THE PIXAR DETECTIVE

CHAPTER 22
The Unforgivables

The young detective sat down at the table his companions had
already chosen. Good choice to sit outside, he thought. Stevin placed
his cup of tea on the table and gripped it firmly, but he chose not to
drink it. I could use some real caffeine, not this watered down leaf
juice. Stevin had never visited this coffee shop. Nor could he recall a
time he had ever visited Tri-County. He had spent his childhood
mostly in the city, as his parents actively avoided these sparsely
populated hubs for suburbia. Truthfully, Stevin liked to imagine a life
in a smaller, quieter town. Perhaps someday, he could make a true life
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of a place where no one had ever heard of his father. Or his
grandfather. This is as good a place as any to wait, he concluded,
though it was Kevin’s idea to meet them there.
“Kevin said 4:00, right?” Wallaby asked as he reclined in his
chair and twirled a scone with his fingers.
Stevin took a second to reply as he stared down his tea. “Correct.
Though, I doubt he’ll be very late.” It’s not like he has much else to do.
“Preparing the dirigible must take a lot of time,” Sumner joined
in, “especially if you’re on your own.” The little monster was seated in
his own chair, though somewhat out of view for anyone to notice him
without trying.
“Nonsense,” Sadie shot back. She was leaning against a pillar
directly behind their patio table. “Four days is plenty of time to raise a
vessel, even if it is a zeppelin.”
Her words didn’t do much to calm Stevin’s mind. We’ll know
soon enough, he nearly said. For a moment, Stevin took his eye off his
tea and glanced something catching the corner of his eye. He spotted a
waiter holding a tray of various beverages somewhat clumsily. The
waiter had been staring at them intermittently, but now he was trying
not to look at them at all. As he placed the drinks on the table, Stevin
spotted a microphone in the waiter’s ear. What could this fellow
possibly want? Stevin turned to see another man clearly wearing a
disguise. And that one over there. He brought friends.
Regardless, Stevin took a sip of Wallaby’s coffee.
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Without noticing, Wallaby blurted, “You know, I could see myself
moving here someday. Tri-County has this nice nonviolent appeal to it.
For the first time in months, I don’t feel like time-traveling murderers
are going to be waiting for me out on my doorstep. Besides, it’s such a
beautiful day, I wager hardly anyone will even notice a large ship
falling out of the sky.”
That’s not a bet I’d take, Stevin wanted to say. But something
else caught his attention. Now there’s four of them watching us.
The young detective casually took out his oracle and turned it on
without making it apparent. I can finally put Cara’s upgrades to good
use for this thing. I’ll remember to thank her when we return to
Gnome. The brief thought filled Stevin with anxiety, as he struggled to
imagine how and when they’d return to that desolate future they
escaped. After powering on, the oracle hummed slowly and displayed a
list of new functions within its glass interface. Stevin selected the one
labeled “wave” and sat back. Suddenly, the handle he gripped tightly
vibrated, and sound traveled to his ear from the device. Now I can
hear everything, he grinned. At first, the sounds were scattered and
somewhat mumbled. Stevin had to tilt the oracle to get a feel for where
the sound would funnel in from in order to make it work. Eventually,
he managed to pick up a muffled conversation from the man dressed
as a waiter. This is the first one I spotted. He’s easily the worst at this.
“They’re still here,” Stevin heard the waiter say. “Nothing yet.”
Stevin bit his lip. Yet? How could they know we’re here?
Further, Stevin didn’t even have a strong case for who was watching
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them, though he doubted it was anyone working for Shelby Forthright
and BnL.
“Give it a minute,” said a voice from the waiter’s mic. Stevin
turned up the volume of the oracle to sharpen the sound.
“Intel’s solid on these three,” the waiter’s leader continue, “and
I’ll bet you my next paycheck that strange animal they have belongs to
the poacher.”
Poacher? The word took Stevin by surprise. Is he referring to
Kevin? It also confused Stevin that the man immediately thought
Sumner was an odd animal, but he could see where the spy was
coming from.
“Copy that, Robert,” the waiter responded through the mic,
touching his ear.
“For the last time, it’s Mr. Best when we’re on missions.”
Stevin took him for a child in that instance.
