain of yours to the test, a real challenge for you. Be
average, be like everyone else, be normal…Six months
down the line you can go back to being your exceptional
self.”

Amadeus stared for awhile at the smiling face of Samson
who was smiling at the young lad. “I don’t know how to be
normal.”

Samson’s gentle smile burst into a huge grin. This had been
the first time he had ever gotten Amadeus to admit he
didn’t know something. Like he had explained to Purple Man
earlier in the day, people need sometimes not to get
everything their own way…not to be perfect, not to be the
smartest. “First thing you need to know is bathrooms.”

“Bathrooms?” questioned Amadeus.

“If there is a urinal free then never use the cubicle…it looks
weird. Never use a urinal if there’s someone at the next
one. If there’s no one at a urinal always use the one
furthest from the door.”

“You’re kidding, right? What does that have to do with
anything important?”



Samson smiled at sat back. “Try breaking the rules, see how
people look at you. Second rule…never eat the mystery
meat!”

A little while later, the offices of Doctor Leonard Samson…

The offices Samson had taken over a few years earlier from
a law firm were in a three storey brownstone in an up and
coming sector of the city. The floor below him belonged to a
security firm and the one below that a dance studio. The
entire west side of the building looked out over a small
portion of the park.

He and Amadeus had talked as he ran over the basic
survival guide to high school until SHIELD arrived and
Amadeus had to show them how to safely transport several
of his machines. All the way back to his office he had
wondered if high school had changed much and how
prepared Amadeus was. He thought he’d do fine.

Leonard opened the door at the bottom of his building. He
swung it open and could already hear the gentle twinkling of
the music which accompanied the youth ballet class.

He hummed along gently as he climbed the dark brown
stairs to the side of the entrance to the studio. They led him
first past the security firm’s offices. Their frosted glass door
looked like a detective’s from an old black and white noir
film. He continued up the stairs.

The stairs led directly into the wide hall to his offices which
doubled as a waiting room. It was lined with some green
leather chairs where people could sit and wait either for
their appointment to start or for whomever they were
picking up or dropping off. A large coffee table sat in the
centre and magazines were spread out next to the small
coffee machine. The walls were decorated with photographs
of Samson meeting some of the world’s best superheroes.

He reached into his pocket and fished for his keys. He pulled
them from his pocket with a jingle and pushed them into the
lock of his door and with a turn of the key opened…

BOOOOOOM!!!!

The street outside was covered in pieces of broken glass
and wood as the interior of Doctor Samson’s office exploded
outwards to the street below. The flames from the explosion
licked the top of the building as the thick black smoke
billowed out.



To Be Continued…
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Doctor Leonard Samson was a cultured and educated
man.He liked many of the finer things in life like a well
cooked gourmet meal or a fine symphony when he was in
the mood but in many ways he was a simple man with
simple tastes. He could also tend to be a man with simple
reactions.

When he returns to his office only to find it rigged with
some sort of explosion, which sets him on fire and blows
him through a wall and clear out of the building into the
street, his reaction is quite understandably anger.

Samson stood up from where he lay in the street. He
pushed himself from the crumpled car which he had landed
on bending the metal even more with his huge fists. He
grabbed the remaining pieces of cloth from his shirt which
lay across his body and pulled it clear in one motion. He
cast a quick glance at his huge muscular chest where there
were some scorch marks but he seemed unharmed.

Thank God for Gamma radiation, he thought to himself.

His eyes were already surveying the damage that had been
done to his life. Flames licked the top of the windowsills
from his third floor office. The brownstone around the
window was already scorched black. The billowing black
cloud of smoke was sweeping dramatically to the sky.

“HELP!!!” Samson recognised the voice despite its alarmed
tone and over the roaring of the fire. It was the voice of
Madame DeBoville, the portly red head who ran the dancing
academy two floors beneath his office. His eyes moved to



the large lightly frosted windows of her studio. He couldn’t
see clearly but he could make out her large orange beehive
hairdo and the shapes of several of the children at the
studio.

He wasted no time as he sprinted across the street. There
were no cars to dodge thanks to those who had screeched
to a stop on seeing a flaming superhero exploding out of a
building. He covered his face as he leapt through the glass
window.

The children inside screamed and ran away as he exploded
through, sending tiny fragments of glass shattering across
the dance hall floor. “Samson!” cried Madame DeBoville.
“Quickly girls, leave your things and stay together!” she
commanded the girls.

“Is everyone okay?” Samson checked the room briefly from
where he stood, he couldn’t see anyone else it seemed all of
the girls had left the building safely.

“Were fine but we couldn’t get out. Whatever happened
upstairs demolished the stairs and they’re blocking the door.
I don’t know how Mr. Lennox will get out.”

“See to yourself and keep your girls safe,” Leonard said,
nodding. His hand was pressed onto her back as he guided
her from the wreckage of the building and onto the street.
There was a large crowd gathering now on the other side of
the street. A line of girls in ballet uniforms formed the front
line. Samson could hear the sirens of police, fire engines
and ambulances heading his way thanks to someone who
had seen the explosion.

Samson turned his back to the crowd. He tilted his head up
and glanced up at the next floor. He bent his knees and
then quickly straightened them as he leapt into the air.

Doc Samson had many things in common with the man who
helped create him (as he had helped create the man…he’d
spent a while trying to get his mind around the psychology
involved in that one), The Hulk. A prestigious leaping ability
was just one of such things. He kicked out his legs and
thrust his hands forward crushing concrete with both blows,
meaning he was able to create his own hand and foot holes
to cling to.

Relaxing his arms and bending his legs gave him a clear
view into the office of Jack Lennox. It was a medium sized
security firm that ran private security for a couple of banks



and a number of stores and supermarkets.

Lennox himself was ex-army. He was a big guy. “Not as big
as you huh?” he had said when he first met Samson. He
was currently pinned under the smashed remnants of his
desk. A large portion of flaming debris from the floor above
had collapsed down. In the corner was a young intern he’d
taken in recently. He’d been in the building for such a short
time that Leonard, who often took an active interest in
people, had not managed to catch the man’s name.

Leonard tossed himself through the window with no trouble.
He shielded his mouth with the back of his arm and wished
for a second he’d kept hold of his ragged shirt. He was
super strong and had a much lower vulnerability level than
a normal man but smoke inhalation would take him down
just as quick as anyone else. “Is there anyone else here?”
Samson looked to the teenager in the corner whilst he set
about shifting the debris from on top of Lennox.

“No, everyone’s gone home; there’s just the two of us,” he
coughed violently for a second.

“Relax I’m going to get you out.” Samson turned his
attention back to Lennox. He grabbed hold of the desk as he
tried to avoid the flaming wreckage from above which
littered the room. The flames licked up against him, the pain
tore through his arms. The weight of the debris itself was
not much to him and so it shifted relatively easily. When the
debris shifted it clunked to the floor loudly. There was a loud
creaking from above followed by another piece of flaming
debris which bounced loudly against a supporting joist
causing the whole room to shake.

Samson hoisted Lennox onto his shoulder easily. He knew
moving an injured man could be dangerous but in the
current situation it was much more dangerous to leave him.

“Take my hand.” Samson stretched out his long muscular
arm through the smoke and the fire to the boy. He looked
up as the ceiling creaked again; there was nothing above
him but fire.

“I can’t…the fire.” The kid was obviously scared. Terror in
such a life threatening situation was to be expected. It was
important in times of high stress and crisis situations such
as this to try and keep people calm. The survival instincts in
the brain are going crazy as it’s telling you to run but
another is trying to keep away from the fire. What’s needed
is an overriding voice to guide them and this most usually



appeals to their higher consciousness with calming reason.

“TAKE MY HAND NOW!” screamed Samson. There were
exceptions to the rule however and an intimidating factor
worked nicely. It was a technique often used in the army.
Drill it into them with constant commands and yelling for
what seem like simple things during training and then when
you’re out in the field no matter how terrified they are they
will respond to the orders of a commanding officer. He felt
the kid’s grip around his hand a second later. He returned
the grip and burst into a short sprint before leaping clear.

There was a scream from the crowd as Samson exploded
from the second floor. He landed near the opposite curb and
took the shock of the impact as he landed so his
‘passengers’ wouldn’t have to.

The screaming sirens that hurtled around the corner let him
know that the backup had arrived.

An Hour later…

“Alright what’s going on here?” Stacy Dolan tossed the
cigarette she was smoking on the floor and gently rubbed it
out with her foot. She scratched her arm gently in the
location of her nicotine patch. She was trying to give them
up but the fact was she had an addictive personality. She
had however managed to get it down to one in the morning,
lunch and after her evening meal, she also allowed herself
one when starting a new case. New cases were also an
addiction, and old cases…in short she was a workaholic.

Stacy was a detective in the Post Human division of the
NYPD. It was by far the quickest growing department in the
city if not the country. Stacy herself had been responsible
for several high profile cases involving super human
individuals.

Her brown hair was tied roughly behind her head and was in
a terrible state. She’d spent the night with her on again/off
again late night call Detective Jason Mallory. Mallory was a
sometimes bed partner and an all of the time asshole. It
twisted in her stomach that she’d spent yet another night
with him. He was attractive and when they were together
and not talking it was great but as soon as he opened his
mouth she just needed to get out of his presence or punch
him.

This fight or flight response usually reserved for cornered
animals was the reason Stacy was currently wearing the
previous day’s modestly crumpled clothes, had greasy hair



and was lacking even her usual minimum amount of
makeup. Mallory had slapped her ass and she just had to
get out of his company regardless of what she looked like.

The man who answered her question was a uniform
detective. He was a young blonde good looking guy who
obviously had stuck to the NYPD fitness regime, he had abs
you could bounce a quarter off and they could be seen
clearly through his uniform. Stacy panned her eyes back up
to his face. He blushed slightly as he seemed to notice
getting checked out by his superior. “Explosion,” he said as
he jerked his thumb up at the burnt out building which was
still smoking.

Stacy flicked her eyes to the building and back. “I noticed
that little detail, a member of the post human division was
called because?” The young cop was obviously a rookie.

“Oh! It’s the office of Doc Samson…y’know, big green-haired
guy.” The uniform mimed the height of Samson with his
hand.

Dolan nodded, she’d never met him but had read one or two
of his reports on criminals she’d ran into. She’d even seen
him giving expert testimony at a case…or at least been in
the same room with him and heard his voice. Her entire
attention at the time was focused on staring at the cyborg
freak whom she’d tracked down and arrested for the murder
and mutilation of his ex-girlfriend. She’d of course taken a
dislike to him but it was nothing personal; she hated all
psychologists on principle.

“We’ve taken statements from the eye-witnesses and the
Doc’s over there. He said you might want to talk to him.
He’s a real nice guy, not like a lot of other celebs. Gave me
his autograph and we chatted.” the guy motioned to the
back of the ambulance where Dolan could see a wave of
green hair. He stopped talking as she glared at him. There
are many women who have the stereotypical ‘come to bed’
eyes down pat. Stacy was one of them but she also had the
much rarer talent of ‘go to bed!’ eyes. The uniform looked
anxious and then walked away as Stacy strode past him.

She rubbed both of her hands across her face. She couldn’t
believe she’d stared at the guy’s abs. It seemed recently
that the cigarettes and alcohol she’d given up had been
replaced by yet another vice, sex addiction.

You’re a jackass! she told herself before mentally swearing.
That’s it, you’ve had enough, hit the showers you’re off men
from now on. You’re not even going to find any attractive



anymore!

“Yo, Doc Samson?” She’d lost sight of the green hair and so
shouting for him seemed to be the reasonable thing to
do…obviously not influenced by her mood in the slightest.

“That’s me.” The huge form of Doc Samson lifted up from
his one knee where he’d bent to sign another autograph for
one of the little girls from the ballet class who had yet to be
picked up. He’d been keeping her company and talking
about Dora the Explorer.

Stacy stared. Samson’s chest was almost as large as her
car. He made Arnie look like Pee Wee Herman. His long
green hair lay across his shoulders and lined his muscular
form perfectly. She’d also never noticed how tall he was,
she’d seen photos but generally he was in the shot with The
Hulk so he looked a lot smaller.

“Are you okay?” Samson asked. Stacy had been staring in
silence for a few seconds. She swore at herself mentally.

“Detective Stacy Dolan, I understand it was your premises
which were destroyed rather than you just happening by
and getting involved?” It sounded like a dumb question to
most but the majority of time if there was a superhuman
witness he’d just happened by.

“Yes, I came back and opened the door. There must have
been some sort of incendiary device triggered to the door.”

“Or a superhuman with explosive powers of some kind,”
Dolan added off hand. Half of the time she wasn’t even
aware she was doing so. She just now naturally gave
superhuman possibilities to crimes.

Samson smiled gently; it wasn’t often he found someone,
especially a police officer, who would think outside their
normal parameters. “True,” he added with a nod.

“Do you have any enemies who might hold a grudge and be
out to get you?” Dolan had taken out her note book and was
prepped to write down some notes.

Samson sniggered and then hid it away when he noticed
Dolan’s ‘go to bed!’ look. “Detective, I’m a superhero…much
to my chagrin sometimes these days. We seem to attract
enemies, probably something to do with being Type A
personalities and drawing attention to ourselves. We
become targets.”



“Anyone in particular? Anyone out of the usual rogues
gallery recently? Arch-nemesis?” She hated using the stupid
terms gleamed from her brother’s comic books in her youth
but they were more recognisable than the official police
codes for these relatively underused ideas.

Samson thought for a second. He ran through a list of his
‘rogues’ in his mind. Abomination, Leader, MODOK…Hulk.
The Leader came close because of the technology but it was
unlikely. Samson sighed as he thought how he obviously
hadn’t been big enough a superhero to rub the criminals up
the wrong way. He seemed to just get Bruce’s cast offs. He
luckily didn’t mind as much as some other heroes because
he’d put that life behind him, he had realised it was a stupid
dream and got on with his other one of helping people
through psychology rather than lifting heavy things. “I’m a
psychologist. I work with half of the villains in rehabilitation
or the penal system. I’ve likely rubbed a lot of them the
wrong way.”

“Any recent escapees or relapses who would go to this
level?”

“I was there today and nothing was mentioned. Their
escape record is exemplary under the new regime,” Samson
watched as Dolan scribbled something down. He wondered
what it was for a second. He smiled as he caught himself,
he suddenly understood what some of his patients may
have felt like.

“Okay,” Dolan scribbled down that he wasn’t very helpful.
Maybe he wasn’t such a squeaky clean hero as he appeared
to be? Perhaps he knew something more and was impeding
the investigation on purpose. “I understand you’ve had a
traumatic day and so I’ll let you go home and have a
shower and change your clothes and you can come down to
the station tomorrow to run through anything else.”

Samson thought briefly about the rapid decline in memory
traces following traumatic events and the detrimental effect
of time on the accuracy of eye witness testimony but he
kept it to himself. He knew how people hated him coming
across so intellectual and having a bit of ‘know it all-ness’.
He was however forced to interrupt.

“I was hoping, if it wasn’t too much trouble, could one of
your officers give me a ride to a hotel. My apartment is
being fumigated…cockroach invasion and I was bunking
down with most of my possessions in the backroom of my
office.” Samson’s hand pushed through his long flowing hair
as he blushed. Dolan thought for a second and nodded.



“Sorry you had another question?”

“Yes, did you notice anything strange when you returned to
your…home?” Stacy did enjoy getting ‘one over’ on
superheroes and psychologists so this was a red letter day
for her.

“Other than the explosion?” Samson noted her tone. His
sarcastic tone was intended. He did however worry if he’d
came across sounding slightly dumb

“Yes, other than the explosion, a smell or a noise anything
of that sort?” Dolan made a mental note that maybe you
don’t have to be that bright to be a celebrated
psychologist…she liked that idea. Samson thought for a
second and shook his head. “Right, I’ll get your ride and I’ll
see you in the morning down at the station. I’ve got a few
more people to talk to here so I’ll see if I can rake anything
else up to help the case.”

“Excuse me?” the voice was a thick gruff voice. Samson
turned to the smaller (as most are) man behind him. He
was a fireman, a middle aged man with a large moustache.
One or two others stood behind him. “We found this in the
building…damnedest thing is it was untouched. We’ve taken
a sample for the police but we figured you’d want it.” The
fireman held out a piece of cloth.

Samson took the cloth. He was a bit unsure of what was
going on until it fell open in his loose grip. He smiled. “Reed,
you genius,” he held up the red T-shirt which sported a
small yellow thunderbolt in the centre made of unstable
molecules. He stretched his arms above his head as he
pulled the T-shirt down. Stacy quickly glanced at his body
and swore at herself mentally again.

She turned and began to walk away. She’d gotten
everything she needed. “Hey wait!” Samson cried after her
making her stop. “I’d like to help, if someone is out to get
me chances are they’ll make another attempt…it’s what
super villains do. I’d rather be looking for them than wait for
them to come after me and put others in harms way.”

Stacy rolled her eyes and was very careful to be finished
before she turned around. “I appreciate the offer but we
don’t need civilians traipsing through the investigation.
You’re more likely to hinder us.”

Samson exhaled shortly. He’d hoped there was another way
he could go about this but it seemed she didn’t want his
help. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to deal myself in on this



one. I’m an agent of SHIELD…I don’t have my card because
of the explosion but I can get the relevant documents faxed
over. I’m empowered to perform investigations into events
which I believe could endanger the public and could use my
expertise.” Samson thumbed to the building “I’d say this
falls into that category.”

“Then start your investigation…and I’ll do mine.” Stacy was
trying to keep her temper under control. She was a
detective and he most certainly wasn’t. It didn’t help that he
was a superhero. He was a psychologist which she didn’t
like and now it turned out he was the sort of federal agent
who buts into police investigations…that’s something she
really didn’t like.

“I suggest you’d call your superior.” Samson really did hate
doing this but it’s what he thought would be best. If
someone was hurt because of a villain aiming for him that
he could have stopped with a more active role he’d never
forgive himself.

Stacy held up her finger and swore mentally again, this one
almost reached her lips. Her hand moved for her phone and
the bosses’ emergency line was dialled.

Samson watched as she talked on the phone and then
moved out of hearing range and began to shout and swear
into the phone. Samson smiled at her fire. He waited
patiently as she came back over. “Looks like we’re partners
for this one. I’m working on two possible leads. This is
either an attack directed at you or an attack on
superheroes…You’re ‘retired’ living publicly and wouldn’t be
expecting it. You could just be the first target.” She
motioned to the side and the two began walking.

Samson paused. He hadn’t thought that the attack could not
have been about him. He felt a little embarrassed that he
hadn’t been able to take the focus off of himself and think
outside of the box at a larger picture. That’s what he was
supposed to do. He guessed he hadn’t distanced himself
from the characteristics of a superhero as he thought he
did. “I did think they could be trying to cover something up,
destroy my files rather than me.” He was trying to save
some face.

“Possible but given the evidence it’s unlikely. If they were
just trying to destroy your research or files and they’d
already gained access to your office slash house what’s to
stop them just destroying them instantly. Even if they didn’t
know where the file was located the chances of their
destructive plan acting out just as you turned the key are



infinitesimally small.”

“I thought you were a superhero cop. Infinitesimally small
probabilities occurring are something we deal with every
day. Reed Richards took a space flight and it pretty much
spelt the end for Occam’s Razor. Superhero Occam’s razor
actually works in reverse. The most complex answer is
probably right.” Samson smiled at several people as they
crossed the street and waved. He was a public figure and if
people were going to take an interest in him it was only
right he was friendly back whenever possible.

“Screw Occam’s razor, this is cop physics. The simplest
answer is most probably going to be the right one. Close
family members are the prime suspects in cases for a
reason. You the chief?” Dolan flashed her badge as she
approached the man in the fire fighters uniform. He was an
older man with grey hair poking out from under his helmet.
His face was stained black with carbon. He nodded.

“Any leads?” Dolan looked at Samson and he shot her an
embarrassed look back. They’d both realised he sounded
like a tool who’d seen too many cop shows. He hadn’t
meant it to sound like it had, he’d done this a hundred times
before in his line of work and liaised with police in both his
professional and super capacity but for some reason he was
now aware he was sounding a little stupid.

“It’s getting late and too dark to search so were going to
call it off and post guards until morning and look again. So
far there’s not a damn thing. No unusual chemicals,
mechanisms, bomb like devices. It’s as if the explosion just
happened from no where…there doesn’t even seem to be
enough fuel in the entire place for an explosion of that
magnitude.” The chief shrugged, he’d been in the business
for years and this was something new to him.

“You think it could have been superhuman in origin?” Dolan
asked. The chief was an expert on fire in its various forms.
If something there was another explanation or if this was an
unnatural event he’d know.

The chief thought for a second. It seemed like many others
he’d in some respects bound all the super humans together
in attitude and was trying not to offend Samson with
something he was about to say…usually what came next
was either highly offensive or so mild Samson wouldn’t have
even noticed it without the extra scrutiny of the person
speaking. Samson could barely blame him, he’d studied the
phenomenon and even experienced it himself back when he
was a ‘normal’ man and had his first run in with the Hulk. It



was more than normal for a person to be a little nervous
around those who go beyond what is usually considered
possible.

Samson was very aware that his eyes slipped unconsciously
to Dolan. She seemed to have none of the usual
characteristics normal humans gave off around super
humans. The closest came probably anger which was often
shown by those who felt threatened or jealous of the super
humans but instead of anger it seemed to be only a mild
annoyance. She had none of the usual moments as she
checked wording of sentences in her head to avoid insults
but still seemed to lack the look of awe or celebrity worship
that most had. She seemed comfortable if not completely
ambivalent to the presence of him despite his impossible
stature.

“I wouldn’t like to say for definite without some more
evidence.” The chief shrugged. Dolan continued to stare at
him. It was obvious she’d wanted a more committed
answer. “It could be. I don’t know all the rules.
Conventional wisdom says there isn’t enough fuel for an
explosion that size but I don’t know about no mutants or
whatever, they might have their own fuel. I don’t know how
hot they can burn either.”

Samson thought how most of the physical rules he’d ever
studied had been broken by at least one super powered
being he knew or had heard of. “Why’s the heat important?”

“Wood’s been scorched before the flames got to it. The burn
pattern shows a high heat source but not flames. So you
opened the door which triggers the heat…which was the
explosion as the air got superheated and then the fire
started as it all began to burn.”

Dolan’s eyes flicked up to Samson’s face. She was still
toying with the idea that he knew more than he was letting
on. He looked concerned…or was concentrating. She
couldn’t tell which. It didn’t help that she was second
guessing herself. This guy was a trained professional in
body language, facial expressions and behaviour in general.
She didn’t know how much he could hide or double bluff
her.

“Thanks, we’ll be in touch in the morning to see if anything
else turns up,” she said. The two shook the hand of the
chief and turned to walk away. “Ring any bells? Any villains
you can think of who can produce that amount of heat?”

“There’s a few. Crossed paths with one or two but can’t



think of a reason to single me out or have a vendetta with
me.” Samson shook his head.

“So we’re back to either a new player on the scene with a
grudge…or trying to make a name for himself by taking you
out, or the first of a set of attacks.” She nodded as if to
confirm her own opinions. “Hey, Uniform!”

The uniformed cop who was on the other side of the street
turned around. It was the same guy from earlier. Stacy
swore to herself again.

“Do you have to talk to him like that?” Samson said. “He’s a
cop the same as you.” Stacy shot Samson a look which told
him to shut up. She could feel her mood getting worse as
time continued.

“You took statements from everyone around, other buildings
too?” The cop nodded, he seemed slightly nervous in
Dolan’s presence noted Samson, Dolan did too…she liked it
that way. “Anything out of the ordinary?” The cop shook his
head. “What about that guy.” Dolan pointed off to the side
of the crowd. An older gentleman in raggedy clothes sat
with a small dog in the opening of an alley.

“No, I asked everyone who saw anything to make
themselves known and he never came up. I can go ask him
now.” The cop grabbed his pen and pad.

“Save your ink, Ace. I’ll handle it. Remember in the future
that some bums don’t like cops much. You’re not going to
get much voluntary help all the time.” She held up her hand
and then waved it in dismissal.

“There really is no need to talk to him like that you know?
He’s obviously new. You could take it easy on him.”

“It’s a right of passage. We treat him like crap and then
anything he gets on the street looks mild. You spotted he
was a rookie; how long do you think it’d take some two-bit
thug with ideas above their station to spot it?” Stacy smiled
to herself, she was glad with her answer. She’d been in this
job for years; she’d gotten the same treatment herself. She
knew when to lay it on and when to let up and she wasn’t
going to let anyone but into how she did her work. It was
what she hated about psychologists: always butting into
others lives.

The two made their way over to the older man. He was
obviously a tramp. The small dog was licking his hand and
wagging it’s tail excitedly. Neither seemed to notice the two



people standing over him. Dolan briefly wondered if perhaps
the gentlemen, like many of the other homeless on the
streets. was either not all there or was on drugs. Samson
spoke. He bent his knees and stroked the little dog gently as
he did so. “Excuse me, I’m Doc Samson…I worked across
the street.”

The man panned his vision up. “Christ! You’re a big fella,
aint ya? Remind me of me in my youth…used to box,
y’know.” He made jabbing motions with his fists at the air in
the direction of Samson.

“Sir, did you perhaps see anything odd this evening around
six, before the explosion?” Dolan didn’t waste any time in
cutting to the route of the matter and stepping all over the
dialogue Samson had been trying to start. The old bum just
stared at her.

“Pretty thing, aint she…just like my June. It was back in ‘79
she died.” Dolan coughed as if to draw his attention back to
the situation at hand. “Oh…I might have.”

“Like?” Dolan’s temper was getting shorter. She’d been
having a bad day in the first place and then she got teamed
up with the green haired super shrink…who she couldn’t
help being attracted to, which was what was bugging her
most about the situation.

“Well, I’m finding it hard to remember.” He held out his
hand. Samson looked up at Dolan expectantly.

“Not a chance in hell, we don’t do that kinda crap. You’ve
watched too much TV.” She shook her head and sighed.
Samson continued to stare.

“I would but most of everything I own just exploded so I’m
a little strapped at the moment.”

He shrugged at the old guy and then looked back up to
Dolan. She rolled her eyes and bent down to the same level
as the two men. Her hand scratched the head of the dog
which came to sniff her. Probably got fleas, she thought
before wiping her hand.

“Okay, I haven’t got any cash on me but I can get you in a
hostel for awhile. Safe, warm and you get meals.” She
checked her watch. “You’ve missed it opening so it’s either
help us out or a night on the street.”

The old man looked at Samson who shrugged at him. The
old man smiled showing off his toothless grin. “It was about



fifteen minutes before you got back,” he nodded to Samson,
it appeared he’d seen everything. “There was a weird
flashing from the top floor. Like a glowing light…y’know, like
when a jellyfish pulses. That’s all I know.”

Dolan nodded. She opened her wallet and pulled out a card
and handed it to him. “Take it to the mission on 12th and
tell them I sent you. They’ll know you’re helping us with an
ongoing investigation and put you up for a couple of nights.”
She stood up and took a step away.

“Thank you,” Samson added and shook the man’s hand. He
gave the dog another stroke and then stood up himself.

“Okay, I think that’s the best we’re going to get tonight, you
can go…partner.” Her expression changed to half sneer and
half smirk.

“Mind if I hitch a ride with you…partner.” Samson returned
the barb with a raised eyebrow and a slight smile. It was
childish and unprofessional but he did slightly enjoy rubbing
this woman the wrong way.

Dolan shook her head and sighed. “It’s over here.” She
pointed to where she’d parked her vehicle. In her mind she
was queering her decision, this man was almost as annoying
as Mallory and yet here she was going out of her way…damn
sex addiction crippling her better judgement.

The two climbed into her car. Samson fidgeted for a few
seconds with his knees up next to his face until he found the
recline handle and pushed the chair right back. His knees
were still abnormally high but not as much. Dolan started
the engine and drove off.

The two were driving for about ten minutes in silence when
Samson spoke up. He didn’t mind silence but the
uncomfortable tension made him speak. It didn’t help that
his natural instinct was to try and talk through problems.
“So what’s your problem with me?”

“What? I don’t have a problem with you.” Dolan scowled
across the car at him. She didn’t want a therapy session
especially from him. She changed gear and took a right.

“Oh, okay.” He shook his head. “Okay, options…is it because
I’m a superhero or because I’m a shrink? They’re the usual
reasons.”

“I don’t have a problem with super humans…I work with
them everyday.” Dolan defended herself, she hadn’t noticed



she had ignored the psychologist part. Samson did.

“You arrest them ever day, makes sense if you didn’t like
them to get involved in your line of work,” Samson
shrugged. He wanted to appear like he hadn’t been thinking
about it, like she hadn’t gotten to him in some way.

“I didn’t go looking for this job. I got a couple of cases
which ended up involving mutants and then robots and so
on. I ‘lucked’ into it. I don’t hate supers, same way normal
cops don’t hate people…well most normal cops. I got this
job because unlike a lot of cops out there I can think of the
impossible as possible.”

“So it is the psychologist thing? Don’t worry I’m not trying
to crack you.” He held his hands up.

“That’s exactly what you’re trying to do…get in my head.
Butt out.” Dolan exhaled heavily as she finished her snap at
him. There was a brief silence. “You want to know why I
have a problem with you? It’s all of it. I don’t like
psychologists who think they’re better than everyone else. I
don’t like superheroes who get involved with police business
and I don’t like feds. You’re all three.”

“I understand but you can’t deny the good superheroes do
for the country. There are…”

“Don’t get me wrong. Kang turns up with a giant robot I
want the Avengers to my rescue in seconds. Mole Man and a
monster…I’m dialling the Fantastic Four myself. There are
things you guys are suited for. Do you ever think how many
sting operations or busts you guys screw up? When Spider-
Man sticks a guy to a lamppost do you think he goes to
prison or does the most inept public defender get him off?
There’s no evidence. When big guys like you dish out your
own justice by pounding away on guys, I think it’d be a
great feeling but it’s not the way the justice system works.
Now you’ve got involved in a case you’re not suited for, you
don’t have the training and you’re too damn close to it but
you can ring in favours and suddenly the rules don’t apply
to you.”

There was silence in the car. Samson didn’t know what to
say. He looked up from his twiddling thumbs after another
minute or so of silence and glanced around. They were at a
four way crossing. He was about to say something and
apologise for getting involved in her job and explain himself
when his eyes went wide.

The huge engine block of the 18 wheeler truck was already



bearing down on him. Samson’s eyes caught a brief pulse of
light like a jellyfish from the cab of the vehicle just as it
smashed into the side of the door. He tossed himself to the
side and used his body to cover Dolan’s form as the car
crumpled around him.

I guess they are after me, Samson thought.

To Be Continued…
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The heavy metal door of the car shot off sideways, shoved
by the powerful arm of Doc Samson. He had just been
blindsided by a massive 18-wheel vehicle at a crossroads.
This was the second time today someone had tried to kill
him; he was beginning to take it personally.

The truck itself was still shoving the car he rode in along the
road but it was slowly being pushed to the side letting the
truck carry on its path careering down the road. It took a
second before the car came to a halt.

Samson looked across at Stacy Dolan in the seat next to
him. She was the detective who had been assigned to the
case when his office exploded. Her head was bleeding and
her eyes were glassy.

Doc’s hand slid under her chair and with almost no effort he
lifted the entire seat an inch from the floor, showing great
skill and restraint, and he moved out sideways exiting the
vehicle. He dropped her down gently onto the pavement
next to the car.

A horn blared behind him. He turned to look at another car
screaming towards him. It was again empty. He tensed his
muscles and then launched himself sideways with his
shoulder into the front of the car, sending it rolling sideways
across the road.

A second car slammed into him. He braced his legs and
tightened his grip as he lifted the vehicle into the air. Its
wheel’s span madly for a second before he slammed it



down.

Dolan had by this point managed to compose herself
enough to climb to her feet. “I’ve had enough!” Samson
slammed the car once more for good measure and then
hurled it into the path of another which was hurtling at
them. His teeth gritted and his eyes flashed green for a
second before he launched himself skywards towards the
truck.

Dolan rested her weight on the bonnet of her car and looked
up at the form of Doc Samson as it hurtled through the air
away from her down the road following the noise of
screeching and beeping traffic. In one jump he’d almost
cleared a city block. She looked through the window of one
of the ‘attacking’ cars, a large brick was pressed into the
accelerator. Doc’s smashing attack had however severed
the electrical link, meaning the wheels had stopped
spinning. She leaned into her car and clicked the radio
receiver. “This is officer Dolan, we are under attack and
need support…”

Samson’s eyes were fixed on the truck below him. His arms
were outstretched and were in a small way steering and
slowing his descent. He had timed his jump perfectly to land
in just the optimum position as the truck roared past there.
Cars at every junction skidded to a halt or were wiped
sideways as the massive vehicle ploughed through them.

Samson would have usually worried about the people, he
was very people orientated but now he was totally focused
on the truck. His teeth were gritted, each pushing with the
pressure of a small pile driver while his eyes shone greener
than usual. It was something all Gamma irradiated
individuals had to go through. Their mutations seemed
linked to their psyches but also strongly at times to their
emotion…especially anger.

Samson felt the solid form of the truck’s trailer for a second
before the force of his body dragged him through it. His feet
slammed into the back axle smashing it in half before his
feet touched the ground.

Sparks shot into the air followed by concrete from the torn
axle and Samson’s feet. The truck tilted and skidded
sideways, tossed off balance by the broken axle. Doc
grabbed the side of the truck and pulled as hard as he
could. The trailor was lifted from the ground while the cab
continued to spin.

He let out a loud scream of rage as he whipped the truck



down onto the road surface. Glass shattered and metal
buckled. He lifted it into the air again and slammed it down.
He roared with rage again before continuing with another
smash.

It was a few minutes until Stacy Dolan had managed to
cover the distance between the two on foot. She could hear
the nearby police sirens. Crowds of fearful civilians cowered
as they watched Samson from the relative safety of
buildings dotted around him. He was busy still smashing
and ripping chunks of metal from the truck.

“Freeze, Doc!” Dolan widened her stance a little more. She
was shaky on her feet and couldn’t help but think if she
unloaded her gun she’d be knocked on her ass. She pointed
her gun directly at Doc Samson. She could understand what
he was doing, if someone was purposefully trying to kill her
she’d have been doing much the same thing, if not more but
at the minute she couldn’t help but see Doc as a threat to
the citizens she was sworn to protect.

Samson turned to face Dolan. The vein in his neck was
bulging wildly as it pulsed with green blood. His muscles
were bulging under his red shirt. His shoulders were
hunched forward as he leaned forward slightly. His green
eyes showed no sign of recollection. “I’m not sure if it’ll
work but I will put a bullet between your eyes!” she said.

Samson blinked and exhaled sharply. He stood up to his full
height and forced his shoulders back. He kept his eyes
closed. Dolan could hear his sharp inhaling and exhaling as
if he was trying to calm himself.

His eyes opened and he swore at the debris all around him.
One of his worst fears had come true. He knew about the
problems his irradiated blood could cause. He, up to this
point, had been the only one without some serious mental
break, even Jennifer had ‘Hulked out’ fully at some point or
another but Leonard, through his usually calm nature,
constant restraint, anger therapy techniques and daily
meditation had managed to keep any extreme spikes under
control.

Dolan’s gun still covered him but was lowering slowly. “We
won’t get any evidence from this pile of debris. We might be
luckier from the others.” She jerked her head behind her.

“I’ll help with the clean up and pay for any of the damage
I’ve caused.”

“You’ll go to your hotel and let me do my work! Look



around! You’re done, this is the end of the line for you.”
Dolan wasn’t prepared to put up with any more of his
complaints even if he did have S.H.I.E.L.D level clearance.

“I can’t let whoever is out there take another shot at
me…people could have been hurt.” Samson pulled his words
back and closed his eyes for a second. He realised the fist
he had made in his hand. He was too close to the
investigation, he needed space. While people could have
gotten hurt by the truck they were just as likely to be hurt
by his actions.

“We’ll talk about it in the morning.” Dolan holstered her gun
as the first of several cruisers screeched to a halt. The last
thing she wanted was a misunderstanding leading to a
shooting of Samson. “We’ll review everything then.”

Doc exhaled slightly and nodded. Dolan was being more
than fair. He began to walk over to the other cops whom
would give him a ride.

The next morning outside Samson’s hotel…

Dolan sat leaning on the inside of her car door. Her eyes
were closed under her shades as she attempted to catch up
on a minute or two of the hours of sleep she was lacking
from the previous night. She had went over the area with a
fine tooth comb and then had to apply for a replacement
car. Her head wound had also been stitched.

The car she was given was a good ten years older than the
last one. The upholstery was flaking and stained, the air
didn’t work, one window didn’t wind down, the radio
seemed determined only to listen to gospel, the steering
wheel was covered in a brown sticky substance Dolan didn’t
want to think about and the worst of all of it was the entire
car reeked of cigarettes. She so wanted a smoke.

She flicked her head to the side and watched as Samson
made his way towards the car. She had dropped in a couple
of minutes earlier to tell the desk clerk to ring up to
Samson’s room. He had asked for a few more minutes to
finish his meditation and she had shuffled off to rest in her
car.

Samson opened the door and lowered himself into the
passenger seat. He looked similar to the previous day even
down to the same unstable molecule clothing but he was
now no longer stained black in places due to the soot of fire.
He also wore around his neck a silver Star of David on a



leather chain.

“I borrowed it from a bell hop…it gives me something to
focus on….helps me keep calm.” He had noticed her glance.
She nodded understanding and put the car in gear. “So?”

“Brick on the accelerator, standard idea. What’s odd though
is someone who can blow themselves up and teleport would
use it.”

“That’s not what I meant,” Samson rang his hands in his
lap. Dolan noted his behaviour; she had not imagined he
could ever be so unconfident with himself. Dolan was a
great judge of character and she could tell that the most
important thing in the world to Samson was his ability to
help others. Given what he almost did yesterday she
understood what a huge blow it could be to his confidence it
would have been the same if she was unable to put clues
together.

“You were under a lot of pressure and you lost control…is it
going to happen again?”

Samson shook his head. “If I think anything like that is
going to happen I’ll walk away…I don’t want to be that man,
I’ve seen what anger can do to people.”

“Then we don’t need to mention it anymore. It’s behind us.
You’re right for the most part, whoever this is, is going to
keep coming after you and people could be hurt so it’s best
if you’re with me and actively looking. You had any more
ideas about who it could be?”

Samson paused and then shook his head. Dolan watched
him carefully from the side of her sunglasses. “I’ve had an
idea on a possible lead or two though.”

“Yeah I’ve had one or two myself, who are yours?” Dolan
pulled the car over for a second. It was pointless moving
until she knew where she was going.

“I can’t say,” Samson grinned ever so slightly. “Doctor
patient confidentiality.”

Dolan rolled her eyes and made an exasperated noise. “You
are so full of crap! Tell me where to go.” She shook her
head as she started up the engine again and Samson told
her the address where she was heading.

The two drove for a few minutes in silence. Dolan could see
Samson was still nervous about the events of last night. He



was slowly warming up and becoming more confident. She
didn’t like it. She liked nervous and quiet Samson even less
than she liked loud and over confident Samson. She swore
at herself as she offered out the olive branch. “Have to
say…what you did to that truck was cool as fu—” Dolan
honked her horn at the car in front before she finished her
sentence.

Samson laughed.

A non-descript crappy apartment building in the
crappiest block in the city…

Doc Samson followed by Dolan weaved their way up the old
flight of stairs. The tiles were cracked and the stone
underneath was broken down into nothing but rubble in
places. Samson took great care to step over three stairs,
Dolan didn’t question him but just hopped over the three.
She was curious as to what was in the brown bag he had
stopped off to grab.

They walked down a stinking corridor. Dolan glanced into
several open doors to see dirty children dropped down in
front of the TV surrounded by filth as they shoved chips and
chocolate into their mouths.

Samson rapped on a door gently and stopped. Dolan shot
him a glance but he only returned a gentle smile. A shuffling
on the other side of the door pre-empted its opening.

The man on the other side was close to seven feet but he
stood with a huge stoop meaning he was only around five
feet. His skin was a light grey, an actual grey not just pasty
human tone. His eyes were huge. “Ah, Leo! This must be
Detective Dolan!” He grinned happily and gestured inside
the apartment. He spoke with happiness and regard for
Samson.

The apartment was not like the rest of the building. Every
surface was immaculate and obviously treated with care.
Photos of the man’s family adorned the walls while the old
radiation king style TV pumped out its black and white
images. A shelf full of books filled a wall just behind an old
large leather chair.

“How do you know who I am?”

“I called ahead from the store,” Samson held up the bag in
his hand. “It was only polite…hey, Solomon”

The thin bony hand of the man slapped across the back of



Samson’s head. “Y’know the last time a beautiful woman
was in my apartment? I could have done the whole mystic
seeing into the future thing…impressed her.” He wiggled his
fingers towards Dolan for a second before snatching the bag
from Samson’s hand and shoving his hand inside. He pulled
out the foot long sub from the bag and took a bite. He
followed the bite while closing his eyes and making a long
‘mmmm’ noise.

“So you can see the future?” Dolan asked, she shot a
worried look to Samson. She wasn’t sure she would be able
to get an arrest warrant on the say so of a fortune teller.

“Ever since I was a teenager, X-gene and all that crap,” he
said and took another hungry bite of the sandwich. “Best
meal in the city!” He turned to Samson and pointed a long
crooked finger. “You should come by more often! That crazy
bitch refuses to buy me these, apparently I’m only allowed
the set meals.” He was referring to his home help.

“Well, it’s only two blocks away,” Samson shrugged as he
dropped down onto the sofa opposite the leather chair which
the man was sinking slowly into with a sigh.

“I know, I know stop going on. I’m doing all the exercises.”
He waved his hand dismissively at Samson.

“A mutant clairvoyant?” Dolan rubbed her chin for a few
seconds. “We still can’t get a warrant but if you come down
to the station we can take a statement.”

“NO!” He yelled and shook his head and then jabbed his
thumb at her. “Didn’t you tell her anything?”

Samson shook his head. “Doctor patient confidentiality.”

“You are so full of crap!” laughed Solomon. Dolan didn’t
even try to hide the grin which exploded across her face,
she was beginning to love this mutant. “I’ve got acute
agoraphobia, I don’t go out.” He shook his head. “I’ve seen
too much.” He tapped his head gently. “I’ve seen all the bad
things out there and I know I’m safe here…plus it’s not like
I’m missing much, I know everything that is going on
anyway.” He shrugged and then took another bite of the
sandwich.

Dolan nodded gently. It wasn’t too much of a loss, his
evidence was inadmissible anyway but he could possibly
point them in the right direction, she wasn’t sure about the
reliability of those who could see the future but at the



minute they had no leads. “So what can you tell us?”

Solomon forced himself back in his chair.

“Beware the light!
It cuts like a blade!
His goal is insight!

He will not rest until you are slayed!”

Solomon blinked several times… “Sorry about the terrible
rhyming, I was never very good at poetry. I hope it can
help.”

“That’s it?” Dolan looked between Solomon and Samson
who was standing up and held out his hand to the old
mutant.

“It’s the way his power works. That’s all he can give us.
Thanks, Solomon. I’ll be back next week for a proper
session, keep up on the mental exercises.”

Solomon said bye to the pair and saw them to the door, he
went no further while they continued back out to Dolan’s
car. It had a crude picture of a pig saying ‘Oink’ now
sprayed on its side. “Well, that was a waste of time,” Dolan
swore at the end.

“We know it’s definitely a man and it might help us later
on,” Samson nodded as he strode over to the car.

“Oh it’s a man…what a lead,” grumbled Stacy as she opened
the door and climbed in.

A few hours later…

Doc Samson lit the car headlights and looked at the building
in front of him ‘Riley’s Pool Hall’ it announced in a broken
sign. There were several broken windows that were boarded
up. “You bring me to the nicest crap holes.” Samson smiled.

