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    I knew they were coming for me, I could hear the chatter in their ear pieces as they got closer but I had a couple of surprises for them. I admit I was caught off guard, if I were as paranoid as I should have been I could have left before they were even close. I still didn’t know how they figured out I existed or who was coming to get me. The only thing I knew is that I was the target, what other reason would someone have to be out in the middle of nowhere. I was holed up in a place I had built at Armijo Lake near highway 550 in New Mexico, about 60 miles north of Albuquerque. Since the lake rarely had any water there were hardly any visitors, but now I had incoming. I scanned all the digital and radio traffic I could to find out who was coming when my heart, or what was left of it skipped a beat. The Hero League was coming and it looked like they had a few heavy hitters with them to take me down. 
 
    My name is Johnny, son of deceased super villain the Iron Claw. My father was what was known as a Super Human or Supe for short. His power was unique; he could animate and power almost anything almost indefinitely. Throw in the fact he was an inventor and you get a classic mad scientist who tried to take over the world behind his machines until they were blown to bits. Before he died of a heart attack while locked in combat with Coyote of the Hero League, he had a son by another Supe which was a minor scandal at the time. The woman was named Maxine Flowers, a.k.a. Darling Lass who was a minor superhero who was somewhat known despite never being a part of the league. My father had taken the baby and injected it with tiny nanites to make it, well me, smarter. It worked I think, I am just not sure if the results are something my father intended. 
 
    I am a living computer now; I am probably more machine than boy at this point. Not a powerhouse like most people think about, confusing me with various cyborgs but more on the thinking level. I am uploaded almost everywhere, I can comb through thousands of Facebook, Twitter and Snapchat uploads every second. Anything that can be hacked into I have hacked into including the cell phones of various leaders, smart TV’s, even your car. I have knowledge but I am not sure if it is the same as being smart. I combine bits and pieces of knowledge from around the world but coming up with new lines of thought is something I rarely do. I can guess why the Hero League or HL is coming for me, I have been a very bad boy. I regularly rob ATM’s, they are my number one source of cash and breaking into them is as easy as blinking. I out internet trolls, people who have nothing to do but rile others up. My biggest contribution was the outing of a congresswoman as the person who was secretly smearing her rival. I thought I had covered all of my bases, there was a 99% chance that if I never came out as one individual that no one would come looking for me. Cameras refused to work when I am around and I had taken to being low key whenever I was in public but the HL was on me now. What was worse was that even if they didn’t know who I was, they knew what I was, a Supe or they would have never came. 
 
    My official power is that I can smell really well, by my calculations using data already freely available I am about four times that of a prized blood hound. With the nanites I am almost like your average mad genius, I can tell from their radio chatter that they do not know exactly what my powers are but if I am caught I can guess where I am going. About 80 years ago something was unearthed in Oakland, California near 98th avenue and International Boulevard by a construction crew trying to break ground for a new gas station. That rock instantly gave the workers a lethal dose of radiation, most would die in a week or two but it also made them contagious. Anyone who came into contact with them during this time found out they contracted superpowers and in some cases their future kids did as well. The artifact that was unearthed was stolen by Julius and Ethel Rosenberg in 1950 and given to the Russians. The public believes it was just nuclear stuff but the truth always comes out. The artifact had lost everything that made it special, that much I know. I have never seen it, there was no internet then and every picture of it is in a box somewhere instead of online. Since Supes were discovered it soon became law that every Supe must register. From there those with beneficial powers were chosen to take part in training with the government and join the HL. Those not good enough but still wanting to make a difference tried to start up their own local teams but they were normally over seen by a local police department or something. The rest were given back their lives and had to register like sex offenders if they moved anywhere new. Many Supes decided the HL was not for them and went the opposite way and started knocking over banks and other crimes. After all, if you can lift a car and toss it a couple of feet, you want to go into business by yourself. 
 