“Aye, sorry, Mr. Robert. Er, I mean—”
“Over.” With that, the conversation seemed to have been
finished.
Wallaby pushed Stevin’s shoulder. “You still with us, Stevin?”
Stevin let go of the oracle and refocused his attention.
Wallaby tapped him on the shoulder, again. “You going to pick
that thing up?”
It was Stevin’s cell phone, vibrating wildly on the table. He
picked it up and answered. “Yeah.”
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Kevin’s voice came in through the phone. “I’m here, but the
cloak’s on. You said your oracle can see these things, right?”
“Yes. Just hold on.” He doesn’t need to know about our
unwelcome guests. At least not yet. Not until I can find out why
they’re after you. It didn’t surprise Stevin to learn that their new
friend was hiding something. I’ll find out why they call you a poacher,
he promised.
Stevin hung up the phone and raised the oracle to see where the
cloaked dirigible could be hiding. His first instinct was to check across
the street. There, he could see a sign for an old pizza arcade that must
have been torn down years ago. The building itself was gone, making it
the perfect place for Kevin to covertly land the ship.
Stevin stood up and gulped the rest of Wallaby’s coffee. “Our
ride’s here, everyone. Finish your lattes.”
“Um, it’s a scone,” Wallaby insisted as they walked away from the
table.
They were only halfway across the street when Sadie stopped
abruptly and sniffed the air. “I smell fear,” she reckoned.
“Yup,” Stevin said casually as he kept walking. “You don’t mind
making quick work of them, do you?”
Sadie’s face glowed and then sharpened. “Never.”
In an instant, she was an eagle shooting up into the air.
“Wow,” exclaimed Sumner as he climbed atop Stevin’s shoulder,
“she’s gotten even faster!”
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“She’s not one for sitting around,” remarked Stevin. “Sadie is
getting stronger every day. I doubt even Logan could stand up to her
now.”
Like lightning, Sadie descended upon the waiter by the cafe and
grabbed him with her talons. She lifted him into the air as if he was the
one covered in feathers. It gladdened Stevin to see that Sadie could
also see through his disguise.
Seeing this, multiple men and women donning different
disguises leapt from their positions and pursued Stevin and the others.
About time they actually do something, Stevin mocked. They must not
even realize the dirigible is already here.
Wallaby was already running ahead of them. “I don’t know why
you two are acting so chill about this! Those guys must be BnL!”
Stevin shook his head. “No, I doubt it.”
“Well, it doesn’t matter.” Wallaby turned to find the dirigible,
just as its cloak was wearing off. It was descending toward the ground
and causing the wind to pick up, nearly pushing Wallaby off his feet.
Stevin stopped to admire the large ship as it swept his trench
coat behind him. So that’s the Spirit of Adventure. Just like Mr. Azam
described it. Let’s hope Kevin’s as good a pilot as the evidence
dictates.
Ahead of him, Wallaby was already by the ship’s main hatch.
“KEVIN!’ he screamed. “KEVIN, LET US IN!” There was no response,
so Wallaby frantically continued.
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Meanwhile, the mysterious pursuers finally closed in on Stevin
and Sumner, while Sadie was still picking some of them off closer to
the patio. Only two remained to confront Stevin.
The one on the left spoke first. “Alright, kid. Make this easy for
everyone and just submit. You seem like a decent young man.”
Stevin sized the man up in two seconds. Age 34. He reeks of
irritated bowel syndrome. Wife. No kids. Is really married to his job.
Wants to be ruthless, but isn’t. Easy.
He then turned to the woman on his right. Only person in her
family to go to college. Divorced. Excellent hand-to-hand skills.
Nearsighted. Easy.
His thoughts collected, Stevin addressed Sumner. “Ready to put
Cara’s gift to good use?”
Sumner’s eyes widened. “YES! Finally! I’ve been wanting to
really try this thing out. I still haven’t learned how to fully control it!”
“Well, you’re about to learn by doing.”
The man on the left scowled. “Stop talking to your pet!”
Stevin looked at him silently for a moment. As their eyes met,
Stevin broke out laughing. Very loudly.
The man and woman raised their eyebrows as Stevin’s laughter
persisted.
Finally, Stevin stopped and just smirked. “Now.”
Sumner’s eyes were now glowing. He floated above Stevin,
revealing a necklace hiding around his neck. It was beeping furiously.