“Like you can talk, Solomon’s apartment building wasn’t
exactly in the nicest place.” Dolan smiled, she and Samson
had managed to be getting on today. Their snarky
comments were shallow and kept away from all major
organs.

“That was just the one, this is the seventh pool hall you’ve
brought me to today.” The two walked towards the door
quickly, they were both getting sick of going in only to be



told they were in the wrong place.

“Is it my fault criminals move around?” Dolan shrugged as
her hand slammed into the swinging door shoving it open
and the two went inside.

The pool hall was like any other they had seen that day. The
lights were dimmed in the entire place other than the long
strip lights which hung over the pool tables themselves.
Samson always thought they looked exactly like the strip
lights hanging over strategy tables in war rooms with the
little generals shoving their round troops around with sticks.

There were several less than savoury looking individuals
who glanced up from their games and then very ‘casually’
placed their cues down and walked rapidly to the back
entrance of the building. Samson wasn’t sure if they
recognised Dolan as a cop or simply because a very tall and
muscular superhero had just walked in.

Dolan walked over to the man behind the counter, her eyes
were however moving across the lay of the building
searching for the people she was looking for. She found
them and changed her direction, she flashed her cop badge
to the proprietor who just held up his hands and shook his
head. He wanted nothing to do with what was going on.

“Hey, Dolan!” cried one of the men Dolan crossed the room
towards. The other three chuckled slightly at his fake
happiness.

Samson looked at them slightly bemused. He had dealt with
some odd cases in his time and clients who had a large
range of disorders which presented in the oddest behaviours
but he knew that today would stick in his mind.

The man who yelled with happiness was leaning over the
pool table and thrust his cue forward hitting the white ball
which careered into a stripe and sent it spinning into the
corner pocket. He was dressed all in yellow and had both on
his front and back a large white circle with a black #9 in the
centre. On his head he wore a large beach ball sized sphere.

The three men were dressed similarly. One was taller than
the others and dressed in green with a large #6, the third
man was in red with a #11 and the third man was smaller
than the others and deathly thin, he wore yellow with a #3.
His head cocked to one side before he sharply jerked it the
other and then again back to the centre.

“He’s knew…he’ll get used to the weight eventually,” 9-Ball



said as he saw Samson’s interest in their newest recruit.

“This is 8-Ball’s gang,” informed Dolan. 9-Ball coughed.
“This is 9-ball’s gang, they had a falling out with 8-ball
when he decided to go solo.”

Samson was about to ask if 8-Ball was the goon Jennifer
had dealt with who used pool based gimmicks but thought
better of it. He knew 8-Ball was a brilliant engineer who
built all his own devices, these men didn’t seem to be
brilliant engineers…though they were adept at pool.

“Anything goes on in the underworld they hear about it.
So…?”

9-Ball looked at Dolan and then flicked his eyes up to
Samson. “You, Doc Samson?” The green haired goliath
nodded gently. “Heard about your office,” the man grinned.

“You heard anything else? A perp?” Samson had said it
again and once again sounded like a bad TV cop. The ball
based villains and Dolan both shot him a disdainful look.

9-ball blew air threw his teeth. “I might have, I hear a lot of
things…what’s it worth?”

Samson shot a glance to Dolan. “Well I’ve just lost a lot of
things but I still have some savings, I suppose…”

Dolan held out her hand, she had already told him the day
before that they don’t bribe people into giving them
information. “I like your hat,” Dolan indicated to the man’s
large pool ball head. He was leaning forward over the pool
table ready to pot another ball. “Is that titanium or
anything?”

9-Ball flicked his eyes up to her, “Nope, Phenolic Resin same
as any other ball…we strive for realism. It’ll still stop a
bullet!” He moved his eyes back to the pool table before
striking the white.

Dolan’s hand moved rapidly and snatched up the ball he
was aiming for meaning the white slid gently into the
pocket. “Hey what’s the big idea!”

Dolan tossed the ball sideways to Samson. He brought both
hands together and caught the ball. He stood for a second
staring at the three before opening up his palm and blowing
into it. The thick cloud of dust billowed out. “What do you
know?” he asked simply, there wasn’t even the hint of a



threat.

They watched as 9-ball’s companions backed away slowly.
“Single guy working alone, got a real jones against you…”
he blinked several times as he tried to think what he had
heard along the grape vine. “I never got a name, I know
he’s a big player though, he’s tossed down with everyone at
one point or another…that’s all I know.”

“You sure?” Dolan handed another ball to Samson who this
time pulverized it with just two fingers…he was enjoying this
more than he should have. 9-Ball nodded and was now
joining his companions in backing away. “We’re done here,”
she gestured to Samson and the two turned and left.

“So we can’t bribe people but we can threaten them?”
Samson asked as he walked behind her.

“We didn’t threaten them, you just showed off your muscle
and it loosened his lips.” Dolan shrugged. “If it had went to
threats then I’d have had no problem with that either.”

“If I didn’t know any better I swear you’re just using me for
my body.” Samson’s joking tone hid a very real fear he was
having. He had taken a back seat to Dolan’s superior skills
so that he could remain distant and not lose control but he
was a genius and an expert in people and how they thought
and how they acted, so surely he felt he could have been
more help than an imposing figure. He suddenly felt very
much like blushing as he realised what he had just said.

Dolan too felt like blushing but she easily didn’t; she was an
adult and such a stupid Freudian slip wasn’t going to
unnerve her. “Maybe later if you’re lucky,” Dolan swore in
her mind and began to go red, now that was embarrassing.

“So where to now?” asked Samson. He was trying to ignore
the embarrassing moment shared between the two.

A few hours later…

Samson and Dolan pulled up outside a bank. They had
spent the afternoon touring every dive they could find. In
each one they’d end up talking to one of Dolan’s less than
reputable ‘friends’ in an effort to gather information about
who was after him and why.

They had so far talked to mutants with power control issues
which left Samson with a little less eyebrow hair than usual.
A Moloid of the Mole Man who was in witness protection.
The ghost of a murdered detective who had to jump from



dead body to dead body every couple of days…he was
currently a stray dog working undercover in a drug
smuggling ring. Finally a Chinese man who looked to be well
over a few hundred years old, all the time they spoke he
had a baby dragon snapping around his ankles.

They had all been interesting to say the least but none of
them could be said to have been overly helpful with the
identity of the person who was doing this. All they could
gather was he was male, working alone, had some success
in the whole super crime circuit, could burn hot without
flames and seemed to be able to teleport.

“So who are we here to see?” Samson undid his seat belt
and began to rotate to climb out of the small car.

“My bank manager…there’s been a problem with my pay
check.” Dolan nodded. This had absolutely noting to do with
the investigation.

The two made their way inside and joined the queue, this
was when the space time continuum began to fluctuate so
the ten minutes they stood there in silence both in deep
thought stretched out into forever.

They were each rolling over the clues in their minds and
thinking about the history Samson had with various super
villains from personal experience or the file on him and the
events. The two couldn’t come up with anything, Dolan kept
thinking there was something Samson wasn’t telling her.

The time rolled by slowly until Dolan was the next person in
the queue. She approached the older woman in the little
glass window when a loud voice boomed across the bank
floor. “Alright everybody down!”

The large figure which had entered the bank was wearing a
large raincoat and hat much like the one The Thing used to
wear. He tossed off the clothing and it was clear he was
most certainly not The Thing. “I’m just here for the money
no one has to get hurt!”

The ground shook as The Rhino stomped across the bank
floor. His eyes were moving left and right as he took in the
people in the bank looking for any problems to his current
simple plan.

Dolan’s hand moved towards her gun, they were at the
moment hidden behind a pillar which held up the roof.
Samson’s hand moved and cupped her and stopped her
pulling the gun. “He’s bullet proof,” Samson said as he



ducked slightly and began to move around the pillar.

He couldn’t help but notice he was already ready to launch
into a fight, it was unusual for him but he put it down to the
feeling he’d had all day of being surplus to the requirements
of the case.

Rhino moved around the pillar and could now see Dolan, her
gun was holstered and covered by her jacket. Samson was
still hidden behind the pillar. Happy with the lack of danger
Rhino walked forward and straight through the bullet proof
glass. It shattered around him sending glass spilling around
the floor. His lack of interest in hostages meant people were
free to run as quickly as they could from the building. It was
something Samson had been hoping for as he continued
around d the rest of the pillar. “Rhino!” he called.

The large grey man turned and stared at Samson for a
second and sighed. “I should have known it wouldn’t be this
easy…still if it’s only you.” He grinned. Rhino had went up
against The Hulk so many times and even fought him to a
standstill he figured he didn’t have much to fear from the
gamma powered shrink. He snorted air out of his nose
noisily and launched himself forward while lowering his
head.

Samson tightened the muscles in his body and especially his
legs as he prepared to meet the rampaging Rhino. The
immovable object was met with the unstoppable force. The
shock of the two powers sent a wave out through the
building shattering glass windows and the low hanging
chandeliers above them.

The two had their teeth gritted and their knuckles were
white with the pressure they were gripping one another
with. Their muscles were as tight and solid as the brick of
the building.

Dolan moved around the pillar to get a clear line of sight,
drawing her gun. She wasn’t sure what she could do at the
minute but if something came up she thought she could
handle she would.

“You’ve really picked a bad time Rhino!” Samson tossed his
shoulder forward and forced Rhino back a little bit more.
“I’ve had a bad couple of days!”

“You’ve had a bad time! Try being me! I can bench press a
bus but live in a lousy roach holiday resort!” Rhino rocked
back as Samson pushed him before launching forward



again.

Samson let his body go limp and dropped back slightly, he
pushed with his strength as he tossed Rhino up and flung
him over his body with a roll. When he had set out to
become a superhero he had studied many forms of combat,
Judo was one of them.

The massive grey form skidded along the floor ripping up
the tile and concrete as he slid. Once he stopped he
immediately climbed to his feet and launched forward again.
“You ever think of not being a two bit criminal?” Samson
dodged to the side as the massive form of Rhino careered
into him. It compromised his footing meaning he flew
backwards with Rhino’s force but allowed him to slam his
massive fists into his back like a club.

The two men landed on the floor smashing a large portion of
the floor. The force brought down one of the hanging
chandeliers which smashed on the floor.

The two men traded punches on the floor, the building was
shaking around them with each blow which landed. Large
cracks shot through the ground like a scene from Tremors.

Samson shifted his weight and gripped his hands together
and drove the large knot of fists into Rhino’s throat and
pulled tightly. When he became a superhero he had also
freshened up on his high school wrestling skills.

Rhino struggled in his grasp and struck blows into Samson’s
face. He slowly managed to get some wriggle room. Samson
released him and then launched himself sideways and
resumed his grip. He had moved so now the inside of his
elbow was around the throat of Rhino while his weight was
right on top of his neck.

Rhino’s face was flushing red as the blood pumped to his
head. His tongue protruded slightly as he fought for breath.
Samson’s face was doing similarly as he gritted his teeth
and put his full force into keeping his grip strong.

The arm of Rhino was stretched out and waving madly. His
finger’s brushed one of the loose and random shards of
metal tossed from the fallen chandelier. He gripped it in his
hand and swung it towards the face of Samson.

The shot from Dolan’s gun found its target sending the
makeshift blade hurtling out of Rhino’s grip away from the
two men. Rhino seemed to give up the fight as his body
went limp. Samson held on for a few more seconds before



releasing his body.

Several police officers burst through the bank doors. “This
is, what, the third time the police have been called to your
location in three days?” Dolan asked Samson. “I thought
you had retired from this stuff.”

“So did I,” sighed Samson as he hauled Rhino to his
shoulder and prepared to answer the police’s questions and
give statements.

Two Hours later…

Dolan switched the car off as she pulled up outside of the
hotel where Samson was staying. It had not been a most
eventful day, Samson was feeling a little demoralised. He
was used to taking a long time with things in his line of
work as a psychiatrist but usually his super human activities
wrapped up rather quickly. Dolan was used to her police
work taking a lot longer…though usually less eventful in
such a short time.

The two sat in silence for a second, the question of who
could be after Samson was hanging heavily in the air but
both were just at the end of their tether talking about
possible culprits. Dolan still thought that Samson knew
more than he was letting on, her current idea was that this
was in some way related to one of his patients and that’s
why he was keeping silent on the matter.

“Would you like to come in for some coffee?” asked Samson
as he unclipped his seat belt.

Dolan looked at him for a second, she had heard the line
many times before. It usually preceeded sex which she
would later regret. Her body was now currently going wild,
it was attracted to the huge man sitting next to her and her
slight sex addiction was pushing her forward urging her to
say yes. She swore at herself and said that nothing would
come of it, she was determined not to make any more
stupid mistakes. She was not going to be attracted to him
and she was not going to have sex with him.

Three hours later…

Doc Samson climbed out of bed as Stacy Dolan sleepily
rolled away from him. He made sure she remained covered
and warm as he wrapped a bed sheet around himself. He
grabbed a glass from the bedside table and made his way
into the bathroom to fill it with water.



He smiled at himself in his reflection before wiping it clean.
He didn’t want to be that guy but honestly he liked Dolan,
she grated on him like no ones business but he couldn’t help
but be drawn to her.

He was glad what had happened had happened for a second
because it was what brought her into his life. He stared into
his own eyes in the mirror, and a car drove past outside
casting a light across his eyes.

He grabbed the glass and lifted it to his lips. The door of his
hotel room exploded inwards shattering into splinters by the
force of the blow from the other side. Samson rushed
through the joining bathroom door and into the main
bedroom. “Stacy!” he called out to his ‘partner’. He saw her
stir and sit bolt upright as her hands moved to the gun
holster which hung across the bedside cabinet.

A blinding light filled the room as a figure stepped forward
and fixed his gaze on Samson.

“You!” they both send at the same time.

To Be Continued…
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“You!” Doc Samson yelled at the figure who had stepped

into his hotel room with a blinding flash. The door exploded
inwards with him.

Stacy Dolan raised her gun. She was the detective assigned
to the case to discover who was trying to kill Doc Samson.
She was currently naked in his hotel bed. She was already
cursing herself, these things always happened to her. She
guessed instantly that whoever this figure was he was the
man who had made two separate attempts on Samson’s life.
Endangering her life in the process.

“Freeze!” Dolan was ready to fire should whoever was
standing in the doorway made a move. She was a god shot,
she wouldn’t miss. She watched the eyes of the man, they
were fixed squarely on Samson. Dolan recognised the hate
in them.

She let out a sudden scream, the gun in her hand went from
cool to red hot in a matter of seconds. She let out the yelp
of pain and tossed the gun sideways from her grip.

Leonard Samson launched forward. He covered the distance
between himself and the mysterious stranger in less than a
second and then skidded right through the space where he’d
been standing. A powerful blast to his back sent him
careering across the rest of the room and into the wall.

The wall crumbled as his huge shoulder crashed through it
into the next room. A scream of terror from the
businessman who had been just settling down for the night
let Samson know that the room was inhabited. “Run,” he



told the man with a nod.

He slowly climbed to his feet and turned to face the man
who he had half feared was behind the attempts on his life.
He had been proven to be right. He stared at Arthur Parks.

“I’ve come for my revenge,” he growled at Samson who was
dressed only in a pair of underwear.

“Revenge? For What?” Dolan asked. She was pulling on a
tight T-shirt which she usually wore under her shirt for work
followed by her grey pants. She moved for her gun but
could still feel the heat radiating from the metal.

“Oh you don’t know? No one knows what he does!” spat
Parks. He was close to six feet tall and had a thick shock of
black hair. He also had a muscular build, he was very
different than how Samson remembered him. It was also
why Dolan didn’t recognise him from file photos she had
seen.

“Don’t listen to him!” Samson ordered. His voice was raised
but flat. It was a command.

“You wouldn’t want anyone to find out would you? What you
did to me!”

“I didn’t do anything to you Arthur,” Dolan noticed the
change in Samson’s voice as he spoke to Arthur. The rough
tone that he had issued commands in was gone but the
strength of the statement was still there. He was now
speaking in a much softer and comforting tone.

“My name is Living Laser!” He spat. His fist glowed with a
spark of energy. “And we both know what you did!”

“Living Laser,” nodded Dolan. The name struck home to her,
she now noticed the differences from his file photo and the
facts of the case began to drop into place.

Arthur Parks was a research scientist who developed two
wrist mounted lasers and embarked on a life of crime mostly
coming up against Iron Man and The Avengers. He’d crossed
paths with pretty much every big player on the scene from
The Mandarin to Count Nefaria. He had reportedly died
when his technology reached critical level, Iron Man unable
to save him in time had to blast him into the atmosphere to
save the people nearby. Living Laser died that day.

The file in the station gets a little sketchy from there. He
somehow came back as super villains tend to do but now



structured entirely from light and simply forming his body
into a humanoid shape. It appeared he had gotten better at
this ability so as he looked entirely human, it also explained
his changed features.

The clues fell instantly into place for Dolan. The extreme
heat and the explosion involved in the destruction of
Samson’s lab were caused by the powers of the Living
Laser. The seeming ability to teleport in flashes of light
reported by the tramp and Samson in the vehicles made
sense. Even the ramblings of the mutant Solomon made
sense.

‘Beware the light!
It cuts like a blade!’

The only pieces of evidence Dolan now needed was a motive
of why Laser was so desperate to kill Samson. It was
definitely personal and she couldn’t help but think she was
soon going to get it.

“Laser, “ began Samson, his voice was still comforting, he
also reffered to him on his terms as not to antagonise him.
“We can just talk about this, no one has to get hurt.”

“You do!” he pointed his hand out toward Samson. The light
increased from his finger tips.

“No I don’t not unless you want me too, you’re in control
here…but think. If you take me down then who will you
have on your tail? Every superhero across the country will
single you out.”

Laser kept his face like stone as he stared at Samson. His
voice was very emotional though as it came out. It was
filled with anger and confusion. It seemed to both Dolan and
Samson that he was projecting a calm face while wherever
or whatever form his mind was in was most certainly not
stable and calm. “You need to pay for what you did, to me!
To the others whoever they might be!”

“What do you think he did?” Dolan was climbing out of the
bed but made sure not to make any moved towards the
man. Her eyes briefly flicked behind him and noticed one of
two people hurrying down the corridors. It seemed the
alarm had been raised.

“Laser you’re not a bad man…you’re not a killer! You had
almost reformed, you were working for Tony Stark for a
while, don’t throw it all away now. Let me help you.”
Samson tried to calm him more with his words. Dolan



flicked her eyes to him, he had purposefully stepped all over
her question. It seemed he was trying to hide something as
she had always thought. Despite this Samson still sounded
like he wanted to help the man holding him at laser point in
anyway he could.

“Not anymore! Not anymore eh? You took it all away! You
and your hypnosis. You did something to my mind, made
me forget and changed me. I was your patient! You weren’t
meant to harm me!”

Dolan watched the reaction of Samson carefully. He was not
nearly as emotional as she thought he should be either for
being found out or the false accusation. She was finding it
harder than she had previously to read him, she could
however see his cogs turning.

“I didn’t harm you Laser. You’re confused! Let Officer Dolan
leave and we’ll talk things over. See if we can hash things
out.” He faltered as he reached the end of his sentence and
began to move towards Dolan but it was already to late
there was a brief flash of light and Living Laser was directly
behind her.

Dolan gagged as the arm of Laser pressed tightly against
her throat. Her arm was twisted sharply behind her back by
his other arm. The strangest thing was she could feel more
than one grip on her arms holding them both in place while
one hand was clearly poking over her shoulder pointing
towards Samson.

Doc Samson paused and faltered at the sight of his ‘partner’
help hostage. Dolan’s mind was however working out what
was going on. His light based powers obviously allowed him
to create solid forms as the pressure on her body told her
and he was capable of altering his body form to will. “So a
police officer?”

“Laser let her go!” Samson held his arm out toward Living
Laser. Dolan was gritting her teeth as she tried to struggle
free. “The only thing worse than hurting me would be
hurting her, you’d have the police and the super community
after you.”

Laser stared at his eyes for a second. Samson was well
aware what he was looking at wasn’t really Parks. He had
turned into a being of pure light and what Samson was
seeing now was just the image Parks was remembering to
cast, even if Samson had not known this for a fact he could
have figured it out. The image wasn’t blinking, shifting it’s
weight, it wasn’t even breathing. All the things Samson



would have used to judge the situation were missing.

“You!” he jabbed a finger at Samson. “SHUT UP! JUST SHUT
UP!” his voice was breaking even more and the image
flickered for a second replaced by the more familiar thin
pink humanoid shape of light. “Stop talking and let me
think.”

“Look you don’t have to do this,” Dolan stopped struggling
and ignored the pressure on her throat as much as she
could to speak. “I don’t know what Samson did to you but I
want to listen.”

There was a moment where Samson caught a glance from
Dolan as she spoke. He listened to her words very carefully,
she had said she believed the man, it could have been a
bluff but the way she spoke seemed not to be the case.

“Dolan you have too…”

“Shut up!” Laser yelled. His body glowed with energy before
vanishing in a blinding light. Dolan went with him.

Samson glanced around the room and dove for his clothes
and began to pull them on as he headed for the door. He
had worried that whoever was behind it would be one of his
‘special clients’. All of his clients were special and dangerous
cases, all had some sort of deep seated issues but there
were those among them who had a specific disorder which
disrupted normal functioning more than others….those who
were just too dangerous. Laser was one of these, a man
made of light who could make anything he liked from light,
was untouchable if he wanted, could move anywhere in the
world in second. He had helped Living Laser as much as he
could and indeed had put down his reform whilst working
with Tony Stark to his help but it appeared all of his good
work had been undone.

He headed for the stairs, he had to get downstairs to the
main desk and get word to the police about what had
happened to one of their officers.

In the lobby…

Dolan appeared in a flash of light and suddenly felt very
dizzy and sick to the stomach. She had never been turned
into pure light before and hurtled from one place to the
other. It took her a few seconds to even register the
screams of the people around her.

It took her even longer to realise where she was, the world



was completely white for a few seconds before flashing to a
negative for a few more before it eventually began to revert
to normal.

It was only then that she realised she stood in the lobby of
the hotel. The people screaming around her were those
people being evacuated once the alarm had been raised
about the super villain in the building.

“Calm down!” commanded Dolan. Her eyes were closed
tightly as she tried to focus her thoughts. “Everything is
under control, I’m a police officer. Just make your way to
the exit calmly!”

“No!” yelled Laser. One of his hands shot out and fired a
thin enduring beam towards the door. Dolan could hear the
searing metal as he welded the door shut. “If they leave
then no one will know. It’ll just be brushed under the
carpet.”

“I’m willing to listen,” Dolan tried to turn and look at Laser.
“I’ll do everything I can to see your grievances are seen too
but I can’t let you hurt any of these people.”

Dolan was sharply shoved forward. She rolled with it as her
sheet wrapped body landed with a hard thud on the marble
floor. She span to a knee and watched Doc Samson skid
across the floor with Living Laser in his hands for a second
before the villain seemed to phase through him.

She didn’t know if it was because he was distracted or
because he had been holding her but for the moment Living
Laser had been solid and had been tackled away. He now
however again had the upper hand.

He stood upright looking down at Samson as he tried to leap
to his feet. A blast of energy sent him spiralling back into a
column in the lobby. Four bands of energy followed and
bound him tightly to the column. A fifth one appeared over
his mouth as he opened it.

“Let me speak!”

“I’m listening,” said Dolan. She held her hands out to the
crowd who were now cowering on the outskirts of the room
as far away as they could get. She was trying to keep the
situation calm. It was now a serious hostage situation. She
didn’t have the Doc’s background but in her professional
opinion the man was crazy.

Laser looked at her for a second and then back to the still



struggling Samson. Dolan watched as his fist tightened.
“You said about something he did to your mind. Tell me
from the start.”

“It started a couple of months ago…”

A couple of months ago…

Living Laser looked down from his position in the rafters. He
looked as though he stood on the thinnest of lines which
stretched across the canopy of the big top but in reality he
just chose to hand there. His body was lighter than air.

He waited for his cue as the music changed and then
opened his hands bathing the acrobat Ernesto Gambonno
below him with a beam of white light. The crowd ‘oohed’
and clapped like performing seals not realising that in
seconds when distracted he would shoot through the stands
at his top speed and take almost everything they had.

Give it ten or fifteen minutes and they would be in a
hypnotised stupor thinking they spent it all on cotton candy.
Thus was the way of The Circus of Crime.

Arthur had hitched up with them a couple of months earlier.
The new plan had been The Ringmasters idea. They usually
hypnotised the patrons and then robbed them but that
always took time. This way was much much faster. The idea
was of course not directed for Living Laser but rather just
super speed seeing as how The Ringmaster was currently
serving time in The Vault. Thankfully enough though he had
left a spare hat.

Ernesto was caught by his brothers arms to a round of
applause. That was a good a cue as any and Arthur burst
forward.

He was back in his position after a sweep through the crowd
and a short flight to the armoured caravan before the
brothers had even finished one swing. He watched the act
as it drew to a finish, the brothers truly were amazing in
their skill.

Living Laser shot a glance down to the woman who was
looking up at him. He nodded and she returned it. She
began to turn away from him as she spoke. “Ladies and
gentlemen!”

Laser shone a powerful spotlight down onto her from above.
It highlighted her thick black hair and the gleam of the
snake which slid over her shoulders. Princess Python had



taken to the role of ring master well complete with a small
red jacket and a bow tie over her bikini. On her head she
wore the Ringmaster’s hat which had begun to spin as it
fulfilled its purpose and slowly lulled the people under
hypnosis.

She turned back to Laser and shot him a sly smile and a
wink. She was about to issue the commands and build a
false memory for all of the crowd but there was always time
for her to flirt first.

Arthur’s eyes fell on the hat. The disc on the front span and
swirled. He could feel something in his mind. It was most
odd considering he didn’t have a brain in the strictest sense
of the word.

He felt light headed all of a sudden and felt the solid form
he projected dissipate into stray light. In his ‘mind’ images
began to flow, memories and unaltered thoughts.

He could see himself when he was still human firing his
wrist mounted laser at Iron Man (head and heart) he was
trying to kill the man. He next saw himself trying to blow
Giant Man’s head off with a blast as he fought the Avengers
and almost succeeded. Thoughts and images flooded his
mind of other battles and other fights with superheroes and
none. A guy he beat down outside a bar and the thin beam
of energy he fired through his heart, a short tussle with
Moon Knight who barely escaped with his life.

He next saw the form of Doc Samson ushering him to sit
down, he couldn’t hear his words but he remembered
feeling calm and slowly drowsing into unconsciousness. The
images of more fights filled his mind, shoulder and leg
blasts. Low intensity hit to Captain America set to knock him
out…he paid for it later.

Arthur reformed his body and let out a long scream before
he began to fall.

Now…

“You took it away!” he gabbed a finger towards Samson
again. “You made it so I couldn’t kill anyone, couldn’t bring
myself to even hurt them!”

Dolan shot a look to Samson who returned it. She still
couldn’t read him. She wasn’t sure what to think. If it was
true she could understand completely what he had done, he
had tried to stop a criminal but the sheer way it had been
done, to alter someone’s personality and set mental blocks



on him was wrong. The story was also coming from a known
felon who obviously had issues and had in fact tried to kill
them both in the past 24 hours. “That doesn’t even make
sense, you’ve tried to kill us.”

“No I didn’t!” The intensity of light around him picked up for
a second. “I blew myself up…I tried to run him over. He’s
Doc Samson, neither of those thing can hurt him. I was
trying to kill him but I still couldn’t, I planned things I knew
would fail and even though I knew they wouldn’t work I still
did them! He made me useless, I can’t do anything…can’t
even trust my own thoughts. I know what he did but I can’t
undo it, the survival mechanism is the strongest thing in
nature…I’ve seen it. That’s why I’m here now, if I was
forced to defend myself against him, forced to fight then I
know the block will go.”

His loss of concentration allowed Samson to drop clear of
the pillar he was held too.

“Let her go then, let all these people go an fight me!”
Samson flexed his muscles as he tried to look more
imposing, more threatening to draw Arthur into the conflict.
He needed to get the people and Dolan safe and he was
ready to toss himself into the fight against the man who had
tried to kill him to do so…the pay back was just a secondary
motive.

Laser glared at him for a second. Samson was blasted
backwards and slid along the floor. He looked up at the form
of Laser who appeared over him his fists glowing with
energy. He weighed nothing as he sat on Samson’s chest. A
blast at the door dissuaded one or two of the patrons who
were moving towards it. The fists he unloaded into
Samson’s face however Samson could most certainly feel. “I
don’t want to be alone with you. I want everyone to know
what you did, I want you disgraced and everyone to know
what you are! You’re a sick and twisted evil…” Laser hurtled
back as the fist of Samson hit him in the face. He’d been so
focused on hurting Samson he’d let himself become solid.

Laser vanished before he reached the wall he was heading
towards and reappeared a second later. “Laser I want to
talk this over, it’s not how you remember it.”

Samson spread his legs a little wider and pushed himself
forward as Laser launched towards him. A shell of light
wrapped around him bulking the villains size up to
something similar to Samson’s own as the two crashed.

Leonard gritted his teeth and pushed against his assailant.



He knew he wasn’t fighting anything but solid light but it felt
reel. The weight and the strength Laser was pressing
against him certainly felt real. “I don’t…!”

Samson growled and then let his body go limp before
tensing his legs. The momentum of Living Laser pushing
him caused his body to rock back before he launched them
sideways. He slammed Laser into the floor hard. “Would you
just bloody listen to me!” Samson was beginning to lose his
temper as he had done with the truck the previous day.

He held his hand across the throat of Laser. The man
dissolved effortlessly under his hand. Samson took a deep
breath as he tried to calm himself. “Yes I did treat you, I
took you into my surgery and I did hypnotise you but not
how you remember.”

Samson looked around him, he didn’t know where Laser was
(though he was actually all around him) but knew he could
hear him and could appear at any moment. “You came to
me after a fight with Iron Man. It was after you’d been
turned into a light being. You were scared and having
trouble dealing with it.”

Samson’s eyes moved to the side as he caught a glimpse of
a shimmer of light almost like a heat haze from a fire. That’s
as solid as Laser became. “Do you remember what
dissociative personality disorder is? I explained it to you
back then.”

“I can’t remember, it’s in my head but I can’t remember.”
His voice was distant, it whispered in the ears of every
person in the room.

“It’s okay, I’ll explain again.” Samson was talking in a
calming and soothing tone as he now tried a different tack
to try and bring Laser around. The fact Samson was all to
aware of now was that Laser couldn’t be physically hurt.
He’d have to be talked down.

“A dissociative personality is what’s commonly referred to as
a split personality. Its a break which results in two distinct
personalities residing in one body, one mind. It’s what you
had, can you remember?”

There was silence.

Samson looked to Dolan who motioned for him to keep
going. She nodded behind him to the outside where police
cars were lining up. Samson mentally swore, the police



could only exacerbate the situation at the moment.

“You were a special situation, your powers made you
different to all of the others. It’s true most cases the
secondary personality is due to a problem in youth or later
life, some psychological break facilitates the creation of a
new personality to deal with it. In most cases from the very
first of Eve Black and Eve White the second personality is
the more extravert, the more extreme but in most cases it’s
also the most stable. It’s the one most able to deal with the
outside world in a ‘normal’ way.”

The form of Laser appeared across the room from where the
air had been shimmering. He was hunched and in a skinner
body image. He wasn’t angry as he had been and so his
body was reflecting that. Samson turned to face him,
converse with him directly (as directly as you can a man
who isn’t there).

“You’re powers made it difficult. You were already an
extreme personality, bright costumed criminal…superheroes
and villains have a tendency to be flamboyant,” he smiled
and gestured to himself. Laser for the briefest second
returned the smile, he’d recognised something within itself.
“You came to me…one of you came to me. It was your
second personality, he was calmer and didn’t want to hurt
anyone. It was part of your coping mechanism, you saw
yourself as the source of your problems and this new
personality reflected that.”

“You got rid of his original personality instead of the split
one?” Dolan spoke. Her voice didn’t give away anything
about what she thought about the decision. Samson knew
what he did was morally ambivalent anyway so he didn’t
need her to tell him.

“No, you can’t just delete a personality like that. You have
to integrate them…make the two into one. You take qualities
and integrate them.” He brought his hands together and
interlinked his finger. “Yes I’ll admit I helped push it one
way or another on a couple of characteristics…I made it so
you’d be reluctant to kill if it wasn’t your life at stake. I’m
not proud of it, it’s one of the worst things I’ve ever done, I
betrayed a deep trust I have as a doctor. If that makes me
a villain than so be it…I’d do it again, you’d hurt too many
people and I couldn’t let you do it anymore. I changed the
natural healed form to fit my own ends.”

Laser looked at Samson for a second, he seemed to be
weighing up what the green haired man was saying and
matching it to his memories. Dolan looked between the two,



she was the only one who was in this completely blind. She
didn’t know the truth, she didn’t know who was lying.

Laser’s appearance suddenly changed as did his voice. It
picked up in ferocity as his old costume materialised around
him. “I didn’t want to be made one! I was happy with who I
was!” Powerful balls of light exploded around him making
everyone in the lobby shield their faces.

Samson exhaled sharply. He had been hoping it didn’t have
to come to this. He wanted to help his patients, he wanted
Laser to be well but it seemed parts of his old personality
were coming back to the surface. There was a reason
Samson had made the tough decision he had made all those
years ago, a man with unknowable power like the Living
Laser with no morals to hold him back was just too
dangerous, he could hurt too many people. Everyone in the
lobby was in danger and that was just to begin with.
Samson was a superhero, he was a psychologist, he was a
genius and he was a humanitarian but he was also a man
who planned ahead.

“Power cut!” yelled Samson. The building light around Living
Laser instantly dulled. Laser looked so much smaller now
that he wasn’t been powerfully lit around him.

Laser gritted his teeth and tightened his fists, nothing
happened. He tired again and once again nothing happened.
“What did you do?”

“I ended it.” His voice was flat and spoke his words as facts.
“I stopped your powers, a post-hypnotic suggestion planted
in your brain…it’s only temporary. It’s just like your
personality I can’t keep them buried forever but a minute is
all it will take.” Samson held out his hand and pointed his
two fingers like a gun before tossing his hand to the side.
His other hand stretched out and gripped something small in
the air.

“What are you doing?” Laser asked. He was still glancing at
his hands as he tried to summon his powers. Dolan’s look
seemed to mirror the question.

“How do you stop a man who’s indestructible?…whose
unable to be touched? You make him stop himself.” Samson
was loading whatever he was holding ‘into’ his hand.
“Another suggestion routed in the centre of your brain…just
on the off chance that something like this happened, just in
case you got out! Just in case I was stupid enough to give
you the benefit of the doubt and it came back to bite me
and everyone in the city on the ass. I made an imaginary



gun!”

Laser was now frantically contorting his face as tried to
channel his power into his hands. He tried to fight back.

“One word,” Samson finished ‘loading’ his hand and then
turned it back to Laser. The entire pantomime was part of
the trigger to the suggestion. “All I have to do is say the
one word…everyone can guess what it is and you blow your
own brains out…figuratively of course, turn out your own
lights forever. I’m giving you a choice though…believe me
that I want to help you. I want nothing more than for you to
walk out of here and come to me for more help to handle
this in the correct way but I’m giving you the choice I didn’t
last time. Walk out of here with me or don’t walk out.”

The hairs on Dolan’s neck were standing up. She had only
met this man yesterday and had already seen him take
down a super villain, held him at gun point and slept with
him. She thought she had him down in her mind. She had
never thought for a second that he had these levels of dark
depths within him.

Laser glanced up to Samson and then back at his hands. He
was screaming as he tried to activate his powers. Samson
pointed his fingers towards Laser “10….”

“…9…8…7…6”

Laser tossed his head back and gritted his teeth as he
pushed with everything he had to reach inside of himself
and use his powers. He had never wanted to do something
so much in his life as he wanted his powers to work but
absolutely nothing was happening.

“…5…4…3…”

Laser tossed his hands up in the air. His head dropped
forward as he costume dissolved around him and his
muscular body was replaced with the skinny pink featureless
form he had been inhabiting earlier. “I give up…I want to
get better.” The aversive personality seemed to have went
back wherever it had came from for the moment.

Samson relaxed his hand and held it out to Laser. The small
man crossed the room surrounded by silence and took his
hand carefully. “Good man,” Samson nodded. He turned and
waved some of the policemen from outside in.

They began to slowly approach, their weapons still drawn as
they were apprehensive about the situation. “Take him to



the station, put him in a comfortable interview room with a
cup of coffee and I’ll be there within an hour. The cop gave
Samson a worried look. “I’ve got SHIELD clearance if you
want to check.” The second cop nodded and proceeded to
put the cuffs on Laser and slowly began to lead him away.

Dolan was next to him in a second. “That was pretty
cool…stupid but cool.” She nodded. “You didn’t really take
his powers away from him did you? He changed just after
he gave up…you psyched him out right? That whole thing
with the gun was BS too right? You can’t hypnotise someone
into killing themselves you were bluffing?”

Samson grinned weakly. It caused a shiver to run up
Dolan’s spine. “I’ll tell you over dinner if you’re interested?”

Dolan thought for a second and nodded, she was blushing
slightly. She swore mentally.

“It’ll have to be at your place, all of the places I can sleep
have blown up recently.” Samson smiled as the two began
to walk towards the stairs up to the remains of Samson’s
room.

“What? For all the crap you’ve put me through you’re at
least springing for a restaurant…you were bluffing weren’t
you?”

Samson just laughed.

THE END
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Doctor Leonard Samson sat at his new expansive desk

typing at his computer. He looked at the paragraph he had
just typed detailing his first meeting with superhero culture
when he approached the military with a possible way to
destroy the Hulk while keeping Bruce Banner alive.

“I formed my hypothesis based on the psychometric
approach championed by Sigmund Freud. He followed a
theory revolving around the conservation of Energy that it
can neither be created or destroyed merely changed.
Anyone who looked at the Hulk could see his raging
emotions, these emotions which had been bottled up and
repressed for so long in Bruce Banner simply searching for
an outlet. When he was irradiated with Gamma rays during
a rescue attempt the power somehow was linked with this
emotion. It was my belief (which eventually turned out to be
very correct) that this was the cause of his huge shows of
power and that if we were to in someway channel this
energy away during it’s fullest flow the ‘problem’ of The
Hulk would be gone.”

He looked at the words on the screen carefully and then sat
back from his computer and sighed.

He thought for a moment if there was a more sympathetic
way in which he could portray Bruce and his alter ego.
Anyone reading his book may be coming into the situation
with a clean perspective and he didn’t want to jade them in
anyway.

This was especially true because Leonard knew what was
coming next. The experiment with the Hulk would work and



then he in his infinite wisdom would decide that channeling
the awesome power of the Hulk into himself would be a
brilliant idea and give him all that he had ever desired. He
would become a superhero.

He channeled the Gamma Energy into himself and like it had
with Bruce’s rage it had latched onto something in his
psyche, something in his unconscious mind with Bruce it
was rage but with Leonard Samson it was his desire to be a
hero and the long haired superhero Doc Samson was
reborn.

He got too self involved with his own Ego ideal (the possible
best he saw himself able to be) and set out to fulfill that. He
trained as best he could to become this hero, to become this
man.

It was through this selfish desire to become the perfect man
which lead him to romancing and ‘saving’ Betty Ross from
his own patient who he was well aware was emotionally
unstable even more so since his separation from his
emotions again characterized by The Hulk.

This drove Bruce to once again subject himself to Gamma
rays and become the Hulk.

Samson leaned forward and highlighted the passage and
deleted it. It was his fault that Bruce had become the Hulk
again. If he had done his job and put the needs of his
patient first rather than his own the hero that was Bruce
Banner would not have to be trapped in the dual life he
currently was. Leonard thought the way he had typed it
Bruce’s decision to become the Hulk again would not be
viewed in the most positive or understanding light.

He sighed, this writing of his ‘tell all autobiography and
professional notes’ for the general public. He had no idea
how he let himself get talked into this.

His intercom buzzed and a familiar voice spoke over it. Her
voice was as sweet as honey despite it’s age. “You’re
publicist is on the phone again Leo,” the honey was gone
from her voice at the moment and the irritation was clear.

“Thank you,” Samson pressed the intercom button and then
sighed before he picked up the phone and prepared to
speak. He was a 500 pound man made out of pretty much
only muscle and green hair with an IQ above 150 who had
faced down The Hulk one on one but this woman scared him
like no one he had ever met.



She got the first word in the second she heard him inhale
slightly to speak his first word. “Leonard! How is my favorite
client? How goes the book? I’ve promised the publisher the
first three chapters of the superhero stuff by next
Wednesday so they can look over them.”

“We’ll it’s coming. I’m just starting on my first meeting with
The Hulk…it’s just hard to portray the true image of
Bruce’s…”

“Oh don’t worry about that, just jot out the bare bones of
event and we’ll have a Ghost Writer churn out the rest.”

Samson rolled his eyes. “I told you Sarah I’m not really
comfortable with putting my name on something someone
else has written on my behalf. I’d much rather not write it
than have someone…”

“Leonard darling. Do you trust me?” Sarah spoke quickly
and confidently. She didn’t wait for the answer Leonard
would have given even if he hadn’t faltered about it trying
to sugar coat the response. “I promised you that given all
the recent publicity around that little Living Lightning
thing…”

“Laser. Living Laser…and I doubt I’d call a man suffering a
breakdown and remission to a previous state of being then
trying to kill me a little thing.”

“Laser…right.” Samson could hear the clacking of keys as
Sarah typed something on her computer. “Anyway I
promised you that with your new practice I would give you
the much needed boost. I will make you a star, the book is
an all important piece of that puzzle and you do want it to
be the best it can possibly be don’t you? You do want to be
a star don’t you?”

“I’m not particularly bothered honestly.” Samson shrugged.
He figured the best thing to do was to be honest about it.
“When you came to me with your offer I thought boosting
my profile would be a good way of boosting the profile of
mental health issues and informing the general public to
reduce all the negative stereotypes.”

Sarah was silent for a split second. It was a huge gap in her
speech Samson wasn’t used to and it seemed to drag on
forever (time is relative.) “Leonard you are a saint! I’ll make
sure that’s put in your mini biog for all of your
interviews….do-gooders are going over brilliantly at the
minute. I always knew you would be a good marketer.”



Samson was about to tell her it wasn’t part of marketing.
He’d learned long ago during his first foray as Doc Samson
that there were more important things in the world than
fame and fortune. “Anyway,” interrupted Sarah “That’s why
I rang up. Massive news I’ve got you on Oprah …She’s gold
for any career. You have to be there around 4 for filming
and it’ll go out on Thursday. I’ll see you there and we’ll go
through buzzwords for…”

“I can’t do that, I’m busy. Didn’t Louise fax over my
schedule. I’ve got a meeting with Titania at The Pym
Prison.”

“This is Oprah darling! You don’t pass up Oprah! We only
managed to get this spot at the last minute when Bono had
to pull out….some cat stuck up a tree or something no
doubt. Do you realize that this is your jumping off point?
From this your book will sell like hotcakes, then you get
your own show. I’m thinking Springer, Oprah and Doctor
Phil mixed into one with the added bonus of super powers.
Squabbling mutants sleeping with their brothers wife
telepathically to special guest interviews with all you’re A-
list Avenger pals. What’s more important Oprah or this
Titanium?”

“Well when you put it like that…tell Oprah I’m sorry. Sarah I
am a psychologist first and foremost. I have a meeting with
a patient, a dangerous super powered patient at that. She
comes before any stupid television appearance.”

“Leo listen to me…” Samson moved the phone away from
his ear and covered the mouth piece as there was a gently
rapping on the door.

“Come in!” he called. He was glad of the distraction from
Sarah. He’d just let her rant herself out and then reiterate
he wasn’t going. It’s not like she could force him.

The door opened and in walked his secretary Louise Grant
Mason. She was in her late twenties and was wearing a red
shirt which highlighted her cleavage and a black knee length
skirt and stockings. Samson smiled at her.