    They were seconds away from my door but I had not spent this time waiting around, I had instructed my Apple Car to drive off. Right now judging from the satellite I was using, two black Hummers and a flying figure was now chasing it down. I was stupid not to have an exit plan, I wanted to make sure there was nothing that could be traced back to me as stolen. I had only twenty dollars on me, I gave away any excess money I had since I could always get more. I calculated people routinely found guilty always had done something stupid like get caught with evidence. My Xbox One I had just wiped completely as well as my phone and even the Apple Car I had stolen. Currently it has a record saying Apple sent it to me, something Apple’s own records backed up now. That and I had just made email traffic between four of the developers talking about using New Mexico as a testing area since Google would never think of looking here to get ideas about their own competing product. 
 
    “This is Divine of the Hero League,” I heard a loud voice say and gulped. “Come out or I cannot guarantee your safety if we have to go in.”  
 
    Divine was the first Supe, he was on that construction crew and only one of two who did not die from the initial exposure. The United States is believed to be the only nation with Supes and Divine is generally thought of as the strongest Supe in existence. The United States is home to 4.4 percent of the world population, roughly 316 million people per the census which I regularly hack into. Of that 316 million, 50 thousand people are Supes, 0.015 percent of the population. Of that 50,000, Supes with multiple powers have only appeared 7 times according to every record I can get my hands on and two of them are Divine’s children. Three went into villainy and were either killed or died of old age and the last is unknown. I guess I could technically count myself among them, my dad’s experiments had made me something different but that was not the point. The point was that Divine could fly, he was bullet proof, had super strength and his last power was that he had a very superior form of vision. Right now he could most likely see me through my door, if he was using thermal vision then he knew I was inside and where but most likely he was using his x-ray vision and could see me along with everything else in here to make sure I wasn’t holding anything. 
 
    “Can I help you?” I said as I stepped outside trying my best to look frightened. HL didn’t know it but their vehicle cameras were now broadcasting this whole thing live on Youtube as well as Facebook, not only that I had 20 accounts in both mediums currently arguing about how unfair the government was being to a kid. Upon further check anyone digging deep will find out these accounts had been active for five or more years, I used pictures found on other social media sites from Russia, Korea and South Africa for the profile pictures. I love technology, the internet was my best friend but currently I was acting like a scared 16 year old boy because I was a scared 16 year old boy. By my calculations I had a 99.999% chance of surviving this encounter since I was not stupid enough to fight the HL and I had rendered any computerized weapon inert, like the Raven drone the National Guard was currently flying overhead. Well was flying as I was busy crashing it into the Apple Car. 
 
    “Who is in the building with you?” a woman I recognized as Mech Marvel asked. I hated her suit, I had tried hacking into it several times but her suit did not use technology at all. She had very range limited telekinesis and only on inorganic objects. She had a very heavy metal suit made and she could control it with her mind. There were other power suits out there, my father’s works were taken after he died and the government had built a couple but used different energy sources for power. I may have shared my father’s blueprints on line so a couple of billionaires who wanted to play super hero like Daniel Dollars could build their own but I could control any of them. They all used computers while Marvel’s did not. 
 
    “It’s just him,” Divine said.  
 
    “What do you want?” I said shaking as I let my bladder go. It was nasty peeing on myself but social media was eating it up, whoever ran the sites were now trying their best to shut off the feed, I was blocking everything they threw.  
 
    “You are to come with us kid,” Marvel said softening her tone as she looked down at my pants. 
 
    “I don’t want to go with you,” I pleaded. “What are you going to do with me?” 
 
    “The kid is scared to death Divine,” Marvel said turning towards Divine. 
 
    “Negative Mech Marvel, this is all just an act,” Divine replied. “His pulse, heart rate and temperature are all normal instead of elevated. This is the guy we are after.” 
 
    “After for what?” I asked. “You still haven’t told me why you are here." 
 
    “For theft and we think you may be an unregistered super,” Divine replied as I cut that last part out of the broadcast. 
 
    “I didn’t steal anything, I want my lawyer,” I replied. 
 
