Prologue:


Krypton’s blazing fiery red sun was ten times the size of Earth’s sun as it overlooked Krypton – a planet that was roughly the size of Earth.  Krypton had satellites surrounding it and spaceships going in and out of it indicating that kryptonians were a very advanced race.  The colors of Krypton were a mixture of green, red, purple and black – the four types of meteor rock.  There were purple, prismatic crystalline mountains near a city and there was a gleaming red lake nearby.  The soil on Krypton was black and the sky was green.  When it became night, the sky would turn a darker green.


Among the wildlife on Krypton were shark-crocodiles and tenacious brain tentacles and great brain tentacles.  Other animals included pushmi-pullyus and cerberi.


Among the inhabitances on Krypton were Jor-El, his wife Lara, their son Var-El, General Zod, Ursa, Non, Count Von-Da and Viscount Proth.


The capital of Krypton was Kryptopolis where the government was.  The residents of Kryptonopolis have constructed of pure green crystalline matter that enclosed and protected them from the blazing red sun.  There were futuristic glass buildings, glass skyways, tunnels and enclosed gardens.  The most important landmark on all of Krypton was a on a specific domed structure silhouetted against the sky.


There used to be a language just for kryptonians, but one scientist – Jor-El’s great grandfather, - sent a unmanned satellite to Earth and recorded their the language of English.  Ever since that time, kryptonians have been speaking English and the original language has ceased to exist.

Inside Jor-El’s house, Jor-El was arguing with his thirteen year-old son Var-El.


“You will rule the world, Var-El,” Jor-El shouted.


“And what if I refuse,” Var-El shouted back.


“Then you will die!”


Jor-El then smacked his son across the face and the latter stumbled and hit the wall, but Jor-El did not stop there and punched his son in the stomach.  There was a grunt as Var-El fell to the floor near a piece of machinery.


“Excellent, my love,” Lara said upon entering.  “Now let’s make sure he knows what his destiny is.”


“Yes, I want him to rule the world!”


“I will never do what you say,” coughed Var-El as he spat up blood.  “I will not be like you.”


And then slowly, the young adolescent got up and walked out the door in the direction of a low somewhat subterranean warehouse which he shared with his girlfriend Wiv and their associate Rau.


“Next time I’ll give him a real beating,” Jor-El said sinisterly and his wife smiled cruelly.

***


Var-El raced across the landscape towards the warehouse.  Var-El, Wiv and Rau all roomed together for there was safety in numbers.  Wiv and Rau were orphans, unlike Var-El.  The young adolescent pounded at the door shouting to be let in.


“Var-El,” Wiv asked, “is that you?”


“Yeah it’s me!  Let me in!”


The door unlocked and opened to reveal Wiv in her suit with her family symbol – poison ivy – standing in the doorway.  Wiv was sixteen and Rau as nineteen.


“Good God, Var-El, what happened?”


“Jor-El,” was the answer.


“Well don’t just stand there, come on in.”


Var-El entered shaking terribly.  He coughed up some more blood.  He, Wiv and their associate Rau were rebels and unlike the other kryptonians, they did not care about world domination or politics.


Just then Rau entered.  His family crest was a black spade.


“Jor-El again,” he said, lighting a cigarette and Wiv nodded.  “Damn, something must be done about that guy.”


“I know,” Var-El answered as he took a bottle of beer that Rau handed him.  Afterwards, Wiv removed the upper half of her boyfriend’s suit, revealing many scars.  “But what do we do.  If we kill him, we’ll be just as bad if not worse than he is.”


“Then don’t kill him,” Rau said as Var-El layed on his stomach.


“Then what do we do,” Wiv asked, lighting a cigarette as Var-El looked up.


“Commit petty crimes such as stealing.”


“Actually, that sounds like fun,” Var-El said, smiling a little sinisterly as Wiv gently massaged his shoulders and gave him a kiss on the cheek.  Rau looked the other way.
***

Meanwhile, the Council of Elders was holding a meeting to discuss very important political issues, such as were to spend government money, the military and construction of Phantom Zones.  Among the Council were Jor-El, General Zod, Count Von-Da and Viscount Proth.  Jor-El family symbol was an S in a triangle, General Zod’s family symbol was two crossed swords, Count Von-Da’s family symbol was a dragon head and Viscount Proth’s family symbol was a X.


Our first topic of business,” the Count said, “is where to spend government money and I suggest the military.”


I second that idea,” General Zod, who was a five-star general in the Kryptonian Defense Force, said.


“Viscount Proth, Jor-El, do either you have anything to say?”


“If we are going to spend it on the military we should build a great battle station,” the Viscount said.


“What do you have to say, Jor-El,” General Zod asked.


“Use the money to build a super-computer.  Here, I’ve brought the plans for it.”


Jor-El reached into his bag and took out a folder marked “Confidential” and layed it out on the projector.  The giant looming faces of the Council of Elders on screens surveyed the room from a bird’s eye view.


“Now you see here my associates,” Jor-El said, “that we could build a super-computer to run things for us; you know, make life easier.  I even have a name for it – Brainiac.”  Then the scientist began to explain all of what the super-computer could do.  “It would have artificial intelligence and do things much faster than we can.  The three green blinking lights will be its ‘brain’; I don’t know what exactly you’d call it since it’s not really alive.  It could scan all of Krypton and maybe some day, other worlds and this, my associates, is its ‘heart.’”  The scientist held up a green swirling cube for all the kryptonians to see.


“Jor-El,” Count Von-Da asked, “how much do you think this will cost?”


“Three hundred billion kryptics.”


 “That’s insane.  You’re not building this machine with government money.  Let’s move on now.”
Jor-El, irritated, sat back down as the Count continued by saying, “Our next order of business will be the military.  I guess that means you have the floor General.”


General Zod got up and began talking, “I guess I have the Count and the Viscount’s support.  I too would find a battle station to be a great asset and have also brought blueprints for my proposal – the Death Star.”  General Zod presented a folder marked “Confidential” to the Council and began explaining what the Death Star could do, which included destroying whole planets.”


“And how much will this cost General Zod,” the Count asked.


“Nine hundred billion kryptics.”


“I think we can manage that.”


“This is an outrage,” shouted Jor-El standing up.  “My idea cost a third of his.”


“Be warned Jor-El,” Viscount Proth said.


“It’s not that we question your data,” a female member of the Council said.  “It’s that we simply don’t like the idea.  Building a battle station is far more useful and you can even conquer planets with them.”


“Or destroy them,” Jor-El said bitterly, who planned to have his son rule the world not destroy it.


“This discussion is terminated,” Viscount Proth said.  “The decision of the Council is final.”


“Yes it is,” Count Von-Da said, smiling cruelly.  “Take both the General and Jor-El to the torture chamber.


Several members of the Council grabbed General Zod and Jor-El, but they, after some massive struggling, broke free.  During the fight, however, the General’s badges were torn off and as the two ran away, Count Von-Da shouted as he glared at them menacingly, “You’re stripped of your rank and status General Zod!”
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Turning back around, he was addressed by Viscount Proth, who was wearing a grey robe with his family symbol on the front.  He, unlike the Count, did not wear armor.  The man said, “Aren’t we going to discuss the Phantom Zone?”


“Of course we are,” the Count replied darkly.  “Now what is it going to be exactly?”


“An eternal torture chamber.”


“I like it!  I don’t care how much it costs!  See to it personally that it gets constructed.”


“Yes, sir,” said the Viscount.  “And did I mention that there will be more than one?”  He smiled sinisterly.


“And I will personally foresee the construction of the Death Star.”


“As you wish.”

***


Now also on Krypton there lived a woman named Ursa, who was the Assistance Leader of the Kryptonian Martial Arts Society.  The only one above her was a woman-hatter by the name of Aurane, who had a bat as his family symbol.


“And why can’t I be the leader,” she asked.  Her family symbol was a stick figure of a black belt martial artist.


“Because you’re a woman,” he answered, smiling nastily.  “You’re the weaker sex and therefore must be lower than men.”


Anger, she slapped him across the face as Non, an enormous brute, who never in all his years on Krypton had spoken, walked by.


In retaliation, he pushed her down which began a major fighting of mortal combat and a little bit of martial arts which finally left Aurane with three broken ribs, a broken nose that was gushing blood and a black eye.  She was about to kill him when a man’s voice interrupted her by saying, “If you kill him, his ghost will haunt you forever.”


Ursa turned to see who the newcomer was and came face-to-face with General Zod.”


“General Zod,” she asked, sternly, “why are you here?”


“Just taking a stroll,” he replied.  “I have recently been stripped on my status.”


“So it’s just Zod then?”


“I go by General Zod.”


“Well you’re right about him coming back to haunt me,” Ursa said and then she began fighting the General.  The two began wrestling immediately.  As they fell down the stairs, Ursa shouted, “I will get my revenge on the male sex!  No longer will females be weak!  We will rule over all males!”


The fight finally ended with each given a thorough beating, but finally the General looked like the victor because he finally stood while Ursa collapsed from exhaustion.


“I have never met anyone like you, General Zod,” Ursa breathed.


“Nor have a met anyone like you, Ursa,” the General said.  “Once you are well enough you can kill any male you want, except me.”


Ursa agreed since this was the first time she had met anyone as strong as she was.

***


Three weeks later, Var-El, Wiv and Rau, who had gathered so many riches, were talking.  Var-El was wearing a necklace, Wiv had her ears pierced and Rau had his nose and tounge pierced as well as wearing a few rings.  They were smoking and drinking heavily when all of a sudden, General Zod and Ursa broke through the door with their light sabers.


“General Zod,” ordered Var-El, “get off my property!”


“It’s not yours,” the General said.  “This place is abandoned.  You three are just squatting here.”


“Wiv, Rau, get them!”

After spitting out their cigarettes and tossing away their bottles, Rau attacked Ursa and Wiv attacked the General.  Both were knocked to the back.


“You’re not fighting,” Ursa asked, smiling wickedly taking a swipe at him with her light saber, but he blocked it with his own double-ended.  His was red, Ursa’s was green, the General’s was black and Rau and Wiv’s were purple.  In a fierce struggle, Var-El and Wiv were trapped under some pipes by the General, who said, “I’ll watch them while you tackle Rau, man-hatter.”


“Right,” Ursa said cruelly as she blocked Rau’s blow.  The two soon were blocking each other blows, but Ursa was much better and with a swipe, cut off Rau’s left hand.  He screamed in pain and fell to the floor.  Ursa stood over him smiling wickedly.


“Now you are mine to play with,” she said and kicked him in the crotch.  Screaming in pain, she picked in up and threw him, but at that moment, he did a flip and landed on his feet.


“Catch me if you can,” he challenged running away.  Ursa followed as the General turned to come face-to-face with Var-El and Wiv.  They were cut up and bleeding and that is when Jor-El entered.


“What is going on here, General Zod?”


“Jor-El, I was just giving these two a lesson.”


“Sounds like fun.  I’ll take my son.”


Var-El quickly ran away and General Zod said, “So, he is a coward after all?”


Just then the police arrived telling everyone to leave.


“I’ll be back,” General Zod said to Wiv and ran away, but stopped and turned around at the sound of Rau’s voice.  She looked up to see him on top of the warehouse, which was twenty feet high.


“I will not be tortured by a sadistic man-hatter like you Ursa!”


“Rau no,” Wiv shouted.


“Go ahead,” Ursa said.  “It’ll make my job easier.”


“I’m on top of the world!”  He almost jump as he said, “I can’t.”


Then he jumped as Wiv looked away.


“Ursa caused him to commit suicide,” Viscount Proth shouted.  “Arrest her!”


“You’ll have to catch me,” she said disappearing from view.

***


One year later, when Var-El was fourteen, an alliance was formed between Jor-El, General Zod, Ursa and Non.  Jor-El and the General’s group wanted to rule the world and to do so, overthrow the Council which was headed by Count Von-Da.  Since Jor-El was a scientist, he had also been studying Krypton and had come to terms with the fact that the planet was going to explode within three years due to massive changes underground on the continental plates.  He had now a second son by the name of Kal-El, who was two and he wanted both sons to rule the world.  Also, Ursa had killed and tortured many more males – possibly hundreds.


By now Var-El was seventeen and was already having a bad attitude and stealing a lot.  His rebellious nature was for his father Jor-El, but he never did consider the man his father.  As far as Var-El was concerned, he had no father.  He did, though, decide that he had a brother and wanted to make sure Kal-El did not end up like him.  He was now the older son of Jor-El and not an only child.


Over the past year, Jor-El had been teaching him to treat everyone as an adversary and it seamed be working for now, he had a “wall” around his heart.


Some young kid, who was eight or nine, once ran in to him while he was walking along the streets and Var-El had thrown him into a sign.


“You know, Wiv,” Var-El said one day as he counted what the two had stolen in their warehouse, “I don’t want my younger brother to end up like me – abused.”


“But how can we stop it from happening,” Wiv asked, who was working out in the nude on doing pull ups.  She had just finished the punching bag.  “You know that on Krypton everyone has to look out for themselves.  Plus, the first four or so years of a child’s life are its most important.”


“True, but there has to be a way.”


He turned around to face his girlfriend, who was not smoking right now, but was drinking a bottle of beer and “evaluated” her from head to toe, before shrugging.  She did not care if he saw her nude since, on Krypton, nudity was more accepted.  He remained fully clothed during the entire conversation.  He longed to rip his family symbol from his suit, but it looked impossible.


“We certainly have gotten well known,” he said as he glanced at the television which opened with a news reporter talking about them.


“And this duo of teenagers are so rebellious that citizens of Krypton are calling them the Rebellious Duo.”


“The Rebellious Duo,” scoffed Var-El turning off the television set and spitting out is cigarette after one more inhale.  He sat down in the chair and sighed.


“Hey,” Wiv said, dropping to the floor, “come to bed.  It’s late.”


Giving him a sexy smile, she made absolutely sure he saw her nude from the front before exiting and showing her naked back from head to toe.  Var-El watched her smiling and then got up to follow her, while yanking off the upper half of his suit in the process.

***


Var-El and Wiv were soon in some heavy duty love making.  Both fully nude on top, not under, the covers, everything seamed so peaceful for once in his life until a poison dart came flying through the window and struck Wiv on the neck.


“Wiv,” he shouted.


“Var-El,” she breathed.  “I’m not going to live much longer.”


Var-El turned to see Count Von-Da run away and he knew that it was him who killed her.


“It was Count Von-Da.  That bastard’s going to pay!”


“No wait listen to me,” Wiv said.  “There is a hope of survival for you.”


“What are you talking about?”


A tear dripped down from his face.


“I overheard one day of Jor-El taking.  He says that within three years the planet will explode.  We already have a red giant for a sun.”


“I don’t get what exactly you’re saying.”


Tears dripped from Wiv’s eyes as she said, “Goodbye my love.”


And then she collapsed back on the bed in a gritty heap and more tears dripped down from Var-El’s face.


“I will never forget you Wiv,” he said quietly just as gun shots were heard and a speed racer flew through the night with a man who looked like Var-El on it.  He was killing and torturing many non-full kryptonians.

***


Three years later when Var-El was a well known criminal and his brother was three there came a time when it was only a few hours before Krypton would explode and Jor-El still had not told anyone, not even his wife.  His infant son Kal-El had been rocket to Earth and a lot of tremors were happening.  Meanwhile, Jor-El, General Zod, Ursa and Non were fighting the Count and the Viscount and every so often a tremor would happen and a column would come falling down causing people to scream.


Count Von-Da had already activated the molecular chamber which would de-ghost everyone within twenty-four hours.  When finally Viscount Proth was trapped under a column, but not killed, General Zod, Ursa and Non retreated leaving Jor-El and Count Von-Da face-to-face.


“There is only one way to live and that is to kill your opponent,” Count Von-Da shouted leaping at Jor-El from the stairs as more columns began to fall.


“So be it,” Jor-El said, for he had an idea and therefore he did not block the Count’s blow on him that sliced off his head.  As Jor-El fell to the floor, his body disappeared.

***


The Count and the Viscount raced in to a room, looking wildly for Var-El.  The interior seems to be empty and the molecule chamber stood directly in front of them.


“Show yourself, coward,” commanded Count Von-Da.

“I'm here, you ruthless scum,” Var-El said as the molecule chamber suddenly rose open with Var-El standing inside, arms on hips, looking out evenly at the Count.  “You killed Wiv.  I’m not going to rest until you are dead.”


“Good, because that’s why you’re going to be tortured,” Count Von-Da said.  “Giving someone an endless torture is much more fun that simply killing them.”


Var-El stepped out of the chamber and drew his light saber from both ends.

“Don’t forget,” Count Von-Da said, “you are one, while we are two.  We could tear you limb from limb.”


“I’m with you one hundred percent on that idea, sir,” Viscount Proth said, his eyes dancing with excitement.  “We’ll make a wish he were dead!”

“All right, Count Von-Da, you win. It's over.”  Var-El closed his light saber and tossed it to the side.


“Why should I believe you?”


“Because you can tear me from limb to limb if you want.  It doesn’t matter anymore.  The love of my life is dead.”


Count Von-Da walked around and said, “I have already activated the molecular chamber.  Within five hours, everyone would be de-ghosted.  By that time I would have escaped.”


“Kal-El has already escaped,” Var-El said, “so even if you kill me, my brother would still survive.”


“No he won’t.  Viscount Proth, activate the Death Star.”


“Yes, sir,” the Viscount said leaving to prepare to fire the Death Star.  Var-El retried his light saber and tired to block him, but was stopped by the Count, who sliced his weapon in half and the sliced half fell to the floor tripping the Viscount and knocking him unconscious on the hard floor.  Then the Count and Var-El began battling and finally fell off a railing and dropped their light sabers in the process.  The two began to wrestle and towards the end of the fight, the Viscount regained consciousness and helped his superior place the older son of Jor-El was placed in the “hoop” to await his eternal torture. 


The Count pressed some buttons as he and the Viscount prepare to get inside the molecular chamber just as General Zod, Ursa and Non arrived.  There was a fierce fight and which lasted almost the entire five hours and finally ended with the General, Ursa and Non getting knocked into the molecular chamber.  Violent light changes begin inside the chamber - laser effects of the Krypton sun burst through it from the inside. The outer glass of the chamber becomes an increasingly deeper red.


”This crystal chamber has in it the harnessed rays of the red sun of Krypton,” Count Von-Da said.  “Once exposed to them, all ability to be reborn once more will be gone forever.  As for you Var-El, you will just be tortured for an eternity.”


‘But I know that I will be safe from your deadly machine,’ Var-El thought.


“I think it does the animals too,” Viscount Proth said.  “But that, of course, isn’t important.”


The crystal chamber stopped a few feet away.  It opened in a circular iris.  The Count and the Viscount look at it apprehensively.


There is visual chaos in the room.  The multi-planed images of the Council of Elders seemed to fight the chamber process - dim away, then glow brightly again as if locked in a struggle with the inanimate object.  The rows of crystals shatter like so many light bulbs.


“What the hell’s going on,” the Viscount shouted, looking around, terrified.


The Viscount turned away as final burst of green and purple lights passed through the crystal chamber.  The images of Council simultaneously disappeared.  The chamber glass turned a deadly red-black.  There was absolute silence for the next hour as the de-molecular process ended.  The door to the chamber rose open again.  Slowly General Zod, Ursa and Non walked out.


“Now that it has been done,” Count Von-Da said cruelly, “I will leave.  Even if you escape will you not be full kryptonians.  All you have to do is kneel before your ruler.  Take my hand and swear eternal loyalty to Count Von-Da.”


“Never,” Var-El, the General and Ursa said in unison as Non remained silent.


““I know what really happened,” Var-El said, smiling.  The Count tilted his head singling them to continue.  “You screwed up!  You did it to everyone else!  The lights were on out here while we were safe in there!”


As Var-El stopped pointing, the Count gasped as he realized what the former said was true and cried out “No” multiple times, but it was true.  All kryptonians, no matter if they were human or otherwise, were de-ghosted except for Jor-El, who was already dead, Kal-El, whose ship had been rocketed off, Var-El, who was in a “hoop” and the three kryptonians in the molecular chamber – General Zod, Ursa and Non.  Even Count Von-Da and Viscount Proth had been de-ghosted as well as all the pushmi-pullyus and tenacious tentacle animals.


“Come outside the Council in three days,” the General whispered to his cohorts.  “I have a plan.”


Non growled and Ursa told him to be quiet as she said, “If the General has a plan, he has a plan.”


“Hey Ursa,” Var-El said, “I think you’ve gained a new respect for the General.”


She glared at him as he leered back, but maybe it was true; maybe there was one male she valued over the rest.  After all, General Zod did fight her practically to a draw.

***

Three days later, outside the Council of Elders, all was still as a guard stood at sentry beside massive crystalline portals.  Suddenly and silently, Non appeared behind him and slipped a massive arm across his throat.  He squeezed, cutting off the guard's breath and the man crumpled silently as he dropped to the floor.  Ursa held the chamber door open for the General as he entered, before she walked in to the room.


General Zod led the way into the Chamber.  This imposing crystalline space, the parliament of Krypton, was empty for the moment, but the signs of its members are ever-present: around the great floating slab that is their conference table each has his or her own console of crystals - a transparent container marked with the identifying insignia.


As Ursa and Non follow three paces behind, the General strode along the slab, ignoring console after console, stopping only when he reached the one emblazoned with the crest of Count Von-Da – a dragon-like creature with horns.  General Zod lifted the lid of the console and removed, from among all transparent crystals, the one multi-colored crystal, which was colored black, red, green and purple.  He lifted it high and saw that it glowed even in the dim light of the empty chamber - until the General, with a satisfied and sinister smile, snaps it in half. He tossed it to the ground and looked with a self-congratulatory air at Ursa and Non.


All of a sudden alarms went off a luminous spinning ring - the “hoop” - descended and encircled the trio, imprisoning them like a magical lasso in perpetual motion.


General Zod and Ursa are instantly subdued, if sullen; Non stared out at his captors making subhuman noises of rags and frustrations - literally a caged beast.  The older son of Jor-El had been caught a few days earlier and was in his own “cage.”  Then a group of officials walked in to remove their family crests, which signified disloyalty, with a special machine.


“This is no fantasy,” Count Von-Da said.  “No careless product of a wild imagination.  We are not dealing here with idle supposition.  No my associates, the indictment I have brought you this day, the specific charges listed therein against these individuals, their acts of treason and ultimate aim of sedition these are matters of undeniable fact!  Together these four are responsible for trying to overthrow the Council.”


“I never did any such thing,” Var-El said.


“Shut up traitor,” Count Von-Da snapped and Var-El spat at him only to have his spin bounce off the “hoop” and land on the ground.


General Zod, Ursa and Non – the three associates of Jor-El – were in a spinning “hoop.”  The domed roof rose 
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and reviled giant projections of the faces of the Council of Elders who watch the proceedings in judgment, presumably from some other location.  In another hoop was Jor-El’s seventeen year-old son Var-El, who had robbed.  All four were on spinning platforms.  There was one for the General’s group and one for Var-El.


“I ask you now to pronounce your judgment on those accused.”  Count Von-Da indicated Non, an enormous brute, who was twice the size of the other three.


“A man only to the extent that he is not an animal - a force of frightening destruction whose only sounds are terrifying guttural roars.  This mindless aberration whose only means of expression are wanton violence and destruction.”


Non snarled at Count Von-Da as the man moved on to a tall woman with a strikingly beautiful, but cruel face, which was consumed by a total hatred - a total hatred of the male sex except for one and that was General Zod since he defeated her – just barely that is.  She stared back at Count Von-Da with patronizing contempt.

  
“And the women, Ursa, whose perversions and unreasoning hatred of men have finally threatened even the male children on this planet and her only wish is to rule at the General’s side.  Just looked what happened to Rau.”


‘What about Wiv,’ thought Var-El.  ‘You killed her you bastard.’


Ursa snickered wickedly as Count Von-Da moved on to the third and final one of the trio, who was glaring defiantly at Count Von-Da through the dazzling light with a staggeringly vicious face.  Even trapped in the prison of light he seemed to generate an evil force of his own.


“And finally the last of the trio - General Zod – once trusted by this Council, charged with maintaining the defenses of Krypton itself - the chief architect of this intended revolution, the author of this insidious plot to establish a new order among us - with himself as absolute ruler.”  Then he whispered softly in the General’s ear, “Guess your politics failed,” but the General showed no sign of emotion; he just stared blankly into the Count’s eyes.


Count Von-Da paused, before continuing and then moved to the forth prisoner and said, “Lastly, we have Var-El.  Although solely his bad attitude and rebellious nature are not enough, he’s standing here on trial for and for killing and torturing many kryptonians.”


“It should be you standing in his cage,” hissed the seventeen year-old adolescent.  “You framed me you rotten bastard and you killed the love of my life!”


Count Von-Da ignored the young adult as he mentioned that the Council had found out about Jor-El’s plan for both of his sons to rule the world.  Jor-El had been killed by the Count earlier and Kal-El had been shipped into orbit.


“You have listened to the evidence,” Count Von-Da said.  “The decision of the Council will now be heard.”


There was silence for several minutes and then several deep accusations were heard all saying the word “Guilty.”  
Count Von-Da, with icy coldness, turned to face the four prisoners. 


Inside his prison, General Zod starred coldly back at his accuser.  The General turned to Count Von-Da and said, “The vote must be unanimous, Count Von-Da.  It has therefore now become your decision.  You alone will condemn us if you wish and you alone will be held responsible by me.”


“They’re guilty,” responded Count Von-Da without emotion.  “Sentence them all to the Phantom Zone.”


Then he walked away with a dark and cruel smile on his face for now it was time to unleash his plan to overthrow the Council.


The domed roof of the building cracked open, starting to swivel back and two dimensional prisons – each a Phantom Zone – spun downward and trapped the kryptonians and whipped them up in a linear, one-dimensional fashion, then whisked them out toward outer space.


“Forgive us,” General Zod and Ursa pleaded, but it was too late now.


The Count clapped his hands and said, “An unpleasant duty has been masterfully performed.  They have received 
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“‘Forgive us,’ General Zod and Ursa pleaded, but it was too late now.” (Page 43)
the fate they deserved – isolation in the Phantom Zone - an eternal living death of pain and suffering.”


Just at that exact moment, the tremors began to get extremely heavy and were going to crash in an enormous explosion.  Columns came crashing down and everyone screamed.  Underwater volcanoes erupted and an electrical storm began.


From far away in their dimensional prisons, the four traitors – General Zod, Ursa, Non and Var-El watched as Krypton exploded in a giant array of gas and smoke.  The planet was no more and only five kryptonians remained; they were the sons of Jor-El and the General’s fleet.


Just then the house began to shake.  A glass wall facing the capsule slides open.  The launcher was raised. The ceiling above retracted, exposing the glow of Krypton night.  The room shook in a violent tremor as Jor-El tried to get the engines fired. The energy columns glared at fever pitch.


The proximity of the sun had bathed the planet in a reddish glow.  Suddenly a huge tremor dislodged a mass of crystal which crashed down, obliterating the aura.


The spaceship raced away from the disintegrating planet below toward the Phantom Zone.  The Council room was destroyed collapsing on some of the Council members.

“At least we weren’t on there,” General Zod commented from the Phantom Zone as the planet exploded.  The shockwave hurled the ship passed the remaining warships surrounding the planet.  The shockwave then destroyed the ships and whipped Var-El, General Zod, Ursa and Non far away from the planet.


“When we get free,” General Zod shouted, “we will have our revenge!”


“And I can commit more mischievous deeds,” Var-El shouted and smiled.


The spaceship headed out into the intergalactic void as the General’s group turn their attention to the planet Krypton, which was now in total eruption.  The red sun ate its way into the core of Krypton which suddenly exploded and imploded leaving a vast black void.  Kal-El’s spaceship sped through space while on Krypton, lights flashed on and off on the complex instrument panel.  A computer memory bank repeats recorded data while machines registered other space functions on graphs.  Kal-El was completely wired and fitted with instruments and tubes for his survival in space.  The computer spews forth information in Jor-El’s voice, “On this third planet from this star, you will be a god among men.  They are a flawed race.  Rule them with strength, my son.  That is where your greatness lies.”


The spaceship was hidden in a fleet of meteors – pieces of Krypton - that were also headed for Smallville.

***


Meanwhile on Earth, the date was October of 1989 and a meteor shower rained down on Smallville, Kansas, wreaking havoc upon the inhabitants.  Among those killed are Lewis and Laura Lang – the parents of three-year-old Lana who, witnesses their tragic death in her Aunt Nell's arms.

***


Outside of town, nine-year-old Lex Luthor, son of CEO Lionel Luthor and heir to LuthorCorp, wandered into a nearby cornfield.  There he encountered a teenage boy by the name of Jeremy Creek, who had been stripped to his boxers and tied to a stake like a scarecrow - the victim of a traditional high school homecoming game prank.  The 
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meteors crashed into the field, leaving Jeremy unconscious and Lex bald.

***


Meanwhile, Jonathan and Martha Kent, a childless couple, were returning to their farm when their truck was run off the road by falling meteors.  They awakened from the crash to see a small boy – Kal-El - peering in through the window at them.  After the Kents discovered the boy's spaceship, which had fallen undetected to Earth among the meteors, they decided to adopt the boy and keep his origins a secret.  They named him Clark.  Since the child was so young, the meteor rocks had no effect on him, but they would by adolescence.
Chapter I:
Paranormal Activities Begin


Now the date was October of 2001 and Clark Kent was now in the prime of his adolescence at the age of fifteen.  Incredibly strong and fast, yet awkward, he longed to get though high school without being a total loser while his parents kept him on a tight leash, excluding him from many activities, for fear that his unique abilities will be discovered or cause an accident.  The teenager pined for Lana Lang, now grown into a teenager like himself and was dating the school's star quarterback, Whitney Fordman. 
While all this was going on, Clark's friends, Pete Ross and Chloe Sullivan, joked that Clark "can't get within five feet of Lana Lang, without turning into a total freak show," when actually Clark's clumsiness around Lana was actually a meteor rock on her necklace.  Chloe was also obsessed with the paranormal.

***


One day, on his way home from school, Clark Kent was hit by a Porsche, driven by Lex Luthor.  The car struck Clark at sixty miles an hour and both the young kryptonian and the young billionaire fall off the side of the bridge and into the river below.  Clark remained unscathed and ripped open the roof of the Porsche and pulled Lex, who was unconscious, from the wreck to shore and revived him.

***


That evening, Jeremy Creek, the 1989 Scarecrow, appeared at an auto repair shop, not having aged a day and attacked a mechanic, who was one of the football players that strung him up in the field.  Bolts of lightening shot out of Jeremy's body and electrocuted the man to death, while at the Kent farm, the young kryptonian arrived home from school and found a new pick-up truck in the driveway, which was a gift from Lex Luthor, but Jonathan told his son that he could not keep the truck and explained why.  It was because that much of the Luthors' money was swindled from the residents of Smallville, but after Clark stuck his own arm in a farm machine to show how “normal” he was, his father then decided to tell Clark of his true origins and to look at his abilities as gifts, but this did not help the teenager feel any better.

***


That night, Clark wandered through a quaint local graveyard, where he encountered Lana Lang, who was not wearing her necklace at the time and went to the cemetery to visit her parents' grave.  Earlier, she had given it to Whitney for luck.  After Clark walked her home, Lana kissed him on the cheek, but unknown to either of them, Whitney, now jealous, watched them from the shadows.

***


The next day, the young kryptonian returned the new pick-up to Lex at his mansion and the young Luthor knew that Jonathan did not like him, however, he ended up befriending Clark, while, Chloe and Pete are at a crime scene, taking photos for the Torch.  Another ex-football star has been electrocuted and they noticed Jeremy Creek, a strange face in the crowd and snapped his photo.  Later, they find out he was the 1989 Scarecrow and explained to Clark that since the meteor shower, Jeremy has been in a coma.  An electrical storm came through a few days ago and all the power went out at the hospital.  When the power came back on, Jeremy had disappeared.  Now he was seeking revenge on the football players who strung him up.


Chloe explained to her friend that the meteor shower must have somehow altered Jeremy's body and when Clark finds the theory far-fetched, she showed him the Wall of Weird, which was a huge collection of articles on the strange occurrences in Smallville since the meteor shower.  This made Clark riddled with guilt especially over the deaths of Lana’s parents.  As he ran from the school, riddled with guilt, he was stopped by Whitney Fordman and some of the other jocks.  In a rage of jealousy, Whitney grabbed Clark and, after seeing him looking at Lana’s necklace, put it around Clark Kent's neck saying “This is as close to Lana as you’ll ever get,” before throwing the young kryptonian in the back of a truck and drive off since now he is this year’s Scarecrow, but that night, as he hangs on a pole in Riley Fields with an “S” painted on his chest while Lana’s necklace still dangled from his neck, causing the teenager great pain. Jeremy arrived and told his foe this has to end and the latter warns the ex-Scarecrow to stay away from his friends, but Jeremy refused and left for the Homecoming Dance.

Lex Luthor saw Jeremy leaving the field and, after remembering what happened in 1989, decided to investigate.  Finding his friend tied up, the young billionaire released him and the necklace fell off.  Now instantly revived, Clark quickly dressed.


“I need to get you to a hospital,” the young billionaire said, but the young kryptonian said he was fine.  After Clark was finished getting dressed, he departed, leaving Lex to examine Lana's necklace.

***


At Smallville High, the Homecoming Dance was in full swing while Jeremy was outside preparing his revenge.  Clark arrived and again asked Jeremy to stop, but the 1989 Scarecrow only tried to electrocute Clark, who remained unharmed and hurled Jeremy across the alley.


In a final effort, Jeremy Creek drove a truck into his foe, carrying them both through a brick wall and smashing open a water main. The truck began to fill with water and Jeremy's electricity power ragged out of control and the 1989 Scarecrow shocked himself into unconsciousness.  When he regained consciousness, his memory is gone.


As the dance ended, Whitney and Lana, the Homecoming King and Queen, exited only to find the jocks’ trucks have been stacked one on top of the other. Later, in his loft, Clark told his father he was glad that they were the ones who found him and then Lana arrived to collect her dance that she promised Clark, but then it was broken by the sound of horns honking.  Lana was gone for Clark was daydreaming. 

***


After the homecoming dance, in the tree outside Lana's bedroom window, Greg Arkin, an acne-ridden, insect-loving teenager was secretly videotaping Lana.  At home, Greg found his mother watching one of his old videos of Lana.  She was so angry that she was going to send him to military school so Greg decided to run away, but as he drove out of town, some of his insect cages broke open and caused him to crash into a telephone pole.  The insects swarmed around him, stinging and biting.  Later that night, Greg in his room, covered with bug bites, clinging insect-like to the ceiling.

***


Meanwhile, Clark was having a flying dream and awakened to find he was floating and crashed down, crushing his bed beneath him indicating that it was morning and he had just woken up.  The young kryptonain got up since today was the day he was helping his parents at the Smallville Farmers Market.  Whitney and Lana arrived and, after stepping away from his girlfriend, the star quarterback told Clark he needed Lana's necklace back, but Clark did not have it.


At the same time, Greg, looking and feeling supremely confident, made a date with Lana for her to help him with some homework, but Whitney told him to stay away from Lana, but the young adult was not daunted.  Later, as Whitney was driving home, Greg leapt from a tree onto his truck and caused the jock to crash.  Then he ran away.  Seconds later, the Kents drove up and see Whitney unconscious inside and Clark dragged the jock out before shielding him with his body as the truck exploded in a huge ball of flame.  Horrified, Jonathan and Martha rushed towards Clark, amazed, but relieved, to find that he was alright.

***


Back at the farm, Clark told his father about the morning's floating incident and Jonathan assured Clark that they would work through it, while Lex suggested to Lana that she was dating the wrong guy and cryptically told her she should ask Whitney what he was doing before the Homecoming Game.

***


Back at Greg's house, his mother arrived home to find the thermostat set at 103 degrees, and his room covered spider silk.  The young adolescent appeared behind her, suggesting that he was now the end product of millions of years of insect evolution - first he would eat, then he would molt and finally he would mate.  Terrified, his mother tried to back away, but her son stopped her with a torpedo of wet silk he shot from his mouth.

***


At Lex’s mansion, the young billionaire gave his friend the "Trojan horse" to Lana's heart - her necklace. Lex opened the box he was keeping it in and Clark was overcome with weakness, but when Lex closed the box, the young kryptonian felt fine.


Intrigued, Clark asked Lex what the box is made of and his friend replied, "Lead."

***


At school the next day, Lana confronted her boyfriend about making Clark the new Scarecrow and asked for her necklace back.  When Whitney admitted he lost it, Lana was furious and stormed off, looking for Clark.  Greg bumped into her to remind her of their study date, but Lana explained that she had to see Clark, which made Greg angry and jealous.

***


Back at the farm, Clark tested the effects of Lana's necklace.  When he opened the lead box he immediately felt weak and saw that his veins cracked beneath his skin.  When the young adolescent closed the box he felt fine.  Unsure what to make of it all, Clark returned to his loft to find Lana waiting for him, so he quickly hid the box and Lana apologized for Whitney's behavior and the two continue to talk.

***


Meanwhile, Greg is in the shower, shedding the outer layer of his skin as he molted.  That night, he attacked Clark in the barn.  Greg pushed Jonathan from the barn rafters, hurling him towards the upturned tractor blades below.  As Jonathan plummeted, Clark sped under his father and broke his fall thus saving his life.


In the aftermath of Greg's attack, Clark confessed to Jonathan that he felt responsible for the terrible things that have happened in Smallville due to the meteor shower and his father told his son that he could not blame himself for something he had no control over. However, Clark still feels responsible.

***


At school the next day, Clark Kent told Chloe Sullivan about Greg Arkin.  After some research, Chloe theorized that Greg Arkin had transformed into what he ended up commonly referred to as – the bug boy.  Realizing that Greg was now in the mating phase, the young kryptonian raced to Lana's house.

***


Meanwhile, Whitney Fordman was with his girlfriend apologizing for how he treated Clark, when all of a sudden, Greg arrived.  With super-human strength, the bug boy hurled the star quarterback aside and kidnapped Lana after saying, “It’s time for us.”


Whitney was recovering from Greg's attack when Clark arrived.  Clark told Whitney to head for a tree fort that the former and the bug boy used to play in as kids.  Clark then ran ahead to the tree fort.  Upon arriving he found Lana cocooned in silk and Greg waiting.  The bug boy pushed the young kryptonian through the wall of the tree fort and they both fell to the ground.  Greg then jumped a fence and headed for an abandoned foundry, but Clark followed.  The foundry, unfortunately for Clark, was filled with meteor rocks and Clark became weakened the moment he steps inside. The bug boy attacked the young kryptonian, getting the best of him until the teenager made his way into a metal vat made of lead.  His strength renewed, Clark fought back.  Then Greg Arkin accidentally pulled a lever that sent a massive weight crashing down on him, while Whitney found the tree fort and rescued Lana. Clark arrived just in time to see the two of them together, walking arm in arm back to Whitney's truck.  That night, Clark anonymously left Lana's necklace hanging on her front door and she was thrilled and grateful to have it back.

***


One month later, Clark got a startling new power – x-ray vision.  His x-ray vision was going all haywire when he had been in the gym with his friend Pete Ross and had seen the mussel tissue under the black’s skin.  He had been so startled he let go of the rope and had fallen to the ground, unhurt.

***


It was now December of 2001 and a young telepathic by the name of Ryan James entered a pawn shop.  His stepparents were using his abilities to rob people.  He visited a pawnbroker who gave him sixty dollars for an item, and, as he opens the safe, the young telepathic read the man’s mind and got the safe combination.  He went back out to the car where his stepparents waited for him to give them the combination and then they would go in and rob the store while Ryan waited outside.  The thirteen year-old teenager decided to run away and while his parents chase him, he ran onto the road where he was hit by Martha Kent who picked him up and drove him to the hospital before his stepparents could make it to the road.


At the hospital, the doctor explained to the Kents that Ryan claimed to have lost him memory, but she thought he may be running away from someone for the injuries on his back were not just from the accident.


“Do you think he was abused,” Martha asked.


Child Services were too busy to pick Ryan up that evening, so Martha and Jonathan Kent offered to take him home for one night.  Clark Kent and Ryan James smiled at each other through the hospital room window.


The next morning, Ryan impressed the family by preparing a huge breakfast and reading Jonathan and Martha's minds by offering them their favorites, but he was unable to read Clark's mind.  The young kryptonian and the young telepathic got along immediately and Martha looked on with great affection.

While all this was going on the stepparents are hot on Ryan's trail, but decide to hold out until they need him next.



Ryan met other Smallville residents and while he was not very impressed with Lex Luthor, he is immediately taken by Lana Lang and even warned her about one of her employees who is not completely honest.


“You should fire her,” he said and Lana, shocked, asked him why and he responded, “Because it’s the truth.”


“How do you know that,” Lana asked and Ryan responded by saying, “It’s a secret.”

 
Upon reading Chloe Sullivan's mind he discovered that she wished that Clark would ask her to the prom and she had already bought a pink dress.  When Ryan’s stepfather showed up at the Talon, Ryan ran out to the back alley, where he hid in the trash, so his stepfather could not see him, but the trash compactor is about to crush Ryan, but Clark saved him.  When Clark appears, Ryan saw him as the superhero of his favorite comic Warrior Angel.

***


Later, Chloe and Clark returned the site where Martha hit Ryan and find his backpack with a picture of Ryan with his mother.  Chloe confirms to Clark that she did indeed look at a pink dress for the prom and Ryan told Martha that he knows she can not have children and that he knew Clark was different.  He discovered the spaceship in the shelter, when he read it in Martha's mind.  At first Clark was upset with him, but then he learned of Ryan’s abusive stepparents and the two bonded over being different and the young telepathic explained how he felt close to his new friend and how he would not betray him.

***


That evening, Ryan's stepmother arrived at the Kent farm posing as Child Services and threatened to shoot Clark’s parents if Ryan did not come with her, so Ryan left without saying goodbye to Clark.


When Clark Kent got to the farm, he saw Lex Luthor's limousine pull up.  Lex, who was a Warrior Angel fan himself, was on his way to Metropolis for a dinner and on the way, came to give Clark a sword from the mansion, claiming that every hero should have one.  This was in reference to Ryan seeing Clark as a hero.  As the limousine departed, Clark notices Lex's driver.  Later, the limousine pulled over on a deserted road.  It turns out the driver was Ryan's stepfather who had Ryan and his stepmother hiding in the front.


While the stepmother drove the limousine, Ryan and his Ryan’s stepfather get into the back, and the former forced Lex to give him the password to his trust fund, when Lex refused, Ryan read it from his mind.  They the stepfather threw Lex out of the moving limo. At the same time, Chloe showed Clark her research on Ryan and shows him a picture of the stepfather who is a career criminal.  Clark recognized him as the limousine driver, while the limousine pulled over near a bowling alley.  As soon as the stepfather put in the password Ryan gave him, he realized that the young telepathic lied about it.


“Give me the real password,” he demanded.


“I’ll never tell,” Ryan shouted back.


“You know,” the stepmother said, “this kid’s always freaked me out, but one thing I know is that he never lied.”


“You’re right,” said her husband, grabbing his gun and shooting his wife, “he didn’t.”


Ryan then hid in the bowling alley and just as his stepfather was about to shoot him, Clark knocked the man out and rescues his friend.

***


The following day, Lana thanked Ryan for telling her about the waitress, who was stealing from her and then the young telepathic left the Kents to go live with his aunt in Edge City.  When Clark became worried, Ryan reassured him, saying he can tell that she is a good person.  He promised the Kents to keep Clark's secret and also warned his friend about Lex Luthor's dark side, saying, “Be careful of Lex.  I know he’s your friend, but there’s a lot of darkness he keeps from the world.  I’ve seen it in his head.”  However, the young kryptonian said that he preferred to believe in the good of people.

***


A few days later, Lex was talking to his father and asked if he had any childhood illnesses.


“Well as a child you had asthma, but other than that no; nothing serious, anyway.”


“Don’t you think it’s strange that I’ve never been sick a day in my life since?”


Lionel Luthor’s expression change to curiosity as he asked, “What are you getting at son?”


“Nothing,” Lex replied.  “I must have inherited strong genes.”


“I guess so,” his father replied getting up and leaving.

Chapter II:
More Creations


The date was May of 2002 and in Lowell County, Lex Luthor was sitting as a table in his mansion working at his laptop.  He was trying to figure out what happened when he hit Clark Kent while driving at least sixty miles an hour and the two fell into the river.  Clark had saved his life that day.  On that same day, there was the meteor shower and it established the friendship between the two.  Even though the two were friends, Lex still was suspicious about what happened that day and spent hours each day simulating the event on the computer.  So far he had not been able to unravel the mystery.   Then someone interrupted him.

“Lex,” a voice said and the man looked up to see his father Lionel.

“Why hello Dad,” Lex said, in a calm voice, leaning back in his chair.  “What brings you to Metropolis?”

“Business,” his father replied.  “The meteor rocks in particular.”

“What about the meteor rocks?”

“People have been complaining and are threatening to sue LuthorCorp due to the sickness they’ve been having.  Mr. Kent is one of them.”

“LuthorCorp is your business Dad.  I’m just second-in-command.”

“Don’t forget that you’re a Luthor,” Lionel said, “because if you do that, then you lose everything and that includes your family.”
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“Come on Dad, you must have come all this way for something more than just talking to me.  What is it?”


“I want you to come to Metropolis with me.”

“My home is Smallville.”


“Smallville was your test and right now you’re failing.”


“No, I’m not,” the younger Luthor replied.  “You’re just worried that you can’t keep an eye on me.  I’ll return to Metropolis when I’m ready.”


“You’re wasting your time here, Lex.  Come with me.”


“Like I said Dad, I’ll return to Metropolis when I’m ready.”


Lionel Luthor did not push the issue further and left the mansion.  While walking home it had gotten dark.  He tried to make out his black limousine when he was attacked by three people in black jumpsuits.  They were all carrying revolvers.


“Well look what we have here,” one said, who was obviously a woman.  You could tell by the voice; “if it isn’t the famous billionaire Lionel Luthor.”


“Get the hell off me you creeps,” Lionel snapped swinging with his cane, but it got wrenched from his hand and thrown aside – several feet away from Lionel Luthor.


“Search him Sentoris,” the woman said and the younger man began searching the older Luthor.  Sentoris had been given his name due to his fascination with centaurs when he was a kid.  In fact, no one in Smallville knew him by his real name anymore.


The older man picked up a canister and knocked out the billionaire and then he and the younger man began to search him.


“Is there anything on him,” the woman asked.


“Just this Kathy,” the older man said, picking up a wallet.  His name was Kale Xavier.


Kathy DeVito snatched the wallet from her boyfriend’s hand and the three ran off but did not get very far before coming into contact with meteor rocks.


“What the hell are those,” Sentoris asked.


“Meteor rocks,” Kale said.  “Don’t get near them.”


“Indeed,” said a voice and the three turned to see a fifteen year-old male, who was tall and bald.  All this had to do with him being exposed to the meteor rocks.


The stranger’s black clothes, which were a pair of leather gloves, a leather coat and cotton pants, helped him hid in the shadows. His eyes were the color of red, which he used to intimidate people.  He moved his fingers together in a creepy way as he gave a low growl.


“Who are you,” Kathy asked.


“Someone who’s been infected by the rocks,” the stranger said sinisterly.  “Get away from here.”

“The meteors have no effect,” Sentoris said.  “Watch us.”


The three criminals each picked up one of the stones and all of a sudden began to get infected.


“What happening,” Kathy DeVito shouted.


“I told you not to pick them up,” the stranger replied and left the area.  Kathy and Kale screamed as Sentoris began to shape shift.  Soon he looked like a centaur. 

Kathy DeVito began to sprout fangs and she thought, ‘I’m turning into a vampire,’ as her fingernails grew longer.


Kale Xavier turned briefly into a Venus flytrap before turning back into a human.

When they were all done, Kale said, “I think we should have listened to that guy,” and the others agreed.

“Let’s go commit some crimes,” Sentoris said.

“The bloodsucker does not suck,” Kathy DeVito joked.

“Let’s plant evidence,” her boyfriend joked and the two cracked up as their jokes.

“Enough comedy,” growled the centaur.  “I’m going.  Are you coming or not.”

Chapter III:

Researching


It was Monday morning at lunch when Clark Kent, who was sixteen, had gained another power – heat rays - walked into Chloe Sullivan’s office in Smallville High.  Clark was now sure he had his new power under control.  

This year when his heat rays had been haywire, he had made a car explode.  This freaked him out so much that he had actually called his parents and they picked him off.  It was unlike the x-ray vision where he would get a headache before; it was more like it just happened.


Now that his powers were under control, Clark was more relaxed.
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“What strange events are happening this week,” Clark asked, walking through the door of Chloe’s office.


“Last night Lionel Luthor was attacked on the way to his limo,” Chloe said.  “After robbing him, the attackers fled but got in contact with a stranger and the meteor rocks.” 


“What did the stranger look like?”

Chloe searched through the files on her computer and finally pulled up a picture of a bald headed man in black.  He looked about sixteen and had on the exact same clothes as what he was described with – the ones he had on when he was talking to the criminals.

“Who is that,” Clark asked.


“King Christopher; he’s a shape shifter.  According to what I’ve found, a man named Redstain murdered his family in 1999, when he was thirteen . . .”


“And that’s all your going to know,” said a loud voice behind them that made them jump.  King Christopher had arrived.


“Mr . . .” started Chloe, but the christonian interrupted her.


“That’s King Christopher or Christopher.  Do I make myself understood?”  His deep voice was threatening to both Clark and Chloe.


All of a sudden, Clark began to get dizzy.


“Clark, are you alright,” Chloe asked.


“Yeah, I just need some air.”


“No one’s going anywhere,” said King Christopher.  He had meteor fragments imbedded in his skin, which, although, it never effected him negatively, it did effect Clark.


“What do you want,” asked Chloe, frightened of the sixteen year-old, who had been kicked out of all the foster homes he went to due to his super powers and violent nature.


“I’ll tell you,” he snarled.  “I want you to destroy all the files you have on me.  If you don’t I’ll make your life a living hell.”

