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One moment Comet, the noble steed of The Girl of Steel, was helping her 
with some mission, and the next, he was standing on his hind legs inside a 
strange building. 
 
Scratch that, his only legs?! What kind of absolute madness had he gotten 
himself into this time? 
 
After the shock of having to stand on his two legs (which came surprisingly 
naturally to him) left him, he noticed he did have his other legs, although they 
seemed to be at a weird angle, not fit for standing. Huh, might as well see 
where this goes. 
 
A quick glance around the strange room made him even more confused. This 
was like his sidekick’s apartment, but with minor differences. The 
photographs showed Kara Zor-El with Alex, who had her arm draped around 
a tall brunette woman, both smiling brightly. Next to Kara in the picture was 
none other than Lena Luthor. Their position was just as intimate as the other 
pair’s. 
 
Due to his fascination with the odd pictures, he completely missed Kara 
entering the room. 
 
”Uhhh, William, how did you get here?” Comet quickly looked around, trying 
to identify this ’William’ intruder. When none caught his eye, he neighed to 
inform Supergirl there was no ’William’ here. 
 
At the action, his friend gave him a look equally weirded out and curious. 
 
”Are you okay?” she asked, sounding genuinely concerned. Whatever could 
she be talking about? 
 
Supergirl, why are you wearing glasses? he telepathically asked. 
 



Kara looked around, trying to identify the source of the strange voice. After 
she couldn’t find another source, she turned to William. ”Who are you and 
what have you done with William?” 
 
Comet, your trusty steed? Come to save you whatever trouble you have now 
gotten us into? he communicated in his mind. 
 
”Oh Rao, the merging of the earths must have also merged the people.” Kara 
thought aloud. 
 
But wait, did that mean William’s counterpart on another earth was a horse? 
A super-horse? 
 
She quickly picked up her phone, and dialed a familiar number. 
 
”J’onn, we have an emergency. A Paragon type of emergency.” 


