Deadline 12.1
It was 5:30 in the morning when the door to the common room of the upper base flung open. I was weighing the benefits of different types of breakfast and looked up as Glory Girl, wide-eyed in panic, flew in.
“Leviathan!” she yelled, hair mussed, her costume obviously hastily donned.
“Yeah, in like eight hours,” I replied, ignoring the wave of Aura that was trying to make me feel guilty. Normally I’d be on her ass for not controlling it, and part of me still wanted to, but her lack of control was understandably, even if only barely. 
Getting the email from my father detailing Leviathan’s arrival at exactly 1:18 this afternoon was an unexpected windfall, and would be very useful in the future, as the chances of Behemoth still attacking New Delhi were likely going to be such that we couldn’t count on it. Herb had then gone and told Cauldron with ten hours before arrival. It was two and a half hours later, and they were apparently getting off their asses to tell everyone else.
A bit of the panic faded from Vicky’s eyes, replaced with confusion. “Huh?”
I slipped out my own phone and checked, just to make sure they hadn’t been that dumb. For once, they hadn’t. “‘The PRT has received reliable information that Leviathan will attack Brockton Bay, New Hampshire sometime after eleven p.m. today. If you are currently in Brockton Bay, New Hampshire, please proceed to an Endbringer Shelter in the next two hours for safe transportation out of the area of probable attack,’” I read aloud. “‘If you live within ten miles of Brockton Bay, please vacate the area in the next four hours. If you are a parahuman that wishes to participate, please contact the PRT for the nearest transportation point. Please do not panic.’ Okay, the last part’s dumb, but it’s not bad,” I editorialized.
“You. . you knew?” she asked, shock and outrage playing across her features.
I shrugged again, “Who do you think told the PRT? Yeah, we’re fighting Leviathan today, shortly after one in the afternoon. My previous orders stand: stick near Dean no matter what, keep him alive, and for god’s sake make sure you’re never in the water. Go back to sleep Vicky, I’ll have breakfast ready for everyone at seven.”
“The bugs!” she yelled in realization. “That was training!”
“Levi’s going to be faster, but yeah,” I admitted. “Go back to sleep.”
“I can’t sleep when I know an Endbringer is attacking!” she shot back.
“Well, he’s not for several more hours, and you’re going to need that sleep Vicky. Go bug Panacea if you’re having trouble, she can help. Now get,” I commanded gently, “worrying isn’t going to make it any better. There’s a lot of reasons I didn’t tell you, and we’ll go over them during the team meeting we’ll be having over Breakfast.”
She nodded, numbly, and left, while I decided to just say ‘fuck it’ and make a full spread, people could get eat whatever they wanted. That just left figuring out how to make everything so that it was ready all at once.
I got to work, sending a message to everyone’s phones saying, “Don’t worry, I’ll explain over breakfast at 7.”


When the residents of Eclipse assembled, they were extremely quiet, each wrapped up in their thoughts. I waved for them to partake in the spread, having gathered my own plate. “Everyone get something, then I’ll talk,” I instructed when they just stood and stared at the food, and from the expressions of the others, they didn’t like it, but they complied. Herb grinned, but it looked forced.
Once everyone had gotten their first plate, I set my waffles aside and clapped my hands. “So, as you likely guessed, the first real threat is here. Leviathan.” Looking at Theo, Canary, Hedera, and Dean, who’d shown up to the base five minutes ago, I revealed, “Break and I got a very in depth view of what would’ve happened in Brockton Bay from a month ago to late July, but we had to deal with the prophet’s dilemma: we would know what was coming only if we didn’t stop what happened before it. Obviously, we’ve meddled, but we’ve kept it small.”
Panacea let out a disbelieving snort, but Herb beat me to responding. “Nah, really. For him, he has.”
“Thanks?” I replied, not sure if that was a compliment or not. “Anyways, the more we change things, the more unreliable it gets. That’s why we’ve been working to prepare, but weren’t able to tell you for fear of things going much worse.”
“What’s worse than an Endbringer?” Purity asked, starting to glow in agitation.
“Three,” replied Taylor, not missing a beat. “No one’s got warning like this, so who knows what it’ll do?”