At that moment, Pete Ross and Lana Lang entered.

“What did Kwan want,” Lana asked.

“He said I have to do school events or else I can’t be the editor of the Torch.”

“So Clark what’s up,” Pete asked.

“Exactly what Chloe said,” Clark answered.  “Tell me, does anyone know of King Christopher?”

“Where is he supposed to be rule,” Pete joked.

“Pete this isn’t funny.  He was here a few minutes ago threatening Chloe if she didn’t get rid of the information she had about him.”

“You found information on this guy,” Lana asked.  “I’m surprised.”

“Why,” Clark asked.  He tried to keep a distance from Lana, due to her necklace, which was made out of a piece of the meteor rock that killed her parents in October of 1989.

“Christopher is an unknown.  Next to nothing is known about him.  Probably Chloe got the only information on him.”

“And now he wants me to destroy it,” Chloe said.  “I wonder why?”

“He’s probably a private person,” Pete said.

“Anyway,” Clark asked, changing the subject.  “Lionel Luthor was attacked last night by three people.”

“What did they look like,” Lana asked.

“Don’t know,” said Clark.  “But since they were around, but not right next to, meteor rocks, suspect anything.  By the way, what happened to Whitney; I haven’t seen him in a while.”

“Last time I heard from Whitney Fordman,” Lana explained, “he had left Smallville forever and moved to Metropolis to join their football team.  We have stopped communicating ever since.  I feel that our relationship is over.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s not you’re fault Clark.  We were on shaky grounds.  Even I was beginning to question it.”


“Why didn’t you just break it off sooner?  Oh sorry, that’s none of my business.”


“No it’s alright,” Lana said.  “To tell you the truth, I don’t know.”

Chapter IV:

The Meeting


“I know exactly what we have to do,” Sentoris said.  “We need to kill Clark Kent before he destroys us all.”


“And how are we going to do that,” Kathy DeVito asked.  Being a vampire, she was vulnerable to sunlight, so she wore sunglasses and sunscreen for protection.  She was drinking a bottle of blood.


“We combined our strengths against his.  Three against one!  Now what do you think?”

“You need more than strength to defeat your opponent Sentoris,” Kale Xavier said, walking along the long table.  At one end sat the vampire and the other end was free for the plant boy.  He sat down in the empty chair.  “You need several plans.”


Since there was no way Sentoris could sit like the others, he stood beside the table.  It was Monday evening, the day after they attacked Lionel Luthor.


“We’ll attack Clark Wednesday night after dark,” Kathy said, leaning forward.  “That will give us time to make sure he’s not expecting us.”


“Excellent planning, my dear,” Kale said as Sentoris scowled and looked away.
***


When Clark arrived home he stripped to his boxers.  His mother immediately knew something was wrong.


“Meteor rocks,” Clark answered.  “Can you burn these clothes while I take a shower?”


“Sure,” his mother answered as Clark headed upstairs keeping close to the banister in case he fell.
Chapter V:
Cockroaches


Clark had another flying dream that night where he was once again flying over Lana’s bed starring down at her.  She was sleeping peacefully.  As she opened her eyes he began to go through the roof and into the sky.  He climbed higher and higher, but was always looking down on her – that is, until he turned upside-down.  He soared higher and higher until he reached the full moon.  Never before had he seen more clearly and then Jonathan said, “Son, time for breakfast.”

It was then that he lost control and came crashing down so fast he could not see where he was going.  He went right through the roof and onto the bed, which suddenly became his bed.  Lana had disappeared; the dream was over.

“Son, time for breakfast,” his father called again.

“I’m coming Dad,” Clark yelled.

Clark walked into the dining room and sat down.  It was Tuesday morning.


“I had another flying dream last night,” he reported.

“What happened,” asked his father, who was reading the Smallville Ledger.  Its front page was about Lionel Luthor getting robbed on the way to his limo.  Clark explained his dream to his parents.


“So you broke the laws of gravity again,” Jonathan said, sighing.


“First time, I was just hovering over Lana, but this time I soared through the air.”


“Soared through the air,” Martha asked.


“I’m scarred.”


“Son,” Jonathan said, “I said this once and I’m going to say it again.  I know I’m supposed to have all the answers and it really does kill me that I don’t.  I’m not joking.  But whatever happens, we’ll solve this together.”


“And if you have anymore of these dreams or it gets worse let us know,” Martha said.


“I will.”


Suddenly there was a screeching of wheels and Lex’s black Jaguar came screeching to a stop from sixty miles an hour – thus breaking the speed limit.  Then there was a knock on the door and the Kents turned to see who it was.

“Oh hi Lex, Clark said.  “Come on in.  You know, you could drive slower.”

“Where’s the fun in that,” Lex asked, as he walked in and scratched his bald head.  No one, not even Sheriff Adams, messed with the Luthors.

“Do you want something to eat,” Martha asked as her husband scowled at Lex.  He did not like both Luthors, but his wife, although she was not very fond of Lionel, defended Lex saying that he had never been anymore than generous.  But however much she defended him and however much Clark was his friend, Jonathan still did not like the younger Luthor.

“No thanks,” Lex replied, “I wanted to ask if Clark would be interested in joining me for lunch.”

“Sure,” Clark asked.  “Where at?”

“The Talon.”

“I’d love to.”

“Great,” Lex said and departed as Jonathan scowled at him.

***

When Clark arrived, Lex was already seated and drinking wine.  “I ordered you a Pepsi,” he said, when he noticed his friend.  “Of course if you want something else we can change it.”

“No, a Pepsi is fine.”

He sat down on the chair across from Lex and asked, “So how’s everything been with you?”

“Oh my father wants me to move back to Metropolis so he can keep an eye on me.”

“Are you going?”

Lex shook his head.

They kept talking until they were interrupted by a female voice asking them if they wanted anything else and if everything was okay.  They looked up to see Lana, who ran the Talon.  She was not wearing her necklace.

“Fine,” answered Clark smiling at her, but a refill of Pepsi would be nice though.”

“Of course,” Lana answered.  “And you Lex?”

“I’ll have more of the same.”

“Be right back.”

After Lana Lang departed, Lex Luthor turned to Clark Kent and said, “You like her, don’t you?”

Clark’s did not answer, but right then there was a scream.  Lex and Clark turned to see Lana stamping on cockroaches who had somehow scurried their way into the Talon.

“Cockroaches,” Lex yelled as he had Clark got to their feet.  “Where’s the insecticide?”

“We’ve run out,” Lana yelled, as she squished some more bugs.

“Damn it,” Lex swore.  “I’ll run out and call Pest Control.”

As Lex raced across the Talon, thrusting chairs aside, Clark raced over to assist Lana, who was franticly killing bugs and moved her to another part of the room. 

By the time Pest Control had arrived the cockroaches had invaded the entire building and Pest Control was franticly at work killing them.  They had to clear the building while they worked.  When they had finished, one of them walked out and asked, “Who owns this place?”

“I do,” Lana answered.

“Ma’am, I’m afraid this place will have to close for several weeks, maybe months, for repairs.”

“I understand,” said Lana who was standing beside Clark, who was standing beside Lex.

“Perhaps another time we’ll do this,” Clark said when they were alone.

“Yes, perhaps another time,” Lex answered.

Chapter VI:

A Vicious Attack

Wednesday evening, Kathy DeVito, Sentoris and Kale Xavier gathered for their new plan.  The vampire opened a bottle of blood and drank it as Kale said, “We need to kill Clark Kent ourselves.”

“Exactly,” Kathy agreed, but we need a plan of action as bacteria sneakily drifted through the cracks in the walls and began to take form.

“I don’t know,” Sentoris said.  “Perhaps we’ll just try brute strength for starters.”

“Or this,” said the plant boy, turning into a Stinging Nettle.

“What’s the interest in Clark,” said the newcomer as Kale Xavier turned back into a human.

“Who the hell are you,” Sentoris asked, as he spun around to face the bald headed adolescent.

“I’m King Christopher,” the teenager replied.  “Perhaps you’ve heard of me.”

“What the hell do you want?”

“Money and power,” the christonian replied.

“Get it somewhere else,” Sentoris snapped.

King Christopher shrugged and said, “Fine, but you may have just lost a powerful ally.”  Then he disappeared as quickly as he came.

“Now,” Sentoris asked, turning back to face the others.  “What do we do?”

“Kill Clark Kent tonight,” Kathy said.

***


Clark Kent was taking an evening walk with Lana Lang when he turned to her and asked her if she was cold.  She shook her head.


“The full moon is beautiful,” he said, gazing up at the stars and towards the moon.


Lana rested her head on his shoulder and replied, “It sure is,” before being thrown by a vine from behind and knocked unconscious when he crashed into a garbage can.


Clark turned to face the attacker, who was Kale Xavier.  The teenager grabbed Clark in a group of vines that had stinging nettles attached to them.  As he struggled to escape, the vines tightened.


Kathy DeVito flew over fence and said, in a joking way, “Why if it isn’t Clark Kent.  Mind if I drink your blood?”


Sentoris appeared behind her and said, “Let me have him.”


Clark blasted Kale with his heat rays, burning his foe.  The plant boy screamed and was forced to let go, so to avoid anymore damage, while Sentoris moved to the side and blasted Clark with streams of bright green “electricity” – meteor partials – that he fired from his fingers.  Clark screamed as he fell down and the centaur moved forward, continuing to blast him.


“Destroy him, Sentoris,” Kale said as Kathy snarled, barring her fangs.


Clark used his heat rays again and soon the two powers were battling against each other with either one getting the advantage over the other.  Finally Clark won and Sentoris fell over and rolled away.


Kale, who had ninety-foot vines, leapt at Clark and began strangling him, but at that moment he was blinded by bright lights from Lex’s car, which Kathy mistaked it for sunlight.  She jumped into the shadows as quickly as possible and retreated, leaving her cohorts to fend for themselves.


Sentoris got back on his feet and fired his “lightning” at the car, but missed.  Sign posts and glass from windows of houses and cars struck Kale and, in irritation he let go.


“What’s going on here,” Lex asked, pulling up in his limousine.


“Lex, get out of here,” Clark tried to yell, but he had been so weakened, his voice came out only a whisper.


At that moment Pete Ross and Clark’s parents showed up and now there were too many witnesses so Kale said sinisterly, “We’ll meet again Clark and leapt into a dark ally where he changed back into his human form and ran off with Sentoris on his heals.


When they had gone, Jonathan knelt beside his son to make sure he was okay and Clark responded that he wanted to go home.


“Where’s Lana,” Martha asked.


“She was thrown.”


“I’ve found her,” Lex called.  “I’ll take her to my house and fix her up, alright Clark.”


“Yeah,” Clark said and sighed.


“We’ll be getting home now,” Jonathan said as he and his wife lifted their son up.  “Pete, would you get the door.”


“Sure, Mr. Kent,” Pete Ross answered.


“Thanks.”

“Do you want me to call for an ambulance,” Lex asked.


“No we’re fine,” Jonathan answered.  He did not like the Luthors’ and would prefer it if his son was not friends with Lex, but he could not do anything about it.


“Well, I’ll see you soon,” Lex said and got back in his limousine and drove off.

Chapter VII:

The Beastmaster

“Did you know that people have been receiving enormous green bug bites,” Jonathan Kent said the next day.  He was reading the Smallville Ledger.  Its front page contained an article on the mysterious bug bites.

“Several people have gotten ill.”

“How many,” his wife asked.


“Somewhere between ten and twenty.”


“That’s quite a few.”


“It is.”


Clark was resting upstairs in his bedroom from the attack when his father walked into his room.


“How are you feeling, son,” his father asked.


“Tired.”


“Well just get some rest.  One of us will check up on you in about an hour.”  He did not feel it was necessary to tell his son about the mysterious bug bites people were getting.  It was not something Clark needed to think about at the moment.

***

Meanwhile, Lex Luthor was leafing through Martha Kent’s health file.  Since the Kents were very important to him, he was worried about Martha’s health.  Without his knowledge, his father walked in and said, “There’s a circus in town.  You want to come?”


“No.”


“Lex,” Lionel said, “I don’t think you understand.  This is no ordinary circus.  It is led by the Beastmaster, who seams to be able to communicate with animals.  My suspicions are that it’s the meteor rocks.”


The meteor rocks were something that interesting Lex.  He considered what his father was saying and decided that this might be a good chance to find out how they worked by interviewing the man so he agreed. 

 
“When is it,” he asked and his father told him.  “I’ll be there.”

***


The circus was crowded with people when Lex and his father drove up in their car.  Lionel was behind the wheel.  When they got out, they were surrounded by people.


‘Thank God I’m not being interviewed,’ Lionel thought.  They paid for some front row seating in the balcony and watched as the curtain opened and out steeped the Beastmaster.


“Ladies and gentleman,” he shouted.  “Boys and girls of all ages, welcome to the greatest show on Earth.  Now direct your attention to the Skeleton Riders.”


Five people wearing skeleton masks and clothes drove out of a tent and began doing acrobatics on their motorcycles.


Clark and Lana had also gone to the circus and were sitting in the lower seats, but not on the balcony.  Clark had recovered for the attack.  He had a quick healing speed.  Lana was wearing here necklace so Clark was keeping his distance.  The chairs between them were empty.  The two watched as the show continued with animas, tightrope walkers and sword swallowers.


When the circus was over, the Luthors tried to talk to the Beastmaster, but he was too busy for them, so they left.


“What did you think of it,” Clark asked.


“I enjoyed it,” Lana said.


They continued talking about the circus as they walked, sharing favorite acts until they got to her house, where they said goodbye to one another and Clark walked to his house, which was conveniently next door to Lana’s.


When he walked in the door, dinner was cooking.


“How was it,” Martha asked.


“It was entertaining,” Clark answered.  Then he sniffed the air and asked, “What’s cooking?”


“Bacon and eggs.”


“Smells good.”


At that moment, Clark’s father came in.  He had been working out in the fields feeding the animals.  He turned to his son and asked, “Did you and Lana receive any strange bug bites, or did anyone attack you,” Jonathan asked and Clark shook his head.

“No, we actually had a good time.”

“That’s good.  I don’t want another battle around here.  Now let’s eat, I’m starved.”

Chapter VIII:

Having Lunch


It was now October.  Clark and Lex went out to lunch again at the Talon and this time there was no strange events.  Clark ordered a coke, a hamburger and fries, while Lex ordered Champaign, a cheeseburger and fries.  Once again, they were served by Lana who was not wearing her necklace.


King Christopher was drinking a sprite-root beer cocktail and having some fries and a hamburger over in a corner.


“How does it feel to be back in business,” Clark asked.


“Good,” Lana replied.


“When she was gone, the two began to eat and talk again.  When they were finished, they paid and stood up and began talking to each other.


“So does your father still want you to come to Metropolis?”


“Yeah, but I’m not going.  I have made my home here and I’m staying.”


“That’s good,” Clark said.  “I hate to lose you.”


“So would I Clark,” Lex said.


“Well the lunch was pretty good.”


“It filled me up.”


“So does your father still want you to come to Metropolis,” Clark asked.


“Yeah, but I’m not going.  I have made my home here and I’m staying.”

The Talon had gotten fairly busy by that point, so the two continued their conversation outside.


“Who’s the freshman this year for the Scarecrow Tradition,” Clark asked.

“I don’t know,” Lex replied.

Every Halloween, before the annual Homecoming Game, a few football players picked a freshman, drag him to Riley Fields, strip him to his boxers, paint and “S” on his chest and string him up like a scarecrow.  He was the victim of the traditional high school homecoming game prank, which was thought to bring the team good luck.  In October of 1989, it was Jeremy Creek, who had now moved away from Smallville and gone to Metropolis, which was close by. In 2001, it was Clark Kent, who had been rescued by Lex Luthor and now, in 2002, it was another freshman’s turn.  Every year the Tradition was located in the same place – Riley Fields.

Chapter IX:
Cobwebs


Lana Lang woke up screaming.  She looked out the window and saw cobwebs in the form of words that said “See you soon Lana.”  Terrified she dialed her friend Clark’s house.  Clark, who was asleep, answered it on its third ring.


“Hello.”


“Clark,” Lana struggled to say.


“Lana, is that you?  What’s wrong?”


“He’s back and he’s coming to get me.”


“Lana what are you talking about?  Who’s back?  What’s going on?”


Lana tried to say the name but she was too terrified.  The storm ragged on as thunder and lightning crashed outside and the rain tormented down.


“What is it, Lana?”  Clark had to shout to be heard over the noise of the thunder.  “Look, I’m coming over.”


Clark grabbed his jacket and raced towards Lana’s house.  When he got there, she was lying in a massive amount of cobwebs, but no attacker.  He used his x-ray vision to spy around the place and but when Clark finally saw someone, the intruder jumped out of the way too fast to be identified.  The intruder landed and threw Clark, who crashed through a wall and crash-landed onto some chairs destroying then.  Then the attacker leapt out a window and was gone before he had a chance to react.


After the attacker was gone, Clark emerged from the broken chairs and immediately scrambled to where Lana was trapped in the cobwebs.  He began frantically to tear them apart, but the more he pulled, the more the cobwebs stuck to him.  Finally, in a last-minute emergency, he used his heat rays and began burning the cobwebs off of himself.  Once he was free, he began using the same method on Lana.  Within minutes he was free and he carried her back to his house for safely.


When he barged in through the door, both he and Lana were soaking wet.  His mother immediately gave each of them a towel, then Jonathan set Lana down the couch.  She was sound asleep.


“Alright Clark,” Jonathan asked.  “What happened?”


Clark began at once telling his father exactly what happened.


“Did you get a good look at the attacker,” his father asked.


“No, I did not.”

“Well, the important thing is that Lana is safe.  She can stay here as long as necessary.  But right now, you’re going back to bed after you take a shower and change.


Martha helped her son back up and walked him to the shower.  As Clark showered, he could not help to think that Lana’s attacker would be back to get her and he would not give up until he had her.

Chapter X:

The Robbery


A topless male teenager dressed in all black entered Smallville High.  He was carrying his black shirt and leather jacket.  His jelled hair glistened as the sun rays struck it.  The first person he met was Principal Kwan, who said, “Greg Arkin, I thought you were dead and you can’t be topless around the school.”


“I can do whatever I want,” Greg Arkin said, forcing the Principal into his own office.  There, the adolescent turned his back and twisted his neck and turned himself into a Pharaoh Spider.  He turned back around and firing silk, trapping the Principal and then hid the body in a large closet.  With his job finished, the teenager 
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“‘I can do whatever I want,’ Greg Arkin said, forcing the Principal into his own office.  There, the adolescent turned his back and twisted his neck and turned himself into a Pharaoh Spider.” (Page 123) 

departed from the building immediately after putting back on his shirt and leather jacket.

Two hours later, Chloe Sullivan knocked on the door and said, “Principal Kwan, you wanted to see me.”  She opened the door and found silk on the chair, but the Principal had vanished.  Doing some investigative reporting, she found the Principal in the closet.  She screamed as she realized he was dead.  Then her reporter instinct kicked in and she took several pictures, which she later showed to her friends at lunch.

“Principal Kwan dead covered in silk,” Clark said.  “It’s another strange event that you can add to your Wall of Weird.”

“Take a closer look and focus on the silk.”

Clark did so and finally realized what his friend was talking about.

“He’s back,” Clark realized.

“Exactly,” Chloe said.

“Come to think of it,” Lana said.  “There was cobweb writing near my house before I was attacked.”

“What did it say,” Chloe asked.

“’See you soon Lana.’”


“What do you think, Clark?”


“I think Greg Arkin is back.”  He was keeping his distance from Lana since she had on her necklace.


“Who’s Greg Arkin,” Pete asked, walking in the door.

Lana looked terrified and Clark knew why, so he explained who Greg was to his friend. 
As the period entered, Chloe said, “Don’t forget we have that field trip at the Smallville Meteor Rocks Institute this afternoon.”


‘Greg Arkin has witnessed me use my powers,’ Clark thought.   ‘He would suspect that I was exposed to the meteor rocks.’


It was nighttime when Sentoris, Kathy DeVito and Kale Xavier were sitting around discussing their next plan.


“I’ve asked the Beastmaster for assistance,” Kale said, “but he’s too busy.”


“But I’m not,” said a voice and the three turned to see a teenager enter.


“Who the hell are you,” Kathy asked.


“Greg Arkin.”


“The bug boy,” Sentoris asked.


“Yes, but you will refer to me by my name.”


Lionel Luthor was next to walk in through the double doors.


“Mr. Luthor,” Greg asked, “what brings you here?”

“The meteor rocks,” Lionel answered.  “I have been fascinated with them since the shower.”


“Earlier King Christopher showed up,” Kathy said.


“What did he want?”


“Money and power and to join us,” Sentoris answered.


“Did you let him?”


“No.”


“Why not?”


“We weren’t sure if we could trust him.”


“I understand,” Lionel said.  “From what I hear, King Christopher is quite ambiguous.”


 “So what can you give us Mr. Luthor,” Greg Arkin asked.


“Money and supplies.”


“We can get it ourselves.”


“Yes, but who knows more about both red and green meteor rocks than I do?”


Greg Arkin, Kathy DeVito, Sentoris and Kale Xavier talked it over and agreed to have Lionel Luthor assist them.


“Well, I’m just doing my part,” the billionaire said and exited the building.

On the way to his car, Lionel was being watched by King Christopher, who barred his teeth as he watched the man get into his car and drive off before he was able to get his scent.  He had to come in close contact to smell the person to get their scent.  King Christopher’s long fingernails scratched the brick wall that he was hiding behind before they retracted back to their normal length.  Then he turned around and silently walked away hopping to find some green meteor rocks, which where his life source, 
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“On the way to his car, Lionel was being watched by King Christopher, who barred his teeth as he watched the man get into his car and drive off before he was able to get his scent.” (Page 129)


although, he could absorb the red ones too, but he would go after the green ones first since those were the kind that created him.  He headed to the Smallville Meteor Rocks Institute and walked inside.  He did not do anything rash, as he silently moved through the building.


“Freeze,” ordered a security guard.  “Stick your hands behind your head!”

King Christopher did not do anything.  He just starred blankly at the security guard and turned a deaf ear.  Several more guards entered.


“Come on hurry up,” they said, trying to snap handcuffs on him, but he resisted arrest and began spinning them around and then throwing them.


“Open fire!”


The bullets had no effect on the christonian as they left tiny punctures and bounced off the mettle buttons.


“What the hell do you think you’re doing,” he said and the security guards immediately ran off.


King Christopher ran through the corridors.  His radiation level was low, but it could be replenished with meteor rocks.  He broke down a door where he sensed meteor rocks.  When he entered, his skin illuminated green.


“You found them,” said a voice and the christonian spun around.  He came face-to-face with the bug boy and asked, “What are you doing here?”


“Same thing you are,” Greg Arkin said.  He was immediately joined by Sentoris, Kathy DeVito and Kale Xavier.


Christopher smashed some glass and picked up a rock and immediately began absorbing his energy.  When he did, his spine lit up.  The others were smashing glass and putting meteor rocks in a bag as fast as possible, while the security alarm went off.


The school already had begun their tour and the tour guide said, “Alright everyone stay calm.  That was the security alarm.”


In a mass panic, the school had left Clark behind and while trying to find a way out, he accidentally walked to where the door to the room where the meteor rocks were would have been, but, because of the meteor rocks, he could not enter.


“Clark Kent’s outside,” Sentoris shouted and everyone turned to look.  Greg Arkin was the first to make a move as he walked to where the door would have been and picked up his enemy and snarled, “You want to play?  Well then play!”


He threw Clark against the wall as the watched.


“I’ll help you,” Sentoris said.


“No,” Greg said, “you just put the rocks in the bag.  I’ll tend to this.”


King Christopher leapt up onto the rafters.  He had been replenished and he watched Greg Arkin beat up Clark Kent, who was beginning to weaken even more.  This time not only because of the meteor fragments in King Christopher’s body, but because of the meteor rocks that were in the building.


A siren was heard in the distance.


“Come on Greg, let’s go,” shouted Kale, but Greg was not listening as he continued to beat up his foe.


King Christopher leapt from the rafters and landed on his feet.  Then he raced out the door before the police arrived.


“Come on Greg, we’ll deal with him later,” Kathy shouted.  “We’ve got what we came for!”


“Go,” Greg said, who was winning since Clark was being exposed to the meteor rocks.  “I’ll catch up with you at LuthorCorp.”


As his allies departed, Greg said, “Remember I told you the Buffalo Ant could lift thirty times its own body weight,” as he picked up Clark around and threw him.  He did this until he had no time left; the police were getting too near.  To escape, Greg leapt out of the room like a grasshopper and once outside, he had an idea.  Propping the door up he twisted his neck into a Pharaoh Spider and fired silk to block the entrance.


“Can’t have you chasing me again,” he shouted to Clark.  “I don’t want you ruining my mating time with Lana.  As you know, first I eat, then I molt and then I mate.”

The meteor rocks suddenly erupted into flame when exposed to a nearby radiator.  Clark became very dizzy because of this and collapsed on the floor.

***

Back at the farm, his parents were worried about him. A whole hour had passed since the field trip.


“I better go look for him,” Jonathan said, getting on his coat.

Jonathan stood up and got into the car.  He drove all around town.  He stopped at the Talon and asked Lana if she had seen his son.

“He got separated from us back at the Institute,” Lana replied.  “I know, for I sat beside him.


Jonathan thanked Lana and raced to the Institute.  However, he was stopped by a security guard and he had to explain what he was doing.
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“Clark became very dizzy because of this and collapsed on the floor.” (Page 135)

“Come with me,” the guard said, leading the way.

It took a while for them to find Clark, but they did find him, unconscious.  To enter, they had to rip the webbing off of the door and broke it down.  It did not take much force to knock down a door that had been previously knocked down.
“We’ve better get him to a hospital,” said the guard, pulling out his cell phone, but Jonathan was not listening.


“Clark,” he asked, “can you hear me?”


“Get me out of here,” whispered Clark.


“I don’t think we need any help,” Jonathan said.


“Are you sure,” the guard asked.


“Yes.”

“Alright,” said the guard, putting his cell phone away.

***


On their way back, they were attacked by Greg Arkin.  Clark, whose strength and been renewed, leap out first and jump in front of the car to stop it.

Greg Arkin cracked his neck and said, “I told you we’ll meet again.”


 The car slammed into Clark and both he and his father crashed onto a sign post.  His father was knocked unconscious, but Clark was not.  He looked around for the bug boy, but his foe had disappeared.

***


“So let me get this straight,” Lionel Luthor said.  “You failed to get the meteor rocks.”


“That’s correct,” Greg said.  “Clark Kent was there and then the police.  We didn’t want a scene.”


“There was also someone else there,” Kathy DeVito said.
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“Greg Arkin cracked his neck and said, ‘I told you we’ll meet again.’” (Page 139)

“Who?”

“It looked like King Christopher.”

 “Him again,” Lionel Luthor said, sighing.  “What did he want?”


“Same thing as us,” Kale Xavier said, but I think his motive is different.”


“He seamed to absorb the energy,” Sentoris said.


“His life essence perhaps,” Lionel suggested.


“Maybe,” the plant boy said, “but we’ll keep an eye out for him anyway.  We wouldn’t want him to interfere with us again.”


“Of course not, Mr. Xavier,” Lionel replied.


The sun was setting as the three continued their meeting and Kathy knew it would not be long until she would not need the sunscreen on her anymore.  She needed to feed and her bottles of blood had run out.  She looked at Lionel Luthor and thought he looked tasty.

***


Meanwhile, back where the Greg Arkin had made their car crash, Clark had moved his unconscious father to the side of the road, when Lex Luthor showed up.  He immediately stopped his new Porsche and got out.


“Clark, what happened,” he asked, rushing to his friend’s side unaware that someone else was watching.


“He was attacked,” Clark answered.


“Jesus, we’ve better get him to a hospital.”


Lex pulled out his cell phone and dialed for an ambulance.  Within an hour, Jonathan Kent’s unconscious body was being hauled into the ambulance.


“I would like to go with him,” Clark said.


“Are you family?”


“Yes.”


“Alright,” the man said, letting Clark inside and shutting the double doors.

***


That night, Lana visited her parents’ grave.  They had been killed in the meteor shower and she had been left in the care of Aunt Nell.  Pete Ross and Chloe Sullivan arrived shortly after and startled her.


“We were wondering if you’ve seen Clark,” Pete asked.


“No, I haven’t seen him for several hours.”


“You won’t find him here,” said a voice and the three turned to see King Christopher coming out of the shadows.  He had approached so silently that no one heard him.  “I saw him in an ambulance.  It looked like his dad had an accident.”


“I’m sorry,” Pete said.


“I saw someone there,” Christopher said and gave a description of the bug boy.


“Greg Arkin is at large once again,” Lana said, shakily.


“You know him.”


“Sadly yes, he kidnapped me.”


“For what . . . oh never mind, that’s none of my business.”


Then the christonian departed as silently as when he came.


“A strange one he is,” Pete said.


“What makes him strange,” Lana asked.


“Just the way he acts.”


“I heard that,” Christopher shouted from the darkness.  The three teenagers all tensed up waiting for him to reaper, but nothing happened.  They scanned the darkness for several minutes.  Suddenly Lana screamed as two red eyes shot back at her.  They moved to the right as if the animal was circling, then stopped and more to the left.  A low growl came from the direction of the eyes and then a sinister laugh.  Chloe snapped one shot just before the red eyes disappeared.


“My God,” Chloe said.  “What was that?”


“I don’t know,” Pete answered, “but you can add it to your Wall of Weird.”


Chloe’s Wall of Weird was all the events that happened post-meteor shower.  Clark had seen the Wall and had blamed himself for all the crash and the death of Lana’s parents, even though his father had told him that it was not his fault.


“Come on, let’s go,” Lana said.  “It’s chilly out and I can’t talk to my parents anymore.”

***


When Lana got back home, her aunt was making dinner.


“You’re making dinner now,” Lana said.


“Yes,” Aunt Nell said, just as Greg Arkin, Sentoris, Kathy DeVito and Kale Xavier appeared.

Lana kicked at Greg and missed him, but struck Kale in his testicles.  He snarled in pain as he fell down.  Sentoris attacked next.  He reared up and knocked Lana against the wall as Greg leapt out of the way.  He moved towards Lana as Kathy barred her fangs and attacked Lana’s aunt.


“Watch out Aunt Nell,” Lana screamed.  Her aunt swung at her attacker with a frying pan, but it was too late and she was bitten on the neck.


“Aunt Nell,” Lana screamed before she was knocked out by the bug boy.

The vampire began feasting on Aunt Nell’s blood.

“She’ll catch up to us,” Sentoris said.  “Greg, grab the girl and come with us.”

Pete arrived a few minutes after they left and called out for Lana, but got no response.

‘That’s funny,’ he thought.  ‘She’s was suppose to be at the Talon an hour ago.’

He looked around and noticed Aunt Nell’s dead body and immediately realized what had happened.  He raced out the door to find Lana.

Chapter XI:

The Bank Robbery

“Drop it,” shouted a skeleton rider.  “Give us all your money!”

The bankers were putting all the money in bags as fast as they could.

A woman with her child fainted and it caught the attention of a sword swallower.

Lions and elephants guarded the entrance to make sure no one escaped.

“Look, there’s Lex Luthor,” a skeleton rider said. “Let’s rob him.”

Lex pulled out a gun and shot the nearest motorcyclist.  The dead man fell off his vehicle and fell onto a sword swallower.  

The sun was setting as Greg Arkin, Sentoris, Kathy DeVito and Kale Xavier arrived.

“What is this,” Kale joked.  “Is the circus in town?”

“Hey kid,” a motorcyclist said before he was covered in chocked by vines, “get out of here.”

“Does anyone else have an opinion,” Kale Xavier asked.

“I do,” said a voice King Christopher arrived.  He turned to the circus gang and said, “I want the money.”

They laughed at him until he began throwing them.

“Come on, Greg let’s go,” Kathy said and the four departed.

Lex escaped out the back just as Lionel Luthor pulled up.

“Come on Dad,” Lex said, “let’s go.”

His father said nothing as he pulled away, swerving to get away from the criminals that were being thrown out the window, while others were being killed from inside.

The lions and elephants attacked the christonian, but he defended himself by roasting them to a crisp with his atomic ray.  Soon all of the Beastmaster’s army was destroyed.

Fighting such an army required the christonian to use a lot of power and now he needed a refill.  He found an old abandoned mine and replenished his need for energy there.

Chapter XII:

The Secret Is Revealed

Clark was with his dad in the hospital.  He had phoned his mother and the two were waiting for a response. Finally, the nurse arrived.


“How’s my husband,” Martha asked.


“He’s suffered a mild concussion, but he’ll be fine,” the nurse answered.


“Thank you,” Martha replied turning to her son, who held her for comfort.


“I’m going for a walk,” Clark said.  “Will you be okay by yourself?”


“Yes,” Martha sniffed.  “You go ahead son.”

***


“Lana,” Clark said, knocking on her door, but no one answered.


‘That’s strange,’ he thought.


Pete arrived shortly and said, “She’s not there.  I can’t find her.”


“Where’s her aunt?”


“Drained of her blood,” King Christopher answered.


“What are you doing here,” Clark asked as he began to get sick from the meteor particles under the christonian’s skin.  This made Clark leave quickly and clean himself by jumping into a nearby river.


“Taking a walk, same as you.”


“Where to,” Pete asked.


“Are you accusing me,” snapped the christonian, advancing.  “See when people accuse me, I get angry.  He snarled, showing all of teeth, which he had made all yellow canines, which were healthy to him, but unhealthy for a regular human.


“No,” Pete answered, but Christopher was not convinced and shoved him against the wall.  Then he lifted him up snarling, “Never accuse me!”


“He wasn’t accusing you,” Clark said when showed back up completely wet.  “Also, this is all unnecessary.”


King Christopher snarled and threw the black adolescent several feet away.  Clark ran super fast and caught him, a mistake that the christonian noticed, but did not say anything about.  However, he was thinking that Clark Kent may not be completely human.


“Nice catch,” he said, calmly, adjusting his black leather jacket and scratching his bald head.


“I would have to say you have the most violent temper,” Clark said, just as he began feeling dizzy again.


“What is it,” Christopher said.  “Too much sun?”


He lifted Clark up into the air and Pete screamed, “Put him down,” but the christonian did not listen and he threw Clark against the telephone lines, electrocuting him.  The christonian injured himself.  When Pete tried to stop his next attempt, Christopher knocked him out with a canister.


“Like me, you aren’t human,” King Christopher said grabbing Clark, but was burned by the cut telephone wires, which made him bleed and since he was burned by electricity, he could not heal by himself.  Snarling in pain, he lit up his spines and opened his mouth releasing his atomic ray which made the wires explode.


Clark got back up, but was dizzy and Christopher, even though he was bleeding radioactive blood from one hand, was winning.


The fight continued for a quarter of an hour before Pete Ross regained consciousness.  When she saw Clark he shouted, “Get away from him.”


Christopher was so surprised at the black’s comeback that he missed a punch and only burned himself again.  Then Clark, in a desperate struggle to get away from the meteor rocks in Christopher’s body, threw his foe into the cables.


“Mother of God,” Pete said and then Clark realized what he may have just done – let Pete Ross, his best friend, in on his secret.


King Christopher smashed into the electric cables and in anger, got tangled in them.  He bled some more as the cables tore into his flesh.  In a painful struggle to escape, the christonian turned into bacteria floated into the air saying the words, “I had no intention of killing you.”


When he had completely disappeared, Pete knelt beside Clark and asked if he was okay.


“I’ll be fine,” he answered, but Pete was extremely suspicious.


“Clark, he said, “you survived thrown into electric cables.”


Clark knew defeat when he saw it, so he asked, “Can you keep a secret?”

“Sure.”

“I mean it.  This could be life threatening.”

“You can always trust us.”
Clark sighed heavily and said, “I’ve never told anyone what I’m about to tell you.  I’m not from Earth?”
His friend did not say anything for a moment and then burst out laughing.
“I’m serious,” he said, but Pete only laughed harder, so he asked if he wanted proof.
“Proof,” Pete asked.  He could not believe his ears; he thought his friend was going crazy.
“And if it’s fake, you can add it to your Wall of Weird, but if I’m right then I get an apology from you and you are to never tell anyone and I mean anyone about this.  Is that understood?”
The black nodded, but he still thought his friend was playing a joke on him.
They arrived shortly after.  Clark’s parents were still at the hospital, so Clark knew that they would not be disturbed.  After taking a shower to get the meteor dust off, he showed Pete the spaceship which was in the storm cellar.
Pete could not believe his eyes.  He touched the ship and determined that it was real.
“You weren’t kidding,” he said.
“I told you.  Now I expect an apology from you.”
It took a few minutes for Pete to get his tongue back, but when he did he apologized to his friend.  “It’s just that when you hear these kinds of things you think they’re from some science fiction movie.”
“I understand.  Things like this are usually hoaxes, but not this time.  Hey what’s that on the ship?”
“It looks like writing,” Pete said, “but it’s defiantly not from Earth.  Can you read it, Clark?”

Clark looked at it for several minutes and answered, “It’s a message from my biological father, but this ones so scrambled I can’t read it.  My God, what is going on?”
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“Pete could not believe his eyes.  He touched the ship and determined that it was real.”  (Page 158)

 Pete grabbed his friend and said, “Listen, you create your own destiny.”

“You’re right,” Clark said, trying to calm down.  Once he was calm, he asked, “Do you want something to drink?”

“Sure.  What do you have?”

“Pepsi.”

“Sure I’ll have some.”

The two went into the kitchen and Clark poured two glasses.  The two were in the middle of a conversation when Martha walked in.

Hi Mom,” Clark said.

“Hello Mrs. Kent,” Pete said 

“Pete, how are you doing,” Martha asked.

“Just fine.”

“How’s Dad?”

“He’ll be fine,” his mother answered.

“Glad to hear that Mrs. Kent,” Pete said before there was a knock on the door.

“Oh Lex, come on in,” Martha said.

“Hello,” Lex said shaking everyone’s hand in greeting, but when he offered it to Pete, the adolescent did not take it.

“Pete,” Martha said, shocked.  It was unknown to her that Lionel Luthor had ruined Pete’s family’s life when he bought their land.

Pete Ross whipped his hand on his shirt and said, “Sorry, my hands are a little dusty.”

He shook hands with the billionaire then casually stood up said goodbye to the Kents and walked out without even glancing at Lex.

“I’m sorry to hear about your father,” Lex said.  “I know he doesn’t like me.”

“It’s not you,” Martha said.  “It’s just that your family history is pretty bad around here.”

“Tell him I intend on changing that.  Oh Clark, I went by Lana place a little while ago.  It looks like she was kidnapped.”

“That’s terrible,” Martha said.  “Any idea of who took her?”

Lex was wearing all black, while Clark was wearing a red shirt and blue pants.

“I have a theory that Greg Arkin took her,” Clark said.

“Greg Arkin, the kid you used to play with in grade school?”

“Yeah him.  I’m going to look for her.”

“Clark, wait,” Martha said, but her son had already whizzed ahead about five or six blocks.

When he finally stopped, he came face-to-face with Greg Arkin, Sentoris, Kathy DeVito, Kale Xavier and the Beastmaster.  The latter had decided to join the others since he had lost his army.

“I have no army now,” the Beastmaster said, “and it’s because of that guy in black.  What’s his name?  He was bald.”

“King Christopher,” Clark said.

“That’s it.  It’s because of him I have no army.”

Meanwhile Kathy DeVito was flying around waiting for the right moment to strike.

“Look up there,” Clark shouted.  “It’s a bird; it’s a plane; it’s Kathy DeVito!”

Then the vampire jumped on Clark and pinned him down.  Her sharp fangs sunk into his flesh as she began to drink his blood.  Clark screamed in pain, but his screaming got louder as Sentoris zapped him with his green “electricity.”  Then, without warning, the Beastmaster got thrown by King Christopher, who was too weak to take all five.

“You gave my surprise away,” snarled the vampire angry.  “I will kill you for that.”

The bug boy snarled as the plant boy turned himself into a Pitcher Plant and tired drowning the christonian, who was too weak to use his super powers, but the christonian had the ability to breathe underwater.  In anger, the plant boy threw him.

Leaving Clark where he was, the centaur attacked and knocked over King Christopher and then the vampire attacked and finally the bug boy.

With each taking their turn in bringing him down, King Christopher was soon overcome.  He picked up a metal rail and slammed it against Kathy’s chest.  The vampire was sent into the street where she got hit by Lex Luthor’s car.  The man was speeding and the woman slammed into a brick wall.

***


Meanwhile Clark Kent had recovered.  He attacked Greg Arkin and slammed him against the wall and asked, “Where is Lana?”


“Oh can’t really say,” the bug boy answered before being pounded into the wall repeatedly.


Using the strength of a Buffalo Ant, Greg picked up Clark and threw him through a window of the Talon, where Lex and Lionel Luthor and Pete and Chloe were eating lunch.  They were all eating alone.


“Clark,” Pete, Chloe and Lex said together rushing towards their friend to help him up, “are you alright?”


“I’m fine,” he answered.

***

Meanwhile, Sentoris lost his balance when Christopher sped under his legs in a zigzag at super sonic speed.  The centaur fell and broke his leg and Christopher kicked the vampire into a moving truck.  The truck tried to stop, but Kathy was hit and so fast that she slammed into a brick wall.  Had she been human, it would have killed her, but she was a member of the undead, so she got up, brushed herself off and flew back towards the christonian who flew away at super sonic speed to escape from the attack of the other four together.  The vampire began feasting on the centaur as the other three surrounded her.

***


Meanwhile, in the Talon, Lionel suddenly pulled out a gun and aimed it at Clark and pulled the trigger.  Clark spun around watching the bullet come at him.  He caught it in his right hand.


“Clark,” Lex asked as his father escaped, “are you alright?”


“Yeah, I’m fine,” he answered.


“Are you sure?  A bullet was fired at you.”


“I’ll be fine, Clark assured his friend.  “Don’t worry about it.”


“Okay,” Lex answered, but the glimmer in his eyes showed a sign of suspicion.  He watched Clark exit with Chloe, before exiting himself.

***


Outside, the bug boy ran to catch up with Clark.  “I will assist you in getting her back,” he said.


“For yourself,” Clark asked.


“This is a one-time offer.  Do you want to here it or not?”


“Alright, let’s hear it.”

Then Greg began telling Clark about Doctor Ray Sampson and that he had suspicions that the Doctor may have captured Lana from him.


“So what do you propose,” Clark asked.


“That we put our differences aside temporarily and join forces against this person.”


“How do I know I can trust you?”


“I guess you don’t really, but I’m saying that just this once, you can trust me.”


Clark thought about it long and hard before agreeing to Greg’s proposal and then said, “Just this once.”

Chapter XIII:

Not So Secretive Anymore

It was January of 2003 and Lex still had not come any closer to solving the mystery of what happened on the bridge when he and Clark fell into the water and Clark had saved him.

***

Meanwhile, a scientist named Doctor Ray Sampson had kidnapped Lana Lang.  The cocoon that Greg imprisoned here in was in his lab.  He was sitting in his office with his two assistants.  The one on his right was Jake Crabtree and the one on his left was Bob, who was a cyborg.

Ever since the meteor shower, back in October of 1989, the Doctor had been experimenting with both red and green meteor rocks.  One of the creations that came out of the experiments was Bob.  The cyborg was powered by both red and green meteor rocks.  It had a lead coating over the mettle and a bone, mussel and skin structure so it looked completely human.


In addition to creating the cyborg, Doctor Sampson had been constructing green bullets and red rings.


Just then the Beastmaster, Kathy DeVito and Kale Xavier appeared in the doorway.  When the Beastmaster attacked first, he was fried by a fireball shot from Jake Crabtree’s hand.  The blast struck Kathy, but since she was immortal, it did her not harm and she rolled on the ground to put the fire out.  Afterwards she asked, “Is their blood still left in the carcass?


“Should be,” Jake Crabtree replied and Kathy pounced on it and sunk her teeth into the burnt corpse of the Beastmaster.


Kale Xavier kept an eye on the Doctor and his assistance while his girlfriend feasted.  Then they were gone, leaving the Doctor and his assistants alone.

***


Three weeks later on a Monday, Pete ran up to his friend and asked how Lana was since he had not seen her.


“She’s still missing,” Clark replied.  “I’ve search from here to Metropolis and haven’t found her.”


“How’s your father?”


“He’s recovered.”


“I’m glad to hear that.”


“I know you are.  Hi Chloe.”


“Hi Clark.”


“So what have you been doing?”

“Researching more people infected by the rocks.”


“There’s more,” Pete asked.


“Come to my office and I’ll show you.”


The three entered Chloe’s office and Chloe Sullivan opened a file.  “This,” she explained, “is Doctor Ray Sampson.  After the meteor shower, he has been conducting experiments with his assistant Jake Crabtree.”  The editor of the Smallville Torch brought up a file on Jake Crabtree.  “His assistant was exposed to the meteor rocks too.”


“Do you have any idea what abilities these two have,” Clark Kent asked.


“The Doctor has none, but his assistant, Jake Crabtree, has the power of the four elements.”


“This is whacked,” Pete Ross replied.


“Doctor Sampson’s best creation was a cyborg by the name of Bob.”


“What does it do,” Clark asked.


“I haven’t any idea,” Chloe answered.  “I could check.”


“That would be great.”


“You did take my file off,” said a voice, snarling in pain.


“King Christopher,” Clark said.  The christonian had his wounds wrapped in bandages until the next electrical storm came up.  Perhaps then he might heal.


“Yes it’s me, but my question wasn’t directed at you.”


“The file is gone,” Chloe responded.  “You can see for yourself.”


“That I will,” King Christopher said and Clark and Pete moved aside for the teenager to look.  When he was satisfied, he left the school grounds.


“A strange one he is,” Pete said.


“Very,” Chloe said.

“Well not too much is known about him,” Clark said as Pete and Chloe nodded in agreement.  “He is a man of mystery.”

The teenager then turned to face Chloe and asked, “Can you keep a secret and not stick me on the Wall?”


“Yeah,” answered Chloe.  “But why would I want to stick you on the Wall of Weird?”

“Because I’m really an alien from another planet.”


Chloe burst out laughing.


“It’s true,” Pete said.  “I saw his ship.”


“Yeah, right,” Chloe said.


“I thought I could trust you,” Clark said, angrily.  “I thought since you were my friend you would believe me.  I guess . . .”


“Wait a second Clark,” Pete interrupted.  “Why don’t you just show her the ship?”


“Show me?”  Chloe could not believe what she was hearing.


“You want proof?”


“If this is a hoax Clark, than I’m putting you and the ship on the Wall of Weird.”


“And if it isn’t, than you will leave it off.  Do we have a deal?”


Chloe thought about it for a minute before agreeing.

***


“This is it,” Clark said.


Chloe could not believe her eyes.  She touched the ship to make sure it was real.  When she was convinced, she apologized for laughing.


“Don’t worry about it,” Clark said.  “Pete had the same reaction.”


“Even I’m impressed,” said a voice and King Christopher appeared.  He had overheard them talking.


“Impressed by what,” Clark asked as he and his friends tried to shield the ship from the christonian’s view, but they were not quick enough.


“The ship, of course,” said Christopher moving them to the side and exposing the spaceship and touched it.  “So this is what brought you hear Clark?  It’s quite impressive.”


Then he disappeared as quickly and quietly as he came.


“What if he exposed your secret Clark,” Pete asked.


“That’s a danger,” Clark said.  “I don’t know how to stop him.  The meteor rocks under . . .”


He did not finish the sentence for he dropped to the floor, only barely hearing Pete shout his name.

Chapter XIV:
The Special Bullet


Martha and Jonathan Kent raced into the storm cellar.  They rushed beside Clark.


“What happened,” Jonathan demanded.


“The meteor rocks,” Pete explained.  He realized right then that he had slipped, so he quickly said, “I’ll explain later.”


Jonathan and Martha Kent rushed their son to the bathroom where they undressed him and got him into the shower to remove any meteor particles that were stuck to his skin.


While Clark was taking a shower, Pete was explaining to Jonathan and Martha that he and Chloe knew Clark’s secret and how.”


“He told you,” Jonathan shouted.  Clark’s parents were outraged.


“He told Chloe.  I found out by watching him fight King Christopher, although he did show me the spaceship.”


“Does he know too,” Martha asked.


“Unfortunately, yes.  You see he has meteor particles under his skin.”


“Oh my God,” Jonathan said and Pete could tell they were extremely worried.


“Exactly who is this King Christopher?”


“No one knows much about him,” Pete explained.  “He’s an orphan that was exposed to the meteor rocks.  That’s really all I know other than he seams to have no real goals.”


“What do you mean?”


“He seams to do things that don’t have a connection.  He’s assisted Clark, but has also fought him.”


“I see,” Jonathan said as Clark came downstairs.


“Mom,” he said, handing his old clothes to her, “you better burn these.”


“I understand son,” said his mother, taking them.

***


Meanwhile, Doctor Sampson had sent his two assistants to kill Lex Luthor.  They had failed, but they had seen Clark catch the bullet in his right hand.  This they had reported to their boss.”


“He must be destroyed then,” the Doctor had said.


“What do you want us to do boss,” Jake Crabtree asked.


“You’ll see,” the Doctor answered.  “Come with me.”

***

When the three arrived, Clark was stacking hay.  To fulfill this operation, Doctor Sampson had completed a special bullet that he was going to use against Clark.

By the time the Doctor arrived, Pete and Chloe had left and Clark’s parents were inside the house thus leaving Clark alone in the fields.  Jake Crabtree and Bob were going along as lookouts.  When they spotted Clark, who was asleep, Mr. Crabtree, who was circling the farm on Bob’s back, created an ice wall with a small opening for Doctor Sampson to fire through.  Bob sprayed the wall with melted green meteors which instantly froze upon the ice.  Then the two headed back towards the Doctor.  When they got there, they landed behind him.  The rest was up to Doctor Sampson.

From behind a tree, the Doctor aimed his gun at his target and fired.


Clark awakened and got to his feet.  He saw the bullet and turned to catch it in his hand, but he was too late

and the bullet struck his shoulder blade.  Clark screamed in pain as he fell.


