
Overture 1.3 

With my blood roaring in my ears, I rocketed towards Lung, letting loose every ounce of Siegfried’s 
power. I could feel his other Noble Phantasms clamoring for attention, to be used — Balmung’s 
true form, a cloak of invisibility, an eight-legged horse with an unstoppable charge — but I didn’t 
need any of them with his pure, raw strength singing through my veins.  

The heat was sweltering as I got close, like I’d stepped into a sauna, and sweat broke out in all of the 
usual places as I came within sword-range. A blast of fire washed over my cheek, a brief, stinging 
annoyance that couldn’t even be called a first degree burn, as I swung around at his arm again — but 
he lifted both arms and crossed them over his chest, and Balmung bit deep into them, splattering 
more blood that boiled away before it even touched the ground, and stopped at the bone.  

My heart jumped in my chest. I should have been frightened, terrified out of my mind that he was 
finally presenting a challenge, but all I could feel was excitement. Everything in me screamed to keep 
going, to press further and further while there was still a fight to be had, while there was still an 
enemy that could get through my impenetrable skin. 

Finally. An actual fight. 

This was great. This was amazing. Finally, a worthy opponent, someone who could put me through 
my paces. Not a weakling, like those gangers who had gone down with a single, light tap from 
Hassan. Not a pathetic glass cannon that could dish out loads of damage, but folded like a house of 
cards after taking the first hit. 

This was what I…what Siegfried had been waiting for. The blast of flames that had singed my cheek 
was probably at a temperature approaching that of something like thermite plasma, and the body of 
the monster across from me was finally durable enough not to be cut to ribbons with casual ease. 
This was actually a fight, now, not a one-sided slaughter. My victory might still have been a forgone 
conclusion, but — 

Wait. 

That was right. I’d gotten so caught up in the fight that I’d forgotten why I was fighting in the first 
place. 

“▂▂▃▃▄▄▅▅▂▂▃▃▄▄▅▅▂▂▃▃▄▄▅▅!” 

Lung let loose another titanic roar, a sound too monstrous to have come from a human throat, 
tearing apart his arms as he ripped them to the side to try and disarm me. I leapt back, though, one, 
two, three times, putting another thirty feet between us. A heavy bead of sweat curled down the side 
of my face. 

Just now, what had I been thinking? I’d been enjoying the fight, reveling in the rush of a challenging 
enemy who could put me through my paces — but that wasn’t right. I wasn’t fighting Lung for the 
sake of fighting him, I was fighting him to stop him from going after those kids. I’d only let it drag 
on for so long because I figured he’d be more affected by my sword’s unique attributes if he was 
more like a dragon. 



I could have put him down sooner, though. With where he’d been at the start of the fight, when I 
first Installed Siegfried, I could’ve knocked him out with one well-placed punch or a broadside to 
the head with the flat of my sword. Instead, I’d let him get stronger, faster, better, more able to fight 
me — because that was what I wanted? Why did I…? 

Right. Right. I’d gotten a little carried away, there. Probably the adrenaline. I’d never actually gotten 
into a fight before, not one like this, and not since getting my powers. I’d just let things go to my 
head a little too much. 

Yeah. Okay. Focus, Taylor. 

Lung was already chasing after me, so I kicked off the ground and rocketed towards him like a 
freight train. He was fast, faster than something that size should be, but I was faster still, and as I 
passed him, ducking under the swipe of his claw and the fire that trailed behind it, I slammed my 
foot into the pavement with enough force to shatter it. 

It did more damage than I wanted to, but it still brought me to a sudden stop quickly enough to 
twist around and slash at his back, again. Lung let out an angry roar, and I managed to carve away a 
large chunk of his right wing, sending glimmering silver scales scattering all over, but it was basically 
a flesh wound. 

Maybe if he’d already been flying, but… 

Take victory where you can, Taylor. Wasn’t that something I’d learned from dealing with the trio? 

Taking out his right wing wouldn’t make the fight right now any easier, but it stopped him from 
getting into the air. If he’d tried to fly away, he might’ve escaped, and that wouldn’t have been good, 
would it? I couldn’t beat him if he ran away, but if he couldn’t fly, he’d have to face me, because I 
outpaced him on foot. 