Stevin recalled Cara’s words when she explained how it worked. She
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had told him that the device could turn any human laughter or
shrieking into pure energy, and if Sumner wore it, the device would
transmit all that energy into his body. It’s a literal power up, Stevin
had thought when she said this. “Sumner will be unstoppable,”

Cara

had said. “Provided you know how to make yourself laugh.”
Sumner grabbed his feet and began to spin furiously, turning
himself into a ball of pure motion. He rotated at such a rapid speed,
his outline seemed only a blur. Like a cannon, he launched himself
directly at the man on the left, making contact in less than half a
second. And like a pinball machine, he ricocheted off the man and
toward the woman, knocking her out as well.
Meanwhile, Wallaby was still trying to enter the dirigible, but
Kevin would not open the hatch. Still, Wallaby pounded the ship’s
door.
“KEVIN!” Wallaby wouldn’t let up. “I KNOW YOU KNOW
WE’RE HERE! SO LET US IN!” Despite his protests, the hatch
remained closed. Fury enveloped Wallaby’s face.
Elsewhere, Sadie dropped the last of the disguised pursuers onto
a table by the sushi restaurant. She reverted to her normal form and
dropped to the ground as another man approached her. “You’re clearly
their leader,” Sadie said to him boldly. “And the last one left. You
deserve a fair fight for eluding my nose for so long.”
The man was very tall and had dark skin. He appeared to be in
his late 30s. “I’m not after you. I don’t even know who you are, so
there’s no point in fighting me.”
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“You were spying on us.”
“We’re after someone else,” he said coolly. “Someone you agreed
to meet here.”
“He is our ally,” Sadie shot back, her fists clenched. “If you are
after him, then you are after us.”
The man paused and cracked his knuckles. “I don’t believe we’ve
met. Robert Best. And you are?”
“Your doom.” Sadie ran toward him, jumped, and tried to kick
Robert in the face from midair, but he dodged it easily, despite how
fast she had approached.
As her feet touched the ground, Sadie let several fists fly toward
Robert’s chest, but he met every blow perfectly and even blocked her
kick with his arm. He stayed on the defensive as Sadie continued her
attack. Finally, Robert tucked himself under Sadie’s arm and swept her
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feet, forcing her to the ground. But her hands broke her fall and let her
spring back into the air. Sadie tried to turn this into a counterattack,
but Robert again dodged her easily.
Robert spoke as she continued her assault. “Your form is savage.
Brutal. And predictable.” Upon his last word, Robert broke Sadie’s
stance and crashed his palm into her gut. It pushed her several feet
away, but Sadie rolled with it and stayed up. She clutched her stomach
in pain.
“Sadie, come on!” It was Stevin. The hatch was finally open, and
they were already halfway inside. Sadie looked at Robert once again
and grunted as she transformed back into an eagle and fled.
“Good,” he muttered quietly, eyeing the tracker he’d placed on
her in-between blows.
•••
Wallaby surprised himself. He showed incredible restraint when
entering the cockpit of the dirigible, despite every part of him that
wanted to grab Kevin and throw him out the hatch himself. He’s a
pretty big guy, but Sadie will help me if Kevin retaliates. But Wallaby
merely swallowed his immediate anger as they approached the
mysterious captain of their new ship.
As they entered, the cockpit, Kevin greeted them. “Welcome to
the Spirit of Adventure,” he said unceremoniously. He didn’t even look
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at them while saying it. His eyes stayed on the course ahead. “Where
am I taking this thing, anyway?”
Unamused, Sadie left the cockpit without a word, leaving Stevin
and Wallaby alone with their new friend.
Who does this guy think he is? Wallaby thought as he clenched
his fists. He was ready to leave us there with those psychos, and now
he’s acting like nothing happened! Wallaby stepped forward to
address him, but Stevin cut him off.
“There are several Hidden Wonders Mary spoke of in her
journal,” Stevin explained calmly, almost robotically. “We’ve been to
one of them. Australia. There is another place that intrigues me, for
reasons beyond this investigation.”
This statement took Wallaby by surprise. What’s more
important than finding Mary? Has Stevin lost his mind? Is everyone
going mad?
“Well,” said Kevin as he continued to steer, “where would that
be?”