The task done, the three fled with the Doctor in front, just as Clark’s parents rushed towards their son.


“Clark,” Jonathan shouted, but he was answered only by the screams of his son.  They were enough for him and his wife to locate their son.  When they saw the ice wall, Jonathan ran to get some matches while Martha tried to break the ice down with a pitchfork that she found laying a few feet away.

When the wall had been broken, Jonathan shouted over his son’s screams of pain, “Bring him inside!”

Inside, they laid Clark down on the floor and ripped his shirt open.


“Jonathan,” Martha screamed, “he’s not breathing.”


“Give him CPR,” her husband replied as he pulled out his pocket knife and stabbed his son’s wound.


“The poison is spreading so fast!”


“Goddamn it!  I need a longer knife!”


“I’ll get one,” Martha said as tears dripped from her and her husband’s faces.


“Come on son,” he said.  “Don’t give up on us now.”


Then Clark collapsed.  It was unknown to Jonathan and Martha if their son had died or had only passed out.

Jonathan knelt beside his son.  He put a hand on his neck to feel his son’s pulse and got nothing.

“Martha,” he shouted, “I don’t get anything!  There’s no pulse!”


His wife stabbed Clark with the longest knife they had then she stuck some tweezers into the wound.

“I can’t get it,” she said.

“We could try burning it out,” Jonathan said, lighting a match and sticking it into the wound.  The wound bubbled and splattered out foam.  Although it did not release the bullet, it did bring it high enough to the surface so that Martha could remove it with some tweezers.


“Get that thing out of here,” she said, giving the weapon to her husband who took it from her, put it in a plastic bag and tossed it in the trash.

They turned their attention to their son, who showed no reaction for a few seconds and then the bullet wound closed.  Nothing else happened.


“How is he,” Martha asked.


“The bullet wound has closed, but there are no other responses.”


Slowly Clark opened his eyes.


“Wait a minute.  He’s alive.”


“Thank God,” his wife said.


“Give me a blanket,” Jonathan said and his wife handed him one, which he placed over his son.


“What’s going on,” Clark asked.


“Don’t talk son,” his father said, “just rest.”

Chapter XV:

The Blood Sample


One week later, Lionel had called a meeting with his son.  Both Luthors were wearing black.


“He’s in his office Mr. Luthor,” a woman said.


“I suspected that.”


Lionel walked in and asked his son, “Alright, Lex where’s my money?”


“I spent it,” Lex replied, “after laying off several workers.”


“What about Mr. Sullivan?”


“Chloe’s father?  No not him.”


“Why did you lay people off?”


“To make money.”  Lex was keeping his voice very calm, unlike his father.  “If you look at the records, it does increase business.”

Lionel took the records and looked them over.

“You do have a point Lex,” he said.  “Let’s drink to your success.”

“Very well,” Lex said, getting two glasses of whiskey.


Without answering Lionel Luthor took a glass from his son then said, “To your success.”


“To my success,” Lex said.  They held up their glasses in a toast and they both drank.


“Sometimes you surprise me son,” his father said and exited the building.



After everyone had gone, Lex opened up a laptop and began to simulate the bridge event when Clark had saved his life.  It had been several months after the event and he still had not come any closer to solving it.  He was interrupted by an employee.


“Mr. Luthor,” the man said, but Lex cut him off, by saying, “My father is Mr. Luthor.  I’m Lex.”


“Lex,” the man said, “King Christopher is here to see you.  He says it’s important.”


“What does he want,” Lex asked, closing his laptop.


“I don’t know sir, the man said but then Christopher emerged in bacteria form and then into human form – his natural form.  He turned to the man and told him to leave and the man did so out of fear of the christonian.  Turning to the young Luthor, King Christopher, whose wounds from fighting Clark had healed, said, “I think you’ll find my strengths useful to you.”

“How so?”

“I’ve heard that you were always trying to solve what happened the day your car crashed.”

“How did you hear about that,” Lex asked.

“I have my resources.  Now do you want to hear this or not.”

Lex leaned back in his chair and said, “Proceed.”

“Clark Kent is an alien.”

There was a pause as Christopher waited for Lex’s response.

“You’re joking.”

“No I’m not.  I saw the ship with my own eyes.  It’s in the storm cellar.  However, if you don’t believe me, fine.  I can get my own money elsewhere.”

Lex watched him in silence as he began to leave, but then the business man said, “Wait.”

Christopher half turned and eyed Lex.

“Can you get a sample of his blood?”

“Probably, though it might be infested with meteor fragments which you’ll find interesting.  How much are you going to pay me?”

“Five grand,” answered Lex.

“Five grand; you’re a billionaire.”

“Well how much do you want?

“Fifteen million.”

“Done!  Now just how are you going to do it?”

“Oh you don’t expect me to tell you all my secrets.”

Lex thought about it for a moment and then said, “No, I guess not.”

The christonian smiled slightly as he exited LexCorp.

***
That night, Clark, who was wearing a red shirt and blue pants, looked at Lana through his telescope, which was in his Fortress of Solitude.  When Clark was old enough, Jonathan had made the lower section of a door to form a window.  There were railings, an old desk, shelves, a radio and an old telescope that had been passed down from generation to generation.  The telescope pointed in the direction of Lana’s house and Clark spent a lot of time in the Fortress.  Tonight Clark was looking at Lana, which he often did.  She was changing.

“Spying are you,” joked King Christopher as he walked inside.  “I’m sorry to surprise you, but there’s no place to knock.  This is really a nice place you’ve got.”

“Thanks,” Clark said.  “My dad built it for me when I was old enough so I could have my own place.  What are you doing here?”

“Exploring the midnight scene,” King Christopher said, smiling slightly and having a slight glint in his eyes.  Then he shed it and said, “Greg Arkin hasn’t appeared in a while.”

“That’s good.”

“It is.”

‘He’s probably still looking for Lana,’ Clark thought. ‘Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea to trust him on this matter.  He did kidnap her himself once before.’

Clark was not sure if he trusted Christopher at this time and he was getting dizzier and dizzier as the latter came closer to him.

 “Clark,” Jonathan shouted from outside, “time for dinner.”

And it was then that King Christopher made his move.  He grabbed the teenager and threw him against the wall.

“Clark,” Jonathan shouted again.

“Give me a sample of your blood,” the christonian snarled, barring his teeth, which he had suddenly switched to canine.  When he did this, a bright golden light appeared where they switched.


“Why,” Clark asked, as his nerves began turning green.  Christopher saw this.


“You can’t win Clark.  I am stronger than you.”


“Alright, just get away from me.”


The christonian let Clark up.


“I’ll get a knife.”


“Don’t bother,” the christonian said, “I’ve got my own method.  Oh by the way, don’t try to escape me, for I’ve already got your scent, so therefore, I can always threaten you’re parents.”


Clark threw him against the wall, but had to jump back when his nerves starting turning green.


“I told you you can’t win.”


Clark Kent backed up staggering and fell to the floor.  Instantly, King Christopher placed his foot on him and pulled out a small jar in the shape of a cylinder.  It had a needle that drew Clark’s blood.  No matter how hard Clark resisted, he was helpless against the meteor fragments.  He called for help and when his parents got there, the christonian was gone.


“Clark,” Martha shouted, as she and her husband rushed towards their son and turned him over.  He was instantly healed.


“What happened,” Jonathan asked.


“King Christopher was here,” Clark said.  “He took a sample of my blood.”


“Oh no,” Martha said.


“Where was he headed,” Jonathan asked.


“I don’t know.”


“Well, just get some rest, son.”


“I’m going to sleep downstairs.”

***


“Lex,” a voice shouted and the billionaire mumbled in his sleep.  The voice called again and he awakened to see King Christopher hovering outside his window.


“Just a minute, he muttered, getting dressed and coming to the window.  “What is it?”


For an answer, the christonian held up the sample of Clark’s blood.


“Excellent, you got it,” Lex, who was wearing black, said smiling.  He opening the window and tried to get the blood, but Christopher moved backwards out of reach.


“Money first,” he said.
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“‘Excellent, you got it,’ Lex, who was wearing black, said smiling.”  (Page 195)

Lex walked towards a chest and took out a check of fifteen million.  He handed the money to the christonian who, in return, handed him the blood.

“You have done well King Christopher,” Lex said and headed back to his bed to sleep as the christonian flew away to find a cave to sleep in.

An hour later, Lex Luthor received a call from Mr. Sullivan saying that his father, while walking back to his car, was accidentally killed by a LuthorCorp train.  Although, the engineer blew the whistle, it seamed as if Lionel Luthor’s foot was caught in the tracks, which eventually lead to his death.

“I’m taking over,” Lex said, “being the sole heir.  And you will be my right-hand man only answering to me.”

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Sullivan.  “And thanks for the promotion.”

“My pleasure; I heard that my father had been blackmailing your daughter a few days ago.  Now he won’t bother her anymore.”

“Won’t you attend the funeral?”

“Perhaps,” said Lex and hung up.

***

“My father was a great business man,” said Lex, pretending to be very sad.  “However, I don’t particularly miss him and will continue the business as LexCorp with Mr. Sullivan as my right-hand man.  Stand up, my friend and stand beside me.”

Mr. Sullivan stood up and walked up beside Lex and the two shook hands as a photographer took their picture.

Chapter XVI:

The Winter Break Event

“Can I have your attention please,” a woman said into a microphone and everyone including Clark Kent, Chloe Sullivan, Pete Ross, Lex Luthor, Kale Xavier and Kathy DeVito turned their attention to the woman.  “It is time for tonight relighting of the tree.”

The tree was lit and everyone clapped.  From behind Lex’s limousine, King Christopher watched.  “They do this every year,” he said, “but there is no point.  Soon though, it will be forgotten and everyone will go back to their daily lives.”

Pete noticed him and said with chattering teeth, “King Christopher, you better leave before trouble arrives.  You know you’re not liked.”

“I know,” King Christopher said.  He and Clark were the only ones not affected by the temperature.

“Is that all you ever wear,” Clark asked, as he began to get dizzy from the meteor rocks under Christopher’s skin.  “You must be freezing.”

“I’m not and you’re friend better watch what he says to me.” 

“Come on, let’s go,” Chloe said, but the christonian blocked her as Lex, Kale and Kathy departed.  Since the christonian did not want to talk to them, he let them go.  Turning back, he stopped Clark from leaving and said, sternly, “No one’s going anywhere.”

“What do you want,” Pete asked, with chattering teeth.  Everyone but Clark and Christopher had their teeth chattering from the cold.

The christonian’s eyes grew to slits and his face darkened.  “Revenge,” he finally said.

“Against us,” Clark asked, before falling down.  “What did we ever do to you?”

“Not you; Redstain.”

“So why do you take it out on us,” Chloe asked as Pete dragged Clark away.

“I don’t know.  I have been darkened ever since the day my family died.”

“I’m sorry,” Chloe asked.

“It’s not you’re fault,” Christopher said, his voice softer.

“Then why don’t you let us go?”

“I will, but first I want to tell you something.  There is a man named Redstain, who is completely insane.  He’s a serial killer and many years older than I am.  Anyway, there was a mad scientist by the name of Doctor Burns who kidnapped Redstain.  He injected chemicals into his brain that were sold to him by a woman named Mary Fortner.  Sam Bacon, the Doctor’s assistant, did not like what his boss was doing and quit.  Redstain managed to kill Mr. Bacon and Ms. Fortner, but the Doctor escaped and hid from society.  About a month later, Redstain then killed him and afterwards attacked my family.  He killed them as well as well as Doctor Burns and the other two, so now I am alone – an outcast.”

“I’m sorry,” Clark said.

“It’s not your fault,” Christopher said.  There was a pause as if he was remembering what happened.  Clark saw a tear drop from his right eye.  “Perhaps,” he said, “you could introduce me to your friends.”

“Sure,” Clark answered, backing up.  “Stay where you are.”  Then he introduced his friends and mentioned Lana and Lex.

“You’re lucky,” the christonian said.  “You’ve got four friends.  For me I have no one.”
Then for the first time, Clark saw Christopher smile and he said, “The Smallville Meteor Rocks Institute, which was the place where I got my food, was shut down.”

“Why?”

“Lack of funding.”

“You do realize there are other places where the meteor rocks fell.”

“I know.  Perhaps I’ll find them.”

As King Christopher turned to leave, he said, “You know, everyone’s a predator, but every predator is someone else’s prey.”

He walked through the trees, but then slipped on a patch of ice and slid into the freezing water of Crater Lake.  As he turned around, gold light appeared on his fingers when he made them longer and he sunk them into the ice.

“Hold on,” Clark shouted running towards King Christopher to pull him out.

“Clark,” Pete shouted, “don’t do it.  Remember the meteor rocks.”  His talking was broken due to the chattering of his teeth.

But Clark was not listening as he ran down to the freezing water where the christonian was half submerged.  Clark grabbed onto Christopher’s black leather jacket and began to pull him out, but once he touched him, his nerves began turning green.  The longer Clark held on to the christonian, the sicker he became.

“I’ve got you,” he shouted.

And it was at that point that the ice broke and for that second, Clark saw the christonian submerge entirely.  The last thing Clark Kent saw of King Christopher was his gloved hand giving him the thumbs-up sign as he faded into the icy depths of Crater Lake.  The ice froze since the temperature was well below zero.  Clark’s friends all had frostbite and they were shivering.

“Let’s go home,” Clark said.  His strength was renewed.

“Are you sure,” Pete asked.  “What about the meteor rocks.”

“I’m fine,” his friend answered.  “But I think we should all go home.”

“I agree,” Chloe said with chattering teeth.

Chapter XVII:
Doctor Virgil Swann

The following week, which was the start of January of 2004, Clark, who had been searching from Smallville to Metropolis for Lana, but had no success, walked downstairs for breakfast.

“Good morning,” he said.

“Good morning,” his mother said.

“Clark,” asked his father, “a letter arrived for you.  I think it’s about your home planet.”

“My home planet,” Clark asked.

“It’s not in any language known to humans,” Jonathan said.

“I’ll look at it after breakfast.”

After breakfast Clark took a look at the letter, which was in two parts.  One was the kryptonian language; the other was from a scientist named Doctor Swann, who said he wanted to meet Clark in Gotham City.

“Do you think I should go,” Clark asked.

“The choice is yours son,” Jonathan said.  “I would like to warn you though that this might be a hoax.”

Nevertheless, Clark decided to go to Gotham City.  He took a cab in Metropolis and in a few hours was in Gotham City.  Along the way he passed Wayne Manor where the teenage Bruce Wayne was drinking a Pepsi outside of the mansion.  Clark finally stopped at the correct address and walked into the building, which was a planetarium and asked for Doctor Swann.

“Do you have an appointment,” a teenage secretary by the name of Selina Kyle, asked.

“Not exactly,” Clark answered, “but he’s expecting me.”

Selina Kyle phoned the Doctor and he radioed back that he was expecting Clark.

“He’ll see you,” she said, giving him directions.

“Thank you,” Clark answered.

He knocked on the Doctor’s door before entering

“Hello, Clark,” said Doctor Swann, “I’ve been expecting you.  You’re probably wondering why a billionaire scientist works in the backroom of the planetarium.”

“The thought had crossed my mind.”

“Well, I find it peaceful. Besides, I own the building.   Now, let’s get down to business.  Activate screen,” the Doctor said into a microphone and a screen appeared in the krpytonoian language.  “Look familiar?”

“Yes,” Clark answered.

“I sent a letter to you because I have been studying the kryptonian language for years trying to decipher it like eons ago when the Rosetta Stone was discovered.  Since you are from Krypton Kal-El . . .”

“My name is Clark Kent,” interrupted the teenager, placing both hands on the table and giving the Doctor a cold stare.

“Fine Clark,” Doctor Swann answered calmly, “but remember what your original name was.  Anyway as I was saying, since you are from Krypton I thought that perhaps we could solve this mystery together.”

“Why are you so interested in me Doctor?”

“Because you are the last survivor of a dead race.”

“Are you trying to exploit me,” said Clark, his voice rising.
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“‘My name is Clark Kent,’ interrupted the teenager, placing both hands on the table and giving the Doctor a cold stare.” (Page 210)

“No of course not,” Doctor Swann said quickly.  “I’m just trying to solve this mystery.  After many years, I found someone that was from Krypton – you.”

“How did you know about me?”

“I was able to decipher some of the language – enough to know about you.”

“Well solve it yourself and never try to contact me again!”

As Clark turned to leave, Doctor Swann stopped him by saying, “If you can live with that answer, then so can I, but, if you walk through that door, you’ll never know your true origin.”

Clark stopped, turned back around and said, “Alright, then, inform me.”

Then Doctor Swann began telling Clark all about his biological father Jor-El and how he shipped him to Earth.

“Why did he do that?”

“I still haven’t gotten the answer to that question.  Perhaps we should work on that together.”

 The Doctor then told how his home planet was destroyed and Clark asked him why it did that.

“Could be one reason,” Doctor Swann answered, “or it could be several- war, disease, overpopulation.”  Finally he got to the kryptonian language, which was almost dead.  It only existed in written form as a way of code.

“Can you decipher it?”

 “Yes,” Clark answered. 

“What does it say,” the Doctor asked.

“It says ‘The last son of the third planet shall rule the world.’  That would be me.”

“Are you going to follow through on that?”

 “No,” Clark answered.

“You shouldn’t,” said Doctor Virgil Swann, smiling.  “You should create your own destiny.  I thank you for your time.”

Clark exited through the door and once again, he passed Selina Kyle who was feeding her cats on a break.  She always had a thing for cats.

“Nice cats,” he commented.

“Thanks,” Selina answered.  “I’ve always liked cats ever since I was eight.  I can’t seam to get enough of them.  I am a huge animal rights activist.”

“Really?”

“Yes.  I’ve been so for years.”

“Well I better go,” Clark said.  “It was nice talking to you.”

“Nice talking to you too,” Selina called back.
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“‘You shouldn’t,’ said Doctor Virgil Swann, smiling.  ‘You should create your own destiny.  I thank you for your time.’” (Page 214)

It was nighttime when Clark left the building.  He flagged down a cab and began heading back towards Smallville, but before he got very far, the car ran out of gas.

“What’s going on,” Clark asked the driver and he got an answer.  “I’ll walk from here,” he told the driver.

“Suit yourself,” said the cab driver.  “Just watch your back.  The streets are dangerous at night.  The murderer known as Jack Napier is at large.”

Clark paid the cab fare and walked off it wasn’t long before he was heard the voice of a teenager in the darkness.  It was a male voice that said, “Tell me kid, have you ever danced with the Devil in the pale moonlight?”

And then the sound of a gun fired and Clark caught the bullets.

“How did you do that,” he asked and his partner said, “Come on Jack, let’s go.”

“Yeah let’s,” Jack Napier said and the two criminals ran away into the night.

Clark flagged down another cab.  As he walked towards it, he could swear he felt flippers emerging from a manhole in the sewers; those flippers belonged to Oswald Cobblepot, who was half-man and half-penguin.  He had been disowned by his parents when he was born and thrown into Gotham’s sewer.

Chapter XVIII:

The Rescue

It was a few weeks later and Clark Kent was once again in Smallville when he received a call from Greg Arkin.


“I’ve found the lair,” Greg said over the phone and he gave Clark, who was eating breakfast, directions.


When the young kryptonian got there, the bug boy was clinging to the ceiling like a fly.  He cracked his neck before turning back into human form.


“Be careful Greg,” Clark warned his ex-friend.  The two used to hang out together when they were in grade school, but when Greg’s parents split, they stopped communicating.


“The same goes for you,” Greg replied.
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“When the young kryptonian got there, the bug boy was clinging to the ceiling like a fly.” (Page 218)

“And this will be your first and last visit,” Doctor Sampson said, upon entering the room with Jake Crabtree and Bob.  “Take no prisoners!”


Jake Crabtree shot out an ice ball at Greg Arkin who leapt out of the way.  The ball struck the wall and shattered.

Doctor Sampson pulled out a gun that was filled with green meteor rock bullets and began firing, but Clark raced around him and the Doctor destroyed part of his lab.

“Goddamn it,” he loudly cursed.

“Where is my mate,” snarled the bug boy leaping on him.

“I’m not telling you and killing me will not give you an answer.”

“True, but how much is your life worth to you?”

The Doctor stabbed the bug boy in the arm with a knife and he yelled in pain and leapt off him in the direction of Jake Crabtree, while Bob was shooting at Clark with a rifle filled with green meteor rock bullets that he pulled out from his leg, which dripped with blood, but mostly mettle – the cyborg’s skeleton – showed.

***

Meanwhile, Kathy DeVito, who was wearing sunscreen to protect herself from deadly rays of the sun and Kale Xavier were chasing the Doctor as he ran up the stairs.  Half way up, he turned and kicked Kale in the crotch and the plant boy lost his balance and fell down the stairs.  Since Kathy was behind him, she fell too.

‘I wonder what King Christopher would do if he were here,’ Clark thought.  ‘Whose side would he be on, or would he fight solo?’

***

While all this was going on, the bug boy was being covered by giant rocks that Jake Crabtree was hurtling down out of nowhere.  Soon he was trapped under the rubble and the latter went to help the cyborg, who was slamming Clark, who was weakened due to the meteor rocks that the cyborg was made out of, against the wall.

“What’s wrong with you kid,” Bob asked.  “Are you afraid to fight back?”

In a desperate attempt to escape Clark struck Bob in the eyes with his heat vision, thus blinding the cyborg who stumbled backwards and hit a wall making parts of the wall fall off into rubble and then they heard a scream.  When they looked they saw the vampire biting the Doctor on the neck.  In retaliation, the Doctor stabbed his foe with piece of wood that broke from the rafters.  Screaming in pain, the vampire let go and stumbled backwards.  She fell over the railing and hit the ground.

“Kathy,” Kale shouted before being punched in the jaw.  He froze as if paralyzed, before turning back to the Doctor and said, “You just pissed me off.”  Then he morphed into Poison Ivy and affected the Doctor, who began scratching himself as he tried to break free of his foe, but to no avail.  In a last ditch effort, he pulled out a revolver and shot Kale in the leg.  The plant boy yelled in pain and flung the Doctor off the railing and onto some equipment.  Doctor Ray Sampson died of electrocution.  What the Doctor hit was the main controls and, in doing so, caused controls in every room to begin making noise and exploding.

“You’re one son of a bitch, Kale,” Greg yelled.  “Now thanks to you, this whole place will be destroyed in a couple of minutes!”


“Kathy,” said the plant boy leaping down off the stairs and landing crashing to the ground.  He snarled in pain, then crawled over to the vampire and checked her, while Clark was moving the giant rocks that Jake Crabtree had created off of Greg.


“Greg, are you alright,” Clark asked.


“I’ll be fine,” the bug boy replied, leaping away and racing out the door as Kale Xavier yanked the wood that was imbedded in his girlfriend who snarled softly in pain.


“You are too weak,” Kale said, pulling a knife that he kept in his pocket for these situations and slicing his wrist.  Then he propped up Kathy with his hand as she began drinking his blood.


“Kale,” Clark said, “you better go.  The place is going to explode.”


The two were interrupted by the screams of Jake Crabtree and Bob who were consumed by the flames.  Jake died, but the cyborg was reduced to a mettle skeleton.


Kale slowly turned to his foe.  “You go,” he said, softly.  “I’m not leaving without Kathy, but I heard that Lana Lang is cocooned in the lab.”


‘Your blood is so fresh,’ Kathy thought as she quietly drank her boyfriend’s blood.


‘Your fangs are so sharp,’ Kale thought as he readjusted his hand to prop her back up.


As Clark Kent raced into the Doctor’s lab, a tremendous explosion followed and the plant boy would have died if it had not been for the vampire’s new strength from her boyfriend’s blood as she wrapped herself around him and her immortality shield them both from harm.

“Now no thanks to the plant boy I’ve been reduced to a skeleton.”  Then Bob pulled out a gun from a leg and began firing at Kale, who was protected by Kathy’s invincible hide.

Clark ran in the direction of the farm with Lana, but the bug boy and the cyborg followed firing at every opportunity.

When Clark arrived at the lab he found Lana cocooned in silk, but before he could free her, Greg arrived.

“A touching scene,” he snickered, “but she’s mine.”

“You stalked her once,” Clark said.  “You’re not doing it again.”

“You’ve stalked her too with your telescope.”
They were interrupted by the cyborg firing, but the teenagers were to fast.  As Greg ran off, Clark ran around Bob at full speed.  In a chaotic attempt to kill his foe, the cyborg shot the wood that was above some chains that held a mettle crate up.

“Look out,” Clark shouted as Bob screamed as the massive weight came down on top of him.  The cyborg could not escape due to his foot being caught in some destroyed machinery.

With a freaky scream, Bob got squished from the top down.  His head was squished into his neck, which was squished into his body, which was squished into his legs, which stopped at his feet.  Then he exploded and destroyed the massive weight in the process.

The foe finished, Clark walked through the destruction and the lab.  He saw Lana cocooned just like Kale said and carefully he opened the silk.


“Lana, are you alright,” the teenager asked softly, as Lana trembled in his arms and tied to shake herself free, but he held on.  “It’s me Lana.”


“Clark?”


“Yeah, you’re safe.”


“Oh Clark,” Lana said wrapping her arms around him, “I thought I would never see you again.


‘Same with me,’ Clark thought as he carried Lana out of the building which exploded behind them.  Lana would have died if Clark had not wrapped himself around her.

Kathy DeVito flew overhead with Kale Xavier on her back.  The two were headed towards Metropolis.  Kathy called out to Clark that she and her boyfriend had reformed and Clark shouted that he had heard them and wished them good luck.  The reason was since Kathy had almost died, Kale did not want there to be another chance where he might lose his girlfriend since next time, he realized, she might not be so lucky.  

Chapter XIX:
Lex Luthor’s Party


It was a Friday in February and Clark saw Lana riding her horse.  He called to her and startled, she was thrown off the horse as it reared up in fright.  The girl would have broken her neck if Clark had not broken her fall.

“Thanks Clark,” Lana said, getting back on her feet.

“Lex is having a party at his mansion,” Clark said.  “Are you coming?”

“Yeah, Lana said, “I’m going with Pete.”  She was wearing her necklace, so Clark fell down.  Lana rushed up to him and asked, “Clark, are you alright?”

“Uh yeah, I must have slipped on the ice.”

“Are you going to the party?”


“Yeah, I’m going with Chloe.”


“That’s cool,” Lana said, bringing her horse inside.  Clark followed her.

***


At Lex’s mansion, Clark ran into his friend Pete and said, “I’m surprised you showed up?”


“Well Lana really wanted to go,” Pete answered.  “So I decided to make an exception just this once.  But don’t expect me to like Lex.”


“Of course,” Clark said, understandingly.

“Hello Clark,” Lex said, coming down the stairs.  “I’m glad you could make it.”
The bands finally appeared at around nine and since most were well known, Lex had spend a lot on money for this party.
Twelve artists appeared.  They were Remy Zero, Weezer, Phantom Planet and the Flaming Lips were the main groups, while VonRay, Five For Fighting, Ryan Adams, Sixpence None The Richer, Steadman, AM Radio, Lifehouse and Eye Cassidy were the lesser groups.  The artists were playing in that order.

As the first song started by Remo Zero, which was “Save Me”, Clark turned to Chloe and asked, “Do you want to dance,” and she nodded.  Turning to Lex, Clark said, “Excuse us,” and his friend nodded.

As he walked, Clark thought, ‘I wonder if King Christopher really did survive the ice in Crater Lake?’


“Lana,” Pete asked, “would you like to dance?”


Lana nodded and the two departed.


“Nice view you’ve got here Lex,” Lana shouted.
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“As the first song started by Remo Zero, which was ‘Save Me,’ Clark turned to Chloe and asked, ‘Do you want to dance,’ and she nodded.  Turning to Lex, Clark said, ‘Excuse us,’ and his friend nodded.” (Page 232)

“Thanks,” Lex replied, as he drank a glass of Champaign. 

Clark looked around and wondered if this would be something that King Christopher would enjoy.  He never could tell what the christonian was thinking, for the latter had a unpredictable personality.

 His thoughts were interrupted by Lex, who called out, “May I have your attention please everyone.  There is more food and drinks on the table if anyone wants any.”

Clark and his friends were drinking a Pepsi, but they were eating different foods.  Clark was eating some potato chips, Lana and Chloe were eating cake and Pete was eating a brownie.  The party ended at four in the morning when Lifehouse, the last band to play finished and everyone went home.

Chapter XX:
Survival Of The Fittest

Three weeks later, Greg Arkin crawled through one of LexCorp’s vents and lowered himself down to the floor by some webbing.  It was at midnight during a full moon and an electrical storm with wind and rain coming down hard.  When the bug boy got safely down, he was attacked by three security guards whom he all bit like a Black Widow.  He sunk his fangs into them and released immediately.  The guards screamed in pain and terror as Greg turned back into a human.  Quickly the guards ran away, but they did not get very far before they fell down dying.

Calmly the bug boy adjusted his leather jacket and continued walking towards his destination, which was Lex’s office where inside Lex was talking to his friend Clark, who had stopped by to visit.


“Red alert!  Red alert,” the intercom bellowed.  “We are under attack!”

As Clark and Lex rose to their feet the intruder walked through the door and threw Lex to the side of his office.

“Lex, get out of here,” Clark said as he was thrown by his arch rival.

“Lana is mine,” snarled the bug boy as Lex raced out the door.  The bug boy tried to stop him but at that moment, Clark jumped on him and for a while the two were locked in combat.  They rolled over, each one refusing to release his grip.  Finally the bug boy threw Clark threw the door breaking it and ran out steeping over him and was headed towards the roof.  Flying like a dragonfly he sped upwards with Clark hot on his heals.  Soon he opened the trapdoor and was on the roof.


“I’m not letting you take Lana again,” Clark shouted sternly to be heard over the horrible weather.


“Clark Kent,” Greg Arkin shouted back, “you have really pissed me off!  I’m going to finish you off myself!”


He attempted to kill his ally by biting him like a tarantula, but Clark ran around him too fast that he missed.

“Damn it,” the bug boy swore.  “You’re one pain in the ass!”

Then the bug boy morphed an extra set of arms and grabbed Clark’s own with one set and began strangling him with the other.

Clark gasped for air and tried to fight off his foe’s attack.  He fell to his knees.


“It’s over Clark,” Greg shouted.  “Lana is mine!”


“I will never let you take her,” Clark said, blasting his foe with heat rays.  Greg ducked just in time, but he was forced to let go of Clark, who grabbed him and they stumbled on top of LexCorp until they smashed through the new skylight and fell to the cement floor.


Greg was the first to recover and he picked up his foe with the strength of the buffalo ant and was slamming him into walls with no breaks.


“Did I ever tell you about the Night Hunter,” Greg yelled, morphing a little.  “Interesting beetle.  You see, it chops of meet with its sharp jaws.”  And with that, he bit into Clark’s shoulder and ripped out a chunk of flesh and ate it as Clark screamed in pain as blood trailed down his shirt.  He healed instantly, but by that time Greg had grabbed him and threw him away from building and onto a LexCorp train that had recently gathered fertilizer from the Plant.


Greg leapt towards Clark, who was soon back on his feet and the three were fighting on a car that was carrying fertilizer.  In another attempt to kill his foe, Greg Arkin twisted his neck once again into the Pharrow Spider and trapped Clark who tried to jump out of the way, but Greg stopped it by tripping him with his foot.  Now cocooned, Clark blasted the cocoon with his heat rays as he struggled.  Greg tried to hold him still while staying out of the range of the heat rays, for he did not want to be within range of them again.  While trying to grab Clark again with his multiple sets of arms, Greg accidentally broke open the door to the car and the two fell into the train, but were cushioned by the bags of fertilizer.


Clark was the first to recover this time and began slamming Greg into the wall repeatedly.  He did this so many times that the wall broke and the two came tumbling out, which made Clark lose his hold.  The two separated from each other.  One headed downhill diagonally to the right and the other downhill diagonally to the left.  The broken wall smashed to smithereens on a rock that was between them and nearby the train.  It was at three in the morning.  The full moon still shown high above and the electrical storm with its wind and rain coming down hard, was still ragging on. 


This time both teenagers were active at the same time.

“Did I ever mention that being pocked by a fire ant is like being pocked by a red hot nettle,” yelled the bug boy leaping towards Clark as a giant fire ant and biting into him with his jaws.  Then Greg began stinging him over and over again with his stinger as Clark screamed in pain.  After tearing another chunk of flesh out the bug boy broke away from the fight and flew towards Lex’s mansion turning back into a human on the way.  Clark realized where his foe was headed right away and began running that way himself as fast as he could go, but the bug boy still beat him and when he got there, Clark saw people covered in silk and heard the screams of Lex and the laughter of Greg.

Clark broke down the door and challenged the bug boy to fight him.  The bug boy accepted the challenge and soon the two were once again locked in combat and a Lexcopter flew away with Lex and several employees inside.

***

Meanwhile inside the mansion, Clark and Greg were still rolling on the ground, locked in combat.  They destroyed Lex’s war miniatures including the Battle of Troy, which Lionel Luthor had given his son as a strategy tool since he associated business with war.

 At last Greg Arkin broke away, but Clark Kent followed.  Greg was setting the mansion on fire using the ability of a firefly, which he had just morphed into.

***

From outside a mile off, Lex looked at his burning mansion through the terrible weather and thought, ‘Well that’s the end of that home.  I guess I’ll have to buy another one.’  Then he looked up at the full moon which shown high above Smallville.

***

Meanwhile inside the mansion, Clark spotted Greg who bit Clark with the venom of a Black Widow.  Clark was knocked unconscious by this for a several seconds, which was long enough for Greg to fire off the smoke of the Bombardier Beatle and escape just when the building exploded for the fire had reached the gas.

***

When Clark regained consciousness, he was in the hospital surrounded by his parents and friends.  The storm was over and it was the next day.


“How you feeling son,” Jonathan asked.

“A little tired,” Clark answered weakly.


“Well just rest.  The Doctor put some anti-venom on in time so you’ll be okay.”


“Can you leave me alone with my friends for a minute.”


“Sure son,” Martha replied and she and her husband exited the room closing the door behind them.

“This is mostly for Lana, but something tells me that Greg Arkin is still alive and is out there somewhere.”  Clark reached a tired arm upwards and pointed towards a swarm of cockroaches that were sitting on a branch outside.  “For all we know those could be him.  Now leave me alone.”

His friends nodded and left the room as Clark collapsed asleep on the bed, exhausted, but in doing so turned on the television which aired an emergency broadcast saying that King Christopher had disappeared from Crater Lake along with the piece of the ice that he was frozen in.

Chapter XXI:
The Voice Of Jor-El

One month later, while Clark, who was fully recovered by that point, was sitting at the dinning room table drinking a Pepsi, he heard in head the voice of his biological father Jor-El “It is time Kal-El; time to begin your journey.”

Clark found himself being drawn towards the barn where the spaceship was.

“Greetings Kal-El,” said his biological father.

“Who are you,” Clark shouted over the noise of the spaceship.

“I am Jor-El, your father.”

“I thought you died!”

“I am his memory, his will.  I am to fulfill his promise.  The kryptonians live in you Kal-El.  You must let go of the past; I will guide you towards your future.”

“I want to create my own destiny here in Smallville!”

“You have no choice Kal-El.  You must come with me.  If you don’t everyone you know will suffer.  This is your only warning.”

Then Jor-El blasted his son with a light that created a mark.  Clark ripped open his shirt as he screamed in pain.  The mark was an “S” in a triangle.

“This mark will be your guide Kal-El on your journey.  You have until sunset.”

Later that day, his parents found him sitting alone on the steps.

“What’s wrong Clark,” Martha asked.

“I met my biological father earlier today,” Clark replied.  He said I had until sunset to leave of else everyone I knew and cared for would suffer.”

“Whatever your biological father had in mind for you are his hopes and dreams not yours,” Martha said.

“You create your own destiny Clark,” Jonathan said, putting a hand on Clark’s shoulder.

When Pete should up in the afternoon, Clark took him into the storm cellar and showed him the mark.

“Does it hurt,” Pete asked.


“Not anymore.”


“Did you tell your parents?”


“Not yet.”


“Why didn’t you tell your parents Clark?”


“I told him about meeting Jor-El.”
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“When Pete should up in the afternoon, Clark took him into the storm celler and showed him the mark.” (Page 247)


“I thought you told them about everything concerning this matter.”


“Yeah, well I didn’t.  I want to spend the remaining time I have left with my friends.”


“Okay,” Pete said.  After a few minutes he asked, “Oh I forget to tell you that while you know that while you were in the hospital, the class got rings?”


“Not a problem,” Clark answered, putting on the ring, which turned out to be made out of red meteor rocks.  His eyes changed color and his nerves on his hand turned red briefly.


“Clark what’s wrong,” Pete asked.


The teenager turned to Pete and threw him against the wall.  Then, with a sinister laugh, he said, “Clark Kent is dead; in his place is Kal-El.”


Then the adolescent sped out of the storm cellar like lightning and headed towards Metropolis.


“Clark,” Jonathan shouted as he and his wife came up the stairs.  “I need help with . . .”


He stopped short when he noticed that his son was not there.


“Pete, what’s wrong,” Martha asked.


“Clark Kent is gone,” Pete answered.  “Kal-El is here.”

Chapter XXII:
Kal-El’s Reign
Over a year had passed and Kal-El, as Clark Kent was now calling himself, was in Metropolis.  He had stolen some dark sunglasses and black clothes which included a leather jacket that made him out to be rebellious.  Unlike his alter-ego Clark Kent, Kal-El used his powers selfishly.  For transportation he rode a black motorcycle.  Then, one night, on the date of April of 2005, Kal-El, who was still robbing banks, ran into some petty crooks.

“Hey mister,” said a petty thief, “you’ve got the time?”

Kal-El ignored the man and kept on walking, but then six more showed up.

“Hey, he was talking to you,” yelled another man.  There were three men and four women.  The original man pulled out his gun and shot Kal-El in the back.  Annoyed, Kal-El turned on the man who was so shocked that he dropped his gun.  Kal-El threw him against a wall, knocking him out cold.  The others retreated in fright.

Kal-El walked over to a ATM machines and broke into it and pulled out several thousand dollars, which he stuffed in a sack that he was carrying.  A police car was in the area at the time and began heading towards him with its lights and sirens on.

“Stop where you are,” a police officer shouted over a loudspeaker, but Kal-El had turned a deaf ear and continued walking.  The police followed shooting at him.

‘What the hell,’ one of them thought when he saw the bullets bounced off the young adult’s body.  Kal-El finally turned towards the car and fired his heat rays at it causing it to explode.  Then he walked back over to his motorcycle and drove away with the bag in a basket behind him.

Kal-El stopped in a bar and noticed and ordered some wine.

“I need to see some ID,” the bartender said before being picked up by the neck and hosted up.

“Just get me a glass before I break your damn neck,” snarled Kal-El.

“Yes, sir,” said the frightened bartender, chocking and Kal-El set him down.

“Clark,” Whitney Fordman said, “walking over to him, “that’s quite some . . .”

Kal-El turned towards Whitney for and gave him an icy stare.

“Beat it,” he snapped, “or I’ll give you the same treatment as I did the bartender.”

Whitney Fordman, who used to be dating Lana, ran out of the bar as fast as he could without looking back.

When Kal-El turned to pay for the drink, the bartender told him it was on the house and to leave.

“I like that,” Kal-El snickered giving the bartender a “friendly” pat on the shoulder before leaving.

When he got outside, his chest began to burn with incredible pain which forced him to take off the red meteor rock ring he was wearing and slip it back in his pocket.  The burning sensation stopped as the young kryptonian rushed towards a phone booth and called his foster parents.

Jonathan Kent answered and said, “Clark, come home.  We miss and love you.”
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“When he got outside, his chest began to burn with incredible pain which forced him to take off the red meteor rock ring he was wearing and slip it back in his pocket.  The burning sensation stopped as the young kryptonian rushed towards a phone booth and called his foster parents.” (Page 254)

Angered, Kal-El put the ring back on and headed back into the city, while at home, Jonathan turned to his wife and said, “He hung up.” 

“You can’t save someone who doesn’t want to be saved,” Martha replied.  “Jonathan, we have done everything we can possible do.  The fact is Clark doesn’t want to be rescued.  He’ll come home when he wants to.”

***

“You will obey me Kal-El,” Jor-El’s voice said and Kal-El gritted his teeth in anger.  “If you don’t the pain of the red ring will grow stronger until finally it consumes you forever.”

In helpless anger, Kal-El punched the phone booth he was in with his fist and drove away on his motorcycle.

***
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“In helpless anger, Kal-El punched the phone booth he was in with his fist and drove away on his motorcycle.” (Page 256)
Back in Smallville, a young adult by the name of Richie Ryan arrived at the Kent farm.  He was twenty-two years old, had never gone to college and was now in Smallville.

“Mr. and Mrs. Kent,” he said, “I heard that your son had gone into exile.”

Jonathan and Martha looked at each other before the former demanded to know who the man was and the young kryptonian answered him.

“Why are you interested in Clark,” Martha demanded.  “You have no right asking us these questions!”

“Not unless I’m his brother.”

“His brother,” Martha asked.  “That means . . .”

“Not so loud,” Richie said.  “And call me by my first name if you don’t mind.  I would prefer it.  Now, can we continue this conversation inside?  What I’m about to tell you I want to remain private from everyone.”

The Kents agreed and the three walked inside.

“I’ve been searching for Kal-El for years,” Richie Ryan explained.  “Ever since Krypton exploded I’ve been searching for him.”

“You know about astronomy Richie,” Jonathan asked. “That’s Clark’s hobby.”

“Look, I don’t want to cause any trouble for you, I just want to find Kal-El and be united with my brother.”


“I thought Clark was the only survivor of Krypton,” Martha said.

“No, he wasn’t.  Since I, as Var-El, did real bad crimes (none I’m proud of), so I was placed in the Phantom Zone - a timeless spaceless prison where you get tortured for an eternity.  When Krypton exploded, I broke away.  Not only am I the brother of Kal-El . . .”

“Could you call him Clark,” Jonathan interrupted.  “It’s what we call him and it’s what we would prefer.”

“Of course,” Richie answered.

“Thank you.”

“Anyway, as I was saying, not only am I the brother of . . . Clark, but I’m also the son of Jor-El.  That man was a horrible bastard, who physically abused me.”

“I’m sorry,” Martha said, sympathetically.

“Can you bring our son back?”

“I could try, but with Jor-El around, I may not be able to do much.”

“We know of someone who could help,” Martha Kent said.

“And who is that?”

“Doctor Swann.  He lives in Gotham City and is studying the kryptonian language.”

“It’s essentially a dead language; it’s only used for writing.”

“He contacted our son on the matter,” Jonathan said.

“I see.  Well I’ll notify him immediately.  Where’s the phone book.”  Jonathan pointed and, quick as lightning, Richie was on the phone, flipping through pages until he found the number.

“Doctor Swann’s office,” Selina Kyle said, who was the Doctor’s secretary.

“I need Doctor Swann,” Richie said, franticly.  “It’s an emergency.”

“One second.”

A few minutes later Doctor Swann answered and said, “Hello, how may I help you?”

“Doctor Swann,” Richie said, “this is Richie Ryan, Clark Kent’s brother.  I need you down in Smallville.  Clark has disappeared.”

“Disappeared?”

“Yes, he’s turned into Kal-El.”

“Oh my God,” the Doctor said.  “I’ll be there as soon as possible.”

“Thank you,” Richie said, hanging up.

***

When Doctor Swann arrived an hour later, the first question he asked was if Clark was Richie’s brother, why they not shared the same last name.

“We were separated on Krypton,” Richie answered and explained the whole Phantom Zone story.

“Makes sense,” the Doctor said.  “Now let’s get down to business.  As I understand the situation, Clark has turned himself into Kal-El and is roaming Metropolis.  Exactly how long has he been doing this?”

“For at least a year,” Martha said.

“So what do we do,” Richie asked.

“I’ve got an idea,” Doctor Virgil Swann said, “but it involves the use of the meteor rocks.”

“Are you insane?  Do you know what that stuff does to a kryptonian!”

“Richie, why don’t you hear the man out,” Jonathan said calmly and Richie Ryan calmed down.

“Thank you Mr. Kent,” the Doctor said.  “Now Richie, I will construct a special lead suit for you to wear.”

Richie said nothing.

Chapter XXIII:
Insect Bites

“Sir,” said a woman, knocking on Lex’s office door and walking in, “a lot of the employees have bug bites on their skin.

Lex Luthor nodded and asked, “Will they survive?”

“That’s hard to tell,” the woman answered.  “We need to do a full scale evaluation.”

“Do it,” Lex ordered, drinking his wine, “and report directly to me.”

“Yes, sir,” she said and Lex went back to working on his laptop.  He was still trying to figure out what happened on the day his Porsche went into the water along with Clark Kent, whom he had hit.  He had been rescued by the teenager, who was now a senior in high school.  The teenager did not have even a scratch on him.

“King Christopher hasn’t been seen around here or Metropolis,” Lex, who was wearing all black, asked.

“That’s correct, sir.  What’s your interest in him if I may ask?”

“You don’t think I’m going to tell you all my secrets?”

“No, sir.”

“That’s right,” Lex said with a touch of mystery in his voice.  “Now leave me alone.”

The woman exited and Lex turned his attention back to the computer and stopped it just before the car struck Clark, for the two had become friends afterwards.

Lex was running the new LexCorp, which had been
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“The woman exited and Lex turned his attention back to the computer and stopped it just before the car struck Clark, for the two had become friends afterwards.” (Page 264)
rebuilt after it was destroyed by what the police said was a fire.  Also, after his father Lionel Luthor was killed by a LuthorCorp train, Lex, being the sole heir, inherited everything and employed Gabe Sullivan, who was Chloe’s father, as his right-hand man.

Lex was not sure if King Christopher had been telling the truth about Clark when he told Lex that the latter was an alien.  Still, Lex did not take it out of the possibility, so he continued to analyze the blood the christonian had given him and simulate the crash on the bridge.

“Excuse me, sir,” a man said.  “Some friends of yours are here to hear to see you.  They say it’s important.”

“Send them in.”

“Yes, sir.”

Lana Lang, Chloe Sullivan and Pete Ross, who reluctantly followed, entered.  The former was wearing her favorite necklace, which was made out of a fragment of the meteor that killed her parents back in the 1989 meteor shower.

“Hello,” Lex said.  “What brings you to my office?”

“I’m sorry to disturb you Lex,” Lana said.  “But do you have any idea of the whereabouts of Clark?”

“I haven’t any idea.”

“He’s been missing for over two years,” Pete said.  “He said he needed to leave and left.”

“I’m sure he’ll be back,” Lex said. “I wouldn’t worry.  Clark can take care of himself.  Now leave me alone.”

“Was Lex any help,” Martha asked, when the group arrived back at the farm.

“No,” Pete answered.

“That son of a bitch is hiding something,” Jonathan growled.

“Jonathan, stop it,” Martha said.  “We are trying to focus on getting Clark back.”

“Jor-El is too powerful for Clark or me to take on our own, but maybe together we could do it,” Richie said.  “I’ve destroyed the spaceship using green meteor rocks, but I found out that that didn’t kill Jor-El as he communicated with me latter.  If we don’t have anything more to discuss at the meeting, than it’s adjourned.”

***


On the way back Chloe ran into Kal-El who was in an elevator in Smallville.


“Clark, what are you doing here,” she asked.


“My name is Kal-El,” snarled the teenager.

“Kal-El, what are you doing here?”

“None of your damn business, bitch,” snapped Kal-El.

“Everyone you know in Smallville is worried about you, especially your parents and Lana.”

“I’ve put Smallville behind me.”

“Then why are you wearing your class ring and why are you in Smallville?”

The red meteor rock ring was actually Clark’s class ring.  Pete had given it to him the day after Clark had gotten out of the hospital.  He took it off and put it back in his pocket.

“I don’t know why I came back,” he said slowly.

“Clark . . .,” Chloe began, but with a stern look switched to the other name.  “Kal-El, you should need to put all of this behind you and come to the ones who love you.”

This actually made Kal-El laugh and then he turned angry.  He gritted his teeth as he yelled, “Get out,” and Chloe knew that nothing was going to change his mind, so she ran in the opposite direction.

After she had left Kal-El put back on the red meteor rock ring and walked away.  He took the elevator to the bottom of the building and climbed back onto his motorcycle and drove back to Metropolis.

Chapter XXIV:
Morgan Edge
“Can someone tell me who the hell is this person,” asked a large man, looking at a picture of Kal-El.  “He seams to be bullet-proof.”


It was now the middle of May and Kal-El was still in Metropolis, while in Smallville College, Pete, Chloe and Greg Arkin were majoring in different fields.  Lana, was undecided, but Pete was going into communication, while Chloe was going into paranormal studies – a take off of the Wall of Weird.  Greg, on the other hand, was going into entomology; they usually did not see him in the halls or around the grounds.

“I don’t know boss.  He’s probably some petty thief.”

“Well then, answer me this question: can a petty thief break into ATM machines using only his fist.  Pretty damn impressive if you ask me.”

“Now Morgan Edge,” said a man in dark sunglasses and a biker jacket, which had a bright red stain on it.  He also had red hair.  “What if we could set up some sort of meeting with this person, who, in my opinion, doesn’t look more than about eighteen?”

“Not a bad idea,” Morgan Edge replied.  “Can you do it?”

“I think so,” the man, whose name was Redstain, replied.  “Now hear me out.  Your boys go in and shoot him.  It will be a test of him invincibility.”

“Redstain, smart thinking and remember that you are my Number One.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you.”

Redstain, who was forty-eight, scratched his head and continued, “If he survives, you and I enter.  Hopefully we 

can convince him to join us.”

“Alright let’s go,” the kingpin said and he, Redstain and the six cohorts headed towards two parked cars that had tinted windows.