Lung was incredibly agile for something so big, but even with his speed, he couldn’t turn on a dime. 
By the time he was spinning around again, I was already dashing under his elbow and dragging the 
edge of Balmung through his side. Blood and scales poured out. 

“▂▂▃▃▄▄▅▅▂▂▃▃▄▄▅▅▂▂▃▃▄▄▅▅!” 

His ugly maw split open, and he brought his other arm down to try and smash me against the 
pavement, but I wasn’t letting him catch me another time; I was already gone, keeping close as I 
danced around to his other side. Balmung flashed as I swung it again, carving through his left flank 
and the muscles and tendons that connected at his elbow. 

He didn’t even bother to wait. His left arm flailed as he swept it around at me, flinging bits of 
molten asphalt from his claws. I caught his wrist with my free hand, holding tight, and with a vicious 
downward chop, I finished the work my previous slash had done and parted him from his left arm 
just above the elbow. 

Immediately, I leapt backwards and away, but it wasn’t quite enough to avoid the ball of fire Lung 
summoned to surround himself with in retaliation: my right sleeve caught fire, and the gauntlet had 
heated up to a dull red. I had to drop his severed arm to pat it out, but the damage had already been 



done — he’d managed to incinerate everything from about my elbow on down, leaving only the 
gauntlet and — somehow — the leather padding intact. The most surprising thing was the faint 
stinging in my forearm and the patch of slightly reddened skin where the fire must have been hottest. 

A worthy challenge. 

For some reason, I felt strangely pleased by that. 

A long moment seemed to pass as the ball of fire continued to burn, but it was probably only a few 
seconds. When it vanished, the low fwoom of the superheated air rushing upwards was almost enough 
to drown out the growl that rumbled across the distance as Lung tried to murder me with his eyes. 

That wasn’t where I was paying attention to, though. My attention turned to the stump of his left 
arm, which was still bleeding, if much more sluggishly than it had at first. It was healing, I was pretty 
sure it was still healing at an accelerated rate, but it was healing much slower than it had been even a 
few moments before. I looked towards his right side, where I’d cut him less than a minute ago, and 
found it was still dribbling blood. It hadn’t healed up, either. 

I felt a smile pull at my lips. I was right, then. Like this, he was a dragon, and so like this, he was 
more vulnerable to my sword than ever. 

I gripped Balmung’s hilt with both hands, then kicked off the ground and leapt into the sky. Lung 
tracked me with his head, massive neck coiling, and he seemed to know what I intended to do, 
because he lifted his remaining arm up to block — 

“Ha!” 

But my sword carved through his wrist like a hot knife, and Balmung continued on to bite deep into 
his torso, spilling blood and scales and all sorts of unmentionable things across the pavement. Lung 
howled something that might have been a startled exclamation, then he held his arm across the 
wound and jumped backwards. A gesture with the stump of his left arm called forth a wall of flames 
to block my way. 

I’d injured him. Badly. 

No dragon can resist this sword. 

My brow furrowed. 

Maybe too badly. I didn’t really have a good handle on the limitations of his healing or on how my 
sword impairing it might affect his survivability. I wasn’t about to try beheading him, but if I had 
tried it with a hero who wasn’t a dragonslayer, would he have survived? If he did, what would grow 
back — his head from his body or his body from his head? 

Not important. What mattered was that I’d gotten a very solid hit on him, solid enough to put him 
on the back foot and force him to create some space. 

Solid enough to force him to retreat? 



Maybe. Maybe it was enough. If he was going to go running with his tail between his legs, should I 
let him? After all, the whole point of this fight was to distract him enough to keep him from killing 
those kids he’d been talking about. Now that he was sufficiently distracted, did it matter if he left? 
Was it okay to let him go and lick his wounds? 

Fight. Slay the dragon. 

No, I decided after a moment. No, it wasn’t. I might have achieved my original goal, but wasn’t it 
better to put him down for good? If I let him go now, he’d probably just come back again later and 
go kill those kids he’d been talking about before. He’d be able to continue terrorizing the docks and 
the city, and who could say I’d be in the area, next time? 