“Luckily, we got word from the short-term precog I’ve got on retainer that it’s just going to be Leviathan, who’s coming in at one-eighteen. Given how precogs mess with precogs, and all the other abilities that affect precogs, all of whom are going to be flooding the city to fight him, that’s all I was able to get, but that’s why we were able to warn the Triumvirate, who told the PRT, who are managing everything else,” I reassured them. “And if for some reason we’re wrong? If two, or all three show up? Every needs to run. Those in the base hold tight, short of a direct attack it should hold, and everyone else scatter while Æonic, Break, and I hold them off.”
“Hold them off?” Vicky scoffed, unbelieving. “You think. . .” she trailed off as I subtly thickened the air in the room, lightly pressing down on all of them as I looked at her seriously. It was underhanded, but it was needed to impress upon her that I was being completely serious.
“Victoria, the three of us are Triumvirate-Tier parahumans, and we’ve got four of Break’s brothers coming in for the fight, all of whom are just a little weaker than him. If things get bad, Boardwalk will jump in, as well as a new recruit, and they’re each almost as strong as I am. We’ll do it, but how well do you think the PRT would react to the Super-strong Nine of us coming out of the woodwork all at once?” I asked, stressing the phrase as I let up on the pressure.
Dean started to say something, but stopped himself. “I hope they’d be grateful, since you’re helping,” he finally stated.
“I do too,” I earnestly agreed, getting a surprised look from him, “but I’d hope they’d be thankful that Boardwalk saved their Wards, and we know how that turned out. Let’s just say I know things that make that highly unlikely. What’ the phrase? Hope in one hand?” Herb snorted and Kayden shot me a reproachful look, glancing over to Theo to see if he understood me. She needn’t have worried, as only Taylor got the reference, smiling into her tea. “So, let’s talk Leviathan. First of all, do everything you can to stay out of the water, obviously. He’s good at large-scale displays of power, like his tidal waves. Speaking of which.”
I tossed everyone an earpiece, giving two to Dean. “This will keep us all in touch. I’ll be giving Æonic his later. Dean, give the other one to Missy. Theo, Robin, Hedera, use the base’s computers to watch what’s going on and warn us if you see something you think we should know about, like a tidal wave.” I waited for nods from everyone before continuing.
“So, Leviathan. Never was a Parahuman, the Endbringers are something else entirely. Their bodies are incredibly tough, and they have a core somewhere you need to break to kill them permanently. We’re not trying to kill Leviathan,” I stressed to the capes around me. “The damage done to Brockton Bay in the process would be catastrophic. Behemoth explodes like a Nuke when he dies, and I have no idea what Leviathan would do.”
Complete silence met my statement. Mollified that they were taking this seriously, I continued, “He has ‘eyes’, but they may just be for show. He definitely feels all of the water around him, so unless you’re indoors he knows you’re there, and even if you are indoors he may or may not be able to feel the water in your body. But here’s the thing: he’s kind of a dick.”
“Um, Endbringer?” Glory Girl chimed in, sounding off balance and trying to find something solid to cling to. “Being a dick is totes all they do.”
“Kinda,” I told her, noticing how she’d scooted closer to Dean and was currently holding his hand. I really hoped they both survived. “Behemoth is generally apathetic, and Ziz is sadistic, but more curiously sociopathic than anything else, Levi likes to play with his opponents like a cat playing with a mouse. He’s the only one where having a Striker power matters in the slightest, as he’ll let his opponents get close, putting up only a token resistance, and let them hit him. Then he’ll try to strike back, but play at being injured. He even pretends to ‘bleed’ despite it having no effect whatsoever. Then, when the cape thinks they’re actually doing something, they get cocky and bang,” I hit the table causing everyone else to jump, “he’ll actually kill you. However, this is exploitable. If he gets close, hit him once, and while he’s acting injured fucking run. He’ll send a blast of compressed water at you, or try to hit you with his tail, or something, but if you can get away and let someone else distract him you’re safe, or as safe as you’re going to get. Watch from attacks from behind, as he can turn any water around you into a weapon, and he brings a freaking monsoon with him wherever he goes.”
“And the others?” Purity asked intently, the attention of the others snapping to her, then back to me as Herb groaned and sighed, putting his face in his hand.