    “As a juvenile you do not get a lawyer, juvenile justice,” Divine replied. “Now I insist you come with me." 
 
    “I don’t want any trouble,” I said as I raised my hands higher. The charade was up and I figured I might as well see where this would all go. Getting away from the normal men they had with them would be hard enough, no way I could escape from Marvel and Divine, when Altitude, the other super returned it would be impossible. This just wasn’t the right situation to escape but that did not mean I would give up trying.   
 
    One of the men walked over and grabbed me roughly and put me in a pair of heavy cuffs I knew were designed to cut off Supes from their powers. The Artificer had made them, A supe who regularly came up with fantastic inventions who luckily only worked as a vigilante alongside of Daniel Dollars although she helped out Divine from time to time. The government had been trying for years to bring her in, no one knew who she was including me. She fought in a black catsuit and for her size she is pretty good, many criminals had went down to her blows. Her gadgets combined with her brain is what really made her a danger, in fact now that I think about it, it had to be her that found me. She was called the world’s greatest detective, how she found me I had no idea. I only knew that she sometimes contacted Divine, what they had on each other I didn’t know but he was the only one in the HL who worked with her. Divine was a government man and would have dragged her to his handlers if she hadn’t threatened to never help the U.S. Government again if anything like that ever happened. No one was sure if she was a supe at all according to the classified documents I had read. When the cuffs came on my sense of smell evaporated, the cuffs had four different programs working in tandem to create the effect, the only weakness it had was against someone super strong since melting or cold would do nothing to the special alloy the Artificer had made them out of. I found another weakness quickly though, the cuffs were sending a low signal somewhere, someone was watching the cuffs to ensure they were functioning properly. The cuffs dug into my skin as I wished I could follow the signal. Turns out I didn’t have to, the person on the other side was talking to Divine and I could hear every word. 
 
    “The cuffs are working normal," I heard the voice of the Artificer say. “Stand by for DNA testing and I will be able to tell you if this kid has any powers you should be worried about based off his family history." 
 
    I had heard enough and cut the signal from the cuffs and deactivated the computer inside of it. Almost instantly Divine reacted after a warning from the Artificer and grabbed me by my collar and lifted me up as I screamed. Divine turned me around and checked over the cuffs which were still fastened. 
 
    “The cuffs are still secure,” Divine said as Marvel grabbed his hand and yanked it off of me. 
 
    “Divine this is a kid,” she protested. 
 
    “Even kids can be dangerous Mech Marvel,” Divine replied. “Yeah but this is a scared kid who you forced to go on himself who you were man handling until I said something." I loved Marvel for that, social media lit up from that as the Artificer just relayed to Divine that he was being watched just as Altitude landed. 
 
    “The vehicle is gone,” Altitude replied. “Those Guard guys screwed up and rammed their drone right into the vehicle, it’s nothing but bits of burning slag right now." 
 
    “Well I wouldn’t say they screwed up, perhaps it was a system malfunction,” Divine said as Altitude continued. 
 
    “System malfunction my Aunt Margaret’s nasty meatloaf,” Altitude replied. “That drone was supposed to be overhead, it chased down the car and blew it up kamikaze style." 
 
    Already I was spreading words about a fight in HL when I was abruptly cut off from Facebook, then the other sites where I was streaming. It had to be the Artificer I thought as I soon had multiple other sites up all over the world streaming the same thing. One by one they were beginning to be snuffed out as I was placed into a vehicle. I followed the person fighting me over the web, it was a program, that much I could see but it definitely did not belong to the government. This program was relentless in searching the web, I used it to narrow down where it was being used from, someplace in Manhattan. 
 
    “I found you,” I said in a montage of clips taken from President Trump and pieced together. There were no cameras in the room the Artificer was in and the building was Grand Central Station, in a hidden room that did not come up in any blueprints I had seen. 
 