Many years ago, on the date of December of 1960, Redstain, appeared in the skies of the state Carnipolus in the city Vlandercore on Slyvan Island in a helicopter.  He was attacked by the adult gang known as the Stinging Raptors that were led by Terminator and Reggie, who are dead now.  They died in prison under the charge of life imprisonment.  Then to make it worse, the police arrived and finally struck the back propeller to Redstain’s helicopter, which spun out of control and began to fall spinning.  To everyone else what it looked like was that the serial killer had crashed on top of an abandoned building, where his helicopter exploded, but what really happened was that he had parachuted out at the last minute and ran away from the Island.  His whereabouts were unknown to everyone, even the underworld, until now.  
They found Kal-El asleep and while Morgan Edge and Redstain stayed behind cover, the former’s six men fired at Kal-El, who awakened and instantly grabbed two.  He picked them up, one in each hand by their collars and threw them across the room, knocking them out cold.  The other four attacked together, but Kal-El easily took care of them.  In rage, he picked one up and demanded to know who he was sent by.
“Me,” said a voice and Morgan Edge appeared with Redstain, who was seventy-four years old, following him.  “My name is Morgan Edge, this is my associate Redstain.”

“What do you want,” Kal-El asked.

“I wanted to know if you were man or myth and, as I can see, you’re some of both.”

“If that’s all, you can leave.”

“I would like to make a clone of King Christopher,” Morgan Edge said, as Redstain snarled in anger, for he and the christonian were arch rivals, “but unfortunately he’s nowhere to be found.  He disappeared from Crater Lake over a year ago.”

“Somehow I don’t think that’s a good move,” Redstain whispered to his associate.  “From what I hear, King Christopher is quite unpredictable.”

Redstain had murdered King Christopher’s family in 1999, when the latter was thirteen.  Since then, Christopher had vowed revenge against the serial killer, who in turn wanted to finish off King Christopher to make the “circle” complete.

“Nice tattoo,” Redstain said.  “Where you get it?”

“My father was a real bastard,” Kal-El replied, putting on his shirt.

“I want you to join me,” Morgan Edge said.  “In case you don’t know I’m the biggest crime boss in Metropolis.  You’ve made quite a reputation for yourself, but this is your chance to make it to the big time.  So when you are through with this small time crap, you come to me.”

“I’ll do that,” Kal-El said.  “Now if you don’t mind, I must leave.  It’s late.”

Kal-El put on his black leather jacket and dark sunglasses and mounted his motorcycle.  Then he headed towards a nightclub.  During his entire time at Metropolis, he had been hanging around nightclubs.  While he was driving, he got a burning sensation.

***

Meanwhile, back in Smallville, Lana Lana had decided to go try to find Kal-El.  She was not wearing her necklace.

“I must warm you,” Jonathan said.  “Clark is not himself.  He’s dangerous.”

“I’ll be careful,” she assured him and she took a taxi to Metropolis.  When she arrived there, she saw Kal-El driving past.

“Clark,” she shouted, but he had turned a deaf ear towards her.  She ran to catch up with him and when she did, he stopped.

“What do you want,” he asked.

“I’m not letting you get away from me,” she said sternly.

“Then get on,” he said, spitting the cigarette out of his mouth.  She did so and they rode to a nightclub.

“Hey Kal-El,” said the bartender, “is this the chick you’ve been telling us about?”

Kal-El did not respond.

“He called you Kal-El,” Lana said.  “What was he talking about?”

“It’s my name,” the teenager responded.

“Your name is Clark Kent and Smallville’s your home.”

“Not anymore.”

“Clark, you’re coming home with me now!”

“You’re so cute when you’re angry,” Kal-El said, smiling and ordered a beer.

“Excuse me,” Lana said.  “I must make a phone call.”
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“‘Clark, you’re coming home with me now!’

‘You’re so cute when you’re angry,’ Kal-El said, smiling and ordered a beer.” (Page 279)

“And walk away from a great party!”

“Let go,” Lana ordered and Kal-El released his grip.  He sighed as he said, “Some chicks don’t know a good party when there is one.”

Lana made a call to Clark’s parents and told him where he was.

 “‘Lana,’” Jonathan said, “‘If he tries to leave, don’t try to stop him.  He’s not himself and is quite dangerous.’”

 “Okay,” Lana replied, before Kal-El grabbed the phone and turned it off.  Then he sped out the door, while back in Smallville, Doctor Swann entered with the suit.

“Here is the lead suit,” he said, giving it to Richie.

“Thanks,” Richie Ryan answered.  “And now I’m going to Metropolis to hunt him down.”

And as quick as lightning, Richie Ryan sped out the door.

***

“What’s with the sudden change of mind,” Morgan Edge asked as Kal-El placed his feet up on the table.

“My past is catching up to my present.”

“I see.  Well I want you to steal the Metropolis Emerald for me.  I will give you fifty percent of its worth.  It’s in the Metropolis Museum of Ancient History.”

“I want seventy-five percent.  No less.”

“Okay, seventy-five.”

Morgan Edge was an intelligent man and he agreed to the young kryptonian’s terms.

“Well I guess that settles that.  How soon can you get it?”

“By next week.”
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“‘What’s with the sudden change of mind,’ Morgan Edge asked as Kal-El placed his feet up on the table.” (Page 282)

“Very good.  I’ll even pay you fifteen percent in advance.”

“I like that,” the young adult said and Morgan Edge handed over the money.

Chapter XXV:

More Cockroaches

Lex Luthor was talking to Lana Lang and Chloe Sullivan at the Talon.

“Well we are all dealing with Clark in our own way,” he said.

“That’s true,” Lana replied.  “I just miss him.”

She burst in to tears and Chloe tried to comfort her.

“Don’t worry Lana,” she said.  “Your feelings for Clark aren’t new.”

“I failed.”

“No you didn’t.  He has just refused to come home.”

“Look out,” someone shouted.

“Cockroaches again,” Lex shouted.  “I hate those damn insects!”  The billionaire was wearing all black.

“Kill them,” shouted Lana and soon everyone in the Talon, which was about thirty people, began steeping on them.

“The Talon is not going to close again,” said Lana.  At last the bugs turned and fled in retreat.

“Now,” said Lex, sitting back down, “can we get back to our conversation?”

“Certainly Lex,” Lana answered.

“I can have people scanning from here to Metropolis,” Lex said.

“That will be good,” Chloe said.  “Also I briefly saw Clark here.”

“Where?”

“In a building.  He said that Smallville wasn’t his home anymore.”

“Exactly what he said to me when I saw him,” Lana replied.

“Excuse me,” asked a man, “who owns this place.

“I do,” Lana said.

“Luckily we squished so many bugs that this place doesn’t have to be closed down.”

‘That’s good,’ Lana thought and thanked the man.

“Does anyone have any more ideas on getting Clark back,” Lex asked and no one answered.  “Well then, meeting adjourned.”

After a few seconds, Lana said, “Wait Lex,” and ran after the billionaire.

“Yes, Lana.”

“This is off the subject of Clark, but I was thinking that perhaps we can run this place together.  Business isn’t doing so well.”

“Well I’ll need to look it over,” Lex replied, looking around him.  “But I think we can make it work.”

“So this is a partnership?”

“Yes, it is.  Oh and by the way, have you heard any word about King Christopher?”

“No I have not.”

“Seams like he just disappeared from Crater Lake.”

“I guess he did,” Pete said.  “He’s on the news.”

As they turned towards the television, which Lex had given Lana as a gift, there was an announcement about what happened at Crater Lake:

“From behind Lex’s limousine, King Christopher watched.  ‘They do this every year,’ he said, ‘but there is no point.  Soon though, it will be forgotten and everyone will go back to their daily lives.”

Back in the Talon, Pete said, “That’s us.”

“Yeah,” Lana said.

Back on television, the reporter was talking about Pete Ross noticed King Christopher and that he said with chattering teeth, ‘King Christopher, you better leave before trouble arrives.  You know you’re not liked.’”

“‘I know,’ King Christopher said.”

The reporter also said that King Christopher and Clark Kent were the only ones not affected by the temperature and he guessed that they wearing warmer clothes – little of the truth did he actually know.

The only two who were talking on television for the moment were King Christopher, Clark Kent and Chloe Sullivan.  The reporter said that the christonian blocked her, but let Lex Luthor, Kale Xavier and Kathy DeVito depart and figured that the christonian did not want to talk to them.  Then the reporter began talking about Redstain when King Christopher brought him up.
“‘There is a man named Redstain, who is completely insane.  He’s a serial killer and I think he’s a little older than I am.  Anyway, there was a mad scientist by the name of Doctor Burns who kidnapped Redstain.  He injected chemicals into his brain that were sold to him by a woman named Mary Fortner.  Sam Bacon, the Doctor’s assistant, did not like what his boss was doing and quit.  Redstain managed to kill Mr. Bacon and Ms. Fortner, but the Doctor escaped and hid from society.  About a month later, Redstain then killed him and afterwards attacked my friends and family.  He killed them as well, so now I am alone – an outcast.’”
When the Smallville Meteor Rocks Institute, which was the place where King Christopher had gotten his food, was mentioned, the reporter began talking about it.  He explained that the reason for the lack of funding was from lack of donations mostly.  When he finished he almost missed King Christopher’s final line, which was, ‘You know, everyone’s a predator, but every predator is someone else’s prey.’

“Mistakenly,” said the reporter, “King Christopher walked back through the trees and slipped on a patch of ice.  He slid into the freezing water of Crater Lake.  Even though Clark Kent tried to rescue him, the ice broke and for that second, Clark saw the christonian submerge entirely.  The last thing Clark Kent saw of King Christopher was his gloved hand giving him the thumbs-up sign as he faded into the icy depths of Crater Lake.  The ice froze since the temperature was well below zero.  King Christopher’s body later disappeared.  The christonian is unpredictable and extremely dangerous.”

The report ended, leaving everyone to wonder what became of the mysterious shape shifter.

Chapter XXVI:

The Brothers Battle
Back in Metropolis, Kal-El sped along the streets to the Metropolis Museum of Ancient History, where the Metropolis Emerald was being kept.  The Emerald used to belong to Lionel Luthor before he sold it to the Museum to make money.

When he smashed in through a window, several guards turned to look.  One was knocked to the ground unconscious.  Kal-El came to a sudden halt and stepped off the motorcycle.

“Give me the Metropolis Emerald,” he demanded and the guards began firing at him.  He caught some bullets in his hand, but others simply bounced off of him. 
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“Back in Metropolis, Kal-El sped along the streets to the Metropolis Museum of Ancient History, where the Metropolis Emerald was being kept.” (Page 293)

Some of those struck the guards and killed or injured them, while others ran away.

Some of the destroyed or damaged valuables in the museum included precious artifacts and jewelry.  Kal-El raced around the building on his motorcycle, breaking down doors.  Finally he found what he was looking for and, putting it into a burlap bag that he grabbed off the counter, drove away before anyone could take action.

As Kal-El drove along the highway he saw a person in the distance.  The person said, “Hello Kal-El.  I bet you don’t recognize me.”  The person was standing directly in front on the motorcycle and fired heat rays making the motorcycle exploded.  This action made Kal-El fall off onto the sidewalk.

 “Who are you,” he asked.

“I’m your brother, Var-El.  I took up another name to avoid suspicion.”

“I never had a brother.”

Richie Ryan sighed though the lead suit that Doctor Swann had made for him.  “Kal-El, you really need to come home back to Smallville.”

“I won’t, but you can.”

“Don’t make me force you to come.  I am older and more powerful than you are.”

“Are you working with Jor-El,” Kal-El asked.

“That’s a common enemy we have Kal-El.  He’s our biological father.”


Just then, Kal-El punched his brother into a brick wall, creating an enormous hole in it.  Richie ripped the now useless suit off, while Kal-El brushed off his hands and started to turn around when Richie said, “Brother, you’re coming home with me, now.”

Then faster than a speeding bullet he sped towards Kal-El and the two fell off the railing of the highway and headed towards the street below.  When they hit the ground, the helmet from the lead suit split and Richie ripped it off.  He had another rip in the back from when his brother punched him into the wall.  He tore the suit off, knowing now it would not be of much help.  Kal-El’s sunglasses were broken.

Kal-El fired his heat rays at his brother, who blocked it his own.  For a while the two double beams went back and forth until they struck Kal-El in the eyes and he screamed in pain.

“I told you I was stronger,” Richie said.

“So Var-El,” Kal-El said as his eyes healed, “I guess you’re from Krypton too.”

“Of course; we’re brothers.”

“I have no brother,” shouted Kal-El taking off his leather jacket and tackling his brother.  For a while, the two were in mortal combat.  Kal-El got a burning sensation and he ripped off his shirt.

“You and your brother shall rule the world Kal-El,” Jor-El ordered.

“Shut up Jor-El,” snapped Richie.

“Var-El,” Jor-El said, “you will rule alongside your brother.”

“Never,” shouted Richie tackling Kal-El and, in a fierce struggle, he yanked the ring off and threw it to the side.

“Now how are you without the ring,” he said, challenging his brother once again.  Richie Ryan was wearing a red shirt as opposed to the all black on Kal-El.

“You really shouldn’t have done that,” Kal-El snarled, before speeding faster than a speeding bullet towards his brother and the two fell onto the street.  A car came striking Richie and knocked him ten feet away.  The brothers were once again separated and Kal-El fired his heat rays at the car making it erupt into flames as it exploded.

From ten feet away, Richie Ryan got up and walked around calling out to his brother to come out.

“It’s not over yet,” he said.  “We still need to find that ring and destroy it.”
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“Jor-El made me this way,” Kal-El called out and Richie picked it up with his super-hearing, which was a power that only he had.  “You just can’t accept it!”

 
“Jor-El made me what you are,” Richie shouted.  “I know exactly what you’re going through.  In Earth terms it might be called ‘a stage of puberty.’”  He snickered and then grew serious.

“Jor-El told me about you,” Kal-El said.  “He said you were killed and tortured people.”

“No,” the older son of Jor-El said defensively, “but I was only a rebel along with my girlfriend Wiv and our associate Rau.  Rau got himself between a rock and a hard place – either be tortured by the man-hatter known as Ursa, or commit suicide.  He chose the latter.  Wiv was murdered by Count Von-Da, the ruler of Krypton and one of my arch foes.  He’s dead now and never coming back.  Now, Kal-El, it is time for you to come past this and come home to Smallville.”

“No,” Kal-El shouted, still keeping out of sight.  As Richie continued walking, he himself was exposed to green meteor rocks, so he walked out of the way as quickly as possible seeing that he did not want to lose the area where his brother was in.

“You can’t hide forever, brother.  In time I will find you.”

Richie Ryan listened, but got no response, so he used his x-ray vision to search the area.  When he did not find Kal-El on any non-lead coated area he became immediately suspicious on any lead coated area.

“Don’t try and fool me by hiding behind lead,” he shouted.  “I may not be able to see through lead, but that doesn’t stop me from analyzing what’s behind it.”

“You’re exactly right,” Kal-El shouted coming into the open and exposing himself to green meteor rocks and began walking faster to get away from them.  “Due to that reason, I am not going to hide behind lead.  Instead, I’m going to fight you.”

 Richie picked up the red meteor rock ring from the ground as Kal-El charged at him and shoved him up against a wall.

“That’s better,” Richie challenged, planning to trick his brother.  “You are showing the kryptonian instinct of killing.  It’s in your blood like it is mine.  I’ve killed.  Now, if you are really a kryptonian, then kill your own brother!”

Richie Ryan had killed only in Roswell, not on Krypton and it was very rare and usually under the influence of a red meteor rock.

Kal-El’s right arm went back to kill his brother while his left arm had a firm grip on his brother’s shirt and but was unable to do it for the Clark Kent of his personality lingered in the background.

“You see,” Richie said, “Clark Kent is still inside you.”

And then Kal-El threw a punch, but Richie raised his own hand – the one which was holding the ring – and had it broken.  As the older son of Jor-El stood watching, the younger son of Jor-El fell to his knees screaming as the mark which Jor-El had made on him disappeared.  Kal-El was defeated; in his place lay Clark Kent.

Richie walked over to him and shook him, asking “Clark, are you alright?”
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“Var-El, I thought I was the only survivor of Krypton.”

“My name’s Richie Ryan.  I’m your brother and I’ll explain later.  Come on, let’s go home.  I’ll give you a ride.”

Then Clark began to feel himself being lifted onto his brother’s back and then becoming airborne.  He had had flying dreams before, but this was the real thing.  His brother was certainly more advanced than he was.

***

“Clark,” said Martha, giving Clark a hug, “you’re back.  Jonathan, Clark’s home!”

Jonathan came in and gave his son a hug.  As tears dripped down his face he said, “We thought we would never see you again.  Thank you Richie.”

“Glad I could help,” Richie Ryan replied as Doctor Virgil Swann entered in his wheelchair.

“Doctor Swann,” Clark asked, “why are you here?”

“I was helping with your rescue,” the Doctor replied.  Then he turned to Richie and asked about the suit.

“It was destroyed in the fight,” Richie said.

“Well the important thing is that Clark’s back home and if I’m not needed anymore, I will head back to Gotham.”

“Thank you for everything,” Martha said.

“Just glad I could help,” Doctor Swann replied and exited.

Chapter XXVII:

The Lowell County Insect Fair

“I stole an emerald and tried to murder my brother.”

“Clark,” Jonathan said, “you weren’t yourself.  If its nature for kryptonians to kill than Richie would have done the same thing to you as . . .”

“Var-El,” Richie finished as he interrupted Jonathan.  “Clark, you were out of control; that’s all there is to it.”

There was no answer from his son and Jonathan Kent said, “Richie, I think Clark needs a moment alone.”

Richie Ryan nodded understandingly and the two departed.

***

Meanwhile, from inside a block of ice, King Christopher lay dormant.  He was in Redstain’s laboratory.  Since the serial killer had not found a way to kill the christonian, he decided on the next best thing – to go with Morgan Edge’s idea and create a clone, which he would use to experiment on.

“I see you have decided to go with my idea of the clone,” Morgan Edge said, walking in.

“Oh it’s you Morgan Edge,” Redstain said.  “I need a way to kill the christonian and I thought that creating a clone would help.”

“Are you insane Redstian!  This is King Christopher you’re dealing with!”

“You better watch what you say around me,” Redstain snapped, pulling out one of his Super Redhawks at the top kingpin of Metropolis.

Morgan Edge backed down and said, sighing, “Just do want you want, Redstain.”

“See, I knew you’d agree.”  He watched the crime boss leave and then returned to what he was doing.

All of a sudden, the ice prison that held King Christopher began to shake.  Frightened, Redstain fled from the room and the cloning process went haywire.  The DNA from King Christopher rapidly sped up to create the clone, who was naked and had hair unlike King Christopher.  It was a cloning problem, which aged him to be the same age as the christonian.  The clone raced out and raced around Smallville and stole some clothes which happened to be the exact style and color of King Christopher’s.  While all this was going on, King Christopher still lay dormant, but something was surfacing from the sewers; they were a swarm of cockroaches.  Greg Arkin had returned and the clone was at large.

The cockroaches formed back into the bug boy and fled the scene.  Christopher’s “ice prison” exploded releasing the christonian, who was still in a “coma”, but as soon as electricity stuck him, which destroyed part of his brain he was back to how he was – sort of.  King Christopher had returned, but he was out of control – not thinking straight and he jumped out a window.

***

The next day the Smallville Ledger printed a front page article on the mysterious event and Chloe added it to the Wall of Weird.

“Greg Arkin’s at large once again,” Chloe said.  She was with Clark, Pete and Lana; the latter, who was wearing her favorite necklace, screamed in terror remembering all of what Greg Arkin had done to her – the stalking, the kidnapping.  The list went on through her nightmarish head.

“Lana, I will protect you,” said Clark, trying to comfort his friend.  He could not get too close to her though, due to her necklace.

“Yeah, Clark’s the man,” Pete said.  “You shouldn’t have to worry.”

“Perhaps my services could be of some use,” said a voice walking in.

“Whitney,” Clark said, “I thought you were in Metropolis.”

“I was, but I’ve moved back because I’ve just lost my scholarship.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault, Clark,” Whitney Fordman said in a soft tone.  When he had first seen Clark, which was in the year 2001, the latter had fallen at the feet of Lana, who was the jock’s girlfriend back then and had dropped his books.  As Clark was picking up his books, Whitney picked the last one up for him and threw it at Clark making him drop all of his books again, before he walked away with Lana.  This was before the two had become friends.

“So what do you propose Whitney,” Pete asked.

“Make sure Greg Arkin never returns again.”

“He was headed towards the Lowell County Insect Fair,” Chloe said.

“Then we’ll meet him there,” Clark said.  “I want my brother to come, he may be some help.”

“Good,” Whitney said.  “We need all the help we can get in this situation.”

“You two,” asked Principal Jackson gesturing towards Richie and Whitney, “what are you doing here?”

“Just talking to some friends,” Whitney replied.

“Well need to get off school grounds.”

“Of course,” Whitney said and departed from the building.

“I’ll meet up with you after school,” Richie said to his brother.  “You can tell me about Greg Arkin then.”

“Right,” Clark said, who was undecided in what to major in college.

***

At the Lowell County Insect Fair, Greg Arkin was looking at various plastic copies of insects.  They were ants, beetles, flies and grasshoppers.

“Hey Greg,” Whitney shouted, walking over to him, “I mean it when I told you to stay away from Lana!”

“Don’t forget what I’m capable of,” the bug boy replied after giving him a blank look.  “I almost killed you the last time.”

Whitney left Greg alone and the latter turned back to look at the plastic insects and said, “Sometimes you’re the windshield, other times you’re the bug.”

“Hello Clark,” said Lex, walking up to his friend, who was talking to Pete, Chloe, Lana and Richie.  As soon as he saw the young Luthor, Pete walked away.

“Must be my reputation,” Lex said, eating a chocolate-covered insect.

“It was your father,” Clark said, “and your family history.”

“Tell your father and your friend I intend to change that.”

“I will.”

“I told Greg to stay away from Lana,” Whitney said, walking over to the group, “but he threatened me.”

“Lex, do you have any advice on this stalker,” Clark asked.

“He sounds dangerous,” Lex said.  “What’s his name?”

“Greg Arkin.  He has the abilities of insects and spiders.”

“Then he was probably the one who destroyed my business over a year ago.  I had to rebuild LexCorp because of him.”  Then Lex noticed Clark’s brother and asked, “Who’s he?”  The billionaire gestured towards Richie Ryan and Clark introduced his brother.

“I never knew you had a brother,” Lex said.

“He was recently adopted,” Clark half-lied.

“I see.”

Suddenly a shot was fired and Whitney Fordman crumpled down dead.

“Whitney,” Lana shrieked as Clark looked first towards Whitney and then to the right to see a blur of red escape the crime scene as Greg Arkin to calmly walk away.

***

The next day was Whitney’s funeral which an electrical storm was going on.  Present were Lana, Clark and his family, Pete and Chloe besides the Smallville High football team.  After the reverend’s eulogy, several players said that Whitney was the best team captain they ever had. Even the coach agreed.  Lana mentioned that even though they had their ups and downs, the jock was always there for her and that he came to a terrible end.  Finally Whitney Fordman’s body was berried in the ground. Afterwards Clark walked over to Lana and put his hand on her right shoulder.  “I’m sorry,” he said, wrapping his arms around her.

“I knew we were on shaky ground,” Lana sniffed as tears dropped from her eyes, “but I never thought something like this would happen.”

“I never thought so too.  Even I preferred it when he strung me up like a scarecrow.”

“Why?”

”Because I always knew that underneath all of his meanness was a good person.”

“You’re very forgiving Clark,” Lana asked, as roar was heard in the distance.  “What was that?”

“King Christopher,” Clark answered and sure enough he was right.  The christonian was levitation face down a foot above the water and lightning was striking him which enabled him to heal the wounds that were made when Redstain’s laboratory exploded.  This effect also made mettle stick to him since he became magnetic when he healed.  Once his wounds had healed, he flew away in search of his arch enemy Redstain.  The serial killer had killed his friends and the christonian wanted revenge.

Chapter XXVIII:

Arguing With Morgan Edge

The clone named himself Gabriel and had jelled back his hair.  He was exactly like King Christopher except for four things – he had hair, no gloves and a different and darker personality, for somehow, during the experimenting, the clone turned pure evil.  Also, he could make physical contact with people unlike the christonian.  Just like the twenty-one year old serial killer, Gabriel was beyond redemption.  Right now he was talking to another “beyond redemption” person who was effect by the meteor rocks.  His name was Shere Khan, who was a thirty year-old Asian wrestler.  The man was bald and wore a silver vest and pants.  The meteor rocks made him more immortal than King Christopher.  He was also immune to all of the christonian’s super powers and had lived a life of being a hitman.

“So Shere Khan, do you want to join forces,” Gabriel asked.

“Why do I need you,” the former wrestler asked.

“We have a common enemy – the christonian, - who looks exactly like me except he’s bald and has gloves.  I want to assist in his destruction and since I am him in a figurative since, I know how to destroy him.”

“Perhaps I could be of some assistance,” said another voice.  “I know King Christopher well.”
The two turned to see a man in a biker jacket and dark sunglasses drive towards them on a motorcycle.

“Who are you,” Gabriel asked.

“I’m Redstain, I created you, remember.  Morgan Edge could assist.”

“Who’s he and why do you need to be our leader?”

“I know the most about King Christopher.  Trust me; he’ll want to fight you.”  Then he explained who Morgan Edge was.

“He could be very useful,” Gabriel said.

“The gabrian,” said Shere Khan gesturing towards Gabriel, was telling me about you.  You are weak, for you have no super powers.”

“But I have knowledge about this young adult,” Redstain said, defending himself.  “I can be very useful to you.”

“Fine, lead us,” Shere Khan said finally and introduced himself.  “But if you fail, I will personally see to your death.”

“Fair enough,” Redstain agreed.

“Perhaps I can join you as well,” said a new person walking towards the group.

“Who are you,” Gabriel asked.

“I’m Greg Arkin.  I’ve also fought the christonian before.”

“What use are you to us,” Redstain asked.

“I’ve got super powers too and I know about Clark Kent.”

“What does he have to do with the christonian?”

“He had contact with him.”

“I see.  Now beat it.”

Greg Arkin shrugged and flew away as a man flew by towards the Kent farm.  He looked about seventy.  When he landed he saw Jonathan Kent hosting hay into a pile.

“Why hello Mr. Kent,” the man said.

“Who are you,” asked Jonathan.

“I am Jor-El, the biological father of Kal-El.”

“His name is Clark Kent,” Jonathan shouted, sternly.  “I am his father!  I raised him and I want you to get off my farm!”

“Temper, temper,” Jor-El said, waving his finger, “you have no idea what I’m capable of.”

 “Is that a threat?  Are you threatening me you son of a bitch.”

“No of course not and even though the ship was destroyed I wasn’t.  Not even Var-El knows everything about Krypton.  And if you are wondering why I am in human form is because I am now trapped in it due to a freak accident at LexCorp.”

“Hey Dad, what’s up,” Clark asked, walking towards his father.  “Who’s this man?”

“He’s your biological father, Jor-El.”

“You were to rule this world along with your brother Kal-El.  You two are superior to this inferior race.”

“I was raised here and I’m not leaving.”

“Now Kal-El, I may not have the spaceship anymore, but I am still more powerful than you.”

And with that said, Jor-El flew away.

At dinner, the family, which included Richie, talked about Jor-El’s visit.  Jonathan Kent darkened, for whenever Jor-El was mentioned, he thought of himself as a lesser.

“What about the aspect of him being in a physical form,” Clark asked.  “Could it be of some use to us?”

“Perhaps,” Richie answered.  “If my calculations are correct, he now has the same powers as me and a few more than you.  Also he can’t make the Mark on us anymore.  He lost that when I destroyed the spaceship.”

“Great,” Clark said.

Richie sighed as he turned to his brother and said, “Just remember Clark, even though I was born on Krypton and lived there seventeen years of my life, I still don’t know everything.  What I do know is, he can never burn the Mark on Clark or me again.”

“You sure,” Martha asked.

“Positive.”

“I’m sorry you had to live on that planet Richie and grow up in that type of environment,” Jonathan said.  “It must have been awful.”

“Can I have a minute alone with Mr. Kent,” Richie asked.

“Of course,” Clark said and he and his mother left the table.

Richie Ryan was very solemn as he turned to Jonathan Kent and his face was expressionless.

“When I was seventeen, I was placed in the Phantom Zone (the alternative was to be shot by the Count) - a place where you are tortured for an eternity - for killing people even though I was framed by the sinister Count Von-Da.  The only two bad qualities I had on Krypton were a bad attitude and rebellious nature.  In 1947, the Phantom Zone crash-landed in Roswell, New Mexico in Area 51, but it did not explode until the year 2000.  That would explain my age.  Afterwards, I was adopted by the Ryans.  They were nice people.”

“I’m sorry, Richie,” Jonathan said sympathetically, “but I’m glad your foster parents were nice.”

The young kryptonian cracked his knuckles and sighed before continuing.

“Seventeen years I lived on Krypton and there I was a rebel, but also, I was physically abused by Jor-El.  I caused chaos with the help of my associates Wiv and Rau.  My father brought me up to regard everyone as an adversary.  Over the years, I learned to create a wall around my heart until the day it became impenetrable.  I’m darker than my brother, for I was already at Level One (so to speak) on that planet and I was raised on a planet were you had no friends, only associates who had a common goal.”

“I’m sorry you had to live in that type of environment,” Jonathan said.  “I really am.”

Richie Ryan looked Jonathan Kent straight in the eye as he said, darkly, “You don’t even know the half of it.”

“You’re right; I don’t.”

Richie leaned back in the chair and sighed again as he ran his hand through his hair.  Finally he said, “Mr. Kent, I’ve never asked for help one day in my life, but I’m asking for it now.  I don’t want to end up becoming my biological father.”

Jonathan nodded understandingly and said placing his hand on the older son of Jor-El’s, “I’ll see what I can do.  Martha, Clark, you two can come in now!”

When only Martha made an appearance, Jonathan asked her where Clark was and she responded by telling him that she did not know.  Richie leaned back in his chair unsure of what to do about anything.

All of a sudden there was a crash and everyone rushed outside where they saw Morgan Edge and his gang arguing with Clark Kent.  It looked so bad already that no one, not even Richie, who was at that time, the most corrupt person there, wanted to interfere, although he could not get the image of a red meteor rock ring out of his head because he was addicted to it.

‘I should have told Mr. Kent about that.  Oh well, he’ll learn soon enough.  Maybe this Doctor Swann person will be of some assistance.  I think I’ll go meet him myself.’
The older son of Jor-El’s eyes never left the argument that was taking place.  Right now, Morgan Edge was talking.

“Where’s the Metropolis Emerald!”

“I returned it,” said Clark, before he grabbed the kingpin and shouted, “Don’t ever come back here again!”

“Why that sounds like a threat Clark,” Morgan Edge said.  “And losing your temper will make you weak.”
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“Let him go,” said one of his henchmen, pointing a gun at the teenager.  There was a slight hesitation.  “I said let him go, damn it!”

Clark released his grip on Morgan Edge who adjusted his jacket and said calmly, “Let’s go boys.”
One opened the door for his boss and he climbed inside.  Before the crime boss left he said, “I’ll be back.”

“And I’ll be waiting,” Clark responded as the vehicle drove away.

Chapter XXIX:

An Act Of Betrayal


Richie Ryan flew most of the way to Gotham City and then he took a train the rest of the way to avoid suspicion.  On the train behind him was Harvey Dent, who was filling out some forms.  After a while, Richie began talking to him.


“So Mr. Dent, what do you do for a living?”

“I’m the Gotham’s District Attorney.”


“You seam pre-occupied.  Is something wrong?”


“No.  What are you doing these days, Richie?”


“Nothing.”


“Well you seam a little pre-occupied.  Just be careful you don’t run into Rupert Thorne.”


“Who’s he?


Harvey turned to the young adolescent and took out his defaced double-headed coin and flipped it.


“Someone you want to stay away from!”


And with that said, he began shaking the young kryptonian roughly until his grip was broken easily.


“What the hell is wrong with you, Mr. Dent?”


“You’re talking to the wrong Harvey!”


“I can see that.”


“Harvey,” Bruce Wayne said, tapping him on the shoulder, “you’re in public.  You don’t want to screw up your election.”


Pulling himself together, Harvey Dent replied, “You’re right Bruce.  I’m sorry Richie.”


“He’s got some personality problems as you can see,” Bruce said.


“Tell me about it,” Richie muttered as he switched to an empty seat.

***


When he arrived at the planetarium, he walked up to Selina Kyle and gave her his name.


“Oh yes, I see that you do have an appointment,” she said.  “Go right on in; he’s expecting you.”


“Hello Richie Ryan,” said the Doctor.  “How may I be of service?”


“I want to know what’s been going on between you and Kal-El.”


“How do you know that name?”


“Because I’m his biological brother, Var-El.  I’m the older son of Jor-El.”


“I need proof.”


“Very well,” he said, setting fire to the wall.


‘Oh no,’ the Doctor thought as Richie extinguished the fire with his ice breath.


“Is that enough proof, or do you need more?”


“No, that’s fine.”


“Good,” said Richie darkly and the Doctor gave him the information he wanted.

***


Back in Smallville, Clark was listening to Richie mutter about seeing Doctor Swann.  Rushing in, he grabbed his brother and, shaking him roughly shouted, “Why did you pry?”


“What are you talking about?”


“Doctor Swann!  You saw him!”


“Look Clark,” Richie said, calmly, breaking free from his brother, “that man knows our past.  Did it ever occur to you that he knows our weakness too?”  Clark was speechless.  “You see, I bring up an excellent point.”

***

The next day, Clark visited Doctor Swann and accused him of betraying him.

“Do you mean my meeting with your brother?  You should have talked to him about it.  After all, he is your family.”

“Do you know everything about me,” Clark asked, with his back turned.

“No,” the Doctor said, “but isn’t that what science is about?  Finding out what you don’t know.”

“I don’t know why I visited you in the first place.”

“You should have thought about it more carefully when you had the chance Kal-El!”
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Furious, Clark left the office, vowing never to return again.  Several days later, Clark and Richie were swapping jokes and the latter had even been hanging out with his brother’s friends.  Richie was sitting down at a table in Lex’s mansion playing poker with his brother and his friends.  After everyone put down their ante and soon the game was rolling.  In one game, Chloe traded one card in and in another game, Clark traded two.  Then in a third game, Richie traded three cards.  They kept rotating as the “pot” kept getting bigger.  Finally Lex’s guests left.

Chapter XXX:
Training
Through the next several months, Richie was also receiving psychiatrics help, but right now he was training his brother on how to deal with Jor-El now that he was in physical form.

“The meteor rocks should have an effect on him, but of course, they have an effect on us too so we will have to be careful.”

“You know Richie,” Clark asked, “with your trips to the psychiatrist shouldn’t we hold off on this.”

“No, he’s too dangerous.  What if he released his three associates – General Zod, Ursa and Non?  Then we’d be in trouble for sure.”

“Who are they exactly?”

“The first is General Zod, who wanted to rule Krypton as Supreme Dictator.  Next is his right-hand Ursa.  She hates all men except for him.  The final one is Non; he just seams to follow orders and won’t talk and are now locked in the Phantom Zone serving an eternal life of torture like I wrongfully was.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Just forget about it,” Richie said darkly.  “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Okay,” said Clark, not wanting to make his brother angry, “but you did betray me.”

“What do you know about my biological mother?”

“Her name was Lara and because of the molecular system on Krypton, she was stripped of having a ghost.”

“What?”

“Look it’s too complicated.  Now let’s concentrate on this training.  It’s of extreme importance.”

“I need to know!”

“No,” Richie snapped, “you need to learn how to fight Jor-El.  This is a kryptonian were talking about as opposed to the people infected by the meteors.”

“You know about that?”

“Clark, I was imprisoned in the Phantom Zone since I was seventeen and I was in there for a long time so therefore I’ve picked up quite a lot of information.  Now let’s get back to practicing.”

From afar, Jonathan and Martha Kent watched the sons of Jor-El practicing.  Right now, Richie had the upper hand.

“Come on brother,” he said, “knock me down.”

“I can’t you’re my brother.”

“Right now I’m your enemy.  Listen Clark, when Jor-El arrives, it’s not going to be any fun and games.  It will be the real stuff.  Now come on!  Defeat me!

“He’s really pushing him,” Martha said.

“Richie was raised in a much hostile environment Martha.  We’ve got to understand that and anyway, you’ve always had a thing for strays.  Now it looks like we have another.”

He gave his wife a kiss as she said, “They do seam to get along.  After all, Ryan worked out fine.”

“Oh yeah him,” Jonathan said.  “Speaking of which, I wonder how Ryan’s doing in Edge City.  He hasn’t written or anything.”

“I’m sure he’s fine.”

Just then Lex Luthor arrived.  Martha greeted him, but Jonathan turned his back and left.

“It’s not you,” she said.  “It’s your family history.”

“Yeah, I know,” Lex said.  “Didn’t Clark tell him I intended to change that?”

“Yeah I did,” Clark said, “but he wouldn’t listen.”

Lex said nothing.

“Do you want a something to eat,” Martha asked.

“No thanks.  I just came by to talk to my friend.”

“I think he’s busy.”

The training had now switched and it was Clark who now had the upper hand over his brother, but Richie was keeping up to what could be a draw.

“Clark likes to fence,” Lex asked.

“Well he wanted to try it,” Martha lied as the training finally ended in a stalemate.

“What do you want Lex,” Clark asked walking over to his friend.

“Ever heard of parallel universes,” Lex asked.

“Yes.”

“Do you believe in them?”

“No.”

“Doctor Swann does.”

“Why is he so interested,” Clark asked.

“I don’t have any idea.”

After Lex departed, the two brothers continued to practice until finally they were really good at it.  By that time it was early October of 2006 and Jor-El had not been seen for a very long time.

***

“So this is the Wall of Weird,” Richie said, when he visited Smallville College one afternoon.  “Does it get weirder each week?”

“Actually its gets weirder each day,” Chloe replied.

The two introduced themselves and shook hands.

‘I can break this wall down,’ Richie thought, ‘but it will take time and I’ll need help.’  He then turned to Chloe and asked for her help.

“With what?”

“Breaking down the barrier around my heart.  Every year it grew stronger until the day it became impenetrable.  I don’t think sessions are going to help.”

“Then what will?”

“I don’t know.”

“How about something simple; a date perhaps?”

“Are you trying to flirt with me Ms. Girl Reporter?”

“Hey you made your first joke,” Chloe said, smiling. “Congratulations.”

“And here I thought I was serious.”

“Now what if I am asking you out?  You’ve got a problem with that?”

‘She’s good,’ the young kryptonian thought before saying, “Chloe,” he said turning to the young reporter, “did anyone ever tell you that you’ve got the most beautiful eyes?”

“No,” Chloe said, flattered.

“Okay, I’ll go out on this date, but only if you drive.”

“Very well then.”

“I’ll see you around Clark,” Richie said and then whispered into his ear, “Practice without me.”

***

That evening, Richie and Chloe went to a drive in movie called “Resplendidman.”

The film opened with the lines from an ad:

“When disaster rages.  When destruction comes.  When certain doom approaches, call Resplendentman at 1-800-01-Res-Qu.”

“‘Calls are twenty-five cents a minute,’ said Resplendentman.”
The next scene showed a burning building and a woman asking Resplendentman, who was talking on his cell phone, if he could save her pet known as Muffin.

“‘Yes ma’am I sure can.  Now is your sweet little Muffin a dog or a cat?’”

“‘A dog; a sweet little dog.’”

“‘Dogs are twenty-nine ninety-five.’”

“The woman gasped.”

“‘Well it’s a small price to pay for being plucked alive from the snapping jaws of certain death.’”

“Then before anyone could do anything, Saviorman flew in, put out the fire with his icy breath and walked out with the dog in his arms.  He was thanked by the woman.”
“What a ridiculous movie,” Richie said when the film was over and Chloe agreed.  Richie Ryan and Chloe Sullivan just sat out on the grass, looking up at the stars.  Chloe did not know that Richie was from Krypton and he had chosen not to tell her.
“Is that a shooting star,” Chloe asked.

“Yeah,” said Richie, lying down on her closed breast and getting comfortable.  He adjusted his coat and lay back down.

“Now just a moment, stud, just what do you think your doing?”

“Getting comfortable.”

“On my breast?”

“Yeah, you’ve got a problem with that?”

“You were raised in an unloving environment?”

“That’s right, it wasn’t until Roswell, New Mexico that things starting looking okay for me although my kryptonian girlfriend Wiv was fine.”  A tear rolled down his face as he thought, ‘Damn that bastard Count Von-Da.’

“Roswell; the Alien Capital of the World?  I always wanted to go there!”

“Trust me, you’re not missing much.”
“Somehow, I think the family that adopted you must have loved you.”

“And why do you think that?”

“Because,” Chloe Sullivan answered, “otherwise you would have attacked me.”
“Chloe,” Richie said, getting up, “I’m not as ruthless as you think.  I was raised by terrible parents before being adopted the worst of them being my biological father.  There are parts of my past I’m ashamed of.”

“I’m sorry, Richie . . .”

“Look, just forget it.  Forget this ever happened.”

The young kryptonian began to leave, but the young reporter called out to him by saying, “Richie wait!  Before you go there’s something you should know.”

He stopped, but did not turn around.

“And what possible thing do you have that would interest me?”

“I know about your brother’s origins. If you really are related biologically, then you’re an alien too.”

“What did you say,” shouted Richie Ryan furiously, storming back to Chloe.  “When did he tell you this?”

“Back in high school.  Look, Richie, I have no interest in exploiting you.  Hell, if I wanted to exploit one of you why didn’t I exploit Clark when I first found out?  The reason I didn’t is that I didn’t want to lose him as a friend.”

“You know, that’s probably the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me in a long time.”

“Look you don’t have to tell me about your past,” the young reporter said, putting her arm around the young kryptonian’s waist.  Tears dropped from his face as he whispered to himself, “All those things I did; all those pranks.  What have I done?”

“Shhh,” Chloe whispered, soothingly.  “Whatever happened on that planet; it’s all in the past.  You must look to the future.  Come on, let’s go to my house.”

“Okay,” said Richie, quietly as tears streaked down his face.
***

Once inside, Richie came face-to-face with Gabe Sullivan.

“Who are you,” he asked.

“Richie Ryan,” Chloe answered, as she walked through the door.

“Chloe, I didn’t know you were having company.  Is everything alright?”

“Yes.”

“Well, how are you Mr. Sullivan?”

“Fine Richie,” the man responded and the two males shook hands.  “Chloe, I got to do some important business at the plant, so you will need to cook yourself dinner and dinner for your guest.”

Gabe wiggled his eyebrows and then departed.

“I’m sorry,” Chloe said.  “He’s always doing things like this.”

“I could use the comedy,” Richie replied.

As the car pulled away, Chloe turned to Richie and asked him, “Can you run faster than a speeding bullet?”

Richie paused before speaking and then nodded.

“Are you more powerful than a locomotive?

He nodded again.

“Are you able to leap tall buildings in a single bound?”

This one made Richie laugh, before he nodded.

“Are you mightier than a hurricane?”

He nodded again.

“Are you made of steal?”

“Figuratively speaking, yes.”

Chloe laughed and said, “Well then, you wouldn’t mind it I hit you with something.”

“Excuse me,” Richie said, confused.

“Well if you’re so tough than you could withstand me hitting you with something.”

“No, I don’t mind.”

“Okay then, remove your shirt.

The kryptonian removed his shirt as Chloe walked out of the room to fetch a knife.  When she returned, Richie was away from the window so no one could see.

“I’m ready,” Richie said, smiling.

“Okay,” replied Chloe, stabbing the knife where Richie’s heart was.  Naturally, since his hide was invincible, instead of piercing through like it would for a mortal, the object shattered.

“Now that’s I’ve proved myself,” said Richie putting back on his shirt, “do you want to fly?”

“Is it safe,” Chloe asked after a moment.

“Absolutely, I won’t drop you.”

“Okay,” the young female, as the young male stepped outside.

“Now it’s your turn.”  Carefully, Chloe steeped outside and stood on a ledge.  As soon as she was out Richie moved away and said, “Let go.”

“Are you crazy?”

“If you want to fly, you follow my instructions.”
Chloe released her grip and screamed, but she only fell about three feet before Richie caught her.  With a firm grip on her, the adolescent turned around and let go with one hand, so he could grab onto her’s.  Then with his other hand, he released his grip.  He then rose higher and higher until he was above some low clouds.

“Oh my God,” Chloe screamed and Richie tightened his grip at once.

“You okay,” he asked.

“Yeah, just don’t drop me again.”

“Okay, so I’m still darkened because of my years on Krypton, but I want to make one thing clear; I never killed anyone.”

“That’s good, but I think you might be under the influence of the drug.”

“I never thought of the red meteor rock ring as a drug, but I guess your right that it is.  Now, would you feel more comfortable if we decreased in height?”

“Yes,” gasped Chloe and Richie moved downwards fast, but at the same time, he lost his grip on her and she began falling fast.  Richie quickened his pace and managed to catch her just before she struck the telephone wires.  She was in a terrible shook. 

“I’ve got you,” he said, trying to comfort her.  “I didn’t do that one on purpose.

“I want to go home,” Chloe Sullivan managed to say for she was very shaken up.

Richie Ryan nodded as he turned around to head back to her house.

Chapter XXXI:

Trouble & Tragedy
Three weeks later, Jor-El was sighted at an old abandoned mine along with Greg Arkin, who he had teamed up with since they had a common enemy.

“This is the first place where I fought Clark,” Greg said.  He pointed towards a weight.  “That weight crushed me the last time.”

“You too Greg,” Clark asked.

“Surprised,” the bug boy snarled attacking his foe, while Jor-El, smiling nastily at Richie and said, “Give in to your kryptonian instincts Var-El,” his father said, smiling nastily, before attacking his son.  “You are only half way there!  I’ve seen you kill even when I haven’t blasted you!”

“You want me to kill!  I’ll kill!  I haven’t let go of that part of me, just put in deep inside!  Also, you can’t blast us anymore!”

“True,” Jor-El said as his son slammed him into the wall while the two were locked in combat in the air.  “My turn!”  Var-El was knocked into the wall and neither would release their grip they had.  Anger swelled within both.

***

Meanwhile, the bug boy picked up Clark with the strength of the Buffalo Ant and threw him in the direction of the other two, thus breaking the grip.  Jor-El fell one way, while Richie Ryan fell another.  When they landed on the mettle beams, their skin began to crack.

“So you get sick around this place too,” Greg called out when he noticed Jor-El’s and Richie’s nerves turning green.  “You guys wouldn’t happen to be related?”  He laughed sinisterly as he picked up a beam and struck Clark across the back.  The young adult crashed into the wall.

“Am I the only one who’s not getting sick around here,” shouted the bug boy, dropping the beam.  “I know that Clark is not human!”  Then he began to morph into a Black Widow and ripped pieces of Clark’s flesh off and ate them as the teenager screamed.  Clark blasted his foe with heat rays.  Angered the bug boy leapt into a corner out of sight and Clark, who had healed, turned his attention to his brother was losing against his father, but he had done a great amount of damage to him in an attempt to kill him.

Jor-El was throwing Richie against a wall before being picked up by Clark and thrown against one, but Jor-El was 
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“He laughed sinisterly as he picked up a beam and struck Clark across the back.  The young adult crashed into the wall. ‘Am I the only one who’s not getting sick around here,’ shouted the bug boy, dropping the beam.” (Page 361)
stronger and began getting control of the fight.  When Richie attacked, he was knocked to the side a good twenty feet away and Clark was being exposed to green meteor rocks.  Clark fired his heat rays at his father and missed, striking a pipe which exploded.  The pipe contained hot gasses which splattered onto the floor.

“In this situation,” Clark thought, “what would King 
Christopher do?” 


“You will always be weaker than I, Kal-El,” snarled Jor-El before Kal-El pushed his father off.  His father was then bitten by the bug boy who leapt from hiding and bit Jor-El on the neck as the Black Widow Spider.  Jor-El screamed and stumbled backwards.  He tripped over a beam as Richie leapt out of the way, but, while trying to stay away from meteor rocks, the latter ended up crashing into his own father and the two tumbled into a vat of melted meteor rocks.  Although they both leapt out quickly, it was too late for both as they were drooling for they had melted green meteor rocks oozing from their mouth and dripping from their clothes.

“Richie,” shouted Clark Kent as Richie Ryan said with his mouth foaming with green meteor rocks, “Take care of Chloe for me.”  Then he fell down dead alongside Jor-El and tear ran down Clark Kent’s cheek as he said, “I will never forget you, my brother.”  He did not notice Richie’s dead body disappear into the air.

“I’ll kill you,” shouted a familiar voice as the bug boy leapt from the rafters and began breaking pipes filled with melted meteor rock, which began pouring out towards Clark.  The teenager’s solemn face grew into one of fright and just as he thought he was doomed, he heard what he thought was his brother’s voice saying, “Clark, run left,” and Clark ran out before the bug boy could attack again.

***

“Clark,” Martha asked when her son steeped in the door. “What’s wrong?”

“Richie’s dead.”

“Oh my God.”

Clark stripped to his boxers and handed his clothes to his mother.  She knew, without asking, why he did so – the meteor rocks.

After Clark had showered and gotten dressed again, he sat down with his father and went over what had happened.

“Jor-El was asking for it,” Jonathan said, putting his hand on his son’s.  “But what happened to Richie is an unfortunate and tragic event and not even you can do anything to bring him back no matter how many gifts you have.”

Clark paused in deep thought before saying anything.  Finally he said, “Richie may have communicated to me in spirit form like Jor-El.”

“Then maybe is his still with you,” Jonathan said.  “But even if he isn’t, you will never forget him or what he has taught you.  You and he were part human unlike Jor-El.”

The two looked up to see Martha heading towards them with a sad look.  “Come, I think we should leave Clark alone.”

“Wait,” Clark said and his parents turned.  “There’s something else.  Greg Arkin knows I’m not human.”

“Does he know you’re an alien,” Jonathan asked.

“I don’t think so.”

“Then your secret is safe.  Although, if King Christopher ever returned that would be bad.”

Clark watched the two depart with sad eyes and then headed towards his Fortress of Solitude.  When Clark was old enough, Jonathan had made the lower section of a door to form a window.  There were railings, an old desk, shelves, a radio and an old telescope that had been passed down from generation to generation.  The telescope pointed in the direction of Lana’s house and Clark spent a lot of time in the Fortress, but today he just walked past it without even glancing at in and lay down on the floor in silence thinking about if he really heard his brother’s voice or not.