“Khonsu’s a coward, and I don’t know enough about Tohu and Bohu to say, but they’re not showing up for six months at the earliest,” I explained quickly. “But we’re talking Leviathan. Behemoth is strength, The Simurgh is finesse, but Leviathan is speed. He can move the water he leaves behind himself to move himself, so if you’re in visual range, you’re in striking range, or in blasting range as he whips his hand or tail towards you, sending a high-velocity blast of water in your direction.”
“Purity,” I instructed, “follow Legend’s lead, blast from afar. Yes, you could probably hit him better up close but the reverse is also true, and while you’ve got that defensive move you still need a moment to pull it off and it might not hold up to a concentrated stream. We want your help, but we also want you to live.” Herb nodded seriously, and she glanced over to him, expression flickering, emotions flashing by in complex combinations before she looked back to me and nodded. Hedera didn’t look too happy about what she saw in Kayden, but I didn’t care.
“Lady Bug, Panacea, you stay in the triage center they set up, and I don’t care what anyone says, you aren’t going to leave unless Leviathan is either gone or is coming for you. The first will be obvious, and if it’s the second then call for us, run, and hide together. I can save both of you if you’re together easily, but things get much worse if you’re split up.” I did not want to make some bullshit ‘which do you save’ choice. On one level, Panacea was more useful, on the other hand I didn’t want either of them to die!
They both glanced at each other, frowning, then glaring at each other, then turning back to me, Panacea nodding while Taylor promised, “I will.”
“Glory Girl, I don’t care what anyone says, don’t go with Alexandria. You stay with Gallant, and both of you stay with Vista. Gallant, I don’t give a shit if doing so is insubordination, I don’t give a shit if you’re benched for a month because of it, you all stay together,” I commanded. 
Dean looked unsure, but Vicky mouthed ‘he died’, and I gave a firm nod. She moved to hold his hand with both of hers, and he looked between the two of us. She looked over at him, imploringly, and he slowly nodded. “Okay, I will.” He gave a short laugh. “I’m not going to argue with anything that keeps Vics from fighting an Endbringer.” She gave a short, teary laugh and nodded.
“And what about you two?” Hedera asked, looking at Herb and I.
“Us?” I smiled grimly. “We’ll be in his face, trying to beat the shit out of water-Godzilla while trying to stay alive.”


Flying over the city, it was like someone kicked over an anthill. The roads downtown were locked, people not listening to the directions and trying to drive out, though at the edges things were progressing fairly well. Squinting, I could barely make out someone, picking up a wrecked car and clearing the road for traffic to continue. There were dozens of fliers in the air, going this way and that, and several mechanical dragons with windows in the side flew through the air, ferrying people from where they’d gathered to the edges of the city, where a small fleet of busses was waiting, more continuing to arrive.
As much as I hated the PRT, this kind of large-scale operation was something they were far better at than I could be. Continuing to the Unitarian church Æonic used as a front, there were a lot of people moving in and out, some still in the uniform of my brother’s gang. It wasn’t subtle in the slightest, but with the threat of the imminent attack no one cared. While a couple people gave me a worried look when I touched down, carrying a large duffel bag, a middle eastern girl hurried forward to me, leading me inside without a word.
Blinking, a Vibrant Blue & Light Green glow surrounded her. Respawn was her most prevalent ability, but Temporal Overwrite and Tinker Cybernetics swirled around her main power’s glow. Keeping my expression neutral, I carefully looked her over as I followed her, seeing if I could spot any cybernetic implants on her, but if there were any, they were either too subtle to spot or covered up by her BDU’s. I was broken from my thoughts by my brother clearing his throat, having been taken to a side room. The Tinker left, closing the door behind her, leaving the two of us in a side obvious.
“Dude, no checking out my minions!” my little brother scolded.
“What?” I asked, unsure of what he was talking about. I wasn’t planning on poaching his lieutenants, but that didn’t seem to be what he was implying.
“You were staring at her ass!”
Oh. “I was looking to see if she had augmentations,” I defended. “Since she’s your cybernetics Tinker.”
He gave me a measuring look, before snorting and shaking his head. “That ass ain’t fake.”