    “Who are you?” she asked as I started running voice analysis of any that was heard in Manhattan that day. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter who I am, know that I found you,” I said again in Trump montages. “Shouldn’t you be running by now?” I asked hoping to see if I can spot the Artificer leaving her lair, right now I was combing through all camera footage taken at the station today to include cell phone pictures and videos. 
 
    “So you have found me, but I have found you as well," the Artificer said as I could see on her screen something was trying to render. It was a picture of New Mexico, specifically the car I was riding in. I cut the power to the screen as something was tugging at me in cyberspace. I beat the program back just as I figured out who the Artificer was. 
 
    Stephanie Loyola was a child star turned bad girl. Well she really wasn’t a star, she was one of the rich kids of Instagram who stayed doing something outrageous until she grew up to do even more outrageous things. Already she had been arrested multiple times which caused outrage since she always got off with no more than community service. This was all an act, I kicked myself for not seeing through it, her cover was something taken right out of a comic book but it made sense. She was incredibly rich and her father used to be partners with Daniel Dollars before his death. They had never been seen together which should have been another clue. I quickly found her unlisted number and sent her a text followed by an email of Donald Trump saying her name over and over again. I taunted her doing the entire car ride, until she eventually had enough. 
 
    “Knock it off,” a female voice growled through the hummer’s speakers. “I know who you are as well, now stop calling me." 
 
    “Artificer, what are you talking about?” Divine asked. 
 
    “The kid in the car,” the Artificer said her voice I can tell was tinged with anger. “He found me." 
 
    “How is that he has been in the car with me the whole time,” Divine asked. “And his hands are cuffed behind his back.” 
 
    “I don’t know how he is doing it,” the Artificer replied as the hummer went over a particularly nasty bump causing me to rise out of my seat and hit my head on the ceiling of the car since I had undone my seat belt. 
 
    “Take this seatbelt off one more time," the man to my right growled as he reached over to grab the seatbelt and buckled it, pinching me or something in the process as I felt the seatbelt buckle snap on my skin. 
 
    I stayed silent as I sent an anonymous tip to the Albuquerque Police department. According to their records a silent alarm had sounded at the 1st Albuquerque Bank and the assailants had gotten away in black hummers. Hummers that have the same license plates as the ones we were driving. Once Albuquerque’s finest got behind us I perked up a bit, one car turned into 12 as it was also said they took a hostage, a young dark haired 16 year old who was at the bank with his mother. 
 
    “The kid has called APD somehow,” the Artificer said irritated. “They think you have robbed a bank and taken him prisoner." 
 
    “That is absurd, why would-“ Divine said as I fully disabled the cuffs, unbuckled myself and blew up the cell phone the man to my left had in his back pocket, a Galaxy Note 7 model. I dove for the door over the angry cursing man, I had already unlocked it since everything was computerized and dove from the vehicle right as I made it accelerate. I was on a busy street, I recognized it as the only place in America where Route 66 actually crossed over itself. I had calculated that at 4th St. and Central Avenue it would be a perfect place to get lost at. The crowds were out since the Balloon Fiesta would start tomorrow and there were numerous clothing shops, restaurants and even a movie theater. I took off running as the vehicle I leapt from came to an abrupt stop. I wasn’t a very fast runner but in a crowd you didn’t have to be, you only had to look like you belonged. I ducked into a small clothing store named Gizmo’s. 
 
    “I am here to pick up an order from Ralph,” I told the cashier, an older man with the name Gerald on his name tag. Gerald opened up his computer and frowned. 
 
    “When did this come in, I was sure I checked this thing not even ten minutes ago,” Gerald said as he stood up. 
 
    “It should already be paid for, it is just some sweats,” I replied as I was secretly watching the traffic cameras. Gerald came back quickly as I put on a sweatshirt that read “I ♥ Albuquerque," in big yellow letters along with a snapback cap with the same logo. I changed out of my pants as well and walked outside, leaving my other clothes in the store. My uber ride was here, being always connected to everything let me multitask like no other as I hopped inside the car, a beat up Toyota I only picked because it was right up the street. 
 