“Amadeus Cho here to see you,” she smiled. She liked
Amadeus the time they had previously met a few weeks
earlier. He had turned up on the opening day of the practice
and made himself a nuisance to Samson as he tried to sort
his own office. He had shown himself to be a genius on their
meeting and was just so full of information. She had given
him the nickname ‘Mastermind Excello’ after an old friend of



hers from during the war.

You would never think it from looking at Louise but she was
almost 90 years old. She was a hero from the Golden Age
when a domino mask and a pistol let you go off to fight
Nazis. She a couple of years back had been working for
Jennifer Walters when following some sort of ‘super
accident’ had been de-aged to her current state.

She had applied for the job as Samson’s assistant despite
being hugely overly qualified. She had demanded the
position and explained that in her entire life she had found
nothing as challenging as working for Jen Walters so
working for Leonard Samson she was sure would be yet
another experience she would love.

Samson nodded and waved him in. “Sarah…” she was still
talking. “I’m not doing it….bye.” he hung up and sighed.

“Now there’s a happy Gamma irradiated psychologist if I’ve
ever seen one,” smiled Amadeus. Louise smiled gently as
she left the room.

“What is it with you and all these hot women,” Amadeus
pointed over his shoulder. “First that cop chick who was
here last week, then her and the other hottie outside.”
Amadeus tilted his head as he took off his bag over the top
of it and set it down before dropping down into the chair
opposite Samson’s big desk. He straightened out his green
shirt and then looked at Samson.

“She is old enough to be your grandmother….correction
she’s old enough to be my grandmother. She’s old enough
to be your great grandmother.”

“Age is but a number…especially when you are as hot as
that.”

Amadeus looked around the large room which had been
filled and decorated since he was last here. The wall was
lined with books and files. Samson sat behind an absolutely
immense expanse of desk with a small leather chair
opposite him. On one wall to Amadeus’ right was some
seating of sofas and chairs all facing one another and on the
opposite wall was the classic psychologist couch. “I wonder
what Freud would say about this huge desk…compensating
for something?”

“I had Orka in here yesterday…Orka is a good description.
He’s the size of a whale. I need a big office and desk.”



“I’ll bet…whatever you say Doc. I know all of the side effects
of steroids.” Amadeus smiled his mischievous smile.

“I see the school is having a wonderful effect on you,”
Samson smiled. He was a mentor to Amadeus and as both
that an a Doctor of his mental state Samson had final say
on many situations in Amadeus Cho’s career and life path.
He worked for the military since he was 10 years old, it was
only a couple of months ago that Leonard had ordered he be
given a place in high school. The projects he worked on to
be completed alongside that, it wasn’t beyond Amadeus’s
abilities.

“Yeah,” Amadeus rolled his eyes. “It’s a regular laugh riot
and I can’t thank you enough for forcing me into going.”

“Everything ok?” Samson realized it was a dumb question.
The inflection of Amadeus’s voice and his choice of words
made it obvious to anyone that something was wrong.

“They’re just so…dumb.” He dropped his head in his hands.
“Okay I don’t want to come off like an ass and I knew that
they wouldn’t be as smart as me…it’s not even in the school
work. They pick on the smart kids and worship kids who can
run a little faster or slam into someone a little harder. Those
that can throw a football that little further…”

“I heard you tried out for the Football team, I take it you
didn’t do well?”

“I can calculate the exact trajectory of every player on the
field, allow for trends and extraneous variables and predict
the exact path of the ball…apparently I throw like a girl.”

Samson stifled a snigger. He knew all to well such problems.
He had not always been the huge mass of muscle he was
now and he remembered a particularly bad attempt he had
in High school to join the wrestling team. “So other than
that you made any friends?”

“I’ve made a few. Three I’d really call friends rather than
just guys I can stand…they don’t even ask me to do their
homework.”

“Ah the intelligence rears it’s head. There are a lot of people
who don’t make realizations like that till college.” Samson
smiled. He really liked Amadeus, was too smart for his own
good, he knew it and he wasn’t afraid to let everyone else
around him know but there was something about the kid
that Samson liked. He felt proud of Amadeus’
accomplishments and not the things that he found easy like



math, science and engineering but rather the social jumps
he’d been making or how he was trying to figure out how
others less logical than him thought. It was a proud moment
for Samson to see him trying at things he didn’t find easy
and for the most part succeeding and then when he failed
learning from them and trying again. “You don’t seem too
happy despite all these new friends.”

Cho rolled his eyes again, he made it blatant so Samson
would notice he didn’t appreciate the attempt to gain more
information than he was willing to give at the moment. He
sighed both he and Samson were too smart to go around
and around in circles of ever decreasing size until he finally
spilled the core of the problem or Samson guessed it.
“Y’know the guys who run slightly faster or throw the ball
slightly harder and all those sheep who follow them?”

Samson nodded.

“Oh god I want them to like me!...I don’t know why but I
just want them to like me!”

Samson sat for a second and stared at the young man
across form him who suddenly seemed even younger. He let
out a hard and loud burst of laughter. He very quickly put
his hand across his mouth but then let out another burst
and moved it to his eyes. “You are a very helpful
psychologist,” nodded Amadeus, he didn’t seem to see the
humor.

“I’m sorry,” Samson shook his head “It’s not funny is it?” He
laughed again slightly but then managed to banish it
completely from his face. He focused on moving from
‘friend’ mode which he most often tried with Amadeus to
moving into ‘psychologist’ mode where nothing could
surprise or worry him and most importantly nothing would
ever make him laugh at a patient.

“No it isn’t,” Amadeus shook his head. “I have no idea why?
I don’t understand why they do half of the stuff they do? I
don’t understand the way they think or why people worship
them….but I want to be one of them! It’s like some sort of
brainwashing or something.”

“Social Identity Theory,” Samson nodded. “We define
ourselves based on the groups we belong to and they
become an ‘in-group’ everyone else becomes an ‘out-group.’
We all belong to our own in-groups whether it be male or
female, American, White, Student, Teenager…Psychologist
or whatever then we all belong to others out-groups.
There’s no way around it that’s how we categorize ourselves



naturally, how our brains work. It’s where stereotypes come
from.”

“So what you’re telling me is I’m their out-group but I’m
someone else’s in-group so I should be happy? Doesn’t
really help.”

“That’s the thing you see and no one knows why, studies
have went on for years. Whatever reason there may be
some groups just give out some sort of magnetic pull that
make others want to join them…celebrities, superheroes…
‘cool’ kids at school. They just make you want to be part of
them. I wish I knew.”

Amadeus nodded. “As a mentor whose meant to give me
advice and guidance you rather suck y’know?”

Leonard smirked. He understood how it could seem that
way. “I’m sorry Amadeus it’s just one of those things, it’s
like learning to walk just something you have to do on your
own. The only advice I can give you at all would be
whatever decision you make don’t forget your three good
friends.”

“So is that everything?” Amadeus stood up. “You asked me
to come into the city just so you could ask me if everything
is ok? We’ve got an appointment in a couple of days.”

“No it isn’t,” he motioned at the chair for Amadeus to once
again sit down which he did. “How are you holding with the
workload at school and from the military?”

“It’s okay…keeps me busy enough. I make the time.”

“So you stretch out the work to fill whatever free time you
have then taking much longer to do jobs than they need for
you to do?” Amadeus nodded and pulled a ‘you got me’
face. He hated how no one understood and knew him more
than a middle aged man. “Perfect I know how all of the
money you get from the military is funneled into a trust and
invested for you until you’re 21…”

“Wasn’t that your idea?”

“Well yes…trust me no body with that much money at your
age comes out of it well. So how would you like a job?”

“What? Where? Here?” Amadeus was taken aback by the
question.



“Yes…nothing too big. I wont be expecting you to talk The
Melter about his father issues or anything just filing or
whatever.”

“You’ve been missing me haven’t you? In this big office all
alone.”

“Never mind! It was a stupid idea. I just figured you could
use some cash and this is the best way to keep an eye on
you.”

“Hey I didn’t say no, lets talk percentages,” Amadeus made
a weighing motion with his hands.

“Eleven dollars an hour, that’s it.” Samson stuck out his
hand to shake with Amadeus. Amadeus seemed to roll the
idea around his mind briefly before sitting forward and
shaking hands with Samson. “Great I’ll introduce you to the
others.”

The two stood up and walked to the door and out into the
outer office. It was decorated tastefully and had two desks
and a seating area. It too was a much larger room than the
last one Samson had had in his old building…which blew up.

“You’ve already met Louise…he agreed.” Samson smiled at
the Blonde who smiled back at him and Amadeus and waved
gently. She was about to speak when the phone rang.

“This over in the corner,” Samson seized Amadeus’s
shoulder and turned him to face the other desk. It had none
of the papers or documents that Samson’s and Louise’s had
there was simply a portable CD player with headphones and
a PC.

The girl sitting at the desk had a deep tan and black hair.
She was wearing a ‘The Clash’ T-shirt and was busy
hammering the buttons on a controller as she stared
intently at the computer screen.

“This is Murmur…Murmur!...MURMUR!” Samson rapped
gently on her desk to gain the girls attention which made
everything on it jump about an inch into the air.

“Aw my game crashed,” she dragged the headphones off
her head and gave Samson a look of death. Amadeus
immediately placed her accent as that of French Canadian.

“This is Arlette Truffaut, aka Murmur. She’s my bodyguard
and head of security…Murmur this is our new intern



Amadeus.”

Arlette barely flashed a wave and then hit reset on her
computer. “You need a body guard?”

“It’s sometimes hard for people with super strength to
handle people without super strength…I lose my temper and
punch someone I could kill them…plus I prefer not to use
physical violence where possible.”

“And she handles this how?” Amadeus shrugged and stuck
out his hands palms to the sky.

Arlette seemed to take it as a challenge as she sat forward
and slapped his hand like a hi five. “BARK!” she
commanded.

“Woof…Woof….Woof….Woof” Amadeus shot his hands to his
face and covered his mouth.

Arlette was a mutant with the power of controlling another
once physical contact has been made. She had trained with
Beta Flight up in Canada after they took her from the home
(Hull House) she had grown up in. A gun shot wound to the
leg sidelined her superhero career. Samson hand picked her
to come and work for him.

“Leo,” Louise coughed and held out the phone to him. “It’s
the Vault. Killgrave has been demanding to see you all
week.”

Samson held up his palm to Louise and shook his head. “Tell
them I’ve told them, I won’t go and see him before his next
appointment no matter how much he demands it. He has to
learn that people won’t just jump to his beck…” Samson had
been trying to handle The Purple Man in a way to slowly
make it so he didn’t feel like he needed to use his powers to
stay in control. He wasn’t sure why exactly. The Purple Man
was never getting out of prison but he’d taken him on as
one of his personal projects.

“…they say to tell you that he stopped demanding about an
hour ago and asked to ‘please’ see you.”

Samson stopped and thought for a second and looked at his
watch. “Tell them I’m on my way. Ring the Pym Prison and
put my appointment with Titania back by half an hour.”
Samson smiled. Killgrave asking for something rather than
demanding it was a huge breakthrough in his treatment.

“Arlette, time to go.” Samson grabbed his jacket from the



back of the door as he crossed room and took a pen and
paper from Louise’s desk.

“Aw, my game is just starting up again.” She motioned to
the screen. Samson shot her a look. “I know, I know…I have
two jobs around here and all I do is complain about them
please don’t lecture me again.”

“You too huh? He never gives it a rest with me,” Amadeus
smiled at Arlette who smirked back at him.

“We’ll drop Amadeus off first before heading over there. If
you wait around you can port me to the Pym Prison too.”

Samson crossed the room and placed his hand on Arlette’s
shoulder and she laid hers on Amadeus’s. Louise looked up
at the three, she always enjoyed this part. There was a flash
of light as Murmur teleported the three away.

The Vault…

Doc Samson walked through the door as the guard opened
it and locked it behind him. He walked down the lit corridor
towards the cell he so often visited. The cell of The Purple
Man.

He often thought of Killgrave in the same thought as he did
Bruce Banner. The two were without a doubt his greatest
challenges in his career. They both had some intangible
quality of being a challenge which Samson found himself
exhilarated by.

Samson strode across the corridor and pulled the metal
folding chair into the centre of it before plunked himself
down and looked straight at The purple Man.

Zebediah sat on his bed in his orange jumpsuit with a white
T-shirt underneath it. These two clashed horribly with his
bright purple skin. The orange and the purple going
together like fish and cake. There was something marginally
funny about seeing the egomaniacal serial killer reduced to
looking like some sort of clown. “You requested to see me?”

Purple Man glared at Samson. He’d been demanding to see
him all week only to have his desires ignored by both
Samson and by the prison guards. He had pouted when he
wasn’t demanding to see him until eventually he gave in
and did what he knew Samson wanted from him. He asked



to see him.

The pouting and ranting inmate was not something Purple
Man enjoyed being. It was far from his usual commanding
self.

“Yes,” Purple Man nodded and then waited a second or two
before speaking. “You cancelled our last meeting… didn’t
like that. How do you expect me to get ‘better’ if you don’t
turn up when you are scheduled. Don’t let it happen again.”

Samson looked at Purple Man’s face. It was as stoic as usual
as he spoke. Samson made a note on the pad of paper he
had. He looked up again and glanced at the cell of The
Purple Man.

The cell was a standard sized cell in the maximum security
section of the prison. It glowed dully lit from the ceiling by
the oddly strobing lights of a power dampener. No other
light source in the world gave off that amount of glow.
There was the usual bed and toilet and a small desk and
chair. A small stack of books lay on the floor against the
wall pressed tightly to it. The wall facing Samson contained
a sheet of paper with a lined grid marked on it. The grid was
full of notes and scores. The bed was made immaculately
with military corners and the toilet was cleaner than any
prison toilet Samson had ever seen.

It seemed to Samson that without his powers to control
others Killgrave had once again felt the lack of power that
he had been forced to endure growing up in a war torn
country. He seemed to handle this by managing his
environment and times meticulously to give himself that
sense of control. It was a trait shared by several disorders
such as OCD and Autism (especially Aspergers’ syndrome).
Samson made a note that he didn’t necessarily think that he
suffered either disorder but simply that he needed to feel
control and this meticulousness was the only way to do so
given his situation so he surrounded himself by it to give
himself that needed power.

“I was very busy, I pushed your session back to make room
for more pressing cases,” Samson was very careful not to
apologize. Killgrave had the attitude that he was in charge
and everyone should be in deference to him, it was
something Samson was trying to break him of. He wasn’t
going to apologize.

“I fail to see what could be more important than our
meetings. We had a scheduled time to met. You canceling at
the last minute was very rude. It threw my schedule off by



two hours.” Killgrave was still stoic as he spoke. His words
denoted anger but his expression and voice gave away only
the tiniest of micro expressions which no one but Samson
would be able to pick up on. Still the amount of these micro
expressions were tiny in comparison to what they should
have been. ‘Another form of self control in showing no
emotion’ noted Samson.

“You could have read a little, you have quite a stack of
books there,” Samson pointed to the neat stack which went
from largest to smallest.

“It wasn’t time for reading,” Purple Man pointed behind him
to the schedule on the wall.

“Don’t you find it hard to live such a regimented life? What if
you want to read a little more of your book…or your halfway
through a chapter when reading time ends?”

“Then I stop.” Purple Man nodded curtly. “I would find no
need to read more, the book will still be there the next day
during reading time when I wish to continue. I would not
have the issues if other people followed the schedule.” It
was obviously a dig at Samson.

“As I say I had other patients to see. You seem to be on an
even keel at the moment and can go longer periods of time
without seeing me. I dare say our meetings will become
more sporadic what with my new practice.” Samson
carefully watched Purple Man while making sure Killgrave
didn’t pick up on his observation. He was pushing Purple
Man. Progress had been made in the way Purple man was
now trying to assert control over his own life rather than
that of others.

In some ways it may have seen like a backwards step or a
negative one in the least as Purple Man seemed to develop
‘mental health issues’ with his regimented life but it seemed
to Samson it was a matter…a harsh one true but a matter of
breaking Purple Man down a little more chipping away at his
maladaptive characteristics before they together were
capable of starting to build him up.

“No, that won’t do at all. We are to continue our regular
schedule.”

“I’m sorry Zebediah but you don’t really have a say in this,
I’m in charge of your sessions and my own career so I
decide when we meet.”

“Why? Don’t you enjoy the sessions?! You will come to the



next one at the arranged time,” Purple Man’s stoic tone now
wobbled and a little of his emotion showed through. Leonard
measured the reaction carefully, he had lost his self control
but was still making demands. The most shocking thing
which Samson instantly scribbled down quickly was that he
had actually asked for Samson’s opinion, not only his
opinion but about his emotion. This was something ground
breaking for a man who since Samson had met him had just
considered others to be paper dolls to him.

“Enjoy?” Samson rand his hand across his face. “I wouldn’t
say I enjoyed the sessions part. It’s true you are a very
intelligent man and I do enjoy talking to you at times. You
also are a very interesting case and a challenge for my skills
which I enjoy but I think we need to make something clear.
You are not my friend, I don’t enjoy spending time with you.
You’re my patient and a very sick man. You personify
qualities that I don’t like and you’ve done horrific
things…perhaps it would be best if this was our last session.
I’ve obviously gave out some signals which is causing one of
us to overstep the boundaries of this relationship…I’ll have
to think about it. I’ll arrange for another meeting at a later
point…or recommend someone else.”

Samson stood up and pushed the chair against the wall and
without looking back turned and walked down the corridor
away from the shouting Purple Man.

“Where are you going! You can’t leave! I demand you
stay!...I demand you come back!....Come Back!....Please?!”

The door at the end of the hallway slammed loudly.

The Pym Experimental Prison #2…

Doc Samson sat inside the interview room of the prison, his
requests for another room once again turned down. He was
busy making some notes on his meeting with Purple Man.

It had been an interesting meeting and Purple Man was
making some progress, more than Samson ever thought he
would in such a short time. He would of course be going
back to visit him for another session. His final comments
were again attempted as a push to Killgrave’s treatment and
given Killgrave’s last word it seemed to work. He was
chosen to be Killgrave’s psychologist for a reason at the
moment he was pretty much the best man for the job and it
would be negligent of him to hand the buck onto someone



else.

He finished his notes and flipped over the page. He was
here for a different job now and it was time to move on.

The Pym Experimental prison was much like any other.
There were halls and corridors and open areas all filled with
prisoners of varying degrees. The guards patrolled these
and tried to keep everything in order.

There were a couple of differences which made the prison
‘Experimental’ in the first place. One of this was the Exo-
structure and Endo-Structure. The Exo-structure was much
the same as a normal prison.

The Endo-structure however was very different. It was in
this area that the real experimental part of the prison came
into effect.

The roof of the cell slowly opened causing Samson to jerk
his head up. He looked up at the black masked man who
towered over the room which went about as high as his
knee. His mask contained lenses which were currently
moving in and out as they focused on Samson.

The man’s large hand lowered a small figure into the room
and then with a click of a button unlocked her restraints and
slowly began to close the ‘lid’ of the room with a ‘Click’.

The Endo-structure made the Pym Prison so ingenious and
experimental because it housed 500 prisoners in the space
it would normally house 50 and gave them extra room to
boot. Each prisoner was shrunken down to less than an inch
in size. They were watched over both by miniature guards
patrolling the corridors of the Endo-structure and normal
human sized guards who acted as massive fail safes who
patrolled the Exo-structure and the boundary of the Endo-
structure.

Anyone who went into the prison (currently Doc Samson) to
interact with a prisoner was shrunken down to their size so
to minimize the chance of escape by the prisoners should
they be at their full size.

Samson smiled up at Titania. “Hello Mary. I know we’ve met
before but I’m Leonard Samson. I’m taking over the therapy
sessions for some of the prisoners here. You included.”

“Swell,” Titania rolled her eyes. She was in a similar jump
suit to the prisoners at The Vault. It was clear she didn’t
have a high opinion of Samson. It wasn’t unexpected



considering the amount of time Titania had clashed with
She-Hulk. She no doubt just saw another Gamma irradiated
superhero.

“It’s my job to evaluate your mental state at any given point
and advise on any special treatment I feel you may need.
I’m also here just to listen, I know prison can be a hard
place and you can’t often…” Titania smirked cutting Samson
off. “I take it you don’t need to vent anything? Not feeling
threatened?”

“What have I got to feel threatened about? I’m only an inch
tall but so is everyone else. I’m still stronger than everyone
else in here.” Titania brimmed with confidence, she seemed
all of her normal 7 feet tall rather than the inch she truly
was.

Samson nodded understandingly and wrote something.
“Honestly, and I hope you won’t hold it against me here, but
honestly I think this is all a front.”

“Is that so,” Titania nodded. She folded her arms across her
chest as she sat back in the chair. “Let me tell you greeny-
locks, that the only thing stopping me ripping your head off
now is the six foot tall guard who could crush me with his
foot.”

“Please hear me out.” Samson held up his hand as a sign for
her to listen and refrain from ripping his head off. “You
didn’t have a very happy life did you? Born premature
leading to you having a small stature all the way through
life. You weren’t physically intimidating and weren’t
particularly academically gifted. You were a nice girl by all
accounts, on the quiet side, really. You were bullied a lot as
a kid, weren’t you?”

Titania nodded. “Nothing I could have done about it. Tried
to fight back a couple of times and it got me nowhere…I got
even with them all eventually, though.” Titania smiled a
smug smile to herself. Samson had read the reports of
crimes suspected to belong to Titania. Vicious beatings
whenever she happened to cross paths with someone she
had went to high school with.

“Ah yes you got even thanks to Doctor Doom. He gave you
your powers back during The Secret Wars. That is right isn’t
it? You might be one of the only people I know with a
pleasant thing to say about Victor Von Doom, then?”

Titania shrugged. “Nothing in particular. He needed some
people to do his work and I wanted power. I’m thankful to



him for giving me these powers but we’re square as far as
I’m concerned. He hired me for a job and this is my
payment.” She flexed her muscle.

“He changed your personality along with your body didn’t
he?” It was a loaded question from Samson. Her personality
definitely changed from a meek submissive one to a
powerful aggressive one but whether it was down to Doom
(who generally liked people submissive to him) or merely
gave Mary a chance to finally grow fully into the person she
always wanted to be. He wanted to see what she saw in the
situation.

Titania shrugged. She had never really thought about it.
She wasn’t sure if her personality had changed or if her
powers had simply let her finally be as assertive as she
knew she could be. The change in personality had happened
mightily quickly after her personality but almost instantly
she could feel the power in her. She summed all of this up
in her shrug.

A siren in the Exo-structure began to blare loudly. It was
muffled through all the walls made of steel and concrete.
Samson looked up at the ceiling expecting it to open at any
second. There was nothing.

“Just a lock down…someone’s been kicking up a fuss. They
call in the Exo-guards but we’re far enough away that I
doubt they’ll bother you.” Titania sighed. It was usual. She
was a professional criminal and stints in prison seemed to
be nothing more to her than an occupational hazard.

Samson nodded and then jumped back into the
conversation. “So despite all that, you expect me not to
believe that this doesn’t effect you? You’ve always hated
being small and feeling weak…and yet being shrunk down to
this size and having your strength essentially negated
doesn’t bother you?”

“It’s all relative isn’t it? Sure I like being strong but as I
said, I am compared to most of the people in here. There
are the guards and everyone else in the world who are
stronger than me at the moment but there’s always going to
be people like that…point is I’m a big fish and this is a tiny
pond. I’m plenty strong for what I do at the minute.”

Samson nodded and made a note. What Titania was saying
was true, she was by far the strongest in this prison and the
guards suspected her of being responsible for quite a few
beatings in the place. He had not expected such an
intelligent insight from the woman whose usual response to



any challenging stimuli was to smash it.

“So lets talk about The Secret Wars...that’s where you first
met Carl Creel right? By all accounts you didn’t exactly hit it
off straight away.”

“He was a cocky, crude and so sure of himself as better
than everyone else around him.”

“What changed?”

“Nothing…I realized I loved him. Simple as that. He’s still a
cocky, crude and thinks he’s better than everyone…but me.
He’s my man.” Titania smiled absent mindedly. It was clear
to Samson as odd as their relationship was Titania truly
loved The Absorbing Man.

“I bet that’s hard, him being on the run and you in here.
Away from him, unable to share all your thoughts and
feelings?”

Titania turned her head away from Samson. It was clear she
missed him, it was probably the hardest part of being in
prison. It was the lynch pin that Samson would aim her
therapy at for the moment before it turned onto more of an
approach to intrinsic rewards. The two had tried to go
straight numerous times but always just fell short. He was
sure he could rehabilitate them and their love for each other
could be the catalyst.

“It is hard, I miss him and wish he was here…”

The ‘lid’ of the room quickly opened making the blaring of
the alarm all that much louder. Samson looked up at the
face of one of the guards covered in a mask. He was no
doubt there to tell them to move out or that everything had
been resolved.

“Thanks,” said a booming voice as the guard was tossed
through the air. The silvery face of Crusher Creel The
Absorbing Man looked down into the room. “Hey Babe! I’m
getting you out of here!” His large hand moved down into
the room and Titania jumped onto it.

She waved to Doc Samson as she was lifted out of the
room. “Thanks Doc, your session really helped me.” It was
true she’d managed to get word to Creel about her brief
foray into one of the lower security wings of the Endo-
structure during her session. They had planned things from
there.



Leonard was on his feet watching Titania be lifted out. He
rushed at the wall as Creel vanished over the edge of it and
simply crashed through it sending the miniature rubble
flying.

Creel was destroying walls and cells without even thinking
about it they simply crumbled around his large metal feet.
Doc Samson was having to cover his face as he raced along
the corridor dodging billowing clouds of dust and showers of
rubble.

He was only an inch high but still had a portion of his
strength, meaning he was able to jump a couple of feet into
the air. He looked down briefly as he ‘flew’ at the prisoners
in their tiny cells who now found themselves either dead
under Creel’s feet or free for the first time in a long time.
The women prisoners exploded to freedom.

Samson stretched out his arms and caught the trailing lace
of Creel’s sneakers which too had turned to steel along with
the rest of him. Leonard clung onto the hard cold metal as it
whipped in the air and Creel smashed his metallic body
mass through a wall and into the open sunlight as he exited
the Exo-Structure of the prison.

“Okay you’re an inch tall and have hitched a ride with The
Absorbing Man…” Samson paused for a second from his
summing up of the situation “…I should have gone to
Oprah.”

To Be Continued...
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The sticky floor of a stolen car…

Doctor Leonard Samson crouched on the floor of the car to
steady himself. Whatever was encrusted on the old floor
carpet had completely ruined his pants but honestly at the
minute he had bigger things to worry about.

The reason he was crouched on the floor of the car was that
during a visit to counsel Titania at the Pym Prison their
session was rudely interrupted by her husband Carl ‘The
Absorbing Man’ Creel. Samson had tagged along with them
as they made their escape so he could hopefully someway
stop them and return the two into custody.

The only problem with his plan was he was currently no
taller than an inch having been shrunken down when
entering the Pym Prison.

He closed his eyes as the car turned a corner sharply. He
had been attempting to monitor and map the cars journey
as best he could so that he would have someway of knowing
where he ended up and find his way back or so he could
alert someone to their location.

He had a third option which he had entertained for a few
seconds when the car started. He could attempt to take the
two villains out himself but the chances of him taking out
two super villains of Titania and The Absorbing Man’s calibre
and strength at his current height did strike him as highly
unlikely.

There was another hope however a small sliver of a chance.



His personal teleporter and body guard Murmur. She had
been with him at the Pym Prison and the entrance of Creel
to the building could not have gone unnoticed so right now
she could be alerting his fellow superheroes and they could
be on their way to rescue him right then.

Doc Samson’s office, around thirty minutes earlier…

Louise Grant Mason AKA The Blonde Phantom (I) sat at her
desk scribbling into the diary of Doctor Leonard Samson.
She was making sure that he would see the booking of an
appointment she had just agreed for him at the residential
mental home for meta humans the next day.

She was chatting on the phone as she did so. She wasn’t
expecting any calls but kept her eyes along the lights of the
call waiting system just in case.

“I’ve told you Roger I’m perfectly happy…yes flying cars are
all well and good but I’m too old to be getting shot at every
day….Yes I know you’re older than I am and haven’t been
de-aged but you’re full of that super soldier serum. I’ve
dodged enough bullets in my time.”

She tapped the desk with the end of her pen absent
mindedly. “The V-Battalion was always your and Brian’s
baby. I helped out in the beginning putting a few of the
creeps into the popsicle moulds but then I retired…I’m still
retired…Yes I did get involved with She-Hulk and now with
Doc Samson but I’m not planning to back flip across the
room to disarm a gorilla with a nazi scientists brain for the
rest of my life. Yes that happened…twice as I recall”

The door to the outer office of Samson’s practice swung
open sharply and in stomped the teenage boy Amadeus
Cho. “I’ll have to go Roger, Mastermind Excello just walked
in…well obviously not THE Mastermind Excello. He’s a new
one I’ve named…yes he’s just as smart. Ok bye, give my
love to the others.” Louise hung up the phone and smiled at
Amadeus. He looked flustered. “Gay British men from the
Golden age, always nattering on. Odd considering he’s head
of the worlds most secret military operation.”

“I forgot my bag…” he pointed into Samson’s office as if he
was asking for permission. Louise nodded ..”…and my
scooter.” He thumbed behind him as he walked into
Samson’s open office.

*POP*

Several papers rippled on the desks in the office before



stopping as the form of Arlette appeared in the centre of the
room in front of Louise. She had seen such events so many
times she didn’t even bat an eyelid.

“The Doc and that hottie were in such a hurry they dumped
me and ported out before I could tell them.” Amadeus
walked back into the room with his bag slung over his
shoulder. He stopped and stared at Arlette. “You just heard
me call you a hottie didn’t you?” she nodded with a smile.

“Where’s Leo?” Louise cut in over the embarrassment which
was emanating from the young Amadeus. He was no doubt
one of the most intelligent people on the planet but it was
clear to the world wise Louise that his people…especially
female people skills were lacking.

“He’s in his meeting with Titania. My i-pod died,” she held
up the small white square. “He will call me when he wants
me,” she dropped down lazily into her chair and picked up
the control pad for the video game she had been playing
when Leonard had so rudely interrupted her earlier and
made her do her job.

Unbeknownst to his three associates that Leonard Samson
could not in fact call them as his Cell Phone had been left at
the prison. Had Arlette had waited an extra few seconds she
would have indeed known of her bosses want for her as she
would have seen the massive form of Crusher Creel explode
through the wall of the visiting room where she herself had
been sat.

Creel’s car, thirty-ish minutes later…

Samson sighed gently, he couldn’t shake the feeling that
help wasn’t coming from his friends anytime soon. “I’m
going to get stepped on. I just know I’m going to be
stepped on.” He went silent again and listened intently to
the half of the conversation he could hear from The
Absorbing Man.

“Don’t worry baby, I’ve done the hardest part busting you
out.”

“Yeah…yes I do realise you’re only an inch tall. You’re
standing on my shoulder remember. I’ve got it all planned
don’t worry.”

Samson scurried forward and looked up between the legs of
Creel at his face. He had a stern look of concentration as he
turned the wheel of the car. Samson memorized another
right turn. Creel tilted his head to the side. Leonard guessed



that is where Titania was stood.

“There’s people out there right now looking. Giant-Man,
Black Goliath, Wasp, Atlas…god knows how many guards.
Someone will turn up something sooner or later and we’ll
grab the Pym particles.”

Samson felt the car slowing before it finally came to a stop.
Creel switched off the engine and grabbed a baseball cap
and pair of sunglasses from the seat next to him and quickly
threw them on. “Yeah, I know who would have thought the
two of us in the suburbs.” He laughed gently as he climbed
out of the car. “My What?...oh my wrecking ball. I’ll cover it
with the blanket on the backseat and get it tonight.

He moved under the seat as the back door swung open and
Creel leaned inside tossing a blanket over the large metal
ball which lay on the backseat.

Samson took a short but sharp breath as he rocked back
onto his back foot and then launched forward. He had to
time his jump perfectly and have a lot of luck on his side as
he leapt through the open door. If he timed it wrong or if
Creel or Titania happened to be looking down chances are
he’d be done for instantly.

He shot forward faster than expected and quickly made a
mental note. His reduced size and mass had reduced his
strength but not in direct correlation. He was proportionally
stronger than he would have been at his normal height.

He was however unable to make the correct mental
adjustments before he tightened his leg muscles and hurled
himself away from the base of the car. He literally shot
through the air like a bullet causing a whistling sound
around him. He shot between the open legs of Creel and
connected with the lawn of the house they’d parked outside
off.

A small pile of dirt exploded into the air. Samson heard the
car door slam shut behind him. He was face down in the dirt
with half of the lawn in his mouth but he still managed to
push himself sideways away from the tiny crater he’d
created into some of the grass surrounding it.

“Damn! Dog or mole or something’s been at the lawn. Only
cut it this damn morning…yeah yeah yuk it up baby. I’m a
regular Johnny homemaker.”

Samson fixed his grip around a Dandelion and tilted himself
to watch as Creel fiddled with his key in the door before



opening it and walking inside. He threw a backwards glance
up and down the street before furtively closing the door.

He dropped down onto the dirt and leaned his back against
the stork of the flower. He ran his hand up the vein of a
strand of grass. “What are you going to do Leonard?” He ran
his proportionally large (though really tiny) hands through
his green hair which he absently noticed blended perfectly
with the chlorophyll in the grass around him.

He ran through his options in his mind. First and foremost
was the obvious he could make a hasty retreat back to the
prison or to his office. That would take time though, at his
current height even with his powerful legs running flat out
or leaping he guessed it would take hours to retrace his
steps perfectly from his current location. It didn’t look too
much like the Creels were going anywhere but they were
career criminals he doubted they’d make a stupid mistake of
hanging out in one place too long. The second they had a
location on Pym Particles or come the morning they’d be out
of there.

His second option was to go into one of the houses along
the street and try to use their phones. The draw backs of
this plan were two fold he had no way of knowing how a
person would react finding an inch tall man using their land
line and it would put the person in grave danger should the
Creels find out where the phone call to the police was made
from.

The thought suddenly crossed Samson’s mind that the
police turning up at all could put everyone in the
neighbourhood in danger from The Absorbing Man throwing
one of his destructive temper tantrums.

The third option seemed both the most obvious and most
ludicrous. He would go into the house and try to do
something to stop them…somehow. He admitted to himself
it wasn’t the most well thought out and logical plan. He
should have known better but the fact was he was a
superhero…even if retired for the most part. He went up
against impossible odds that’s what he did. He realised that
the entire aura around being a superhero was probably
dampening his senses and common sense to the very real
danger but he was beginning to think that this was his only
option. He wasn’t sure what he would or even could do but
there must have been something.

He bent his legs and launched himself upwards above the
grass line. He reached the top of his arc and came down on
the crazy paving leading up to the door. He had made the



massive leap of three feet compared to his usual half a mile.
He headed for the door.

It took him a few minutes to get to the door. He squeezed
himself under the door with out too much difficulty and
found himself staring up at a coat rack in a carpeted
hallway. The stairs lay in front of him and too the left and
there was a door either side of the hallway and one directly
in front of him.

The house looked like any other suburban home and hardly
the den of a couple of hardened super criminals. He moved
forward walking at his normal pace which given his current
size was like edging forward silently at his normal size. It
wasn’t like he had much of a choice the thick shag of the
carpet still went up past his waist making his going down
the hall rather tough.

A glance at the wall showed a few photos. The first was a
small grey haired woman with huge purple glasses balanced
precariously on her nose. On her knee bounced a small
naked boy who was laughing madly. The photo next to it
showed the same woman years later but not looking too
different with Carl Creel with his arm around her. This was
obviously the home of Creel’s mother or grandmother.

Samson dove sideways planning to hurl himself up against
the wall but instead found himself lying face down in the
carpet with the fibres towering over him. He rolled over as
best as he could and looked up through the thick shag at
the simply colossus form of The Absorbing Man who stopped
and stood over him. He had a cordless phone pressed to his
ear. “Don’t give me that crap Whirlwind, you know exactly
where the Wasp is…yes you do! You’ve been stalking her as
long as she’s been the damn Wasp….” He let out an
exasperated sigh and headed across the hall to the door
opposite the one he had entered through.

Samson weighed up his options as he climbed to his feet.
He could follow Creed or he could follow the instinct he first
had and continue down the corridor to the room which
looked like the Kitchen. His mind decided on the kitchen.

If he had been surviving on prison food for the past several
months he knew exactly which room in the house he would
be heading for…given their stature that is. Several months
away from his partner at full size may result in a very
different choice of room. He was hoping due to their equal
size he could take out Titania. He wondered what Creel
would do when he couldn’t find his wife. He figured the
Absorbing Man would either start smashing up the house no



doubt drawing the attention of the neighbours and the cops.
There was the chance he could flee the house and bide his
time but given the fact he would have no idea where his
wife was Samson wasn’t sure.

He thought briefly as he continued about his current
‘partner’. Detective Stacey Dolan was one of the most
stubborn and infuriating women Samson had ever met and
the fact that he was a superhero didn’t impress her in the
slightest. These were the qualities he found himself liking in
her the most. She was a detective in the special meta
human crimes department and would no doubt be one of
the officers dispatched to this house should the neighbours
report The Absorbing Man.

Samson stepped onto the hard kitchen floor which was tiled
with black and white checks. He stretched his legs suddenly
feeling very free away from the carpet which had ensnared
him seconds earlier.

The new sense of freedom probably had very much to do
with his next action as he sprinted at his full speed across
the kitchen floor. Even given his tiny stature he was able to
cross the floor rapidly as his tiny mass was pushed on by his
still awesome strength. He leapt into the air and caught the
edge of the kitchen chair.

He pulled his weight effortlessly onto the seat of the chair
before launching himself at the back of the chair and
pressing his feet against it and using it as a springboard.
The chair slid back an inch as he hurtled up to the table top
with little effort.

He landed with his knees bent and then stood up to his full
height stretching his back as he did so.

The face of Titania stared at him from the edge of a plate on
which sat a freshly microwaved burger and fries. She had a
handful of meat in one hand and part of a fry pressed close
to her face. She was looking at him with a look somewhere
between astonishment and bewilderment. “You have got to
be friggin kidding me!” She growled.

“Mary, calm down…I just want to…” Doc Samson ducked
and dodged to the size as a blob of ketchup the size of his
face hurtled across the expanse of the table towards him. It
was clear that Titania’s strength was also intact at this size.

“Mary…ugh!” Doc righted himself only to find himself tackled
down by Titania. She sat astride him in her tiny orange
jump suit from The Pym Prison and unloaded a fist across



the Doc’s face.

“CARL! CARL!” Titania screamed to her husband as she
continued to land blows on Samson.

“He,” Samson blocked one of her fists from landing a blow.
Their two arms tensed against one another briefly and
shook as they both channelled power into their punches.
Samson managed to over power her and roll her from the
top of him onto her back “Can’t hear you! Calm down I just
want to talk!”.

Titania swung her head forward and slammed it into to
bridge of Samson’s nose making him rock back. He was
planning just to talk to her but it appeared she was more
intent on fighting him for them to get anywhere. She
followed up on her advantage by raising her knee into his
groin and then as he rocked back planting both feet into his
chest.

Samson swore loudly as he flew backwards and then to the
level of the table top…and then kept going. He landed flat
on his back on the seat of the chair pulled up at the table.
His long green hair covered his face and lay in his mouth.

He spat it out loudly and moved it from his face with his
hand. “All I wanted to do was talk, make her realise that it
would probably be best to turn herself in.” Samson leapt to
his feet and then powered himself into the air and back to
the table top. “…But No! you have to fight.”

Samson scowled at Titania, the look quickly vanished from
his face replaced by one of confusion. The plate containing
fries and a burger spiralled through the air as Titania hauled
it forward from where she held it above her head (with a
little difficulty.)

Leonard threw himself into the air and looked down as the
plate of food spun below him and off the edge of the table
and too the floor where the plate smashed. He managed to
land on his feet and from his crouched position glared at the
kitchen door. Should Creel have heard that he would come
investigating and any hope Samson had of talking or
beating Titania would go out of the window.
Titania was also staring at the door, she however was
pleading mentally with her husband to hear the noise from
whatever room he was in and come investigating. Samson
noticed Titania’s distraction and took advantage of the
situation.

She let out an exhalation of air as she was shoved back



hard into the wall which the table stood against. The wall
made a gentle thud as if someone had thrown a ball against
it or something.

Samson had Titania pinned up against the wall. “Dammit
Mary listen to me, that’s all I ask. It’s not like I can bring
you in and beat up Creel is it?”

Titania glared at Samson. He had an arm across her
forearms and stomach while pushing her feet from the table
top. She seemed to stop struggling. “What do you think
you’re doing?” Samson’s anger in his voice was clear.

He closed is eyes and inhaled deeply. His emotions should
have no place in this conversation. She may have busted
out of the prison but he still viewed this woman as his
patient and she needed help even if she didn’t think she did.
He began to speak again but this time he made sure to keep
a calm and even tone. “You were doing so well. You were
serving a short sentence and your rehabilitation plan
showed real chances of success. You would have been out in
no time and would be on the straight and narrow.”

Titania suddenly let out a scream. Doc had turned his head
for a second and she used the chance to strike. She raised
her knees to her chest and again struck out. The only
problem were Leonard’s feet were planted firmly on the
table top with his strength. The thrust of Titania’s kick made
his legs move away slightly but mores o made the table
slide a couple of inches from the wall. The two exchanged
glances for a second as they both began to fall.

The two tried to right themselves to land on their feet but
they were too close to one another and ended up colliding
before slamming into the floor. The two were only an inch
tall so the fall had been like being thrown from the top of a
building. Thankfully though the two had superhuman
resistance so neither were hurt too badly.

Samson climbed to his knees and inhaled deeply. Titania’s
boot slammed across his face. “You really are a do-gooder
know nothing aren’t you!” Titania grabbed his long green
hair and turned like a hammer thrower before unleashing
him and sending him hurtling across the kitchen.

She crossed the kitchen slowly to Samson’s position where
he was standing slowly to his feet. He could have moved
quicker, been more decisive in his actions to take her down
but he wanted to see where this was going. Titania was
opening up, it was something her notes had never indicated
her doing. He cursed himself mentally as Titania’s fist



slammed into the back of his head. “You’ve never had to
deal with anything like I have.”

Titania growled at him as she swung her foot into his
stomach. “You don’t know what it’s like to be picked on and
beat up just because you’re smaller than other people. Have
no one like you….One person has liked me 100% for who I
am regardless of all my flaws. One. His name is Carl Creel.”

Samson was already beginning to work through what Titania
was saying and what he thought she would say to predict
possible ways to talk to her and what to say. He was still
listening to her and was prepared to change his approach at
any given moment.

“He loves me and you want me to spend what 7 years away
from him? 5 with good behaviour? 3 with your
recommendation? I can’t be apart from him for that long. I’d
go insane without him.”

Samson rolled forward as she swung another kick at him
he’d heard enough now. He got to his feet and quickly
turned to face her. “Okay so what now?”

“I beat you to a pulp or at least hold you till Carl comes in
her and then watch as he squishes you.” Titania leapt
forward. Samson dodged to the side letting her stumble
forward before he dove for her back and dragged her arms
back and locked his fingers together behind her neck.

“Not what I meant,” he gritted his teeth as the strong
woman struggled in his grip. She raised one leg and
slammed it down on his foot. He kept tight hold of her still.
“What do you do now? Now you’re together? Now you’re
both on the run again!”

“Well figure something out…were together that’s all that’s
important.” Titania stomped on his foot again and this time
dragged both of her arms forward. She managed to get free
of his grip. She turned and caught him across the face with
a backhand knocking him sideways.