I wanted to ask what, exactly, what he meant by that, but changed the subject, putting the bag I was carrying down on the desk with a solid thunk. “I’ve got some things for you.” Passing him the box with the earpiece, I instructed, “This will patch you into my base’s comms, so we can keep in touch during the fight, but this is what I’m sure you really want.”
Opening the bag fully, I pulled out what Theo had completed a few days prior. He’d been stuck until he’d started working with Herb, who’d been able to copy the kid’s Tinker ability and whose different mindset allowed him to work synergistically with Theo to create something truly impressive. It was a long, blocky thing that looked like it came from a gritty sci-fi movie, and practically screamed TINKERTECH. 
Gunmetal grey, it had a standard trigger assembly and down the thick barrel were a series of circular protrusions that, when I flipped the safety off and activated it, glowed a dull brown. In front of the trigger, hanging slightly, was a circular power cell that was slotted in at a thirty-degree angle to hold tight to the gun, and which was had lines running down it that glowed the same brown.
“This is a desiccation gun, which’ll instantly destroy any water in a thirty-foot cone in whatever direction its fired. It will not, however, hurt anyone,” I warned.
“Where’s the fun in that?” Æonic scoffed, folding his arms, and I could hear the smug grin in his tone.
I gave him a disapproving look, “The fun is not having to choose between being hunted down by every other cape by violating the Endbringer Truce or being unable to stop a high-pressured blast of water from cutting you in half.” From his head movement, he was rolling his eyes, but I just continued, “Right, so each cell gives you eleven shots, and you’ve got six cells, counting the one in the gun. That’s enough to help you survive an encounter with Levi, but not enough to use for everything. These fights can last anywhere from forty-five minutes to several hours, though Levi’s tend to be shorter but more brutal, so try not to use it if you don’t have to.”
The villain nodded, “Won’t be a problem. Got any more goodies?”
“That’s not enough?” I asked incredulously, holding something that gave him a hard counter to half of Levi’s arsenal. “What else do you want?”
He shrugged, “What’dya got?”
I considered the issue. “What’s your preferred melee weapon?”
He started to respond, holding up a hand, only to hesitate, holding them both up in a ‘I don’t care’ gesture as he shrugged agin, “Yes? I mean, ever since my ass got dropped here I know how to fight, but I’m not sure. Something classy?”
“Define ‘classy’,” I prodded. He just waved to his costume. Rolling my eyes, I slipped my phone out with one hand, considering the different Victorian age weapons my browser provided, finding something immediately. “Do you have something with your gang’s symbol on it?” I asked, and he slipped a business-card from a pocket. Reaching out towards the bare wall to my side, I tapped Metal Creation and got to work, extending a long tube of gold and white metal from the wall, giving it the spiral pattern, which Taylor and I had discovered was the secret to giving Orichalcum it’s force enhancing properties.
“Kaiser?” Charlie asked, and I nodded as I put my phone away and the wall rippled violently, rattling the doorframe slightly. Someone knocked and he told them “Nothing to worry about, my dear. I have everything in hand,” as I concentrated, forming not only the rod, but what was contained within. It took several minutes before I finished, narrowing the tip to an infinitesimally small wire, which snapped as I pulled my creation free.
It was a cane, with the symbol of ‘For Whom the Bell Tolls’ on the top instead of Arachne Assemblages, and I manifested a tiny air blade to cut the wire connecting the two separate parts. “Don’t toss it to anyone, it amplifies force if you swing or throw it,” I informed him, carefully handing it to him.
“I suppose a cane works,” he said, sounding a little disappointed. “But it’s kinda basic bitch. I was hoping for some. . .” he trailed off, head tilting as he looked at what I’d given him, watching as his arms seemed to move without any input from him. Holding the middle with one hand, and the top with another, he moved a bit stiffly as he separated the cane into two pieces, unsheathing the thin blade.
“Huh,” he remarked, swinging the blade, his movements far smoother than the time I’d tried to teach him how to wield a blade, years ago. A tip caught the metal table I’d laid the duffel bag down, and it cut through the solid steel like it wasn’t even there. “Oh fuck the hell yes,” he muttered to himself as the door opened.