Better to defeat him now, completely and decisively, and let him get put away like the criminal he 
was.  

I stepped forward, and with a single swing of my sword — woosh — the flames were extinguished 
and I could see Lung again. His elongated, lipless mouth pulled into a sneer, and the gleaming red 
eyes that stared out of his face glittered with hate and malice. 

He’d grown again. 

The beast gets ever stronger. 

Not nearly as dramatically as before, but another few inches, at least. The wounds I’d given him 
were no longer bleeding, but they healed with a slowness that must have been agonizing. Compared 
to where he’d been only a few minutes ago, it was a snail’s pace. Still faster and better than any 
human could ever hope for, but nowhere near as quickly as I might have thought, given the speed 
with which he’d regrown his arms before. 

What were his limits? I couldn’t remember where I’d heard it, but hadn’t he fought Leviathan 
essentially by himself? Where was that power? Where was the strength that could give even an 
Endbringer pause? 

I will defeat you at your best. 

A part of me wanted to see it, wanted to see it so badly that I was almost willing to wait, to blunt my 
attacks just to push him to those heights. But I put that impulse in check. The Endbringers routinely 
demolished cities, and when they left behind anything at all, it was often so badly damaged that the 
people might choose instead to abandon it rather than try to rebuild upon the ruins. A fight with 
something that could go toe to toe with one of those would not end well for Brockton Bay, even if I 
could come out on top. 

Lung snarled and growled, and it was still something that could never have come from a human 
mouth, but it was nothing like his previous roars. Was he feeling cornered? I didn’t know. But the 
idea that I could so terrify one of the most powerful, if not the most powerful, parahuman in the Bay 
gave me a kind of vindictive satisfaction that I’d been denied with the trio for nearly two years. 

“Are you afraid, Lung?” 



The red eyes flashed, and the growl that rumbled in his chest seemed to set the world itself aquiver. 
Paradoxically, I wanted to smile. 

“Do you feel the bite of my sword?” the words tumbled out of my mouth before I could consider 
how strange they sounded, like they were coming from someone else. “This sword, which has slain 
dragons before? Do you feel the strength of this body, which has taken their power as spoils?” 

Siegfried…was this Siegfried? Did he feel so strongly about this that I couldn’t stop his thoughts 
from slipping out? The excitement that was coiling in my stomach, was it his? 

“You will need to do much better than this to threaten me, Lung,” said my mouth. “After all…a 
dragon will always be defeated by a dragonslayer.” 

Lung’s body rippled, and the wounds I’d delivered bubbled as the injured flesh was stitched shut by 
more scales — healing even faster, now, but held closed to let him fight until the damage was 
repaired completely. He opened his mouth, threw out his chest, and — 

“▂▂▃▃▄▄▅▅▂▂▃▃▄▄▅▅▂▂▃▃▄▄▅▅!” 

The roar was followed by a gout of white-hot flame, shooting straight out of his gullet. I dodged to 
the side of it, felt the sizzling heat of its passing, and the moment my feet touched back on the 
ground, I was off again, dashing towards Lung. 

But Lung was not willing to let me get in close, anymore. He twisted out of my direct path, and his 
tail lashed out like a whip for my legs, intent on tripping me or distracting me, it didn’t matter which. 
I leapt over it as easily as playing jump-rope, but my momentum carried me another five, ten, fifteen, 
twenty feet, and as I tried to stomp down to turn around, the road beneath me stretched and 
bunched up like hot taffy.  

I felt my lip curl in distaste. I’d landed in one of the spots that had been nearly melted by Lung’s 
flames. 

The road tried to cling to me as I leapt off of it, and I landed on the more solid concrete sidewalk. 
Lung, now more than thirty feet away, eyed me cautiously. I could see the hand I’d chopped off 
starting to regrow fingers, but they were little more than nubs on a vaguely ovular blob, and his left 
forearm was halfway through reforming.  

I pursed my lips.  