Leonard did not like hitting women, he did not like hitting
men either to be fair but hitting women especially sat badly
with him but he realised in certain superhero contexts it was
acceptable. If there was one thing he hated more than
hitting women though it was when he was forced to lash out
at a patient and that’s why he had stuck strictly to
restraining her (with the odd tackle thrown in to allow him
to do so). She was now testing this patience.



“So what will you do for money?” Samson dodged back as
she swung a right at him. He dodged the other way as she
threw a left. Samson had trained in several fighting styles
over the years and had the uncanny ability to read people
that he had developed over years of fighting practice and
from studying body language in his career. Titania had not
trained in this way and was losing her temper rapidly she
was telegraphing her blows with neon signs.

“Well figure something out, it’s not like we can’t do
things…we have skills.”

“So you’ll knock off a convenience store? Or a bank?”
Samson got more involved in the fight now as Titania let out
a scream and lunged forward again with more blows. He
simply grabbed her wrist and with a twist tossed her head
over heels to the floor. “You’re both wanted super criminals
so it’s not like you could get a real job…not a legal one at
least.”

She swung her legs up and flipped to her feet facing away
from Samson towards the door. They both opened their
eyes wide at the same sight. Creel was heading down the
corridor towards the kitchen.

“Carl! Carl!” Titania screamed at the top of her lungs and
waved her hands madly.

“I know he’s gone straight with the damn Thunderbolts but
he owes me!” Creel barked down the phone as he turned
into another room along the corridor.

Titania turned and ploughed at Samson. “He’s so friggin’
useless sometimes!” She barked. She slammed her arms up
into the chin of Samson and kept running so that he was
lifted from the floor and dragged back with her momentum.

She stopped and flung her hands out tossing him
backwards. Samson collided with the refrigerator with a
solid but dull thump. His body dropped to the floor leaving
the large dint in the metal door where his body hit. Several
fridge magnets clunked down to the floor after him shaken
free by the force. “That actually hurt. So come on how will
you get cash? Knock off a bank?”

“No! well figure it out. We have each other and that’s all
that counts.” Titania turned on her heel and began to head
to the door. She was taking a different approach now and
trying to actively draw Creel rather than beat Samson up.

Leonard couldn’t let that happen. He launched forward



sprinting at his full speed. His strength coupled with his
current diminutive size meant he crossed the kitchen at
almost superhuman speeds. He sped past Titania and
launched himself into the door frame which caused a louder
thud than he planned.

He changed the angle of his body and grabbed Titania as he
rebounded. Her feet lifted from the floor as she was carried
by his momentum. His feet touched down on the floor for a
split second before he powered off the ground again and up
to the kitchen counter next to the fridge.

They bounced twice before spiralling into the full kitchen
sink. The water rippled and then was still.

Samson was first to break the surface and inhaled deeply
the taste of soapy water in his mouth and nose causing him
to cough wildly. He turned and looked for Titania before
finding her as she grabbed his foot and yanked him down
delivering a kick to him as he drifted past her.

He took a couple of seconds to right himself and start to
head for the surface but he was already running out of air,
the fact he hadn’t taken a breath coupled with his tiny lungs
meant he couldn’t stay underwater for very long. When he
broke the water Titania had managed to drag herself to the
side. She held onto the chain to the plug and waved at him
as she yanked it up.

The water was still for a second before it began to swirl and
Samson felt himself being pulled by the power of gravity. He
kicked his legs manically. He slammed his foot hard into the
edge of a metal pan and used it as a base to push himself
away from.

He catapulted out of the sink and landed in a wet mess on
the counter. He coughed wildly and was not amused as a
bubble exited his mouth. “You know what I think…” Samson
said between coughs as he stood up and faced Titania who
was moving towards him like she didn’t have a care in the
world. “I think you’re both scared.”

“Were not scared of anything!” Titania surged forward.
Samson waited for the perfect moment before leaning
forward with his weight to meet hers. The two forces met
each other hard at first before Samson used a technique he
loved to use. He let her strength do the work as he rolled
his shoulder and then tossed her with his own strength.

Titania landed on top of a plate rack which had them
layered like a pyramid. The top one cracked and then



smashed as she fell through to the one below. She shifted
knocking half of the plate from the rack to the bench. She
moved towards the wall and braced herself. Samson began
to talk fast. If she brought the rack down there was no way
Creel wouldn’t hear it.

“You’ve both led bad live, they’ve been hard on you and
then you found each other. You saw something in common
through all of the macho bull you both pull and fell in love.
You also fell into a co-dependant relationship. You’re both
so scared of losing one another that you don’t let the other
see what you’re really thinking. You’ve both attempted to go
straight a few times but then it crumbles. You get too
scared that you’ll make it straight and he wont and you’ll be
forced apart…the same goes for him. You’re stuck in this life
that’ll stop you from ever being truly happy because you’re
scared breaking out of it will leave you alone.”

Titania stopped and stared at Samson for a second. It all
made sense, it even sounded like it might be right to her.
Was she truly that scared of losing Creel that she would live
this half-life as a criminal thug ever stopping her moving on
with her life. A job? A family? They’d forever be out of her
reach if she kept on the way she was. Was it all worth losing
just so she could be with Creel so that she wouldn’t have to
feel as alone as she always had done. Did she love him so
much she’d screw both of their lives up in this never ending
circle.

Titania creased her face as she gave the plates another
push. “Screw you Doc. I don’t ever want to be alone again.”
She let out a scream as she pushed. Samson watched as
the plates tilted and then finally gave way. The full plate set
collided with the counter top before slipping off and
smashed to pieces on the floor.

Samson stopped and stared at Titania for a moment until
the loud booming voice could be heard vibrating through the
room. “Baby what’s going on? I almost tacked Black Goliath
down and Grandma will hit the roof if something is broken…”

Creel stopped in the doorway and tossed the phone aside.
He glared at the little green haired man and stretched his
hand out to the decretive silver plate on the wall and
absorbed it’s qualities.

Samson watched the silver individual cross the room ready
to squish him and ‘save’ his wife never suspecting that she
had practically betrayed him by forcing him to stay in the
vicious circle of which he wasn’t aware. He had no plans of



hanging around to explain it to The Absorbing Man.

He turned on the counter and launched forward at his top
speed. He needed to build up momentum for the next part
to work properly. He leapt into the air from the edge of the
sink and covered his face.

He felt the solid surface of the window as he met it causing
the glass to shatter around him. He was thankfully too small
for the shards of glass to cut him too badly as they
fractured into large pieces. He planted his feet on one piece
and used it to direct himself away from the remained.

He landed in the grass with a roll and took off. Even if Creel
rushed outside it was unlikely he would find him amongst
the overgrown lawn but he wanted to take no chances.

He stopped as he reached the edge of the garden and
squeezed under the fence into the next door neighbours
yard. He turned and peered through a gap between the
boards of the fence as he heard the car fire up and a now
human Creel (and he assumed Titania) roared away.

Samson let out a sigh, he had failed to capture them and
worse for him failed to help a patient in any way.

“Hisss!”

Samson turned from the fence and found himself face to
face with a large ginger tom cat which was baring it’s teeth
at him and raised it’s paw ready to strike. Leonard sighed
again at the sight and swung his arm towards the cat
catching it around the side of it’s face. “Now is not the time
tiddles!”

The cat let out another hiss and turned tail and ran across
the yard. “It’s been a long day…” he thought about the long
journey home he had on foot “..and I have the feeling it’s
not going to end soon.”

Next Time: Leonard isn’t wrong. His day is going to go from
bad to worse as still at only an inch high our green haired
hero goes up against The Wrecking Crew!
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An Oak Tree…

Leonard Samson stretched out his muscles as he sat up. He
had just woken after a few hours of a restless sleep where a
branch met the trunk of the tree. His hair was dripping wet
as were his clothes from the morning dew deposited whilst
he slept.

He had been forced to climb the tree last night. He
estimated he’d managed to travel about two miles as the
late afternoon turned into the early evening and then finally
the night. A journey length which would normally take him a
minute or two in one huge leap had so far taken him several
hours.

He would have continued going throughout the night if not
for the fact he discovered that because of his current small
stature he was not best built for night time. His human eyes
were now tiny and could not take in enough light in the
darkness to give him any sort of vision.

When the darkness began to make it so that he couldn’t see
or navigate properly and he ended up clinging to a drain
grate as he missed a jump he had decided that it was best
to call it a night.

The tree seemed like the best place to bed down for the
night because of it’s relative safety thanks to it’s height.
This kept him safe from any predators who decided to make
him a snack on the ground.

A sudden sound filled his ears. It sounded like nothing he



had ever heard in his life, a loud squealing growl, what
made it even stranger was it was in stereo.

Samson turned where he stood. A large grey furry beast
was clinging to the trunk as it stretched away from him. A
second was crouching on an adjacent branch. The two were
stretched out to their full length with their large pincer like
teeth bared.

The two squirrels were around 8 inches tall. That in itself is
not too big but baring in mind that Doc Samson himself was
only an inch tall at this time due to the Pym particles in his
system this was like him being faced down by two double or
triple sized bears.

Samson suddenly added to his mental thought about bears
as one of the squirrels hurled itself through the air past him
and landed perfectly on the branch behind him. These two
were bears with Spider-Man like speed.

The chittering above him in the tree let him know exactly
what was going on. These two were obviously a mating pair
and they thought the green haired Doc was in some way
threatening their young.

“Easy guys!” Samson held up his hands to the pair which
were now surrounding him. He quickly remembered a
camping trip in his teens where a squirrel took a chunk out
of his finger. He didn’t fancy seeing what their teeth could
do to him at his current size.

The two creatures showed no sign of communication as they
launched at him at the same time. Leonard to his credit
reacted on instinct as much as they did. He launched
skywards up to the next branch a foot or two above his
head.

The squirrels seemed to meet on the branch and both
launched upwards. The attacked had just got even closer to
their offspring and now things were going to get serious.

One of the squirrels raced across the bottom of the branch
while the other bounced into the trunk and then directly at
him. He broke into a sprint along the length of the wood
away from the diving rodent.

The second exploded around the edge of the branch and
launched at him teeth bared. Samson thrust his foot out
into the rodent’s stomach and rocked to his back using the
momentum to toss the Squirrel over his head towards it’s



mate.

It’s mate rolled and landed on the branch while the squirrel
Samson tossed scrabbled to latch onto the branch. The
speed of the animal meant it was ready to launch back into
an attack seconds later.

The two launched towards Samson. Leonard widened his
stance and prepared to meet the bear like tree rats head on
in a match of strength. The two leapt in the air as they
neared him.

Samson caught the two, one with each arm so their mid
sections were pressed over his shoulders. He gripped their
scruff’s as gently as he could and hurled them backwards.
The two bounced along the length of the branch and again
found themselves scrabbling at the bark of the tree for
purchase.

They again found it in no time and bounced along the
branch towards him again with no less spring in their step
and no less determination than the first time. Samson
sighed and turned to run.

The second he saw the squirrels bounce and then come
back at him he realised something. He was locked into the
mindset of an inch tall superhero. He saw these two big
bruisers and decided to stand his ground…they were
squirrels. He had nothing to prove to them or himself, he
would get no joy from beating a squirrel even if it was 7 or
8 times his size.

Samson bounced gently on his right foot performing a little
leap and landing on it again. His left foot when it hit the tree
pushed him away with an even larger leap. The squirrels
were still giving chase as he planted both feet near the end
of the branch and bent his knees.

The branch bent gently from the force of Samson’s landing
and then snapped back. It was at that moment the gamma
powered Lilliputian powered his legs out and catapulted
himself into the air.

The squirrels skidded to a halt and clung to the branch as it
wobbled.

The green haired missile hurtled up through the air and out
of the garden which the tree resided. He was hurtling over
the street when he suddenly thought that he had no real
plan for landing. The height of the tree in comparison to



himself was as if he had tossed himself from a sky scraper.

He swore as he was coming down towards the light grey of
the suburban road. He had been having a bad 24 hours.
First he had a visit with Purple Man which could have went
better, next he was involved in a prison break at an inch in
height and then he had to go up against the super villainess
Titania before having to let both her and her husband go.

The second his left leg hit the floor he knew his day today
was going to be no better. The momentum tossed him
sideways causing him to land on his shoulder and then
continue rolling. He gritted his teeth as he bounced like a
tennis ball across the length of the road.

He came to a stop in a leaf filled gutter. The mud in it
splashed across his face.

He sighed as he climbed to his feet and hauled himself up to
the curb. He ran his hand across his face and then down the
front of his shirt as he cleaned the mud off. He looked at his
damn and now filthy red T-shirt which he had been wearing
under his shirt the previous day as ever. “Unstable
molecules or not this is going to stain,” he shook his head
and then set off walking, he was not in the mood but sitting
there on the street wouldn’t help him and knowing his
current luck a dog would come along and be the end of him.

“At least the others must be looking for me now, it’s been a
whole night they must know about the Pym prison.”

The office…

Louise AKA The Blonde Phantom sat behind her desk. The
radio was on quietly in the background as she listened for
any news. Her cell phone and pager both sat on the table in
front of her waiting for a call from Roger Aubery AKA The
Great Destroyer.

When Louise had returned home the previous night she
turned on the television to find the news of the escape at
the Pym Prison. Missing were one Titania and one Leonard
Samson.

She had immediately went through his rolodex and personal
planner and contacted the A-list of heroes she thought could
help. The Fantastic Four, The Avengers, The West Coast
Avengers, The Heroes for Hire and She-Hulk to name but a
few and The V-Battalion from her own speed dial on the



chance that they could help in someway.

The heroes all agreed that they would try their hardest to
find her boss and their friend but much like the police had
informed her there was very little they could do until Titania
or The Absorbing Man were spotted somewhere.

Leonard Samson was an inch tall and lost somewhere in one
of the biggest countries in the world. Chances are they
weren’t going to find him much like in most superhero cases
it was up to the hero to find the help himself.

“He’ll be fine I’m sure.” Stacey Dolan paced the office in
front of Louise’s desk. Stacey Dolan was a police officer in a
special meta human division of the NYPD. She was also
currently Doctor Leonard Samson’s partner…’in the biblical
sense’ as often teased Louise with a look of fake shock on
her face. She had managed to trick Stacey on the first
mocking as the police officer couldn’t help but think that the
woman from WWII would be rather conservative barely
thinking of what kind of woman would wear a mask and a
cocktail dress to fight crime in the 40’s.

“I’m sure he will be too,” Louise was more laid back about
the whole affair than Dolan was. Louise had been through
this kind of thing a hundred times or more in her years as a
‘superhero’ she was well aware of the fact that it was
extremely rare for a superhero, especially one with actual
superpowers to wind up not coming back from a mission.

Dolan couldn’t help but worry, she would usually give off a
nonchalant and cool exterior as befit her character but the
truth was she really liked Samson and he was probably the
one male friend she had slept with since college who she
didn’t hate and resent on some level. The thing which added
to her fear was she had seen a different side of superpowers
than most superheroes. She had found so many mutants
dead, tracked down and arrested so many powered villains
she knew things went wrong all the time.

“Isn’t there anything you can do?” Dolan turned to glare at
Arlette on the other side of the room. The woman, or girl as
Dolan so often called her was sitting there at her own desk
playing some computer game or another. The two women
did not get along and neither made a secret of it.

Dolan saw Arlette as crude, care free and self centred.
Arlette saw Dolan as a stick in the mud ball buster who
didn’t know how to have fun. Neither could see why Samson
bothered to keep the other around.



Louise could see clear as day what Samson saw in them and
in truth it was the same thing he saw in all of them. They
were someone who was challenging to him but also his
equal on various levels whether it be intelligence, wit,
morals or simply love for life and fire inside. It was this fire
which the two women across the room from her shared and
it’s why the two grated on each other so much.

“If I knew where he was I could teleport to him and bring
him straight back but until then there is nothing I can
do…you’re the detective, you find him.”

“Do you even care that we don’t know where he is…in the
state he is.”

“Even at the height he is, he could probably take out half of
the super villains in the city…he could probably talk them
into submission.” Arlette shrugged, she always took a rather
care free approach to things. Dolan glared at her. “Tell you
what I’ll go look for him. I’m sure he mentioned wanting to
see that new Mark Whalberg movie. I’ll go to the cinemas
and see if he’s there…I’ll leave my cell on should you find
him first.” Arlette shot Dolan a smile before vanishing before
her eyes.

“If I shot her would you tell people she came at me first?”
Dolan asked as she turned to Louise. The Blonde Phantom
simply smiled and chuckled gently.

A street in the suburbs…

Samson landed on the other side of the white picket fence
letting the small Jack Russell slam into it it’s jaws snapping
behind him. He exhaled sharply and glared at little ‘Charlie’
as his tags identified and set off in a dash at his top speed
once again.

He sprinted along the sidewalk and then bounced in a set of
jumps to the corner of the street. A taxi cab whizzed past
him at the edge of the curb and honked outside of a house
it came to rest at.

Leonard weighed up the chances for a few seconds. He
decided almost instantly that jumping the taxi would have
no worse an effect on his attempted journey than simply
trying to progress at his current rate.

The figure of a suited man carrying a brief case was heading



down the path from the house towards the cab.

Samson launched into sprint along the sidewalk. The cab
door opened and the man began to climb inside. Samson
leaped and soared through the air, he’d had more
experiences jumping onto and off of moving objects and
people in the past day than he had done in his entire
superhero career.

He slammed hard into the side of the man’s briefcase as he
shifted it while he sat down before closing the door. The
slamming of the taxi door manage to hide Samson’s thud.

He glanced up at the man over the edge of his
monogrammed (D.G.) Briefcase but thankfully he showed
no interest in anything other than his palm pilot even going
so far to basically ignore the pleasantries the taxi driver
offered him. Samson briefly wondered how someone could
go through a day in such a way, he was a people person,
that was why he chose his career so he could interact with
people on the deepest level he could. It was either a
psychologist or rabbi.

He pushed the thoughts from his mind and settled it into a
rut of thinking about his fight with Titania. He could have
brought them in, he scolded himself for making several
mistakes. The other voice in his head chimed it. One was
superhero Doc Samson telling him how he should have
taken her down, she was an escaped criminal and gotten
her out of Absorbing Man’s way. The second was Doctor
Leonard Samson who was scolding him for fighting her in
the first place rather than trying to solely talk to her, did his
violence lead to her state of mind where she rejected his
attempted help? Coming out of a fight and mistrust are not
the best frames of mind to accept help after all.

He sighed and resigned himself to the fact that he
essentially failed in both of his jobs on that little mission. It
was not something he enjoyed contemplating too much.

The taxi ride took 20 minutes and throughout the entire ride
Leonard bounced through his mind the different approaches
or tangents he could have taken at each point. He also was
filing away mentally every one of Titania’s responses trying
to dissect it for their next session. He would help her and
her husband if he had to hunt her down himself and strap
her down for therapy.

The taxi stopped. Samson gripped onto Mr D.G.’s case as he
alighted the car. He was inside the bank in which he pulled
up in front of before Samson managed to figure out where



he was in the city.

He dropped down from the case in the lobby and dashed to
the side of the room hoping no one saw him. There were no
chase attempts or screams of surprise so he guessed he
was successful. It was helped in part by the early time of
the morning where there were currently about 15 bank
patrons and a small number of staff rather than the
hundreds who would descend on the place in the next hour
or so.

He pressed himself against the wall and made sure he was
slightly hidden by a near by pot plant before he figured out
where he was.

A sudden scream made him freeze wondering if he’d been
spotted. He glanced up in the direction of the sound to find
a middle aged woman being held up around four feet in the
air by a very tall man. He was dressed in a long overcoat
which barely covered his spandex covered chest. The metal
helmet and plate across his face made him even less
inconspicuous. He jumped forward shedding his coat and
grabbed a woman who was in front of him in the queue.

Samson recognised the man and his two companions
instantly as three quarters of The Wrecking Crew…lacking
their name sake The Wrecker. Thunderball stepped forward
his giant wrecking ball in hand. “I would like everyone’s
attention please,” he said rather politely and eloquently.
Samson often forgot how intelligent this super thug was.
“This is a robbery, if everyone would please remain calm
then no one will be hurt and we’ll be out of your hair with
this hostage in minutes. She will of course be released
unharmed when we are at a safe distance…Piledriver get the
safe.”

The woman in Bulldozer’s arms screamed at the top of her
lungs. The large man seemed startled and shook her
violently. This just made her scream more “SHUT UP!” he
commanded but with little effect.

Samson on any other day would have leapt into the fight to
try and rescue the woman and stop the robbery but truth be
told this wasn’t any other day. He was an inch tall and had
already found out what happened when he got involved with
super villains at this size.

He had gotten too cocky in his own prowess and got
involved last time when the sensible thing was to leave
Titania and Absorbing Man too it. The current sensible thing
was to make sure no one was hurt by letting the Crew just



commit their crime.

“HELP ME! PLEASE FOR THE LOVE OF GOD!” the woman
screamed as she stretched out her arms to the rest of the
bank patrons and it’s employees.

Samson swore. No matter how sensible he was trying to be.
His psychologist head which was decoding his own state of
mind slipped away completely as his superhero mindset
took control and he prepared to launch into a rescue
attempt.

Samson darted across the floor. His size again letting him
reach speeds that he couldn’t have if he had not been
affected by the Pym particles.

Thunderball was staring across the foyer of the bank
towards Piledriver who was already busy smashing through
the bank vault door but it was so far holding up quite well
under his powerful blows.

Bulldozer was equally distracted by the hostage who was
screaming and thrashing in his arms. He was beginning to
think he had grabbed the wrong person, this was the
distraction Samson was counting on.

The tiny green haired dynamo tossed himself into the air
and stretched his arms above his head like a club. His tiny
mass came down across the back of Bulldozer as he drove
his powerful hands forward across the back of the villain.

The throb of pain spread through Samson’s hands as he
began to drop to the floor. He rolled quickly out of the way
of Bulldozer’s foot as the villain took a step back and turned
his head. He was now directly below him and so was just
out of the behemoth’s sight.

He shook his hands to try and dispel the pain. Bulldozer
seemed to shrug off the impact as if he was unsure he even
felt anything.

Samson quickly noted mentally that he obviously wasn’t
strong enough to injure or even slightly hurt these super
powered individuals. He briefly wished this bank robbery
was being committed by someone without heightened
strength. He was sure given a normal human physiology
even given his current height he could take them down or at
least slow them up. These bruisers however seemed to be a
bigger problem.

He stared upwards for a second and waited for Bulldozer’s



head to turn away. He shot a quick glance to the still
distracted Thunderball before leaping up onto the hard
metal shin pads of Bulldozer. “If your brawn isn’t going to
work, time to use your brain!”

He edged his way around the metal shins to the back of his
knee before launching upwards to the large metal belt which
he wore around his waist. Samson slung to it tightly before
hauling himself up and jumping to the villain’s shoulders
which as ever with this particular villain was covered in a
large metal plate. This was particularly helpful as it stopped
any chance of him even noticing Samson’s weight.

Samson pressed himself hard against the metal collar of the
neck and kept his eyes fixed on Thunderball. If he got a
glimpse at Samson on Bulldozer’s back then the jig would
be completely up.

Doc began to run through what he knew of the Wrecking
Crew in his mind. Three villains who came into contact with
Thor villain The Wrecker Aka Dirk Garthwaite who shared
his Asgardian power with them making them The Wrecking
Crew. They were serial criminal jobbers who had went up
against every superhero Samson could name at one point or
another. Their win loss record was tilted well towards the
later but they were still extremely dangerous. The sheer
amount of fights and their longevity in the business showed
that.

Bulldozer was Henry Camp. He was an Ex-military man, he
was most definitely not the sharpest spoon in the draw. His
IQ was around 89 Samson remembered this from some
notes he had previously made when he was supposed to
council the four last time they were in prison…they escaped.
He was on the lower end of normal intelligence. He had
somehow however managed to rise to the role of master
sergeant in the military. This was of course before his
dishonourably discharge for some classified reason, he
turned to crime and through this he met the other members
of The Crew.

“I wish I’d grabbed someone else,” Samson lowered his
voice as best he could as he balanced behind Bulldozer’s
ear. He was aware it was a terrible impression of the
brawny man. He shook his head and put his hand to it when
he realised what he was doing. He had no idea why he
thought this would work.

“Whiney bitch,” Bulldozer shook the woman again trying to
silence her. “I wonder if it’s too late to switch.”



Samson took his hand from his head and stared
momentarily in some disbelief as soon as he started he did
not think this would work but it apparently was being
successful. “Why the hell do I have to hold the hostage
anyway,” continued the tiny green haired goliath.

“Thunderball, can Piledriver and me switch?” Bulldozer
turned to their current leader.

The large black superhero gave his comrade a withering
glare. “Just do your job,” he ordered Bulldozer.

“Who decided he was boss?” added Samson quickly. He
cringed with every sentence he spoke, the voice and the
inflection of his voice was just too painfully bad for him to
endure. He was very careful about how he was speaking
and what he was saying.

He was trying to lead Bulldozer somewhere, he didn’t want
to suggest anything just ask questions…leading questions
true but still questions. If he were to suggest action he
worried even Bulldozer would figure out something wasn’t
right with the whole situation.

“We did,” Bulldozer mumbled to himself. “When Wrecker left
and we went to see The Power Broker to get some powers.”

Samson nodded as he took in the information. He now
understood how these three had their powers back and he
possibly had an inroads for a plan which may work, it
however relied on his current technique working on the
other two members. He also briefly noted that Bulldozer had
just answered his ‘own’ question verbally. This made him
more hopeful about his plan.

There had been several studies conducted by superhuman
scientists. One by Reed Richards with the assist of Doc
Samson himself and one by Henry Pym on the effects of The
Power Broker’s process to increase strength and longevity to
see if it was of any benefit to the human race on whole. It
seemed like a reasonable assumption.

The results however found side effects. In the first six
months after the process was undertaken there was a
significant increase in lethargy as participants were not
equipped for the extra food intake and sleep needed for
their stronger and larger bodies. There was also a decrease
in IQ, not a major one but significant in the least. This was
coupled with other psychological effects such as paranoia,
minor hallucinations in some cases and most importantly
increased aggression as the body is unable to deal with it’s



new biochemistry. This of course balanced out eventually as
the body and mind got used to it’s new operating systems.

“Is that fair? I bet he tricked me? I was a master sergeant I
should take charge.” Samson was beginning to think that
the Power Broker process was responsible for why this was
working the way it was. Samson now had added confidence
because he knew he could push the technique a little more
and it seemed to work. He was able to now gently prompt
and prod the ideas in Bulldozer’s mind but he was still very
aware not to make too overt orders.

“I should, I should be in charge.” He exhaled annoyed. The
woman in his arms had stopped struggling now and simply
stared at him confused and slightly worried that the man
with arms like tree trunks giving her a bear hug now
appeared to be talking to himself.

“Who are you talking too over there?” Thunderball was on
the other side of the bank lobby. He was giving the patrons
of the bank long hard stares trying to weed out any ‘heroes’
who would make this business more difficult.

“He treats me like a kid” Samson added. “He thinks I’m
dumb, they all do. They always do even my friends!”

“I’m not dumb and I’m not a kid!” Bulldozer turned sharply
to Thunderball. The woman in his arms was deposited
without much thought on the floor. She grunted loudly as
she hit but then spent no time complaining and scurried
towards the outer wall to huddle with some other hostages.

“What are you talking about Henry?”

Samson waited. A couple of more prods he could use
jumped into his mind but he wanted to see how well this
had worked and move onto the next stage. “I don’t want to
hold the hostage anymore, I don’t want you ordering me
around!”

Thunderball narrowed his eyes and furloughed his brow and
exhaled sharply. It seemed his aggression was also easily
aroused now. He bit his lip and breathed out more calmly. It
seemed he was aware of the increased aggression and was
calming himself. “Understandable, lets just play this one out
like I planned and then we’ll discuss it when were out of
here, ok?”

Bulldozer sized up his comrade briefly trying to see any
subterfuge in his actions. “Okay,” he nodded. It seemed
Samson’s plan had failed but he smiled gently to himself



and leapt clear of the armour plated villain before he could
turn his back to the watching Thunderball.

Bulldozer sloped across the room. His shoulders and head
were hunched forward and his fists were tightened by his
side. His lower lip was protruding slightly more than normal.
He had all the body language of a sulking child or teenager.
He had made up his own mind and built up some steam
before being forcibly defused, something was said which he
couldn’t get angry about but it wasn’t what he wanted. He
didn’t want to compromise he wanted his own way, it would
just make him more angry and Samson would just have to
wait for the straw to break the camel’s back.

Samson’s office…

Louise and Dolan sat at on opposite sides of Louise’s desk.
They had been waiting impatiently for any news on Samson.

This impatient waiting had given way a while ago to two
adventurous women telling war stories of their various
battles throughout their careers. Dolan had met only one
person in social situations who could even challenge her
stories for excitement and bizarreness and that was Doc
Samson. In Louise she’d find another one.

“I edged myself along the length of the mast which was
swinging from side to side across the width of the pirate
ship. The Golden Agency were on the deck fighting off the
pirates and the nazi’s while King Zulara’s skull dangled from
the boom over the pot of boiling blood as the wizard was
finishing his spell…”

The phone rang interrupting Louise. “Hello Doctor Leonard
Samson’s office. How can I help you?...No sweetie nothing
yet…well I could use a extrapolating spectrometer to trace
Gamma radiation but I don’t know what one of those is
dear…no I don’t think Leonard would like you skipping
school do you? If he hasn’t gotten back by the end of the
day by all means go ahead. Ok bye.”

Louise hung up and flashed a smile across to Dolan.
“Amadeus,” she shrugged again. It was the fourth time
Amadeus had rang in the past hour and a half to get some
information or give some advice or opinion…none of which
were useful to Louise.

“Where was I? Oh yes the sea serpent and the fighter
planes…” Louise was cut off again by the ring of the phone



but this time it was Stacy Dolan’s cell.

She flipped out her phone and pressed it to her head.
“Dolan,” she answered simply. She waited for a second as
the other person on the phone spoke and then glanced at
her watch. “Yeah I’ll come right down.” She hung up the
phone.

“The Wrecking Crew are holding up a bank. The Avengers
are busy off fighting some scourge or something so it’s up
to me and Code Blue.” Dolan stood up and grabbed her
jacket from the back of her chair. “Call me if you hear
anything.”

The Bank Vault…

Leonard Samson crouched around a corner. He glance to
see Piledriver as he used his fists to pound onto the heavy
metal of the vault door.

The door had been pounded by the villain into something
which looked a lot like a garbage can lid Leonard used to
use to bounce baseballs off in his youth. It was now state
law that for insurance purposes the vault must hold out
under a certain amount of physical pressure e.g. from
superhuman punches for at least 3 minutes. This one had
done so and was still holding to the key parts of the wall
which kept it upright and kept Piledriver from the money on
the other side. He wasn’t sure how much longer it would
last.

Samson launched himself along the length of the corridor
and leapt at the wall. He used the rebound from the wall to
land on Piledriver’s shoulder. He timed the landing exactly
so he hit just at the same time Piledriver’s blow landed and
his muscles were tense so he wouldn’t feel the extra weight.

Piledriver laughed happily to himself as he punched the door
again. To Samson at his current size and so close to the
door it sounded like the entire world was coming to an end.

Brian Philip Calusky was known as Piledriver. He liked to
think of himself as a good old country boy despite the fact
he was born in New York City. His family moved to a farm in
his youth. He had a job and an income for life but yet he
entered into a life of crime. Samson had been over his file
several times over the years but couldn’t find any concrete
reason for this jump.



It was possible most certainly and is true that Brian himself
had said it himself that he simply didn’t like that life. He
didn’t want to be strapped to a farm for his entire life, he
didn’t want that life and he was bored. His school grades
meant he was never going to be a rocket scientist and so
simply quit. He quit obeying the law and set off on his life of
crime.

“Why do I get all the grunt work?” queried Samson in a
voice which was a little closer to Pilerdriver’s than his awful
impression of Bulldozer. The noise of the smashing door
helped to cover it well, it was passable. The fact that he
wasn’t as dumb as Dozer wouldn’t help but hopefully the
Power Broker side effect would do some good.

Piledriver didn’t respond, he just smiled. He wasn’t as liable
to speaking out loud as Bulldozer. He did however respond
in his own mind. “I enjoy it,” Samson of course was not
privy to his private thoughts. The smile on the villains face
however gave him a hint as to what was going through his
mind.

Samson was silent as the door buckled and one of it’s bolts
ripped itself clear of the wall. “What would Dad think if he
saw me now?” Samson tried.

Piledriver’s face twisted and he swung his fist forward
harder than he had been. A second bolt crumpled and
ripped away from the wall. Samson could only see the side
of Piledriver’s face but it was easy enough to read.
Extrapolating what was going on was more difficult. The two
best chances were Brian was in some way angry at himself
for letting his father down or he was angry at his parent.

The anger passed from his face and the lower half of his
face twisted again. Piledriver missed a swing as he stopped
for a second, the anger returned quickly and he unleashed
another flurry of blows at the door.

Samson weighed the percentages, he was leaning towards
the fact Brian was angry at himself rather than his father.
“What have I done with my life?” He questioned to
Piledriver.

Piledriver gritted his teeth and raised his hands above his
head before slamming them down into the centre of the
twisted metal of the door. It screamed and twisted again.
Piledriver lifted his foot and booted the door right in the
centre of it’s damage sending it spiralling into the bank
vault.



The second it bounced down inside the vault a loud alarm
began to blare. Piledriver let out an almost Hulk like roar as
he bent low and grabbed the door. He spun on his heel and
slammed it hard into the box and horn on the wall just
behind him. The rubble from the wall hurtled down the
corridor. The alarm turned to a whine and then stopped and
Piledriver dropped the door.

The look of tension and anger on his face didn’t melt away
with the cathartic smashing of something annoying. Samson
watched his expression, his needling and the effects of the
process seemed to be working in keeping him aggressive.

Samson briefly rethought his plan. He was making the three
of them angry in an already volatile hostage situation. He
had managed to get Bulldozer to drop the hostage so
perhaps the best thing would be to just let the situation play
out and the villains take the money and leave.

He made sure to keep concentrating on Piledriver while
these thoughts raced through his head. The villain mumbled
to himself as he walked around the room grabbing the metal
cages full of notes and ripping the bars clear. He was
mumbling women’s names. “Wendy from junior high,
Sarah…the other Sarah too,” it seemed to be a list of
women he had once dated or at least knew. “I could have
had kids and be settled down by now, I could have…”

“THIS IS DETECTIVE STACY DOLAN!!! CODE BLUE HAS YOU
SURROUNDED! COME OUT!”

The voice was blaring from outside but could be audibly
heard in the bank vault. Piledriver turned sharply meaning
Samson had to take a tighter hold of the man as he turned.
He half growled and half screamed and yanked the bars
from the cage he was holding with a little extra ‘umph’ than
he intended.

He quickly the last of the cages in which money was stored
but this time pulled the entire cage clear out of the wall. The
three had went through this situation before and planned for
it. He stepped into the cage and flipped the table up against
one side of the bars. He then started to move around the
cages grabbing the other tables filled with cash. The lined
cage would work as a handy carrier for the money.

“Great, great, great! Throw away my life and now I have to
handle the damn cops.” He gritted his teeth and slammed
the table he held into the floor scattering it’s bills across the
deck. He slammed it down again for good measure.



Samson tossed himself back as the money fluttered down
around him covering him should Piledriver see him. Any
thoughts he’d had of letting the three simply walk out had
evaporated, two were already in fighting moods and now
with the police outside if they tried to leave someone would
get hurt.

They had two options, keep the hostages and buy time or
walk out and take on the cops. Samson cursed Dolan for a
second, he knew she was only doing her job but she came
at the most inopportune time.

He could however still give his previous idea a shot of
working, the added tension of the police presence might
actually make the whole situation work even better.

He covered the ground as quickly as he could. He turned the
last corner around the edge of the doorway to the main
foyer and tossed himself into the air. He angled his body
like a missile as he flew over the remainder of the glass
partition.

Thunderball was standing in the middle of the room staring
out at the police. Bulldozer was at the window staring out at
the police. He listened to the conversation as he hurtled
through the air.

“CALM DOWN!” ordered Thunderball.

“Don’t order me around!” Bulldozer snarled back. He turned
angrily and then looked back out of the window. It seemed
Samson’s effects were still working.

Samson grabbed hold of the metal chain which was still
slung over Thunderball’s shoulder. The second he landed it
shifted as the villain moved it to his hands causing the
green haired mini hero to leap to his shoulder.

“Who the hell does he think he’s talking too?” Samson’s
newest impression was the worst of all. The fact that
Thunderball was by far one of the smartest thugs out there
didn’t help. He was a physicist on par with the likes of Bruce
Banner and Reed Richards. He was in fact often referred to
as The black Bruce Banner.

This was a fact Samson was hoping to use. He got the
nickname despite the fact that Bruce Banner’s work with
gamma radiation led to a meltdown and the creation of the
Hulk while his own was 100% successful and effective.
The company he worked for took his patents and essentially
stole them from him. When he tried to steal it back he was



caught and sent to prison. This is where he met the other
members of The Wrecking crew…the rest of the events were
well documented.

It was this which Doc was going to capitalise. He himself
couldn’t even imagine what Thunderball AKA Dr Eliot
Franklin has been through. Despite the fact that he was
more ‘intelligent’ and successful but still lived in the shadow
of Bruce Banner. He was by many many times more
intelligent than the rest of The Wrecking crew yet found
himself ‘stuck’ with the other three must have been
frustrating not to mention the fact that he was reliant on
one of them for any sort of power.

The intelligence however would work against Samson but he
hoped the tension and effects of the process would be
enough to pull the wool over his eyes.

Thunderball tilted his head. He had heard a voice which was
similar to his but he like the others didn’t think it was his
own thoughts. He was able however to think given the
situation that maybe he was hearing things.

“Stop ignoring me and listen!” Bulldozer stomped across the
room. “We should cut our losses and pull Piledriver out. We
can get clear easier without the cash.”

“Follow the plan,” Samson tried the voice again. This time it
was closer. The fact that Dozer was talking as well perhaps
gave him a lapse in concentration for Samson to work in. He
also thought perhaps that Thunderball may not have heard
him and he was just strong in his own convictions.

“Just follow the damn plan!” He pressed his hand against
bulldozer who was getting close to him and shoved him
away slightly.

“I’m 1000% times smarter than him,” Samson was about to
add another sentence but thought shorter burst might have
more effect and be less noticeable amongst his own
thoughts.

“Just do as I say ok! That’s all I ask. I’m the smart one
remember, Wrecker ditched us and whose idea was it to get
our powers back? Who planned all of this? I’m a genius for
God’s sake you think the police bother me!” he raised his
height slightly to cut a more imposing figure. “The only
thing bothering me is you two goofing off!”

“How about we just get out of here then, let you handle
them and go our separate ways.” Piledriver dropped the



cage he was carrying on his shoulder roughly causing it to
wobble and tip slightly until it came to rest at an angle on
the wall. “I’m sick of all this crap!”

“Shut up! We could be out of here in a minute just let me
think!” Thunderball barked angrily. He jabbed his finger at
Piledriver.

“I’ve had it! I’m taking charge now, I was a Master
Sergeant. I’ve got experience with…”

“Shut up! Both of you! I quit, I’m not doing this crap
anymore.” Piledriver moved and prepared to walk past the
other two. He was going to simply walk outside and then
make a break for it. His strength would help him, once he
got a little distance he would be gone.

The wrecking ball of Thunderball shot across the room and
slammed into the wall in front of Piledriver. Leonard took
this chance to get clear of the three, his idea was working
and he had a strong idea where this was going.

“You’re not going anywhere! Just let me think! I can’t
think!” Samson looked behind him. Thunderball had his
hands on his head. Despite the danger Samson couldn’t help
but make a note for future study, the aggression and IQ
lowering effects of the process seemed to be having more of
an effect on the smartest of the three.

Piledriver was not one for mixing his words. He launched
across the room and slammed into Thunderball. The two
men spilled to the floor causing the room to shake, the
hostages screamed loudly and then took their chance and
some of them burst towards the door.

“HOLD FIRE!” Samson heard Dolan scream outside. On this
signal the other hostages followed suit.

“Get off each other! NOW!” Dozer grabbed the two of them
as they struggled against each other. They both seemed to
turn at the same time and shoved Bulldozer away from
them before turning back to one another with blows from
their fists.

Bulldozer roared with anger and then launched at the other
two with his head down as he usually did and hurled himself
into the melee.

Samson pressed himself against the wall as he watched the
three exchange blows. He might have normally tried to
intervene in some way…this wasn’t a normal situation. He



was more than happy to stand back and wait for what he
knew was coming.

“Freeze!” The sounds of guns clicking filled the room as
Code Blue and Stacy Dolan swept in with their weapons
pointed. They amongst them held everything from
handguns to shotguns and there were even a couple of
sparking and glowing guns of the more hi-tech variety.

The Wrecking Crew continued to exchange blows, they only
stopped when Dolan unleashed a shot in the air above her
head.

A few minutes later…

Thunderball’s wrecking ball was being dragged from the
scene by six officers. It had been photographed several
times as the room was quickly swept but it seemed to be an
ordinary super crime robbery.

Stacy Dolan stood in the centre of the room surveying the
crime scene. She had seen the Crew bundled into the back
of the armoured wagon with the superhuman restraints
fixed firmly behind their backs. They were still arguing
verbally as the van pulled away.

“You want to get off? I know your friend is still missing?”
asked one of the uniformed officers of Code Blue. He was
the leader of the team. “I can take over.”

Stacy nodded. She suddenly felt guilty, in the heat of the
moment and focusing on the situation she’d completely
forgotten about Leonard for the moment and now only
remembered.

Her thoughts of guilt were suddenly brushed aside as a
giant clod of dirt slapped across the side of her face. The
chief of Code Blue and her were both quick of the draw and
pointed their weapons at the potted plant which was against
the wall.

They shot one another a glance and then crept forward
slowly making sure to keep it covered with their weapons.

Dolan inhaled sharply and a wide smile spread across her
dirt covered face as she saw the tiny green haired and red
shirted figure balancing on the edge of the pot waving his



arms above his head like a mad man.

She lowered herself down to one knee and lowered her gun.
“Hey little man,” she smiled happily. “You had us all worried
for a while…should have known you’d be off causing trouble.
I do assume the three stooges were your doing?”

Her hand stretched out to the pot but Samson leapt straight
over it and to her shoulder without any signs of effort. “You
have no idea how happy I am to see you,” he hugged the
bottom of her ear lobe.

“I’ll get straight on to the prison and get a batch of particles
sent to the station, they shouldn’t be long by the time we
get back there. I’ll take your statement when you’re bigger I
doubt the machine could pick you up now.”

“Can we stop at a drive-thru on the way I’m starving,”
Samson sat down and then rested up against Dolan’s neck
as she walked out of the bank doors.

“I’m sure we could get you a little something to eat,” Dolan
smiled. “I’m sure there’s a Borrowers sized McDonalds a
couple of blocks away. A miniature Big Mac maybe?”

“Ha ha, ha ha,” Samson deadpanned laughing. “You’re not
too big to put over my knee you know.”

“Promises promises, always promises.”

Next Time: Doc Samson is back to his normal size. He’s only
missed a day of work and he’s got so much to do. Meetings,
book deals and TV appearances. It’s a busy life being the
worlds only superhero psychologist…but what if he wasn’t?
Doc Samson Vs Doc Faustus!
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Doc Samson s office

The staff of Doc Samson s practice were in the office
busying themselves with work. Well Louise Grant Mason
AKA The Blonde Phantom was busy with work as she typed
up Doc Samson s case notes from his prison visits and
private meetings.

Samson s notes on his private patients including
celebrities who were sick of hiding their mutant status and
half the roster of Avengers and Fantastic Four which were
coded in some code he invented himself to keep their
identities secret for doctor patient confidentiality. The notes
themselves were very intriguing in the last fifteen minutes
of typing she discovered that one celebrity was a
Scientologist because his secret X-gene allowed him to see
the future and the aliens were indeed coming back some
time in the near future.