It was an Asian girl, who was carrying a tablet and froze as she saw the two of us, him with the sword while I was holding an obviously Tinkertech rifle. “Um, boss-man? You asked to know when we’d finished. . .” she glanced at me, before going back to staring at the weapon in my hands, “doing the thing.”
“Wha?” Charlie asked, looking over at her before clearing his throat and sheathing the weapon. “Ah, yes of course. The base has been sealed?”
His minion, who glowed with the Vibrant Blue & Light Grey of Respawn, Temporal Leap, and Tinker Small Arms, glanced up at me before refocusing on the gun with undisguised interest, which made a certain amount of sense. “Um. . . can I?” she asked, edging closer. Looking over at Æonic he nodded, so I held it out for her, not letting go.
She lifted it, but frowned as she tried to look it over, having to struggle to get a good hold on it, the four-foot-long weapon looking ridiculous being held by the five-foot-two girl. Æonic walked over, lifting it fairly easily, his own Peak Condition allowing to handle the thirty-five-pound gun with ease. “Hefty,” he commented as she looked at him in disbelief, looking over to me as well.
“It needed to be, to make this work. Any lighter and it’d be shorter range, have less shots, or have lower limit on how much it could dissipate, instead of what it has now, which is yes,” I observed. “So, I’ve got a few more people to see before this thing goes down. You’re keeping your people out of the fight, right?”
“All of them except for Gnomon,” he agreed. “He’s a new recruit, and insisted. His power isn’t something your gear would help with,” he added. “He’s the impetuous sort, and hopefully this will let it get it out of his system, assuming he survives.”
“Fair enough,” I agreed, heading for the door with the duffel bag. “In that case, good hunting, Æonic.”
“I appreciate it,” he thanked me, “as we are going to be hunting the Most Dangerous Game. . . Endbringers.” 


I was on my way to Boojack and Rune, to brief them for the upcoming battle, when a pigeon appeared before me. What made this odd was that that damn thing seemed to teleport, was staring right at me, and had superpowers.
“Mick,” I greeted, and it flinched, form shifting until it turned into an enormous, sky-blue vulture with a twenty-foot wingspan, the man in question riding said bird, glancing around nervously. “I thought we were avoiding mythological creatures?” I asked without malice. From when he was formed, he would’ve had Herb’s memories from when we’d gone over his dire-werewolf form, agreeing that anything mythological should not be used with our primary identities, so as to seem less dangerous to the PRT.
He flinched again, as if I’d took a swing at him, and replied quickly. “Prehistoric. Argentavis. Not Myth.” His Stand, who I still didn’t know the name of, kept its head on a swivel, keeping careful track of all the parahumans around us.
Reaching into my belt, they both stiffened as I pulled out an earpiece. “So you can stay in touch during the fight,” I explained, holding it out as we both flew towards my destination, making no move to come closer. With a flap the giant bird blew past me in an instant, Mick grabbing the device and putting it in his ear. 
“We’ll be around,” was all he said, before the bird flapped and they both disappeared.
“You’ll also want to get an armband from Dragon,” I told him over the comms. “She’ll be able to tell you when someone needs help, and without Armsdick there to mess with things they won’t be messed with.”
“Ok,” he replied curtly, before the connection was cut. If I had to assume it was because he shifted forms, the earpiece going into whatever space his clothing went when he changed shape.
Happy to get that taken care of, that left three more replicants to contact. Tyrone had moved out to somewhere else in the city but was likely to just show up at the base. If he didn’t, I’d just meet him at the gathering of capes at eleven. The PRT had sent a text to all registered heroes, and it was being played every few minutes as an emergency broadcast far below. Curtis. . . I had no way to contact, which, in retrospect, was a mistake. He’d said he’d show up to the fight, but I had no idea if that meant he’d come back to the base, show up at the meeting, or just jump Leviathan in the middle of the fight. That left Boojack and Rune, who I was on-route to now.
Touching down on the roof, a hand over the door down unlocked the door in an instant, the cameras not covering the entrance, oddly enough. Strolling down to the proper floor, the entire place was dead quiet except for the thumping base coming from the room I was walking towards. Knocking on the door, the music continued, and no one answered. I tried again, with similar results. Feeling rather annoyed, I blanketed the area in silence for a long moment, before knocking on the door and allowing only that sound to propagate throughout the area, before letting go, the music slamming back into place.