    “You the kid who wanted to go to Gallup?” the driver asked, a black guy in dreadlocks who looked maybe 21 judging from his characteristics based on images from other black guys around his age. 
 
    “Yeah I need to meet my grandmother there right away,” I replied as I had already tipped the man, 1000 dollars for a three hour ride was way more than the going rate. 
 
    “I already been paid man, you tell your Grams if she ever needs a lift I will go wherever she is at for tips like this,” the man replied. “I am Deandre, now buckle up." 
 
    I nodded as I could see Divine was out looking everywhere for me, as was Altitude and the rest of the group. They had smoothed everything over with the police who was looking for me as well, escaping them was easy when they had to keep their attention focused on a bank robbing threat. We pulled on I-40, the area I was just in was closed off as every computer that had taken an image of me suddenly found the file unreadable to include the small video I had posted. This would be attributed to the HL or the government, I just needed to make sure they did not have a picture to go by. Skinny Caucasian kid around 12 to 15, short brown hair and brown eyes could be anyone. I watched the landscape go by, New Mexico was a big desert so there wasn’t that big of a change as we drove but I was still far away from the HL and getting further. The guy with the phone had minor burns but would be okay, no one could trace that back to me, he should have gotten rid of that Galaxy Note 7 during the recall.  
 
    “You look sleepy kid, did you eat breakfast?” Deandre asked. 
 
    “No,” I replied as I was barely keeping it together. I was tired, although my brain was always working I still had physical needs and I had not eaten all morning. I tried to stay awake but drifted into sleep anyway, my eyelids suddenly becoming heavy.  
 
    I awoke with a start after a rough hand yanked me from the car. I looked into the smug smile of Divine as I could see he along with Altitude had caught up with me. I went over everything that happened and could not figure out how I was found out. 
 
    “Surprised?” I heard the Artificer’s voice say from Divine’s earpiece. 
 
    “A little bit," I replied. “How did you find me?” 
 
    “You can hear her?” Divine asked. 
 
    “He can hear me but I don’t know how," the Artificer replied. “Nice try erasing all footage of yourself, your father would be proud to know his son is following in his footsteps." 
 
    “I haven’t done anything you can pin on me,” I replied as Divine wrapped his arms around me and took to the air. 
 
    “Who is his father?” Divine asked. 
 
    “You are snuggled up with the Iron Claw’s kid,” Divine asked. 
 
    “I am nobody’s kid, I have taken care of myself for the last four years,” I replied, the time I had been on the run from the group home I was tossed into. “So how did you find me?” I asked again as went back to Manhattan to find the room the Artificer was based out of empty. Not only that, the room showed up as a janitor’s closet now despite its remoteness and I was sure if anyone checked it they would find mops and cleaning supplies. 
 
    “None of your business kid,” the Artificer replied.  
 
    “You drugged me," I said as it all started making sense. “How did you do it?” 
 
    “You first kid,” the Artificer asked as the wind now ripping across my nose made it hard to breathe.  
 
    “Looks like we are at a stalemate then,” I replied. “Nice job on the old hideout by the way, you cleaned out that place in record time." 
 
    “What is he talking about Loyola,” Divine asked, the first time I had heard him call anyone by a real name instead of a code name. Most supes, despite having to register were not known to the public, they still had privacy. Their names were only kept in special government databases that I had poked around in several times, but this information was not public knowledge. Because of this, most supes went by a moniker which they kept up in public and even private except to their immediate family members. This was to prevent any wackos or paparazzi from stalking them, but as far as I knew though the Artificer was not a supe. I was 96.55% sure that if anyone knew who she really was the result would be the same. The fact Divine just said her real name meant he was frustrated. 
 
    “I sanitized one of my field offices,” she replied. “And don’t call me Loyola, what if someone heard you like Altitude?” 
 
    “I’m sorry Artificer, I feel lost,” Divine replied. “Why are we even after this kid?” 
 