“France.”
Kevin did not respond. Not even physically. He simply continued
to steer the ship.
“Is that a problem?” Stevin condescended.
“No, it’s fine. We’ll be there in about a day.”
Without making a sound, Stevin turned and left the cockpit. On
his way out, he touched Wallaby’s shoulder and whispered, “Let him
be.”
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The command should have infuriated Wallaby, but he
unclenched his fists, instead. Kevin will get us where we need to go,
Wallaby reasoned. But the thought still pestered him. So Wallaby
followed Stevin out of the cockpit.
“Wait, Stevin. We deserve to at least know who’s after Kevin and
why. I won’t cause any trouble.”
Stevin’s mouth turned to a grin. “I trust you, Walliver.”
I’ll just ignore that, Wallaby smirked. He reentered the cockpit to
find Kevin sitting there alone, steering the ship as before.
“Who were those people?” Wallaby quickly asked, crossing his
arms to feel slightly more comfortable. He wanted to lean against the
wall, but his back touched something sharp and prodded him forward.
There was no response.
“No, no I’m not playing this game. We’re not putting our necks
on the line without knowing what we’re getting into. So you need to
tell us now.”
“It’s irrelevant,” Kevin said under his breath, though Wallaby
heard it clearly.
“Our lives aren’t! Listen, I get that you need to maintain this
whole ‘air of mystery’ thing you got going on, but can you at least let us
know what to expect from these people?”
“They’re dangerous. Period. Let’s leave it at that. Now leave me
alone.”
Frustrated, Wallaby stomped out of the cockpit and saw Sumner
rolling around the hallway.
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“Have you ever been in a ship like this, Wallaby? It’s massive
fun! We’re so high in the air!”
I was in a hot air balloon once. I threw up. “No, never. I
wouldn’t get too comfortable, though. That Kevin guy is hiding
something, and I’d rather find out before his friends back at the cafe
tell us for him.”
Sumner sprang to his feet and floated to meet Wallaby’s gaze.
“Who, the Pixar University people?”
Wallaby raised both eyebrows. “Pixar University? Like Logan
and Cara’s people?”
“Naturally, mate. Not sure why they’re after Kevin, though. He
must be a bit of an anti-hero, like in those comics you gave me!”
Wallaby scoffed. “Well, Everseer is hardly an anti-hero. He and
Gazer-Beam just had their differences and…anyway, what makes you
think those university guys are behind this? Mr. Azam and even
Stevin’s dad were part of that group.”
“That must be why Stevin knew so quickly,” Sumner answered.
“He told me when I asked him back on the ground. And he said it
pretty confidently, so I don’t think he’s wrong.”
Stevin’s really embracing this detective thing. Wallaby left the
hallway to see more of the ship, with Sumner close behind. What
made my old friend become so…aloof? He struggled to find an answer
as he caught himself staring at the clouds through the dirigible’s side
windows.
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•••
The hangar had a powerful, unmistakable stench. It could even
make a man topple over, but Sadie was no man. Stevin found her
sitting alone in the center of the empty room with her eyes closed, as if
she was wallowing in a room full of many comforts. Conversely, Stevin
could barely breathe.
“You find the most interesting places to think,” he joked.
“Mental training is most effective in harsh environments. And
this dirigible reeks of self-indulgence. Pardon the double-meaning.”
“Done.” Stevin paced the hangar to examine some of the odds
and ends still lying around, rolling as the ship tilted. “Those people
will be coming after us again. And I don’t want you to be harmed
because Wallaby and I can’t protect ourselves.”
Sadie opened one eye. “You saw my battle with their leader.”
“Yes, he was very skilled. Much more dangerous than Rudy,
Madus, and even Logan. He has no powers, but he’s just as fierce as
any super I’ve seen.”
“You’ve seen few supers.”
“As have you, Sadie. Which is what troubles me.”
She took a deep breath and stood. “If you worry about me getting
hurt, you and Wallaby are the ones who will suffer. That is why I must
protect you, no matter who happens to challenge us.”
“That’s just the thing,” Stevin answered just a foot away from
her. “The closer we get to Mary, the more we seem to collect enemies.
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And they’re only getting more dangerous. The last time I relied on you
too much, BnL robbed you of your mind. An act that has yet to be free
of consequences.”