***
“Hello,” Clark said, as Pete, Lana and Chloe walked towards him.

“Your father said that he we would find you here,” Pete said.  “If this is a bad time, we can leave.”


Clark did not answer.

“Clark, what’s wrong,” Chloe asked.

“Richie died.”

“Oh my God,” Lana said, who was wearing her necklace.  When she tried to get near him, he got dizzy and fell down.  “Clark, are you alright?”

He must have stumbled over himself,” Pete lied, helping his friend up and moving him away from Lana.

“He was killed by Greg Arkin along with Jor-El,” Clark said, when he was far enough from Lana to talk clearly.

“That’s good that Jor-El is dead,” Pete said, “but I’m sorry about your brother.  He seamed like a nice guy.”

“He was,” Clark said as Lex Luthor entered.

“Clark I didn’t mean to intrude, but there’s really nowhere to knock.  I wanted to ask if you’ve seen my watch.”

Everyone shook his head.

“Don’t you have another watch,” Lana asked.

“This watch is special.  My mother gave it to me before she died.”

“I’m sorry.”

“She was sick a long time.”

Clark then noticed Pete beginning to scowl, so he said, “Lex, maybe you better leave.”

“Sure,” Lex said, after a moment.  “It’s probably best.”

“Let me know if you need any help,” Clark called after his friend who raised his hand in to notify that he had heard.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t have spent more time with Richie,” Chloe said as a tear dripped down from her face.  “He did seam to be a nice guy.  I’ll always cherish the time we had.”

“I’m sure you will,” Lana said, sympathetically as she placed a hand on her friend’s shoulder.

***

The following Sunday night, Clark, who was wearing a red shirt and blue pants, had another flying dream where he was floating above Lana’s bed.  She opened her eyes and said, “Clark you’ve been very bad lately.”

“Clark,” his father shouted from downstairs and Clark woke up and crashed on top of his own bed; the dream was over and it was the morning.

“Control,” said the voice of Richie Ryan in Clark’s head, as the young adult walked downstairs.  “You must learn control; if you don’t you can never fly correctly.”

“I had another flying dream,” Clark said. 

“What happened,” Jonathan asked.

“I was floating above Lana’s bed and when you called I crashed on my own bed.  After that I heard Richie’s voice.

“What did he say,” Martha asked.

“He said I needed to learn control or else I wouldn’t be able to fly correctly.”

“Well I’m glad you told us,” son,” Jonathan said.

“I’m still unsure about hearing Richie’s voice,” Clark said.  “Am I going nuts?”

“No,” Jonathan answered.  “Now ordinarily I would say you are just missing him, but due to the fact of hearing Jor-El’s voice, (since I know you would have never become Kal-El on your own), I think he might be trying to communicate with you.”

[image: image29.jpg]



“The following Sunday night, Clark, who was wearing a red shirt and blue pants, had another flying dream where he was floating above Lana’s bed.” (Page 370)

“Why?”
“That’s a question I don’t have an answer for.” 

***

That night a special report was issued.  The reporter said, “And with this late breaking news report, Metropolis kingpin Morgan Edge was killed today by an unknown assassin.”

Chapter XXXII:

Greg Arkin Attacks

Clark Kent was building a fence in the middle of June around the farm when he suddenly covered his ears and screamed for he was hearing things such as the faucet dripping at an extremely loud volume.  He lost his balance and broke the fence.

“Clark,” Richie said, “it’s a new super power known as super-hearing.  You must learn to control it.”

“I can’t!”

“Yes you can.  Just follow my instructions!”

“Mom!  Dad!”

“Son,” Jonathan called as he heard a crash from outside.

“We’re coming Clark,” Martha shouted.

They rushed outside and saw Clark trying to get up.

“Dad!”

“I’ve got you son,” his father said, helping his son to his feet.

“Get me inside!”

“Just hold brother.  You’re going through the normal stages of puberty for a kryptonian.”

Inside, Clark ended breaking a few dishes since his parents had trouble holding him down.

“Just relax Clark.”

“I’m trying Richie!”

There was a knock on the door.

“King Christopher,” Jonathan said.  “What do you want?”

“To tell you something.”

“You are not welcome,” said Jonathan.  “We’re fine on our own.”

“Sure you’re fine,” began King Christopher.  “You have a son who’s an alien.  Yeah, you’re doing great.”

“Get to the point now,” growled Jonathan as his wife looked worried.  When Christopher saw the look on her face, he said, “Don’t worry, Clark’s not the only one who has to hide.”

“Seams your not hiding at all,” Jonathan said and Christopher could tell that he was not liked.

“I could kill your son in an instant right now, but I’m not going to for the one reason I’m going to tell you.”

While all this was going on, Clark was getting dizzy by the meteor partials under the christonian’s skin, which his parents did not notice.

“Get out of here,” Jonathan yelled.  “And never come back here again!”

“Fine I will,” said the christonian cracking his neck.  “You know that if I wanted I could make Clark’s secret public!  I already told Lex, who I’ve sold Clark’s blood to!  Just remember one thing – I could really squash your son right now, but the only reason I resist and have never killed him is that he isn’t the only orphan around Smallville!  I fought him once, but never with the intent of killing!”

And with a snarl King Christopher left.

“Clark, are you alright,” his parents shouted.

“Meteor rocks,” Clark groaned.  “They were under the christonian’s skin.”

“Oh my God,” Martha said.

“And he is able to enter the Fortress.”

“Oh no,” his mother said.

Clark, with the help of his parents, stripped to his boxers just as Lana walked in.  She was not wearing her necklace.

“Hi Lana,” Clark groaned and tried to smile.

“Clark, are you alright,” Lana said.

“Yeah, I just need to take a shower.”

“I’ll help you,” Lana said and when Clark looked at her strangely, she quickly said, “I mean I’ll help you get to your destination.”

Jonathan and Martha put on a sly smile as Lana escorted her friend into the restroom.  She prepared a nice hot shower for him.

“Alright,” she said, testing the water with her foot, “the shower’s ready.”

Clark fell to the floor and whispered, “Get me in the shower now.”

Lana immediately rushed him in, where he tossed his boxers to the side. Clark really fell to the floor.

“You don’t have a seizure disorder,” Lana shouted at Clark weakly shook his head, trying to stand up.  This new power of his was getting whacked.  “Good.  I didn’t think you did.”  After about five or ten minutes Clark was dressed.

“I can tell you’re going to love this,” Richie said, jokingly.  “Is this the girl of you’re dreams?”

“Shut-up,” said Clark jokingly.

“Excuse me,” Lana asked.  “Did you just tell me to shut-up?”

“What?  No,” Clark said quickly, realizing what he had just done.  “I was just talking to myself.”

Lana gave Clark a strange look.

“Clark, were you infected by the meteor rocks?  If you were, it’s okay.”

“Not that it matters,” Clark lied after a moment, “but I was.”

Lana seemed satisfied at his response.

“Good alibi,” Richie said.  “Now ask her out on a date.”

“No!”

“No what?”

“Shut up,” shouted Clark.

“Clark,” Lana asked, shocked, “what’s gotten in to you?”

And then there was another period of super-hearing.  Clark began once again crashing into things and breaking them.

“Clark!”

“Get away,” her friend shouted as his parents rushed upstairs.

“Clark,” his parents shouted at the same time as Jonathan broke his fall.

“You better go,” Martha said to Lana, who nodded and departed.

While driving alone, Greg Arkin attacked Lana, trying to capture her to mate with her.  He smashed in the glass and as he tried to grab her, she suddenly swerved so not only did he fall out and crash against a garbage can, but also her car flipped on its side and she was knocked out.

As Greg rose to his feet, he was leapt upon by King Christopher, but the former threw him off.  The bug boy eyed the christonian who snarled at him.  Lana’s flipped car, which was on its side, lay a few feet away.
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“The bug boy eyed the christonian who snarled at him.  Lana’s flipped car, which was on its side, lay a few feet away.” (Page 381)

“I don’t believe this is any of your concern,” Greg Arkin said.

“Well just don’t mess with Lana again,” King Christopher threatened.

“So you like her too?  Well you just better watch your back.”

Greg Arkin departed as King Christopher watched.  Clark arrived shortly after to see Christopher break into the car.  The door was already ripped off.

“What the hell are you doing,” he shouted. 

“Getting Lana out; she’s unconscious.”

Jonathan and Martha were also present and they called for an ambulance.

An hour later, Lana was in the hospital with Clark by her side.
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“I’m sorry,” Richie said.

“It’s not your fault Richie.  Greg Arkin is extremely dangerous; I’ve meet him twice before.  I’m getting my new super power under control.”

“That’s good.”

“It is.”  After a pause, Clark said, “I just did not want to be the only alien in the world?”

“You’re going to have to face it that since Krypton is destroyed, you will forever be an alien,” Richie replied.  Then after a pause he said, “And Clark, ‘alien’ is a word used to mean different, so to every person on one planet, everyone on all other planets are aliens.  But you will never be alone; I will forever guide you.”

Lex, who was wearing all black, walked in at that moment and said, “I have the ten best doctors working on her.”

“Thanks,” said Clark softly.

“Anything to help a friend,” Lex replied and exited the building.  As he was getting in his limousine, he was talking to a reporter, who tried to blackmail him.  All of a sudden his face turned dark and he yelled a warning to the reporter as to never blackmail a Luthor.  The reporter quickly left and Lex did not bother watching her and instead got into his limousine.

Fifteen minutes later, a middle weight woman who was about five-foot nine inches high and weighed about one-hundred-and-seventy pounds walked by.  She had short black hair and wore a black leather jacket, shirt, pants, shoes and socks.  Since it was a sunny day, she wore dark sunglasses.  She also carried a black briefcase.

Chapter XXXIII:

Vicious Attacks

King Christopher snarled in the night.  The full moon rose high above and lit the water of Crater Lake.  He sniffed the air and snarled again.  Someone was coming – someone whose sent was familiar to him.  He turned to see three objects in the distance.  In the middle was someone driving a helicopter.  He wore a black biker jacket with a bright red stain on it, but had taken off his dark sunglasses he usually wore.  Also, he had red hair.  The one on the right also wore a black biker jacket and no sunglasses of gloves.  The last person, the one on the left, wore a silver suit and no sunglasses or gloves.  There was no mistaking who the middle one was – Redstain.  King Christopher had no idea who the others were, but he did get to smell the one on the right, which smelled a lot like him, but not exactly.


The two on the sides landed and “together” with the christonian, they formed a triangle.

“Who are you,” Christopher asked.

“I’m you,” said the one who looked like King Christopher.  “Remember your time in the lab.  They created me; a clone, or an android.  I prefer clone.”

“What’s your name?”

“Gabriel.  And in case you haven’t guessed, the species is gabrian.”

“Just like christonian.”

“Exactly.”

“And I am Shere Khan.  I am the most powerful person around.”

“Actually I am.”

From afar, Redstain watched.

“Try one of your super powers on me.  Pick any one.”

“Very well,” said Christopher and blasted him with his atomic ray, which did nothing.

“Try another one.”

For the next few minutes Christopher used lasers from his eyes, yellow “lightning” that he spit out of his mouth, smog – everything he had; nothing worked.

“See, I am more powerful than you,” Shere Khan said sinisterly as King Christopher’s mouth dropped open.  He could not believe that there was one person who was immune to his super powers.

“Show him what you’ve have,” the gabrian said with sinister eyes.

“With pleasure,” said the Asian wrestler answered, firing his own lasers from his eyes.  King Christopher backed up snarling in pain, before moving forward again.  Next, Shere Khan fired triangle lasers from his right side.  They were three lasers that merged together and would destroy anything they hit.  Shere Khan demonstrated on a building.  The building was completely obliterated when it was hit.  It did not leave any debris.

King Christopher now knew how powerful the Asian wrestler was, but before he could escape, the latter raised his arms and firing electricity from his fingers.  The blast took Christopher by surprise and he fell down bleeding.

“This is my final power,” Shere Khan roared.  “And you will die by it.”  He continued firing as Christopher continued screaming.  Blood streamed down Christopher and soaked into his clothes.

“You will always be weaker than I,” roared Shere Khan as Gabriel and Redstain snickered sinisterly.  To escape, Christopher began turning into bacteria, but it was a slow process and the lightning from Shere Khan’s finger’s still struck him.  In the end, he got away only by turning into bacteria and drifting up towards the sky.  He got zapped a lot more in the process.

“Damn it,” swore Shere Khan.

“We’ll get him next time,” said Redstain.  “Now thanks to you, he’ll need an electrical storm to heal himself, which will help me, for he’ll be using up his food supply as he heals from it.  Therefore, he’ll be less powerful.  As of the moment, we’ll flood the city with chaos and destruction.”

“Sounds good to me, Redstain,” Shere Khan answered.

For the next three months, Shere Khan and Gabriel destroyed Smallville, while Redstain in his secret underground base watched.  He would only use his technology if King Christopher would ever make an appearance.  So far nothing did.

When October rolled around, King Christopher was still in hiding.  His wounds had not yet healed (he needed an electrical storm), but he still planned to be present at Clark’s eighteenth birthday party, when everyone gathered around Clark as he blew out the number candle.  Present at Clark’s birthday party were Pete, Chloe, Lana, Lex and King Christopher, who had wrapped bandages around himself.

Clark was shattered with gifs.  Pete gave him a free movie ticket, Lana gave him a coupon for a free drink at the Talon if you spent twenty-five dollars or more, Chloe gave him a compass and King Christopher gave him the sample of blood which he stole many years ago.  Lex had mysteriously disappeared while Chloe’s present was being unwrapped.

 “Where’s Lex,” Clark asked, as he heard a loud sound coming from outside.  Everyone got to their feet and looked out the window to see an array of fireworks.

“Who did this,” Clark asked.  This time, he was not effected (very much anyway) by the meteor particles under King Christopher’s skin.

“I did,” Lex replied, coming out of the restroom.

“What about . . .”

“I got it covered.  The police know about it.”

“This is excellent Lex.”

Then King Christopher fell down and everyone turned to assist him.

“Need a refuel,” breathed the christonian just before Shere Khan and Gabriel dropped down.

“Clark go,” shouted Christopher.

“Where?

“Just go,” Lex said, pushing Clark away from Gabriel, who was making him dizzy.  

 Gabriel fired his atomic ray, but King Christopher neutralized it.

“I’ll stand back Gabriel and let you fight him.”

“My pleasure Shere Khan,” said Gabriel nastily, throwing Christopher out a window and leapt out and landed on top of him.  Christopher blasted Gabriel with his own atomic ray, but the gabrian neutralized it.  King Christopher was so weak by now.

‘I should never have fired that blast,’ he thought as Gabriel covered him in smog.  Then he got struck again by the gabrian’s atomic ray.  Gabriel then zapped him with lasers and in the end, Christopher was forced to retreat.  He dissolved into bacteria.
After the disrupted party, Richie was talking to his brother in the Fortress of Solitude, who was talking to King Christopher.

“There has to be a way to defeat Shere Khan,” Clark said.

“How,” said the christonian weakly.  “He’s immune to all my super powers.”

“Perhaps my brother can help?”  Clark was getting dizzy from the meteor partials.

“Your brother?”

“His name’s Richie Ryan and he’s dead.”

“How can a dead person help us?”

“He’s a kryptonian.”

“I see.  Well contact him and ask.”

“I will assist,” Richie said.  “I’ve seen this guy hurt your friends Clark.”

“He’ll help.”

“Good.  Also, to state a fact, I was Number One and he knocked me to Number Two.” 

“To defeat Shere Khan we need to a plan.”

“A plan is forming,” said the christonian, lying down on the wooden floor on his back.

Chapter XXXIV:

Dark Happenings

Towards the end of the month, Shere Khan, who considered himself Number One, since no one could defeat him, scratched his bald head and looked around.

‘I don’t need anyone,’ Shere Khan thought.  ‘I am all powerful.’

Then he turned towards Gabriel, who stood beside him and fried him with his lightning.  Gabriel screamed as he bled.

“Shere Khan, what are you doing?  I thought we worked together!”

“Did work together,” the Asian wrestler corrected turning sideways and fired a triangle laser from his right side which obliterated Gabriel.  Nothing was left of the clone.

***

That night, Lana Lang went to visit her parents’ grave and the grave of her aunt, who was killed a few years ago by Greg Arkin, Sentoris, Kathy DeVito and Kale Xavier.  Kathy had drunk her blood.  Greg had not been seen since he had tried to capture Lana earlier and had flipped her car over.

“I hope I’m not disturbing you,” said a voice and Lana turned to see Clark Kent.

“No,” she replied.  “I was just talking to my parents and my aunt.”

“Do you want to be left alone?”

“No.  Thanks for asking.”

“I wonder what my brother would say about the meteor shower and your parents if he were here.”

“He’d say that it was unfortunate,” Richie replied and Clark relayed the message since Richie was not powerful enough to communicate with anyone besides his brother.

Lana put two roses down at her parents’ grave and one at her aunt’s.

“I remember when I used to sit between them watching Bugs Bunny cartoons.  I still think about that and for one brief moment I’m completely happy until I realize I’m alone.”

“You said that to me at least once before.”

“Doesn’t surprise me,” said Lana.  “I come here a lot.”

Clark just stood looking down at Lana’s aunt’s grave, while Lana turned to look at her parents’ one last time before they departed.

As they were driving, Clark heard his brother’s voice in his head.

“You guys need to turn around.  Redstain and Shere Khan are headed this way.  Gabriel is dead.”

“Turn around,” said Clark suddenly as a shot was fired.

Lana did not argue and immediately turned around as Shere Khan flew towards them from the left, while Redstain headed towards them from the right.  Just as they thought there was no hope, the christonian emerged.  He had been exposed to an electrical storm and had healed himself.  The only problem was he was now too weak to fight.
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“I can kill you too,” shouted Shere Khan, firing a triangle laser, but the christonian flew away like too quickly since he had a sense-of-danger warning.

“Son of a bitch,” swore Shere Khan just as a portal opened up and sucked everyone but him and Redstain for both were out of reach of the forceful pull.

Chapter XXXV:

An Alternate Universe

They were lying on a floor in a house.  King Christopher was the first to recover.  He looked around strangely and scratched his head.

‘Where am I,’ he thought.  Walking away from the group, he entered the kitchen to see a woman making dinner and then he heard a voice saying, “Yo, I’ll be back in a few minutes.”  The person looked like he was in his late teens or early twenties.  He had a commanding presence.

“Hey, Chris, what’s going on?”

“My name is not Chris!  It’s King Christopher or Christopher.”

“Excuse me, bro?”

It was then that King Christopher figured out what was going on.  He had been transported to a parallel universe where his family was alive and time moved slower.  Redstain had failed in killing them.

Just then a golden retriever walked in and strolled up to the christonian and sniffed his black gloved hand.

“You’ve a got a dog,” Christopher asked and Dan looked at his brother strangely.

“Of course we have a dog,” Dan said strangely.  “And I see that you shaved off your hair.”

“Yes,” the christonian lied after a few minutes.

“Who are you,” asked a voice of an adult male, which caught King Christopher’s attention.  He was talking to the other people; the strangers in his house in another room.

Clark and Lana introduced themselves as King Christopher strolled in.  “Clark, Lana,” he said, “may I present my family.  These are my brothers Daniel and Jon.  Over on your left is my mother Mary.  On her right is my sister Lynn and this is my father Steve.”

“What about the dog,” asked Lana.

“I don’t know.”

“She’s Roxy,” Dan replied, looking at his brother strangely.  He, Lynn and Jon had come over to visit for a few weeks.

“Would you like something to eat,” Steve asked as Clark began to get dizzy.

“Not again,” said the christonian, immediately leaving the scene.

“Clark,” Lana asked, catching her friend, “what’s wrong?”

“Seizures,” Lynn said.

“No it isn’t,” shouted King Christopher from the other room.  “Just get him to a shower and give him a change of clothes.  He’ll be fine!”

“I must have fainted,” her friend replied.

“Do you want something to drink,” Steve asked concerned as Jon and Daniel went to see what happened to their brother.

 “Chris,” Dan began, but his brother cut him off.

“King Christopher,” roared the christonian.  “No one ever calls me by the other name anymore!”

His voice was so harsh and his eyes were so terrifying that Dan simply nodded.

“What’s the problem,” Jon asked.  “Can we come in?”

Christopher scowled before giving the okay a few seconds later.

When they entered, King Christopher was sitting on a chair in the dark.

“What’s wrong,” Dan asked.

“You don’t know me.  You don’t know anything about me.”

His voice was less threatening so Jon asked him to explain.

“You wouldn’t understand.”

“Give us a chance,” Dan said.

The christonian eyed his brothers and said, “A chance.”

“Just one chance,” Jon said and the christonian sighed.

“Very well,” he said.  “In the universe I come from, you are dead.”  This left his brothers speechless.  “So are Lynn and our parents.”

“How did we die,” they both said simultaneously.

“You were killed by the serial killer known as Redstain.  Since then, I’ve sworn revenge to kill the man.”

“You can’t kill that man,” Dan protested.

“Oh yes I can.  You see, I got a lot of super powers; some of which are deadly.”

“So you’ve resorted to a life of crime.”  His brothers were saddened.

“Not always.  I’ve done good things too.”

“Such as?”

“I assisted Clark Kent.”

“Who’s he?”

“The male guest you see walking around in this house.  By the way, what has happened in my absence?”  Daniel took time to explain.  “Sounds alright,” the christonian said sighing heavily.

“Any tremors,” Dan asked.

“Actually my seizures and my vision problems disappeared the day I got my infected by the meteors.”

“That’s good, but can the powers be reversed.”

“What do you mean?”

“Can they be gotten rid of?”

“I was told if it was done, it would result in my death.”

“A gift and a curse,” Jon said.

“Exactly,” Christopher said as someone else entered – someone who looked like King Christopher. 

“Hi, I’m back,” Christopher Thompson said, walking in through the door.  The first thing he noticed was everyone looking at him rather oddly.  “What’s wrong,” he asked.

Back in the room, the christonian thought, ‘He can’t see me.  I can’t see him.’

He knew at once that he had to leave the place – get out of the world.  If he did not, he would have a nervous breakdown.

“What’s the fastest way out of here,” he asked and Daniel told him.  King Christopher departed soon after, only Clark noticed his retreat - his retreat to his own world.

“Christopher,” Clark shouted racing after him as the wind howled and rain poured down.  Lightning struck the christonian, but instead of giving him the extra magnetic power it had done earlier, it just made his condition worse.  Blood poured down as King Christopher started to melt into a pile of smog or sludge.  Within a few minutes he was completely dissolved.

“Clark,” Lana shouted from afar, trying to be heard over the storm, “where are you?”

“I’m over here Lana,” Clark shouted, but she did not hear him.  He heard her due to his super-hearing.

“King Christopher had been turned in a pile of sludge,” Richie said.

“Where,” Lana shouted back.

“Over here!”

“Where!”

“Follow the sound!”

It took several minutes, but the two found each other.  Then they began to look for King Christopher shouted his name; the only answer they got was his wailing screams.  Finally they found him, huddled in a corner, bleeding radioactive blood.  Clark immediately got dizzy, so Lana took over.

“Christopher . . .” she began and the christonian said weakly, “I want to go to my universe; back home to where I belong.”

Chapter XXXVI:

Ryan James Returns

King Christopher was left in Lana’s basement.  After Clark took a shower and changed, the two friends moved on.  Greg Arkin had not been seen since he tried to capture Lana as his mate.

“Do you want to travel to see your parents,” Clark asked and Lana shook her head.  “No, Clark, I’ll just have the same reaction Christopher did.”

“You’re probably right,” Clark said sighing as a teenager dropped walked up to them.  He looked at Clark and asked, “Clark, is that you,” for the adolescent was too far off to make Clark out clearly.

Clark looked at the teenager strangely and said, “I don’t seam to recall you.”

“Ryan James, the telepathic kid.”  He turned to Lana and asked, “Can I have a minute alone with Clark.”

“Sure.”


“I couldn’t read your mind, but I still found out your secret back in 2001.”

“On right, now I remember.  I saved your life.”

“That’s right.  Lana can come back in now!”

“Let’s go to the farm.”

***

When they got there, Jonathan Kent recognized Ryan immediately and asked him how he liked Edge City.

“It was okay.  Now that I’m legally an adult I have a lot more freedom.”  Just then Ryan James sensed someone else’s presence since his telepathy had developed and he became worried.  “Someone has arrived.”

“That’s true,” said a voice and King Christopher appeared.  Ryan had only sensed him; he did not know who he was.

“Christopher you should be resting,” Clark said, getting dizzy.  His weak body was dragged away by Martha and Lana.

“Perhaps,” agreed the christonian.  Noticing Ryan, he asked, “Who’s he,” and Ryan was introduced and the newcomer tapped into King Christopher’s head.

“Why didn’t you kill your enemy when you had the chance,” Ryan asked.

“What are you talking about,” Christopher asked.  He was dripping radioactive blood everywhere, which was something the parents did not like.

“It’s simple,” Ryan began, but the christonian cut him off.  “You’re telepathic, aren’t you?  It’s the only way you would know about my grudge against Redstain.”

‘This is bad,’ Jonathan thought, as Christopher walked up to Ryan.

“Here’s your only warning,” the christonian said.  “Never tap into my head!”  Although his eyes did not change color and he did not snarl, he was quite intimidating, so Ryan simply nodded.

King Christopher gave Jonathan several thousand dollars to pay for the damages his blood caused and walked away.

After the christonian had left and Clark had showered and changed, the latter said, “It would be best not to tap into his head.  Now what do you want to do?”

“Do you have a basketball,” Ryan asked.  “We could shoot some hoops.”

“Yeah,” answered Clark and ran to fetch it.  For the next hour the two shot hoops, while Clark’s parents watched.  Lana had departed.

“You always had a soft spot for strays,” Jonathan said.  “Now it looks like we’ve adopted another one.”  He gave his wife a kiss on the forehead.

“Clark sure has taken a liking to him.” 

“Alright Ryan,” asked Clark, shooting a hoop and missing; “what do you know about me?”

“I know that you’re an alien,” answered Ryan, missing a hoop. “I know that you like to think the best in people once I warned you about Lex’s darkness and I know that you don’t want to know how Lana feels about you.  You would rather find out for yourself.”
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“That’s quite a lot.”

“My father told me that I couldn’t blame myself for something I had no control over, “All due to the 1989 meteor shower.”

“I was the cause of that,” Clark said, remorsefully.  “My ship was hidden in the meteors.”

“Why do you blame yourself for something you had no control over?”

“Because I still feel responsible,” his friend answered.  “Come inside and we’ll get something to eat.”

“If I were you Clark, I would not trust this person.”

“And why not?”

“What Clark,” Ryan asked.

“He could expose your secret.”

“True?  I just feel confident in Ryan James.”

“Alright, fine.  Just don’t blame me if your secret gets reveled.”

 “What’s going on Clark?  Why are you talking to yourself?”

“I wasn’t,” Clark said.  “I was talking to my brother.  He was killed by Greg Arkin.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault Ryan.  Just before he died he said, ‘Take care of Chloe for me.’”

Chapter XXXVII:
A Surprise Attack

Over the next two months, Clark and Ryan spent a lot of time together.  Then one day there was an electrical storm which allowed the christonian to heal his wounds, but he could not fight.  He headed across the snow.

“Clark,” he said, “I need your help.”

“I’m not going to help you,” Clark said.  “You were mean to me and my friend.”

“Alright, I’m sorry,” said the christonian and then noticed Clark shaking his head, for he did not believe King Christopher.

“Alright,” the christonian said, sitting down beside Ryan and apologized a few moments later.

“But if we don’t act now who knows what Shere Khan will do.  And I’m not talking just to me.  I’m talking about your friends and your parents.  Shere Khan is going to show know mercy.  He’s even worse than me.  I have deciphered his character.”

“Alright,” Clark said, finally.  “But you have to fight alone yourself first.”

Christopher’s eyes darkened for a moment, before “brightening up” and agreeing.  “Will Richie work with us?”

“I’ll ask him.”

“I will, but only under Clark’s agreements.”

Clark relayed the message.

“Very well,” said Christopher, starting to turn and then he asked, “Do you know why I wear these gloves,” and Clark shook his head.  “It’s because to touch my skin, not my clothes, will mean death by radiation poisoning.  I am completely incapable of any physical contact.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault Clark.”

***

“We get a whole view of Smallville from above here,” Redstain commented.  He was riding on top of Shere Khan, who was flying.

“We’re going to land,” the serial killer’s ally replied.  “Hold on if you want to live.  Now who’s that person down there with King Christopher?”

As Shere Khan flew down, Redstain leapt off him and noticed Ryan.

“Leave the boy alone,” he said.  “We have a bigger fish to fry.”

“No,” Shere Khan said.  “We kill the kid.”

“It’s a waste of time.”

“Then you’re too soft.”

“Fine,” Redstain said, giving in.  He did not want his ally thinking he had grown soft, even though he thought that it was a waste of time to kill Ryan, “We’ll do so on one condition; we must use the garbage disposal.”

“Very well,” Shere Khan said, grabbing Ryan and throwing him into a garbage disposal that his ally was operating.  Ryan screamed as the disposal prepared to squish him.

From inside, Clark heard the screams and came outside.  Using his x-ray vision, he saw Ryan about to be squished, but as he ran towards the garbage disposal, Shere Khan grabbed him, spun him around and threw him about
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“‘Very well,’ Shere Khan said, grabbing Ryan and throwing him into a garbage disposal that his ally was operating.  Ryan screamed as the disposal prepared to squish him.” (Page 424)

 thirty feet away.  Clark crashed on top of King Christopher who asked him what was going on and Clark told him.

“Redstain’s at large once again,” King Christopher snarled.  “I want you to stay out of this.  Redstain is mine!”

“But what about Ryan,” Clark shouted racing after the christonian.

“What’s this,” Redstain asked, noticing a green shard.  He picked it up to examine it and that is when Clark and Christopher appeared and the serial killer threw the green shard, which was made of meteor rocks.

“Clark, watch out,” Christopher shouted, but it was too late and, although it did not go into him, in did, slice his shoulder. “Go inside!  I’ll tend to this!”

Screaming Clark raced inside and then King Christopher paid real attention to Ryan’s screams.

“Ryan, I’m coming,” he shouted leaping as Redstain threw three grenades at him all of which struck him.  He was fine, for he had an invincible hide.  King Christopher landed on top of the disposal and threw his arch nemesis off with one black gloved hand onto Shere Khan, who turned to zap the christonian, who was moving the fastest that he dared – half the speed of sound.  King Christopher ripped open the lid, exposing Ryan to the light.  The young telepathic slowly eyed the christonian as the latter threw him out.  However, as soon as Christopher did, the serial killer struck the Asian wrestler and the electricity when off towards the sky away from everyone.  However, the christonian could not get out himself and, in a wailing 
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scream, he was crushed. 

“Come on Shere Khan let’s go,” Redstain shouted as Ryan ran inside.  He saw Clark sitting on a chair with his parents around him.

“How is he,” Ryan asked.

“He’s very lucky,” Jonathan responded.  “It only sliced his shoulder, but did not get into his bloodstream or cut deep.”

“Where’s King Christopher,” Clark asked.

“He didn’t make it.  He got me out of the garbage disposal, but was caught by the machine himself.”

Pete, Lana and Chloe showed up as the christonian thought, ‘You see Jon and Dan, I have done some good things too.’
“We just heard what happened,” Lana said.  “Are you alright Ryan?”

“I’m fine.”

“Clark,” Ryan said.  “Shere Khan and Redstain are headed this way.”

“I’ll get Richie to handle this.  “Richie, do you remember you part in the plan?”

“Absolutely Clark.”

“Then you know what you have to do.”

As Shere Khan headed towards the house setting fire to parts of the farm with the lasers, Clark had sneaked back outside.  According to King Christopher’s plan Clark would hold Shere Khan until Richie told him to let go for he would then be operating the “hoop”, which made it so prisoners could not escape.  Then the Phantom Zone would drop and Shere Khan would be trapped forever as he was hurtled into space.

Meanwhile, Redstain was looking for another green shard.

“So you’ve come to face me alone, farm boy,” Shere Khan said.  He raised his arms and put his hands semi-on top of each other to strike Clark with his first weapon of choice - his lightning.  Clark fell and then got up.  Next, he was hit by the lasers, which had a greater effect.  Besides making him first fall to his knees and then fall down on the ground, he gritted his teeth in pain.  Last, Shere Khan turned sideways to strike Clark with his last and most powerful weapon – the triangle lasers, but the young adult jumped out of the way too fast and the weapon obliterated the fence.

“I am Number One,” Shere Khan said, snickering.  “I defeated King Christopher and nearly killed him.  After destroying you, I will finish the job.”

Redstain picked up a green shard meteor shard and threw it at Clark.

“Clark duck,” Richie said, and the green shard broke on Shere Khan.  Then Clark knocked the serial killer out when he threw him against the barn wall.

“You will die,” the Asian wrestler said as Clark Kent grabbed his foe by the waist.  Then the former asked irritated, “What the hell is this?”

“Alright Clark, get ready to jump on my mark.  One, two three, jump.”

As Clark jumped out of the way faster than a speeding bullet, the Asian wrestler was trapped in the “hoop” that Richie Ryan had made.

“What the hell is this,” he asked.  He blasted it with all of his weapons and nothing worked.  Irritated he shouted, “I’ll get you next time!”

“Not likely,” Clark said, raising his eyes to the sky.  Shere Khan noticed.

“What do you see,” he asked, doing the same.  When he noticed the Phantom Zone, he asked, “What the hell is that?”

His question was soon answered when he was trapped and the object headed into outer space with Shere Khan, who considered himself unbeatable and immortal, squished flat as Redstain regained consciousness and escaped.

“Eternal torture,” Richie said.  “He’ll get it same as me.”

Back inside, Clark was greeted by his friends and family.

“Shere Khan’s defeated,” Clark said.  “Like planned, Richie has sent him into outer space.”

“Not that I’m not grateful,” Ryan asked, “but why do you think Christopher saved me after . . . you know.”

“The mystery of King Christopher,” Clark said, sitting down in a chair, “is that you never know what he’ll do next.  He’s sort of like an anti-hero and like what was said before, he could very well return.”

“What about Redstain,” Martha asked.

“I knocked him unconscious.”

The group went outside, but saw no one in the direction Clark indicated.

“He must have regained consciousness and escaped,” Clark said.

“Don’t worry,” Richie said.  “If he ever comes back we’ll deal with him.”

“Did someone say my name,” said a voice and Clark recognized it as Redstain.  The bullet fired and Clark ran to save have his friend, but Redstain shoot another bullet at Clark father and Clark turned to save his father.  The others tried to assist, by knocking Jonathan down, but Clark was growing dizzy due to the meteor rocks on the garbage disposal.  He crashed into Ryan and the bullet grazed the latter’s head, knocking him out.

“Now, let’s get Christopher out,” Clark said after Ryan was inside.

“Clark,” Chloe shouted, “what about the meteor rocks!”

As Clark was getting dizzy, he ripped off the lid off.  As a result, the young adult collapsed on the ground.

“Get him out of here,” Jonathan commanded and Lana and Martha rushed him inside.

“I thought I would be trapped forever,” said the christonian climbing out of the machine.  He cracked his neck and took off his ripped leather jacket.  Then he ripped his tattered shirt off and his pants at the knees.  “Now all I need is a refill.”

Chapter XXXVIII:
The Deal

Clark reluclently agreed to have Doctor Swann assist closing all portals to parallel universes since the Doctor did meet with Richie and, in Clark’s perspective, betray him, but there looked to be no other option.

“Now not even King Christopher can cross through them,” the Doctor said.  “And Clark, if I betrayed you in any way, I’m sorry.”

“It’s too late for apologies Doctor,” Clark said.  “I always liked to believe in the best of people and you had to meet with my brother.”

“But he was blood Kal-El and he was the one who went to me.  It’s as much Var-El’s fault as its mine.”

“Don’t call me that!  I don’t know who that is!”

“It’s your kryptonian name.”

“I always told you to strike your own destiny, but now maybe you should go conquer the world like Jor-El wants.”

“I choose my own destiny!”

You should have thought about my offer more carefully when you had the chance Kal-El!”

“Just give your friend a call.”

“Put him in the back seat on my car and I’ll get him to my friend.”  Doctor Swann gave Clark the number and address of Doctor McWilliams and drove away as Lex arrived.

“Who was that driving away,” he asked.

“Doctor Swann.  He’s from Gotham.”

“What was he doing here?”

“Driving a friend of mine to the hospital,” Clark answered.

“Who?”

“Ryan James.”

“Oh him,” Lex said.  “By the way, have you seen Chloe?”

Clark was on very shaky ground with Doctor Swann as Chloe Sullivan, who was thinking about Richie Ryan and the time they spent together, shouted, “I’m right over here!”

“Chloe, can I talk to you privately in my office tomorrow?”

“Sure, Lex,” answered Chloe.

Then next day, after getting past security, Chloe Sullivan was talking to Lex Luthor.

“I was talking to your father, who, as you know is my right-hand and was going to give him a raise only if you do some things for me.”

“What are those?”

“Take me off of your Wall of Weird and give me all data on Clark Kent.”

“Why are you so interested in Clark?  I know he’s your friend and all, but besides that . . .”

“I’m concerned about his family’s health,” Lex half-lying.  “You know how important the Kents are to me.”

“And you think my information will be of some use to you,” Chloe said.  “Is that it?”

“Exactly, my friend.”

Chloe agreed and in three weeks the trade had been made.  Lex continued analyzing the bridge incident, seeing if he could come any closer to unraveling it.  He had become suspicious on the test he had done with the sample of Clark’s blood that King Christopher had sold to him, but so far had no come any closer to unraveling the mystery, which had entered into January of 2007 when Clark was a junior.

Then King Christopher dropped through a window.

“What are you doing here,” Lex asked before he was lifted up by the shirt.

“Where is the blood sample,” the christonian demanded and left pointed to a cabinet.  The young adult walked over there and took out the blood sample.  “So you really think that you will solve the mystery of Clark Kent through this?”

“What do you want,” demanded Lex and the christonian eyed him.  The latter was topless.

“Only this,” he replied dropping the sample which shattered to smithereens on the floor.  “Drop all studies on the farm boy.  If you don’t, you will never see the last of me.”

And with that said, the christonian leapt out the window and ran away at the pace of a human in search of meteor rocks.

Chapter XXXIX:

Fight For Survival

Two months had passed with no sign of Greg Arkin and now it was late March and a huge blizzard was coming in.  Finally the bug boy appeared flying over Smallville and he was headed towards Lana’s house.  Lana had changed into her winter clothes when Greg Arkin smashed in through the window.  Lana screamed but it was cut off by the howl of the wind.  Snow was coming down like mad.

“I’m back,” he snarled.  “You didn’t think I would leave forever now, did you?”

He grabbed Lana and flew away with her still struggling.  She was not wearing her favorite necklace – the one made out of a fragment of the meteor that killed her parents on October of 1989.  After wrapping her in a silk cocoon, he headed towards the Kents’ farm and in particular, to his arch nemesis Fortress of Solitude, but first he came upon King Christopher, who was topless.

“You never do give up do you Greg,” King Christopher said.  “Do you want to know my opinion of you; you are one twisted guy.  First you stalk Lana multiple times and then you kidnap her.  What’s your deal anyway?”

“You do realize what I could go to you by saying these things,” he snarled loudly, leaping on the christonian and, after dropping Lana three feet, threw him into a stake in Riley Fields.

Greg Arkin got back up angry.  The blizzard had not reached the area yet.

“You picked this fight,” Greg snarled.  He grabbed 
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“Greg Arkin got back up angry.” (Page 444)

the christonian by the latter’s skin with his right hand and him with the strength of the Buffalo Ant several feet away.  “Ever heard of the Bombardier Beatle,” he shouted and fired several bombs at the christonian from his rear end and they hit their target.  “Now don’t try to follow me, you son of a bitch!”  He bit Christopher with the venom of a Black Widow Spider, which knocked him unconscious and grabbed Lana and flew away towards the Fortress of Solitude.

***

Meanwhile, Clark was drinking a Pepsi when he heard Lana screaming with his super-hearing.  As the screams got louder, the young adult could tell which direction they were headed.

‘Lana’s in trouble,’ he thought and raced out of the house and past his father, who was working on stacking hay on the tractor and followed the screams right into his Fortress of Solitude where the blizzard was coming in fast.

“Greg, come out,” shouted Clark.  “I know you’re here!”

There was no response.  His father arrived and asked what’s going on.  Clark told him.

“What is he doing here,” Jonathan asked.

“Looking for me.  He has Lana.”  Clark decided that it would be best not to tell his father anymore.

“Look up there.”  Jonathan Kent pointed his flashlight up at some glowing green slime, not knowing that they were being watched.  “What do you make of that?”

“Lana is mine Clark,” said a voice in the shadows.

“Greg’s here.  Dad, you’ve better get out of here.”
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“‘Look up there.’  Jonathan Kent pointed his flashlight up at some glowing green slime,

not knowing that they were being watched.  ‘What do you make of that?’” (Page 447)

However, before either could react, the bug boy attacked.  He leapt from the rafters where he was hiding and at Jonathan, knocking him down just like he did in 2001.

“Dad,” Clark shouted leaping towards his father to catch him as the bug boy snickered and leapt onto the floor.  Clark caught his father and shielded him from the dangerous machinery by landing on top of it himself.

“Good catch,” Greg snickered.

“Dad, go,” ordered Clark and Jonathan raced out, without arguing.

Jonathan soon met up with his wife who asked what was going on.

“Greg Arkin has returned,” was the answer her husband gave.  “Come on, we need to get out of here.”

From inside the Fortress, Greg was throwing his foe around with the strength of the Buffalo Ant.  When he was through, he twisted his neck in an obscure way to form the Pharrow Spider and sprayed Clark with silk.  Clark counterattack with heat rays and the bug boy took a few steps back.

Inside the Fortress there were railings, an old desk, shelves, a radio and an old telescope that had been passed down from generation to generation.  Greg Arkin picked up a shelf and smashed it over Clark’s head.

“See you at Riley Fields,” he said, grabbing Lana, who was trapped in webbing while wearing her favorite necklace and flew away.

***

When Clark Kent arrived at Riley Fields, where the blizzard had now located itself and looked around for Greg Arkin, but did not see him.  As he turned around a stake sped shot though the air and went right through his heart.  Screaming in pain, the young adult yanked it out and was turning around to confront his foe when he was leapt on by him.  Soon the two were locked in mortal combat and the bug boy began to morph into a Spider Wasp.  After paralyzing Clark with his stinger, he transformed into a leech and began to drink his foe’s blood.  Huge amounts of snow covered the streets and grass.  Clark woke up as his blood was being sucked.  In order to defend himself he zapped Greg with his heat rays thrice and the bug boy took to the air and headed towards the windmill, which, if climbed on top of, would let someone see Metropolis.  Clark was light headed as the bug boy jumped quickly to the top.  Lana Lang was trapped in webbing somewhere in Riley Fields and this way, Greg could keep an eye on his potential mate.

‘He has won,’ thought Clark.  ‘I can’t defeat him in this state.’

“What if I were to knock the windmill over,” Richie suggested.  “I might be able to at least trap him.”

“Try it,” said Clark.

“Try what,” said the bug boy as lightning struck the windmill.  “Damn it.”

As Greg leapt, trying to avoid windmill, it came right down on top of him and he crashed to the ground, but did not deform.  In fact he did not do anything; he just lay there.  Finally he said, “You really think this is going to stop me.”  Then, as swift as a ground beetle, he submerged underground only to rise up just several feet away from Clark.  After cracking his back and neck and arching up, he morphed into a Black Scorpion and lashed out with his stinger, just missing Clark by inches.  He tried again, but this time, Clark rolled out of the way.

“You’re one son of a bitch,” he snarled before Clark struck him in the eyes with his heat rays.  As Greg snarled in pain, Clark, after grabbing Lana, raced off towards the only place he thought of that could help him in his present condition – the Metropolis Pest Control Factory.  His nerves turned green since she had her necklace on.

***

Clark reached Metroplis shortly after and entered the Pest Control Factory.  After hiding Lana, he said to his brother, “I may need your help.”

“I will always be with you.”

“Thanks.”

Greg showed up soon after calling out for Clark to come out of hiding.  He walked along a conveyer belt as the blizzard howled outside.

“Clark I don’t have time for hide and seek!”  Greg noticed a green meteor rock in the corner and picked it up.  After firing a bomb from his rear end, he scanned the area.  Finally, after firing off several bombs, which created enormous spills of insecticide that he was careful to avoid, he noticed his foe and threw the meteor rock towards Clark who sped out of the way.  Then Greg said, “You’re quick.”

“I have to be with you,” Clark shouted.

“Why don’t you come up and we’ll fight.  Whoever kills the other one gets the girl.”

“Greg, if you don’t like hide and seek, then why were you doing it at the Fortress of Solitude?”
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“Greg showed up soon after calling out for Clark to come out of hiding.  He walked along a conveyer belt as the blizzard howled outside.” (Page 454)

For an answer, the bug boy fired the flame of the firefly out of his rear end causing several machines to explode and supports to collapse. “So I’ll just fine you myself,” roared the bug boy and in no time, he found his foe, who defended himself with heat rays, but the latter was thrown with the strength of the Buffalo Ant.  Clark crashed onto some green meteor rocks and his nerves began turning green.  He was trying to scramble away as quickly as possible, but his foot was caught in a cord.

“How many times do I have to fight you to kill you,” roared the bug boy, turning towards Clark and throwing a beam towards him, but just then, a new power kicked in and without controlling it, Clark began to blow objects around with an icy breath.

“Direct your new power towards Greg,” said Richie and Clark turned his head towards Greg and the bug boy was 
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“‘How many times do I have to fight you to kill you,’ roared the bug boy, turning towards Clark and throwing a beam towards him, but just then, a new power kicked in and without controlling it, Clark began to blow objects around with an icy breath.” (Page 456)

blow back and crashed into a wall and the beam crashed into him. “Alright,” snarled Greg Arkin beginning to turn around, “now you have really pissed me off.”

He fired three bombs at his foe.  The first struck the foot that was caught in the cord allowing Clark to run out of harm’s way, the second struck the green meteor rocks, destroying them and the third struck a pipe causing insecticide to rain down of the bug boy, who screamed in terror and surprise.  As the poison splattered all over Greg Arkin, Clark looked wide-eyed.  He could not believe what was happening – his arch nemesis was melting.

Greg screamed as he began to molt uncontrollably.  Greg saw Clark rushing in the direction were Lana was and leapt to stop him, but as he jumped, a leg broke off and shriveled up into a broken pile of bloody flesh.  Soon an arm was decapitated and other limbs were soon to follow, causing the bug boy to completely miss his target and crashed on the conveyer belt which he stopped by quickly grabbing a beam and throwing a beam between the rolling rods.  Then Greg Arkin’s head toppled off his body, which finished up shriveling up into a pile of bloody flesh like the rest of him.  As the screaming head of the bug boy was shriveling up it exploded on the conveyer belt into a stream of splattered dripping blood which melted away due to the insecticide, while, in another part of the Metropolis Pest Control Factory, Clark, who was hearing Greg’s screams with his super-hearing, found Lana cocoon and gently opened it even though his nerves were turning green.  She tried to resist, but then she heard his voice saying, “Lana, it’s me.”

“Clark?”

“It’s okay.”

“What about Greg?”

“He’s dead.  The insecticide ate him.”

“Oh thank God.”

“Come on, let’s get out of here.”

***

The next day, Clark was talking to his friends Pete and Chloe, when King Christopher, now refueled, walked in.

“For your information,” Clark said, “Greg’s dead.”

“How do you know for sure,” the christonian asked as Clark began to get dizzy from the meteor fragments under Christopher’s skin.

“Because on the way out of the Factory, I never saw a swarm of cockroaches.”

“Good answer.  I’m sure Lana’s happy.”

“She doesn’t have to worry about him anymore.”

And with that said, he departed and headed towards Gotham City where Clark’s friend Ryan James was being hospitalized by Doctor Victor McWilliams.

Chapter XXXX:

Questioning & Chaos


On March of 2007, an FBI agent who was middle weight and about five-foot nine inches high and a middle weight woman who was about five-foot nine inches high and weighed about one-hundred-and-seventy pounds walked by.  She had short black hair and wore a black leather jacket, shirt, pants, shoes and socks.  Upon entering the hotel, she walked up to the counter and asked the clerk, “Are there any rooms available?”


“Yes,” he replied.


“Do you have a weekly rate?”


“Yes ma’am.  How long do you plan on staying?”


“A few weeks; maybe more.”


The FBI agent entered her room which was the last one on the top floor and set her briefcase on the table and opened it.  Taking out her laptop, she began her work.

***

It was now April of 2007 and Clark Kent, Lana Lang, Pete Ross and Chloe Sullivan were sitting around eating lunch.  Clark had been working on getting his new power – his ice breath - under control.  The group was talking about the strange events over the years.  Clark was now a junior in college.

“No one has to be different,” Clark said.

“The same as how King Christopher didn't ask to become a shape shifter and Greg Arkin didn't ask to become a bug boy,” Chloe said.  “Sorry Lana.”


“It's okay,” she said, but Clark could still see fear in her eyes.  She was not wearing her favorite necklace, so Clark was not sick.

“The point is that when that when these people got their powers they went psycho.  Greg Arkin even came back for seconds and thirds.”

Greg Arkin, who had perished at a Pest Control Factory a month earlier due to insecticide falling on top of him, was the worst threat that any of them had ever encountered.  The problem with him is not only did he come back for seconds on Lana, but also thirds.  He was the most dangerous and powerful foe that Clark had ever encountered with the exception of King Christopher, who had meteor particles under his skin.  The mysterious shape shifter had disappeared ever since being defeated by Greg at Riley Fields.  Clark guessed he went after more meteor rocks.

“King Christopher on the other hand is hard to figure out,” Clark said.  Ever since learning about the Wall of Weird, Clark had felt responsible for the strange events in Smallville, even though he had been told several times it was not his fault.