The files on the criminal patients he visited at several
prisons and the profiles of some criminals which he helped
to create for SHIELD however fell within his legal mandate
to keep the authorities informed and so they were written
in plain English reports which Louise had to upload to a
completely separate database that they could access.

It was these which she truly found most interesting. In her
previous career as secretary and masked detective and
crime fighter she had developed quite an interest in
criminology and criminal psychology herself and so getting
a glimpse into the fascinating world of the more complex



super powered criminals.

Arlette was as ever sitting across from Louise doing pretty
much nothing of any consequence to the business. She was
at the minute shopping online for some new shoes to go
with a dress she just bought with her inflated wage packet.

This was honestly the perfect job for her. She was Doc
Samson s mutant transport and body guard using her
powers of teleportation and mind control for both of her
roles. When the Doc needed to go somewhere or
needed someone calming down with no violence it was her
time to shine but most of the time she just busied herself in
the office by playing on the internet or reading. All in all it
took a lot of effort on her part to fill the day with nothing
and making sure she didn t inadvertently help out in some
way.

Amadeus Cho was filling the stop gap which wouldn t need
filling if Arlette helped out. It was also ideal as Samson was
his mentor and could most of the time act in this capacity in
his own office while having an excuse to give Amadeus
some money.

The young super genius was currently pretending to be
doing his homework on the computer while really trying to
crack the encryption on the SHIELD files Louise was
uploading so he could piggyback into the system. He had no
real interest in what was in the files or indeed what other
files SHIELD could have but the fact the encryption was
created by geniuses Hank Pym, Tony Stark and Reed
Richards to be unbreakable it was a challenge to him. He
much like his mentor could not turn down a challenge.

The door to Samson s study swung open as he exited into
the small office/waiting room for his staff and patients. The
large green haired Doctor was dressed in a off white shirt
and a pair of brown slacks. One of his usual red unstable
molecule T-Shirts could be seen poking out through the top
of it.

He looked at his staff and wondered how much work the
three of them were actually doing for him. It never ends
huh? he sighed as he strode across to Louise s desk and
picked up some of his phone messages. I ve just been
on a phone interview for

We know, Arlette nodded over her screen before flicking
her eyes back to the Jimmy Chu s she was debating over.

We have a TV in here, we saw.



The media side of Doc Samson s career was in overdrive
at the moment. He was becoming a big celebrity. His job
was interesting, he had a great personality and real
intelligent insight not to mention being rather attractive to
both the opposite and same sex.

He was a hot commodity for both intelligent television
shows which either wanted his opinion or simply wanted to
be seen wanting his opinion and the more entertainment
based shows based on his having rubbed shoulders with
half of the mega famous superheroes in the world at one
point or another. The fact that he had his first book coming
out soon and it was pretty much guaranteed to be a best
seller meant he was more than happy to go the extra few
feet with his public image than he really cared about.

Organising the entire media offensive was his public
relations officer Sarah Day. She was like some demented
genius when it came to managing people s profiles. She
saw a chance that must be seized when Samson was just
recently shrunken down to an inch tall came into a fight
against a bunch of supervillains and ended up having

hardened criminals The Wrecking Crew arrested. When
Doc Samson was the punch line of five jokes across a few
comedy shows made her launch in a full blown attack to re-
spin his profile to a more positive one again (no one wants
to be remembered as being small).

Which reminds me, Louise stopped what she was doing
and leaned sideways to pick up her waste paper basket.

Seventeen messages from various television and
magazine outlets who want to talk to you about
something.

They re in the waste paper bin because? Leonard lifted
the sheets out and leafed through them.

I m not your secretary, Louise smiled up at him and
then continued to type away at the computer.

He stopped for a minute and examined the blonde. She was
in her 70 s but appeared to only be in her 30 s thanks to
some of the superhero based fun which had happened in
the course of her life. She was by far the most useful and
polite of his staff to the point that he would even consider
her indispensable to his business. This outburst was out of
character even despite her usually fiery demeanour.

Samson turned to find both Arlette and Amadeus watching
the conversation intently. Yes you are, Leonard said it



almost like it was a question, testing but cautious.

No I am your assistant, your assistant in your psychology
practice these have nothing to do with your job. She
smiled sweetly. I d have the harpy make it clear that
any of your celebrity post goes to her, Louise did not like
Sarah Day at all. The brief mention of the harpy made
Samson think of his ex-girlfriend Betty Ross, he shrugged it
off briefly consigning it to the back of his mind to think
about later.

I apologise Louise, Leonard bowed his head in over the
top apology. You re so efficient I often don t think of
where your job boundaries lie. Leonard looked at his
watch for a moment and then tapped it s face. Speaking
of my proper job, I ve got a meeting with Killgrave. He
turned and shot an expectant look at Arlette who nodded
grudgingly.

The Purple Man? Amadeus piped up from his desk. He
paused for a second. Can I come? He grabbed a book
form his bag which was on the desk. Samson knew it well it
was written by one of his professors. It seemed Amadeus
had been doing more reading about psychology and this
time wanted to use it in some action rather than just the
facts. It was exactly why Leonard wanted Amadeus to
socialise with more people in and out of the school he had
put him into. The brief thought of both Reed Richards and
Tony Stark hunting him down and killing him if Amadeus
turned from his bright career as the next messiah of science
into being a psychologist.

You want me to bring you to see the world s largest
serial killer? Leonard wasn t exactly sure how to respond
to the request. It wasn t the most normal thing for a
teenage boy to do.

It ll keep me off the streets, Amadeus shrugged
nonchalantly.

How about you come to the prison and I let you give
therapy to someone not as dangerous I m sure there ll
be someone there whose kill figures are still only double
digits. Samson nodded in a yeah right style.

Really? Amadeus was quite astounded, he thought
Samson would have shut him down.

No, Samson rolled his eyes and shook his head.
Amadeus had his own sarcasm down but he still needed to
work on reading other people when it wasn t a blatant



display. Amadeus looked despondent. You can come
along if you want though. You can bug Mr Rhodes trying to
analyse him and suggesting ways to improve his
security that ll go down well.

Really?

Yeah sure why not, I ll be too busy to bother him
myself. It truly is the next stage in your training young
padawan. Samson smiled as Amadeus moved towards
him and braced himself as Arlette laid her hand on his
shoulder (Samson could see Amadeus s little heart melt as
she did so). Then they were gone.

The Vault

Samson found himself staring into the cell of Purple Man.
The last time he had been here Killgrave had made his
living quarters the most meticulously cleaned and ordered
thing he had ever seen.

The killer loved control, he loved not only being able to hurt
people but the joy of simply ordering them to do it and
them having to obey. He was not only a psychopath but
had serious issues with control and power which he had
lacked for most of his life.

Samson as part of his treatment had been denying him any
measure of power. He was hoping to break him down from
his self imposed seat of higher power so that he could begin
therapy without all the power games from Killgrave. He had
also been in the same activity trying to train him out of his
accepted behaviour. Any demand received nothing it was
only requests which were responded too at all.

Killgrave had responded by being controlling over all the
things he could. He had began to tidy, he had arranged
things in particular order and then meticulously moved
them to some unknown map in his mind. All in an attempt
to have some power.

That was then. This was now.

Samson looked at the room. Killgrave s precious books
were strewn across the floor pages lying everywhere. His
bed sheets were shoved into the toilet which was now
backing up and flooding the floor of the cell or at least it



was until the water supply was turned off.

In the past week since he had seen him Killgrave had
moved on to a different stage. He had exploded in a fit of
rage seemingly out of nowhere and had done this to his
meticulously cleaned and arranged cell. His previous
neuroses were now obviously gone. They went in a huge
explosive show of rebellion, a huge FU to everyone else.

Samson wondered briefly as he looked over the notes that
the on site staff had been making. Had Purple Man moved
onto a stage of defeat, he had lost control of everything and
simply given up? Why bother? Or had he moved on to a
stronger ground? Had he realised he had complete control
over himself? His thoughts and his behaviour even if not
any surroundings and trashed his room to make that point?

The former certainly seemed to be the case Leonard
decided rather quickly based on two observations. Killgrave
was not a spiritual man, not a metaphysical one. He wanted
control of the physical world and that s all he had ever
wanted judging by his history it seemed unlikely that he
would simply retreat into himself and decide that control
over himself is the perfect solution (even though it was
indeed one of the aims of the therapy.) The second factor in
his decision was Purple Man sat in the corner of the room
facing Samson with his eyes closed. He apparently hadn t
moved for hours.

Samson felt a pang of guilt. He had led the man to this, he
had been giving the orders on the treatment and had made
sure over the past week the tough love had been
stepped up further. He was now not only being rewarded
for requests but now also the guards and other members of
staff were to give him orders they were in other words to
stop the special treatment that he as such a high risk was
given. He was also now only allowed to do certain acts
when told such as eating his treats which he bought with
his prison allowance.

The pang of guilt wasn t a small one. Samson saw the
things he was doing as being brutal. They were harsh and
unfair if he was honest but the fact was Purple Man needed
this. There was no way he could continue in his life the way
he had so far. This harsh treatment was the quickest
method Samson could think of to get through to the killer.
He however still felt guilty looking at the shell of the man
caused by his orders.

Zebediah? Samson had been sitting quietly waiting to
speak to Purple Man with no sign of it beginning for a few



minutes. There was still no response. Zebediah answer
me, Samson ordered.

Yes, replied Purple Man. His eyes were still closed and
that was all that he said, silence followed.

Answer all of my questions, Samson ordered. How are
you feeling? He paused as several possible answers from
Purple Man filled his mind. Are you happy? he needed
to be more specific.

No, Purple Man shook his head and then sat still again.
He was just giving and acting the bare essential of answer
and movement.

Why not?

There was a long silence. It was a difficult question to
answer. I m unhappy, was his only answer.

Samson scribbled a few things down. Is it because you
have lost your control? Because you re having to respond
to orders and not your own whims?

No, this answer was much quicker. I lost control a
long time ago never had control really. I ve always been
out of control.

Leonard watched Purple Man carefully. He noticed now that
Killgrave was not moving, he was showing amazing self
control to sit perfectly still.

Can you guess why you re unhappy?

I m in prison. In a cell a flooded and dirty cell. Purple
Man paused. I don t want to be here anymore alone.

I thought you liked being alone? Samson stopped and
made certain to scribble down some notes. It seemed
Killgrave was opening up but this isn t exactly what
Samson wanted. He was opening up in such a mechanical
way. It was not what Samson wanted or what Purple Man
needed. They needed a frank discussion freely not with
such prompts.

I ve always been alone too I ve been with people and
had women but through circumstance or order I ve
always been alone. Killgrave s family had been killed
when he was younger in Croatia.



Samson weighed his words. This was going to be a short
meeting, his treatment had went too far. It had fulfilled
it s purpose but in a way that he had not been expecting.
Instead of taking Killgrave to the ground floor of his
personality to allow building up this had seemed to go even
further to where Killgrave was barely responding as a man.
Samson however knew the way to repair the mistake
and begin the rebuilding of Purple Man to where he could
perhaps be integrated into the main body of the prison and
stand trial for his crimes. The chance he was presented with
at the moment however was too much to pass up, it felt
wrong almost like a betrayal of his duty but also the perfect
way to fulfil his duty as he was practically getting a glimpse
into the programming of Killgrave (to use the ever useful
man to computer analogy).

Do you think that on some level you always wanted to be
alone? You lost your family at a young age and were in the
middle of a war zone you enlisted in a programme which
trained spies. That s a profession not renowned for
closeness, violence and subterfuge, lies and deceit keep
everyone at a nice distance don t they? Samson stopped
and looked at the emotionless face of Purple Man. The
villain wasn t replying because of the rhetorical nature of
the questions. What about your behaviour over the years?
You have needed to gain control your entire life and you
were then given the ability for almost unlimited control, you
could have used this power for something you could have
united your country and led them into a golden age but
instead you used it to hurt and abuse people. Was that to
keep people away? Make sure no one ever got close? No
one could ever hurt you again like when your family
died?...Do you think there s any truth in any of the things
I ve said?

Purple Man sat silently for a moment. I m unhappy. He
replied.

Leonard stood to his feet and nodded to himself. He said his
farewell to Killgrave and said he d see him next session
before walking away from the silent man.

The pangs of guilt stabbed at him again. He had broken the
man and had done it in a more brutal way than he would
have liked or had intended but that had been his goal
hadn t it? To break down and through all of Killgrave s
self built layers of protection and delusion about himself to
get through?

He scribbled down instructions as he walked. Purple Man
was now to be returned to normal. His previous orders were



to be ignored. Purple Man s cell would be cleaned and
repaired and he would receive new books even though he
hadn t requested them.

It was Samson s hope that Killgrave could be built up
again from this point to a more rounded and less extreme
person in personality and action now that the external
factors which shaped him in the first place were not in
effect. Only the time between now and his next visit would
tell.

He walked the corridors quickly as he headed for the main
control hub so someone could find Rhodes and Amadeus.
The figure of his young friend caught his eye as he walked
past one of the officer s break rooms.

Amadeus was sitting watching the television in front of a
large metal table. One of the Guardsmen sans helmet stood
behind him. Samson looked at the guard with a raised
eyebrow of questioning.

Mr Rhodes told me to bring him here restrain him if he
tries to leave and talk to the boss again. I m also meant to
punch you when you show up lets just pretend I did. The
Guard nodded and smiled at Samson.

I hope he didn t cause Rhodey too much trouble,
Samson grinned mischievously.

Hey Doc you might want to look at this. Amadeus cut
across the conversation and pointed to the television set he
had been watching.

On The Television

The studio was set out like many television studios. A big
set had three walls behind a small raised stage with the big
words MILLIE in stylised letters across the back of the
set.

The audience sat behind the cameras in a mirroring three
line setting.

On the small one step high raised stage sat three people.
Millie sat in her own plush chair and had her body half
pointed to the camera and half towards the man who sat on
her right. A second man who had been her previous guest



sat on her left.

The man on the right was the person Samson was most
interested in. he recognised him instantly.

He was a corpulent man dressed in a dark blue pinstriped
suit. He had a grey waist coat which matched the stripes in
his suit. A small golden chain stretched from his breast
pocket to be fixed inside his jacket.

He wore a large gold rimmed monocle in his eye which
matched his watch chain. He had a back combed shock of
red hair and a large bushy red beard. Doctor Faustus was in
the middle of talking as Doc Samson began to watch.

I will be doing a university tour with other selected
venues too. I m also writing my memoirs and a
professional book for other psychologists who may want to
follow my success. Faustus nodded.

I look forward to reading them maybe you d come back
on. Millie smiled a big fake Hollywood smile she had
perfected. Will you re tell all autobiography cover your
more colourful career? Would you mind if we talked about it
briefly?

Doctor Faustus smiled and nodded his head. I would first
like to apologise for my previous behaviour. It s behind
me but I feel I must still apologise. I did some terrible
things.

Can you tell me Doctor Fennhoff because we often don t
get chances like this. You were an individual who fought
against several super-heroes. What brings a man to that
point? What goes through your mind?

Samson noted how careful Millie was to avoid the term
super-villain when referring to her guest. He also gritted his
teeth at the colourful career comment. He was all for
rehabilitation of criminals and then moving on but you
couldn t sugar coat the past in such a way without
distancing the criminal from the past.

Doctor Faustus despite his lack of powers was a super-
villain responsible for several terrorist neo-nazi
organisations from National Force to the Secret Empire
which had clashed with Captain America and SHIELD over
the years. He had used his skill to have countless people
commit suicide over the years.

The truth was and Leonard knew it. He hated Faustus,



simple hate because of who he was. He was Samson s
own dark mirror. He was possibly one of the only active
psychologists in the world who could challenge Leonard in
skill and knowledge but instead of helping people he hurt
them. He used his skills and abilities to hurt people and get
his own way with no regard for their personal wellbeing. He
was abhorrent to everything Leonard believed in.

Faustus smiled and shook his head as if despairing at his
own past. He had rehearsed it well. It was all part of his
media persona much like Sarah had drilled Leonard on
certain ways to present himself. Ah a period in my life I
would much rather move past. He chortled gently. I
went through many years and I have no shame in this
part. I wont bow to the stigma but I was mentally ill. There
is no other way to explain it and it s a complex illness.
Faustus held up his hands.

Millie nodded sympathetically. It was brought on by
experiences in my childhood and later life we are all
products of our environments and once I got to a certain
point in my life something gave. I had a mental episode
on a grand scale. I had delusions of grandeur, sociopath
tendencies. I didn t care about other people at all, I
remember distinctly and it was a very dark time. I hurt
people in the most horrific ways I could devise by making
them do it to themselves simply because I could and I
found it entertaining.

Millie was silent, to be told your guest is a sociopath was a
difficult thing to respond to. It took several crystallising
moments both in defeats at the hands of superheroes and
time in prison with criminals to realise how far wrong my
life had gone off the rails and begin to get my life back on
track it was very much like a switch was flicked and
suddenly I felt so much remorse for the things I had done
and indeed those I had planned to do.

Well I for one think that is great, Millie started a round
of applause which the audience returned. Faustus nodded
his head and indicated with them to stop, he was far too
modest to get a round of applause. So I also understand
that you re using your experience for others?

Faustus nodded and smiled. I think that it is my duty, my
penance and indeed I will guiltily admit it peaks my
interest and intelligence to aid others who had been in the
same position. It was a long hard court battle but I
managed to get my licence back as I think it would be
unfair to punish someone who was ill. He stopped for a
moment to let the words sink in. That is also I believe



why I can help people who are in similar situations to
myself. There are mental illness and disabilities out there
which are genetic or give a genetic disposition but there are
those out there which are completely based on experience
which can be treated and cured even the dispositional
problems can be cured . It is rehabilitation in the purest
sense.

Faustus shifted his massive girth forward and took a drink
of his water. There are criminals most criminals actually
I would say who are criminal because of some deficiency or
event in their lives which set them on their course. I now
have the experience on both sides of the law which allow
me to help them get their own crystallising moments, to
change their ways.

Millie nodded. An excellent contribution, do you think all
criminals can be cured? Faustus nodded briefly before
Millie moved on to the next question. Well I understand
your field of major expertise and interest is even narrower
to Super powered criminals.

Indeed, there is nothing so fascinating in the field of
criminal psychology or indeed psychology at the moment
then the masked men and women who pack out our world.
I m trying to make as many of them as I can into
contributing members of society. The research I m doing
can also help to guide the government in treatment
programmes and profiling.

Now a book. A practice focusing on super based
individuals and a media assault. Do you think you could be
stepping on the toes of the fields most well known and
celebrated psychologist turned superhero turned celebrity
Doctor Leonard Samson.

A picture of Doc Samson flashed up on screen for a few
seconds.

Faustus laughed and shook his head. Indeed there is a lot
of focus on Doc Samson and he has done some great work.
I used it as a jumping off process for much of my own.

Samson tightened his fist. Jumping off process made
him quite angry.

He has made great breakthroughs which allowed me to
build upon them to make a more complete process. Indeed
I think there is more then enough room for us both in this
role. Look at the greats in the past when Freud, Jung,
Kholer, Erikson etc etc even the approaches themselves



compete with one another and all of it has done nothing but
aid and advance the pursuit of understanding. Having two
of us to build on each others work and provide ideas that
the other may not have thought of will be nothing but good
for the people were trying to help.

Millie smiled, she had a devious smile and was known at
times for pre-empting a particularly catty or challenging
question with it. So in ten years time who do you think
we ll be looking back on as the great path beater in
superhero psychology. You or Doc Samson?

Faustus laughed gently. Well Leonard was obviously the
first and I can t argue with that. I think however results
will speak more clearly of our contributions. Faustus
looked directly down the camera and Doc Samson couldn t
help but feel he was looking directly at him.

Millie smiled, she could sense the vague threat and
knew it was TV gold. I understand you re results have
been astounding we have three additional guests
actually.

Millie motioned to a small doorway and music began to play
as three figures walked forward. Samson recognised them
instantly. Introducing Calvin Zabo previously known as
Mister Hyde the figure was still the hulking figure of Hyde.
He was a scientist in the mad variety who turned
himself into a monstrous giant who had brutally beaten half
of the superhero community and ha d a string of murders
behind him.

J.R. Walker previously known as Shotgun

Aaron Salomon AKA Slither, the snake head twisted
through the air as his scaly arms waved form the base of
his body. This was the one Doc Samson was most taken
aback by even more than Hyde. Slither was one of his
previous patients who he had tried to treat but found
difficult if not impossible because his problems were
biologically based. He had created a stop gap solution but a
full cure he believed was beyond current medical science.

The three men were all dressed in fine looking suits and
smiled and waved at the crowd. It was a departure from
what Samson knew of the three men. How are you
gentlemen?

They all responded that they were fine. Can you tell me
what you think of Dr Fennhoff s techniques and results?



Mr Hyde turned his face to look at the other two smaller
men behind him, they nodded and allowed him to speak for
them. He smiled at Millie, his smile seemed to be a
deranged gurning as his face muscles seemed to fight
against the grin.

Dr Fennhoff has helped us all greatly. He has helped us
put much of our past lives behind us and get us on to the
road of recovery and to be contributing members of
society, Hyde s voice was gravely but booming. Samson
wondered briefly as he watched the negatives which could
be associated with giving the personality in such a
dissociation a stabilising force.

This is truly astounding, Millie nodded To see these
men who we ve all seen or read about behaving in this
way I think they all deserve a round of applause. The
audience responded.

The mischievous smile returned to Millie s face for a few
seconds. Now one of our special guests has the most
traumatic story. He was given up and abandoned by his
care provider to devolve into something only a tad higher
than an animal. Aaron can you tell us how that felt?

Slither hissed gently. Samson swore as the camera zoomed
in on his ex-patient who had deemed incurable this was
not going to be good for him. Yess Millie. I went from a
highly intelligent activist to little more than an animal
thanksss to the ineffective care I was given. Dr Fennhoff
showed me the notesss in my file. untreatable wasss
sssstamped acrossss my notessss. The doctor however
refussssed to give up on me.

Indeed, Faustus smiled and nodded as the camera
moved back to him. I d just first like to say it was my
pleasure, I have actually over the course of treatment
grown to consider Aaron as a close friend and as I ve
already said it s my duty as well. When he was transferred
from the prison in which he was so badly cast aside he was
transferred to my care. I really can t think what must go
through the mind of a professional so willing to simply give
up on a man in such dire need of help in his care.

Faustus shifted his position and stared down the camera.
Doctor Leonard Samson was too busy with his career as

both superhero and celebrity to give his patient, the man he
was trusted to care for the best treatment he could.
Faustus stared down the camera for a few extra seconds.

Doc Doc. Samson took a second to snap out of his



stare and look down at Amadeus who then nodded towards
the metal table they both stood at. Doc Samson s fingers
had sunk into the metal twisting it in place.

The Guard who was in his armour minus his helmet was
also staring worriedly at Samson.

The green haired superhero indicated to his full face helmet
on the table. Did you have top pay for those or are they
fully subsidised? Samson knew some of the rules with
prison guards guns and wasn t sure about the suits of
armour in The Vault.

The prison foots the bill he was about o add
something but Samson let out a scream of aggression and
slammed his hand down on top of the metal crushing it flat.

I ll write a cheque... he sighed heavily. Amadeus
ring Arlette, were going back to the office.

The office, two hours later

The members of Doc Samson s staff had had a quiet
afternoon. The Doc, Arlette and Amadeus had appeared in
the office a little under two hours ago and he had
immediately cancelled all of his appointments and goals for
the day before retreating to his office.

Once Amadeus had explained what happened and Arlette
found the video online. They all understood what exactly
had happened. Louise was tempted to try and intervene
and tell Samson to get out of his bad mood and do his job
but then a figure entered the office.

She was a beautiful woman. She wore a dark blue shirt and
black pants as well as a long leather jacket. Louise noticed
the gun she held in the holster on her side, she had spent
many years in situations where quickly identifying weapons
was definitely for her safety. She had red hair and the face
of a supermodel.

When she introduced herself as Dakota North Louise
instantly understood why. She was or at least used to be a
minor model. She went through another blip of stardom a
year or two earlier after a few years away from the
spotlight when she came out as a private eye. The papers
and magazines followed her career for a short while, she
had been involved in some colourful situations. Louise had
kept her ear to the ground for a little while longer, she used



to be a detective herself so she made sure to keep up to
date with those making waves especially females. Dakota
was something of a natural.

It seemed Leonard had called her to come straight down.
She vanished into his office and had yet to come out.

I just saw the video down at the station, Stacey Dolan
walked into the room like she owned the place. She waved
briefly at Amadeus before walking up the desk where Louise
was sitting. Is he with a patient?

Stacey was Leonard s girlfriend of sorts. They
weren t exactly the most normal of couples but they
obviously cared about each other and it was a good a label
as any. Louise shook her head.

Stacey thanked her and walked straight past into the office.
You didn t tell her about North on purpose didn t

you? Arlette grinned evilly at Louise and then Amadeus.

I m a bad lady, Louise smiled. honestly it s the
detective in me. I just want to know what the hell is going
on. She listened intently for the shouting to begin.

Inside

Dolan walked into the office and eyed up North as she stood
up and turned to face her. Detective Dolan, Dakota
smiled and rested back on Samson s desk.

Leonard seemed taken aback by Dolan s sudden entrance.
The fact that two of the most ferocious women he knew
were now in the same office and actually seemed to know
one another didn t help his look of shock.

North!? Dolan shot a look from North to Samson as if
demanding an explanation.#

I take it you know one another? Samson rose to his
feet. He despite his powers felt much more secure when not
in a seated power as if either woman might suddenly turn
on him his biggest fear was from Dolan.

Yes this dick has put her nose into who knows how many
of my investigations over the years. Dolan had no love
lost for Private Detectives especially this one. She viewed
them much like she did superheroes (despite her current



boyfriend) getting involved in police business and
perverting the simple ideal of justice.

Detective Dolan as I m sure you know is like a pit-bull
chewing a wasp, North turned her head to look at
Samson whilst keeping one eye on Dolan. There are times
when innocent men and women feel a little threatened by
her and her investigations. One or two have hired me to
conduct my own investigation successful investigations
mostly.

You have no right to get involved in police
investigations I m not out to get innocent men .

No they just sometimes end up in your crosshairs and
then in jail until you get around to figuring out what you did
wrong. I just help it along. She interrupted Dolan mid
flow, she knew how to push the detective s buttons. She
turned to Samson Have you wondered how ridiculous it is
putting someone who hates meta-humans in charge of
superhuman crimes? No wonder so many innocent mutants
get dragged in eh?

Dolan looked about ready to slap North, that would have
only been the start of the beating. Samson moved forward
and got between the two. What brings you here Stacey?
He let his hand trace down her side trying to be a calming
influence.

I saw Fennhoff s interview on the TV, thought you might
want someone to talk too but I can see you called your
girlfriend here right over.

Ex ex-girlfriend he corrected before realising that
Dolan was being flippant. He swore mentally at himself and
wondered how far into his mouth he could physically wedge
his foot. Dakota is just here to do a little looking around,
a bit of investigating on Faustus.

Dolan sighed and rolled her eyes.

I ll get off and get to work leave you two to it. North
nodded and walked towards the door. She stopped briefly in
front of Dolan See you around Detective.

Samson in a scary moment how much alike his ex and his
current girlfriend were. They were both beautiful, strong,
smart and independent women and both were detectives.
They also mirrored one another physically both in height,
looks and general style. North left the room, Samson
watched her go and caught a glimpse of his staff leaning



over their desks watching the action through the open door.
He promptly closed it.

I can t believe you re doing this hiring a detective to
spy on

He s a criminal. He s a villain and one of the worst sort,
he was given trust and spent years training and then he
just throws it away and does..

I thought you believed in rehabilitation? Dolan glared
up at Samson. You don t think that he could be
rehabilitated? He could be on the level?

Something isn t right! Samson was angry. Faustus
rubbed him the wrong way. He was everything Samson
strived hard never to be but yet matched him on so many
levels like so many simply couldn t. You don t suddenly
just make breakthroughs in treatment like that. Slither

So this is what it s all about? He managed to cure a
patient you couldn t so you hire some bitch to investigate
him when he s trying to do some good with his life now?

North isn t a bitch

Yes she is! The same way that I am! Apparently it s your
type! Dolan screamed.

The two would never admit it but the reason that both were
so angry is that both were being confronted with a mirror to
themselves. A mirror which highlighted all their own faults,
possible faults or affronts to their morals. Their turbulent
relationship just allowed them to vent at one another.

Look, I don t trust him he is to me what a dirty cop
would be to you! He had betrayed something I believe in
and I m not just going to let him continue on in this way. I
want to make sure he s on the level. Whatever happened
to cop s instinct?

What ever happened to evidence? Dolan screamed
back. And you re not a cop! She turned her body away
from her boyfriend and inhaled deeply. If he does
something wrong I ll take him, I ll bust him it s what I
do but so far he seems on the level I checked him out
across a couple of databases. He s been under surveillance
up until a couple of weeks ago and he hasn t so much as
dropped a gum wrapper. Dolan pulled out her cell and
handed it to Samson. Call North and call this off. Leonard
I need you to trust me on this one, anything at all and I ll



come down on him like a tonne of bricks trust me.

Samson held the phone in his hand and stared at it. He
thought of Faustus. All the things he had done and all the
things he could do if people trusted him. If you gave people
enough rope he could make them hang themselves with it.
Was it possible he was rehabilitated and Samson was just
hurting because not only was he stepping on his toes but
going one better and doing something he hadn t been able
to do. He rolled Dolan s words around in his mind, was
this not based on evidence and just his dislike for the
man did it make him any better than North and Dolan.

He closed his eyes and closed the phone along with them.

Dolan snatched the phone from his hand and turned her
back on him. Screw you Samson, from now on you re on
your own.

TO BE CONTINUED...

Next time: Is Doc Samson right? How far will he go to
prove his point?
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1st National bank, 12th street…

Dakota North edged past the police car that blocked her
path. She kept her eyes firmly planted on a cop who was
keeping members of the public and reporters back from the
scene of the crime.

It had been five days since she had her meeting with Len at
his office. He was her ex…of sorts, the two had never really
‘officially’ dated. Five days ago he had called her and paid
her a retainer instantly before he even divulged what the
job was. Dakota obviously handed it straight back and
wanted the facts on the case, she wasn’t dumb enough to
jump into any case based on a wad of notes waved under
her face. She didn’t feel insulted by Len’s actions, he knew
she was a woman of principle he probably just wanted the
wheels moving as quickly as possible.

She picked her way between a few barricades which
surrounded the pavement outside of the bank. She kept her
eyes on the distracted officer. The last thing she needed
was to be spotted. Once she made it onto the pavement she
glanced at the large glass entrance to the bank and headed
in the opposite direction. She got to the corner of the bank
and turned into the small alleyway next to it. The alley
wasn’t really an alley in the classical sense, it only went in
about 10 feet before coming to a solid brick wall with a large
metal door. She began to make for it.

Len had given her the information on the case…or at least
some of it. She had checked it out and found it mostly to be
accurate though he did tinge it with aggression and dislike



for the man he sent her after.

Johann Fennhoff AKA Dr Faustus was a psychiatrist. He had
at one time or another fought half of the superheroes in the
damn city or had orchestrated some difficulty for them via
his army of manipulated followers. He had come to Len’s
attention when he appeared on a talk show and slated the
green haired superhero (however subtly) and flaunted his
ability to cure other villains.

Len didn’t trust him a damn bit. Having seen the video of
the interview Dakota couldn’t help but shake a feeling of
mistrust either. She was generally a good judge of
character, it had led her well in her modelling career and
added to her leaving the ‘biz’ behind. The amount of good
people were always low but when they became unnoticeable
it was time to leave…it wasn’t the only catalyst to the
situation but it added to it.

The life of a private detective hadn’t really redressed the
balance. Scum bag after scum bag found themselves with
Dakota on their tail but the times she was set there by an
honestly good person somehow managed to keep her
coming back. Len was one of these people, sure he was
blinkered in this case with anger but the fact was she felt he
was on to something.

Once the data gathering portion of her investigation was
completed which involved her bunging a technopathic
mutant a $50 dollar bill she had read every scrap of
information on Fennhoff and the three patients who he had
been flaunting on television Slither, Mr Hyde and Shotgun.

She had read arrest reports, interview transcripts, late
library books, SHIELD classified files, School reports and
anything else which happened to be out there. She wasn’t a
psychologist like her client or her target but she had always
had a pretty good grasp on people and now she had a pretty
good grasp on who these men were and what they were
like.

The next stage with multiple targets was always the same.
She gave her technopathic buddy a couple of extra dollars
and he kept his sense open. When someone searched for
these guys on the internet or on an intranet he was keyed
into she would know about it.

Her personal contacts were then ‘felt up’ (read: paid) for
any information they could keep their eyes out for. They
went from everyone from bus drivers who kept an ear open
to their passengers to a telepath or two who liked to stroll



through the park with their minds wide open to all the
telepathic noise.

This was a super-based case so she went for the extra-
special informants. She should have known as soon as she
handed over the money that any break through she got was
going to come from somewhere else.

She had been keeping her attention focused on Faustus. He
was the big fish she was trying to land so she made sure to
stick to him like glue. The other three targets were the job
of her various web of informants.

The door opened as she rapped on it. The young cop looked
at her and then back over his shoulder and down the
corridor behind him. He was fresh faced and dressed in the
blue uniform of an officer. He had no decoration, he had
only been in the uniform for a couple of years and had yet
to make any progress up the career ladder.

“North,” he nodded in acknowledgement and took a step
back to let her into the building before he closed it. He held
out his hand to shake hers. She quietly and discretely
slipped him the $100 dollars he got for giving her a call.

Jimmy was a good guy. He was a good cop and North could
see big things for him in the future. He took money sure but
he wasn’t dirty. He didn’t take bribes and he didn’t collect
from the slush fund that many of New York’s finest did
throughout it’s history. He was just in a lot of debt, student
debt to precise. He had went to college and grad school
before the badge called to him.

“What’ve you got for me Jimmy?” North pushed her hands
into the pockets of her leather jacket and flicked her red
hair over her shoulder. Jimmy was flustered for a second,
he forgot how gorgeous this ex-model was.

“It could be nothing, but…”

“If it’s nothing I want my C note back,” North smiled. She
wasn’t going to take her money back. Jimmy was putting his
career and even his freedom on the line by letting her know
about whatever it was he ‘found’.

Jimmy was leading her down a corridor and then began to
ascend some stairs. “What I found was something you’ve
been looking out for.” He stopped on the first landing of the
flight of stairs and knelt down.

Dakota nearly tripped over him. She didn’t know why but



stopping at that position surprised her. “I found this,”
Jimmy put his finger up close to a small trickle of red. It was
clearly blood.

“Any reason why this is different from any of the other
millions torrents of blood gushing around this city at any
minute…why have I been looking for this?” North didn’t
mean to be short but she had been tailing Faustus for close
to four days and so far had found nothing out of order in
anything he’d been doing. He was just a busy psychiatrist
and minor celebrity. It had been four days of very late
nights and very early mornings sitting in her car for god
knows how many hours outside of buildings that he had
went in to.

“This,” Jimmy pulled his cell phone out of his pocket…which
he shouldn’t have strictly had on him when on the job and
in uniform. He pressed a few buttons and called up a cell
phone picture.

North took it out of his hand and looked at it. In the pool of
blood was a portion of something which looked like reptile
skin like alligator or snake skin boots. “I figure you’d like to
know. One of the guys you’re keeping you’re eye out for is a
snake guy right?”

Dolan nodded. “You got any of the skin?”

Jimmy shook his head. “Hell no, that would be tampering
with evidence. That’s a big no no. I’m happy to sell you info
after the lab guys have been in and took their samples and
photographs and all that’s left is clean up but I’m an
honest…”

North nodded and held up her hands in surrender. She knew
all of this about Jimmy, it had been a stupid question. It had
however let her crowbar in her next question without
seeming too unreasonable.

“Since you’re happy selling me info after the lab guys got
what they need…any idea what they got?”

Jimmy eyed her from his position. She was wondering
whether he was going to ask for more cash or not.
“Mutant…well human but mutant. You know what I mean? I
don’t judge. But yeah he’s X-gene positive.”

“Slither? Any closer ID?”

“Nope, we don’t have his DNA on file.” Jimmy shook his
head and then shrugged. “Were petitioning through to



SHIELD for any reptile mutant DNA ID’s they’ve got so well
be able to finger him once they get back…if it is him.”

“Send me this,” she handed him back the phone. “Anything
else?”

Jimmy shook his head. North gave her thanks and Jimmy
led her back to the door he had let her in through. He
checked around as he shoved his head into the open and
then let her walk past him. She felt her phone vibrate in her
pocket as the picture came through. She gave it another
glance and then dialled Len’s number. This was the first
break of any kind on the case so she wanted to share it.

Samson’s office,1 hour later…

The usual gang who Amadeus had taken to calling
‘Scoobies’ following a marathon of Buffy The vampire
Slayer. Doctor Samson and Louise had both taken much
pains to point out to Amadeus that the inner circle in that
show actually helped out the superhero while he and Arlette
seemed to do little to help.

Amadeus shrugged it off and was now sitting at his lap top
computer tapping away animatedly. He had entered into a
new project just that morning when he caught a glimpse of
The Doc’s itinerary. He was currently trying to decipher the
true identity of every superhero in the city. He was finding it
harder than he had initially expected.

He occasionally tossed up furtive glances from his screen to
the two women who sat at desks opposite one another in
the office. He was watching for any sign of interest from
either of them. If Louise knew what he was doing she was
sure to try and put a stop to it and he would have to go
back to his previous fad of entertainment cracking the
locations of secret AIM and Hydra bases scattered across
the continental United States…he was bored of that.

Arlette he looked at for a different reasons. She was his first
crush. Doc Samson had asked him about his feelings for
Arlette when he picked up some kind of subtle hidden
signal…the fact Amadeus went bright red and became a
babbling idiot whenever he was around her. That happening
to the boy genius of Amadeus who was the seventh
smartest person on the planet (using Reed Richards’
standardised meta genius IQ test).

The Doc seemed to take it all in his stride thought Amadeus.



The green haired shrink had set himself up…after being
appointed by Amadeus’s SHILED handler to be his mentor.
He was going to guide him through the finer points of life,
things you can’t find in a text book or published scientific
paper. He had so far enrolled him in public school so he’d
mix with (read ‘be bullied by’) normal kids and gave him a
job so he’d have some money (which was mildly ironic given
the fact that it was on Doc’s orders that he wasn’t receiving
his salary from SHIELD).

The Doc seemed to see no issue with Amadeus’s crush on
Murmur (he hated how he called it a crush). It was
apparently healthy and a normal part of development to
have infatuations with females of a similar age most
probably those who are a little older and unobtainable such
as celebrities. When Amadeus asked what made him think
he didn’t have a chance The Doc just laughed. It was the
one time he’d seen him even break a smile since they’d
been to visit The Vault.

The big green haired mass of muscle had been acting like
another Gamma infused fella. That of course was an
overstatement, he had yet to trash a town or level a city in
anger but he had been wandering around like a bear with a
bad head all week.

He had stomped into work the day after the broadcast and
ended up smashing five coffee mugs throughout the course
of the day. The second day after the broadcast he broke his
own desk. The third day he broke Louise’s desk and the
replacement desk he had bought for his own.

The majority of his work load he had cancelled. He was in
no state to perform his duties correctly. In doing his
psychotherapy and psychiatry whoever it was on he needed
to be in either a good or passive mood. He needed to be
receptive and open. He was currently grouchy, sullen and
angry but he at least had the courtesy to notice as much.

He was not going to endanger or hurt anyone through his
action or inaction because he was locked in his own little
funk over something he couldn’t control. He’d set up
measures to deal with those patients who desperately
needed to see him, those who were a danger to themselves
if they were left too long and those who were a danger to
others if they didn’t get their weekly session.

Amadeus’s and the two women’s attention turned to the
door as it opened and Dakota North strode in. “Ah Miss
North, perhaps you can give us something to lift the black



mood he’s in. Preferably indisputable evidence?”

North pulled the lips at the side of her mouth and moved
her hand in a ‘kinda’ gesture to show anything she did have
was shaky at best. “Any advice from the seasoned
detective?”

Louise looked at her coyly and smiled. She had spent many
of her formative years since the 1940’s operating as a
detective in and out of a domino mask and cocktail dress.
She had a great deal more experience in detection
than…well anyone.

“I’ve been doing reading on more than Faustus and his
buddies. Len free to see me?”

Louise nodded and pressed the button on her intercom.
“Leonard, North is here.”

There was a sudden stomp from inside the office followed by
another before the door to Samson’s office swung wide
open. The green haired shrink was half out of the door. He
looked half crazy for the briefest split second because he
had a chance now to prove all of his hunches right. North
surely had found something.

He ushered her inside the office. His eyes briefly met those
of his employees. They looked nervous, they were worried
for him and he knew it. He was worried for himself truth be
told. He had been getting angrier and angrier as the days
went on mostly through his own impotence to act in any
useful way. This had only made his strength get more out of
his control.

The door to his office closed behind him. Amadeus and
Louise exchanged a glance of worry. Arlette was still busy
with her computer and had really failed to notice anything
was going on other than the events of her game.

In Samson’s inner sanctum North looked around. She had
known Len for a good long time before and despite only
being in his office once she could tell it was all wrong. Len
was what is both commonly and professionally known as
anally retentive most of the time. He was a stickler for
tidiness and yet reports, files and books lay open and
strewn across nearly every surface.

She moved one from the arm of the chair and caught sight
of some of the highlighted words ‘Slither’ was the one which
stood out predominantly to her. She had a brief second
thought about going on now. Len seemed like he was



getting obsessive and she wondered would she just be
adding fuel to the fire now.

“So what have you found…I was going to ring you later. I
hadn’t heard anything for a few days, I was beginning to
worry.”

“Oh come on Len, there is no reason to worry about little
old me. I’m a big girl, I can…” She trailed off. She caught a
brief flash of guilt cross her friend’s face. It dawned on her
he had been worried about her not finding any evidence not
actually worried about her.

She wasn’t sure whether to take it as a compliment to her
abilities or not. She continued undeterred. “I’ve been
following Fennhoff. I’ve got a full report on every minute of
it and as much about his intentions at each place as I can
figure to type up…nothing too ground breaking, illegal or
even shady as best as I can figure it.”

Samson’s face creased in annoyance. He tightened his
hands as they rested on the desk top. “Nothing? Explain it
as best as you can, there might be something you missed.
Some clue you didn’t realise about…or misunderstood?”

North shot him an annoyed look. “Two heads are better
than one, I’m obviously not insulting your skills,” He quickly
added.

“No doubt,” this exchange was much more chilly…or heated
depending how you looked at it than any she had with Len
in the past. Even the one in which they broke up their
‘arrangement’ had more warmth to it than this.

Samson was usually so good at reading people and making
his own emotions and intentions clear at the same time, to
see him so rigid in his mindset with all of his focus directed
on one ting so that he was cancelling work and insulting her
even if indirectly and inadvertently was disconcerting at
best.

“I’m sorry Dakota,” Len sat back. He rubbed his eyes with
the palms of his hands and then ran both over his face and
into his long green hair. North now noticed it was possibly a
little longer than she had seen it in some time. He kept it
long but normally at a reasonable level, she couldn’t be sure
with him sitting down but it certainly looked longer now but
it could have been due to it being a little unkempt. He
looked like hell if she was honest, his eyes were bloodshot
and large bags hung from under them. He hadn’t slept in a
few days which normally his gamma irradiated constitution



could deal with little difficulty but the level of stress and
pressure he was putting on himself meant it was showing on
his face. “I really don’t know what’s gotten into me. The
idea that Faustus is out there doing who knows what and
I’m powerless to stop him is driving me mad.”