Sadie’s face darkened. “How dare you. To question my
authenticity based on the existence of another version of myself—”
“Who is still out there,” Stevin interrupted, “professing you to be
the imposter. My point remains. If you’re to travel further with us,
then you must be ready to leave us, if the situation demands it.”
“No,” Sadie growled as she grabbed Stevin’s collar, “I do not
forfeit my debts, and I certainly do not abandon my pack! Not even
you can tell me otherwise.” She dropped him and walked away.
As she made her way across the hangar, Stevin tried to follow.
“Sadie, just—”
But she raised her hand to him and flashed into a bat. In just
seconds, she was gone, leaving Stevin alone in the hangar. The stench
still filled his nostrils.
•••
Robert Best adjusted his blazer and made sure to leave the top
button of his shirt free and untethered. Father hates it when I wear a
tie. Normally, he’d sit when addressing the council, but the situation
felt too urgent to present casually. The room was the perfect
temperature, and everything was in order. Still, something wasn’t
quite right.
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“Rey!” he called out. “Can you come in here?”
The door opened, and a woman with silver, blonde hair entered.
“Is the communicator not working, sir?”
“It is,” he said plainly. “But something about this room feels too
calm. I need to persuade these people, and if it looks like I’m
stretching my legs at some three-bit hotel, they won’t lift a finger.”
Rey smiled. “Fair point, Mr. Best. May I suggest you lose the
blazer, then? Roll up your sleeves. Practice your serious face…not that
you need to. And lose the coffee mug on the table.” She picked it up for
him.
“That’ll work. Thanks, Rey.”
“No, thank you for letting me help. Good luck, Robert.” She took
his blazer and left the room, making sure to close the door completely.
It’s Mr. Best.
Robert carefully rolled his sleeves up and shook himself awake.
Alright, no pressure. He pressed the button on his laptop and stared
blankly at the loading screen. Finally, a set of images appeared.
One of them belonged to his father. “Good to see you Robert.
Just on time, as always.” Several more faces appeared, all of them
belonging to members of the council.
Another face addressed him. “Please give us your report on the
poacher, as well as the state of your team.”
“Yes, of course Mr. Sherman. Actually, I’ve sent my team home.
We’ve experienced an unprecedented circumstance that puts them in
too much danger to proceed.”
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Everyone on his screen looked stunned. Robert’s father spoke up.
“Son, I realize that the poacher has a variety of resources at his
disposal, but we provided you with an adequate, seasoned team. What
sort of circumstance extends the limits your task force?”
I must tread carefully, Robert thought quickly. If I make the
situation sound too dire, they’ll think I’m no longer in control of it.
They’ll replace me with someone else in an instant.
Robert coughed and continued. “If I may, Mr. Best—”
His father interrupted him. “No need for formalities, Robert.”
“Sorry. If I may, father, the poacher is still within my grasp. The
unforeseen circumstance simply requires more assistance—no,
firepower—to ensure success, and my previous task force would have
been aggressively ineffective against this threat.”
Sherman winced. “And this threat is?”
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“A super. And one we’ve never seen before. She’s a shapeshifter,
capable of transforming into birds. Perhaps even other creatures. I
was able to handle her on my own, but that was only because she held
her powers back for a fair fight. If she had used her powers, I would
have stood little chance.”
Robert’s father touched his own chin. “This super is helping the
poacher, then?”
“Indeed, along with a few other unknowns with dangerous
abilities. Including a monster that was able to take out two of my men
at once. Rey is currently looking into their identities, starting with the
super. So far, we’re in the dark.”
“So,” began Sherman, “you want us to provide you with a super
or two of your own?”
“I only need one Hero,” Robert replied quickly. “Just one who
can handle the shapeshifter. Rey and I can handle the others.”
“Ah, so you’ve kept Mirage,” said someone from the bottom left
of the screen. “I didn’t realize she calls herself ‘Rey’ these days.”
“Yes, Jack. I know your father still doesn’t trust her, but she’s
been my most useful asset.”
“I wasn’t arguing. I just thought it was funny. Her appearance
hasn’t changed a bit after all these years.”
“One of her many qualities, if you recall.” Robert returned to his
father’s screen. “Do you grant my request?”