    “I thought he was Krav Maga,” the Artificer replied. Krav Maga was the name of a slippery super villain who was one of the best survivalist I had ever heard of. I couldn’t even find the guy as he shunned all electronics. Maga took his name from the martial art which he studied religiously, add to the fact he was one of only three known mind readers and definitely the most powerful made him dangerous. He had cleaned out Vegas which was the reason he was currently wanted, well that and the fact he routinely sold state secrets. Maga was thought to be somewhere in the Montana wilderness although I thought he was in New Mexico which was one of the reasons I came here. 
 
    “Well what do we do with him now?” Divine asked. 
 
    “The government still needs to document him and learn his abilities," the Artificer replied. “I know he may not look like much but the kid could be either useful or dangerous. If he slips away from us, finding him again will be beyond difficult. We got lucky with the drug but I am guessing it is out of his system by now." 
 
    She was right of course, the small nanites in my body had begun looking for foreign bodies immediately. I had coughed them out as I figured out how it was done, the guard had to inject me with something when he was buckling my seatbelt. That had to be the pinch I felt, I should have known something was wrong when I tried to talk myself into going to sleep. My body needed food but that was not the way I got most of my energy. The nanites had adjusted my physiology so I can use solar or even wind power to survive. Food was just a luxury because I liked to eat, skipping breakfast which I rarely had anyway was no reason to sleep. I was so stupid, I hardly ever went to sleep like normal people. Sure I had downtime but that was for an hour while I made sure no viruses got into my system.  
 
    “Mesmero,” I said under my breath. Mesmero was the name of one Deandre Smith, a low level psychic with the ability to hypnotize. Records had him still working as a stage hypnotist.  
 
    “Figured it out, did you?” the Artificer replied. 
 
    “Figured what out?” Divine replied. “I am going to drop this kid right back off where I found him if I do not get any answers." 
 
    “I had one of the men with you inject him with a sleeping compound and take a little DNA,” the Artificer replied. “It didn’t work too well as he quickly escaped and ran right into the arms of a sometimes associate of mine. Mesmero recognized him from Facebook and was able to put the kid to sleep. That’s who called me and told me where the kid could be found." 
 
    “That kid back there with the hair is a super human?” Divine asked as he slowed down his speed preparing to land in front of an incoming hummer. 
 
    “He is,” the Artificer replied. “Do me a favor and slap a regular pair of cuffs on the kid, as of right now don’t trust him around any electronics. I have been trying to trace his online presence and it is being erased as we speak. VIC is having a hard time trying to keep up with him as he covers his tracks well." 
 
    “VIC is the name of your super computer right?” Divine asked. “Virtual Intelligence Computer or are we talking about a secret hacker you found somewhere?” 
 
    “You were right the first time,” the Artificer replied. “This kid is giving VIC a workout on a level I have not seen before." 
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    The League 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “So what you are telling me is that this kid is some kind of super computer Jarl?” Director Ban asked from the next room over. 
 
    “Well we gave him a physical which he greatly resisted,” Dr. Jarl said as I could barely make him out. Jarl was not using any computerized electronics, if he were I could have seen exactly what he was talking about. When I finally got to where they were holding me, some facility in Nevada they wanted to give me a physical. I used all 130 pounds to fights those guys off of me, but my strengths were in computers so they subdued me and took whatever samples they wanted. I should have been angry I supposed, such feelings rarely came to the surface anymore though. I wanted to see my x-rays, I was certain I had far more metal inside of me than even I knew. My skin had started becoming less sensitive and there were times when I felt like most of me wasn’t even in my body but someplace else. I was becoming like Skynet from those old Terminator movies except I wasn’t artificial intelligence although now that I used that analogy perhaps that made more sense than anything. 
 
    “From what I can tell Sir that boy in there has hundreds of trillions of little automatons in his body and his brain looks to be infested with them as well,” Dr. Jarl begn. “At this point there are more of these things in his skull than actual gray matter. The Artificer came by here and took our samples and brought back her findings." 
 
