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“Good God, look at the damage!” The voice was
jittery, awed.

“I want you staying focused, sergeant...” The
second voice belonged to a thin, older gent. He waved his hand
toward two police officers a few feet from him. “The entrance is
secure. Wait outside, there's supposed to be someone coming...”

The detective stepped his way across the
floor of the darkened room. Only two lights overhead were working,
and they happened to be lined against the far wall. Once he got
close to the police sergeant, he reached out and placed a firm hand
on the sergeant's raised wrist. “You shouldn't have that gun drawn,
you know. It's not going to help against this guy.”

The gun arm lowered, but the sergeant
remained visibly nervous. “You said, I mean... Not to worry
about... but...”

“I said I wanted you staying focused.” The
detective glanced from side to side. “But I don't blame you about
freaking out considering what happened here...”

The debris stretched across the entire floor
of the office lobby. Chairs shattered. Tables smashed. Sections of
the wall and ceiling torn loose. It took effort to figure out just
what bit of junk was sitting underfoot.

“Just one person did all this?” The sergeant
whispered. “Just how dangerous is this guy we're supposed to
arrest?”

A voice, clear but soft, spoke from the
doorway behind them. “It's a hero who went and did this. So I
figure he's right dangerous enough.”

The person who spoke stood a full head taller
than the two officers. He stood without showing any expression, any
sign of dismay or angst. Without any sign at all, actually. The man
appeared encased from head to foot in glass armor. A smooth, smoky
blue surface that betrayed no blemish nor revealed anything beneath
it.

The sergeant wavered, taking a step back and
nearly tripping over bits of what looked to be a display case. The
detective remained more composed as he nodded at the arrival.
“Powersurge. You're saying it's one of your teammates flipping out
here at your headquarters?”

“Just about.” The glass-armored man pushed a
bit against the door, knocking pieces to one side to clear a better
opening. His head turned, with a slight rippling along the smooth
surface of that armor. “Detective... Ashler, is it?”

“We worked on the smuggling case two years
ago, yeah.” The detective took a few steps toward the armored man,
arm outstretched. The two shook hands once Ashler got close enough.
“How dangerous is this situation, hero?”

Powersurge glanced into the damaged room,
toward the far end where a large stone staircase lined the wall.
“Considering what our... problem person did this morning, I'd say
he's very dangerous.” He gave what sounded like a sigh. “I'll have
to clean up this mess.” He gave it some thought. “Give me ten
minutes. No. Make it five.”

The hero placed an armor-covered hand on
Ashler's shoulder. “Part of the cleanup involves bringing in Cindi.
You're going to need to clear out all the cops and bystanders
outside. She needs a hundred-yard perimeter to get here. You
understand.”

“Oh yeah.” Ashler turned to wave at his
sergeant, gesturing him toward the doorway. “Gives us a good excuse
to clear out and avoid any casualties if you and this crazy
teammate of yours.”
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