
98. Threadmarks and Needling with a Purpose

chapter link

************** Playground 4



Inside my Home in Blanket Space, there was a general feeling of cheer as the adrenalin began to wind down. I’d opened a portal back to the Truck Stop to let the refugees come back through to their vehicles as well as let the local police separate the sheep from the goats I’d pulled in by accident.



There was one moment of panic when one of the men from the store came through. He was not really very threatening to anyone, but he put on this grin --looking like the one Jack Slash had sported while thinking he was in charge-- and pointed at my avatar. “Michele, kill them!”



The air in front of him boiled with energy, black and white particles forming into dots and joining together to form a striped woman… The Siberian.



Holy shit.



And yet, there was something wrong with her body language. 



She immediately looked around, then down, then covered herself in horror at being naked in front of everyone. Jumping behind the man, holding him in front of her like a shield, she was cowering behind him.



He wasn’t anything special to look at, dressed like a professor based on the worn elbow guards sewed into his tweed jacket. Thinning beard and mustache, balding with thin hair combed over the top and a little shaggy in the back. But his gleeful grin turned confused.



“Do what I said girl, kill them all --starting with her!”. 



Of course, he is pointing at me.



It was odd, everyone I pulled through had gotten at least a partial hug during the evacuation. Even the members of the Teeth I pulled in were being tractable, model prisoners. Nary a potty mouth in the bunch. But this guy was just biding his time, still wearing the bit of blanket…



Oh. 



Durrr.



I engage with the blanket on his shoulders, the one the girl shaped like the Siberian was holding to him.



Hug through it, and he goes to big, loopy smile instead of a maniacal grin. 



The girl shaped … projection? Whatever, she relaxes as he slumps to the ground. Standing tall, but making no move to go raving killer among us, she waves an arm from her chest down. The black and white particles rearrange somewhat, leaving her wearing a sundress that would not be out of place in Beetlejuice. Thin white and black stripes over most of it with a wide white collar at the top.



At least she isn’t naked.



I note that there are quite a few weapons pointed our way at the moment. 



She points at the man, then goes to her knees next to him. In the concrete her finger cuts out an initial and --oh a name-- “W. Manton” after which she places her hands on top of her head, fingers entwined.



She looks left and right for a moment, shrugs and begins boiling away into the particles and then to nothingness.



The area is very quiet until a clomping sound comes through the portal to the concrete. Armsmaster went to one knee, checking the man while taking in the view. 



“Any idea what that was all about?” I ask.



His helmet turns my way. “That was the Siberian. If this man is ..?”. He pauses as he reads the ID he fished out of the wallet of the man in front of him, “Correction since this man IS Doctor William Manton, it is very likely the face used by the projection is Michele Manton --deceased.”



He applies containment foam across the man. “Assuming your second hug works where the first was less than effective, Doctor Manton may have more than one active personality.”



Dragon’s steps echo less than his. “Or the first hug affected whatever portion of his mind controls the Siberian, leaving his baser desires to be healed the second pass.”



I wince. “You make it sound like doing laundry.”



Colin tilts his head. “A very apt analogy.”



“Not helping.” both Dragon and I say in time. 



This elicits a chuckle and that is what finally lets the local and state police gathered round to begin the process of putting weapons away. Or in a few cases, stumbling off to one side to be sick. 



Chri ---Ah Kid Win comes over with a --where the heck are we again?-- eh, a PRT squad leader we had on standby. Delegation is a thing, and only Hicks is around from the ENE offices, and he is sort of ‘off the books’ for the moment. 



“You and your ah teammates have things well in hand, miss -ah- Blanket. Will you be able to hold your prisoners until we bring in local transport?” His eyes, seen through his backlit visor, are worried. I would be too if I was just a Trooper assigned to do anything related to the Nine. Or Skidmark for that matter considering his latest escape plan.



“If you don’t mind us stealing a march on your local presence, I was planning to take a shortcut and dump them off in … New York.” I had paused there and I saw it clearly when the Simurgh spelled out the city name in little brick-a-brack in my living room in Blanket Space. Weird that I can keep an eye out in there without getting nauseated moving around out here. Practice makes perfect. 





*******************************



Underneath the Hebert home in Blanket Space, a huge eye blinks ponderously. The green pupil focuses in a way that suggests it can see through the house to those within --or perhaps the portal beyond. 



*******************************



Brockton Bay. The downtown Mall. 



Glam is bored, using her powers to mimic Blanket pretending to be Miss Militia, while Miss Militia herself has been riding along as baggage. She had been driven all over town. Now she was being escorted around the local mall, with Troopers in clear view around fending off the public from coming close. 



Her only enjoyment so far was reading the texts she got from Shadowstalker.



*Fatboy moving up your six. Bet you are off duty in ten.* The latest text blinks in her awareness as she poses a moment in front of an ice cream store. 



The Troopers, all very tall fellows gathered close. The beefcake factor would be very high if not for the one Sophia called ‘Fatboy’ huffing up to the circle, then coming inside the ring.



“Ma’am.” The out of breath troop half leaned over, addressing her --or rather Miss Militia inside her.



“Let me out of here, Glam. This op is blown.” Miss Militia isn’t angry really. 



She seems relieved. Oh right, she is the one that has issues with claustrophobia. 



“Glam, you can resume your normal looks. Head into the storefront here and take a seat with Vista. Shadowstalker will be joining us momentarily.”