“True,” said Pete and Lana nodded her agreement.

***

Chloe entered the Principal's office and saw the Principal with a woman who carried a briefcase.

“Chloe,” said Principal Jackson, “this is Agent Rock from the FBI.  She's here to ask you some questions.  The floor is yours Agent Rock.”

“Thank you,” said the FBI Agent as the Principal departed.  “Ms. Sullivan, I have heard you take an interest in paranormal studies and are now majoring in them.  I would just like to ask you a few questions.  First, have you ever heard of the following people -King Christopher, Greg Arkin, Lex Luthor and Ryan James?”

“Yes,” Chloe replied.

“And what are your relations to them?”

“King Christopher was someone I have met occasionally.”  Chloe was careful not to give too much information.  Being a reporter, she knew these kinds of things.  “Greg Arkin was a former classmate and Lex Luthor and Ryan James are friends.  May I ask how you've come about this information?”

For an answer, the FBI Agent gave a sly smile and calmly said, “I have my resources and from what I've discovered Greg Arkin has mysteriously disappeared.  His last appearance was at the Pest Control Factory; you know of that place?”

“Yes.”  Chloe could not believe what she was hearing.  How did the FBI agent find out?

“Well if you know of anything else - anything at all - call me,” Agent Rock said.  “Here's my card.”

Then she departed without another word and called for the Principal to release Chloe.

***

It was late in the evening of September when FBI Agent Rock was shampooing.  A meteor rock lay near the shower floor and when Agent Rock began to get infected, she slipped, but her rock hard hide saved her life.  Confused, the woman got up and suddenly her hands went out of control and began touching everything in the shower turning them into various minerals including gold, silver and bronze.  Excited, the FBI Agent became greedy and after wrapping a towel, which turned silver, around herself, she began touching every object in her room.  Some of the things she touched turned to stone.

***

That night, a dark figure loomed above the streets of Gotham City scanning the landscape.  He crouched up on an electric light and smelled the air.  The full moon rose high above.  He caught his target's scent and headed in their direction.  The person was at a hospital and the figure headed towards it.

“Good evening Doctor,” said a nurse.  “How are you?”

“I'm fine, thank you,” Doctor Victor McWilliams replied.  “How's my patient Ryan James?”

“He was lucky the bullet only grazed him.  He should be fine.”

“That's good.”

 “I'm glad to hear that to.”

The two staff members turned to see a young adult.

“Who are you,” the Doctor asked.

“Clark Kent.  I wanted to see how my friend Ryan was doing?”

“I will only speak to family.”

Somehow, after several minutes, Clark got it into the Doctor's head that he was as much family to Ryan as just about anyone.

“Well he's doing better,” the Doctor replied.  “Come, I'll show you.”


The Doctor led Clark to the room where Ryan was.  Ryan was lying down on a bed.


“Ryan,” Clark asked, waling over to his friend and placing a hand on him.  “How are you feeling?”


“Alright,” his friend responded.



“Are they treating you okay?”
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“‘Ryan,’ Clark asked, waling over to his friend and placing a hand on him.  ‘How are you feeling?’

‘Alright,’ his friend responded.” (Page 469)


The word “treating” had some negative effect on Ryan as if some dark memories were trying to surface.  He surprised both Clark and the Doctor and leapt out of the room and out of the younger son of Jor-El’s grasp before either he or the Doctor could react.

“I think you triggered something,” Doctor McWilliams said looking at Clark’s face which had turned to horror; Clark had realized what Ryan was going through.  Turning to the Doctor and he ran out to catch Ryan as the Doctor ran to the phone and reported that Ryan was missing and the building must be searched.

“Yes, sir,” the secretary said as Clark raced through the hallways calling out for his young friend.

“Ryan,” he shouted.  “Come out!  There's nothing to fear!  Doctor Swann knows this guy!”
Clark decided it was not important to tell the young telepathic about the act of betrayal Doctor Swann had done to him; not at the moment anyway.  Perhaps Doctor McWilliams was a better person than his friend.

“An abused child fears everything,” was the reply Clark overheard from Doctor McWilliams as he was shot in the back.  His last words were, “There's a serial killer with a red stain on his back; I saw it just before he left!  Get Ryan James out of here at once!”

Then the Doctor died, as Clark raced to another part of the hospital.

Ryan was racing from one part of the hospital to another and then cold terror started as a lone figure in black appeared.  He carried no weapons and he was bald, but before he could do anything, Ryan was grabbed by several lab technicians.

“Ryan James, you're in a fit of terror,” one of them said.  “It's natural for an abused kid.”

Ryan James still resisted and then without warning a black gloved hand grabbed one of the technicians and threw him against a glass window, knocking him out.  Two others – females - raised their hands in surrender, but the man knocked them out anyway.  The others were thrown.  Ryan was shaking in fear as a gloved hand reached down towards him.

“Not me too,” he cried out weakly.  “Please.”

“We must go,” was all the lone figure replied and slowly Ryan looked up at the man in black.

 “Who are you?”

“I'm King Christopher.”  The shape shifter had grown a liking to the young telepathic due to both of them being outsiders and orphans.  Then he sniffed the air and said, “We've got company.”  Grabbing Ryan by the arm, King Christopher moved swiftly.  He had bought another black leather jacket and shirt for his previous ones had been torn when he was squished in a garbage disposal by his arch nemesis Redstain after he saved Ryan, who was now eighteen due to the combine efforts of Doctor McWilliams medications, (which had odd side effects) and the natural course of time.  It also was able to give him the ability to control minds – something that he would have been able to do anyway if he had reached the age of eighteen naturally.

Just then Redstain dropped down threw a skylight that he broke and dropped down as Clark appeared in the doorway and then collapsed from dizziness of the meteor partials under the christonian's skin, so the latter grabbed him by his jacket as Redstain attacked and threw him out the window.  King Christopher grabbed the young telepathic and, after breaking a window with a large piece of equipment that he grabbed, threw him out the window.  Ryan screamed as he fell towards the ground.   He closed his eyes in fright, but before he struck, King Christopher shouted to grab onto a pole and as the young telepathic did. King Christopher punched his arch nemesis in the gut and he fell onto the floor, but was soon on his feet fighting again.  He fired several bullets into his arch nemesis; none did any damage.

“Why can't you just die,” Redstain shouted.

 
“Time for you to die,” Christopher snarled, but just then the building went up in flames as a tray carried by a nurse, fell to the floor.  During the confusion, Redstain escaped.

“King Christopher,” shouted Ryan James from outside as he looked terrified into the bright flame.  Someone was coming out of it with hands clasped together.  He was a lone figure in black.  The young telepathic’s mouth dropped open in surprise and the christonian said, “Let's go.”  The young adult did not even have a scratch or burn on him and Clark Kent was crawling away from him.

Chapter XXXXI:
Welcome Back Ryan James

Three days later, Lex Luthor, the CEO of LexCorp, sat in his office trying to figure out what happened on the day his Porsche struck Clark in 2001 and went into the water.  Clark had survived without a scratch, but Lex had almost drowned.  Since then Lex had been trying to unravel the mystery behind it and had even been set back when King Christopher had destroyed the sample of Clark's blood that Lex had hired him to steal.  Now with his father Lionel Luthor out of the picture since his death by a company train, Lex was free to do what he pleased.  He had instated Chloe's father Gabe Sullivan as his right-hand man.  The Welcome Back party for Ryan James was set in his mansion and he had personally seen to it that everything went just like how he and his friend Clark Kent had planned.  The party was tomorrow and he once he was done with it, while Clark was talking to his parents about Ryan's stay.

***

“There's no problem with having Ryan staying here.  Is there,” Clark asked his parents.

“No, of course not,” Martha said.

“Okay Christopher, bring him in.”

Ryan James with a complete blank look walked into the kitchen with King Christopher close behind.  The latter had recently been refueled and that is what made Clark fall down.  His parents dragged him out and soon you could hear the shower running.

“Well I'll be seeing you,” Christopher said.  “Call me if you need anything.  I'll be around.”

“There's one thing we could use you for,” Jonathan said and the christonian stopped and turned back around and asked what it was.  The answer he got was, “Healing Ryan.

“I can't give him back his memory, but I can heal the physical scars.  Place him on a bed.”

“He's resisting,” Martha cried out.

“Calm him!”

When they failed King Christopher ordered Clark to be sent in and made a point about what the two were like before the amnesia.

“They seamed to like each other,” was all the christonian said.

Faster than a speeding bullet, Clark, who was wearing a red shirt and blue pants, arrived and began talking to Ryan.  Soon, unbelievably, he was calmed down enough for Christopher to heal him without a fight and at that moment, Clark collapsed on the ground.  He had gotten way too dizzy and his parents rushed him to the shower again and the christonian sat with Ryan.

“How are you,” he said, finally.

“Alright,” he answered.

“Excellent.  I think I’ll leave now.”

When the brothers were alone, Richie said, “You can never know about King Christopher.”

“That's true.”

Just then the phone rang.

Martha answered it and gave it to Clark.

“It's Lex,” she replied. “It's about . . . you know.”

“Right,” Clark said.  “So Lex, how's it coming?”

“Just fine Clark,” Lex replied.  “I've got a few new bands lined up to play.  Fireworks.  You name it.”

“Cool.  I'm sure Ryan will appreciate it.”

“I'm sure he will.  Now all you have to do is make sure he doesn't know about it.”

“Of course.”

“It's still tomorrow, right?”

“That's correct Lex.”

“Well I'll talk to you later,” his friend replied.  “I'm busy.”

***

“Now don't peak,” Clark said, shielding Ryan's view with one of Lex's Warrior Angel comics.  Both Ryan and Lex were fans of the super hero, but Lex had two collections - one for collecting and one for reading.  Clark led his young friend down the new spiral staircase until finally he reached the bottom where he took the comic away from Ryan's face.

“Surprise,” Clark said and Ryan smiled.  Lex had invited Lana Lang, Chloe Sullivan and Pete Ross; the latter attended very reluclently since he blamed Lex for losing his family's farm.  Actually it had been Lionel, but it seamed to make no difference to him.  It was like he betrayed Clark and joined Jonathan.  The only other person who was invited was King Christopher, due to his assistance in saving Ryan's life at the hospital.  Lana kissed Ryan welcome on the check and the young adult looked surprised and smiled.  Clark looked at his friend and smiled then whispered something in his ear and Ryan gave his friend a friendly shove.

The young kryptonian turned towards his and asked, “You knew about this the whole time, didn’t you?”

“Half a block away.”

Just then Clark was feeling dizzy due to the meteor particals under King Christopher’s skin, but soon it passed when the latter left for another room.

“Lex, where’s the restroom,” Clark asked and his friend told him where it was.

When Clark returned an hour later, he noticed there were the usual beverages provided, which were soft drinks and alcohol, including Pepsi and Champaign.  After the food was served, but before the music, Lex took Clark down into his garage to look at his destroyed Porsche - the one which struck Clark going at sixty miles an hour and the two fell into the water.

“Why do you still keep this around,” Clark asked. “Can't you just except what happened and move on with your life.”

“Clark,” said Lex, taking his friend outside to look at the starry sky, “have you ever look up at the stars?”

“Sure, lots of times.”

“There are millions of stars out there, many of which have long since exploded, but there light is just reaching us now.  The past always influences the present.  I can't change the past; however, the least I can do is understand it.  Come, let's go back inside; I'm sure you have lots of catching up to do with your friend Ryan.”

 “Yeah,” Clark, who was wearing a red shirt and blue pants, replied while Lex, on the other hand, was wearing all black.  The two friends went inside.

When the music finally began late in the evening at about eight, the first band, which was Good Charlotte, got up and played their song “Boys and Girls.”  After them was Papa Roach, which played “Last Resort.”  Through the night, several other bands other bands played, including, the Calling, which played “Wherever You Will Go”, and “Unstoppable” and Shocore, which did “Bonecracker.”

“Sorry,” Lex apologized, “but due to the lateness I could only get a few bands to play and I have no idea why they only do one or two songs.”

“Perhaps it's something to do with a demo they're releasing,” Clark Kent suggested.

Lex Luthor shrugged.  “Maybe,” he said.

Later, the fireworks came and for the next hour, the group watched.

 “Nice fireworks,” Ryan commented.  “I suspect our billionaire playboy is responsible for this.”

“Yes I am,” Lex replied, walking over to Ryan.  “How did you guess?”

“You're rich,” Ryan replied.

“Do you still read Warrior Angel?”

“Yes.”

“What do you think of the latest issue?”

“I haven't gotten it yet,” Ryan James replied, who sensed a lot of darkness in Lex’s head.  “I didn't even know the latest was out.”

“Here,” said Lex Luthor, giving a copy to the young telepathic.  “Read it.”

“Thanks,” Ryan replied even though he did not need the comics anymore now that he had Clark, but he took them out of respect anyway even though he sensed a lot of darkness in Lex’s head.

“You can keep it.  I'll get another one.”

“I see you've taken a real shine to the kid,” King

Christopher said, actually smiling for once.

“And I heard that you saved him at the hospital, which was the reason I invited you here.”

 “I didn't know you liked comics,” the christonian said.

“Mysterious visitor from another planet who helps people who can’t help themselves;” said Lex, “plus the fact that he's bald; he’s my idol.”

King Christopher just shrugged and walked away, just like the mysterious figure he always was.  The party broke up soon after – sometime about ten o’clock.

Chapter XXXXII:

Mike Scully

It was May and Clark Kent went to a retirement castle.  
“Hello Mr. Scully," he said, knocking on the former kingpin of the Firebird’s door of the retirement castle and entering.  Mike Scully did not turn around, for he was looking at a picture of him and two other people – one was an old man and the other was an old woman - with a far away look.  He looked at another picture of five people who were much younger with the same far away look.  A tear dripped from his face.

"Friends of yours," Clark asked.

"Oh sorry," replied Mike.  “I didn't hear you come in.”  The seventy year-old man seamed to be in excellent condition for his age.  "Who are you?"

Clark introduced himself.  He had been required to do

ten hours of community service to do by graduation and already he had done five, by counting the Welcome Back party for Ryan.

"Yes, those are friends of mine."  Mike coughed before continuing.  "The man is my best friend since my teenage years; his name is Johnny Storm; and the woman is my girlfriend Jessie Fuller.  They died in 1995 after by having some strokes due to smoking.  I was with them then.  Then there was Beth Winters, some girl at Johnny's school.  Our last encounter was June of 1966 and I haven’t seen her since.  I quit smoking both cigarettes and weed in 2000.  The other picture is me and my friends in our younger days.  The other two you see are my friends Ryan Henderson and Pete McCarthy."  He gestured to each with his hand as he said their names.
"I'm sorry."

"It's not your fault.”  The former kingpin of the Firebirds paused to remember and tears rolled down.  Clark handed him a tissue and Mike thanked him and continued as the young kryptonian sat down to listen.  “After their deaths, I packed up and moved in here, but I’m getting ahead of myself.  If you can stay awhile I'll tell you my life story."

"Sure," Clark replied, pulling up a chair and the man

began.

"I was the kingpin of the Firebirds but now have reformed after my arch nemesis Former Governor Fuller's death in March of 1980; the man was at least eighty years old.  The man had been governor for only one term but before I continue I would advise you not to be in a gang and be careful of Redstian."  Mike gave a description of the serial killer.

"I've met him."

"Not surprised.  Now can I have some water?"

“Sure," Clark Kent replied and got Mike Scully some water.  "This is very interesting Mr. Scully.  Please continue."

“Thank you," Mike replied, taking the water and drinking it.  "As I was saying, I used to be extremely racist, but in September of 1991 after meeting two very interesting people - one a black and the other a Hispanic – in 1991 I stopped and cleaned up.  I read that Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez and Victoro Garcia from the Wolves and Nigel Nightmare and Blackhawk from the Black Scorpions killed each other in 1993 in a surprise rumble.  I heard that the two gangs were now launching surprise rumbles.  My ‘gang’ even had to defend ourselves a number of times, but finally the two killed each other.  I used to live in the city Vlandercore, which is in the state Carnipolus, which is on Slyvan Island.  Did you get all of that?  I may have repeated myself some.”
Clark nodded and said, "It must have been hard to get in this place with your criminal record," Clark said.

"True," Mike replied; "and with the fact that I was wrongly accused of kidnapping Jessie by a rich bastard who was my arch enemy.  His name was Former Governor Fuller and I was sent to prison from 1957 to 1966.  Luckily, since I dealt drugs made by my good friend Johnny and with the fact that Jessie was also rich, I was able to bribe the guards."

"Well you had a very interesting story to tell," Clark replied.

"Remember what I said," Mike called after him.  "Stay out of gangs and doing crimes."

"I will," Clark Kent called, as he left.

"Oh young people today," Mike Scully and sighed, shaking his head like he did not believe the young man.

Within two weeks, Clark had completed his community service hours.
After Clark had departed, Mike turned on the television which broadcasted a psychic prophesizing that manned spaceships would land on the Red Planet by the year 2040.  Mike immediately switched the channel to the news.
Chapter XXXXIII:

Lionel Luthor Returns

Three days later, Chloe Sullivan received an anonymous call, which lead her to a hospital.  There she met a man who lead her to a doctor’s office where two men in green tied her up while a third knocked her out.  Then a man in red appeared and asked, “Is she ready?”

“Yes, sir,” said one of the men.

“Excellent.  Your work here is finished.  Stand outside and await my orders.”

“As you wish, Doctor Reynolds,” they said in unison as they departed.

Once the Doctor was alone with Chloe, he began injecting a nettle into her.  The nettle was filled with anti-meteor rocks.  It was the effect of the four types of meteor rocks – green, red, purple and black - combining which neutralizes all effects.  You don’t get sick, give into your kryptonian instincts, become stronger, or split in two.  The new type of meteor rock, if that was what it should be referred to as, was created through melted meteor rocks and you drink or inject it.  Chloe’s entire body shook like she was having a seizure before laying still and then everything went flat line.
“Oh,” said Doctor Reynolds without any sympathy at all.  “Perhaps my next patient will be better.  Now I just have to get you out of here before anyone sees you.”

He had been experimenting with the meteor rocks for years, but so far this was the furthest of his research – a dead person.  As the Doctor was collecting his notes, there were jolts in the wires.  He walked over to inspect, but thought that they were only the last signs of life.  To make sure, though, he gave her another blast of electricity and she came alive – more than alive.  Chloe’s immediate reaction was to grab the Doctor’s throat before he had time to scream for assistance and throw him across the room.  His assistants broke in to find him lying there wounded and he snarled, “Get her!”

The Doctor had only five assistants.  Two were thrown together across the room where they crumbled into a heap as the Doctor fought to get a gun from a drawer.  Two more were knocked unconscious by getting slammed into each other.  The final one was kicked through a door as the Doctor pulled out his gun and turned on Chloe.

“You’re good,” he said, “but you’re not bullet-proof.  He carried a machine gun, which he began firing at Chloe Sullivan like crazy and at that moment, Jonathan Kent and Pete Ross, who were driving by, rushed in to see what was happening.  He broke down the door after grabbing the man who met Chloe to see where she was.

“Chloe, run,” Jonathan shouted as Doctor Reynolds fired his gun towards Chloe, who climbed speedily up the staircase.  To get her, the Doctor, fired his gun upon the ceiling-fan-lights, which came crashing down on top of him and killed him.

‘I’m a freak,’ Chloe thought to herself.  ‘Maybe I should add myself to my Wall of Weird.’

But right now, Chloe decided what Doctor Reynolds had in mind for her if it had been a success.  Upon finding no information on that, she did learn of the side affects, which were the powers, which she could have.  They were the ability to absorb power from others and two types of telempathy – forcing and sensing emotion with others.

“This guy was certainly crazy,” Jonathan said.  “Maybe these new powers you have could somehow help us stop Clark and Richie.”

“It also says you get strength and speed,” Pete said.  “You already discovered speed.”

***

The next day in the late afternoon, Ryan and Jonathan Kent were alone.  Jonathan was loading stacks of hay.

“Need a hand, Mr. Kent,” Ryan asked.

“That’s the best idea I’ve heard so far,” the latter replied and then they heard something.  “Ryan, stay here.”

Jonathan went to see what it was and was knocked towards the tractor by a woman; then green marbles fell from the sky – meteor rocks – and an insane cackle was heard over a roar of a helicopter; inside of it was Redstain, who began dropping grenades around the farm.

***

Meanwhile the woman, who was Agent Rock, sensed meteors inside of Ryan and gave chase.  She quickly caught up to the young telepathic and began toying with him.  Then she heard Jonathan Kent say to her, “You haven’t changed Rock.  You’re still picking on people weaker then yourself.”

“Mr. Kent,” FBI Agent Rock, who was also known as mineral woman, said, “the strong always rise above the weak.”  Then she began to poison Ryan with her deadly meteor venom that shot out from her gruesome fangs.  Ryan James let out a terrifying scream as Jonathan Kent raced for cover and Chloe Sullivan rushed in and said, “Look FBI Agent Rock,” Chloe said, “I don’t want to hurt you.”  She was then kicked by her foe and was caught in a piece of farm equipment, which she easily broke free of and she knocked her foe down and said, “That doesn’t mean I won’t.”

Jonathan Kent ran out carrying Ryan James and placed him on the couch.

“You’ll be safe here,” he said.  “Chloe’s got the freak cornered.”

“Right,” said the young telepathic and collapsed.

***

An hour later, Pete Ross and Clark and Martha Kent arrived to find Ryan lying in a bed with Jonathan beside him.  Clark began to get slightly dizzy from the meteor rocks, so he excused himself.

“It’s over,” Ryan breathed.  “The freaks are no more.”

“What do you mean,” asked Martha as Ryan gasped for breathed and Jonathan took over by saying, “Everything is destroyed.  The farm has been burned.  The meteors scatter the area.  The attackers have left.”  He paused for dramatic effect.  “And our list of friends grows thin.”

“What we need is a purple meteor rock,” Richie said and Clark relayed the message by shouting it from the next room. The purple meteor rocks made a kryptonian’s powers doubled.

“They’re probably around here somewhere,” Clark said.  “All we need to do is find them.”

“Can I come in,” Lex asked.

“Sure,” Martha answered as Pete and Jonathan excused themselves; everyone was used to them doing it.

“What happened to Ryan,” he asked.

“He’s sick,” Martha replied.

Lex pulled out his cell phone and said, “I’ll call an ambulance.”

The Kents objected, so Lex put his cell phone away questionably and that is when King Christopher showed up and this time, Clark excused himself saying he felt light headed for the christonian had meteor partials under his skin, for he had recently refueled.  Lex was growing slightly suspicious, but he did not say anything as Clark’s parents dragged him out.  Shortly after, you could hear the shower running.

“Have you read today’s paper,” Lex shouted.  “Headline news states an anti-freak campaign by my arch nemesis Redstain!”

“Can it get any worse,” Martha sighed as her son returned.

“Actually it can,” Lex replied.  “I was visited by my father today.  He’s out to destroy the freaks to and that includes me.”

“I thought your father was dead,” Pete asked; “just like you should be.”

“Pete, stop it,” Clark ordered.  “Sorry Lex.”  Clark always felt caught between Pete and Lex and his father’s hatred towards the Luthors just made it worse.

“It’s okay Clark.”  Lex did not let Pete, or anyone for that matter, get to him.  “However, I want to say one thing to Pete before we continue and that is that I have never hurt you or your family.  The loss of your factory was my father’s doing and not my own.  I was only nine; I couldn’t do anything.  Hell, I didn’t know anything about business back then.  Also, my father is still alive.  He must have moved out of the way of the train and put a dummy or something in his place.”

“All us freaks must unite,” the christonian shouted, “or it could mean extinction.  Who will join me?”

“I will,” Lex and Clark said simultaneously.

“Find all the freaks you can,” instructed Lex, “and tell them to meet at my mansion in one hour.”

“Right,” Christopher responded leaping out the window.

***

A few freaks showed up at Lex’s mansion an hour later while Lex’s employees were emptying the farm of the meteors.  They were the shape shifter King Christopher, FBI Agent Rock and two reformed criminals who had moved to Metropolis, but on Lex’s request, had made a special trip back to Smallville.  They were the vampire Kathy DeVito and her boyfriend, the plant boy Kale Xavier.  The original freak, Jeremy Creek, who had possessed the ability to shoot electricity and put people into comas, had recently regained his power along with his memory and was waiting for the meeting to begin.  He had done a lot of research so to know what what going on and where everything and everyone was.  Also upon regaining his power, he had ended up becoming younger.  Clark was not present, but watching from surveillance monitors that the christonian had set up for him. 

It took a lot of convincing for King Christopher to agree to let mineral woman join, but finally he agreed when Lex mentioned that the christonian was told that by lettering her join, he could keep an eye on her.  Everyone was there waiting for Lex.  Finally, a loud screeching of tires was heard, which as the sound of Lex’s new Porsche going sixty miles an hour before he parked and walked calmly inside.

“You really should go slower,” Kathy DeVito said.

“Where’s the fun in that,” asked Lex and then turned to address everyone by saying, “Now I think we all know why were here, so we can get down to business.  As all of here know, there have been much negative activity towards us so-called freaks.”

As Lex continued, Clark watched from a surveillance camera in his room.  The camera was placed so Lex, or anyone for that matter, would be unable to see.  This was so Clark could participate without having to deal with the meteor particles under the christonian’s skin.  Several suggestions were heard including an all-out attack by Kale, which Kathy seamed to agree with and a more cautious attack by Lex.

King Christopher just listened, sitting in one of Lex’s black leather chairs.  Lex too was sitting in one, while everyone else chose to stand.  Finally the christonian said, “Since I’m sure the attacker is Redstain, I’d say I’ll go first to check everything out.  Lex’s security cameras will back me up in case of something.  After I give the all clear, everyone except Lex will go in.  Since Lex doesn’t have any super powers, he’ll be watching over us and will alert us in case we’re attacked.”

“Christopher,” said Lex, “smart thinking.  That’s the way to go.”  Then he turned to everyone and said, “Thank you people, that’s all.”

As King Christopher got up to leave, Lex stopped him and said, “I have just one question for you; what about Ryan?”  The two were alone.

“What about Ryan?  The kid’s dying.  Nothing we can really do.”

“Do you know who did it?”

“No.” 

“You will be a powerful ally King Christopher,” Lex said.  “And you are my Number One.”

“The title sounds important,” Christopher said, mysteriously.

“It’s more then a title,” Lex said.  “It’s an opportunity to reclaim what you lost.”

King Christopher looked Lex Luthor straight in the eye as he asked, “You mean my reputation?”

“What Redstain took away from you?”

“How do you know about that?”

“There’s not much that goes on around Smallville and Metropolis that doesn’t escape me.”

“Are you threatening me, Lex?”

“No,” said the billionaire, calmly.  “I’m just giving you an opportunity.  And one more question.  Why did you destroy the sample of Clark’s blood?”

“I didn’t want you studying Clark.  Remember I told you to drop all your studies on him and if you don’t, you will never see the last of me?  Well you didn’t, did you; so now you’ll never see the last of me.”

King Christopher had a sinister glare in his eyes, one that if it made Lex uncomfortable, he did not show it.  Instead he asked, “Are you threatening me King Christopher?  If I were you I’d be very careful about that?”

“But you’re not me, are you?”

And with that he exited the building.

***

“Redstain,” Lionel Luthor, who was wearing dark sunglasses, asked; “what news do you bring me today?”

“I’ve got bad news, Mr. Luthor.  FBI Agent Rock has joined the other side along with your son.”

“Lex is a traitor!”

“That is correct,” said Redstain as Lionel grew calmer and asked, “What about the attack on the Kent farm?”

“Oh that went well.  Ryan James is dying of poisonous rocks.”

“Excellent,” Lionel replied.  “Now tell me, what have you discovered about Clark Kent?”

“You never ask me to do anything about Clark.”
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“Did you destroy his farm?
“Oh, that was his farm,” said Redstain, laughing nastily.  His laughter must have annoyed the older Luthor because the ruthless businessman grabbed the serial killer by his leather jacket and

snarled; “Now listen here, I don’t have time to play games.  I want the freaks destroyed!  All of them!”


“You do realize that includes your own son,” Redstain said calmly, breaking Lionel’s grip.


“If you don’t do as I say I’ll have you killed.” Lionel ignored what his associate had said.


“Why that sounds like a threat Mr. Luthor and if there’s one thing that I don’t respond to it’s a threat.  Remember, I’m very dangerous.”


The insane serial killer breathed on Lionel Luthor before exiting.

Chapter XXXXIV:

Dark Aftermath

Three weeks later, Lex, who was wearing all black, called a meeting with Chloe.  Earlier in the year, Lex had struck a deal with Chloe.  He would give her father, Gabe Sullivan, who, was his right-hand a raise only if she took him off her Wall of Weird and gave him all her data on Clark Kent.  She had agreed when he had said that he was interested about Clark because he was concerned about Martha’s heath, which was half-true.  The Kents were very important to him.

“Chloe,” Lex said, “I’m glad we could arrange this meeting.”

“So am I,” his friend replied.

“Now let’s get down to business.  What new information have you brought me today?”  There was a pause and Lex began thinking something was wrong.  “Is there something you’re not telling me?”

“I can’t betray my friendship to Clark,” Chloe said.  “Sorry.”

Lex did not speak for a few moments as he watched her leave, but then he said, “Well then, I guess you’re father will be back to his old position and back to his old salary.”

“If this is a threat Lex . . .” began Chloe but the young Luthor interrupted her.

“What are you going to do,” he asked.  “Call the police?  You know that they don’t mess with the Luthors.”

“I don’t know what the hell’s your problem Lex, but whatever it is, you can shove it down your billion dollar pants.”

And with that she exited the building.

***

“It’s my fault,” Clark said to Richie in the Fortress of Solitude on one hot June day as he drank a Pepsi, “that Lana’s parents are dead.”  He fiddled around with the purple meteor rock ring.

When Clark was old enough, Jonathan had made the lower section of a door to form a window.  There were railings, an old desk, shelves, a radio and an old telescope that had been passed down from generation to generation.  The telescope pointed in the direction of Lana’s house and Clark spent a lot of time in the Fortress.

“No it isn’t,” his brother said.  “Clark, look.  Whatever happened that day you had no control over.  You can’t blame yourself.”

“Don’t sound like my father!”

“Clark what’s wrong,” Jonathan called, as he hauled Ryan James body outside.  “Martha, take Ryan to Doctor Swann’s.  I’m going to check on Clark.  Oh Chloe, come on in.  Clark’s in the Fortress of Solitude.”

Chloe walked up to the Fortress as the voice of Richie Ryan said, “Lana’s parent’s death was a terrible tragedy . . .”

And then Clark lost it.  Jamming on the ring, he felt a powerful jolt of energy go through his body and began to feel incredible changes.  His powers, including strength and speed, were doubled and he gained two new super powers – spinning the world back in time and shooting a levitation beam from his pointer fingers.  And that was not all.  His biological brother Richie Ryan, who had been in Clark’s head since he was killed battling Jor-El and Greg Arkin and fell into a vat of green meteors, shot out and crashed into the wall.

“Goddamn it,” shouted Richie as Chloe entered.  First she looked at Clark and then at the crumbled body of his brother.

“What happened,” she asked, helping Richie up.

“Clark put on a purple meteor rock ring,” Richie explained.

“What does it do,” Chloe asked and Richie explained.  But there was also another fear in the reporter’s eyes with Richie sensed.

“What’s bother you,” he asked and Chloe explained everything about what had been going on with her and Lex.

“You betrayed my friendship,” snarled Clark, turning on Chloe and, by the use of his finger, was suspending her in mid-air.

“Oh my God,” Richie said.  Then he turned to his brother and shouted “Clark, put her down!  I said drop her, damn it!

Clark eyed his brother sinisterly and then replied, “As you wish.”

“Chloe,” Richie shouted as the young reporter dropped on the floor as Clark sped out the door.

“Where do you think he’s headed,” Chloe asked, as Richie helped her up.

“Lex’s mansion,” Richie replied as the phone rang.

“Hello.”

“Hi.  Who am I speaking to?”

“Richie Ryan.  I’m Clark Kent’s brother.”

“We’ve suffered three casualties,” Lex said.  “Kathy DeVito, Kale Xavier and Jeremy Creek were found dead earlier this evening.  All were in different locations.”
“I though Kathy was a vampire.”

“She is.  That’s why we found her as a pile of dust; seamed like a stake got her.  As for the plant boy, he attacked my father and was killed.  Jeremy Creek was shot.”

“Thanks for keeping me informed.  Goodbye.”

“Wait one more thing.”

“What?”

“FBI Agent Rock has disappeared.  Her whereabouts are unknown and she may be of some use in helping Ryan.”

“You know about it?”

“There’s not a lot around here I don’t know about.  Agent Rock attacked Ryan after trashing the Kent farm which I’m happy to pay for the damages for.  The Kents, after all, do mean a lot to me.”

“That’s very nice of you Lex, but you know, Mr. Kent.”

“I keep sinking lower in his eyes.  Yes, Richie, I know about that.”

The two hung up and Richie turned to Chloe and repeated what Lex said.

“Our list of allies grows thinner.  Who do we have left?”

“Let’s see; Clark, Lex, King Christopher, Lana, Pete, Clark’s parents, Agent Rock, Ryan James (if he ever gets better), Doctor Swann, myself and you.”

“That’s a total of twelve,” Chloe said after counting.

“It is,” Richie replied, “but it might not be even that much; it might be more like ten, or even nine for that matter.  King Christopher is unpredictable; back when my brother was Clark he was angry at Doctor Swann so I don’t know if the latter would help us; and Ryan’s condition is very bad.  As time passes, our list of allies grows smaller.”

“At least you’ll still have me,” Chloe said sadly.

This made Richie smile sadly and he wrapped the young reporter in his arms.

“The psychiatrist trips won’t work anymore,” he said.  “I’m too addicted to the red meteor rock ring.”

“But the wall is breaking.  You can still date me.”

“I know Chloe, but you have to be willing to put yourself in danger, for if I turn back into Var-El, it’s not a pretty sight.”

“I’m prepared for anything,” the young reporter responded solemnly, wrapping her own arms around the young kryptonian.

King Christopher, who was eavesdropping outside was far enough away so Richie was not affected by the meteor rocks.  His eyes grew to slits as he raced away to find the FBI Agent.

***

“Lex,” roared Clark Kent, storming in to the mansion, “I hear you made a deal with Chloe and have researched my past!”

“I don’t know what you are talking about,” answered Lex calmly.

“You know damn well what I’m talking about!”

“Oh yes, I do seam to recall a meeting.”

“Well . . .”

“I hate to tell you this, Clark, but Lana was in on it, not us.”

“What!”

“Calm down, my dear friend.  It was her, not us.  She forced Chloe to check up on you.  When I tried to reason with her, she knocked me unconscious.  When I regained myself, I was alone.”

“Then you wouldn’t mind if I asked her.”

“Go right ahead,” answered Lex.  “I’m not stopping you.”

***

“Oh hi Clark,” Lana said, who was wearing her necklace, when she answering the door with a cheerful smile; then it vanished as she asked, “Is something wrong?”

“As a matter of fact it is,” Clark replied, falling down.  “First get the necklace off and then we’ll talk.”

Confused Lana took it off and Clark almost let his secret out, as he hid it in a lead cabinet.

Lana started to say something, but Clark very sternly cut her off by saying, “You wouldn’t happen to be digging into my past now, would you?”

“Clark, what are . . .?”

“Just answer the damn question Lana!  Lex told me!”

“Lex is lying.  I had nothing to do with it.”

Clark leaned very close to Lana and said menacingly, “Now you listen here.  If you’re lying, then you’ll be sorry.”

And with that said he departed and took a shower as soon as he reached the farm to get the meteor particles off.

***

At dinner, Clark was talking to his parents about what happened.

“I knew Lex was a no good scoundrel,” Jonathan said gruffly.  “Now do you see my point, Clark?”

Clark was silent thinking.

“That still doesn’t explain Chloe,” Martha said.

“. . . Or excuse her,” Richie finished.  “Even though she may have been going along with Lex because of the promotion her father was going to get doesn’t excuse her of her actions.  I hate to say this, but if we lose Lex, the freaks may go extinct.  King Christopher may depart from us since he’s so unpredictable and the only other human is Doctor Swann, but he lives in Gotham City.”

“I’m going to see him,” Clark finally said.  “He may be the only one I can talk to at this point besides Richie.”

Chapter XXXXV:

A Warning & Family Tensions

When Clark reached Gotham City, he got on a train so to not attract attention, but it was not long before he fell through a manhole.

As his eyes grew accustomed to the dark he spotted someone short with an umbrella in one hand feeding penguins.

Hi,” a young adult said, who was half-man, half-bird.

“Who are you,” Clark asked.

“Oswald Copplepot,” the young adult replied.

As Clark looked as Oswald Copplepot, he felt a strong connection with him.

“Lionel Luthor ordered a war on freaks,” Clark said.

“But as long as I stay here, I’m safe.”

Clark soon departed from the sewers by use of a manhole and journeyed to see Doctor Swann once again.  He knew, even though the Doctor betrayed him, he might be the only one who could help.

“Do you have an appointment,” Selina Kyle asked, when Clark was in the planetarium.

“No, but it’s important.”

“Very well,” she said and sent Clark in.

“Greetings Clark,” Doctor Virgil Swann said.  “I’m surprised after our argument that you’d come.  What brings you here?”

“Doctor McWilliams is dead,” Clark began.  “He was murdered by Redstain.”

“How can anyone stop that maniac,” the Doctor sighed.  “Continue.  I suspect that isn’t all of what’s on you’re mind.”

“I take it you got Ryan James.”

“Of course.”

“Can you help him?”

“I can try.  He’s not doing well and I’ll have to keep him here for a while.”

“I understand,” Clark said softly.

“I’m sorry Clark.  Now there are some things I want to talk to you about,” Doctor Swann said.  “That is, if you let me.”

“And what are those?”

“You are not the only one who escaped from Krypton.”

“I know.  There’s also Richie Ryan and the associates of Jor-El.”

“Oh you know about them?  Then you know that each one has the same super powers as you do?”

“I do.  I also know about my biological mother Lara.  Doctor Swann, I’m wondering how you get this information?”

“If you are accusing me of prying into your life, I’m not.  I think I made it clear to you on your first visit that I was not interested in exploiting you.  I’m just a friend.  Okay, so I betrayed you, but every type of relationship has it’s ups and downs.”

“That’s true.”

“And by the way, what’s that ring on your finger?  It wouldn’t be a purple meteor rock now, would it?”

“Why the hell should you care?”

“Because I’m your friend,” the Doctor replied.  “Listen Clark, as long as the Phantom Zone doesn’t break, they will be trapped for eternity and can’t do anything, but if it were to break, then they would each have the same powers your brother has; each one of them.  All I’m saying is be careful and to create your own destiny.”

“I will create my own destiny,” Clark said, in a softer voice.  “And I’m sorry I snapped at you.”

“It’s okay Clark.  I’m sure you had your reasons.”

***

Back in Smallville, Clark was talking to his father about his secret while Lana was walking by.

“I don’t understand why you told Pete and Chloe your secret,” Jonathan shouted.  “Who’s next?  Lex?”

“No, Dad, I haven’t told Lex.  I haven’t even told Lana.”



“Let me get this straight,” Jonathan said.  “Years ago, while you were taking a shower, Pete witnessed you hitting electrical wires and then later, out of free will, you told Chloe.  And King Christopher found out with his super senses.”

“I told Chloe.  Pete found out by watching him fight King Christopher.  And for your information, King Christopher’s not all bad.  He saved Ryan from Redstain.  Twice, in fact.”

Jonathan crossed his arms as he said coldly, “And I suppose it’s just a matter of time before Lana knows.”  He paused before continuing.  “Listen Clark, when you were an infant I wanted to shield you from the world, but your mother said you needed to experience life outside the farm.  Now I’m wondering if she made the right choice.”

“Dad, all my life you’ve kept me from doing anything normal because of my abilities,” Clark shouted back.  “Well listen up for once!  I’m in college, which means that I’m not a little kid anymore!  So why don’t you just quit running my goddamn life!  Want to remind you of how normal I am!”

And before his father could stop him, Clark turned on a farm machine and stuck his arm into it.

“Clark,” shouted Jonathan, “stop it!  Stop it right now!”

Then the machine broke and that is what Lana witnessed.  She was horrified by what she saw, but could not speak.

Now back in 2001, Clark would not have this problem, but due to the purple meteor rock ring Clark’s strength was increased, 
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so he caused the machine to shatter which brought both Richie and Martha running.  They both shouted questions at the same time.
“What the hell is going on here,” shouted Richie.

“What happened to the machine?  Do you know how much that is going to cost us?”

Then Richie realized what made the machine break and he leapt on Clark and pinned him down.

“You know Lex betrayed us Richie,” Clark snapped as his father scowled and Richie was thrown off.

“So did Chloe,” answered Richie getting up from the ground and climbing out of the enormous hole his brother had caused.  “Look Clark, I’m beginning to think this whole uniting idea was a big mistake.”

“Clark scowled and said, “Well see you later, Var-El,” and sped out faster than a speeding bullet.

“Do you think . . .” Jonathan began turning to Richie Ryan.

“Yes, he’s going to put on a red meteor rock ring,” answered Richie.  “I’m going after him.”

“But he’s too powerful.”

“Don’t worry.  I’ll find my own purple meteor rock ring.”

Richie did find a purple meteor rock ring, the problem was that an hour before, he had found a red meteor rock ring, so now Richie Ryan was gone and in his place was Var-El.

“What happened,” Lana finally asked.  “Is Clark exposed to the meteors?”

“No, of course not Lana,” Jonathan said.

“I saw him break the machine.”

“He’s extremely strong,” Martha said.

She and her husband were trying to protect her son’s secret, but they were not doing a great job at it.  Finally, Jonathan lied that Clark was, but he never said anything about the spaceship in the storm cellar.

“Will you tell,” he asked and Lana shook her head.

“It’s all too natural in Smallville,” she replied.  “After all, he’s only a meteor freak.”

Chapter XXXXVI:

Exile

It was October and King Christopher was flying around Smallville when he saw Agent Rock sitting on top of a building.

“Well if it isn’t King Christopher,” Agent Rock said, most displeased.  “What do you want?”

“I’m just trying to figure out how to cure Ryan.  Do you have any ideas?”

“He can rot in Hell for all I care for I was the one who sucked the meteors out of him.”

That was enough for the christonian to hear and, snarling, he leapt upon the FBI Agent and the two began wrestling but soon broke apart.

Agent Rock grabbed onto King Christopher and began to suck the meters out of him.  Gasping, he began to pull free of her powerful grip and finally, with a scar, he was able to do it.

“Nice try,” he said, “but it will take a lot more than that to bring down the christonian.”

“Really,” she said, leaping at him, but he zapped her with lasers from his eyes.  She probably would have died, if not quickly turning into some sort of mineral – gold was her choice – so instead the lasers simply dented her.  Grabbing electric wires nearby, the FBI Agent swung them dangerously towards King Christopher who quickly leapt out of the way.  With every swing, she drew closer until finally scarring him in the face.  Badly wounded with blood dripping from the left side, Christopher realized that if he was going to win the battle, he must shape shift.  With a twisted form “bubbles” and loud, strange explosions, his form ended up being a giant lizard with triple spines and tentacles emerging from the side.

“What the hell are you,” shouted Agent Rock.

“You’re worst nightmare,” replied the christonian.

And then the final battle began.  Although the christonian had shape shifted, he had not changed his weight (at least not too much) so the building remained fine, for the most part, but soon the two were battling on the ground with the christonian chasing after the FBI Agent.  King Christopher was still bleeding as his spines lit up and his mouth began to glow for he was about to fire his atomic ray.  His last words to the FBI Agent were, “You’ll never know what suffering is,” and then she was hit by a tremendous blast of atomic energy which disintegrated her immediately – too quickly for her to know really what happened.

After shape shifting back in his natural form, – his human form – King Christopher overheard Lionel Luthor talking to Redstain about Ryan and it sounded most unpleasant.  They had changed their plans to get make more “profit.”

“If we can capture him,” Lionel said, “we can experiment on his brain.”

“Why would you want to experiment on his brain,” Redstain asked.

“Because I received a letter from someone known as ‘Mr.X’ that Ryan has telepathic powers.”

From outside the christonian’s eyes darkened to slits as he listened in with his super-hearing.

“So you want to control his telepathy.  Is that it?”

“Exactly right, Redstain; we start controlling the freaks one at a time.  Perhaps someday you will control King Christopher.”

“Well just answer me this one question: ‘Where’s Ryan?’”

Without a seconds delay, the christonian flew towards Gotham City and raced paced Selina Kyle and into Doctor Swann’s office.

“Do you mind,” replied Doctor Swann.  Then without waiting for an answer he said, “You’ll never believe this, but just when I thought there was no hope for Ryan he was mysteriously cured as if by magic.  Now even that ones got me.”

“FBI Agent Rock,” replied the christonian.

“What are you talking about,” the Doctor asked.

“Agent Rock; the one who attacked Ryan in the first place.  I killed her.  Her death must have somehow revived Ryan.”

“Then perhaps it has fixed the farm,” the young telepathic said.

“Perhaps,” agreed the christonian.  “Now Ryan, if you are feeling better, let’s get out of here for you are in great danger.”

“From who,” Doctor Virgil Swann asked as King Christopher grabbed Ryan James.

“Lionel Luthor and Redstain,” was the cold reply.

***

“Alright Ryan,” said King Christopher, leading the young telepathic to an ATM machine.  “I’m going to get you some cash for your journey.”

“Where am I going,” Ryan shakily asked.

“Xanan, Carnipolus.”

“Where’s that?”

Slyvan Island; Mike Scully told me about it when I paid him a visit in September.”

“Mike Scully,” said Ryan.  “As in the Mike Scully, the infamous kingpin of the Firebirds?”

“Yes that Mike Scully,” replied the christonian.  “Now let’s go get you some cash for your trip.”

He put in his card, but it ran as deactivated.  Confused he tried again.

“Damn it,” he said and walked into the Gotham City Bank.

“Oh I’m sorry sir,” replied the banker, “but your account been closed.”

“What!”  King Christopher’s voice thundered into the Bank.  “Who deactivated it?”

“I’m not at liberty to say.”

King Christopher grabbed the banker and roughed her up violently.

“Reactivate my card now!”

When the banker did not do what he told her, the christonian threw her into the wall and then stormed out grabbing a bag on the way out.  Ryan followed with a sympathetic look at the people – both customers and staff – and walked out.  True he could alter the christonian’s mind by entering it, but since the latter scared him about it, he did not.  Ryan found King Christopher stuffing money – whose money it was neither had any idea – into the bag, which he zipped up and then gave to Ryan.

“I can’t take this,” Ryan said.  “You stole it.”

“It’s either that, or be experiment on.  It’s your choice, not mine.”  Very reluclently Ryan James agreed.  “Now follow me.”

“Excuse me, sir,” said the clerk who was on duty.  “You’re going to need to leave that bag by the register.”

“I understand,” replied the christonian and gave the bag to the man.  “All I ask is that you don’t open it.”  

“Certainly, sir.”

Soon King Christopher was walking up and down the isles of the store with a shopping cart placing many food items – including a large amount of junk food – into the cart as Ryan walked beside him.  He had about a thousand dollars in his pocket.

“That should get you started,” the christonian said as he walked up to the counter and he and Ryan began placing the groceries on the conveyer belt.

“That will be two hundred,” the clerk said and King Christopher fumbled for the money.  Once the two friends were far enough away, the christonian transferred to another duffle bag that he bought and turned to the young telepathic and instructed him to take the food and head to the Island.

“I don’t have a map,” Ryan said and his friend bought one.

“Now go Ryan,” the christonian shouted.  “Run for your life!”

It was those words that made Ryan take off in an instant.

King Christopher watched Ryan go before heading back to the Kent farm where he was “greeted” by the Kents, Pete, Chloe and Lana.  They demanded to know what he did with Ryan.

“He’s in exile,” was the calm reply.

“What,” everyone roared at the same time.

“He was in danger so I put him in exile.  Don’t worry, he’s got plenty of food and money.”

“Yeah,” Pete said, “out of stuff you probably stole.”

“Are you comparing me to Lionel Luthor,” Christopher asked.  “I’d be careful what you say around me.”

“He turned to address everyone again as he said, “But getting back to what I was saying.  Lionel Luthor wanted to control him, so I put him in exile.”

“Why doesn’t that surprise me,” Jonathan Kent said, who took every opportunity he could to put down the Luthor name, which meant he tended to bad mouth Lex as well.  Pete was all for it, for he also did not like the Luthors.

“Redstain is in it as well,” the christonian replied.  He paused before continuing.  “Now, if there is nothing further to be discussed, allow me to leave.”

And then King Christopher departed as mysteriously as he came as he took to the air and flew away.

***

Meanwhile Lex was in his mansion analyzing the bridge incident from 2001.  The incident was that his Porsche, driving at sixty miles an hour, had struck Clark and the two went tumbling into the water.  Lex almost died, but Clark had walked away without a scratch, which had made Lex obsessively investigate what had happened.  He had simulated the event several times on the computer and had even been set back and threatened by King Christopher when the sample of Clark’s blood, which the latter had destroyed.

***

Meanwhile in Sylvan Island, Ryan James got out of the cab and paid the driver.  It had been a long drive and he was very hungry, so he immediately set out for a place to eat.  He found one; it was a restaurant known as the Quill.  The young telepathic paid for his lunch and sat down at the table given to him.

“You know,” said the waiter, “that’s a lot of money to be carrying with you.  Where did you get it, may I ask?”

Ryan did not like the man’s tone and used his telepathy to scan the room.  At one table there were two teenagers – one man and one woman.  The man had short, black hair and the woman, who had long red hair, looked like she was a foot shorter, but since they were sitting, it was impossible to tell what their height was.  The male looked about fifteen, the female looked about nineteen and they were wearing black.

“Hi,” the male teenager said, “do you want to sit with us?”

“No thanks,” Ryan replied.  “I don’t want to disturb you.”

“You’re not,” the female replied and Ryan sat down with them.