For all that taunting that had slipped out against my will, I actually didn’t want to let him grow to his 
strongest form (even though it seemed that Siegfried did). As I’d thought before, I was fairly sure 
that Brockton Bay wouldn’t survive the fallout, and, well, first of all, I lived here, and secondly, so 
did my dad.  

Resolving to beat him now, however, didn’t do me much good if he wouldn’t let me get close 
enough to land a hit. Worse, Lung was actually starting to approach my strength and speed, even if 
he had yet to land anything like a decisive or even a serious blow on me. If I let him go too far, he 
could just wait me out until he was too strong for even Siegfried to defeat, or else he could run away 
before I could stop him. 



No more holding back. Avoid the head, avoid separating the head from the rest of the body, but 
even if I had to individually hack off each arm and leg, I was going to put him down. 

I rocketed towards him again, but instead of going in for a swipe and letting him interrupt me again, 
I threw Balmung with all of my strength. It flew like a buzzsaw, whooping as it cleaved through the 
air, and Lung had to dodge to the side to avoid having it bite into his flesh. By now, he had 
undoubtedly learned that it could stunt his healing and his growth. 

But I’d never been aiming to actually hit him, just distract him. He dodged Balmung, yes — right 
into my path. The heat that he gave off was sweltering and approached unbearable, but Siegfried had 
fought in uncomfortable situations like that, so I kept my focus, pulled back my fist, and blasted him 
in the gut with a full force punch.  

Lung let out what might have been a scream in a human, crumpling around my arm as ribs snapped 
and organs ruptured. Against another foe, that single blow would have been enough to declare a 
decisive victory. 

Not Lung. As he had proven several times, he was much harder to put down than that.  

So, I reared back my other fist, and as I pulled the first away, I slammed him with another punch, 
just as strong, right in the spot where I remembered carving him up, before. The sound Lung made 
now was even more agonized, but I didn’t wait for him to recover or counterattack; as his arms 
came around to protect his injured torso, I grappled with one, grabbed it with both hands, then, 
with a twist and a motion that probably looked ridiculous from the outside, I flung the twenty-foot 
Lung over my shoulder and onto the ground.  

The thud of Lung hitting the road was like an earthquake, and he had to weigh in excess of a 
thousand pounds, now, but I didn’t wait, I didn’t stop. I took one, two, three bounding steps and 
retrieved Balmung, then turned back around and made to deliver the finishing blow. 

Aim for the heart, straight and true. 

The thing about a dragon, however, is that they have far too many limbs to be in any way fair. 
Lung’s tail came around again, whipcord fast, and slammed into my chest like a speeding car. 
Without Siegfried, my entire ribcage would probably have been reduced to a maraca, but all I felt 
was something akin to a light slap. 

It would have — it did — sent me flying, but I wasn’t willing to give him that much space and time 
to regain his bearings. I gripped Balmung with both hands and thrust it into the road, digging in my 
heels; instead of soaring twenty or thirty feet, I slid about five or seven, and I had barely managed to 
stop before I was moving again. 

Lung had grown another foot as I came back upon him, and the wing I had sliced off had been 
replaced. I paid it barely any mind as I took aim at his back, intent on staking him through the heart 
from behind. 

But Lung spun around to meet me, and quick as lightning, one hand shot out to grab my sword 
hand, then another to grab my free hand, then as he lifted me up off of the ground, two more came 
up to grasp at my head. 



What? 

My mind boggled at the strangeness of it, and for a few seconds, I wasn’t sure what to make of it. 
Four arms. He had four arms, now. Two arms, two legs, a tail, and a pair of wings, sure, but four 
arms? What the hell kind of dragon had four arms, anyway?  

This kind, apparently.  

“▂▂▃▃▄▄▅▅▂▃▃▄▄▅▅▄▄▅▅!” 

He tried to say something to me, likely a proclamation of his victory, but it came out as a garbled, 
inhuman noise. The hands around mine tightened, and the hands holding to my head began to heat 
up and glow. Out of the corners of my eyes, I saw an intense light, starting at a low orange and 
steadily climbing towards yellow. I could feel my skin begin to warm. 