North nodded. “So nothing to do what Detective Dolan
accused you of? You’re not a little annoyed…dare I say
jealous that Faustus may have done something you
couldn’t?”

Samson was silent as the words of his ex and his
current…though he was unsure about that status at the
moment rolled around his head. Was this some petty
jealousy which had sent him into a blind rage?

It was most certainly a possibility. He cursed the little voice
in his mind which admitted that. He also cursed that it
might have taken him so long to admit it. He’d realised
fairly quickly that he was in no state to practice therapy
with his patients but he had not even considered the option
that Dolan may have been right about what she said.

Hearing north say it now made him rethink. He and Dolan
had a turbulent relationship so the natural reaction was a
volatile one which led to their near week long estrangement
now after their last set of heated words.

It could be true but something just didn’t ring true with that
idea. He didn’t know why. It could have been sheer gut
instinct, rational abstraction or his almost innate ability to
read people no matter how well they try to hide something
but the nagging feeling that Faustus was up to something
just wouldn’t go away.

North took her phone from her pocket and pressed a couple
of buttons and slid it across the table. Samson picked it up
and studied the picture. He flicked his eyes up to North too
look for clarification.

“Bank job, blood tests say a mutant but they don’t know if
he’s known or not. These scales belong to the same
mutant,” North raised and eyebrow and shrugged at the
same time. It was a motion letting Samson know that it
could be something and it could be nothing.

Samson however was now smiling…it was an unusual to see
a superhero smile at the thought of a bank robbery having
been committed. “Obviously there are who know how many
lizard mutants in the world…in the city alone. Half of that
Serpent Squad I’d bet are mutants so it’s not a lot to go on



but it’s the first hint of a hint.”

“It’s enough,” Samson nodded as he stood up and grabbed
his jacket from the coat hook on the wall off to the side of
his large replacement desk.

“Enough for what?”

“A warrant,” Samson nodded. He was pulling his jacket on
and raking around in his trouser pocket as he went.

North sat forward. “A warrant? This? Len this is nothing…not
yet. You’d need a lot more to even provide a thought that
Slither is behind this and then you’d have trouble getting a
warrant for Faustus after that? The police won’t touch this.”

Samson shook his head as he pulled out a small white piece
of plastic and glided his finger across it’s front side. He
turned it to face North for a second. She recognised it
instantly. S.H.I.E.L.D. was spelt across it in large letters, a
picture of Len and the shield emblem which was now pulsing
with light donned the front. “My clearance with SHIELD, this
will be enough for a primary investigation. Once I get the ok
a warrant will be issued which the NYPD will have to act
upon.”

Samson turned and smiled as he began to open the window
of his office. “A SHIELD agent will be assigned to help with
the investigation…by help I obviously mean oversee, you
know how SHIELD are.”

Len climbed onto the ledge just as a mass of metal came to
rest just outside of the window. It was a SHIELD hover car.
The driver/pilot welcomed Samson with a salute. “Who do
you think that will be?...ask Louise to hold my calls on the
way out…oh and keep up the investigation please. If this
does fall through then next time I will need some more solid
evidence even with my contacts.”

North got up and moved rapidly towards the window as the
hover car began to drift sideways away from he building and
Len sat properly in the seat. “Wouldn’t you much rather just
wait until we have that evidence?” North cried out after him.

Samson paused for a second. “I can’t afford to wait, either
he’s up to something and not being able to stop him will
drive me mad or I’m barking up the wrong tree and not
knowing will.”

He gave a signal to his driver and the car shot forward



before banking sharply and gaining altitude.

North swore as she watched him go. The next time she saw
her…after the initial bitching she was going to have to admit
to Detective Dolan that she thought she might be right
about Len’s current state of mind drive with this case.

Two Hours later, the elevator in Doctor Fennhoff’s building…

“You’re a real piece of work you know that,” spat Dolan only
with a lot more swearing between words at Samson. She
had of course been assigned to be the police officer to this
case given it’s superhero connotations.

She had been swearing since the SHIELD mandated warrant
had been given to her in the precinct. The uniform officer
who had driven her over just kept his mouth shut and
learned a host of new words he’d yet to experience even
given his years on the force. She quietened down for a little
while as they approached the building they were now in as
she tried to calm herself for her duties.

When she saw their accompanying SHIELD agent standing
outside of the building she exploded with renewed vigour in
the shouting and screaming.

“Stacy if you let me explain,” Leonard tried to intercede in
her rant. It was not appreciated.

“You don’t need to explain anything it was all down in the
warrant special agent Samson…and it’s Detective Dolan if
you don’t mind. It was made clear to me at the station that
my personal opinions of your pigheadedness were not to
interfere with the case and that I am to do my duty of
searching this man’s place of business based on some
spurious evidence which may or may not be even linked to
an individual who is linked to him.”

There was silence for a few seconds. Samson didn’t know
how to respond without having his ‘girlfriend’ go off at him
again…which she would no doubt find a way to do anyway.

“You just get an idea in your head and god know the genius
that is Leonard Samson can’t be wrong…he’s so cock sure
and self confidant of his own brilliance that it’s full steam a
head on the slightest whim regardless of what anyone else
thinks or the evidence that he doesn’t have…real scientific



and rational.”

Samson was about to respond to that jibe when the lift
doors opened and Dolan steamed straight out into the
waiting room of Fennhoff. She pulled the warrant from her
pocket and pushed it into Samson’s chest behind her. “You
serve it.”

She strode away straight past the secretary who was trying
to speak to her and opened the door to Fennhoff’s study.

The rotund red head looked up form his note pad and the
figure who was lying on the couch looked up too at the
contingent of officers and superhero SHIELD agent who had
just burst into the room.

“Faustus,” Dolan shot Samson a look as he spoke. This was
by the book he remembered. “Doctor Fennhoff…this is a
warrant issued by both SHIELD and the NYPD to search your
place of business and your home for any and all evidence
we find there pertaining to a bank robbery late last night.”

Fennhoff took the paper and looked over it. He
‘harrumphed’ annoyed at the imposition and then nodded.
“My office is open to you Doc…Agent Samson.” He fixed the
green haired man with an icy stare. Samson returned it
without holding back. To both men the other was the only
person in the room.

Faustus broke the stare as he turned to the man who had
been lying down but now stood next to him with a very
anxious look on his face. Samson had never met this man
before but he recognised him instantly as the gun wielding
killer villain known as Shotgun.

“Everything is ok, take deep calming breaths and go to the
place we talked about. Use the relaxation exercises I taught
you.” Fennhoff moved his finger slowly across Shotgun’s
vision giving him something to focus on.

“I’m sorry I wont be able to help you too much with this
enquiry. The health of my patient is more important to me
than some silly little power game…secondly I know nothing
about this bank robbery.”

“I find it interesting you added that part second…I’m sure an
innocent man would be defending himself off the bat.”
Samson grinned as he spoke.

“An innocent man doesn’t have to prove his innocence…or
did I mistake the rules of the law in America?” Fennhoff



snorted “…besides I am sure you understand that the well
being of patients is the most important thing to a
psychiatrist…though maybe not given your track record.”

“What exactly does that mean?” Samson’s smiled was gone.
A grimace of aggression replaced it.

“Well giving the brainwashing of Living Laser at your hands
and giving up on poor Aaron to become little more than an
animal I don’t know how highly you place your ethics…or
how effective you can claim to be.”

Samson let out an audible growl. The comments about
Living Laser had hit a nerve. If he was in more a sane
mindset he would have perhaps added another degree of
thought into his self diagnosis that perhaps in Faustus he
saw not only a dark example of what his chosen profession
could be but a dark mirror of himself, his own choices. If
Fennhoff could be so intelligent, in the same career and still
make so many mistakes morally could Samson’s own truly
be reproachable?

“And with that you’re done,” Dolan pressed her hand into
Samson’s chest and pushed him away as best she could. He
didn’t budge.

“Dolan, you do not want to test me now.” He glared down at
her and then back to Faustus.

“Agent Samson…you just growled at a suspect and
threatened a police officer of the NYPD. You walk away
NOW!” Dolan stared up into the eyes of Samson with fire
burning in her own. She wasn’t going to back down from the
behemoth of a man.

He met her stare for a few seconds before turning away.
“Faustus,” he spoke as calmly as he could. “My reputation,
the reputation of my chosen career and the well being of
patients means more to me than you will ever know…if I
find anything to show you’ve abused your powers and cast
us in a bad light I will stop at nothing…”

“Samson! Now! Get out of here you’re done!” Dolan pointed
angrily out of the door. “Get out of here! Say one more
word and I’ll personally go to your superiors and tell them
you’re not fit for duty and have these searches cancelled.”

Samson fixed her gaze and then moved it to Fennhoff. He
smiled back smugly. Samson swore and left the room.

“I apologies Doctor Fennhoff. We’ll conduct this search as



quickly as we can and then get out of your hair…an officer
will of course be posted at your door and the door of your
home to ensure no tampering until you can accompany us
to continue the search.” She watched his face for any sign
of something she could read, she was good at reading most
people…Samson most of the time was an exception.
Fennhoff it seemed was another one. “I’ll have the
complaint papers for agent Samson forwarded to you as
soon as possible should you wish to make one…he can be
troublesome at times.”

Fennhoff nodded his understanding. “Most troublesome I am
sure…something must be done.” He paused for a second. “I
will take those complaint papers, thank you.”

That night, Doc Samson’s apartment…

The spatial park view apartment of Doc Samson was usually
as immaculate as his office. It however now looked much
like his office did at the moment…with a tornado tossed
down on top of it.

Samson had stormed straight home in a sprint and a series
of leaps from Fennhoff’s building and barrelled straight
through the door slamming it behind him.

The SHIELD uniform he was forced to wear when acting as
an agent was ripped clean of his body in a matter of
seconds and tossed sideways taking out some of his
ornaments. He overturned his seating area with an angry
swing of his foot.

It flipped over knocking his television to the floor. It seemed
to set off a chain reaction as Leonard Samson trashed his
own apartment in a fit of anger at what had occurred at
Fennhoff’s office.

He had been since that moment sitting silently in the centre
of the floor. He first was wallowing in his own anger. His
anger at Faustus, his anger at Dolan for not believing him
and most of all his anger at himself for giving in to his
emotions and his pigheadedness.

The anger began to subside and he focused on the final
point. He was not happy with himself at the moment. He
wasn’t thinking with a clear head as he always tried to do
and he was letting his emotions especially his anger get the
most of him.



He now sat as he had for a couple of hours crossed legged
in amongst the chaos of destruction that was his apartment.
He had been practicing meditation for many years now.
Trouble controlling emotions was something which ran with
being Gamma irradiated and he wasn’t going to let it get the
better of him.

He held in his hand the Star of David pendant which had
been passed to him by his father as he died. He focused on
it. It was his tether, his safe home base. It reminded him of
his parents and his family history, his religion and his
morals. It let him focus and get out of himself…away from
the massive flood of emotions.

He exhaled as he began to bring himself slowly out of his
trance. He felt calmer now and more relaxed. He prepared
himself to make apologetic phone calls to not only Dolan
and North but Amadeus, Louise and Arlette. He had not
been an easy boss to live with.

Boom!...Boom!...

“Knock Knock!” His front door exploded open as the figure
of Shotgun fired two massive blasts into it with a shotgun
held in each hand.

The door fell in on itself and a streak of green shot across
the room directly towards Samson. He threw his hands up
and caught the long neck of Slither as it hurtled towards
him.

Slither’s fangs were mere inches from his face. They dripped
with venom and the snake like mutant hissed. Samson
pushed back against him and then hunched forward as
another shot rang out. This one managed to grazed his side
sending the metal shots from the shells stinging through his
body.

Slither’s teeth now found their mark as he surged forward.
His neck tightened around Samson’s and his blade like teeth
darted in and out across the back of Samson. Leonard let
out a grunt. He knew poison would be injected with each
bite.

He tossed his body weight back and came down on the head
of Slither. He quickly launched to his feet struggling with
Slither’s body while he went as he began to unwrap the
reptile body.

A blast of shell collided with his shoulder sending him
spiralling sideways. While he went down he whipped Slither



with his full might and sent the hissing mass of limbs and
snake parts across the room into the form of Shotgun who
collapsed backwards with the force of the throw.

“You really think a couple of shotgun blasts and mutant
venom would really slow me down for too long?” Samson
growled as he immediately began to climb to his feet. He
could feel his vision blurring slightly and the pain racking his
body but he had a strong constitution and would heal soon
enough.

“No,” Shotgun laughed as he wriggled free of Slither who
was also righting himself and coiling ready to strike if he
needed too. “The shells and poison however will slow you
down enough to make this easy.”

There was a crash of glass and masonry from behind
Samson. He ducked instinctually and then turned to face the
figure he already knew would be there.

Mr Hyde stood across the room from him shirtless and
covered in tracks of blood where he smashed through the
glass. It didn’t seem to hurt him, indeed he seemed to like
it. He grinned sickeningly.

He was a huge imposing figure who took up most of the
room. Zabo was a psychopath and Mr Hyde was even worse.
He had strength nearly matching that of The Hulk and a
sadistic streak a mile wide. He had once put Hercules in a
coma. If there was one person Samson didn’t want to go up
against when he was less than 100%.

Hyde snarled like an animal and then roared. Samson
launched forwards. All his attention was now on the massive
behemoth. He managed to get the first blow but it seemed
like the monster never even felt it. He brought his full might
down with a blow of his elbow to the back of Samson’s head
crumbling him to the floor.

The world was spinning but Samson knew he had to fight.
He had to get up and fight for his life. Faustus had sent his
mercenaries to kill him and so far they were doing quite
well.

He seemed to be going in slow motion though. Slither’s
venom was taking effect. Hyde grabbed him by the hair and
lifted him kicking into the air. His free hand slammed hard
across Samson’s face before he tossed him like a wet
dishrag into the floor. Samson landed with a sickening thud
as his limp body collided with it.



Samson tried to struggle again still fighting against his
attackers. Hyde laughed manically and hoisted the green
haired psychologist into the air again. He pulled him close
against his body and squeezed with all of his might until he
heard a crack.

Leonard slid out of consciousness.

Later…

The first Leonard knew he survived was when he heard
Hyde’s laughing. He tried to move but couldn’t. he
remembered the crack and wondered if it had been his
spine. Was he now paralysed?

The cold metal he felt pressing against his body as he tried
to move told him no. He was still able to move but was
being restrained. He struggled against his restraints but to
no avail.

Pain raced through his body as he did so. He felt each of the
three broken ribs which Mr Hyde had apparently inflicted
upon him.

“Ah Leonard you’re awake.” It was Faustus' Austrian tinged
voice. Samson couldn’t see him because of the bright
pulsating light which shone down directly onto him. “I was
afraid Mr Hyde had been a little too effective. I wouldn’t
bother struggling-Mr Hyde couldn’t escape when it was his
turn.”

“Faustus I knew you couldn’t be trusted…knew you couldn’t
have stopped them from offending.”

“Oh I could,” Faustus’ voice filled with laughter. “I could
most definitely have cured them if I had chosen…I however
took a different path. Once my success with these three is
seen I will have villains being sent to me in their hundreds
to act as my army.”

Faustus laughed gently. “An army of slaves to do my
bidding and no matter if they get caught or if anyone
suspects anything you cannot blame a psychiatrist when a
dangerous criminal relapses…they’ll just be sent back to me
and I will get away scot free.”

“I’ll stop you,” Samson growled. He tried to struggle free



again but once again the restraints didn’t budge.

“No my friend you wont…it is possible that at this key stage
of my plan you could have stopped me…only you. Your
knowledge and the power you wield both governmentally
and in the superhero community you could have thrown a
spanner in my works. When you turned up today having
discovered one of Slither’s crimes I knew I had to act. You
however gave me a better idea…a way to improve my plan.
You’ll help me.”

“I’ll never help you…whatever brainwashing you’ve used on
the three stooges wont work on me. I’m prepared, I’m
ready.”

Faustus laughed. “Indeed I would normally agree with you.
Slither’s venom however pumps through your veins slowing
your mental functions, your body is focused on the pain
racing through it and the drugs Shotgun’s bullets were laced
in are all taking their toll on you.”

“It doesn’t matter…” Samson suddenly let out a scream of
agony. He felt the skin on his back rupture as something
was driven into his back all the way up his spine. The
needles stabbed into his spinal cord.

“The psychotropic drugs about to be pumped directly into
your spine however will make my job…sooo muccccchhh
easieeeeeerrr.” Faustus voice seemed to fade out as the
drugs began to take effect.

Faustus smiled as Samson’s eyes rolled back in his head.
“Prepare the machine,” he smiled to his three little helpers
as the procedure began.

To be Continued…

Next Time: Faustus plan becomes clear but will it work and
what does it hold in store for our hero?
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“Saturday! Saturday! Saturday!” Amadeus bobbed side to
side as he walked through the door of Samson’s practice
and waved to Louise Grant Mason AKA the Blonde Phantom
who looked up at him and Arlette Truffaut AKA who just
didn’t bother.

Amadeus switched off his music and pulled out his
headphones stuffing them into the outside pocket of his
green jacket which he began taking off. “You know I can
think of nothing which denotes masculinity more than a
teenage boy surrounded by women singing Elton John
classics,” Murmur shrugged. She again didn’t bother to
glance up from whatever magazine she was reading.

“It’s Saturday and it seemed appropriate,” Amadeus
shrugged, blushing lightly. The mocking of his teenage
crush always had this effect on him. “Anyway I can’t think
of a better way to spend my Saturday here. Ah, sarcasm,
my one true friend.”

“That is why you don’t have a girlfriend,” Murmur
deadpanned. She was wearing a low cut T-shirt, her long
hair hung across the front of her face as she flicked through
the magazine.

“There is nothing wrong with having a Saturday job, it
builds character.” Louise smiled up at the two young ones
not realising she had just sounded her true age (somewhere
in her 80’s though she only looked in her late 20s). She was
dressed as ever in a classic style. This one was a dark red



dress that fastened across the front. Her blonde hair curled
over her forehead from one side to the other.

“I know you could have called in sick today and spent the
day inventing something which would make a billion
dollars,” Murmur smiled at the thought.

“Anything I invent S.H.I.E.L.D have first dibs on,” Cho
shrugged, ‘Such is life’ he thought.

“Not if you let me patent it, I could do with a billion dollars.”

“Go on a date with me and I’ll do that tomorrow,” Amadeus
leaned on the top of Murmur’s desk. She now looked up
from her magazine. She glanced to Louise who was fighting
to stifle a laugh.

Truth be told Murmur liked Amadeus but not in the sense he
wanted, he was much like the other people who worked for
Samson. Intelligent, funny and confidant enough when he
needed to be…he also seemed to show a distinct lack of fear
for anyone and anything. He was cute too…for a child. He
was just a good 6 or 7 years too young for her…and the
prison sentence she would get also wasn’t exactly a selling
point. “Not worth it.”

“What if I told you I was already a Billionaire…as soon as I
turn 18.”

“I’d say call me when you’re 18,” Murmur smiled. She’d
thrown the kid a bone.

“It’s a date,” Amadeus grinned. This did make Louise burst
out laughing. Amadeus was often shy and easily
embarrassed it was good to see him joking about something
he was sensitive about. “How is my glorious guiding mentor
today? He still a bear with a bad head?”

The question was asked before Louise could open her mouth
as the door to Samson’s office opened. The giant green
haired behemoth stood in the doorway. His face looked
gaunt and pallid, the skin seeming to hang loose. He looked
like he had been up all night…well with his superhuman
stamina it looked like he had been up all month.

“Morning, Amadeus,” he grinned briefly and moved towards
Louise while still talking to his young protégé “Did we have
an appointment today?”

“Er…not officially. You asked me to come in this weekend to



beef up the computer security.”

Samson looked at him briefly and nodded as if the memory
had just came back. He rubbed his eyes. “Sorry,” he sat
down on the edge of Louise’s desk crushing her phone with
his hand as he leaned back on it. He barely seemed to
notice. The blonde glanced up at Murmur who looked back
at her with concern. “I’m feeling completely off today, just
so tired and…foggy,” he shook his head tossing his green
hair around like he was trying to clear the fog.

The effects of no sleep, heavy hypnosis, psychotropic drugs
and his body fighting the venom from the villain known as
Slither was taxing even his body to the maximum.

“Maybe you should take the day off today again. I don’t
think it’d be wise for you to see any patients,” Louise
walked into his field of vision looking concerned as she
spoke. She was always playing ‘mother’ to those around
her.

He smiled briefly before running both hands across his face
and eyes. “I’m one step ahead of you. I rearranged a few
appointments till next week or the week after. I’m not
seeing any patients today just touching up some of my
notes and trying to get the book finished for Sarah, she’s
driving me crazy.”

“A day off does not entail work,” Louise shook her head as
she moved towards the filing cabinet.

“I need to keep busy,” Samson said with a shake of his
head.

“I think you need a rest too Doc, do I have to tell you the
effect on your body and brain with too little sleep. I bet your
ATP ratio is already down by 30-35%. What were you up to
last night anyway?” Amadeus dropped down behind the
screen of his computer and began to type.

“I was…” he crinkled his brow with thought for a moment or
two as he grasped to remember anything before he arrived
for work this morning in the same thing he had been
wearing yesterday “…eh…I think I just did some reports and
then turned in.”

“You can’t remember?” Amadeus was compiling the
information his massive brain powered by fat and sugar
from as much junk food as he could eat was gathering. He
was searching through his vast knowledge and deductive
reasoning to come up with some kind of explanation for his



friends behaviour. Tired, pale, rundown, groggy and
confusion, he was already deciding that the list was too long
without additional information. Samson could be currently
suffering from anything between a flu to radiation poisoning.
Given Samson’s nature as a radiated superhero opened up a
whole new mass of explanations from freak sunspots
affecting his Gamma charge to some nefarious super villain
plot.

Amadeus was just about to question Samson some more
when the door to the office swung open. Everyone turned to
look as the two women walked in.

They were both dressed similarly. White shirt, plain slacks
and a smart but casual trenchcoat (feminine cut). They
were Stacy Dolan and Dakota North respectively. One was
the hard bitten but beautiful cop girlfriend of Leonard who
wasn’t in the best mood with him at the moment over his
current obsession with the seemingly innocent man
previously known as Doctor Faustus…not helped by his
unwillingness to admit she may have been right and he may
have been wrong.

The second was the hard bitten but extremely beautiful ex-
model turned detective ex-girlfriend of Leonard Samson who
wasn’t in the best mood with him at the moment over his
current obsession with the seemingly innocent man
previously known as Doctor Faustus.

The two women despite being so similar (though this was
probably actually the reason) did not get along well if at all.
It was definitely strange to see them together. “We arrived
at the same time,” Dolan defended as she saw the surprised
look on the faces of the assembled group.

“Serendipitous huh?” Dakota raised her eyebrows. She of
the two women was the more relaxed and was the one who
didn’t really have a problem with the other, she was just in
the habit of returning hostility directed at her.

Dolan shot her a withering look, Dakota did not wither, it
was not in her nature.

“What brings you both here?” Samson asked. The tone in
his voice which he was trying to hide indicated that this was
both surprising and a little taxing for his current cognitive
ability.

“I’ve come to let you apologize and ask me to give you a
second chance, that is if you’re over your damn ego-trip
based obsession over the other psychologist to



superheroes?” Dolan placed her hand on her hip and raised
her eyebrows in expectation. “If not I’m going to kick you in
the gamma irradiated nuts.”

“I’m here to talk more about the case,” Dakota added
almost off hand.

Samson rubbed his eyes again and shook his head slowly.
He sighed heavily. “Dakota, I was wrong. Fennhoff seems to
be reformed and just using his art exceptionally well to treat
his patients. Just wrap up and pay off whoever you need to
and I’ll cut you a cheque.”

He sighed heavier now. “Stacy,” he looked up and stared
her squarely in the face. “I am sorry for everything I put
you through yesterday. I was out of line and wrong. I’m
man enough to admit it. I hope you’ll agree to dinner
tonight when your shift is over.”

Dolan smiled gently. “Right,” Samson continued. “Louise
you were right too. I’m not in any shape to work at all
today. I’m going to take the day off and put my feet up at
home and rest.” Samson nodded. He grabbed the jacket
from just behind his door and slid it over his massive frame.

He moved to Dakota and Dolan. He kissed Stacy gently on
the cheek. “I’m hoping you two will take advantage of this
serendipitous situation and at least decide not to shoot one
another.” He waved gently and breezed from the office, the
weight seemingly lifted from his shoulders now he had aired
his apologies.

The five left in the office stood momentarily astounded.
“That was odd,” Amadeus summed up.

Dakota North turned with a sly grin to Dolan. “Told you so,”
her expression changed to one of concern. Samson was
acting strangely. Dolan nodded agreement with a sigh.

That night…

Leonard Samson sat curled in a ball in the corner of his
sofa. He had slept through most of the afternoon and
awoken feeling better. He was still feeling a little groggy and
he still had the fog in his mind he had been experiencing all
day but he was feeling much better.

He was currently reading through the stack of articles he



had managed to get on Fennhoff…or by Fennhoff would be
more accurate.

Fennhoff was a great psychologist and he had obviously
made some break through in technique that Samson was
blind to previously based on his hate for the man. Now that
Stacy had made him see the error of his ways he was open
to learning that secret and applying it where he could.

It was certainly strange how quickly his blinkers had been
removed. He remembered yesterday clearly, how much he
hated the man and his mistrust and yet this morning as he
walked into his office it was like the red mist was cleared.
He could see Fennhoff for the great man he was and all that
mistrust was just gone. It was definitely strange.

RING…RING…

Samson finished the sentence he was on and then dropped
the sheets of paper down whilst reaching over his shoulder
with the other hand to answer his phone. “Hello…..” he was
suddenly silent, his face stoic. “…Yes. I understand.”

He hung up the phone and turned walking directly to his
front door. He closed it behind himself and headed down the
hallway and into the elevator. Outside of the building he
climbed into the waiting car which began to drive.

A car across the road suddenly burst into life and began to
follow at a carefully chosen pace and distance. Dakota North
had a lot of experience tailing people and if there was one
time she needed to do it effectively it was now.

Stacy Dolan sat in the seat next to her. She watched the
concerned look on the driver’s face and wondered if she still
had any feelings for her boyfriend. She brushed it aside as
she caught a glimpse of the three people sitting in the
backseat. The Blonde Phantom, Murmur and Mastermind
Excello shared the same look of concern, concern for a
friend.

40 minutes later, The Second national Bank in NYC…

The large steel door on the vault creaked, then groaned and
then screamed as it was gripped with the massive strength
of Leonard Samson and Mr Hyde. The two powerhouses
were nearly strong enough to match the power of The Hulk
and so even with a thin coating of secondary adamantium
was not enough to stop the door being ripped from it’s



housing and tossed to the ground.

In the back of his mind the images from a similar bank
robbery he was part of…perpetrated by The Wrecking Crew
which he tried to stop played through his mind. The
thoughts of stopping a bank robbery and then committing
one were not congruent together with what he believed
about himself but somewhere in his mind, these competing
beliefs were brushed aside by an order “Steal the money”.

The four present figures of Slither, Shotgun, Mr Hyde and
Samson moved quickly into the vault. The two strongest of
the quartet grabbed the metal bars that encaged the money
within the vault and yanked them clear letting their
companions begin to fill the sacks they had with them.

“I think we should call in backup…this is a bank robbery and
they need to know.” Dolan spat as she crept forward
through the lobby of the bank. Her gun was drawn, her
backup was in the shape of two private detectives Louise
Mason and Dakota North. They each had their weapons
drawn covering her.

The two much more casual figures of Amadeus Cho and
Arlette were walking casually behind them. “I’ve turned off
the alarm signal and the security cameras so it’s not like
anyone is coming. Unless a cop car happens to drive past
and see the smashed entrance way.” Amadeus offered
helpfully as he tapped on the palm pilot he was carrying.
“They’re in the Vault,” he confirmed as he looked at the
video streaming from the security camera.

“This isn’t Leonard, Stacy. I say we handle it and then call in
the police to sort things out. The last thing we need is a
shoot out with him under Faustus’ control,” Louise
rationalised.

Dolan bit her lip and nodded. She was repeating to herself
mentally that ‘this is not illegal’. She was the cop usually
dispatched to deal with superhuman crime so that’s all she
was doing…the four civilians who just happened to tag
along. She shook her head and ignored that part for the
moment.

There was suddenly a loud hiss. The five looked up, atop the
glass partition which led to the employee only part of the
bank was Slither. His fangs were bared and he was coiled
back ready to strike.

Amadeus looked down at the screen of his mini computer
and watched Slither in the vault shift his head flicking his



tongue in and out to taste the air. “Oops. There appears to
be a delay.”

Murmur grabbed the shoulders of the youth and quickly
extricated him to the side of the bank. It appeared to be
just in time as Shotgun popped out from somewhere behind
the glass and let a flurry of shots loose.

Louise, Dakota and Stacy leapt sideways to avoid the shots.
All three rolled as they hit the floor changing the direction
so they came up ready to fire.

Slither was already leaping through the air twisting his body
as the first flurry from their guns were released. He hit and
darted with lighting speed towards Louise. She changed her
target from Shotgun to him and fired another volley of
rounds which he managed to avoid darting side to side.

His neck suddenly snapped out forward in a strike towards
her. Louise tossed her full bodyweight backwards bringing
her foot up across the chin of the snake like mutant. She
cart wheeled away from him.

Stacy and Dakota watched with some measure of
amazement from the corner of their eyes and continued
firing at the armed man while Louise used the best of her
athletic abilities to distract the snake-man.

“We are screwed when Len and Hyde come through that
door,” growled Dakota. She signalled as she did so for Dolan
to cover her while she dashed across a space to get a
different line of fire from her companion.

It seemed almost like a cue. The second North said those
words the two huge figures of Doc Samson and Mr Hyde
stepped through the door carrying on their backs the huge
bags of cash which they and their companions had managed
to collect. They dropped their bags and simply strode
through the three inch thick bullet proof glass showering the
floor with it’s shards.

“Arlette we have to do something…Doc and those guys will
kill them. We can’t just hide here,” Amadeus turned to face
Arlette. She looked down at his pleading face and sighed.

“Curse you Amadeus for making me do this thing,” she
shook her head and teleported away.

Amadeus turned back to the battle just to see Arlette
appear above Samson’s head. She dropped down a few feet
and clung to his neck. “STOP!” she commanded him using



her mind control power.

Samson reached up over his back and grabbed her by the
hair. Arlette let out a cry of pain and teleported herself
away. She landed in a rough pile on the floor just behind
Amadeus. He turned instantly to check if she was okay.
“He’s being controlled by hypnotic suggestion, my powers
wont affect him when someone else already is.” She shook
her head and gritted her teeth as she tried to deal with the
pain racing through her.

Amadeus nodded. He knew what he had to do now.

Stacy dodged behind a large pillar as chunks were blown out
of it by the shotgun wielding Shotgun. Her problems
suddenly became worse as the hulking form of Doc Samson
charged towards the pillar dodging around it with his
surprising speed. She managed to avoid him with a diving
leap, Shotgun seemed to anticipate this and unleashed a
couple of shots which thankfully missed her.

Two of the shells however exploded into the shoulder of Doc
Samson causing him to cry out in pain. He stood still for a
moment and let out a deep roar of anger while clutching his
shoulder.

His face changed briefly as a look of confusion drifted across
it and then the cold stare returned. He fixed it on Dolan who
had already scrambled to her feet and was running away.

Shotgun cocked his weapon putting a bullet in the chamber
and then swung it up ready to fire. A trail of blood shot out
from his forearm as a bullet fired from Dakota North blew a
hole in his flesh. He let out a scream of pain and crumpled
sideways.

“F**k yes,” barked Dakota before tossing her body weight
backwards letting the massive fist of Mr Hyde slam into the
ground splintering the tiles. She fired again this time at the
behemoth who was attacking her. The bullets grazed his
flesh and he just kept on coming.

Louise was continuing her flipping and leaping carefully
avoiding the snapping jaws of Slither every time he lunged
at her. He suddenly seemed to change tack as the figure of
Amadeus Cho sprinted dangerously close behind him.

The villain turned on the spot and launched at the teenager.
Louise grabbed hold of his tail as it came into reach and
gave it a good yank. This was enough to recapture the
snake creature’s attention. “They’re under hypnotic



suggestion!” barked Amadeus as he sprinted away from her.

She sighed heavily. This meant it wouldn’t be right to shoot
them.

Amadeus continued his sprint across the massive lobby. In
his hands he held his palm pilot mini computer. It only took
him a few seconds before he was sprinting up behind
Leonard Samson.

Dolan had already begun to scream obscenities at him as
she saw him coming up behind their friend.

“Doc!” he screamed. He waited for a second his heart
almost in his mouth.

The massive figure turned to stare down at him. “Doc, I
know you can hear me…but you can’t. Faustus has put some
idea in your head.” Amadeus was walking backwards slowly
away from his friend. His friend was following showing no
sign that the teenagers words were getting through to him.
“I believe you wouldn’t hurt me…he can’t make you. It’s like
a survival instinct, hypnosis wont let you do something
you’re really not comfortable with. You can’t kill yourself
and you can’t kill someone you care about.”

Samson swung his fist towards him. Amadeus chucked
himself to the floor as he hit he could hear the yell from
behind Samson as Dolan screamed for the teen’s safety.
Amadeus grinned as he lay on the floor beneath the
behemoth. He launched his foot upwards right into the
testicles of the giant.

Samson let out a shout of pain and anger. He wobbled
sideways and shook his head.

Dolan understood now what was happening. Amadeus had
been expecting Samson’s positive feelings to override the
programming he had been given by Faustus. She also
understood why it wasn’t working.

If there was one emotion which would snap Samson out of
it; it’d be anger. He was gamma irradiated and all of those
Hulk-types wore their hearts on their sleeves no more than
when they lost their temper. Samson had to mediate and
pray at least twice a day to keep the temper which raged
within him under his complete control. It was time to
unleash the beast. “Piss him off!”

Amadeus grinned passed Samson’s legs to the face of



Dolan. “Way ahead of you.”

Arlette appeared above the head of Samson again and came
hurtling down on top of his shoulders. She jammed the
large pair of headphones across his ears and then ported
away again before he could swing at her.

Amadeus hammered a button on his palm computer and
then Samson let out a scream of pain. His hands moved to
his ears but another swift rising kick from Amadeus to his
sensitive area brought them back down.

Dakota was now forced up against a wall. Mr Hyde roared
and brought his arm back to it’s full position before
launching his fist forward. North closed her eyes and
prepared for the worst. She opened them after nothing
came. Hyde was gone.

The resounding noise across the hall drew her attention.
Hyde stood there with Arlette clinging to his back. He had
just launched his massive fist into the face of Doc Samson
rocking him back into the thick concrete and metal walls.

Arlette vanished, reappeared next to Amadeus, both
vanished. The duo appeared by Dolan who joined them in
their vanishing act before the three appeared right in front
of North.

They leaned forward on their hands. Their eyes fixed on
Samson as he screamed angrily and launched his own fist
into Hyde sending the massive figure arching back through
the air.

“One more,” sighed Arlette as she disappeared. She
reappeared with Slither just above the two battling
monsters. She released him and teleported herself out of
harms way again.

The snake creature landed on Hyde who swung his fist up to
meet him in a rage. Slither responded by snapping his neck
back and forth sinking his fangs into the body of Mr Hyde.

Samson reached forward and hauled Slither off of Hyde. He
held his tail and swung him sideways around one of the
pillars. The snake mutant’s head lashed around the pillar
twice before slamming into it with a sickening thud.

Doc Samson was rocked back again by the rising fist of Mr
Hyde. He rocked back with another fist of his own as the
two massive figures began to trade blows.



“What’s going on?” Louise asked as she moved towards the
four who were pressed against the wall.

“He’s hulking out,” Amadeus nodded. He was amazed by the
amount of strength that both of the men were putting out
as they slammed one another around the room into the
floor and the walls with punches and kicks. The building was
shaking.

Samson roared. His muscles seemed to bulge more than
ever before. His hand was tightened into a fist, veins visibly
pumping green up and down. He tossed the massive
sledgehammer like fist forward across the face of Hyde.

The thick strong bones of both his hand and Hyde’s skull
could be heard cracking down the street. The thump Hyde
made as he hit the floor was no less resounding.

Samson shook his hand letting out a noise of a wounded
animal. He growled as his eyes panned up from his still
shaking hand to the five figures who were pressed against
the wall watching him carefully.

He stomped towards them. The three armed women got
ready to fire should they need too while Arlette went to grab
at Amadeus but the little figure had launched forward
towards Samson.

He skidded to a halt just before the giant figure. His green
hair was now hanging down across his face in a sweaty
clump. Amadeus tossed himself around the waist of Samson
and hugged him tightly.

Samson looked down at the young teenager and then up at
the women in his life. He exhaled slowly. “Where am I?
What’s going on?”

Sunday night, Samson’s apartment…

The six figures were sitting around the apartment. “It’s
amazing,” Louise shook her head as she looked around the
apartment. “Not the hypnotic suggestion and all of that but
Fennhoff managed to get a builder out here on Saturday
morning to fix the damage Hyde did.”

“That’s a thought, any chance of getting him on that?”
Samson lifted his head from the back of the sofa where it



had been resting.

Dolan raised her eyebrows for a second. “No,” Dakota cut in
“I checked, paid full in cash by a big green haired man. It
turns out robbing banks wasn’t all he had you do.” Dolan
flashed her a look almost in disbelief that the woman
actually thought to check up on that.

Samson tightened his hand into a fist and brought it up to
his face shaking his head.

“And you can remember nothing?” Arlette queried.

“No nothing, the others neither,” Samson cursed.

“So he’s going to get away with it?” Amadeus asked. He
took a sip from the drink he had in his hand.

“Well he’ll be brought in for questioning but unless he owns
up…which is doubtful he’s going to get away scot-free. It’s
not like we can blame every Doc whose patients bump up
the recidivism rate.”

“So he just gets away with it? That’s not right? We all know
he did it…you’re superheroes can’t you just…punish him
yourself?” Amadeus tightened his hand into a fist. The big
hand of Samson came down on his shoulder and rubbed it
gently trying to ease the teens temper.

“That’s not what we do.” Samson sat forward and exhaled
“What we do is treat those he’s already hurt. Slither, Hyde
and Shotgun are being put into my care. We also watch
him, he’ll slip up sooner or later and when he does we’ll be
there.” Samson quietened the voice in the back of his mind
which told him he didn’t think Faustus would screw up any
time soon. “So no-one knows I was involved?”

Dolan shook her head, she didn’t look best pleased with
herself. “Amadeus destroyed the video and there was no
money gone so once Arlette got you out of there I radioed
in that I had come across the scene of the crime and some
unknown superhero had already knocked Hyde out.”

“You okay with that?” Samson could already tell she wasn’t.

“What committing a crime? Lying to my superiors? Just to
protect you…eh I’d do the same for anyone.” She shrugged
with a smile, she ran her hand across his letting him know
she wouldn’t have done it for anyone else.



“One thing I have to know, how did you know I was being
controlled?”

The group looked at one another. “Please Doc,” began
Amadeus. “I’m the 7th smartest person in the world, Louise
has 60 years experience as a detective and superhero,
Arlette was one of Canada’s finest, Dolan and North are
both great detectives. When it comes to figuring stuff out
like this…you’re the office idiot.” Amadeus flashed a smile at
his mentor which made everyone laugh aloud.

Across town…

Fennhoff sat flicking through the newspapers of the day
whilst he drank his tea. He had already had a number of
patients be transferred away from him and several TV spots
cancelled now that it seemed that his miraculous technique
was not so miraculous.

He was comforted by the fact that the money they had
already stolen would pay more than triple than he would
have got. The massive number of calls he had received to
appear on more shows to discuss his disappointment also
eased the blow.

He folded the paper and took a drink of tea. He looked down
at the list of patients he would be seeing tomorrow and
laughed. There was plenty of possibilities for his next batch
of ‘patients’.

Life is good. Sometimes crime does pay.

The End

Next Time: Samson and Arlette visit the Pleasant View
mental hospital. Where both will learn more about
themselves than they’re comfortable with.
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The Pleasant View Hospital sat surrounded by green
pastures and fields. It was a three story hospital but looked
much more like a large stately home. The gardens full of
multi coloured flowers and the pond in the west of it’s
property were particularly beautiful especially in the
summer when many of the patients would stroll amongst
the flowers and feed the wild water foul who made their
home there.

The Pleasant View Hospital was a very special hospital. It
was a mental hospital for the most difficult patients of all
those with superpowers.

It was within the halls of this hospital that those patients
who couldn’t be treated anywhere else were either treated
until they were ready to be introduced into regular society
or they were cared for indefinitely. Those whose powers had
adverse affects on their mental state like feral mutants
whose minds regressed. The super strong men and women
whose powers boosted their hormones to unimaginable
levels so that they couldn’t control their behaviour. The
psychics who had retreated from the voices all around
themselves into their own minds. The empaths who couldn’t
deal with all the emotions they picked up and so many more
strange and rare cases which were innumerable to count.
The hospital also housed those who had other mental
illnesses or developmental disorders who because of certain
powers of abilities they had could be dangerous.

Next to The Vault, The Pleasant View Hospital was the place



where Doctor Leonard Samson found most of his time being
spent. He wished he could give more to the special cases
within rather than the super-villains he found himself mostly
dealing with.

It was currently because of a special call to him about one
of their new patients which he found himself on route to it’s
grounds in upstate New York.

He and Arlette AKA Murmur blinked into the grounds of the
hospital almost on its front door. “Do you want me to come
in and wait or go back to the office?”

Samson stopped and looked down at Arlette. He was in an
opened collar shirt with no tie, his sleeves rolled up to show
off his massive arms on which tiny green hairs blossomed
through his skin. His hair was tied back behind his head. He
had dressed for relaxation, he for the most part enjoyed his
visits to the hospital. He had struck up good friendships with
many members of the staff and enjoyed the company of
some of his patients there, they made a refreshing change
and he held out much hope for many of them.

Arlette was not normally one to ask what to do, she would
usually do as she pleased in the times she wasn’t needed,
which was the majority when she wasn’t transporting him.
“Would you like to come in?”

The young Canadian shifted her gaze to her own feet for a
second as she moved them nervously. “Perhaps, I am at a
loose end today anyway.” She nodded, trying to hide the
slight blush which had blossomed across her pretty face.

Leonard had noticed in the past week or so that she had
been a lot more open and friendly than usual to everyone
around her, even Amadeus had received less scathing
sarcasm and insults than normal from her.

She had also been taking more interest in the work around
the office actually asking questions about psychology and
the running of the place from both him and his right hand
woman Louise. It had been occurring ever since his run in
with Faustus.

In the stand off between himself and his friends when he
was under someone Faustus’ control she found her own
powers of mental control useless and had been forced to
rely on others and put herself on the line for them like she
had never needed too in her life. She was an orphan who
Department H had listed as not being a team player, hence



why she was shipped out of the Omega Flight programme.

The events seemed to have bonded her with the other
members of the makeshift team, who Samson had already
ascertained were closer to her than many whose paths she
had crossed before.

Samson smiled at her response, almost asking to be invited
rather than admit that she would like to go with him. “I
would like you to come, I may be a bit busy to give you a
guided tour but I’m sure one of the nurses would show you
around when she’s on her rounds.”

Arlette nodded an understanding. She turned as a large
smile spread across the Doctor’s face as he looked past her.
“Ah, here is just the woman,” he held out his arms and took
a step past Arlette to embrace the small woman who was
coming towards the two of them.

“It’s good to see you Doctor Samson,” said a croaky voice
from behind his massive frame. It took a second for the
embrace to end and Arlette to see the source of the voice.