Muffled cursing could barely be heard, the music shutting off a few seconds later. The locks slid open and the door opened, as Rune opened the door and yelled, “The fuck you wa. . .” freezing when she saw me.
“I came to talk to you and Boojack about your role in the upcoming Endbringer fight,” I informed her, the smell of weed mixed with something else assaulting my senses. In addition, Rune was wearing an oversized T-shirt and apparently nothing else, though it was large enough to effectively be a dress on her slight frame. “Tell Boojack I want you both showered and ready to discuss strategy in ten minutes, or I’ll come in myself. Go.” I prodded, causing her to jump and slam the door shut, locking it again.
I sighed, pinching my nose as I tried not to think of any of the unfortunate implications of what I just saw. That and trying to place the secondary smell I’d been hit in the face with. It was hard to smell anything over the overpowering stench of pot, but there was something else there, almost musky. Did they not take out the trash or something?
With no cameras in the hallway I was able to work, though I did drop a wall of darkness around me just in case. It was easy to create the folding platform I’d designed, even if I did have to fly to avoid the ripples of the floor from knocking me over. Stashing it in the bag, I made an orichalcum knife, just to test a theory.
That ate up a good bit of time, and I only had to wait a minute before Rune opened the door again, once again hitting me face-full with that odd stench, letting me in. Her hair was still soaking wet, but she wasn’t dressed in Boojack’s shirt or the skimpy outfit she’d worn when I’d first seen her, so I’d take what I could get.
Boojack was waiting inside, smoking a blunt, but he was dressed so that was acceptable. He did look annoyed, but I didn’t care. Tossing him his earpiece, he opened it, snorted, and put it in. “Rune,” I commanded, getting the teenager’s attention as I set the reinforced duffel bag on the small kitchen table they had, which groaned slightly under the weight, “first of all put this on.” She hesitantly put her own earpiece in, jumping when Zilla greeted her. “This’ll keep you in contact with everyone else. Now, go back to your room and put this on, It’s cloth, then plate, then robes.” I instructed, handing her the new costume. I’d had Regent’s armor flash red for a few minutes before dismissing it to reclaim the material to make it. She was in that grey zone where she was not only too useful an asset to not bring in, but also was low priority overall so had very little in the way of training.
It was something I’d fix when I had enough time, and if she wanted to join the Penumbral Defenders. She looked incredulous, then surprised when what appeared to be steel turned out to be nearly weightless. She retreated back to the main bedroom of the apartment instead of the guest room, which was odd. Finally placing the second smell, I looked over at Boojack, who had gone back to smoking his joint and waiting placidly.
“Dude, she’s fourteen!” I chided, scandalized. 
He just shrugged, “So?”
“You’re thirty!”
He shrugged again, “So?”
“Dude, no!” I said, unable to come up with anything more substantive in the moment. From my interactions I knew that Herb’s clones would do things that he never would, but while this was the kind of thing I might’ve expected from Curtis, I thought Boojack was better than this!
He shrugged a third time. “It’s not like it was my idea. Told her I didn’t give a shit how she dressed ‘cause I didn’t find her skinny white ass sexy, so she tried to prove me wrong. She’s not bad.”
I was in no way okay with any of this, but I didn’t have time to try to handle this right now. “Stop shtooping the fourteen-year-old! She’s young enough to be your daughter!”
“Shtooping?” Boojack snorted. “And I’m the old one? Don’t see what you’re worried ‘bout. I’m a villain. ‘Sides, it’s not like anyone gives a shit if it’s just statutory.”
“I give a shit!” I shot back. “Gah. . . just, just stop doing it, okay?”
He shrugged, which I’d somehow forgotten was his default response to any and all criticism. “I’ll try.”
“No, there is there no try, only do or do not, and stop doing her!” I argued.
“I’ll try.”
I growled in frustration, and he ignored me, taking another pull. “You need some help?” he called to Rune instead.
“I can do it myself, not like a sambo like you could figure this out!” she called back, reminding me that she was also a nazi, or at least an ex-nazi, which didn’t make what they were doing any better. A moment later she called, “But I guess you could. It’s not like I need your help or anything!”