He was going to burn me. He was going to burn me up, just turn up the heat until my head ignited 
or exploded, whichever came first. No mercy. No live-to-fight-another-day nonsense. Just like that, 
he was going to kill me. No pomp, no circumstance, no bullshit about worthy opponents or last 
words or anything like that. Just…as casually as he had talked about killing those kids, he was going 
to kill me.  

Worthier men have tried. 

Like Hell.  

I let out a wordless scream, and with a feat of agility that would have made professional gymnasts 
green with envy, I swung my torso up, curled my knees against my stomach, and planted both of my 
feet in his chest with all of my strength. 

Snap-snap-snap, went his ribs, barely healed from my previous punches. Lung gave what might 
generously be called a startled yelp and reflexively let me go to cradle his injury again as the force 
shoved him back several feet. I’d only just landed back on the ground before he’d uncurled himself 
and turned a blazing glare my way. 

But I’d learned my lesson. 

I leapt away, putting even more space between us, so that the distance was now something like fifty 
feet. I didn’t need much, just enough to give myself some time. As long as he didn’t interrupt me, 
this would be the finishing blow — for real, this time. 

I gripped Balmung with both hands.  

The thought I’d had before, that it was time to stop holding back, even then, I’d held back. There 
was a multitude of reasons I could have given why, but at the end of the day, I just didn’t want to 
risk killing him. I didn’t like the idea of becoming a murderer. 

But I liked the idea of becoming a murder victim less. Especially on my first night out as a hero. 

“O sword…” 



Energy surged through my arms and into Balmung. An eerie orange light shone from the jewel in 
the hilt. 

“Let thee be filled.”  

I lifted the sword above my head. Two seconds — that was how long it had taken me. Lung was 
already approaching, dashing with such speed and strength that he was eating up the ground and the 
world felt as though it was shaking. Against one of the Protectorate heroes, he probably would have 
been too fast to counter.  

Not me. 

Phantasmal Greatsword 
“Bal —” 

I swung down. 

Felling of the Sky Demon 
“— mung!” 

A wave of twilight. A cresting wave of energy surged outward from the arc of my swing, traveling 
over the ground even faster than Lung. What pavement had not been broken and shattered 
throughout the rest of the fight was utterly destroyed by its passing, upheaved and rendered into 
dust.  

An Anti-Dragon weapon. The feat which had been captured by the legend of Siegfried and Balmung 
was that of slaying a great dragon with a single blow. The wave of energy moving swiftly through the 
intervening space now was the embodiment of that attack, an attack which could defeat an entire 
host of five-hundred men and laid low anything that could call itself a dragon. If even Fafnir, who 
only Siegfried had been strong enough to defeat, had been killed by it…. 

Lung met the wave head on. 

In the first place, there was nowhere for him to go, no way for him to avoid it. Even if he’d jumped, 
the wave was too high and covered too large an area. The best he could have done would have been 
to move to the outer edges, where the attack wasn’t quite as potent. 

But even Lung had to obey physics. Stopping and jumping straight up might have worked to dodge 
the brunt of it, but Lung had already been barreling forward like a freight train. He didn’t have the 
time or the space to get even partly out of the way. 

So he crashed into it head first. 

At the last possible moment, I saw him shield his head and torso with every available limb, from his 
arms to his legs to his wings.  

When the light faded and I had blinked the bright spots out of my vision, it took me a moment to 
find Lung again. Not only was there no longer a hulking beast of a dragon right in view, but most of 



the fires had either been swept out by my attack or were dwindling down to flickering embers. The 
street had, once more, been plunged into total darkness. 

It took a minute for my eyes to adjust to the stars and the light of the quarter moon, now that there 
weren’t any major sources of light to let me see by, but Siegfried seemed to have better night vision 
than a normal human, because once I did adjust, I could see the street with much more clarity than 
I’d had before the fight. Then again, maybe Siegfried’s vision was normal and the reason I’d had 
trouble in my base Breaker state was because my natural eyesight wasn’t exactly 20/20.  