She was dressed all in white in a standard nursing uniform,
a small trail of what looked like baked bean juice was
splattered against one shoulder. She had a broad smiling
face, she exuded warmth like a fire would. Her skin tone
was of dark brown but the freckles which dotted her
wrinkled skin were even darker. Her black hair was turning
several different colours of grey beneath her peaked hat.

“Etta, this is my assistant Arlette, she has kindly offered to
help out in any way possible you would require while I see
your newest patient.”

“Ah excellent, we’ve got a mountain of bed pans to empty.”
She smiled and watched Arlette carefully as the girls
expression quickly moved through revulsion to trying to
think of a way to back out of whatever she had agreed too.
Etta began to laugh loudly “I’m kidding, we’ll get you
someone to have a chat with.”

“Doc!” a voice boomed down at them. Arlette turned to see
a huge figure bounding down the few steps up to the big
main doors of the hospital. He was a man in his mid thirties
who was almost the same size as Doc Samson himself. His
body was no where near as toned though and his fat moved
as he bounded towards Samson who was welcoming him
with open arms.

His face was very rounded and he had a wide forehead. His



tongue protruded through his mouth ever so slightly even as
he smiled and ran towards Samson. The two men
embraced. His nose was flattened across the bridge and his
eyes were pinched in, Arlette didn’t notice at the time but
his irises were also dotted with white spots. She was no
expert in developmental disorders and she couldn’t tell
anyone what the symptoms or behaviour should be but she
recognised his physical features as someone who had the
genetic disorder Down’s Syndrome.

“Galvin,” Samson smiled as he pushed back on Galvin and
looked into his smiling face. “You’ve had your hair cut since
last week, it looks great.” The man smiled at Samson.

His hands moved quickly from Samson’s side and reached
into the massive pocket of his oversized hooded jacket. He
pulled out from each side a baseball glove and pushed one
towards Samson. “You said we could play catch when you
came next, which is now,” he smiled happily and pulled a
baseball from his pocket.

Samson smiled as he turned the glove over in his hand. “I
did and we will but first I should see this new patient who
needs my help.” Galvin’s face took an immediate downturn.
He looked as though his heart had just been broken.

“I could play catch with him if you want,” she turned to
speak to Samson and Etta.

“I don’t think that would be such a good idea.” Etta shook
her head.

“Galvin here has super strength,” Samson said as he patted
Galvin on the shoulder. “You could try but any ball he
through would likely knock you into the next state.”

Galvin looked embarrassed for a second, almost bashful as
if it was a compliment being paid to him. Etta moved next to
Arlette’s ear and spoke lowly to her “I know you’re new to
this dear but in future try to address Galvin and the others
directly, not talk about them like they’re not here.” Arlette
suddenly felt three inches tall, Etta saw the look and tutted
loudly “Don’t be silly girl, when I was training I did the exact
same thing…shameful thing is back then wasn’t a member
of staff did anything differently. It took a particularly smart
mouth patient much like young Galvin here who told me
off.” She winked conspiratorially to both Arlette and Galvin
in one turn.

“So what do you think of the new boy were here to see?”



asked Arlette to Galvin with a broad smile.

“We tend not to promote gossip either,” informed Samson
with a gentle smile. Galvin however responded over the top
of him.

“He’s mean, nasty…scary,” his face locked into a serious
expression and he shook his head slowly.

“Now shush Galvin, you didn’t like when Monique was calling
you names last week and how would young Terrance feel if
he knew you were doing the same.”

Galvin looked to his feet and rubbed them together
ashamedly as he mumbled a ‘sorry’.

“I best get off and go see my new patient then, room 12
was it?” Samson asked, Etta nodded confirmation. “Well I
will see you afterwards Galvin, I’ve cleared my whole
schedule for the rest of the day so we can play as long as
you want.” The two men smiled at one another broadly. “I’ll
see you later too Arlette, have fun.”

The green haired psychiatrist began to climb the stairs and
vanished into the hospital.

“Well lets see who else is around for you to make an
acquaintance of eh girl?” Etta motioned for Arlette to follow
her and they began to walk around the side of the hospital,
Galvin followed behind them tossing his baseball between
his two hands as he did so. The two women could hear it
screaming through the air between the two as it was hurled
with super strength.

The three walked making small talk as they went around the
side of the hospital. It’s large solid white walls reminded
Arlette much of a place she had been taken for a visit to
some kind of stately home by Hull house during her
formative years.

They soon arrived at what looked like a fire door on a wing
of the building which looked much newer than the other part
around the front of the house. There were large windows
built into the walls and the ceiling creating a sunroom.

The door was held open by a chain to the outside wall and
Etta slipped through the gap before the other too. “Here’s
one of our most enigmatic clients, Saleem.” She smiled and
motioned to the figure who was sitting in the sunroom. He
was in just a simple pair of pyjamas.



Arlette thought he looked Indian, he was thin and seemed
to be made entirely of sinewy muscle.

“I’m from Pakistan actually…well my family are I’m from
NYC,” he smiled weakly and then again more forcefully.

Arlette paused for a moment “Telepath?” She was taken
aback by the strange smile he had just flashed to her.

“No not quite…and sorry if you were taken aback by my
smile, it was apparently weak the first time,” he admitted
with a depressed acceptance. Then sighed.

“Saleem hears a voice,” Etta informed “Docs figured him for
schizophrenic but Leo had him transferred. He thinks the
voice has something to do with some power of
Saleem’s…doesn’t stop his awfully bad depression though
does it hun?” She smiled warmly.

Saleem returned it. “It’s like I can hear exposition or
something…or a narrator to my life. It said I smiled weakly
so I tried again and then told me you were taken
aback…then said I spoke with a depressing acceptance. It’s
enough to drive you crazy I tell you,” he smiled with a
bittersweet grin and then sighed again as the voice in his
head told him such.

Arlette didn’t think it sounded much like any sort of super
power. “It sometimes lets me know what people are
thinking though,” he smiled “lets me know when some
things are coming too. Like premonitions” Saleem could not
know how much use his powers would be in the trying time
he, Etta, Arlette, Galvin and another of his fellow patients
had ahead of them that day. He shivered and let out a
shriek. “Like that. Something is wrong….very wrong.”

Arlette shot a look over to Etta unsure of whether Saleem
was being serious or whether this was part of some mental
issue he had. Saleem sighed loudly again, knowing these
sort of things it wasn’t surprising he was clinically
depressed. He ignored the last comment determined not to
alienate this new visitor even more than she was. That last
sentence got him though.

“Do you think we should tell Leonard?” Etta asked. “He’s the
one who thought Saleem had powers. You two are the
superheroes I’m out of my depth here.” Etta shrugged.

“I couldn’t hurt, can you show me where he is. Saleem you
should come too to explain what exactly is going on…I have
no idea myself.” Etta nodded and indicated the way they



should go.

Room 12…

Samson had walked through the halls saying hello to
patients and staff who he knew as he went. He kept
promising to get back to them for a chat later on after he’d
made an initial assessment with his newest patient
Terrance.

Terrance was a teenage boy, he had troubles fitting in with
his family and friends back in his home town…not too
strange really. Terrance had however been withdrawing into
himself more and more as time went along until it appeared
he was in some kind of catatonic state, though most
readings simply measured it as sleep. When in this state
apparently strange occurrences were happening around
him. Things which led to his transfer from hospital to
hospital until finally the case was transferred to him and he
was put here.

Samson looked at the wooden door which had a 12 carved
into the front. Just below the number was a badge holder in
which a piece of card reading ‘Terrance Ward’ had been
slipped. Below that in permanent black marker someone
had scrawled ‘TRAUMA!’ The pen then led off in a black line
where it looked like the pen had been yanked down. It had
happened when one of the staff pulled the patient away who
had written on the door.

His large mitt grabbed the knob of the door and turned it
before pushing the door open and slid through it closing it
behind him. “Hello Terrance, I’m Doctor…oh god, no.”

He inhaled sharply as he did so. This was not the room he
had seen many times before but instead it was a room
which he had seen so many more times but not for many a
year.

The floor was covered in red and white checked tiles and the
walls were painted a thick cream colour. The window outside
instead of looking out onto the grounds of The Pleasant
View Hospital looked out upon the streets of Tulsa,
Oklahoma just beyond a locked fence at which a security
guard sat in a booth.

A single camp bed was set up in one corner below one of
the meshed windows. In the corner sat two sets of leather
chairs. One was wedged into the corner between the wall



and a chest of draws on which sat a radio.

A figure sat in one of the chairs. Leonard recognised him
instantly. Everything from his stance and figure as he sat in
the chair to the scent which filled the air all around him.

The figure turned to him with big glassy tear filled eyes, this
was one of the bad days he knew it. “Mark?” he asked, his
voice breaking. Leonard caught a glimpse of himself in the
mirror on the wall as he crossed to the room. He was no
longer the gamma irradiated super shrink but back to his
original form, he was in his mid twenties and dressed in a
suit which didn’t suit him and was ill fitting.

The photos he had seen of his uncle in his youth before his
death, he did look a little like him. Leo bit his lip gently and
swore under his breath as he crossed the rest of the
distance and took the seat across from his now long dead
father who looked at him with next to no recollection for his
son.

He looked over at his father’s face, he had a much squarer
and stronger face than Leonard did at the moment. He had
always looked up at his father as a sort of he-man built
thickly and strongly. He spent a couple of years being a
strong man in a show down on the boardwalk. He was
planning to raise enough money to go to college but one
thing came to another and he ended up not going, it’s why
his father had been so keen to always push Leonard to
greatness.

“I’m glad you’re here Mark, Marie is bringing little Leonard
around in a little while to see.” He paused for a moment and
creased his brow whilst screwing up his face as if he was
trudging through his memory for something which was just
out of reach. He looked around the room, his eyes were
filling with tears again and the look of helplessness was
etched across his face. “I’m not sure where I am, how will
they find me?”

He stood up sharply and looked around the room taking a
step away from the chair. “Where am I?” he was breathing
heavily.

This was why it was a bad day. His father had enough about
him today to realise some things were wrong. Some days he
would sit in his chair and think he was back in his youth
awaiting his mother to call him for dinner or he was
awaiting Marie to go on a date and all would be well, he
wouldn’t even realise what room he was in. Then there were
the bad days, he knew he didn’t recognise this room, he



couldn’t remember how he got there or where his family
were. He was confused, scared and angry all at the same
time.

He paused for a second and then turned. “Who are you?
You’re not Mark who are you?” he barked and moved
towards him quickly almost like he was about to tackle him.

Leonard sidestepped rapidly and let his father slam into the
chair rocking it backwards. “Dad!” he yelled as he moved
away. “Dad, it’s me Leonard.”

His father stopped and looked over to him through narrowed
eyes. “Dad, it’s me Leo. I’m a little older than you might
remember.” His hands were up in a calming motion.

His father watched his face. “No, Leo is just a baby, you
can’t be.” He paused for a moment and moved his head as if
to clear out some fog which had rolled into it. “I remember
him at his 10th birthday…but he’s just a baby. In high
school too…” he looked up to Leo, the tears rolling down his
cheeks.

He recognised his son now, he had aged some but he could
definitely see his son’s face within that of this man. He
meant to hug his son to comfort him and tell him whatever
was happening would be okay but instead he stumbled like
a child into his son’s chest and hugged him while Leonard
had to put his arms around him in a hug.

“What’s going on?” he sobbed.

“Dad what do you know about Alzheimer’s?” he rubbed his
forehead gently as he tried to think of the best way to speak
to his father.

“It’s senility, what old men get before the end…” his father
shook his head as he spoke. It sounded so antiquarian and
not like the man Leonard once knew.

His father was one of the smartest men he knew. He didn’t
go to college but knew something about everything, even
when Leonard had started at college he was amazed at how
much his father knew in all of his subjects from physics to
chemistry. He supposed that he never really talked about
psychology to him, it only became his driving force after
this, after his father’s illness which spurred him on to learn
more.

“Kind of,” he sighed and indicated to the chair in the corner



“you should sit down, I’ve got some things to explain.”

Outside Room 12…

Arlette, Etta, Saleem and Galvin were moving quickly down
the corridors of the hospital. Staff and patients moved
slowly aside watching them carefully as they moved quickly.
One such patient was the other who would complete their
adventure that day, Sally Chase.

Saleem skidded to a halt and looked around him in the
corridor and through the few doors he could clearly see
through. He fixed his eyes on the young blonde woman who
had just been identified to him by the voice in his head
which seemed to be giving a running commentary on his
life. “Sally,” he motioned for the woman to come towards
him.

The others had stopped by now and were taking a few steps
back towards him. Sally Chase moved through the door of
the room towards him. “Hey Saleem, y’all seem in a rush.”

Her tone was southern USA, Arlette was sure but she
couldn’t place it exactly. She was a young and pretty
woman somewhere in her very early twenties if not before.
Her hair hung limply across her face with parts tucked
behind her ears. She was pale white and wearing hospital
issue gowns unlike the other patients who wore their own
clothing didn’t help her complexion any.

“You need to come with us,” he informed and held out his
hand for her to take.

“Why?” she first moved her hand towards his and then
pulled it back away from him. She seemed nervous.

“I don’t know….the voices said you were coming with us to
do whatever were going to do,” Saleem was aware how
insane this sounded but often the voice over to his life was
very sketchy.

“I- I don’t think I,” there was suddenly a shimmering of the
air around her.

“Sally you need to calm down,” Etta informed as she took a
step towards the young woman.

“Don’t say that!” she snapped in her southern accent. “You



can’t tell me to calm down because I’ll just get more worried
about it happening,” she began to inhale and exhale in a
deliberate calming technique she had been taught not
knowing yet that it was already to late and she would just
have to deal with her condition once more head on.

“She’s going to blow!” called Saleem not really helping her
calm down, in fact triggering the definite release of her
powers. He felt terrible as he realised this while hitting the
floor.

Etta grabbed Arlette and tried to move her down the
corridor but the Canadian was transfixed on the girl as
flames began to erupt up her arms and across her body.
She was screaming at the top of her lungs as it did so, this
just seemed to make the fire burn brighter.

The problem was made worse instantly as an ear splitting
scream shattered several of the windows and made
everyone in the corridor cling to their own ears for fear they
might explode. Arlette looked to one of the patients who
had dropped to the floor, she was only a small girl and it
appeared the scream was emanating from her ala Banshee
and Siryn of the X-Men.

Arlette’s eyes flicked back up to Sally and in a second she
was gone. The two appeared a second late soaking wet and
on all fours coughing. The screaming of the little girl was
slowly dying away.

Etta moved quickly towards the little girl who had been
screaming and stroked her hair gently until another member
of staff could get to her. Arlette looked on at her in
amazement, given the pain which had been raging through
her body it seemed her first instinct was to check on her
patient.

When another member of the staff managed to come over
Etta moved towards Arlette and Sally who were now
climbing to their feet. “Are you okay?” she asked to Sally,
who nodded whilst still taking slow breaths. “What did you
do?” she asked as she turned to Arlette now.

“Teleported us into a pond,” gasped the Canadian “It’s stop
her lighting up until she dries out. We need to keep going.”
She took a step forward, Etta grabbed Sally’s hand and with
a comforting smile began to lead her towards the room they
were heading to.



Room 12…

Leonard sat at the foot of his father’s chair. His legs were
crossed and he leaned forward slightly. His father was
telling him the story of The Golem of Prague much like he
did in his youth.

The tears and confusion had continued for a few minutes
after Leonard had explained about Alzheimer’s but then
almost like a switch had been flipped his mind seemed to
draw memories from a different portion of his life and he
began with these stories.

He paused for a moment “Rabbi Judah…eh…” he flustered
again and sat with a confused look on his face again.
Leonard’s heart was in his throat again. His father had told
this story hundreds of times and never faltered once and
now he had forgotten the name of Rabbi Judah Loew ben
Bezalel. His father looked hurt for a second.

“Enough,” barked Samson suddenly. His hair began to grow
long and green quickly while his suit bulged with the
muscles sprouting across his body. “Terrance I’ve had
enough of this. I know how your powers work but they’re off
the mark now.” He stood to his feet and closed his eyes
wishing for the image all around him to fall away. “I’ve
faced this before and I’ve been through this before and it
made me stronger, made me who I am…thank you for
letting me see him again, but I won’t go through this again.
It ends now.”

He opened his eyes now expecting to see Terrance but
instead he saw an empty room 12. Well not empty but with
no people in it. Around the room were dotted volumes of
books and photos which he himself recognised. They were
his things.

He caught a glimpse of himself again in the mirror. Grey
streaks were shooting through his green hair which he had
tied up behind his head. There were lines sketched across
his face indicating he had aged.

“Stop it Amadeus!” he barked “I won't do this anymore, I
wont play these games Amadeus….eh Terrance!”

He paused for a second and then a thought entered his
mind. He wondered whether Betty would be ready for their
date on time or not. The thought moved quickly from his
mind as he remembered Betty’s death. It seemed Terrance
was not so off par with his powers, Leonard’s greatest fear



was being realised Alzheimer’s was after all strongly
hereditary.

Outside Room 12…

The group paused outside the door for a second or two after
Etta rapped on the door gently awaiting the response of Doc
Samson. “I don’t like it here,” said Galvin with a shake of
his head, his eyes turning away from the door and the faces
of his companions as he did so. His head was cocked slightly
to the side.

“I don’t really understand what I’m doing here, how am I
supposed to help?” Sally asked, she seemed quite nervous
and kept looking down at her own hands as if she was
expecting them to burst into flame at any moment
thankfully the dripping water indicated they wouldn’t, still
she feared it.

Sally was pyrophobic which isn’t too bad in and of itself, it’s
a natural phobia which many had. Sally’s came from the
accident in their home in her youth when she lost her
parents. Unfortunately Sally was also a mutant a
pyrotechnic. Her life since her powers erupted had been a
recurring cycle. She got worried and scared of her powers
which caused them to erupt which made her even more
scared. It was a vicious cycle.

“I don’t know we are,” admitted Saleem with a sad tone
“just that something wrong is happening and were all
supposed to be here.”

“What through your powers?” Sally questioned. “You just
heard a voice say we were supposed to do something and
so you just followed it? Like some puppet?”

“Enough,” Arlette turned to face the two. “I know you have
powers but you’re both knew to this whole superhero stuff,
all we can do is try.”

She seized the handle of the door and turned it. Instantly
she was alone.

They were all alone, all totally alone with no one to help.

Etta found herself back in her youth walking the country
roads around her home. She used to walk them lazily in the
summer months feeling the warmth of the sun on her and



the heat of the dirt on her feet as she walked over the hot
stones having the long grass tickle around her knees. Her
father always warned her about the dangers but she was
not one to listen to warnings, never had been. She had
never ran into one of the ‘ghost men’ so why would she fear
them.

The truth was she did though. She had heard her mother
and father talking in hushed tones about this clan of ghost
men who galloped around and hurt people like them, their
tears and their prayers that again and again they would
pass over their happy home and leave them be to
themselves.

Etta heard the thunder of hooves just over the hill. She
turned with her heart in her mouth and watched as the
ghost men began to gallop over the hill. She began to run,
screaming in terror all the while.

Galvin found himself at home again, a place he hadn’t seen
in many years. He could smell his mother’s cookies baking
in the kitchen. She always made the best cookies, she
always made them just for him.

She loved him so much and doted on him. He loved her in
return, she was the person he loved her so much. She was
his mommy and he was her little boy and he always would
be she told him. Their time together would last forever and
other than when she had to work and he had to go to the
day centre they could always play together.

Galvin stomped through the sitting room shouting happily,
calling her name “Mommy!” he bounced through the
archway into the kitchen.

His mother greeted him with a large grin. Her hair was
pulled back into a ponytail, she turned to face him with a
smile. In her hands she held a tray of her cookies. Galvin
hadn’t seen her in so long, he ran towards her shouting her
name and threw his arms around her.

Snap!

Galvin loosened his grip and let her fall backwards again
crumbling to the floor. “Mommy!” he dropped to his knees
and stroked the side of her face. He was crying loudly. He
tried not to think about this, tried not to focus on it
everyday. The day he accidentally killed his mother. He
suddenly found himself in the sitting room again with the
scent of cookies wafting through the air, his mother singing
sweetly in the kitchen. He hadn’t seen her in so long he



called her name excitedly and began to run to the kitchen.

Saleem found himself locked strapped tightly in a jacket
huddling in the corner of the room. The voices in his head
were louder than ever but they were no longer just telling
him what was happening or what would happen but they
were telling him what to do. Giving him orders of what he
should say and what he should think, they said the words
and he responded like some replay of them, some weaker,
pathetic replay with no will of his own. He sunk deeply into
his grief because the voices told him he should be.

Sally was burning, screaming and burning constantly all the
while everything around here was catching alight and
crumbling to ash.

Arlette found herself kneeling in the dirt. She was in a
pretty pink party dress which she had always loved and thus
wore even if she was going to go outside and play in the
dirt.

She identified where she was even before she caught a full
glimpse of it. There on the hill which she was kneeling at
the bottom of was the place where she had grown up. The
place all of the children had a shared name for ‘Hell House’.

It hung over her like a brooding vulture awaiting to pick at
her remains. She wouldn’t go towards it, she swore she
would never go back.

“Arlette,” called a voice from somewhere behind her. A
tickle of fear ran up her back as she heard the voice “Come
to me my daughter,” he cried. She set off running instantly
without turning to look at the man she knew was
somewhere behind her. She would not turn to her father,
she couldn’t.

She ran focusing on nothing but, until a figure seemed to
move in her peripheral vision. He was a teenage boy. She
fixed him with a glare as she sprinted and then blinked from
existence appearing next to him and grabbing him with both
hands.

He looked up at her with brown watering eyes. They were
lined with eyeliner. His hair was swept across his face. “Help
me, he’s after me,” he begged.

Arlette was about to ask who when she saw him in the trees
which surrounded them. He sat cross legged his white skin
as brilliant as the moon which lit the sky behind him. He
smiled at her with yellow teeth as the call from her father



wafted through the trees. She gripped the boy tightly. “We
need to run,” she informed. “You also need to wake up!”

Leonard Samson however was having a visit. He sat on the
edge of his bed while a figure sat in the chair across from
him. He was a lean man in his late twenties dressed in a
shirt and tie. He was talking animatedly about gamma
radiation. “Bruce,” Samson smiled. “I stopped worrying
about all of that years ago Bruce.” He smiled. The smile
faded as he saw the expression on the younger man’s face.

The younger man looked nothing like Bruce in fact. He was
Chinese for one thing and looked much more clean cut than
Bruce ever did. The man had a clear look of Amadeus about
him but he was much to old to be his young friend. He
looked down at his own hands for a second, their aged and
wrinkled appearance. It appeared he was not as spry as he
thought he was.

“Amnesia or…” he looked up at the man as he searched for
his words. Amadeus looked like he was trying to help him.
“It’s the second one then?” Samson knew the symptoms
well but the name escaped him at the moment, it was on
the tip of his tongue but felt obscured in his mind.

He began to cry bringing his hands to his eyes. He couldn’t
be like this, he couldn’t live this way like he saw his father.
Living from one moment to the next not knowing his own
past. Having his mind skip from period of his life to period of
his life forgetting everything between them. Mistaking the
most important people in the world to him for others who he
hadn’t seen in years. Seeing the hurt on their faces and not
understanding why.

The confusion which came with Alzheimer’s was the worst to
him. The clouded confusions of things he knew, important
facts and understandings. The plaques and tangles of
neurones in his brain slowly eating away at everything
which made him him.

“Leonard,” the voice spoke gently. Samson slowly moved
his hands away from his face to look up at Etta who was
crouched down beside him. “It’s all over now honey.”

Their were tracks of tears still rolling down her face but she
was smiling widely.

Leonard moved the hands away from his face slowly and
looked around room 12. He recognised the people who were
gathered around as patients he had seen in his time here.
They woo were busy wiping the tears they had cried from



their faces. Galvin did not, he continued to cry too little
bothered about social niceties and keeping up appearances.
Etta moved from Leonard to comfort him.

Doc Samson stood up and turned towards the bed which lay
in the corner. Sitting up in bed was his newest patient
Terrance Ward. His hair was flattened from lying down so
much and his skin was pale and washed out, streams of
black tears rolled from his face. Arlette was sitting next to
him rubbing his arm gently, she too had red streaks from
tears but hers had dried.

“Everything okay?” Samson asked as he neared the two.

“This is Trauma, he’s been having some problems keeping
his powers under control,” Arlette smiled at Terrance.

“I can imagine,” Samson smiled weakly as memories from
his experience rushed into his mind.

“It’s not his fault and we can’t blame him,” defended Arlette
sharply. “He’s some issues with his father. He’s the real
cause of all his problems. He got inside his head and caused
them to go out of control.”

“Oh?” Samson didn’t understand where this defensive streak
from Arlette came from, it was not like her “who exactly
would your father be?”

Trauma looked to Samson and then to Arlette who nodded
her support to him. “Nightmare, king of terrors,” he
shuddered as he spoke the word. “He got to me through my
dreams and kept me asleep…kept me using my powers on
all those around me whether I wanted to or not.”

Samson nodded slowly. He was already figuring out the best
way to build a wall between Terry’s unconscious and the
power controlling portion of him. Surgery? Hypnosis?
Contact a trusted psychic?

He patted Terrance gently on the shoulder “You’ll be okay,
trust me. We’ll get you through this.”

Later…

Samson walked from Galvin’s room shaking his head slowly.
“He doesn’t want to play anymore. He just wants to be
alone…could you look in on him?” he asked Etta as she



stood in the doorway trying to chat normally with the
others.

Leonard looked across the faces of the others who were
there. Terrance was currently in a different room in the
hospital talking to his mother on the phone as he awaited a
visit from someone Leonard had rang.

Saleem was still sheepishly apologising to the others as he
had been since the events had happened. “I’m so sorry
Sally,” he spoke sadly almost grovelling. “If I’d known that
we wouldn’t have made a difference I wouldn’t have put you
through that…I listen to the voices too much...look at what I
did to Galvin…” he broke off.

“If you hadn’t Arlette wouldn’t have been there to tell Terry
to wake up,” Sally comforted. She was still dripping wet and
seemed happy for it. She shuddered briefly as the memories
of the flames engulfing her filled her mind.

Leonard briefly thought of how much extra therapy each of
these patients was going to need and how much he truly
owed them all. “If everyone is sure they’re okay for tonight
I could probably do with a rest. I’ll be back first thing
tomorrow to check up on everyone.”

Etta and the patients nodded and then embraced Leonard
and Arlette in turn before waving them off as they walked
down the corridor. “I could just teleport us from here,” she
informed.

“Wait till were outside, just wanted to talk a little.” Samson
nodded and smiled. “First off thank you, you helped me out
in there. I was losing myself, getting wrapped up in the
illusion. I don’t know how I would have gotten out if you
hadn’t stopped him. How did you do it?”

Arlette looked up to him as she pushed open the door. “I
just told him to wake up, I didn’t even think that it work, it
wasn’t a plan just a lucky coincidence.”

“But how did you do it? I talked to the others and they all
submitted as easily as I did, trapped entirely in the illusion
crippled by fear. Terry said you fought from the second you
saw some house he could feel you fighting with everything
you had and that’s why he managed to come to you for
help. You were terrified but you fought it.”

Arlette sighed, there were parts of her she guarded for a
reason but after this afternoon she could feel her walls
crumbling. “Firstly, I’ve cried all I’m ever going to over that



place and the things that happened there. Secondly, I don’t
scare easily and thirdly lets just say Trauma and I share a
certain heritage, he’s not the only one ”

They stepped outside into the setting sun and Arlette
gripped The Doc’s hand before he could speak again. In the
next second he found himself in his apartment and felt her
grip release him before she vanished.

He was alone again. He walked across his living room and
opened the drinks cabinet which he barely used and poured
himself a glass. He picked up a photo which sat there. It
was of him, his mother and his father on his high school
graduation.

He picked up both the glass and the photo and sunk slowly
into the chair next to the cabinet. The tears came before the
alcohol reached his lips giving it a strange salty taste as
they mingled on the tip of his tongue.

Today had been one of the bad days.

The End

Next Time: Hopefully a good day…but doubtful what with a
visit to The Vault to see The Purple Man and then Crusher
Creel turning up and this time…well this time he wants
marriage counselling if I’m honest so that wont be a
problem right?
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Samson s Apartment

Leonard Samson stretched out in his bed. The sheets lay
loosely around him. The sun was streaming through the
windows now letting him know it was at least 10am (when
the sun cleared the nearby buildings.)

He was not usually one for lying in bed, sleeping in or
general slothishness over his needed sleep requirement but
at that moment he could have stayed in bed all day. He
obviously couldn t of course as he had to keep
appointments, deciding to have a half morning had already
backed his schedule up and probably added a few extra
hours of work than he had lost but it had been worth it.

He titled his head to the side as he lay his massive arms
over the top of the covers and looked to Dolan.

Stacey had stayed over that night, every night for the past
week actually. She had the morning off and so Leonard had
made sure to make some time to do whatever she wanted.
She wanted to stay in bed, sure it wasn t exactly what
he d had in mind when she suggested it but this was very
nice indeed.

Dolan lay with her naked back to him. Her hair was a
dishevelled mess yet he could see in the mirror on the far
side of the room that she was still beautiful. You re
staring at me again aren t you?



Her voice was flat and sleepy. Samson couldn t help but
laugh out loud. It was the third time this week Dolan had
somehow known he was looking at her whilst she slept.

She smiled and rolled onto her back to face him. You need
some sort of therapy, you freak.

Samson smiled and kissed her gently. When giving
therapy we do try not to call the patients freaks just a rule
of thumb of course.

Stacey snorted and shook her head. She rolled sideways
and pushed herself up on her elbow. She admired that Len
was adult enough not to even briefly glance down at her
breasts as they came uncovered. So let me get this right
Mr Super Psychologist, she smiled in all of your years as
a psychologist and then as a psychologist to the super-
heroes. All of the Doctor Octopuses, The Melters, Paste Pot
F*ing Pete you ve never once thought what a freak?

Len was silent for a moment. He squinted his eyes for a
second thinking over his career as best he could. No not
a one, he copied her stance as he moved onto his side

You have to think about it on a global scale why do we
live in an individual society valuing personal brilliance,
personal achievement and the Chinese and Japanese focus
on collectivism, everything as a group effort? We to them
would be odd if not abnormal. Is it strange for those who
are underappreciated, abused or unloved to want to lash
out?

Ok but still, Stacy began.

Education, Samson smiled gently Is the difference
between an empty mind and an open one. That s all I do,
open my mind and consider there may be a different way to
think about things. A different perception of the world
around me for every person in the world, they re mostly
logical so once I understand that it becomes easier to trace
it back to its causes.

Dolan was silent for a moment. I don t believe you for a
second, no one can look at .The Walrus and tell me he
isn t a freak.

Oh he s a massive freak he doesn t have any mental
problems though so I can say that with a clear conscience.
The two laughed. I ve got something I ve been
meaning to ask you too,

Anything about ongoing cases I can t answer, other than



that shoot, Dolan was looking around the room to try and
identify her clothes which were thrown around the room last
night as the two got into bed.

Would you like to move in with me, Samson stared at
the back of her head.

Dolan turned slowly to look at him Wha-huh now? .

We did the whole dating thing and then started actually
being together, you know calling one another boyfriend and
girlfriend and all. This is a serious relationship for me and I
want to move onto the next step. He had been thinking it
over for a little while now, his adventure with Spider-Man
had made him think about his personal life.*

(*See the upcoming Amazing Spider-Man and Doc
Samson annuals for the full story-Crossover Crute)

Please tell me you haven t bought an engagement
ring, Dolan raised her eyebrows and smiled. Samson
laughed aloud. What if I want to live in my apartment and
you to move in with me.

I m more than happy too

Are you crazy! Have you seen my apartment? Why do you
think I ve stayed here all week? She laughed and rocked
back in bed to lie against him. I have to warn you, I have
a job which drives me crazy, makes me crabby and half the
time I ll be a second away from crying but I m too tough
for that so I ll just be a bitch to you instead. Want to meet
up tonight and discuss it all?.

Samson nodded and kissed her gently and then climbed out
of bed. I best get ready, I ve got to ring Arlette to come
pick me up. I have an appointment with Killgrave.

Now he s a freak, Dolan nodded. Her face then became
serious A sick monster actually.

Samson paused. He wasn t sure how he would describe
Killgrave.

The Vault, a little later

Leonard Samson looked through the clear wall into the cell
of Zebadiah Killgrave. He was not sure exactly what to



expect but was pleased to find the cell to be quite clean and
ordinary. Like that of any other.

Purple Man had come on quite a journey since Len had
taken over his treatment if he did say so himself with no
false modesty.

Killgrave was a sociopathic misanthropic fella who took joy
in his powers to control other people to do whatever he
wanted them to do. He was thought to be the world s most
prolific serial killer and thought to be untreatable. Samson
however had made great leaps and bounds.

He had started the serious and exaggerated therapy by first
ruling that any demand by Purple Man should be ignored.
This constant treatment over a few weeks, coupled with
Purple Man s distinct refusal to request anything had led
the grape coloured man into having a form of OCD carefully
arranging everything in its proper place and keeping the
place spotless, all to keep that which he valued most,
control.

Samson had stepped up the treatment to make him respond
to orders of the guards and staff of the prison. This had
resulted in a violent explosion in which he had wrecked his
cell, his prized book and refused to request a clean up.

All of this was for his own good or rather the good of
society and justice. Obviously Killgrave would have been
happy continuing on with the way he was forever and would
have probably died a happy man, even in prison knowing
should the time come he had this control. This was one of
the hardest decisions Samson had to make with every
patient, is it right to break them down in order to

build up a more acceptable personality. The rights and
needs of society taking the more dominant stance over free
will and the rights of the individual.

Killgrave was never going to see the light of day ever again
and so was this treatment right? Was it right to forcibly
change this man s personality to break down his sense of
superiority for the sake of justice? So that he would feel as
bad about his crimes as we did? Retribution then rather
than justice? Would it be fair if Samson broke down the
walls Killgrave had built around himself, to punish a man
who would then be essentially a different person. Different
thought processes and an altered personality?

He had to believe it was, had to.

Killgrave was sat clashing horribly with his orange jumpsuit



on the bed in the corner of the room. He was sitting kind of
hunched over reading through one of the new books he had
acquired after he shredded the last few.

Zebediah, it s been a couple of weeks since I last saw
you. I thought we both needed some time to reflect on
everything which happened. Would you like to talk about
it?

He waited a moment. The last time he had been here the
Purple Man had done nothing but answered direct questions
with as short an answer as he could. The purple face of
Killgrave looked up, his eyes were a dark yellow with veins
of red running through them, they were filled with tears.

Are you okay Zebediah?

His hand moved to his face and wiped his eye as he sniffed.
I m sorry, he coughed to clear his throat.

Sorry about what?

Everything all of it. The things I ve done over the years
since I got my powers. Half of them the authorities don t
even know about people who I commanded never to tell
anyone what I did.

We have time to go through all of that, Samson nodded.
He bit down on his finger when he felt a pang of sympathy
for Killgrave.

It was a ridiculous emotion to be feeling at the moment.
Killgrave was a killer, torturer, rapist who he knew had
come up with ingenious ways of torture telling people to
count all the grains of sand on a beach until they had to be
literally dragged away to hospitals days later. Telling men to
take a certain type of photo of their children horrible
horrible things which would turn even the most hardened of
stomachs.

Yet Samson s empathy was making him feel for Killgrave.
He did not seem to be the same man as he had once been.
The walls to protect himself, the drives to control which
forced his hand into unconscionable behaviour were gone.

Was he however absolved? Even with the drives which
motivated him to control all those around him to replace the
control he never had. The need to drive everyone away
could be responsible for some of his reprehensible
behaviour. It certainly kept everyone away, emotionally and
physically as did his control powers as they were not even



themselves when they were around him.

Could this? Should this mean that he should have been
given sympathy when he finally seemed to develop a
conscience. Leonard wasn t sure but he couldn t help but
feel it at the moment. The look in the man s eyes.

We could even maybe made some kind of reconciliation
with your victims. Make up in part for what you did we first
have to discuss some things though.

Purple Man nodded. You want to see if I m well not ill
anymore.

So you considered yourself ill?

Killgrave was silent for a minute. He lowered his head and
closed the book which he had open. I was ill I had to be.
How could someone sane do the things I did, I was ill or I
was evil do you think there is such a thing as an evil
person?

Evil? Samson stopped for a moment and considered. He
thought back against all the things he had seen in his life,
all the things he had heard about. Evil, pure malevolent
evil no, not at all. Even Hitler he and if were not sugar
coating it you did evil things, evil things but there were
reasons. Those reasons don t give an out, they don t give
a blameless explanation but they do give an explanation.

So you think I was ill?

No...and yes, Samson shook his head. You have, or
had a sociopathic personality amongst other problems which
is itself a disorder but it s its difficult to explain and I m
not supposed to be the one doing all the talking.

I think I m going to pay for everything I ve done. I ll
be surprised if I don t get the electric chair and I think I
deserve it. My problem is I think I deserve it, after all the
things I saw in my youth and I ve turned out worse than
all of them. I can t sleep anymore, I feel numb and hate
myself at the same time.

Sounds like all the classic symptoms of depression, that
we can do something about, Samson felt appeased. He
could do something to help Killgrave yet it didn t feel like a
betrayal of all those who he had hurt or of justice.
Depression was a straight forward disorder in the sense that
there were few ethical grey areas as with personality



disorders.

Why would you do that, I d be tempted just to let me rot
here in my own hate, it s no more than I deserve.

Samson sighed. He was not one to wear his heart on his
sleeve with his patients. He was polite, he showed he cared
for them but to expose yourself was not the way to healthy
therapy. The fact was though he d already been more
frank with Killgrave than he should be and had hardly used
complete positive regard as he should so in for a penny in
for a pound.

It s my job. You have a mental disorder that I can treat
and so that s what I m supposed to do. I look out for the
best interests of my patients and my clients and where
they re separate as in this case I balance those needs in
line with my opinion. Samson kept his eyes on Killgrave as
he explained this. The purple figure just continued to nod.

You are my patient and so I treat you but the government
and the public who are seeing justice done by you paying
for your crimes are the ones I m serving. While you were
different before I started treating you, you were still you
and you have to be held to account.

He paused for a moment and nodded. In saying it he had
clarified his own position in his mind on this matter. He
would still debate it for many years how responsible people
with obvious personality dysfunctions are for their own
behaviour the argument would be they are as responsible
as other people with more acceptable personality types are
after all everyone s personality is created by their biology
and the environment and they have no say over it. At the
moment however, with this case at least he stood with the
law, Killgrave would be punished for his crimes.

I apologies but we will have to leave it here. I think this
session has went too far of course to be of any real use to
either of us. I ll make sure the doctors here get you re
prescription and we can talk again in a few days when your
new meds have had a chance to work.

Leonard got up and began to walk down the corridor to
leave the block. He was aware of Killgrave starring at him
all the way along.

The Office of James Rhodes

So what can you tell me? Jim Rhodes flipped open a



new page on his note pad and sat back in his chair holding
his pen. He fixed Len with a stare and Len couldn t help
but think that he was being sized up. It was always the way
he felt whenever Jim looked at him.

He s facing some hard times ahead of him. I don t
know if he ll ever be able to come of anti-depressants
again in his life without serious danger from suicide. There
could of course be serious repercussions from constantly
being on them.

Then he s never coming off them, Jim nodded he
needs to be held accountable. Justice has to be done. Is he
going to be any trouble?

Has he been any so far with that inhibitor running?
Samson queried with a raised brow. Jim had a dislike it
seemed for most of his prisoners, which was understandable
him being a superhero.

The two of them made quite a pair. They were from two
very different backgrounds, one from a caring profession
and one from the military but came together in the
superhero fraternity. The two of them then outgrew or
changed so they were no longer those superheroes and
became someone else neither however had managed to
escape the superhuman life style. One became a carer to
them and one had become a jailer. They were like some
strange mirror image of one another.

Nothing too bad obviously, Jim shrugged offhand
he s not too imposing without his powers unlike some of

the others but he s mouthy, rude, everyone hates
him both prisoners and guards and he does have a habit of
getting people riled up with stories of his glory days .

Samson nodded. That wont be happening, he coughed
self-consciously as he knew what he was going to say next.

He is a broken man, he nodded, the pangs of guilt went
wild inside him. This is what he had been aiming to do after
all, break a man, a man who deserved it maybe but still it
was not a nice feeling. His feelings of superiority, distance
and confidence are gone, shattered and he s feeling guilt,
unimaginable guilt I d think for all of the things he d
done.

Jim nodded and steepled his fingers. He thought it couldn t
happen to a nicer person. Listen Doc, Jim sighed I
know you re a carer and I can see you feel bad about this,
breaking a man is as I m sure you re thinking not a nice



thing to do this is a different situation though.

Jim sat forward. Were not bullying or torturing a man
here, were trying to get justice. He was sentenced for
retribution but there is no retribution if he feels no remorse.
You re not his priest, you re not his mother. It s not
your job to absolve his sins and make him feel better for
what he s done. It was your job to measure his sanity and
make him healthy if needed. Did you do that?

Samson thought for a moment. Healthy was a debatable
topic both as a start point and an end point. Was he not
healthy in the first place? To the best of my ability he is
now a more average individual at least, he will be feeling
emotions he hasn t felt in a long time remorse being the
main one.

We ll keep an eye on him, if things continue to your
satisfaction would you be happy to have him moved into the
main population?

Give it a few more weeks and a few more sessions but I
don t see why not, Samson nodded.

Is there anything else? Would you like a staff car or is that
Canadian girl coming to pick you up?

I thought I d walk, it s a nice day, Samson nodded.
He didn t add that he had a lot to think about.

He stood and shook hands with Jim. Oh by the way
Amadeus has been asking when he could next visit, he has
a few ideas for you.

Don t even think about it, Jim forced a smile and shook
his head.

Leonard couldn t help but laugh.

NYC, a little later

Samson had taken his jacket off and was wearing it gently
slung over his forearm. It was too sunny a day for it. The
ice-cream he had brought from a stand was also helping too
cool him down no doubt.

He had been thinking a lot over the events of the day. He
was becoming oddly excited about seeing Stacey that night



and seeing what she thought about getting them moved to
the next stage of their relationship.

He smiled briefly when he thought about her joke about the
ring. He wondered would they ever take that step? He found
it hard to imagine Stacey wanting to get married, he was
sure she would either keep her own name or go for one of
the hyphenated ones maybe he should too.

There was a sudden screech of tires which made all of the
people of the street turn to see what was happening. Len
was so lost in thought that he was one of the last,
unfortunately for him.

The steel hard fist of The Absorbing Man slammed across his
face sending him splaying backwards before he managed to
catch himself. Creel! gasped Samson as he looked up to
the figure as he tried to catch his own body and get
standing correctly.

Creel smiled, he was swinging his giant wrecking ball
around above his head and as Samson moved forward the
mass of it came down across the back of his head causing
him to tumble forward to the deck and into
unconsciousness.

The darkness felt like it faded quickly and Leonard found
himself, his head spinning and painful looking down at
something very familiar. Somewhere he d been before, the
backseat of Carl Crusher Creel s car.

He tried to struggle as silently as he could but found himself
unable to move at all. He had been bound with chains,
Creel s thick wrecking ball chains. You awake? Good
Creel was driving. His big bald bulbous head turned in a
smile.

What do you want Creel?

Easy Doc fix a problem you started. I want you to help
me get my wife back!

TO BE CONTINUED...

Next Time: Doc Samson has to give couples therapy to a
pair of super strong super-villains and one of them has a



new boyfriend just to make matters worse.
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Doctor Leonard Samson struggled against the chains which
he found himself bound in, they weren t budging though.
The enchanted metal held strong against his Gamma
irradiated muscles no matter how he twisted, flexed or
contorted. He sighed and stopped struggling. His brawn
wasn t going to get him out of this.

He of course realised that it was the using of his brain which
had gotten him into this mess.