Boojack gave me a smug smile and walked in after her. Listening in, to make sure they weren’t doing anything while I was right there, there was a lot of racial slurs from both parties, but if you ignored the content of what was being said and focus on the tonality, she seemed embarrassed and relieved at his help, and he seemed both amused and comforting about it.
The two returned, and looking at her in armor, the effect seemed more Jedi than Mage, but it still worked. Handing her the smooth, perfectly clear helmet, she frowned, flipping her hood down to put it on. Just as intended, when she put the hood back up it was undetectable.
Taking out my phone and pretending to do something on it, I adjusted the armor, causing her to squeak as it tightened up slightly, lengthened slightly, and generally reshaped itself to fit her. Once that was done, I put my phone away and addressed them both. “Boojack, you’re to harry Levi whenever possible. Try to do so when you can save someone, or if no-one else is engaging him. Keep him off balance, but don’t get into a one-v-one slugfest, you’ll either lose or escalate things too much. Rune. . . you need a better name. First of all, see if you can use your power on your armor.”
“I,” she hesitated, continuing when I made a ‘go on’ gesture. “I can’t do it on cloth.” Boojack snorted, but I ignored him.
“Which is why you’ve got a breastplate,” I told her. She looked at the metallic bust of her armor, her hand hovering over the portion of the armor that displayed assets she did not yet have. “Breastplate means a single piece of armor covering your entire torso. Draw it on your stomach.”
Obviously relieved, she did so, her finger glowing even through her glove as she traced an intricate pattern with a practiced hand. It didn’t match any runes that I knew of, being far too complicated to be Futhark. I copied her power as it took effect, the armor, which had included a modified climbing harness, lifting slightly, causing her to float in the air, limbs windmilling slightly. Boojack lazily reached up and stabilized her.
She set herself down, giggling as she took off and landed a few more times. I cleared my throat and she dropped to the ground with a thunk, a look of panic flashing across her face. “Alright, next idea. Take this,” I told her, handing her the Orichalcum knife. Creating a steel plate in the duffel bag, I held it up. “Alright, use your power and try to stab the knife into this. I’m serious, try it,” I insisted when she hesitated.
She traced her symbol on the handling, the blade levitating upwards before it shot forward and impacted the plate in my hand. Lacking any unnatural force, it bounced off, scratching the metal, but that was all. “Okay, keep it as a holdout weapon,” I instructed, creating a sheath on her armor and pointing it out. “Just be careful throwing or striking with it, since it’ll hit harder than you’d think. Last thing, this is for you.”
Opening the duffel wide, I pulled out what looked like a chain-link fence folded over many times. I demonstrated how to unfold it into a ten-foot diameter circle, with thin metallic rods keeping it stable. “Use this as transport if you need it, it’ll collapse for easy travel, but it’ll be good if you need a platform in a pinch. Don’t advertise that you can use your armor to fly, only use it to get away if you need to. I don’t want you to fight Levi, or to get anywhere close to him. I want you to volunteer for search and rescue instead. Understand?”
She nodded, relieved. “Okay,” I said, wracking my brain. “And as for names. . . Let’s go with Raida.”
“Raida?” she echoed, confused.
“Raido’s the rune for movement, you move things, but Raido sounds masculine so Raida,” I explained. “If you can come up with something better, I’m open to suggestions, but it’s a good name for an Endbringer fight.” Looking at her, I realized that you could see her face and set the top half of the helmet to be the same dark-green of her cloak, but slightly darker, giving her an Alexandria-ish look. Additionally, I imprinted the rune in question on the back of her cloak in an eye-catching yellow, in case any of us needed to spot her in a hurry.
“If you need help, call and we’ll try to get there if we can, and if we call for help you’ll need to come help in turn, though we’re not going to ask you to go anywhere close to Levi,” I reassured her. “Any questions?”
She just stared at me, not saying anything. “We’re good,” Boojack said, putting a reassuring hand on her shoulder, which snapped her out of whatever she was thinking and she nodded. 
“Yeah, I won’t let you down,” she promised.
“You’re main priority is to survive, Raida,” I cautioned her. “Boojack can heal from pretty much anything, even if it’ll take a bit, but you can’t. Stay safe, and try to save as many as you can.”
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