Either way, it only took a moment or two of looking to find the great lump of flesh that sat further 
on down the road. I looked behind it, but even with Siegfried’s better vision, I couldn’t see the 
gangers we’d left behind at the beginning. Maybe they’d woken up and left…but I had a feeling the 
answer was actually that Lung and I had just gone so far away from them that they were too far to 
see in the moonlight. 

I frown and cautiously made my way over to the lump on the road I’d spotted — was I just 
imagining things, or was it actually shrinking? Absentmindedly, I tried to keep track of the distance 
and found that Balmung had thrown Lung back about forty or fifty feet from where he’d collided 
with that wave of energy. I probably should have been more surprised that it didn’t throw him 
further. 

The lump was Lung and it was shrinking — scales sloughing off, excess skin falling away or just plain 
disappearing into nowhere, and all of the draconic features turning back into something more like a 
human. His arms and legs were just plain missing, like they had been neatly seared away by some 
incredibly hot flame. My attack had, indeed, defeated him in one blow. The only trouble was that I 
wasn’t sure it hadn’t killed him, too.  

In the end, I was terrible at going all out. I was too afraid that I’d become a murderer, and that 
wasn’t a step I wanted to take — especially on my first night out. I’d unleashed Balmung at something 
like half strength, maybe closer to two thirds. I didn’t think Siegfried was entirely happy about that, 
but he did know how to do it. 

Even like that, I didn’t know if the ultimate Anti-Dragon weapon had killed the dragon, Lung. 

Hesitantly, I leaned down and pressed two fingers against the side of his throat, feeling for a pulse, 
and found nothing. It was only belatedly, after I had a brief, confused moment of mingled panic and 
satisfaction, that I realized I wouldn’t be able to feel it through the metal of my gauntlets and the 
leather padding on their insides.  

I needn’t have bothered, anyway. Even if I missed the rise and fall of his chest, his injuries were 
already starting to heal — much, much slower than they had at even the beginning of the fight, but 
still noticeable. He’d probably have his arms and legs back within an hour, three at the long end.  

I took a step back and considered what I should do, and for a moment, I kind of floundered. I’d 
beaten Lung. I’d knocked several members of his gang unconscious before that. I’d achieved the 
goal I’d originally had when this whole thing started, and then I’d gone and overachieved it by 
beating Lung outright, rather than just stopping him from killing those kids. The only question was, 
now what? 



Well, obviously, I needed to get the authorities out here — the Protectorate, the PRT — so that 
they could arrest this guy. Could they take the gangers, too? Even if they didn’t have jurisdiction or 
whatever, they could probably hold onto them until they could hand them over to the BBPD. Either 
way, I needed to contact the authorities. The only problem with that was that I didn’t have a phone 
— 

I heard the roar of the motorcycle almost at the last second, and as I spun around to look, I caught a 
flash of something flying past me and hitting Lung. It was too big to be a bullet, but I had to stop 
myself from glancing back to check and make sure Lung was still alive. In front of me, a technical 
marvel of mechanical engineering pulled to a halt, and from its back, a single, tall man dismounted 
with a smooth, practiced motion that looked almost like he’d been thrown from his ride. 

I almost didn’t recognize him in the dark. The light on his bike helped illuminate him, but it also 
threw off my night vision, at first, so my natural reaction was to tighten my grip on my sword and 
prepare to face whoever had come — the E88, looking to take advantage of Lung’s weakness and 
finish what I’d started? The Merchants, trying to seize a chance to muscles the ABB out by 
removing their leader? I had no idea. 

But my vision sharpened quickly, quickly enough to catch a glimpse of blue armor, highlighted with 
silver accents, a visored helmet that left his lower face open to show off his neatly trimmed beard, 
and most importantly, the hi-tech halberd he hefted and pointed in my direction — a halberd I knew, 
just from looking at it, probably had more crazy functions and sci-fi gizmos than I could even begin 
to imagine. 

Armsmaster, the premiere hero of Brockton Bay, considered one of the Protectorate’s shining stars, 
leveled a scowl my way with tension — the kind that Siegfried recognized as being prepared to fight 
— writ into every fiber of his body. 

“You gonna fight me?” 