“Hi,” said the male, “I’m Sly Walker and this is my friend Vicky Segur.” 
Ryan introduced himself as he shook Sly and Vicky’s hands.

“Do you have anywhere to stay,” Sly asked.

“I’ll find a hotel,” Ryan replied.

“Whatever.”

“I’m just real nervous.”

Sly nodded understandingly and said, “The city can give you that image.”

“It’s not that I have anything against you people,” Ryan said.  “It’s my past.  Don’t really want to talk about it.”

“Fair enough,” Sly replied and then turned to his friend and said, “Give Ryan our number.”

Vicky wrote it down and handed it to the young telepathic.  “If you need anything just give us a call.  We stay up late.”

“Thanks.”  Ryan knew that if he was in danger, he could use his telepathy and control their minds.

***

Back in Smallville, Lex Luthor and Chloe Sullivan were having an argument.

“I told you not to double cross me Chloe,” shouted Lex.  “Now your father is out of a job!”

“I thought you didn’t want to be like your father,” Chloe snapped back.  “If that’s still true, then you wouldn’t have threatened me!”

“As much as I try to deny it, I’m still my father’s son!  Now I take it that you’re moving back to Metropolis!”

“I wouldn’t suggest that,” a third voice said before Chloe could respond.  The two turned to see King Christopher.

“What do you want,” Lex asked.  “Can’t you see we’re having a private conversation?”

“Oh yes,” replied the christonian, not really caring.

“That means it’s none of your business.”

“But I’m making it my business, so unless you want your arms torn off, I suggest you give Chloe’s father back his job.  He’s only been unemployed for a few months and already its getting to him.  I spoke with him today.”

Leaving the younger Luthor not much choice, he was forced to agree.

“See,” the christonian said, tapping Lex on his shoulder.  “I knew you had it in you.  Oh and by the way, since I’m broke, I think I’ll take this lead box.  It might be very valuable in the right hands.”  His eyes shown with mystery and deceit.

“Don’t even think about taking that box,” snarled Lex.  It was the box his mother gave to him before he died.

“Actually you got a point.  I’ll just take some jewelry instead.  If you or any of your employees tries to stop me, they will have their arms ripped off.”

Lex watched helplessly as the christonian walked away with six arms, which he mutated onto himself in a few seconds, carrying various amounts of wealth and walked out the door.

Chapter XXXXVII:

The Traitors

It was now January of 2008 and a Phantom Zone carrying three people – two men and one woman - was floating around the depths of space.  They were General Zod, Ursa and Non – the three traitors and associates of Jor-El.

“Free us,” shouted General Zod.

“Free us,” echoed Ursa.

“We’re heading towards the sun,” the General shouted.  “It will set us free and end this eternal torture of pain.

He was correct.  As soon as the solar heat rays began touching the Phantom Zone, it began to melt and finally broke apart in a gigantic nuclear explosion.

“Free,” shouted General Zod.

“Free,” shouted Ursa as Non grunted a response.  He never spoke for he was the one without thought or voice.  The scars on their skin created by the Phantom Zone healed instantly due to the yellow sun.

From inside his planetarium, Doctor Virgil Swann watched in horror.

“They’ve come.  I must warm my friend.”

“Hello,” Jonathan said, picking up the phone.

“Mr. Kent, is your son around?  This is Doctor Swann.”

“No his is not here!  He’s probably in Metropolis by now under the name of Kal-El with his brother.”

“The two must be united under their kryptonian names.  This very bad; General Zod, Ursa and Non – three traitors from Krypton and associates of Jor-El – have broken free of the Phantom Zone.  If they find Clark and Richie, it will be very bad.”

***
Meanwhile in Metropolis, Kal-El and Var-El, who were both wearing all black, were tearing up the city.  The former had a pair of dark sunglasses on.

“This is a lot better,” Kal-El said and his brother laughed.

“Yeah,” he agreed, “but its getting boring.  “Let’s go spy on the girls in the locker room.”

Even though this would be his senior year in college if he was Clark Kent, Kal-El was still not a full kryptonian, so while his brother flew to a building after stealing some fast food, he ended up taking the elevator where he took off his sunglasses.

“Not as good as flying is it,” Var-El said.

“No, I’m still waiting for that.”

Then the two young adults made crude comments about the women and snickered about them.


“I never knew why I didn’t do this before,” Var-El said as his brother put his sunglasses back on.  “Won’t Chloe be jealous, but who cares.  She’s a worthless slut anyway.”
Concentrating harder, the two brothers were able to see past the clothes the girls were wearing.

“Now this is much better,” Kal-El said as one bare naked girl walked past to grab her towel.

“Defiantly,” Var-El agreed.  Then, after about an hour, he said, “Come on, let’s go get a beer.”

***

Back in the farthest reaches of outer space, General Zod, Ursa and Non were heading towards the Moon, where an astronaut known as Vince was wandering around.

The Controller’s voice radioed over the speaker, “Vince, what’s going on out there?”

“All systems normal Huston,” Vince replied.  “Tim is out doing the geological survey and Ivan is headed for Crater 215 to get some samples and . . .”



The astronaut looked up in absolute astonishment as Ursa floated down to the Moon’s surface.  Vince was speechless as the Controller repeatedly said his name.

“. . . And there’s a girl.”

“A girl,” asked the Controller, baffled as Ursa landed in front of Vince, who recoiled.

“You,” shouted Ursa.  “What sort of creature are you?”

“Just someone from Earth; you know, a man.”

The kryptonian woman smiled wickedly as Vince tried to make a run for it, but she was too fast and ripped the space suit down in the front as easily as if she was ripping tissue paper.  Vince’s arms flailed in the air as his last breath gave out and Ursa grinned wickedly.

Meanwhile at Crater 215, Ivan was attached by a long hose to his vehicle as he kneeled a few feet away from the Crater.  All of a sudden, General Zod appears out from it and the Russian is speechless as the kryptonian lands near him.

“Who are you,” asked Ivan, babbling in Russian.  “Where did you . . .”

The General silenced him by lifting his life-line in one hand and, just as easily as cutting string, broke it with one hand.  Arms flailing in the air, Ivan’s dead body floated away without a sound.  General Zod was disappointed as he said, “Was a fragile life form this is.  Not worth my time.”

Meanwhile a third astronaut by the name of Tim is disturbed and radioed into the Controller about losing contact with Ivan and Vince.

“Houston, I don’t know . . .”

He stopped in mid sentence as he saw the bodies of his two companions drift past him.

“What is it,” demanded the Controller, but the astronaut is frozen in terror and then the Controller’s headquarters shake violently as Non stands there shaking the base only to stop to look at the General for approval which he got.  Finally the base crumbled and killed both the Controller and Tim.

“Strange,” said Ursa thoughtfully.  “I tore those metal fibers like paper.  And what Non did was amazing.”  Then it dawned on her that something has happened.

“Yes, to all of us,” the General agreed.  “The closer we come to an atmosphere with one yellow sun, the more ore molecular density gives us unlimited powers.”

“They come from there,” Ursa said pointing and then, after looking at a NASA belt buckle; “a place called Houston.”

“Then we must go there,” General Zod said, “to rule; finally to rule.”  And then he turned to Ursa and said, “Then you’ll have what you want.”

“Men,” Ursa said bitterly; “men to destroy!”

And then the General took lead with Ursa following.  Non brought up the lead and let out his terrifying roar.  He was the strength of both Ursa and General Zod combined on Krypton, but maybe not on Earth.  If there was one thing Ursa hated more than anything else were men – all men except the General, - so she killed Non by kicking him into an asteroid, but suddenly an explosion of a dying star resurrected Non and Ursa smiled wickedly.  She knew that kryptonians only had two lives, so to kill the kryptonian once and for all she kicked him again into another asteroid.
“You always had a hatred for all men but me,” the General said calmly.  “It’s because of our fight on Krypton.”
“Yes,” Ursa said, “only to you General Zod.  You possessed a strength I never saw; a strength only equal to my own.  I always wanted to rule by your side.”
“And you shall, my dear, when we reach Houston.”

Chapter XXXXVIII:

The Kryptonians Unite

“Ryan’s is missing,” Lionel Luthor said over the telephone.  “You wouldn’t have any idea of where he is now, do you?”

“Why would I,” ‘Mr. X.’ replied.

“If you fail with this, I’ll have you killed.”

‘Mr. X’ paused and then said, “I’ll look for him and bring him to you myself.”

“See that you do,” was all the older Luthor replied before hanging up.

“Well,” Redstain asked, “what’s the report.”

“She’ll look for him herself and will bring me herself.”

“Excellent.  I want him and his abilities under my control.”

“You will have your wish Redstain and then he’ll be yours to play with.”

“What about Lex?”

“My son I will handle myself.  You just hold up your bargain and get rid of the christonian.”

“I will search for him myself.  All you need to do Mr. Luthor is give me the means.”

“What do you want,” asked Lionel sternly.

“Twelve of your best bodyguards.”

***

General Zod and Ursa saw a globe spinning on top of a tall building which read “The Daily Planet.”

“What is this ‘Daily Planet,’” Ursa, who was flying a fair distance behind the General, asked.

“Let’s find out,” replied the former, flying lower.

Suddenly, General Zod fired his heat rays at the globe.  ‘What amazing power I possess,’ he thought and flew down breaking the skylight.  The General and Ursa dropped down as the globe smashed to smithereens.

“What the hell . . .” shouted a man, whose name was Perry White.

“Silence mortal,” commanded General Zod.  “You will kneel before me!”

And just then, a third figure, dressed all in black, but with no sunglasses, dropped through the skylight.  Another figure on a motorcycle, who was also wearing all black, but he had on dark sunglasses, followed him.

“Who are you,” General Zod asked.

“You should know me General,” replied the figure not wearing sunglasses.  “I’m Var-El.”

“The son of Jor-El, my associate; where exactly in Houston are we?”

“Houston,” Perry asked, but he was silenced by Ursa.

“Yes,” continued Var-El, “and I suppose you don’t remember my brother Kal-El.  Oh and one more thing; Houston is a place in Texas.  The planet you landed on is known as Earth.  Get is straight!”

“Hey,” Ursa shouted annoyed, “you’re talking to the General!”

“So what,” Kal-El said.  Ursa lunged at Kal-El, but General Zod held her back.

“Forget it,” he said.  “We have bigger fish to fry.”  Turning to Var-El, he said, “I see you broke free of the Phantom Zone.”

“As did you; it’s hell in that timeless and spaceless object.”

‘Someone better do something,’ a reporter by the name of Lois Lane thought and then said, “Take this sister,” and punched Ursa in the back only to injure her hand.

“You okay Lois,” Jimmy Olson asked and Lois Lane nodded weakly holding his fist and clenching her teeth in pain.

“Where’s Non,” Var-El asked.
“Dead,” Ursa replied; “killed twice by me.”  She looked pleased as her eyes glistened with wickedness.

‘Like Jor-El,’ Var-El thought.

“Join me, sons of Jor-El and we will rule the world.”

“Rule the world,” Kal-El replied.  “We just want to have fun.  Isn’t that right Var-El?”

“That’s correct.”

“That’s enough,” commanded General Zod, who looked questioningly at the group.  “Let’s go!”

“Might as well,” mumbled Var-El as he took to the air following the General and Ursa; “there’s nothing better to do.”

Kal-El once again mounted his motorcycle as the others took to the air.  He wondered when the time would come that he too would be able to fly.

Once the kryptonians were gone Perry White, Lois Lane, Jimmy Olson and the other staff at the Daily Planet began to regroup.  Perry was the first one to say something; he shouted, “Look what they did to the globe.  It will take a lot of money to get it replaced.”

“At least we’re still alive,” Jimmy said.

“He’s got a point,” Lois said.  “I’ll try contacting my cousin Chloe Sullivan.  She’s in college and perhaps can assist us.”

“Forget it.  We’ll fix the globe ourselves.”

Chapter XXXXIX:
The Identity Of “Mr. X”

It was now March and Redstain and Lionel Luthor were discussing the whereabouts of Ryan James while Kal-El and Var-El were still roaming Metropolis.

“Mr. Luthor,” Redstain said, “have you discovered anything on the whereabouts of our telepathic friend?”

“No, but perhaps we should visit ‘Mr. X?’”

“As long as she keeps her part of the deal and follows my instructions, then we won’t have to.”

“Your instructions,” Lionel said sharply.  “This is our project.  We’re in this together.”

“Of course,” the serial killer said.  “My mistake.”

“Are you threatening me Redstain; because if you are, then you should be very careful?”

“I’m always careful.  King Christopher has disappeared.  I have the body guards out searching for him, but chances are it’s suicide.  It doesn’t make much difference to me, though.”  He laughed sinisterly as he drank a glass of wine.  Then the phone rang.

“Hello,” Redstain said.  He was wearing his black leather jacket with his trademark red stain on the back.

“This is Gabe Sullivan, Lex’s right-hand man.  Who am I speaking to?”

There was a pause and just as Gabe asked again, Lionel quickly grabbed the phone and barked one word, which was, “Speak,” but it took a few seconds for the man to come back into reality.

“Twelve of your bodyguards were killed by King Christopher, sir.”

“Thank you,” Lionel said dryly as Redstain, who has removed his sunglasses picked up a mettle rod and struck Lionel hard on the back.  Wincing in pain, the older Luthor stumbled as the serial killer pulled out a Super Redhawk.  Lionel saw that the gun had a red handle and said, “Put the gun down.”

“Why,” asked Redstain.  He laughed insanely as he pulled the trigger.  Lionel screamed as the bullet struck him.  In an attempt to counterstrike, he picked up a mettle rod and swung it at his former ally.

“What the hell is going on,” Lex asked, getting up from his chair.  He had been talking to Gabe Sullivan, who he had rehired due to King Christopher threatening Lex.

When Lex Luthor and Gabe Sullivan rushed in, they were knocked out by the handle from the serial killer’s gun.  And then, Redstain’s Bowie knife came hurtling through the air stabbing Lionel Luthor in the forehead, but he did not die instantly.  Instead, he blinked, turned all the way around in a full circle, then landed dead on his face.  Redstain calmly picked up the knife using a towel and placed it in Lex’s hand and, after putting back on his sunglasses, departed from the building.  He would track down Ryan James on his own; it would be like old times.  The serial killer’s trademark red stain on the back on his leather jacket stood out for the rest of the jacket was the color black.

***

Meanwhile in Xanan, Ryan James was walking down the street when a teenager, who looked about the same age as he was.  The teenager wore a black biker jacket, dark sunglasses and had jelled back black hair.  His other clothes were black as well.  He had a cigarette hidden in his hand.  In fact, the only thing that made him really distinct from Kal-El was the absence of the red ring.
“Hi,” the adolescent said coming to a stop and tossing his cigarette on the ground.  “Are you new here?”

“Look,” answered Ryan.  “I don’t want any trouble.  Can’t you just leave me alone?”

“I will,” replied the adolescent finally, “but first I want to let you know of some things – things you should know if you want to stay alive in this town.”

“What are they?”  Ryan looked around, but they were alone.

“The first is the city of Vlandercore, which is a haven for criminals.  It borders this city.  The second is my sister Natalie.  Being the favored child she is the real reckless one; I’m just the guy who craves attention.”  There was sadness in his voice and Ryan began to feel sorry for the guy.  “The last is the insane serial killer Redstain, who many years ago appeared in Vlandercore and was killed in a helicopter crash, but rumors have started that he’s still alive.”

“He is.  I’ve seen him.”

“Is he here?”

Now the Italian adolescent was worried.  “I was recently kicked out of my house by my bastard parents and have been living in an old abandoned building.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault.  They were neglecting me ever since I was seven or eight probably because they always wanted a daughter.”

“What’s your name, may I ask.”

“Chad Streggo.”

“Ryan James.”

“Nice meeting you.”

As Ryan watched Chad ride away on his motorcycle, he could not help feeling sorry for him.

“Hello Ryan,” said a voice behind him.  Startled he jumped as he turned around and fell to the ground as he saw with his own eyes the very people he was running from – Redstain and the mysterious “Mr. X”, who was in fact, a woman, not a man, in her mid-twenties.

“Miss us,” Redstain replied nastily and laughed sinisterly.  Then he turned to the woman and said, “Ms. Streggo, you can do the honors.”

“With pleasure,” she said, wickedly.
So it was true; “Mr. X” was none other than Chad’s sister Natalie Streggo, the so-called favored child.  She, like her brother, wore all black.  Although Chad has always thought his parents hated him because they always wanted a daughter, the real reason for the adolescent Italian being disliked, which was unknown to him, was that his parents were members of the White Supremacists and wore the swastika on their shoulder.  Mr. and Mrs. Streggo had been active members when their children were young and had put the swastika on Chad and Natalie’s shoulders as well.

Chapter L:
Undecided

Meanwhile in Smallville while waiting on the last group of customers at the Talon, Lana, who had just finished a waitressing class in Metropolis, was talking to Chloe, who had finished her class on paranormal studies, about the absence of Clark and Richie and how it felt to them.

“When Richie died the first time,” Chloe said, “I was sad as you can probably imagine, but I also thought that even though I couldn’t spend more time with him, I’d always cherish the time we had together.  I strongly suggest you take my advice Lana and use it.”

“Right now,” said Lana, “I don’t even know where my friendship stands with Clark.  And one more thing, now that he’s a meteor freak with an invincible hide things are going to become real unpleasant with us.”

“What do you mean?”

The latter, who was wearing her favorite necklace which had a fragment of the meteor rock which killed her parents back in 1989, explained it to her friend.

“What are you talking about?  He’s not a meteor freak!  He’s an alien from another planet!”

Chloe stopped herself at once when she realized what she had just said.

“An alien,” Lana asked.  “Chloe this is not Roswell, New Mexico this is Smallville.”  However it was no question that Lana had figured out Clark’s secret.

“The Meteor Capital of the World verses the Alien Capital of the World,” Chloe said.  “There’s no difference really.”
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“‘When Richie died the first time,’ Chloe said, ‘I was sad as you can probably imagine, but I also thought that even though I couldn’t spend more time with him, I’d always cherish the time we had together.  I strongly suggest you take my advice Lana and use it.’” (Page 572)

Suddenly there was a screeching of tires outside as Lex Luthor, who co-owned the Talon along with Lana, screeched to a halt.  He was here to pick up the month’s receipts and take them to the bank – something he considered minor.  As he walked inside, he calmly picked up the receipts and walked out the door without a word.

Pete Ross was also taking a break after his communications class.  The only one missing was Clark and his teachers in his journalism class were not very happy about it, but his parents had said he was ill.

***

Outside, King Christopher was flying to Xanan, Carnipolus to see Ryan James and he could not have arrived at a better time.  He saw three people; two he recognized by smell, – Ryan James and Redstain – but the third he did not know; she was Natalie Streggo.

“Who the hell is that,” Natalie asked.

Redstain, who knew who it was, just said, “Get Ryan out of here.  I’ll deal with this intruder myself.”

Since there was no time to say anything, Ryan sent a message to Christopher in his head.  He knew it was a risk for the christonian might come after him because he did not like his head being tapped into, but Ryan had no other option.  The message was telling him who “Mr. X” was and what she looked like.

King Christopher had given Ryan only one warning.  His eyes did not change color and he did not snarl, like he usually did when trying to intimidate, but he was still very intimidating.  It was the day he had figured out Ryan was telepathic; the teenager had not even had to tell him his secret.

King Christopher’s eyes grew to slits.  If he ended up having another uncontrollable violent urge (the last one he had was years ago when he attacked Clark and Pete was around.  He was electrocuted at that point in history.  It was also the time he found out Clark’s secret.)

Now the christonian had a dilemma.  He had instructed Ryan not to tap into his head, but on the other hand, he did not like what Natalie Streggo was planning on doing to him either – whatever that may be.

As he watched Natalie flee along with Ryan he hesitated, as if not sure which one to really pursue.  True, he had the telepathic had common attributes to them – both outsiders and both orphans – but still he was not absolutely sure if he should pursue them.  As the christonian looked around, he noticed his arch nemesis Redstain down below saying, “Come to me you son of a bitch!  Come on,” but he was unsure of what to do at the moment, so he turned around and flew away hearing only his foe saying, “A coward after all?”

Chapter LI:
Encountering Var-El

Back in Metropolis, the four kryptonians were deciding what their next plan of action was.

“We must conquer the world,” General Zod said.

“And kill all men,” Ursa added wickedly.

“Of course, my dear.”

“I still think we just should have a good time,” Kal-El said.  “Personally I don’t care about this world conquest thing.”

“Neither do I,” Var-El replied.

“These two are way inexperienced,” muttered the General, but then he turned to address them.  “We have come here to take over the world.  Either join us, or stand aside.”

“All you care about is people bowing to you,” Var-El said.  “I may have been in the Phantom Zone, but I don’t want to waste my time on world domination.”

After that was said, Kal-El raced off faster than a speeding bullet.  Var-El, after inhaling a cigarette, watched his brother leave before he too took to the sky.

‘This has simply gotten to be too much,’ he thought, but he said to the General, “Perhaps we’ll see each other again at some point.”

“Perhaps we will,” replied General Zod.

***

Chloe Sullivan was walking down an abandoned ally in Smallville when Var-El dropped down from the sky and said sinisterly, “Hello cutie.”  Even though it was hard to see, he was still wearing his necklace.
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“Chloe Sullivan was walking down an abandon ally in Smallville when Var-El dropped down from the sky and said sinisterly, ‘Hello cutie.’” (Page 578)

“I thought you’d be in Metropolis,” she said.

“I was,” he said, “but I left.  The other three are.” 



“Three,” Chloe asked.

“General Zod, Ursa and Kal-El,” Var-El said.  “All the General and Ursa care about is people bowing to them.  I may have been in the Phantom Zone, but I don’t want to waste my time on world domination and neither does my brother.  Ursa was shipped into the Phantom Zone because she was a ruthless man-hatter.  She forced my associate Rau to commit suicide.  I was lucky to already be in the Phantom Zone at the time of the de-ghosting.  My girlfriend, Wiv, who was also an associate, was killed by Count Von-Da, who is now been de-ghosted.  I was placed in the Phantom Zone for terrible crimes, none that I actually did.”

“I’m sorry Richie . . . I mean Var-El,” Chloe said, sympathetically, for both you and your associates.”

Var-El sighed and there was a pause before anyone said or did anything.  Finally Chloe said, softly,

“Richie,” said Chloe softly, stroking his cheek gently.  “You don’t need the red meteor rock ring.  All you ever need is me.”

“I don’t know why I even came to you,” said Var-El darkly turning away.  “You’re just a human.”

“And you’re someone not of this world with a human heart; something we must make Kal-El see.”

“Kal-El?  Kal-El doesn’t care about anything!”

Chloe once more tried to reason with the young kryptonian.  “The ring isn’t you!  It doesn’t define you!

“It’s not the ring,” snarled Var-El.  “I was born this way!  You just can’t accept that!”

And with that said, he knocked her into the electric cables without a second thought.  As he stood there in darkened triumph, something in the back on his head began to emerge.  He tried to fight it off, but it would not go away and even though he tried to repel it, a tear dripped down.  Parts of the conversation he had with Chloe came drifting back into his head:

“And you’re someone not of this world with a human heart; something we must make Kal-El see,” said the voice of Chloe Sullivan.  “The ring isn’t you!  It doesn’t define you!”

“It’s not the ring,” shouted the voice of Var-El.  “I was born this way!  You just can’t accept that!”

The words kept circling around in his head.  He took off the red meteor rock ring and looked at it; then at Chloe.  He had an array of sadness on his face.  Then he began having an internal battle in his head with each personality trying to take control.”

“Chloe loved me,” said the voice of Richie Ryan.

“She’s a bitch,” countered the voice of Var-El.

With each personality trying to win over the other, the kryptonian finally smashed the red meteor rock ring onto the ground and all of a sudden he was no longer troubled by his alto ego.  He blinked and looked around his surroundings until he saw Chloe.  His eyes lay on his dead body.

“Chloe,” he said softly and then noticed the power lines.  “Oh no.”  Rushing over to her, he pulled her away from the danger zone, but it was too late – he had already killed her.  It did not matter which personality he had, she was dead.  “I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry.”  Tears dripped from his face as he lifted the college student in his arms to kiss her tenderly.  For hours he just knelt there, with her in his arms and then something lingered in the back of his head – something the Council had said to his eons ago:

“The Phantom Zone is for criminals like you Var-El.  You don’t have any respect of decency of any kind!  You’re an outcast!  You have no love in your heart!”

“I am no criminal,” Var-El yelled in a terrifying fit of rage as he flew into the depths of outer space to turn the world back in time.  “Count Von-Da is a real bastard!  He framed me!”

When he flew back down it was when Chloe was walking down the abandoned ally in Smallville.

“Hello Chloe,” he said, “I’m behind you.”

Started, she turned around and finally asked, “What about the red meteor rock ring?”

“It’s gone.  I still have the purple meteor rock ring though.  Is that okay?”  Richie was actually smiling at this point and the two began making out.

Chapter LII:
The Trio

Back in Xanan, King Christopher was still trying to figure out what to do since he had instructed Ryan not to tap into his head, but on the other hand, he did not like what Natalie Streggo was planning on doing to him either – whatever that may be.

He continued to watch Natalie flee along with while he was making up his mind.  He remembered why he had grown a liking to the young telepathic – they were both outsiders and orphans – as he watched her car drive away with Ryan held hostage inside.  A mad cackle was heard and the christonian knew without looking that it was his arch foe Redstain.

“Hello Redstain,” he said before throwing the serial killer into a pile of garbage.  The serial killer got up and picked the garbage off himself and snarled, “You really shouldn’t have done that.  Say goodbye to your friend.”

“No,” shouted the christonian, lunging at Redstain.  There was a struggle before the christonian crashed onto the power lines and turned into a pile of sludge with disappeared.  It was then that Redstain remembered a past encounter with him.  It was when he had teamed up with Christopher’s clone Gabriel (who had hair and no gloves) and the Asian wrestler Shere Khan.  It was years ago when King Christopher had been electrocuted by Shere Khan, an Asian wrestler who fired the electricity from his fingers.  The blast took Christopher by surprise and he fell down bleeding.

“This is my final power,” Shere Khan had roared.  “And you will die by it.”  He continued firing as Christopher continued screaming.  Blood streamed down the christonian and soaked into his clothes and unfortunately, he could no escape.

Redstain was looking at him curiously as he asked, “You need meteor rocks?  You survive on them?  Well I’m going to tell you something and that’s you’re not getting them.”

Christopher began to stumble.  He needed a refill as soon as possible.  He had not had one for several months.

“You killed my family,” he snarled.

“True,” the serial killer said, without pity.  “And now I’m going to kill you.”

He lunged at the christonian who jumped out of the way, but not before being knocked over by a mettle rod and into a wall, which crumbled into smithereens on him.  He did not move from that position.

“I knew I would win eventually,” Redstain said.  “The question was when.”

The serial killer began cutting electric wires with his Bowie knife as he felt for the meteor rock that he had in his pocket.

And that was when Natalie Streggo, who had Ryan James imprisoned in her car, pulled in and the young telepathic sensed that Chad Streggo had arrived.  In a desperate attempt to help the christonian, who was his friend, Ryan began controlling the vicious serial killer’s mind before being hit by Natalie in an effort to knock him out.

“You’re a nuisance,” she said, “but once I control you . . .”

“And exactly how are you going to do that,” Chad Streggo asked as he came up behind his sister and knocked her out with an enormous mettle rod, which was twice the thickness of the other one.  Just like Ryan had sensed, Chad had arrived.  The object smashed through the windshield and instinctually, she slammed on the brakes.  Then Chad turned to the young telepathic and said, “You don’t have anything to worry about now Ryan; when she wakes up, she’ll won’t remember anything of what happened for the last two or three months.”

“Thanks Chad,” Ryan said.  “Now let’s get out of here before more trouble arrives.”

“Too late; the police are heading this way.”

“What can the police do against those two?”

Chad looked at Ryan strangely, but did not say anything as he continued to watch the battle.

King Christopher lunged at Redstain, but the serial killer pulled out his meteor rock and when the two titans clashed there was a scream from each of them.  The audience watched, terrified, as King Christopher, the second most powerful meteor freak in the world, crumble to the floor and Redstain, the vicious serial killer, go all haywire as he stumbled backwards into the garbage cans.  The former was twenty-one years old.

When the police pulled up, the first thing they noticed was Redstain’s insanity as he screamed gibberish about himself being King Christopher.

‘Great,’ thought Ryan sighing.  ‘Just great.’

“What’s going on here,” asked one of the officers as the other two handcuffed the screaming serial killer.

“There was a fight,” Ryan explained.  “Only one survived.”

“Who’s he,” asked the Chief of Police, indicating towards King Christopher.

“A young adult I was traveling with.  His name is King Christopher.”

“I’ve heard of him, but don’t know much about him.  He’s an international man of mystery, isn’t he?”

“He is.”

“Sir,” said one of the officers.  “The man in black is dead.”

Shook and grief struck Ryan and he turned away from the dead body of the christonian.

“You knew him.”  The Chief was surprised.

“Kind of.  Like you said, he was a man of mystery.”

“Look we’ll just take Redstain to Arkham Asylum in Gotham City.  He can’t hurt anyone there.”

“Thanks.”

“Well I guess that wraps up the night.”

Once the police were gone, Ryan turned to Chad and asked, “Do you know where Smallville is?”

“Kind of.  Why?”

“I want to go back there.”

“Why?”

“Because I live there.  King Christopher exiled me here for my own safety.  Now that the danger is gone, I don’t need to be here anymore.  Please help.”

“Then let’s go,” he said and together they zoomed off towards Smallville.

Chapter LIII:

The General’s Wrath


‘This is very interesting,’ Lex thought.  ‘I think I’ve figured out who framed me.’

He was looking at the security cameras that should the murder of his father by Redstain and then dialed his security and asked, “Do you know the whereabouts of Redstain?”

“Haven’t you checked the paper today, sir?  Front page news in the Daily Planet; Redstain in Arkham Asylum and King Christopher is dead.”

“Thank you,” Lex replied as he thought, ‘King Christopher, so you finally met your end.’

***

Meanwhile back in Smallville, Richie Ryan, who was getting to be fairly corrupt due to the ring and in time become Var-El, sat down with the Kents, Chloe Sullivan, Lana Lang, Pete Ross and Doctor Virgil Swann to discuss the three levels of the red meteor rock ring.

“Level One is the carefree level; that’s the one Kal-El is on.”

“Can we call him Clark,” asked Jonathan Kent.

“No,” thundered Richie, slamming his fist down hard on the table; “as of right now, he’s Kal-El!”  He calmed down.  “This is the level where he’s doing the basics: stealing, smoking, drinking, misusing his powers and being rebellious.”

“I sense something very wrong here,” said Doctor Swann.

“What!”

“Can’t we continue,” Chloe asked, “or do we have to listen to you snap at up to the end of the day?”

“You’re right.  I’m sorry.  It’s that damn ring.  Level Two is where you’re corrupted and that is where I’m at.  This is the level in where you kill.”

“Oh my God,” Martha interrupted, covering her mouth.

“But with morals.  I brought Chloe back to life by spinning the world back in time, but there is one danger to this level.”

“And what would that be,” Pete asked.

Richie Ryan smiled mysteriously as he said, “I’ll show you with a red meteor rock ring.”

‘Oh my God,’ though Doctor Swann and then he shouted, “Everyone stay away from him and make sure he never gets one of those rings!”

And then Richie sprung to life and lunged at the Doctor, who pulled back as quick as he could but his wheelchair was still stopped by Richie Ryan.

“Alright Doctor,” said the young adult darkly, “since you seam to know so much, why don’t you tell them?”

Doctor Virgil Swann looked at the powerful grip and with the purple meteor rock ring on Richie’s ringer it smashed the wheelchair and caused the Doctor to fall to the floor.

“Richie,” gasped Chloe, horrified at what just happened.

“Well since the Doctor won’t explain, I will.  It’s like I’m a junkie.  I need that ring.  I need it!  And one more thing and this is mostly for Chloe!  Soon Richie Ryan won’t exist; it will only be Var-El!”

And with that he sped out the door before anyone could stop him.

“Doctor, all you alright,” Pete and Chloe asked.

“Help me into a chair,” he said.  After he had gotten comfortable, he continued by saying, “I think the end of Level Two is that you need the ring.  Like Richie said, you’re addicted – a junkie.”

“Then what would Level Three be,” asked Jonathan, both worried and frightened.

“It’s the level General Zod and Ursa are at – pure evil, beyond redemption.  If he gets to that level it is my belief that he won’t need the ring.  There will be no more Richie Ryan only his evil counterpart.”

“He did say that there would only be Var-El,” Chloe said, terrified.

Everyone turned sympathetic looks to her as tears dripped down her face.

“We must get to them before the unthinkable happens,” Jonathan said.

***

Meanwhile in Metropolis, General Zod and Ursa were trashing Metropolis.  Flames were everywhere.

“What a primitive world this is,” Ursa commented.

“I suppose you’re right,” General Zod agreed, looking at her.  And then he shouted an order, “Now everyone, kneel before General Zod!”

“And Ursa,” his lover ordered.

Instantly everyone was bowing to General Zod and Ursa.

Then to scare them he fired his heat rays causing a car to explode.  People screamed as they rushed for cover.  Many were killed in the explosion.

Hello,” said a third voice and out of boredom, the two kryptonians turned. 

“Var-El,” asked the General, irritated, “what do you want?”

 

“I’ve decided to join you.”
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“Meanwhile in Metropolis, General Zod and Ursa were trashing Metropolis.

‘What a primitive world this is,’ Ursa commented.

‘I suppose you’re right,’ General Zod agreed looking at her.” (Page 597)

“Allow me to tear his arms off,” Ursa said, who was also irritated.

“Go ahead.”

“Wait,” Var-El, shouted, for that was which personality he possessed now was as he backed up.  “I’ve come to join you in your conquest to rule the world!”


“No ring; why should I trust you?”


“I’m Level Two; Kal-El is Level One, but you, General, are Level Three, the level that I am nearing.  Remember how I said ‘Perhaps we’ll meet again’?  Well here we are?”


He paused to see if there was any indication of the change between the two, but there was not.  Finally Ursa said, “Are there any male children to murder?”
The woman smiled wickedly for she had a complete hatred towards the male sex except for the General, who fought her to a stalemate on Krypton.

“Actually there are,” Var-El said.  “I know of one, but unfortunately, I don’t know where he is.  I have one or two ideas through.”

“He,” Ursa said, smiling wickedly.  “This keeps getting better and better.” 

“Then you might be of some use to us after all,” General Zod said.  “Where’s your brother?”

“I have no idea, but I’ll make you a deal.  Help me find a red meteor rock ring and I’ll find you the kid.”

The General and Ursa looked at each other; perhaps it was not such a bad idea after all and the want for a red meteor rock ring was Var-El’s every desire, for he now needed the ring desperately, but soon, once he was in Level Three, he would not need it.

Chapter LIV:

Kal-El & Lex Luthor

When Kal-El woke up from where he had been on the street, he was floating - in fact more than floating.  He could not believe what was happening.

‘I’m flying,’ he thought.  ‘I’m really flying.  I’m a full kryptonian at last.’

However, just like all other powers that he had come to possess, he had to get this one under control.

There was the distinct sensation of movement and finally a loud banging or bonking noise as Kal-El’s nose made contact with a hard black surface of as if something is pressing down on him.  Soon it has become apparent that Kal-El was floating above the street completely weightless and gravity-free.  The black surface was a bridge.  The young kryptonian was confused, but immediately figured out that he was out of control floating aimlessly in the air like a helium balloon.  He wanted desperately to get back down, so he tried to maneuver himself towards the ground.  He instantly grabbed hold of the nearest lamppost but soon just aimlessly floated away like a hot-air balloon.

‘If this is what it’s like to be a full kryptonian,’ Kal-El thought, ‘I definitely don’t like it.’

Meanwhile, in Lex Luthor’s mansion, the young billionaire was inside his study organizing some papers when he looked out the window and saw Kal-El scratching desperately at his window.

“Clark,” he asked, confused, “what’s going on?”

Kal-El was bobbing helplessly in the air outside the window and was yelling something but Lex can't hear what it is.  Then the young kryptonian’s foot crashed through the window and Kal-El shouted, “Help me Lex!  Help me!  I'm your friend!”

Now Lex, although maybe willing to help his friend out in some cases, also liked to get something back in return, so he shouted, “What’s in it for me?”

Kal-El scratched at the broken window desperately trying to think of something.  The two held their positions for several minutes before Kal-El said, “My plan.”

As Lex thought this over, the desperate young adolescent raised the agreement to, “My plan and my secret.”

Now this interested Lex and raised the window for Kal-El to enter, but he did not.  Lex waited.

“I need your help to get me in.  I’ve lost control.”

Lex reached outside where he was greeted by a chilling wind that blew in through the broken window.  The billionaire almost had to fight his way toward the window – that was how strong the wind was, but he gets there and began to reel his friend back inside.

As Kal-El climbed back inside, he immediately anchored himself to the floor with the blind cord.

“Alright Clark,” Lex said, cutting to the chase, “I kept my part of the deal now it’s time for yours.”

“That’s Kal-El; one work, unseparated.”

The young kryptonian seated himself down in a leather recliner next to the billionaire’s desk and, in relaxation put his feet up on the table and got to the point by saying, “Let’s leave Smallville.”

“Now wait just a minute, Kal-El, what’s going on?”

“Nothing; it’s just that there's nothing left for me here.”

Lex studied Kal-El for a second examining him closely before asking, “What about Lana?”

“She's old news.  I don’t need her anymore.”

“Kind of sudden, isn't it?”

“Look,” Kal-El said sharply, “you're the one always telling me I need to find my destiny. Well, one thing is for certain, it's not here in Kansas!”

“So you just packed your stuff and you're off,” Lex said dryly.  “Now what about this secret of yours?”

“Let’s just start that you have no idea what I’m capable of.”

The billionaire studied his friend with curiosity as he said, “Really; why don't you fill me in?”

Then Kal-El went through all his powers – x-ray vision, heat rays, super-hearing and, most recently, flight.

“You saw that I’m still learning that one.”

“You just got it?”

“That’s right.”

Kal-El may have made a deal with Lex Luthor, but he sure was not going to tell everything about him – certainty not the fact that he was vulnerable to the green meteor rocks.  He also did not tell Lex where he was from or about the spaceship.

“Incredible,” Lex said in awe before the young adult got somewhat carried away and told him about what he could do while wearing the purple meteor rock ring, which was the ability to turn the world back in time and shoot a levitation beam from his pointer fingers.

“And when I'm through showing the world what I can do,” Kal-El said, “I'll have everything I've ever wanted.  I may be even richer than you and nothing can break through my indestructible hide.  Plus I have super-human speed and strength.”

Lex just smiled wryly at the idea.  He got up from behind his desk and walked around Kal-El and said, “Nobody's using the penthouse in Metropolis.  We can stay there.”

“Kal-El and Lex Luthor; I like the sound of that.  Together we’d be unstoppable.”
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“Let me just tie up some loose ends at the office.  Make yourself at home.”  Lex started to leave, but then he stopped and said, “Oh, just one more thing.”

“And what would that be?”

Lex pointed to a sheathed sword hanging on the wall.  After taking a sip of brandy, he asked, “Would you hand me that sword?”

Kal-El pulled the sword off the wall and looked closely at it before asking the young billionaire if it was new or not.

“Depends on your definition,” the young Luthor replied, getting up from his chair.  “It was a ceremonial weapon used by a group of sixteenth century Samurai warriors.  The Katai; ever heard of them?”

“Just get to the point Lex and don’t lecture about Japanese history.”

 “I like your attitude Kal-El, so I’ll begin.”  Lex held out his hands and the young kryptonian handed him the sword, which he unsheathed.  “Legend has it this sword was forged in the fires of Mount Fuji.  The blade can cut through anything.”  He dropped the sheath behind him and continued.  “The Katai never took it into battle.  They never had to until the day the strongest Katai turned on his own.  One by one, the Katai fell at his hand.”

Lex paused and walked past Kal-El, who watched him, very bored, until he faced the fireplace.  Holding the sword with both hands, he continued the lesson as he said, “With nothing left to lose, the last of the Katai lunged at the warrior with this sword; the blade cut him clean in two, but when the warrior's armor fell away, the Katai saw he wasn't even human.”

Lex tilted his head, cracking his neck and then, without warning, he whipped around and swings the sword at Kal-El, who stood calmly as the blade struck him and shattered into pieces.

“So nothing can break through me,” the young kryptonian said.  “Are you satisfied?”

“I am, but there is one thing about our friendship?”

“And what exactly is that?”

“Why didn’t you tell me your secret sooner?  I've always been honest with you, but it turned out you've been lying to me from the first day I laid eyes on you . . . until now.”

“I was just waiting for the right time to tell you?  Not everything has to be given up front at once.”

There was a pause as each of them waited for the other to say something.  Finally Lex did by saying, “You’re an interesting person Kal-El, but I’m not sure where our friendship lies anymore.”

“I’m still the same guy,” Kal-El lied, as the fingers that had the meteor rocks on them twitched.

“You could have come to me!  I was your friend!  I would've protected you and your secret!”  Lex Luthor darkened as he shouted the last part, “or is it because I can’t be trusted because I'm a Luthor!”

“No, that's not it!”

Lex stepped closer to Kal-El and asked, “Then what is it?”

“Exactly what I said before; I’ve just waited for the right time; kind of like building the suspense in a movie.”

Lex studied Kal-El carefully for several minutes before smiling and then with a twisted laugh said, “I like you Kal-El.  Now go make yourself comfortable in my mansion.”

“It would be my pleasure,” the young kryptonian responded getting up to leave.

“Kal-El,” said Lex, “perhaps I can help you with your flying problem.  I know, at least, that you used to be afraid of flying.”

“That was years ago.  I’m over that now.  I just want to know where’s the pool table is?”

His friend gave him directions and soon Kal-El was leaning over Lex's pool table, lining up his shot before hearing the sound of footsteps in the mansion.  As he looked over his shoulder, he saw, Lex Luthor with a glass of Champaign.  Taking no notice of him, he turned back towards the table and took a shot. Pool balls scattered as the rack broke.

“Good shot,” Lex said, taking a sip.

“Yeah whatever, I’m bored.  Let’s go to a bar.”
***

When they got there, Kal-El noticed Lana and Pete.  The former he looked up and down.

“Lex Luthor,” growled Pete with the usual dislike to the Luthor name.

“Hello Pete,” Lex said calmly.

“Hello, stranger,” said a bunch of women who were dressed like tramps.  “Want to dance?”

“Sure,” Kal-El said; “there's enough of me to go around.”

Lana shook her head in near tears as she turned to leave but Kal-El grabbed her arm.”

“Let her go,” Pete said sternly.

“Or what,” Kal-El said nastily, turning to Pete which gave Lana a chance to yank her arm out of the young adult’s grasp.  As she did, the two men who were observing what was happening move in.  One of them asked, “Is there a problem here?”

“Not anymore,” Lana said coldly as she and Pete began to leave.  Kal-El began to follow but was stopped as one of the men puts a hand on his chest and said sternly, “I'd let the lady go if I were you.”

Kal-El looked down at the hand on his chest and grinned in amusement.  He reached out, and grabbed each of the two men by the shirt.  With a quick flip of his wrist, he sent both of them flying behind him.  The men yelled in surprise as they crash-landed into a couple of tables.  Kal-El laughed as Lex looked on, quite impressed.

From behind the bar, the bartender reached down and grabbed a baseball bat.  He came out from behind the bar and started for the young adult, but when Kal-El saw him, watching with amusement as the bartender said, “You’re going down tough guy,” the young kryptonian merely shoot heat rays from his eyes, causing the bat to catch on fire.  Everyone begin to scream; that is all except for Lex who smiled in amusement as the scarred bartender dropped the bat and ran away and sent several bodyguards out against Kal-El.  One prepared to punch but Kal-El simply caught the man's fist with his own hand and then grabbed him by the throat.  Another man came up behind Kal-El and smashed a barstool across his back, which simply shattered on the young adult’s body as he turned around and threw the other man across the room.  Kal-El stood up, glaring defiantly at the other patrons of the bar and challengingly shouted, “Anybody else!”

No one moved except Lex Luthor who walked over to his friend and said, clapping, “That was very impressive.  Now let’s go.”

Kal-El grabbed his friend and zoomed faster than a speeding bullet out of the bar.

***

“And so your saying Lex knows Clark’s secret,” Jonathan Kent asked worried.

“It’s a possibility Mr. Kent,” Pete said as Lana stood there icy not saying a word.  “There was a fight.  It’s possible that he used his powers in front of Lex.”

“Does he know his weakness,” Jonathan asked, worried and Pete shook his head.  “Let’s hope it stays that way.”

“Clark may have turned, but he isn’t stupid.  He wouldn’t tell Lex that.”

“What’s next,” Martha sighed.  “Richie is too corrupted by it and it seams that Clark is headed in that direction himself.  How could it get any worse?”

And then Chad Streggo and Ryan James pulled up and the latter got off.

“Maybe I’ll see you around,” the teenager said before zooming off.

“Who was that,” Jonathan asked and Ryan told him who he was.

“I see you met people while you were away.  Now we have a problem and it’s getting worse all the time.”  Then he filled Ryan in on what had happened while he was in exile.

“My telepathy doesn’t work on kryptonians,” Ryan said, “and if Lex and Clark have joined forces it would be disastrous. Unfortunately there is nothing I can really do against kryptonians.  If King Christopher was here he could do something, but he isn’t.”

“King Christopher was a mysterious outsider,” Jonathan said, placing a hand on Ryan’s shoulder, “however, his legend remains here in Smallville, the Meteor Capital of the World.  But now it is time for you to lead.”

“I’m not a leader,” Ryan said.  “I’m the mere weak follower.”

All of a sudden Var-El pointed and shouted, “There he is!  Seize him!”

As Ryan ran for his life, Var-El took off his leather jacket and threw it at the young telepathic.  It was suppose to go over his face and blind him but it missed.  Also, Ursa flew down in front of Ryan James and knocked him over.

“Nice try,” she said, wickedly.

“Richie,” Martha said.

“The name’s Var-El.”  Then he turned to the General and said, “Give me the ring.  I held up my part of the bargain.”

“Of course,” replied the General.  “You will have it when we bring in Kal-El.  Any ideas of where he is?”

“You rats,” snarled Var-El.  “You came to me with nothing; I gave you Ryan!  But that doesn’t matter for very soon I won’t need the ring!”

Before he could do anything though, the General had knocked him unconscious as Ursa ripped the young kryptonian’s black shirt was ripped off like it was paper exposing his bare chest.  He was very muscular invincible hide.

“What a strange material this is,” Ursa said thoughtfully, looking at the jacket curiously before tossing it to the side out of boredom.

“Get the hell out of here,” shouted the General and Var-El speed off faster than a speeding bullet as Ursa ripped up his jacket.

Now nudity never bothered Var-El since on Krypton, the citizens were more relaxed about it.  If you chose to walk around nude then so be it, if not, then so what, it did not matter.

Var-El was in a terrible rage and he presented it by smashing objects such as street lights and mailboxes signs right and left.  He fired his heat rays on the road causing vehicles to be stuck in the melted cement and some to crash into others.  A woman walking along the street noticed what was going on and began calling the Sheriff’s office but she caught the attention of Var-El who shouted, “What the hell do you think you are doing!”  Then to scare her, he punched a street light creating a huge dent in it.  Frightened the woman dropped the phone and ran away screaming.  “Yeah run.  You’re part of a flawed race anyway.”

That was what his father taught him about earthlings and he Var-El shouted, “Jor-El you bastard, I will never follow you!”

But no matter how many years he had lived in Roswell, New Mexico under the name Richie Ryan, the young kryptonian would always be moody and have a more sinister personality due to being physically abused by Jor-El.

Var-El took to the air and began using his heat rays to destroy buildings, but because he was only in Level Two and not Level Three, a sense of sympathy crept over him and he thought to himself, ‘Sorry mortals, I’ve tried to resist, but the urge is too powerful.’”


Var-El decided that he wanted to steal some expensive jewelry so he walked into a store which had a large sign saying “No Shirt, No Shoes, No Service.”

“Excuse me, sir,” said the clerk, “but our sign requires you to have a shirt or we won’t serve you.”

“Then don’t serve me.”

“Excuse me.”

“You heard me.”

“Sir, would you care to step outside?”

Var-El ignored the man and walked along the rows as a woman entered.  It was the same woman he had yelled at earlier to get off the phone and she shrieked when he saw his bare chest as he turned to face her and said rudely, “Oh yeah, like you never seen  a naked man before.  Perhaps you want to see a little bit more.”  He was reaching for his belt buckle and loosening is the woman raced out.  It was then that the clerk walked over to him and ordered him out and then, with a sweep of his arm, the young kryptonian knocked the clerk unconscious.

“Now that was fun,” he said as he tightened his pants and placing the jewelry in his pocket and walked into a clothing store, grabbed a new red shirt and raced out faster than a speeding bullet.

Chapter LV:
More Corrupt

It was now June and the two rings on each of the sons of Jor’El’s fingers were corrupting them more.  As Kal-El was slowly headed towards Level Two, Var-El was headed to Level Three – the level where General Zod and Ursa were at.

***

Meanwhile in Smallville, the Kents were discussing how to bring their son back.

“Someone has to go get him,” Jonathan Kent said.

“But he’s too strong,” Martha Kent pointed out.  “And now that Lex knows about the meteor rocks are out of the question.  What if he knows the weakness?”

“You’re right, but we just can’t sit here and do nothing.  If Clark is in Level Two, he might be influenced by reason.  It’s the only idea I have.”

“But if it doesn’t work . . .”

“We can find out only by trying it.”

“Just be careful.  You know how dangerous he is when he has that ring on.”

“Don’t worry, I will.”

There was a deep sadness in his voice as Jonathan got in the truck and drove to find Kal-El.  He found him walking past Metropolis University.

“Clark, we need to talk,” he said, stopping the truck.

“No we don’t,” Kal-El replied and Jonathan got out of the truck.  “And the name’s Kal-El.  Clark Kent no longer exists.”