Turning to the door, Glam walks away from Miss Militia --peeling away and then reforming as she went so the woman is left in mid step--- going in to see Missy already seated at a booth with a triple scoop in hand. 



“How do you rate this place as a stakeout, shortstack?” Emma grumps. 



Vista perks up at her glower and pauses in answering to lick some more of her cone. “Easy. I don’t fit into the look for the most part,” Vista’s face goes hard, “and I am not a skin deep shallow bitch.” 



Glam took an angry step forward but found Shadowstalker’s arm holding her back. “Oooh, kitty got claws.” She snickered. “Of course if shortstack here keeps eating like that, she won’t be losing all that baby fat she’s carrying.”



“Pfft. As if?” Missy snorts. “This shop uses Tinker sugar substitutes, making this guilt-free.” She waves the two to see the posters on the wall. “And you’ve been distracted just long enough to be after the troop and Miss M.”



The two girls turn to find the group of troops lined up and starting to order. At the end of the line, Miss Militia is still talking to the heavy-weight trooper.



“Simmons, I thought you were in the monitor van until we cleared the zone. Why aren’t they using the comms?”



“There’s too much chatter on the channels ma’am. Every squaddie in the ENE from New York down to Maryland and West are coordinating for the fallout. There wasn’t anyone not tasked to pass the word on after they informed me. They were afraid to broadcast in the clear for another thirty minutes so they told me to jog over and inform you.”



“Of. What?” Miss Militia is getting a little annoyed now.



He breathes deep. “The mission ma’am. Worked like a charm and then some. Hicks and his group -- I mean Blanket’s team-- they got Skidmark’s whole crew in custody or in a body bag.”



“There were casualties?!” 



“Ma’am, there were complications. Nine of them.” He grinned.



Hannah blinked. “Nine… No!” She paused to glance ahead at the chatting Troopers passing hand signals. “No one is in mourning, so what was the outcome?”



His smile widened. “It’s already hitting PHO as we speak. Blanket’s crew got them ALL.”



Miss Militia coughed. Then she cleared her throat, getting the attention of the cashier starting to ring up the group. “I got the bill here, it’s all on me. We are celebrating after all.”



Missy frowns a little as Glam and Shadowstalker saunter over to get in line. Pouty face at Missy already having paid. 



As she turns back she straightens, finding Miss Militia glaring at her. “Keep it up Glam. I figure you will need a few extra laps tomorrow to make up for the ice cream tonight. You and Stalker here that is.”



Sophia punches her lightly in the arm over that.



“And don’t worry, Vista. I’ll get a gift card here for you to take out Kid and Blanket when they get back.” She smiles, the edges showing underneath her signature scarf.



*******************************



In the Hebert home, the new one in Brockton Bay, the workers paused as the announcer talks about the hometown heroes who took on the Slaughterhouse Nine. They give praise to the Wards who ‘happened’ to be on-site, to the new hero Firesnake, the Protectorate heroine MissPlaced and wonder of wonders Hookwolf himself --with the latter being cast as a hero.



Danny exchanges looks with his wife who shrugs eloquently. 



There isn’t much to say. 



They’d already had welders down in the Boat Graveyard plundering near battleship plate from the derelicts which they were embedding into the new wall structure. The thought was that if the gangs ever came calling, the outer walls being able to stop small arms and even rifle shots would be a benefit. 



Taylor had promised to whip up some of her Endbringer based material as cloth wallpaper in all the upstairs rooms and where feasible. 



Now the crew was discussing adding another layer of brickwork to give an ablative feel to it. 



Danny looked at Kurt, who looked at Annette. 



“If she can handle the Nine, what exactly are we worried about?” Annette asked.



Kurt mumbled something. 



“What was that?” She groused right back at him.



Kurt shuffled his feet. “Lead lining and maybe a watertight section with some air tanks to last until she pulls anyone left in here into her Blanket Space?”



Danny tapped his jacket meaningfully while Annette opened a bag to pull out a white fluffy towel. “Just keep to the Hitchhiker’s code.” Tossing the towel to him. 



Kurt looked at them confused. “This is a movie reference, isn’t it?”



Danny responded because his wife was laughing quietly without stopping. “Arthur Dent… Always keep your towel with you. Honestly, she made enough up to pass out to all the guys who came.”



*******************************



Hess residence. 



Suze was in bed, having just come back from a potty break. Her Blanket cape glowed as it always did to help her get there safe. It was necessary even if she was a brute now. Who knew if the boogles could become brutes too?



She looked over to little Taylor. The baby had just a corner of her baby blanket over her face. Her other eye was unfocused, the one hidden by the blanket. A string of drool formed as little Taylor smiled and cooed. 



Suze got up and walked over to the crib. She flipped the edge of the blanket up and made a face to little Taylor. In the light of her blanket glow, their eyes looking back at her --focusing on her in the here and now-- they glowed with their own light as little Taylor smiled wider. 



“What are you giggling at?” Suze smiled.



Green eyes on a smiling face looked back at her, not telling.













A/N 35 days ... Wow. Never expected a delay like that. I blame a game, and a really good Xianxia novel, and life. Meh. This isn't the end. it COULD be, but I doubt it is. Otherwise the DragonBard would hunt me down and DO things. [image: 🙀] I may jump to another story, a whole 'nother genre, or slink back here for more 'words'. If I remember how. :whistle:
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