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Minions & Peons
It was raining outside; sheets of driving, icy rain. Dr. Cornelius Reginald Day sighed a happy sigh as he woke up. He loved it when it rained. When it was sunny it meant other people were happy. And he hated it when other people were happy.
A soft tap at the door.
“Enter!” he boomed.
A mousy looking man skittered in holding a freshly pressed pile of clothing. “Your uniform is read, Dr. Doomsday. Also, the technicians have reported that they are ahead of schedule.”
“Excellent!” This day was looking better and better. If smiling was his thing he would have done so then. But he gave up such foolishness years ago. “You may go,” he waved at the minion dismissively.
Most of the pathetic beings that did his hard labor knew him only as “Dr. Doomsday.” The nickname had originally been given to him by his best friend in college.
“Ex best friend,” he mentally chided himself.
They had both been brilliant scientists on track to have brilliant careers. Matthew Summers had called him “doomsday” because he would frequently break beakers or equipment by accident while they worked together on their labs.
Matthew Summers… it had been so long since he even thought about that name. Now he only referred to his former friend by his superhero name, Sergeant Supernova.
He ground his teeth together when he thought about that name. He didn’t know which annoyed him more: the honorary military rank or the fact that Sergeant Supernova looked really good in spandex.
“The later,” he murmured as he pulled his own spandex gloves on with a snap. “Definitely the later.”
Not that he, Dr. Doomsday, didn’t cut a dashing figure in spandex. Daily workout routines had ensured that a six-pack and some biceps could be seen beneath his threatening red and black ensemble.
He just considered it really unfair that as a result of that fateful lab accident, Matthew Summers had received superhuman strength and looks and the ability to create and control supernovas of any size. Whereas he had only evolved a superhuman brain.
Ah well, it wouldn’t be long now before Sergeant Supernova was nothing more than a bad memory. Then he, Dr. Doomsday, would be the most powerful man on earth.
****
“Sir, the software has been uploaded to the device. It will take about an hour for everything to calibrate.”
Dr. Doomsday remained staring out at the rain with his hands clasped behind his back. “Good. Proceed, #37.”
Dr. Doomsday didn’t need to look at #37 to know that his order was being followed. His workers feared his wrath and that was the way he liked it.
The numbering system he had come up with a few years ago for his workers really was a headache reducer. When he had first started up his supervillain business he had actually made an effort to remember everyone’s name. But given that the average life expectancy of his peons was a few months at most, he eventually just threw in the towel. Now they all wore black shirts with large red numbers clearly printed on them.
He continued to stare out at the rain from his favorite viewpoint while he listened to the gentle patter of feet as the minions scrambled to do his various biddings.
Forty more minutes before the Doomsday Device was complete.
A sudden explosion rocked the entire hideout and an extremely handsome man athletically leapt through the newly created door.
“Ah, Sergeant Supernova. I’ve been expecting you.”
“Your reign of terror has come to an end, Doomsday.”
“That’s Dr. Doomsday, if you please. Unlike you, I actually finished my degree after our little…accident.”
Sergeant Supernova laughed roguishly. “You’re going to need more than a higher education for where you’re headed. Justice will pre—“
“Yes, yes, ‘justice will prevail.’ I would tell you to get some new lines, but they won’t be needed once you’re dead.” He signaled to the two nearby guards. “Get him.”
Sergeant Supernova balled his fists up, ready for action. “Only two goons, Doomsday? You should pay them more and they might stick around.”
“If I were dumb like you, I might agree. However, being a genius, I have armed all of my minions with superpower suppressing stun guns.”
Sergeant Supernova laughed again and laughed himself at the nearest minion. The jump was cut short as the guard standing slightly further away fired his weapon, hitting Sergeant Supernova square in the chest. The dashing defender of justice dropped limply to the ground.
“Excellent shot, #74.”
“Thank you, sir.”
****
Only a few more minutes and the software would be uploaded. Dr. Doomsday rubbed his hands together in eager anticipation as he viewed the display panel.
A muffled oath from the far corner of the room interrupted his concentration.
Dr. Doomsday walked casually over to his prisoner. “Ah good, you’re awake, Supernova.”
Sergeant Supernova struggled a bit at his restraints. “What have you done to me?!”
“I’ve tied you to that table using bonds made of a special metal alloy I put together myself. It’s quite strong, I assure you. Even you will have a hard time breaking them. Oh, and don’t even think about going supernova. I have an energy field surrounding you that will fire lasers straight into your brain if breached.”
“You’ve thought of everything, haven’t you?” Supernova mocked.
“Oh just wait, the best is yet to come. And you, my dear former friend, will have the best seat in the house!”
“The software is uploaded, sir,” a peon called out from his computer station. “The device is ready to be fired at any time.”
“Excellent! You see, Supernova? The fireworks are just about to begin.”
“What evil scheme has your foul brain come up with now, Doomsday?”
“Oh it’s simple enough. In approximately five minutes I am going to destroy the world economy as we know it.”