Jonathan tried to reason with his deserted son as he said, “Just listen to yourself; the ring has affected your mind!  You’re doing and saying things you don’t normally say and it’s getting worse all the time!”

“So everything I’ve done had been because of this ring,” asked Kal-El thoughtfully.

“That’s right.  Now just give it to me and this will be all over and we can return home.”

“Give it to you?  I just wish I’d found it sooner.  Now I can have everything I’ve ever wanted.  Hey, if you want to spend your life on that mud hole you call a farm, be my guest.  I’ve got better things to do.”

As Kal-El began walking away, Jonathan grabbed his arm and in a commanding voice shouted, “I am your father and I order you to remove the ring!”

“You’re not my father,” Kal-El said.  “You never were!”

And with that he punched Jonathan Kent into the truck and walked away.
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“As Kal-El began walking away, Jonathan grabbed his arm and in a commanding voice shouted, ‘I am your father and I order you to remove the ring!’

‘You’re not my father,” Kal-El said.  ‘You never were!’” (Page 624)

Jonathan Kent crashed into his own truck, damaging it and severely injuring himself and that is when Lex Luthor showed up.

“What happened,” he asked.

“He interfered,” Kal-El replied bitterly.  “I hope I broke his back for good!”

An hour later, Jonathan Kent was lying in the hospital.  Around him was his wife, Pete and Chloe.

“How are you feeling,” Martha asked.

“Like I’ve been hit with a tractor,” Jonathan groaned.  “How’s everyone else holding up?”

“We’re fine.”

“So Clark is entering Level Two,” Martha asked.  “Thank God he didn’t kill you.”

 “He mentioned something about hoping I broke my back.”

“That was Kal-El speaking,” Pete said, “not Clark.”

“Clark loves you,” Martha said, “but Pete’s right; it had to be Kal-El speaking.”

“He’s getting worse, Martha.  What are we going to do?”

“I don’t know Jonathan.  I just don’t know.”

Chapter LVI:


A Twisted Battle

Var-El, who was now at Level Three, realized that he was completely alone in the world.  He had lost to General Zod and Ursa.  Although Ursa had torn his leather jacket and black shirt, his necklace was still intact.  In fact, it now showed up better with his new red shirt.  Not wanting to stay where they were, the young kryptonian headed back to Smallville.  When Var-El got to his destination, it was night and the full moon rose high above.

Chloe Sullivan was taking a walk.  Being an empathetic, she could sense Var-El’s anger towards the General and Ursa for betraying him and that, she decided, was what she would talk to him about.

Var-El landed on the bridge and let out a high pitched scream of rage as he fired his heat rays at a street light causing a massive explosion which sent sparks showering down upon the town.

‘My God,’ Chloe thought, ‘he’s gone nuts.’

Nevertheless she continued to do what she had planned to do and walked on the bridge as Var-El flared up in anger before “relaxing” in order to try and trick Chloe into thinking he had turned back into Richie Ryan.  Chloe seamed to be fooled by this so she smiled and said, “The ring hasn’t corrupted you as much as I though it would.”

“No,” Var-El lied pretending to be Richie.

“Then come home with me.”

“Of course I will,” Var-El replied.  “Lead the way.”

Chloe turned and began walking and then sensed something wrong with Var-El – betrayal.  She began turning around, but he stopped her half-way with a punch that sent her flying into the 
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“Nevertheless she continued to do what she had planned to do and walked on the bridge as Var-El flared up in anger before ‘relaxing’ in order to try and trick Chloe into thinking he had turned back into Richie Ryan.  Chloe seamed to be fooled by this so she smiled and said, ‘The ring hasn’t corrupted you as much as I though it would.’” (Page 629)

ravine below.  She sailed down about twenty feet screaming before hitting the water with a splash and going under.  On the bridge, the young kryptonian said shrugging, “Never mess with a Level Three kryptonian,” and continued on his way, while down below, Chloe Sullivan resurfaced and walked back up on the bridge.

“Richie,” she said sternly and he scowled at the mere mention of the name, “you’re coming home with me, now!”

Then at super-speed she attacked him and the two began to wrestle before falling to the floor.  Var-El was the first one up and now that he realized that Chloe was not human – a meteor freak in other words – blasted her with his heat rays, which seamed to have no effect on her, but little did he know she absorbed his power.  Confused and perhaps a little intimidated, he took a few steps back, as he adjusted his jacket, while she began to regain consciousness.  He still had his necklace on and soon she too was standing erect.

Chloe took one look at Var-El and shouted a threat, “Come home to me now or suffer my wrath!  You have no idea what I’m capable of!”

“Why didn’t my heat rays have any effect on you?”

“If you come to with me now, I won’t hurt you!”

Var-El ripped off one of the railings and threw it at Chloe who caught it in on hand.  Var-El was surprised.  Before he could say or do anything, Chloe had thrown the object back to him.  He would have caught it with one hand just like her, but at that same time, Chloe used his own power against him – the heat rays.  The young kryptonian fell on the ground and the weight of the object crushed his necklace.  Within seconds, he threw the railing back to her using both hands.

Now Var-El may have been corrupted by the red meteor rock ring, but he sure was not stupid.  He figured out as Chloe Sullivan caught the railing that he had lost, so he turned on her, not with anger, but with curiosity.  Chloe had not seen this approach before and was confused as he said, “You are too powerful for me.  I know when I have lost.”

“Are you willing to come back with me, Richie Ryan,” Chloe Sullivan asked.

“I am.  You are too powerful for me.  I know when I have lost.”

“How do we drive the craving out of you?”

“There’s no way to get me back,” Var-El shouted and a tear dropped from Chloe’s face before anger consumed her and she grabbed Var-El and threatened, “If you don’t tell me how to get you back, I’ll suck your powers!  All of them!”

This frightened Var-El.  She had used his own heat rays on him and so therefore he knew how powerful she could be.

“I bet Ursa is torturing Ryan as we speak,” he said.  “Not that it’s any of my concern though.”

“Tell me about Ursa,” Chloe said and Var-El told her what he knew about her including her hatred towards the male sex.

“Then she’ll be after you if she is allowed to remain free.”

Var-El saw what Chloe was getting at, so he said, “I’ll contact my brother at once.”

“Of course, but exactly how are we going to contact him?”

“Leave that to me.”

“One last thing,” Chloe said.  “You’re beyond corrupt; you’re beyond redemption.”

“And what are you going to do about that,” he said, crossing his arms and smiling wickedly.

Chapter LVII:

Redemption

“I’ve got you where I want you,” said Chloe, seductively.

“What’s going on here,” Var-El asked, sitting up straight in Chloe’s bed.

Chloe seductively ran her hand over Var-El’s bare chest, but he knocked it away and said, “You’re trying to seduce me.”  However, before he could do anything she had struck him with the emotion of love as she kissed him on his lips.  He arched back, pulled away, furiously and leapt out the open window completely naked.

“You won’t get far,” Chloe said, reaching for her underwear and she was right.  Var-El soon crashed on the ground and was crawling on the pavement.  He only got a few feet before collapsing.

“Hey dude,” someone asked, “are you alright?  Should I call 911?”

The young kryptonian stood up and calmly said to the teenager, “I’m fine,” before walking back inside Chloe’s house.

“Great body,” Chloe said as Richie stood erect and naked in front of her.

“It’s the kryptonian way of life.  They’re less strict on nudity.”

“I can see that.  If they weren’t, you’d be covering yourself up.”

“Does it bother you, you know, seeing my body?”

“No, I actually really like it.”

“Too bad I didn’t see enough of yours,” he said suggestively and smiled.

“What are we going to do about General Zod and Ursa,” asked Chloe growing serious.

“I don’t know,” Richie replied, “but it’s time for you to get to class.  I’ll take you.”

***

At school Pete asked, “Richie, what’s happened to your necklace?”

“I lost it,” was the hollow reply.  He was standing in front of some vehicles.

While Richie Ryan was flying back to Chloe’s house, he saw his brother fly to Lex’s mansion.

‘So you’re a full kryptonian now,’ he thought, but he did not say or do anything to prevent Kal-El from reaching his destination.

When Kal-El reached Lex’s mansion, no one stopped him as he entered the building and walked inside his friend’s office.

“Kal-El I wasn’t expecting you,” Lex, who was wearing all black, said.  “What do you have to say?”

“A number of things; the first is a threat we have.  Two full kryptonians – General Zod and Ursa – are here and are wreaking havoc.”

“You don’t know anything about them Kal-El,” said a voice and the two turned to see the newcomer drop in from the ceiling.
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“At school Pete asked, “Richie, what’s happened to your necklace?”

“I lost it,” was the hollow reply.  He was standing in front of some vehicles.” (Page 637)
Let’s get down to business,” answered the newcomer who was Richie Ryan.  “Ursa hates men.  She’ll kill them.  You see, even though we don’t like each other, we have to work together.”

All of a sudden security rushed in.

“Don’t worry gentlemen,” Lex said, ushering them away.  “We’ll handle him.”

“Yes, sir,” they replied in unison and departed.

“Where are they now,” Kal-El asked.

“Unfortunately I don’t know that.”

“I think this is very simple to solve,” Lex said.  “All we have to do is figure out where they would place there target and who that target is.”

“It’s Ryan,” Richie said, “and they’ve got him captive.”

“Of course they have,” replied Lex and when Richie departed and was far enough away, Kal-El told Lex Luthor that the planet he came from was Krypton, but he knew nothing about it.”

“Nothing,” Lex asked.

“That’s right.  All I know is that I came here in a spaceship.  Hell, my biological parents probably didn’t want me.  I don’t give a damn though.”

The young Luthor smiled mysteriously and asked, “Can you get the spaceship and bring it to the mansion.”

“I think I could arrange that,” the kryptonian replied, “but first we have to take care of the present threat.”

“Of course,” Lex said, understandingly.

“It might take a while.”

“I’m a patient man.”

Chapter LVIII:
Finale
Now it was October and during a full moon out in on a street in Metropolis, the older son of Jor-El, who had gotten himself a new necklace since his old one had gotten destroyed when his dark counterpart had battle Chloe on top of the bridge, commanded, “Release Ryan, or suffer our wrath!”

“We wouldn’t give up our advantage,” Ursa snarled wickedly “tenderly” stroking the frightened adolescent.  Everyone was in the open.  General Zod stood a few feet away looking back between his lover and Kal-El.  Finally, he turned to the young kryptonian and said, “Your powers are identical to mine, but we are two – maybe even three.”  He indicated towards the younger son of Jor-El who showed no sign as to what the General said; he only adjusted his coat and had not removed his dark sunglasses.  Lex Luthor, who was wearing all black, stood about a foot behind his friend and showed no emotion as the General continued taking to the older son of Jor-El.  “We could tear you limb from limb.  However, you possess an interesting past – the Phantom Zone, - same fate as us; an eternal living death that Count Von-Da once condemned us to.”

“Count Von-Da was a vicious bastard for he placed me in the Phantom Zone with the help of Viscount Proth.”

“Correct.  The former was the ruler of Krypton and the judge of the Phantom Zone and the latter was his right-hand and executioner of the Phantom Zone, but now they are dead and are not coming back due to the Count’s own stupidity.  Now kneel before your General!  Take my hand and swear eternal loyalty to General Zod!”

“Chloe,” said young kryptonian, indicating towards the General and Ursa, “show these two bastards what you’ve got.”

‘A mortal woman,’ Ursa thought, confused as she tightened her grip on Ryan James as Chloe grabbed the General’s other hand and then slowly started to squeeze it.  The sound of bones cracking could be heard as everyone, except the older son of Jor-El, gasped in disbelief.  He stood calm as General Zod’s eyes bulge with pain as Chloe grabbed the man by his clothes and lifted him over her shoulder and began to absorb his powers.  Kal-El, General Zod and Ursa were very surprised.

“What the hell is going on,” shouted Ursa.  “If you don’t tell me, Ryan dies!”

“She’s sucking his powers,” the young kryptonian replied.

“Richie,” gasped Chloe.

“Hey, do you want Ryan to die?  I don’t think so.”

Anger consumed Ursa and she began to suffocate Ryan slowly for pleasure, but was blow away by the older son of Jor-El’s ice breath.
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“‘A mortal woman,’ Ursa thought, confused as she tightened her grip on Ryan James as Chloe grabbed the General’s other hand and then slowly started to squeeze it.  The sound of bones cracking could be heard as everyone, except the older son of Jor-El, gasped in disbelief.” (Page 643)
“Don’t even try,” he said, before a shockwave went threw his heart.  ‘No,’ he thought, ‘don’t tell me it’s fading.  Not now.  I need it more than ever.’

Ursa crashed into a wall and immediately turned her attention to Lex, but was stopped in her tracks by Kal-El himself.

“You don’t hurt my friend,” he said, making himself look as large and powerful as possible, as Ursa grabbed his sunglasses right off his face and crunched them in her hand.

“You’ve always have been a man-hatter Ursa,” the older son of Jor-El said, “ever since Aurane would not let you become the Martial Arts Leader, or Assistance Leader, whichever it was.”

“Var-El,” she said, menacingly, turning her attention to the young kryptonian, “you leave him out of this.  Anyway, Aurane’s dead now.”

“Go Lex,” whispered the younger son of Jor-El as his brother as Ursa were arguing and the General’s powers were being sucked by Chloe.  “Save yourself.”

“Why are you doing this?”

“Because I like you Lex; don’t think I’m lying about that.”

“What about Ursa?”

“Don’t worry, I can handle her myself.”

As Lex Luthor ran for his life, he caught the attention of Ursa who used her heat rays to set him on fire, but Kal-El blew out the fire with his ice breath.

“You care too much for him,” Ursa said.  “He’s a man; just a part of an inferior race.”

“And you’re a man-hatter, so why don’t you take on someone your own size.”

“Very well,” she answered, as she used her heat rays to cause a chain that was holding up a wooden crate drop down upon him and broke into pieces some of which probably had rusted nails in them.

Kal-El chassed Ursa to Crater Lake as Chloe made the General mortal.  When the two kryptonians arrived at their destination, Ursa landed on the shore.  A man wearing sunglasses since he was blind was walking by when he heard the battle.

“Beware the Oodako,” he said.  “It lives in these waters.”

“Who are you,” Kal-El asked, “and what do you want?”

“My name is Professor Quince.  I come to warn you about the Oodako.  I’m a marine biologist up at Metropolis University.”

“Ursa, you can kill him for all I care.”

“No,” he screamed, but he was torn from limb to limb by the woman.

Ursa smiled wickedly, but when she turned to confront Kal-El his back was turned.

“You should never turn your back to an enemy,” she shouted grabbing him and was about to tear him limb from limb and then they both fell into Crater Lake.  The younger son of Jor-El was trying to get free from Ursa when he heard something moving in the water.  When he used his x-ray vision to see through the murky depths, he saw that the creature was slimy and huge for it was an octopus.

‘I’m guessing that this is the Oodako,’ Kal-El thought as he broke free of Ursa weakly to get air to get out of the meteor infested water.  She swam upwards as well, for she also suffered from it.  Kal-El also guessed the Oodoko’s height was twenty-five meters and its weight was 22,000 tons.  The creature seamed to be a very adept swimmer and it was not prepared to let its targets go and grabbed hold of their legs.  It only took a few blasts from their heat rays and a loss of a few of the Oodako’s tentacles before the sea creature let them go and slithered away, bleeding as the kryptonians surfaced.

Once they got on land, however, they did not feel like fighting each other anymore.  Both had meteor rock sickness and therefore collapsed on the ground. Just as General Zod, now mortal, showed up.
“You’re mortal,” Kal-El breathed.

General Zod ignored the question and ordered Ursa to kill the younger son of Jor-El, but she refused saying that she was exhausted.  Chloe showed up soon after and sucked Ursa’s powers making her mortal.  The now mortal kryptonian woman retreated immediately as Kal-El flew faster than a speeding bullet to the sun and burned off the meteor particles on his body.  When he returned, he witnessed Ursa being attacked by a werewolf, which ripped out her throat.  Since Ursa was mortal her body did not disappear.  Then the werewolf ripping out the now mortal General’s throat and attacked Chloe who knocked the animal backwards.  The werewolf fought both Chloe Sullivan and the older son of Jor-El before the young reporter’s father clubbed it over the head, knocking the animal out.  At sunrise they saw a naked young Japanese girl instead.  


“Miki Saegusa,” asked the older son of Jor-El.  “What are you doing in Smallville?”


“I came to find you, Richie,” she replied, speaking perfect English for a Japanese girl.  “I’ve was almost killed in Sunnydale.  Someone left me with a bullet wound.”

“What happened to you,” Kal-El asked.  “Why are you a werewolf?”

“I was bitten by a werewolf in Sunnydale,” she answered, before she died, “after leaving Roswell.”
***
One week later, Gabe Sullivan quit his job at LexCorp, vowing never to work with someone like Lex Luthor again.  The young billionaire had emerged from the wooden crate with hatred towards the younger son of Jor-El.  Gabe Sullivan, like Ryan James, Pete Ross, Bruce Wayne, Jack Napier, Oswald Copplepot, Selina Kyle, Harvey Dent and Alfred Pennyworth their whereabouts are unknown.  Gabe Sullivan tried to get his daughter to accompany him, but she had decided to be with the older son of Jor-El, who is still feeling shockwaves ripple through his heart.  As for Doctor Virgil Swann, he died two weeks later, after stating in his will that he wanted all of his money to go into a foundation that would search for more intelligent life in the universe.

Epilogue:

It was now October of 2011 and Kal-El had taken over Lex Luthor’s mansion and thrown everyone out and moved the place to Metropolis – literally.  The young billionaire was now out of the wooden crate and was living off of his enormous wealth, while back in Smallville, Chloe and the older son of Jor-El, who was wearing all black except for a red shirt, were talking about how to defeat the younger son of Jor-El and were trading ideas back and forth.  So far, none of them worked.

“He’s grown smarter,” the older son of Jor-El said.

“Why can’t I rip the lead suit off him,” Chloe Sullivan asked.

“That won’t work.  Since the lead suit protects him from your powers, he then might be waiting for us with green meteor rocks.  They’ll protect him as long as he wears that suit.  What we need to do is get a black meteor rock that will tear any substance like lead from his body.”


“A black meteor rock,” Chloe asked.  “What does it do?”


The older son of Jor-El explained.


“Well then, let’s go get one.”

***


When they got to Smallville, they finally found a black meteor rock and were able to fly back to Smallville.  Along the way, they saw Kal-El flying across the sky.  The twos combined strength knocked him out of the sky and he crashed at an old construction site near the Daily Planet.


Chloe Sullivan struck Kal-El with a black meteor rock as his brother shouted, “Clark, if your still in there fight Kal-El!”


The black meteor rock split the younger son of Jor-El into two beings – one that was Kal-El and one that was Clark Kent.  The young kryptonian snarled in pain as his body split in half.  There were sparks and flames surrounding them.  Once the splitting was done, Clark Kent fell to the ground and Kal-El flew off then a speeding bullet.


“Oh this is great,” the older son of Jor-El said, much to the annoyance of Chloe.  “The powers are split!”
“You mean . . .”


“That’s right.  Their powers are split.  Oh this is interesting.  Kal-El has flight!  I don’t know what else!”


A weakened Clark Kent x-rayed Chloe and breathed, “He doesn’t have x-ray vision.”

“Good to know,” the older son of Jor-El said before Chloe could say anything.


There was a pause before anyone talked.  Finally Chloe asked, “What else do you have Clark?”
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“The black meteor rock split the younger son of Jor-El into two beings – one that was Kal-El and one that was Clark Kent.  The young kryptonian snarled in pain as his body split in half.  There were sparks and flames surrounding them.” (Page 652)


He lifted her up indicated he had the levitation beam.  She absorbed the power, but did not suck it from him.  Soon it was figured out what each of them had.  Kal-El had flight, speed, strength and heat rays, while Clark Kent had x-ray vision, the levitation beam and the ability to turn the world back in time.  This however took several hours to figure out since Clark was so weakened.


“We don’t have much time,” the older son of Jor-El said.  “You stay with Clark, while I go after my brother.”


“Right,” answered Chloe, who was still wondering what was happening to her boyfriend as took off.  “Just don’t kill him.”

***


Meanwhile, Kal-El, who had gotten another shirt by walking into a clothing store and stealing one, flew across the landscape faster than a speeding bullet as a Level Three kryptonian, searching for Lex Luthor, but along with way, he was struck by the older son of Jor-El and did a spinning crash-down onto the ground.
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“Meanwhile Kal-El flew across the landscape faster than a speeding bullet as a Level Three kryptonian, searching for Lex Luthor, but along with way, he was struck by the older son of Jor-El and did a spinning crash-down onto the ground.” (Page 655)

“What do you want,” the younger son of Jor-El asked getting up angrily.


“To give you a piece of advice,” his brother said, lighting a cigarette.  “You’re going to die with that purple meteor rock ring on.  I’m surprised it hasn’t killed you already.”

“It will never kill me,” Kal-El said angrily, preparing to strike his brother, but then collapsed on the ground 
“See what I said.  Now if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to find, Chloe.”
***


There was a wooden sign in a gathering of trees with the words “Rosenbaum Lake” painted in black.  Walking past the sign is the young kryptonian, who looked out at the massive blue lake.  The sun shown down on it brightly as the young adult smiled and walked out onto the narrow dock, stopping halfway to the end to take off his shirt.  He removed his shoes and socks and started to unbutton his pants when he heard Chloe Sullivan’s voice greeting him from behind.


The young kryptonian turned around without buckling up since on Krypton nudity was more accepted and saw Chloe walking up smiling.


“I didn’t think anybody else was out here.”

“Well, it looks like we had the same idea for cooling off.”


“It’s a scorcher.”


The young reporter’s smile insipid aces she lowered her eyes to the young kryptonian’s bare chest, hardly bothering to hide her desire and naturally, the young adult did not care.  In fact he even suggested skinny dipping.


‘You will soon be mine,’ he thought as Chloe agreed, and yanked off her shirt letting it drop on the dock like no one was around before walking past him.


With a sly smile starting to form on the young kryptonian’s face as the two removed their pants and then Chloe takes off her will bra, where it landing on the older son of Jor-El’s feet.  She noticed his smile, but thought of it nothing more than a flirtation as she jogged to the end of the dock removing her panties.  The young adult turned around just in time to see her shout out for him to join her before she dove in.


“So,” he said nastily, “you fell right into my trap, which should hold you for a while.”


Then, to the utter horror of Chloe, who realized what had happened, the older son of Jor-El froze the lake with his ice breath and walked away grabbing his clothes as he walked away heading towards the Kent farm leaving a trail of destruction as he went.
***

Upon returning to the Kent farm in some new clothes she had bought, Chloe Sullivan found Martha Kent walking up to the older son of Jor-El, who was hidden in the shadows beckoning her.  Now knowing
what kind of a person he had become, Chloe yelled to Martha to turn around and come back to her.  Upon hearing all the commotion, Jonathan rushed in from the next room and that was when the older son of Jor-El reviled to everyone that he was, in fact, Var-El.


“Did you enjoy your experience in Rosenbaum Lake,” he asked, nastily.


Martha Kent hid behind Chloe trembling and sticking close to her husband as Chloe said pleadingly, “There’s got to be some of you left in there Richie.  Fight your dark side.”

“There’s no one here but Var-El you worthless slut,” Var-El said darkly, his eyes starting to light as if he was going to fire his heat rays and Jonathan and Martha Kent ran for cover just in case.  “Your boyfriend’s dead and this relationship is now a lost Romeo-and-Juliet.”


And with a sinister laugh, Var-El zoomed out faster than a speeding bullet, leaving Chloe in tears.

***


After Richie crossed over, Chloe and the Kents started to come to terms with it.


“For Lex it was foreseeable since he did have a lot of darkness berried within him,” Jonathan said.  “Now Clark was unfortunate, but Richie crossing I wasn’t prepared for.”


“The emotion I zapped on him must have worn off,” Chloe said solemnly and then departed without another word.


“It must be awful what she’s going through,” Jonathan said.


“You can’t even begin to imagine,” Martha said, sadly.


“We must get Clark and Kal-El back again,” Jonathan said, taking order.  “And to do so we must use a green meteor rock with the possible combine strength of a black one!”

***


With one hour to go before the two personalities of the younger son of Jor-El would die, Kal-El walked into the mansion to find Lex Luthor alive and well.


“So you survived the crate,” the young kryptonian said.


“I did, but I was injured.  I see you moved the mansion to Metropolis; now what about our partnership?”


“I did, but what partnership?”


“The partnership that we have together,” the young billionaire replied.  “Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten about it.  Let me just jog your memory.  We made it some years back and planned to move to Metropolis.”


“Well here we are.”


“Yes, now do you remember?”


“Yes I remember.  I haven’t forgotten about it,” the young adult said.  “I’ve only decided that it’s pointless.”


And with that said, Kal-El grabbed Lex Luthor by the throat and began to choke him.  There was a small glimmer of light on the younger son of Jor-El projected from the small light above.

“That’s right brother, kill the mortal!”

Kal-El recognized his brother’s voice as he turned around and hissed menacingly barring his teeth, “Get out of here Var-El!  This isn’t your fight!”

“This ends now son,” said Jonathan Kent sternly walking up to both sons of Jor-El – one dressed in all black and the other dressed in all black except for a red shirt.  His wife was behind him carrying a closed lead box.


“You thought you could be sneaky by incasing it in lead,” Kal-El yelled, knocking the box and Martha out of the way and then knocking both of his foster parents unconscious.  Then the young adult 
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“‘Yes I remember.  I haven’t forgotten about it,’ the young adult said.  ‘I’ve only decided that it’s pointless.’

And with that Kal-El grabbed Lex Luthor by the throat and began to choke him.” (Page 662)

cautiously scanned the room with his x-ray vision just in case of any more green meteor rocks, while the box sailed in the direction of him.


“I wouldn’t be partners with a diseased maniac like you Kal-El,” Lex spat as he caught the box and Var-El, fearing the worst, zoomed out.  “Now let’s see what we have in here.”

Lex Luthor opened the box to revile a green rock.  Upon seeing it, he thought, ‘A meteor rock?’


Kal-El stopped attacking Lex and began to recoil, stunned as became more and more exposed to the green meteor rock, but his allergy to it had gotten worse and he quickly began to stumble and sink to the floor.  The young kryptonian was instantly immobilized, his strength waning, his knees getting wobbly.  Figuring out that the meteor rocks somehow made Kal-El weak, Lex Luthor lifted the green meteor rock which was linked on both sides by a chain.


“That rock . . . I can’t . . . my strength . . .”


Lex advanced, bursting with glee and said, “So there is something you’re afraid of Kal-El – the green meteor rocks.  Lex pulled the rock out of the box by the chain, dangling it in front of him, while Kal-El desperately tried to raise his arm to shield himself as his nerves began to crack and pleaded for the object to be taken away, but the young billionaire replied, “Not after the way you just treated me.”


He looped the chain around his opponent’s neck and Kal-El fell to his knees in pain and agony as Lex said, “You were great in your day, Kal-El, but you’ve forgotten one thing - mind overpowers muscle.  And my mind has now figured out your weakness; it’s these green meteor rocks.”


Lex looked down at the dying young kryptonian below him, the life ebbing from and then he had double jeopardy – he had to be reunited with himself in a quarter of an hour, but Lex, who knocked the young adult’s lifeless body into the pool below, did not know that.


“We’ve could have been great together you and I,” shouted Lex angrily, starring into the pool at the lifeless body of Kal-El, “even just as friends!  But you had to ruin it by turning against me!”

***


Meanwhile, Chloe had found the unconscious bodies of Jonathan and Martha Kent and departed with them from the building.  When the three reached found the dying body of Clark Kent, the Kents had regained consciousness.  Clark winced as he said, “Chloe, Mom, Dad, Kal-El’s been affected with green meteor rock.”


“I wasn’t able to find Kal-El.  I’m sorry,” Chloe said, as tears dripping from her eyes and that of the Kents.


“It doesn’t matter now, for it’s no use.  There’s only five minutes to go.  I’m dying Chloe and there’s nothing now that will stop that.  Goodbye, my trusted friend and parents.”


And then Clark Kent and Kal-El died and, due to the black meteor rock, their bodies exploded in a mixture of black, red, green and purple light.  Chloe Sullivan along with Jonathan and Martha Kent flew backwards at a tremendous rate and crashed into a wall, while Lex Luthor, upon seeing Kal-El explode in a mixture of black, red, green and purple light, also flew backwards at a tremendous rate and crashed into a wall.


When everyone managed to stand up they all seamed to be headed towards the mansion.  When they got there, there was a lot of yelling back and forth between Jonathan Kent and Lex Luthor.


“I’m sorry your son died,” Lex shouted.  “He was a good friend of mine!”


“A good friend that you killed,” Jonathan shouted back.  “I hope you’re happy now Lex Luthor, now you know everything about my son!”


“I don’t know what to say other than I’m sorry for your loss!”


“It couldn’t be helped,” Chloe shouted over the two sadly, “but ironically Clark Kent has achieved a victory!”


The two stopped arguing at once and looked at the young reporter. 


“What do you mean,” Jonathan asked.


“There is no more Kal-El.”


“But Clark is dead,” Martha said, sadly, whipping a tear from her eye.


“I’m sorry too, Mrs. Kent,” Lex Luthor replied, trying to stay calm as Chloe went to search for Var-El.  “I had to defend myself in some way and when I saw that green meteor rock I just put two and two together.”


The woman nodded sadly, but understandingly as Chloe asked were Var-El was.

“Kal-El’s brother,” said Lex.  “He was here earlier during the struggle.”


Chloe responded that she would look for him, but within a half an hour she was back with the report that Var-El had disappeared and that she only found this – his red shirt, which had ripped on one of Lex’s collections and his black leather jacket, which had been removed without damage; perhaps to remove the ripped shirt.  The billionaire sent a woman to investigate the area of the mansion with his rare collections as everyone else said in unison, “Disappeared!” 


“He fled and his whereabouts are unknown.”


“Are you going to look for him,” Lex asked.


“Later, I need some rest.”


At that time, the investigator had returned and reported that nothing had been stolen.

***

That evening, there was a cool breeze in the air.  Var-El, last survivor of Krypton, emerged topless from an ally, looking straight down onto the people below where a crowd of people were dancing, but one girl stood to the side all alone – Chloe Sullivan.  The older son of Jor-El noticed her and said, “Passion; it lies in all of us.  Sleeping . . . waiting . . . and though unwanted . . . unbidden.”  He gritted his teeth as he said the next part, “One day it will stir, open its jaws and howl.”

Then Var-El slunk back into the shadows and was soon out of sight and away from the catwalk.  Later that night he carefully snuck into Chloe’s bedroom.  The girl was sound asleep and he knew that if he made even the slightest amount of noise she would catch him with her super-hearing.  He crawled onto her bed and began to gently stroke her in a very provocative way.  When her shoulder began to shake indicating that she was moving, the older son of Jor-El vanished almost silently as he came for the movement of the young reporter’s shoulder had startled him and he wanted to get out of the house as quickly as possible.

***

The next day, she told Jonathan and Martha Kent and Lex Luthor.

“So Var-El has decided to step up his harassment on you,” Jonathan asked.

“Due to his attack earlier,” Martha said, “I’m surprised he didn’t do more damage.”

“It’s classic battle strategy to throw one's opponent off his game,” Lex answered.  “He’s just trying to provoke you - to taunt you, to, to goad you into, uh, some mishap of some sort.”

“But he knows I can suck his powers.  Why would he risk this?”

“Perhaps he’s testing your limits.  Seeing how far you’d go to give something up maybe.”

“Your father could very well be in jeopardy,” Martha Kent replied.

“I’ll talk to him tonight.”

***

At dinner, Chloe was just picking at her food.  Finally her father put his fork down, folded his hands and leaned forward on the table toward his daughter as he asked her what was wrong.

“It's nothing,” Chloe replied, looking at her plate.

“Come on.  You can tell me anything.  This is Smallville after all – the Meteor Capital of the World.  You can’t surprise me.”

Chloe Sullivan put down her fork, put her hands on the table her lap and looked over at her father.

“Do you remember that guy Richie Ryan?”

“Richie, the young man you were dating.  Yeah, I remember him.”

“Well, right now were going through a serious off-again phase right now.”

“Don't tell me,” her father said, raising his hands.  “He's changed.  He's not the same guy you fell for?”

“Yes, he’s not the same guy,” Chloe answered, smiled nervously.  “Well since he’s changed he’s been sort of threatening me.  His most recent attack was at the Kents’ farm.”

“Oh my,” Gabe Sullivan said, sitting back, astonished.  “Did he hurt anyone?”

“Luckily, no, but now since he’s changed he has started to stalk me.”

Now Gabe looked concerned as he asked his daughter if Var-El had done anything to her and she replied that he had just been hanging around a lot and that she did not want to see him right now, but if he showed up she would deal with him and to not invite him in.

***

Later that night, Gabe Sullivan was driving in his car on his way home from work.  As he turned into the driveway he saw the older son of Jor-El and pulled to a stop.  He approached the car window and said, “Mr. Sullivan, I need to talk to you.”

You're Richie Ryan.”

“Oh so you recognize me.”

“Chloe told me she wants you to leave her alone and that you did really terrible things.”

“Oh I see.  She was probably stretching the truth.”

“Even so, I want you to leave both of us alone.”

“What if I refuse, Mr. Sullivan,” asked Var-El as he started to follow the man.

“Look, Richie, I’m telling you to leave her alone and get off my property.”

“Make me.”

Gabe threw a punch but was blocked by a firm, but not painful grip from his daughter.

“Chloe,” Var-El and Gabe said in unison.

“Get inside Dad.  I’ll deal with the situation from now on.”

Forgetting the groceries, Gabe Sullivan rushed inside and locked the door as his daughter hosted up the young kryptonian and ordered sternly, “Leave us alone!  You know what I can do to you if I so desire!” 

“Alright bitch, you’ve made your point.  I will leave, but first let me remind you that you will always miss Richie Ryan and the moments you shared together!”

Then he raced away faster than a speeding bullet leaving Chloe very sad.

***

“So, this Var-El you’ve been telling me about has been in your daughter’s bedroom,” Sue Harris said, as she talked to Gabe Sullivan, “and you want me to drum up a spell to keep him out of the house?”

“No, we want you to redeem him forever,” Gabe said.

The witch, who looked like she was in her mid thirties, looked through her old book and crosses her arms again.  “Maybe this would do it.  It explains about the Orb of Redemption.”

“Can you get one?”

“Yes.  I’ll go to the store this afternoon and I’ll have it finished by nine in the evening.”

“Thank you,” said the man, paying the woman and leaving.

***

That afternoon, Sue Harris walked around the railing in front of the shop and took the steps down to the entrance and walked inside.  The shopkeeper looked up from his work and said, “Welcome, how may I serve you today?”

The woman faced him and said, “I need an Orb of Redemption.”

The shopkeeper reached across the shelf and grabbed an Orb and set it down and said, “Well, no, there you have it one Orb of Redemption.  That will be one hundred dollars.”

Sue reached into her purse and pulled out her wallet and gave him the money.

“You still need the ancient texts.”

“Yes, without them the Orb of Redemption is useless, but I do have them.”

“You’re lucky and I should tell you that there are no refunds.”

As she turned to walk out the door, the shopkeeper said, “Not that it's any of my business, really, but, I was wondering who you were planning to redeem if you can decipher the text?”

“Someone asked me to redeem a friend of theirs,” the woman replied.  “He’s named Var-El.”

“Never heard of him; does he live around here?”

“I think he lives somewhere within the general area, but I’m not positive.”

***

During a violent hurricane, Sue Harris was working at her desk working late at night on the translation program.  She took a sip of coffee from her mug and set it back down as she typed a few keystrokes, then stared at the screen.  She tapped a few more keys and then looked up at the screen.  A percent complete window appeared over the ancient text and the bar zipped across it.

“Come on, come on,” the witch said frustrated.  Finally the bar disappeared and a translation scrolled up next to the original text.  “That's it!  It's going to work!”

Quickly she saved the results and removed the CD and put it aside by some books near the edge of her desk.  In the meantime, a hardcopy has started to print out.  Sue Harris wheeled her chair over to the printer and looked it over, just as something smashed through the skylight.  Looking up she saw Var-El, dressed all in black, walking over to her as she gasped and jumped out of her seat.

“Working late are you foolish mortal,” he said nastily edging close to her and breathing down her neck.

Richie . . .”

“The name’s Var-El, damn it!”

“Var-El,” the witch asked very frightened, as she slowly moved towards the door, “I've got good news.”

“I heard,” he said seeing the Orb on her desk and picking it up.  “You went shopping at the local magic store.  I can’t say I’m much into magic.”  He laughed sinisterly.  “Oh who am I kidding, I don’t know anything about magic.”

The Orb began to glow as he looked into it.  He glanced up at Sue Harris for an instant and she edged away from him.  The witch screamed as the young kryptonian heaved the object into the wall behind her and it shattered into hundreds of pieces leaving a lot of dust.

By now Sue had backed into the wall and trembled with fear. She started to inch her way toward the door as the older son of Jor-El reached over to the PC and turned the monitor so he can see it and said, “I never cease to be amazed how much the world has changed in since I broke out the Phantom Zone.  Even trapped in that terrible prison, I could still watch history form.”

The witch had now reached the door and tried to open it, but it was locked as the young kryptonian shoved the computer off her of desk and onto the floor where it breaks and the broken monitor sparked and started to burn.  The young adolescent then tore the printout from the printer as Sue Harris said, “Wait, that's your . . .”

“Cure,” Var-El finished as he continued tearing and dropped the torn pieces on the floor.  “No, thanks, I really like who I am.  Now isn’t this my lucky day.”

Using his heat rays, Var-El started lighting the room on fire beginning with the walls.  The witch screamed and began to run for her life, but the young kryptonian stopped her faster than a speeding bullet and grabbed ho hold of her.

“No,” Sue screamed as he threw her back into the locked door and it broke open.  She looked back at him, scrambled to her feet and began to run again.

“Can’t get away from me,” Var-El roared.  “Oh this is going to be fun!”

He chased her through the halls and into the lounge area, but she was in another hall before he could catch her.

“You can run but you can’t hide,” he shouted menacingly, following her at a quick pace.  Soon he started to run as well.  The thunder crashed outside and the rain struck the building extremely hard.

The witch kept running, checking behind her every so often.  She reaches the next building and struggled with the door.  She looked back and saw the young kryptonian running towards her with a vicious grin on his face.  She yanked hard at the door several more times before it opened and she ran in, but Var-El broke down the door and rushed after her.  He was through playing games and now wanted to get the deed done.  A cleaning cart was in the hall by the stairs, and Sue grabbed it and pushed it into her attacker, but it only shattered upon him and he continued the chase.

The frightened woman rushed up the spiral steps and paused to catch her breath.  Quickly she looked around but the young kryptonian was not on the floor anymore; in fact, he’s nowhere to be seen.

Sue Harris saw a landing by a very large arched window and ran up onto it.  As she prepared to break the glass and leap out Var-El appeared behind her flying down from the rafters.  She screamed as he grabbed hold of her, but slipped due to the rain from the hurricane, which had blown the roof off.  The two looked up to see the object fly off and Sue to the opportunity to kick him now that so he would fall down the stairs away from her.

“You can’t hold this position for too much longer,” Sue yelled.  “The hurricane will claim us both.”

“I will never become Richie Ryan again,” he shouted as the witch slipped.

“But you’re crazy if you don’t leave.”

“True, but I refuse to become Richie Ryan!  Var-El is who I really am!”

And with that he grabbed her and, in a fierce struggle, the two fell down the spiral stairs.

“No one gets away from Var-El,” he shouted darkly.  “I can come from unexpected places!”

“Let go you vicious bastard,” Sue screamed.

“No bitch,” he shouted back as the wind howled.  “This is where you get off!”

The two landed at the bottom of the stairs in a crumpled heap.  Var-El was the first one up and looked over at the crumpled and bruised body of the woman.

“I’m not finished yet,” he roared grabbing her and hosted her up as a car drove by and its headlights flashed across the room, but he found that she was already dead.  Her neck had broken when the two fell down the stairs.  Shrugging, Var-El dropped Sue Harris to the floor and looked up and around, breathing heavily from the running and the excitement.

“Well that was a job well done,” he said, sinisterly, even though it’s possible didn’t exactly do it, as he looked around gloating at what he had done.  Then he departed just as silently, or maybe even more so, then he arrived.
***

Gabe Sullivan arrived at midnight due to the aftermath of the hurricane.  Upon entering, he apologized for being late, but then saw the broken computer.  The sparks from it had died down by this time and the walls were now burned.  Sensing something was wrong, Gabe approached the broken locked door that the witch had been thrown into.  Then he ran through the halls, into the lounge area and into the other hall.  There, Gabe Sullivan saw another broken door and the shattered cleaning cart that the witch had thrown at the young kryptonian in an attempt to stop him.  He saw the spiral staircase and the large arch window.  The man was about to go up there and search for her when he noticed her body lying on the floor.
“Mrs. Harris,” he asked, “are you alright.”
He touched to her but jumped back when he did not receive a pulse.  Quickly, he called the police and then his daughter.  Shortly afterwards, everyone had received the news including the Sheriff’s Department, which Gabe Sullivan had reported the crime to and he had to answer the question of why he was in the area, which he simply replied, “We were going to have a meeting.”

***

At Lex Luthor’s mansion, which the billionaire now occupied once again and was beginning repairs on it, he, Chloe Sullivan and the Kents all sat around thinking about what had happened.  They were in Metropolis.  After several minutes, Chloe said solemnly, “Sue Harris has failed and Var-El is out there somewhere leaving his destructive wrath wherever he goes.  Who knows how many more people he has killed, or will kill.  He must be stopped.”
“What are you going to do,” Jonathan asked, standing up and walking over to her.
“Kill him.”

“Are you serious,” Lex asked, surprised at what his friend had just said.  “What you are planning should not be taken lightly.”

Chloe turned around to face them and solemnly said, “Var-El may be a ruthless killer, but he’s right about one thing – Richie’s dead and nothing's ever going to bring him back.  I can't hold on to the past anymore.  I must accept what has happened and move on.”
“Yes,” Lex and Jonathan agreed in unison, “but you still have to stop him.”

“I know,” she said before a shot rang out and everyone screamed and ducked for cover.  For several minutes the room was in chaos.

“Tell me Lex Luthor,” said the voice of the killer, “have you ever danced with the Devil in the pale moonlight?”

But Lex did not say anything for he was dead and Jonathan Kent, the man he had saved by pushing out of the way, was alive saying to the young billionaire that he should have given him a chance and that he was sorry for not given him one.

***

It was midnight and the full moon shown down from high above when Chloe Sullivan finally found Var-El, but he was not in Metropolis; instead he was in Roswell in Area 51.  He was trashing the Area like he did not care he crash-landed there in 1947.

“Hello lover,” Chloe said, “or maybe I should ex-lover.  Doesn’t really matter, does it Richie Ryan?”

Var-El turned around angrily and shouted, “I hate that name!  It’s not mine!”

“It’s your real name.”

“No it isn’t,” he shouted, as he lit a cigarette.  “The Richie Ryan you knew is, or maybe I should say was, a lie!”

“This ends now Richie,” Chloe said sternly, “and I think I need to suck your powers.  That way, you can’t cause anyone anymore harm.”

Var-El needed to stall her in some way, so, before lying, he asked, “You were infected with all four types of meteor rocks at once, weren’t you?”

“I was.  What that got to do with what you are doing?”

The young kryptonian ignored the question and continued on much to the annoyance of the young reporter.

“Were they melted?  Listen Chloe, I only want to help you.  The more you tell me about what happened, the more I can help.”

“You can’t trick me, Richie Ryan.”

“Var-El,” he grumbled.  “Well anyway, were you injected or did you drink it?”

“If you must know, I was injected and strapped to a table.  My body shook insanity!  But you don’t even care!”

Chloe burst into tears as Var-El nodded slowly and truthfully said, “I know what you’ve been infected with Chloe.  It’s something I’ve only heard about.  Jor-El was thinking of studying it in his younger years.  To put it to you straight Chloe Sullivan, you were infected with anti-meteor rock.  No one, not even kryptonians knew what it would do.  The anti-meteor rock is the effect of the four types of meteor rocks – green, red, purple and black - combining which neutralizes all effects.  You don’t get sick, give into your kryptonian instincts, become stronger or split in two.  It is created through melted meteor rocks and you either drink it or get it injected with a nettle.  I guess it works on humans, though, it may have completely different results than it has with kryptonians.”
“Richie,” Chloe said softly, “let go of your hate.”

“It’s too late for me Chloe,” he said, quietly.  “This relationship you had with Richie Ryan is over.”

“You killed the witch.  Why?”

“It’s kryptonian nature, pure and simple.”

“I thought you hated your biological father.”

“That doesn’t mean I don’t give in to my kryptonian instincts, although you are right about one thing.”

“And what is that?”

As Richie Ryan - damn, I hate that name, - I always countered that, doesn’t mean I was always successful.”  Var-El removed his leather jacket and shirt and turned around to face Chloe.  “Alright, slut, now let’s face off.”

“As you wish,” she replied and pinned him against the wall.  In retaliation, the young kryptonian grabbed the young reporter by the throat and shoved her into a trash can, ripping her shirt in the process.
‘Damn,’ she thought and removed her shirt exposing her bra.  She threw the torn shirt aside and it floated smoothly away in the air.

“Nice bra,” Var-El said leering as the two sped at each other faster than a speeding bullet at full speed.
The two began to tackle each other with Var-El trying to break away so to not get his powers sucked by Chloe, but she had a firm grip on him.

“You’re not going anywhere,” she said sternly, but he broke free anyway and tore her bra off in the process.  “Now you’ve really pissed me off, you bastard!”

He held up his hands in a sign of surrender and said, “White flag here; I surrender.”

“You’ve got to be real stupid to think I’d fall for this,” Chloe said.  “Besides you’ve stolen my bra.”

“What do you want me to steal next; your panties?”

Var-El snickered as Chloe Sullivan punched him in the face.  He struck her back and asked, “Do I have to suck your powers or are you going to give me back my clothes?”

“Fine,” he replied, tearing them in half and giving them back to her, “but all I’m saying is that I know when I’ve lost.  Congratulations pet, you’ve won.”
She punched him in the face and he punched her back.

“What the hell is this,” Chloe shouted, looking at her torn bra before grabbing Var-El and shaking him roughly.  She threw him from one place and into another with great ease.  He crashed into some trash cans, knocking one over.  The garbage spilled out onto the empty street.  The young kryptonian retaliated and blocked the young reporter’s blows, but once she tripped him, she had the upper hand.

“You never specified how I should give them to you.”  He laughed sinisterly as the young reporter threatened to suck his powers.  “All this talk about threatening to suck my powers and you’re doing nothing about it.  You know you can talk big, but do you have what it takes to actually stop me?”  He smiled sinisterly before he said, “You know, the cunning warrior attacks neither body nor mind, but instead aims at the heart – the most vulnerable part of the body.  You’ve lost me Chloe Sullivan and there’s nothing you can do to bring me back.  I’ll kill whoever you send my way.”
Var-El smiled wickedly as Chloe threw him onto the open ground and he fell down some stairs.  She leapt over the stairs and landed on top of him, but he rolled over and stuck out his left leg so she tripped over him and fell to the ground.  Soon the two were wrestling, but that soon turned into the usual kicking and punching.  Since there was the risk of Var-El getting his powers sucked by Chloe since he was, in fact, touching her, he flew into the air in order to escape, shouting, “You never had the guts to suck my powers you worthless slut and you never will!”

The young reporter got up extremely angry, she turned a full 360 degrees and noticed him coming in for his attack.  She stopped him by jumping into the air and successfully kicking him in the crotch which caused him to crash-land on the sidewalk near a secret government base and walked away saying, “Give it time.”

Var-El snarled and said angrily, but triumphantly, “I did break your heart though.”

There was a pause and neither one said anything.  Finally the young reporter said solemnly, “Goodbye whoever you are,” and departed, leaving the young kryptonian crumpled on the sidewalk in pain.
“Bitch,” muttered Var-El as he watched Chloe depart and then, quite painfully, he became erect once again.  He looked himself over to make sure he was not seriously injured, which he was not.  Var-El picked up his shirt and leather jacket and put them back on.  He looked at Chloe Sullivan without emotion.  There was nothing to say as the two went their separate ways.  It was a recreation of the classic Romeo-and-Juliet scenario.  The only difference being between Shakespeare’s version and this one was that the lovers – ex-lovers in this case – did not die.
One question was who won the fight.  Although, Var-El broke Chloe Sullivan’s heart, she did kick him in the crotch which 
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“Var-El picked up his shirt and leather jacket and put them back on.  He looked at Chloe Sullivan without emotion.  There was nothing to say as the two went their separate ways.  It was a recreation of the classic Romeo-and-Juliet scenario.  The only difference being between Shakespeare’s version and this one was that the lovers – ex-lovers in this case – did not die.” (Page 697)

disabled him from fighting for a while.  Perhaps it was a stalemate.  Neither one knew, or really cared, for that matter.

***

When Chloe returned to her house in tears, her father was glad to see her and asked, “Are you alright?  Did he hurt you,” but she only raced to her room crying.  Upon entering, the young reporter closed and looked the door.  Shortly afterwards, Gabe knocked at the door asking if he could come in.

“Go away!”
“Chloe sweetheart,” he said softly, “I think it would be easier if you talked about it, but if not then remember this.  When your mother left and you walked in on me trying to make breakfast?  Well you managed to survive that one.  I have no dought in my mind that you will pull yourself out of this tragedy too.  It will take time, but you will succeed.”
Then her father departed, leaving his daughter alone in her room, crying.  She went to sleep, crying all night long and when she awoke late in the morning, Gabe had gone to run an errand.  There was a glooming peace that morning on a cloudy day so the sun could not be seen.  The young reporter wondered if she should talk to her father about what happened with Richie Ryan, or not.  Although, she knew he could never be pardoned of the horrible things he had done, she did not have the strength to punish him either.  He was right about one thing, though; she did not have the strength to suck his powers no matter how much she yelled at him and roughed him up.  And then she realized that there was never was a story of more woe, than this of Chloe Sullivan and her kryptonian.
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