    “You let that nutcase in here and failed to secure her?” Director Ban asked. 
 
    “It was the Artificer sir,” Dr. Jarl replied. “The fact she got in here with no one noticing meant she could have done bad things to me and disappeared scot free. Besides she sent the samples back with her findings within an hour." 
 
    “So this kid is some kind of android then?” Director Ban asked. 
 
    “Not android, there is a kid inside of there,” Dr. Jarl replied. 
 
    “So we have a kid that is just really smart then?” Director Ban asked. 
 
    “That and we think his olfactory sense is one of the highest we have ever seen,” Dr. Jarl replied. 
 
    “So the kid has a good sense of smell, the fact he has multiple talents is probably the reason the Artificer came by,” Director Ban replied. “But we have super computers and people to man them and this is not the 1700’s, why do we need a blood hound. Throw him in the program with the rest of Supe teens, I doubt he will make the HL though, maybe he can find a spot on one of those reality shows since I hear his father was the Iron Claw." 
 
    “Well I don’t think that will become public knowledge unless he wants it to be,” Dr. Jarl replied. “That would be a huge breach of ethics." 
 
    I backed away from the door I was using to listen with a cup. My hearing was decent but without any computers it was real hard to know what was going on. I took a seat, this room didn’t have cameras so the Artificer must had done a great job. After a while a man came in that I recognized, it was Keith Downey, aka Professor Prodigy. Prodigy had let the general public know his identity while he was active, he had the ability to learn anything at an astounding rate. He could compete with chess masters after a few hours of learning the game or operate on the human body like a skilled surgeon if he had seen the technique performed before. Once he had challenged boxing great Frank Moneyweather to a fight and although he loss it was way closer than anyone had ever expected. Many argued that if Prodigy was in actual boxing shape, Moneyweather could have been looking at his first loss. But Prodigy was older now, my records had him at 50. While Prodigy could recreate things like a skilled master, somethings were out of his control, for instance he would never be strong like Divine or able to fly like Altitude. Currently Prodigy was the commandant of the Program, a school designed for Supes. 
 
    The program is located in Colorado Springs, Co. and had the official name of Vanguard. It was a poorly kept secret that Supes studied there, there were always armed guards out front which told the public all that they needed to know. Vanguard was already under suspicion, a few years ago a disgruntled gunman snuck inside and opened fire inside of the first room he came across which happened to be filled with the graduating class of 2015. He struck two people who survived but he was instantly captured, the gunman had streamed the whole thing live and multiple copies of the event were still out there on the web. Every Supe of high school age had to go there, all expenses paid of course but I wasn’t worried about money anyway. It was a normal high school for the most part, the only difference I could find is their Talents class that gave individuals chances to use their powers and find out all strengths and weaknesses. Some of the students went on patrol and helped fight crime with the regular law enforcement, another reason everyone knew the school was full of supes although the government kept their “No Comment," personality whenever the subject was raised. 
 
    “You are coming with me,” Prodigy said, the frown on his face marring his cocoa skin. 
 
    “To go to a school?” I said shaking my head. “What is the point? I am smarter than everyone there anyway and even if that is not the truth I can't imagine getting anything lower than A." 
 
    “So you say,” Prodigy replied as he walked over towards me. “What is your name?” 
 
    “Johnny,” I replied. “Johnny Anonymous." 
 
    “Anonymous, is that the last name you are going with?” Prodigy asked as he stroked his small beard. “Regardless you are coming with me, if you as smart as you claim then you will have no problem." 
 
    “Why do I have to go?” I said already knowing the answer. It was the law and it gave the government an excellent opportunity to snatch up talent for groups like HL and for their darker sites. Sometimes those with great abilities were taken against their will, right now there is a boy who can heal illnesses. Aids, cancer, heart disease and any others out there were eradicated leaving the affected organs as healthy as they ever were. The problem was that Dante Diablo was a fourth generation villain and it was highly unlikely he would work for the government, not when he can go into business for himself. Already he had healed 20 powerful world leaders under the guise of training but he was in his last year, once he graduated he would be taken.  
 