“How do you plan on doing that?”
Dr. Doomsday knew Supernova was just stalling for time. But he remained unconcerned. There was no possible way he could break from his bonds. Wanting to savor his moment of triumph, he figured it couldn’t hurt to let Sergeant Supernova in on his brilliant plan.
“This device you see here will infiltrate every bank on the entire planet and erase all of their records. Panic will ensue. I will then make a general announcement to the world that I already have plans laid out for a new world economy. I will guarantee every person that every cent they had before will be accounted for with my new currency.”
“You’re crazy! Why would the entire world just suddenly accept your new currency?”
“It would be in their best…interest…to do so. Besides, power talks, Supernova. While you’ve been out combing your coiffure I have been carefully planning this takeover. The gold standard is an old way of thinking. In this modern age, money is only worth something if it’s backed by power. I have power. Those that are smart will take advantage of my offer. If nothing else…” he chuckled smugly, “it would be a sound business investment.”
“You’ll never get away with this! The world powers will see you for the criminal that you are! You’ll be wiped off the face of the planet before you even have a chance to count your profits!”
“Enough! I tire of your pathetic lectures. This day is mine and you, my dear old friend, are no longer needed.” He turned to the guard standing next to him, “drop him in the shark tank.”
“No!” Sergeant Supernova cried out defiantly. “You are mistaken! This day victory will be mine!”
With that, the daring hero began to glow and charge up for a supernova explosion.
A few alarms went off indicating that the energy field surrounding Sergeant Supernova was about to be breached.
The lasers pointed at the hero fired simultaneously; making quick work Sergeant Supernova.
****
“Sir, we dumped the body out back. The rain will cover up all the evidence.”
“Good work, #28. Get back to your station and prepare for the activation of the Doomsday Device.”
It was an unceremonious, yet, somehow fitting end to Sergeant Supernova. That idiot and never listened to anyone but himself. And now the blockhead was dead from his own overconfidence.
“Activate the Doomsday Device!” he commanded.
“Device is now active, sir,” a peon replied.
He reached out and pressed the large red button in front of him to fire the disruptive ray at every bank in the entire world.
“The device is working perfectly, sir. Bank records are being erased as we speak.”
Another peon spoke up from a different control panel, “The news is already being reported on the Internet. Social media sites indicate trends of panic.”
Dr. Doomsday rubbed his hands together in a satisfied manner. “Good… good… everything is going exactly as I planned. Turn on the broadcasting equipment. Make sure it shows up on every television channel.”
“You’re on the air, sir.”
Turning his face into the camera at an angle he knew to be especially menacing, he said:
“By this time, all of the bank records on the entire planet have been erased by me, Dr. Doomsday. You will now all be panicking and wondering what to do.
And so I appeal to the leaders of the world. I have in place at this very moment all the groundwork laid out for a new world economy. This new economy will be backed by a currency I have created and have sole control over.
Every country has exactly one hour to pledge their allegiance to me. If any country should refuse, I will be taking far more…drastic…measures.
Don’t be fools. Save your people suffering. Join me and we shall take the human race to new heights.”
He signaled for his minions to cut the broadcast signal.
“Excellent speech, sir.”
“Thank you, #48. And now we wait. Continue to monitor the news and Internet. I expect we’ll be contacted very soon with responses.”
****
It was sunny outside. Warm, beautiful sun that made birds sing with joy. Dr. Cornelius Reginald Day rolled over with a groan and covered his face with his pillow. He hated the sun. And he really hated birds. Stupid beasts that had no qualms about waking a person up at too-early hours.
A soft tap at the door.
“What?!” he growled from beneath his covers.
A mousy looking man skittered in holding a freshly pressed pile of clothing. “There were some problems with your uniform, Dr. Doomsday...”
“What problems?”
“Something happened in the wash. The red…the red is a little faded.” He nervously handed the uniform over.
“You turned my uniform pink?!” he roared.
The man wrung his hands nervously. “There’s one more thing…”
“What?” he snapped.
“The technicians have reported that they are a tiny bit behind schedule. But they said the Doomsday Device should be up and running by tomorrow at the latest.”
*****
Cure
The exotic dancer in front of Sean McDermott could have been wearing a frumpy blouse and dancing the hokey-pokey and he wouldn’t have noticed.
His friends or, at least, the people he invited with him to his VIP area talked and laughed; completely oblivious to the fact that their host was not enjoying himself. Sean couldn’t entirely blame them. They were all totally drunk on the expensive booze they purchased with his tab.
Everything about the club was exclusive and luxurious. Only the very rich or the very famous could even hope to gain access. Normally, this was one of Sean’s favorite places to pass the night away.
Two beautiful women slid next to him on either side of the couch he had planted himself on. They whispered things into his ear that would have made an untested school boy faint.
But Sean heard none of it. He had hoped he would be able to forget about his appointment tomorrow by partying his brains out tonight. Obviously, it was not working.
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