It had been a few months ago that he had been at the Pym
Prison working with Titania to get to the bottom of her
criminal problems. Unfortunately for him this was the time
that The Absorbing Man decided to bust his sweetheart out
of the inch high pokey and he’d been swept along in the
mess.

He’d ended up in their home combating Titania around their
kitchen whilst trying to get to the route of their problems
why they both kept constantly re-offending. It seemed they
had a co-dependant relationship, Titania had led a difficult
life, a difficult and lonely life which is part of the reason for
her lashing out with such violence. She had found one
person who loved her for being her and she was determined
to stick with him if it destroyed both of them.

Samson had highlighted these concerns about her
behaviour, in what he thought was an unsuccessful attempt
to show her the light of day. It seemed however that it may
have worked better than he thought.

Creel had attacked him in the street following a meeting



he’d had with The Purple Man and bound him with chains
before tossing him in the backseat of the car. It seemed
Titania had left him and he held Samson accountable, now
he needed him to get her back.

“Carl what do you think you’re doing?” Samson called over
the front seat at the back of The absorbing Man’s head.

“You caused this mess…you made Mary leave me and you’re
going to convince her to come back. You screwed her mind
over with your crap and you can screw it right back.”

“Firstly,” Samson Sighed “Supposing I can help you, tying
me in chains and kidnapping me is not the best way to forge
a strong Doctor-Patient relationship.”

“Me and Mary are wanted criminals? You think you’d have
come to me with anything but the cops if I called your
office?”

Samson nodded gently. “That was point two. Point three is I
don’t know if I can help you.”

Creel’s eyes narrowed as he shot the reclined Samson a
look in the rear view mirror. Samson was trying to read
whether he was angry or confused. “It’s my job to do the
best for all my patients and even though she’s escaped and
is on the run Titania is still my responsibility and like I
pointed out to her, your relationship isn’t healthy. You keep
dragging each other down into the same old patterns over
and over again.”

“It’s crap like that,” Creel growled through his teeth “that
made her leave me. She was thinking about something you
said when you were playing inch high private eye and ‘re-
evaluated’ her life,” the tone of voice he took when he said
re-evaluated showed he didn’t really believe it. “She decided
she was better off without me and left…after I rolled Black
Goliath to get her back to normal height too. Broke a damn
finger doing that.”

“Carl if she doesn’t want to come back to you what do you
really expect me to do?” Samson had returned to struggling
now. He was beginning to think that talking to Crusher Creel
wasn’t going to help and knowing the couple should they get
to wherever she was this could end up in violence and he
wouldn’t really want that to happen…especially when he was
tied up.

“I expect you to talk to her! Convince her!” he screamed
turning completely to glare at The Doc before turning back.



Samson caught a glimpse of desperation coming through his
fearsome expression. He was frightened, he needed Titania
as much as she thought she needed him and unless
someone did something to point out how truly bad their
relationship was then it’d make them both miserable.

Leonard was silent again for a minute, he was trying to
think this through. It was obvious Creel was upset,
frightened, angry and confused about his relationship and
what would become of him all at the same time.

“Carl,” he began after a little while. “I don’t want you to get
angry and just calmly answer me a few questions…”

“I don’t want you screwing around in my head,” he growled
and began to turn the wheel of the car.

“No, no I wont do anything funny,” he would have held his
hands up in a defensive manor if they hadn’t been shackled
behind his back. “All I want to do is ask some questions and
get some information on how you and her interact. So just
remain calm and answer after a few seconds.”

Creel looked at him in the mirror again and then nodded
with a gentle head movement.

“Do you love her?”

Creel looked like he was about to shout and then seeing the
look of patience on Samson’s face he stopped for a few
seconds. “She’s the only thing I’ve ever loved.”

“And what would you do for her?”

“I’d do anything! I’d steal any jewel, knock over any bank or
store to get her whatever she wants. I’d do anything that
made her happy.”

“What if the only way to make her happy was to stay away,
let her get on with her life without you?”

Creel was silent for a moment, his brow furloughed as he
thought things over. He thought it over for a few seconds.
“Shut up! This the crap I was talking about, you’ve got me
all turned around…Mary can’t be happy without me. She
said so herself lots a times. We need each other and you
just got us confused!”

“Creel I don’t know what you want me to say or do, really



but I just need you to think…”

“No you got it right before, you got it just right Doc,” Creel
nodded.

“What did I say?”

“I need to do something, do something which shows I love
her, something that shows how much she means to me and
how much she needs me.”

“You’re talking about a labour of love like Hercules?”

“What, that skirt wearing jerk? No I mean something to
show I love her. That’s where you can come in doc, you’ve
got to think of something that’ll get her to come back to me
and away from her new boyfriend.”

“New boyfriend?” Samson raised an eyebrow. Titania going
from one relationship directly into another was not the sort
of personal growth he had in mind for her. Chances are
she’d end up going through the exact same motions with
this new man and end up in the exact same situation if not
worse.

“Yeah, see for yourself.” The car suddenly screeched to a
halt and Creel practically threw himself from the car. He
opened the side door of the car and dragged Leonard out.

Leo hit the wood of the dock with a dull thud and was soon
dragged to his feet. He looked around, it was an abandoned
dock yard. The stench of old fish guts and the salty water
filled the air.

“She lives here now? Who is this new boyfriend of hers?”

“You wont believe it until you see it Doc,” growled Creed.
His grip on the chain tightened and he dragged Samson
across the length of the dock towards one of the abandoned
buildings which stood there.

His skin began to transform to metal as he strode towards
it, his powers absorbing the metal from the chain which
bound Samson. He growled and shoulder barged the door
open.

The room inside the building did not smell any better than
the air outside. In fact it felt a little worse as it had the
added bonus of being musty and enclosed from the fresh



air.

The door bounced across the floor smashing into pieces. The
noise caused Titania to jump a little, she didn’t give away
too much though. The powers she had did not lend
themselves to having much fear about anything.

She was chest deep in a pool of salty water, her thick skin
and deep hardiness meant that the cold and salty water
didn’t really seem to bother her. She in fact judging by the
smile on her face was enjoying it.

“Carl!?” she half shouted and half questioned. She moved
her arms to cover her breasts and pushed herself backwards
in the water.

“Where is he?” Creel growled.

It acted almost like a cue, as he said it a shape began to
emerge from the water and cascade down as a figure came
to the surface. Doc Samson recognised him instantly, the
shape and features could belong to no one else.

“Orka?” Samson questioned in wonderment as the 20 foot
tall whale like atlantean climbed from the pool of water.

“Yeah, sickening isn’t it? Like bestiality…” Creed growled at
Orka. “I’ll keep fish lips busy and you talk some sense into
Titania.”

“Creel…no,” Samson’s words fell on deaf ears as Crusher
Creel began sprinting forward. His heavy metal feet
pounding on the deck and he flung himself at the massive
Atlantean.

The Absorbing man tossed himself into the air, the metal of
his body meant he could only jump four or five feet up
despite his immense strength but he managed to plough his
weight into Orka’s midsection and drove the Atlantean to
the floor

“Carl, what are you doing?” Titania screamed. She was
turning her head this way and that looking for her costume
which Doc Samson could see was piled in a far corner.

“I’m going to teach Nemo a lesson and flush him down the
crapper,” he growled pounding a metal fist into the fish
man’s face. His sparkling gold fists were becoming tarnished
now. “You’re mine Mary, and I’m going to make sure you



know…”

Creel never got to finish the last part of his sentence. Orka’s
massive hands gripped the cold metal of his head and then
flew out tossing him hard into one of the concrete walls. The
room shook.

Leonard’s eyes panned up as Orka stood to his feet. The
giant looked down at him and sneered his lip. “Believe it or
not I have nothing to do with this,” he tried to explain, he
flexed his muscles to their peak again to try and bust the
chains.

Orka reached out his arm and gripped the chains tossing
Samson behind him with little more than a thought. Samson
bounced across the deck and over the hole which led to the
sea before careering into the half dressed Titania.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing here?” She growled
as she pulled up her costume and fastened it before pulling
herself up. She grabbed Len by his shoulders and pulled him
to his feet.

“Carl brought me, I’m supposed to convince you to stay
with him. You can see it’s not exactly consensual on my
part. If you can get me out of these chains I’m sure we can
do something.”

“Why would we do something?” Titania raised an eyebrow at
Samson and then shoved him sideways “There’s one thing I
love more than a big beefy man fighting for me…that’s two.”

She smiled as Creel slammed the back of his elbow down on
to Orka’s head, the giant Atlantean had somehow been
felled by the metal man.

Samson sighed. It was his professional opinion that he was
surrounded by crazy people. The thought was fleeting, he
knew exactly what was going on and none of it was crazy.
Titania and Absorbing Man were both aggressive and violent
people with distorted views of themselves and personal
relationships, they were also co-dependant with one
another…though Titania has transferred her attention to the
giant Atlantean Orka possibly one of the eligible males who
could hold a torch to Carl in everything that she found
attractive.

It now dawned on him that it was up to him. Carl and Mary
weren’t going to stop this and Orka, though he hadn’t
voiced his opinion seemed happy enough just to fight for
the moment, even if Doc doubted that his love for Titania



was probably not as strong as Creel’s.

“Mary I need you to listen to me,” Samson was trying to
climb to his feet. He panned his vision up to the two
behemoths who were beating each other. Orka had Creel
held in his arms in a massive bear hug but it didn’t stop
Creel from unleashing blows across the big blue Atlantean’s
face. “This isn’t right and you know it, you made the step to
get away from Creel that you needed but you’ve went
straight into the same relationship again just with another
man…and now you’re pitting them against each other.”

Titania tore her eyes away from the super-villain fight and
back to Samson who was now on one knee and getting
ready to stand up. “I did this because of what you said
Doc,” she pointed at him as she spoke. “You told me I relied
on him, I needed him and it was bad for both of us…”

Titania paused. It made Samson begin to wonder, when last
they met and he told her this she made a selfish choice to
stick with Creel because she didn’t want to be alone even if
that meant being in a bad relationship.

If he was reading her correctly he was beginning to think
she had done this for Creel. He had tried to go straight
before and been dragged back down into their relationship,
it could be that whatever he said to her had made Titania
make the unselfish choice. Did what was best for the man
she loved.

“…I wont rely on anyone, I did it for two long an d now I’m
strong. Too strong to have to have someone else.”

Samson rolled his eyes, maybe not in this case. It seemed
he had over estimated how altruistic her decision had been.

It however made sense, Titania had been a small and meek
child with low self-esteem and an external locus of control.
She had always relied on others to protect her and to care
for her, when ever something went wrong for her or even
whenever something went right she blamed it on an outside
source of power. When doom gave her powers she turned
her back on everything she had been

“The chances are that both of your boy friends will be
injured badly if you don’t get involved.” Samson was hoping
that this would work, its not exactly the most ethical
technique he could have ever used but he needed results at
the minute.

Titania was still for a moment and then sighed. “Carl! Damn



it, what are you doing!” She burst into a run and launched
herself at her husband tackling him from atop Orka.

She began to unload her massively powerful fists into the
face of her metal husband. Orka used the distraction to
climb to his feet and lumbered towards the two only to get a
boot from Titania’s foot in warning to keep him away.

Creel swung his arms out, catching his wife on either side of
her chest and forcing her back. The spousal abuse spilling
between took on a different quality than Samson had ever
seen. Seeing as the two were evenly matched it was
interesting to watch from a psychological perspective.

Creel wasted no time in launching to his feet and lunging at
Orka again. He wasn’t going to let this fight get away from
him because of a distraction by his wife. He was up and
around Orka’s neck in a second and tightened his arm
around the creatures neck and began to squeeze.

Orka swung his arms as he took as big step sideways and
reached towards his back. Creel wriggled and tightened the
metal arm again.

The big blue man struggled this way and that reaching his
arms behind him to try and grab the metal man. It was
however a foregone conclusion as the blue creature fell first
to one knee and then down to all fours before dropping to
the deck with a great thud.

“Carl, what do you think you’re doing?” Titania was angry,
she showed no real concern for her new partner, who was
unconscious at her feet.

“You and me baby, it’s the way it should be…look I brought
the Doc, he’ll explain everything, he just got you all turned
around about everything is all.”

“No he didn’t!” Titania shoved her husband backwards. “He
didn’t get me turned around, he made me realise
something…we shouldn’t be together and nothing he can
say is going to change my mind.”

“What about me?” Creel’s voice had a hint of desperation.
“There must be something I can do, anything? I can knock
over any bank, I can rob any store…I’ll kill for you. I’ll kill
anyone you want? Any of those heroes you really hate, I’ll
hunt them down and pull off their heads. Anyone!”

There was a moments beat as Creel looked up across the
room. “I’ll kill the Doc, anything if it means you’ll come back



to me.”

There was silence. “OK,” Titania smiled and then looked up
at Samson. “Kill Doc Samson and I’ll take you back.”

Things had just gotten a whole lot worse.

TO BE CONTINUED...

NEXT ISSUE: Domestic squabbles are really a pain, aren't
they?
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Things were not going well for Doctor Leonard Samson,
things never went well for Doc Samson, but today was a
particularly bad day for our green haired hero.

He had been so far ambushed by The Absorbing Man, tied
up in the back seat of a car and dragged half way across the
city to the docks which looked out across the bay. It was in
this unusual location the hero and the villain discovered the
most unusual love nest. It was here that Titania, the wife of
The Absorbing Man (and the woman Samson had been
brought to win back in some super twisted version of
Cyrano) had set up home with the Atlantean Super-criminal
known as Orka.

He had been so far manhandled and thrown around by all
three in the bizzare love triangle. All of this by themselves
would be bad enough without Titania and Creel coming to
an arrangement for the first step of their marriage
counselling. Mary had agreed to take back her husband if he
killed the good Doctor. This was not an idea that Doc was
too keen on himself.

"Creel please think about this, you can't be serious,"
Leonard tried to reason but in the time it took for him to get
his words out Creel had already begun to rush him. Len, not
liking foul language as a general rule, couldn't help but to
swear aloud and rock forward.

His hands were bound to his sides by The Absorbing Man's
unbreakable metal chain. The momentum managed to carry
him to his feet for a split second and then he let the muscles
in his legs contract sharply hurling him into the air. The fact
that his upper body was restricted, he was a little groggy



from his various beatings and Creel had managed to brush
his toes with one of his solid metal arms meant despite
carrying himself high into the air he span out of control
quickly and came down with a resounding thud.

The wooden boards below him screamed at the extra
gamma-infused weight which had landed with force onto
them. He grunted slightly, he grunted significantly more as
the solid metal boot of Creel smashed into his ribs. He was
sure he felt them crack, it was not something he was used
to.

"Please," gasped Samson as he tried to suck in air. He was
unable to fight and so was instantly falling back on a plan he
didn't hold much hope for. He was going to try and talk
some sense into one of the pair. He'd tried before, others
had tried before but it never seemed to work. The couple
were bad news for each other, they were constantly going
through swings and roundabouts of recidivism as one or the
other fell off the super criminal wagon. The problem was
that they were truly, madly and deeply in love with one
another....a heavy emphasis on the madly.

In their last encounter Samson thought he had talked some
sense into Titania, he thought she finally understood that
what would be best for them was to be separate. It was the
only way he saw it that they could be happy and fulfilled.
She saw it differently. Since then his words had apparently
had some effect and she had gone off to for a relationship
with Orka. This is how he was in his current predicament.

"I gotta do it," said Creel as he lifted Samson up to his feet.
"I got nothing against you personally Doc, you've done right
by me in the past but I have to do whatever I have to do to
win her back. You understand that right? You've got a chick
or two of your own."

"Stop talking to him Carl and do it," grinned Titania
manically from behind Creel. Samson eyed her, Carl had
problems no doubt but it was obvious now that Titania was
the one who had real issues with relationships and herself.
He was beginning to think she, due to her self-esteem
problems and the traumatic childhood she had lead may
have actually pushed her over into the realms of
Psychopathy. The joy on her face at the thought of of him
dead certainly indicated something more than he ever
suspected.

The Absorbing Man's hand closed around Samson's head. He
tried to struggle but the chains and Creel's strength
restricted him too much. A swift kick to Creel's leg seemed



to have no effect on the now non-human physique of the
man.

Creel let out a grunt of effort and Samson prepared for the
worst a split second later the grip was released. Samson
opened his eyes to see Crusher creel spiralling through the
air and into the open hatch which dropped into the sea.

He landed with a resonating SPLOOSH!

Samson looked up at Orka, the giant Atlantean behemoth
dwarfed even him. He looked down with a grimace on his
face. His arm was still extended from the whip and throw
treatment he had just given to Creel. "I've said it before
Orka, I'm not here to cause you any trouble." Samson
would have raised his arms in a surrender move if he could.
He instead took a step back.

"You were talking to him?" Orka said with a turn of his head
to Titania. He spoke with an accent that Samson had not
heard before, obviously Atlantean speaking English.

"No I wasn't baby," Titania shook her head and held her
hands up. "I was telling him I was with you, then the green
haired one tried to convince me to take him back. The two
of them tried to kidnap me."

Samson swore in his mind. He thought over whether he
would try and talk to Orka but given that the two of them
had no built up levels of trust and given his intimate
relationship with Titania he could bet on who Orka was
going to listen to.

He braced his knees and then tossed his body forward
slamming into the gut of the behemoth, Orka hunched
forward slightly and then pounded both fist's into Samson's
back flooring the man again.

"Kill him baby and then lets get out of here!" commanded
Titania.

It seemed she had developed somewhat of a vendetta
against Samson. He felt himself being hauled into the air
and then dropped back suddenly. Orka landed on the deck
next to him. He looked up to see the soaking wet Crusher
Creel standing over the stirring Orka. he growled down at
the two of them.

'Give me that,' he gripped the chain and with a simple flick
of the wrist sent Samson spinning across the deck
unravelling him from the chain as he did so. His body began



to shimmer and change as it became plated in metal.
"Ready to go!?" he growled at Orka and launched forward.

Len pushed his hands into the deck and pushed himself up
"You better believe I am" he answered to the question that
no one had asked him.

He had to think fast. He was weighing up his options as he
leapt into action. One he could try and talk them down but
given the variables in action, the fact that Titania seemed to
want him dead and didn’t care who did it...or whom she
ended up with. Then that both men seemed quite happy to
snuff him out. He didn’t really think that would be the best
one.

Secondly he could do a runner. He could cut his losses and
get out of there, call the police or reinforcements to handle
any crisis which was occurring in the meantime. This
thought passed swiftly, while he had been trussed up in the
car he’d heard lots of hustle and bustle. The docks were
likely full of workers and he couldn’t just leave them with
three brawling super-villains.

Thirdly he was back to his final resort (which sadly also
seemed to be the most frequent one) fight. But who?

His decision was made for him as Titania tackled him around
the waist and dragged him to the floor. She mounted him in
seconds and began to unleash her thunderous fists across
his face. Len managed to throw up his elbows to protect his
face and tilt his body to tip her sideways.

He used the momentum and rocked sideways launching his
own fist into her face. Titania’s head rocked back and a split
second later her body shot backwards by the force. Len
rolled onto his hands and knees and tilted his head up.

Creel and Orka had stopped mid pummelling. Creel had his
chain wrapped around the chest of Orka and was pulling it
tight while Orka was trying to choke out the steel man.
Their eyes were fixed on Samson having seen the doctor
just punch the woman they both loved.

“I think that may have been a mistake,” he sighed to
himself and forced himself to his feet. He leapt into the air
and connected both knees with Orka as the atlantean
rushed towards him, Creel bouncing along on the end of the
chain behind him. The massive blue man crumbled
backwards.

Samson landed with one foot on either side of the frame of



the creature only to find himself knocked further down by
the steel hand of Creel to the back of his legs. “Carl please
just think about this,” pleaded Samson.

“You shouldn’t have hit my wife Doc, I’m going to have to
hurt you before I kill you now.”

“We’ve talked about this before Carl, your relationship with
Titania is not a healthy one. It keeps leading you both into
bad situations. Can’t you see this?”
The Absorbing Man slammed his fist into the ground next to
Samson who managed to dodge out of it’s way at the last
split second.

“I gotta do it Doc, She’s the only woman who I ever loved
who loved me back...the only one who ever loved me for
who I am. She’s never wanted to change me, she’s worth
anything.”

Samson and Creel were both to their feet now and were
exchanging powerful blows. Samson was probably the
stronger of the two but the fact Creel’s steel body limited or
completely nullified the pain of the blows meant they were
fairly evenly matched.

They rocked each other back and forth as they swung their
mighty fists. Samson let out a roar of anger and followed a
big right hand with a clubbing blow coming in the opposite
direction. It over balanced the massive weight of Creel and
sent him stumbling sideways.

“Can’t you see that’s part of the problem?” Samson growled.

He flicked his eyes to Titania, she was stirring. He had
maybe a minute before she was back up to her feet with her
super constitution and he was thinking right back to step
one in this fight.

“She loves me Doc how is that a problem?” Creel slammed
his elbow sideways into Samson’s gut.

“She loved you for who you were not who you are,” Samson
gasped. “I’ll level with you Carl, you were a two bit thug and
hood who lucked into your powers and got a whole lot
worse.”

The two men took a brief respite from their physicality as
they were catching their breath. The idea of unlimited
positive regard seen most commonly in therapy quickly left
his mind.



“Will one of you hurry up and kill him!” screamed Titania.
The two men turned to look at her as she sat up.

A roar behind them drew their attention in the other
direction. Orka was back to his feet.

The two men without exchanging a glance, without sharing
a look or a signal launched forward and landed a blow in the
monster’s stomach hunching him forward before landing
massive uppercuts into his face.

Samson went one step further and seized Orka, using his
martial arts training he rolled his hip and tossed the 20 foot
tall Atlantean across the room into the climbing body of
Titania. The two went down again.

Samson admired his handiwork for a second before the
massive arm of Creel slammed around the side of his face
and sent him crumbling to his knees.

He was yanked quickly back to his feet and then lifted even
further into the air. His head lolled to the side, his mind was
swimming from the strong blow.
“You’re a better man now,” Samson mumbled.

“What?” Creel’s fist was held back in the ‘trigger’ position
ready to launch forward into Samson’s face and possibly end
the situation.

“You’re not a two bit thug anymore...not if you don’t want
to be,” Samson shook his head as best he could, which was
practically unperceivable.
Creel watched his face. Samson’s eyes flickered open, they
were glazed and he blinked several times trying to get the
blurring in his vision to dissipate.

“You’ve done good things, you’ve went straight and tried to
live a good life. You put your past behind you and moved
on. Mary wouldn’t let you, that would have made you a
different man....a better person than she was and she
couldn’t have it.”

“Are you saying she sabotaged me those times?”

Samson shook his head. “Not on purpose...she probably
didn’t even know it at the time. She just couldn’t change,
couldn’t let you change. She loved you for the man you
were not the man you wanted to be. She wont let you
grow.”
Creel stared at Samson and was then sent spiralling
sideways spilling the green haired psychologist across the



floor.

The body of Orka had collided with them both with massive
force as it had been hurled by his wife.

Titania walked calmly across the floor. “If you’re both too
useless to do this for me I’ll do it my damn self.”

She began to unfasten one of her spiked wrist straps and
twisted and bent it. She got to Samson’s body and put the
strap down across his throat so the spikes were touching his
flesh.

She smirked down at him and raised her foot into the air.

A glint of colour shot across her vision. Her eyes moved
towards it as it rolled and then did a small circle which got
smaller and smaller until finally it stopped. It was a little
golden band, a wedding ring. She recognised it, it was the
one she had stolen for her husband.

She turned her head to see her husband standing over the
fallen body of Orka. “It’s over Mary.”

She looked at him like she was having difficulty processing
the information. She thought he meant the battle at first
but…the ring. “What?” was all she managed to say. She had
heard what he had said and thought she knew what he
meant. The question was more a stall for time than anything
else as she tried to think of something to say.

“The Doc is right,” Creel nodded. He looked directly into her
eyes and then flickered them away from her. He couldn’t
look at her right now, he loved her with all of his heart. That
was one thing he was sure of and if he looked at her as he
said this he was certain he would falter and change his
mind. “It can’t work between us, were two different people
now or we should be at least.”

“Carl you can’t be serious,” Titania took a step towards him.
Samson coughed loudly and tried to roll his body away from
the two. His head was woozy but he was listening as
carefully as he could to the chatter between the two ready
to use whatever he needed to in order to help or get away if
the chance arose.

“We're nearly done, all we have to do is kill Samson and we
can be together. He’s the one behind all of this! He got
inside my head and convince me to break up with you,” she
pointed angrily at the fallen body of the superhero.



“Think it through Mary,” Creel said with a sad shake of the
head. He still kept his eyes averted. “We kill Samson and
we’ll have She-Hulk after us and The Fantastic Four and The
Avengers with her.”

“We’ll be together, we can…”

“Get caught and sent to prison for life. I’ve done enough
time in my life already I don’t want anymore. I don’t want
to spend forever getting punched by chumps in tights and
behind bars.”

Titania stopped for a second. She looked from Creel to
Samson who was climbing to his feet. Her hands balled into
fists and she took a faltering step towards Samson before
stopping. “It’s all his fault!” she spat.

She was seething but stopped moving towards him. “Fine!”
she growled as she turned around. “We’ve beaten on him
enough, he knows not to get between us again. We can just
leave…you and me.”

She took several rapid steps towards her husband and ran
her hand across his hard metal surface. He titled his head
up to hers and looked into her eyes. Those eyes which he
had so often stared into, the eyes he loved, the ones he
could never say no to.

He said ‘no’

Titania stared at him open mouthed. Her jaw quivered and
she tried to speak but nothing came out.

“We can’t do it. We’ve tried before. We can’t be together
and live a normal life,” he sighed. “It’s over between the
two of us. I need to be away from you. I’m sorry.”

He turned and began to walk away to the exit. Titania
grabbed his shoulder but he shrugged her off. “Please Carl,
talk to me…Carl.”

Samson titled his head up and watched as the two left the
building. Creel trying to ignore his wife as she pleaded with
him to listen to her.

He didn’t know what he thought was going to happen. He
didn’t know whether Creel could go straight or if he would
take Titania back. He even thought that this could even be
the shock to the system that they both needed to put them
back on track but he sincerely doubted it, if he was being



honest.

He hauled himself to his feet. His muscles and bones aching.
It had been a short fight but it had taken a lot out of him.
He checked on Orka and found the giant atlantean still
breathing. He moved slightly and Samson thought it best if
he wasn’t there when the monster woke up and found
himself dumped.

He headed in the opposite direction to the other two villains
and out onto the docks. He walked along their length for a
few minutes until he came across a group of workers.

They had heard the ruckus and looked at him quite like the
didn’t believe him to be real. He smiled as best he could
through the pain. “Could I borrow a cell phone from one of
you gentlemen?”

Later, the Office…

Samson sat reclining in the chair of his office. A cup of tea
sat on the desk in front of him. H e had called Arlette and
she had brought him right here.

His appointments for the rest of the day had been cancelled
and he was now in full relaxing mode. He would have went
home and put his feet up there but he felt he should make a
report or two about what just happened to SHIELD, The
Avengers and for his own personal files on each of the
supervillains in order to get his thoughts down on the
matter now.

What he really needed now was a quiet evening in which he
could relax and heal.

There was a knock on his office door and then it was pushed
open. He opened his eyes and smiled at Louise, she had
promised to get him a cookie or two to go with his tea after
his hard day and that was really something he was looking
forward too.

“Leo I think you need to take this call,” Said Louise in strict
contradiction to his ‘hold my calls’ order not just 10 minutes
ago. “It’s Stacey, she’s been trying to get a hold of you on
your cell.”

Samson smiled. He would like to speak to Dolan. He nodded



and motioned for Louise to transfer the call.

“Hello?”

“I’m sorry for not being available earlier. I seemed to have
lost my cell in a battle with The Absorbing Man, Titania and
a very angry Atlantean,” Samson laughed gently.

“Len,” Stacy’s voice was serious.

“What is it? Is something wrong?” he lurched forward and
leaned on his desk.

“That’s an understatement, it’s Killgrave.” Dolan swore
loudly on the other end of the phone. “The Purple Man has
escaped from The Raft, he’s holding thousands of people to
randsom and he’s demanding that you come and face him.”

TO BE CONTINUED...

NEXT ISSUE: The culmination of the run so far, as Doc
Samson faces off against The Purple Man!
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Samson s office

Leonard Samson sat in the front office of his practice. His
shoulder s were hunched forward meaning his green hair
cascaded down across his face towards the floor. His face
was etched with concentration.

It was a similar look to those who sat in the room with him,
they d been silent for a number of minutes all locked into
deep thought.

Louise AKA The Blonde Phantom was his right hand woman.
She was his personal assistant, his consierge, his confidant
and given her crime fighting background for the past 70 or
so years she could double for his bodyguard and expert in
all things super heroic if needs be. She was a brilliant
woman both in the way she looked and in her skills at pretty
much every different task she turned her hand to. She was
completely stumped.

Arlette Aka Murmur was the teleporting and mind controlling
mutant who once served with Alpha Flight Canada s
greatest superhumans. She was now however the assistant
of Doc Samson and his personal chauffer using her
teleporting skills to get him anywhere and everywhere. She
was not normally one to tax her brain with super human
problems but she was raking over every bit of training she
had.

Amadeus Cho Aka Mastermind Excello was the 7th smartest
human being on the planet. His super powered brain was
powered by junk food and he had been sitting for the last



hour chowing down on every candy bar and bag of chips he
could find. He looked up to Leonard like a hero and he
needed some way to help him out of the predicament.

Stacy Dolan was Samson s girlfriend. She was a NYPD
detective now specializing in meta-human crimes. She was
intelligent, strong and took no crap from anyone. She was
so used to being emotionally closed off she was completely
lost in this situation as he stomach churned at the thought
of what was going on.

Three Superheroes, a boy genius and a police officer sat
silently dumbfounded rolling the events around in their
head.

Killgrave was on the loose. Killgrave was often known by his
other name as The Purpleman. He was by far the biggest
mass murderer in American history. He used his powers of
mind control to have people do his bidding. He could twist
and bend anyone he wanted to his will.

He was currently holding thousands of people in Times
Square hostage and demanding to see Doc Samson. If
anyone else turned up, anyone tried to interfere he would
commit an act of Pandemic mass murder. The police,
superheroes and the army had been swiftly kept back by an
angry wall of the very people they were trying to protect
pushed on by his commands. They had in some cases been
dragged into his little game.

Purple man had such a hatred for Doc Samson because he
was his therapist. Samson had been working with him very
much against his will. He was trying to cure Killgrave of his
Psychopathic tendencies and the deep seated problems in
his life and personality which had caused them.

He had angered Killgrave, broken him down ready to build
him up again and now they had a problem.

The government is ready to throw the book at that damn
guard, said Dolan breaking the silence. Anger seethed in
her voice. What a god damn moron! She spat.

Killgrave had apparently promised some prison guard at The
Vault all the money and power he wanted if he would half
the dose of tranquilizer in his food and drink. Killgrave had
promptly commanded him to free him and then brutally
injure himself. The sick purple freak probably thought not
killing him was a big reward.

He was lucky, Samson spoke. He sat back and pulled his



hair behind his ears. Everyone else who got in Killgrave s
way as he walked out of The Vault is dead now. The body
count is only going to grow.

Leo! Louise snapped I better not be recognizing the
tone of voice I think I am, she snarled at him from across
the room. You are not going to blame yourself and then
go rushing into a fight with him half cocked.

What choice do I have? Len snapped back. The pressure
was getting to him. He will kill those people, he will have
no problem with killing every single person and then just
taking another thousand hostage. I ll be lucky if he
doesn t do it out of boredom before I get there.

You can t just rush in... Stacy began to join with
Louise.

What would you do in a hostage situation only you could
solve? I wrote his psychological profile remember and
you ve seen it. He hates me and nothing will stop him from
getting the better of me even killing me or making me kill
myself.

And you re just going to be okay with that? Amadeus
asked as he spoke up. He glared at his mentor with a little
but too much aggression in his eyes. You re just going to
leave us behind and go out there to get killed on the idea
that he s just going to turn himself in after you re
done?

Maybe there s a bit more to the plan than that? Arlette
questioned Like with Living Laser?

Doc Samson shook his head. Nothing like that, no triggers
or suggestions in place.

Oh, Arlette nodded her head back in understanding.
Then you are a complete idiot then.

Leo fixed her with a glare. She stared right back. She like
everyone he surrounded himself with was exceptional, she
felt absolutely no fear.

Can anyone give me a better plan?

Headphones, white noise, sniper from The Shield Helli-
carrier, an EMP wave perfectly matched to his brain
waves? Amadeus offered. You give me an hour and I



can come up with hundreds!

And in an hour all of those people could be dead, sure
we d have a way to stop him but they d all be dead. You
come up with the idea whilst he gets his kicks with me and
then give it to someone else. Let someone else take him
down and all those people walk out unharmed.

Why the hell do you always have to play the hero!
yelled Dolan. You can decipher and break down everyone
else in the god damn world but what about yourself. Where
does this need come from for you to always put yourself in
harm s way and anyone who cares for you be damned?

I can t change who I am, he said with a shake of his
head. I don t understand why everyone is getting so
angry. He lied, he knew exactly why. He was furious
himself. He was about ready to tear the entire building to
pieces just to feel better. I m going to go, we ve all
thought it through and we all know it s the only way.
Killgrave has a grudge against me and it s only me who
can slow him down. I just want to speak to you all one at a
time.

Amadeus you re first, he motioned into the back office
with a nod of his head and vanished into the other room
followed by his young companion.

They moved into the room and quietly sat on the other side
of the des to one another. Come on then, I know you re
going to have a lot to say on it now were alone, Samson
said with a resigned smile.

Please don t do it, he spoke with his eyes full of tears.
Please don t, the attitude, the intelligence far beyond

his years just dropped away and Amadeus was a boy again.
He was a child scared of losing a friend, scared of losing
someone he loved.

I have to, he said simply. I ve got a chance however
Amadeus a chance most people don t get. This right here,
I have the chance to talk to everyone I love and to tell them
how I feel. You re one of them, Amadeus I love you as if
you were my own son.

Amadeus was silent. He couldn t look Samson in the eye.
I ve known you, been working with you since you were 5

years old and cracked the SHIELD database. I ve watched
you grow and I ve watched you change, you ve become
one hell of a young man. It s why I know you re going to
be fine without me. I just want you to remember all of the



money they offer you, all the science you do when you end
up head of SHIELD, leading the Fantastic Four or President
of the United States just remember to follow your heart.
You know what is right better than anyone else.

The women waited in tense silence waiting for Amadeus s
voice to be raised I a shout. He was an impetuous young
boy who didn t know how to respect his elders.

There instead was only a quiet murmur for 5 minutes or so
and then Amadeus opened the door and walked into the
office tears in his eyes. He held in his hand a piece of paper.

He s given me everything, he said as he moved into a
hug from Dolan. She knew Samson looked at Cho as if he
was his son.

Louise can you come in please, Samson called. The
blonde woman moved into the room closing the door behind
her.

Louise, Samson sighed.

You really are a magnificent ass aren t you, she smiled
showing her white teeth through her brilliantly red lips.

You re going to run off and fight him with everything
you ve got even though you know he can beat you with
just a whisper.

You understand I don t have a choice right?

She nodded. I also know Leonard that even if you did
you d still do this because you re a hero. It s why I work
for you.

I thought you needed the money? he smiled.

God no, I ve got enough in the bank to buy and sell your
cute little Gamma butt and always have. I ve worked for
you because I found it interesting, you re the only
superhero I ve ever met who would rather think through a
problem rather than rush in ready to punch, who thought
about the people he fought as people rather than punching
bags and a man who when he s got no other option will do
what he needs to. Like Living Laser, Absorbing Man even
that nut Faustus

She moved around the table and kissed him on the cheek
leaving a big red smudge on his face. You remind me so
much of my son, she smiled. He died back in Vietnam
trying to be a hero like his mother, he had a little too much
of me in him running straight in without thinking things



through.

Louise I m so sorry I knew about your daughter but I
never knew

That s because I never told you, she smiled. I d like
to thank you, he was only a baby in that war but being with
you makes me feel I got him back a little bit. I can see what
he s like a little.

Samson smiled and put his arm around her bringing her in
close for a hug. Now enough of his sappy crap, she
laughed gently. You need to talk to the other two and get
on with your day.

You re the strongest woman I ever met and I ve known
most of the Avengers, he smiled and with one final gentle
kiss she turned and exited.

Arlette walked through the door a second later. She turned
to shut it but was met by Samson as he walked passed her.

I wanted to do this first before I speak to Arlette, he
moved into the centre of the room and bent to one knee.

Stacy Dolan, I love you more than anything or anyone I
have every met so even though I know with what I m
about to do this is really un fair I just want to ask if I get
through this. If I survive my fight with Purple Man will you
marry me.

There was silence in the office for a few seconds. You
bastard, I can t believe you re off to fight Purple Man and
you ask me that swore Dolan Yes I will.

Samson stood up and threw his arms around her and began
to kiss her. It was like a movie kiss as he lifted her off her
feet.

Arlette with me please but we have to be quick, he held
onto Dolan s hand as long as he could before vanishing
into the room with Arlette just behind him. She shut the
door. He turned instantly to her.

The others stood quietly in the outer office, there was so
much to say but no one could bring themselves to speak.
They waited for an at least quiet Arlette to exit the office
(she was not prone to crying). They sat like that in silence
for about two minutes before there was a muted glow of
light and a barely audible Crack as Arlette teleported
away.

They looked at one another and then moved en-masse to



the door of Samson s office. Dolan opened it and swore
loudly, Samson was gone.

Later, Times Square

The hair on Samson s neck were standing up bristling with
nervous tingles along the surface of his skin. He stood
looking out at the sea of humanity which stood before him.
They were going absolutely wild with delight, mad with
anger, insane with despair.

They stood in their massed numbers violating one another
in a way which would normally get them arrested for public
ludeness if the police weren t joining in themselves. They
however seemed to be as into this as everyone else.

There were others who beat one another violently
slamming massive fists into one another s faces and
bodies. The most disconcerting part of it all however was
when they would suddenly shift groups and launch full of
passion into one of the other groups without missing a beat.

Purple Man s power had always fascinated Leo. Killgrave
was possibly the most adept mind controller in the world.
The majority of others could control your body, maybe
speak through your mouth but you kept your
consciousness; the feeling of being you . Killgrave
however was different.

The best anyone could figure it was that Killgrave whenever
speaking issued Infrasound waves. Infrasound had some
amazing abilities, it caused neurons and body membranes
to vibrate. It had been used in small scale experiments to
cause hallucinations or to give someone the feeling that
their was a more powerful being watching them. It was
believed now to be where people got a feeling of spirituality
from or saw ghosts. Killgrave whether he knew it or not
could control that.

He could make you believe whatever he told you, he told
you to feel something and the emotional centers deep in
your brain (usually beyond control by any methods) sparked
into life screaming with whatever he told it. It was
fascinating and terrifying from a neurological point of view.

Samson walked slowly into the crowd. They seemed to
ignore him.

Killgrave s large purple face filled the screens which



dominated Times Square. He looked bored with the
festivities . He had been watching this for an hour or so

now and his mind had now drifted onto other things, he was
simply awaiting Samson.

His face shifted and looked up a second before the screen s
changed to show a close up of Samson walking through the

partying crowds. It then cut back to Killgrave. Stop!
he commanded.

Instantly the crowds silenced and stood still. They were
completely silent, they stood staring silently without
blinking.

Good Doctor it is so good to see you, Killgrave grinned
on the big screen I have been waiting for you for all of
this time.

I ll do whatever you want Killgrave just let these people
go, Samson yelled. He continued to pick his way through
the crowd.

How I ve looked forward to making you pay for
everything you ve done to me, he snarled. You re
probably realizing now that clearly I can t hear you you
however can hear me. He grinned widely and winked at
the camera. Before I talk to you however I have one quick
request for everyone else get him!

Samson swore loudly as the crowd surged directly towards
him. He braced himself as the first wave of fists and feet
slammed into him as the people simply ran towards him and
began to pile on lashing out at him.

It took him a few seconds before he realized that honestly
they weren t going to do any damage. He by now had
hundreds of people in a circle around him and on him and
he still found it fairly easy to walk forward simply pushing
them back. This however was not to be the hardest part.

Samson fight back! laughed Purple Man. He must have
known that the attacks from the people would do next to
no damage. He was a master at causing pain however, an
expert in hate and so he knew exactly what buttons to push.

Samson balled his hands into fists and lashed out at the
people closest to him. They flew backwards wiping out
people in all directions with their bodies. When he hit them
they stayed down. He threw his shoulder into the people
around him sending them crumbling to their knees.



Purple Man watched the people flying around the air from
the mass of people and he laughed. He knew no matter how
much Samson felt he was enjoying it that somewhere in
there the green haired goliath was hating himself.

The people suddenly shifted their position like the rising of a
wave as a ball of them shot into the air and one by one
dropped away. They fell as their grips couldn t deal with
the force of the air as Samson leapt into the air.

Purple Man cursed. Samson was at the apex of his leap
when he realized what he d told Samson to do fight
back and that was exactly what he was intending to do.
Samson touched down causing a massive ripple to race
through the ground toppling Purple Man over.

Stand still! Don t come any closer! he barked at the
green haired goliath. Samson did just that.

On your knees! he barked. Samson s legs folded and
he dropped down onto his knees, his body sunk so that his
hands pressed against the floor as he crouched there
shoulders slumped forward with his hair hanging over his
face.

Oh how the mighty have fallen, he grinned as he
crouched down on the other side of the little raised
platform. All of the talk, all of the superiority when I was
being doped up to the eyes and it s all just faded away
now hasn t it. Now that I am back to my true self.

He grinned showing his deep Purple gums to Samson.
How about I start having my fun Cry for me.

Leonard s eyes immediately began to well up with tears.
The thoughts that he held back whenever possible of his
father and how he had died a shell of his former self filled
his mind. The tears which he could normally hold back so
easily also began to flow. He sobbed loudly as his tears
dripped to the floor.

Now crawl towards me and like the blood from my
boots, Purple Man laughed as he stood up and watched
the massive figure begin to move forward on all fours
sniveling like a child.

Samson got close to him and then lowered his face. His
tongue extended and brushed against the leather of the
man s boots. An irony tang filled his taste buds.

Stop, Purple Man said with some measure of glee. He



was very happy with himself all of a sudden. I ve had a
better idea. You re going to pick me up and take me to
your loved ones. The people you care most about in the
world where you ll then tear them apart and when that is
done you will pleasure me sexually amongst their
remains. He laughed after he d given the command.

Len stood up and faced Purple Man. His arm stretched out
and gripped his throat tightly.

Purple Man gasped for air and tried to issue a command, he
lashed out at Samson but the massive arms and chest of
the man barely felt the flea bites.

I have learned so much in the time I ve worked with
you a lot more in the last few minutes. I can see we need
more therapy sessions, he shook the struggling villain
violently.

I have been through a lot more in all that time too,
Samson smiled One thing I ve discovered in that time
was during my problems with Doctor Faustus when Arlette
couldn t control me. When you re under the influence of
mind control you re untouchable to another s.

A big grin spread across the face of Doc Samson. Murmur
said knock you out!

Leonard planted his other hand on the small of Purple
Man s back and hauled him into the air before slamming
him down with a mighty scream of triumph into the floor.
The man s body stiffened for a second and then went limp
as he lapsed into unconsciousness.

Samson s fingers moved to check his pulse, he was alive.
Samson didn t want to admit it but he did get a little bit of
pleasure from the action he d just performed.

He stood up to face the crowds who were now snapping out
of the control of Purple Man and were quickly falling head
first into a panic. If I can have your attention please,
said Samson as he picked up Purple Man s microphone.

If you please just remain calm help will be arriving any
minute now. I m Doctor Leonard Samson and I d just like
to say if anyone needs some help dealing with the events of
today I can assist. I m here to help.



THE END
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