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His father shook his head. “Unfortunately, none of the Heroes
are currently available. As you know, we’re more shorthanded than
ever, as more pressing matters demand our attention.”
Robert grew anxious. “Surely, you can bring in someone. We’re
dealing with an unknown super! No one else can handle this sort of
threat.”
The council talked amongst each other. Finally, Robert’s father
spoke again. “There is one course of action within the realm of
possibility. But we must discuss it first. Give us five minutes to
deliberate, son.”
“Of course.” Robert closed the laptop and grabbed his head in
frustration. More men won’t do me any good. I need someone with
powers. I need one of the Heroes.
Rey stepped in. “Sorry to interrupt, Mr. Best. It’s been quiet, so I
figured the conversation was over.”
“Not quite yet, Rey. They’re deliberating on how they’re going to
give me the short straw on this one. It’s hopeless. Unless they bring us
a Hero, we don’t stand a chance against the super and that monster.”
“There is one thing, Mr. Best. I know I may be overstepping my
role here, but I have something you may find useful.”
Curious, Robert followed her out of the room. She presented him
with a box.
“This is an old invention from a former boss of mine, many years
ago. I came across the prototype and had it made when I found out I’d
be joining your team. To be honest, I didn’t really think you’d need it,
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so I wasn’t going to give it to you at all. That pride of yours has always
been tough to crack.”
Robert opened the box and quickly understood what was inside.
“No, I can’t.” He promptly gave the box back to her. “I’m not that
desperate. I can handle this without resorting to…Look, I appreciate
the gesture, but it’s just not something I can do.”
“I understand.” Rey said solemnly. “There’s one other thing, Mr.
Best.”
“Go on.”
“I couldn’t find anything on the super you fought, but there is
something you should know about the boy.”
“The one with the monster and the trench coat?”
“No, the blonde one. I looked him up, and it turns out he’s one of
Alec Azam’s potential recruits. Azam labeled him as ‘magic-sensitive’
and planned on making him an apprentice.”
Robert knew Azam well. Since his disappearance five months
ago, the university had chosen Robert to take control of the region.
This was shortly before the poacher was sighted again in Oakland.
“What would one of Azam’s recruits be doing with the poacher?”
Robert thought aloud.
Rey shook her head and stepped away, leaving the box behind on
the table.
He could still see it in the corner of his eye, but Robert dismissed
it and returned to the room and powered on the laptop. Familiar faces
blanketed the screen.
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“Thanks for waiting, Robert,” his father said. “We’ve come to an
agreement.”
“Yes, father? What would you have me do?”
“We’re putting you in charge of a secret team we’ve been
assembling over the last few months. Codenamed: The Unforgivables.”
The Unforgivables? “Isn’t that the super villain team Mr.
Incredible fought back in the 60s?”
“Well, these operatives are the new Unforgivables. They’re all
offspring and/or former associates of some of the most dangerous
villains we’ve come across over the last century. They’re reformed, of
course, and serving the university now. If anyone can properly utilize
them, you and Mirage can.”
Robert’s heart sank. “You’re putting me in charge of criminals?! I
need help, not more problems! I’d rather face the outlaw and his crew
by myself than risk everything on a group of sociopaths!”
“I told you, son, they’re reformed. And this is the only support we
can give you, especially since you sent your old team packing without
any authorization. Consider this a test in your leadership skills.”
“Yes,” added Sherman, “this is the sort of field test that will really
show us if you’re Advisor material.”
The others nodded in agreement, and Robert almost did as well.
Becoming an Advisor was long overdue for him. After a moment of
hesitation, Robert placed his hands on the table and looked down.
“Fine. Just tell me where to find them.”
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Minutes later, Robert walked out of the room to see Rey waiting
for him. “Did it go well, Robert?”
He silently walked over to her and examined her face for
sincerity. Finally, he turned to the box and lifted its lid. Inside were
two metallic gloves. Robert grabbed them and put each one on. He
turned them on, revealing a blue light emanating from the side of each
gauntlet. A cold air crackled from his fingertips.
A super, a monster, and a wannabe magician, Robert reflected.
“Before we pursue the outlaw and his friends, we’re making a pit stop.”
“Of course,” Rey said obediently. “I’ll get the jet ready. What is
our destination?”
“Route 66.”
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