    “You are so smart, you figure it out,” Prodigy said as he gestured for the door. I took a sniff, somewhere Mech Marvel was around, at least the lube she used to grease up her suit was here. She was off to my left somewhere; I couldn’t see her in the white cinderblock hallway but I knew she was close by. I walked through a door and the lights went off, something shot me in the arm and I felt instantly woozy. A rope or something wrapped around my hip, I could feel myself being yanked up quickly through the ceiling. My vision was a bit blurry as I was working hard to expel whatever was in my blood stream. Before I knew it, I found myself strapped into a jet that was currently going at least Mach 4 which was way more than most people could handle without being sick. I forgot about the remnants of the poison and went after whatever was giving me this motion sickness. I looked around at the jet, it was dark colored and moving extremely fast. The only person who could have pulled this off was the Artificer, I could not get a good image on satellite as I was certain we were at Mach 6 now. I was feeling ill but calculated the flight lasted no longer than 21 minutes as we started rapidly slowing down then did a vertical landing in what looked like the courtyard for the shrine of the sun. We were in Colorado alright, and my attacker was the Artificer. She hauled me out of the jet, she was much stronger than I thought she would be and tossed me down to where a man in a purple alloy suit caught me. It had to be Daniel Dollars who then tossed me into the back seat of what I guessed was a limo as Dollars and the Artificer climbed in. The driver took off, I looked through the partition to see an Asian older man in the rearview mirror. He gave me a wink and closed the partition as my head stopped swimming. 
 
    “Am I the fight you want?” I said looking at the Artificer. “I could out you in a second and have all kinds of proof lined up." 
 
    “Are you familiar with the three laws of robotics?” Dollars asked as he took off his face piece.  
 
    “I am not a robot so bite me,” I replied. “I bet the government would like to know who kidnapped me." 
 
    “They already know kid, I left a note,” the Artificer replied as she kept her mask on. “Now what are you?” 
 
    I just looked at her and crossed my arms. 
 
    “VIC can you hack into this program?” the Artificer asked as I suddenly felt myself attacked from all sides. It was like a thousand little ants started crawling over me as I fought back. I shut down Loyola’s fan page, took her name off of her own house, put her picture down as FBI’s most wanted for human trafficking and many other things as I could feel whatever VIC was, was driving deeper into me.  
 
    “Stop!” the Artificer said as she looked at her tablet. 
 
    “You stop,” I said gritting my teeth. 
 
    “VIC cancel last order, ignore this program for now,” the Artificer said as I could feel VIC’s presence recede. “How did you even do this; not even VIC could get into this many programs and definitely not so quickly." 
 
    “Why should I tell you anything?” I replied. “I had a good thing going on and you ruined it." 
 
    “You did not have a good thing going on,” Dollars said looking at me. “You were a little sneak who was trying his best to stay unnoticed. At least this way you will be able to meet people your own age." 
 
    “What if I don’t want to meet people my own age?” I asked looking at Dollars. 
 
    “Then in a couple of years when you have completed your studies you can leave having gained new found wisdom,” Dollars replied. 
 
    “I do not need any wisdom, I am a super computer remember?” I said as I tapped my left temple with a finger. “I have all the knowledge I need in here." 
 
    “That is the precise issue I am talking about,” Dollars said while flashing a smile like he caught me in something. “You have the dictionary version of wisdom and probably that of a few thousand quotes on the subject but wisdom is something you have to experience, knowledge is something you can just read about." 
 
    “That doesn’t make sense,” I said puzzled as I had already went through a hundred different dictionaries and synonym books about the subject. 
 
    “Do you know what a fruit salad is?” Dollars asked as I quickly got the definition. 
 
    “Of course I do,” I replied. “Fruit salad is a dish consisting of various kinds of fruit, sometimes served in a liquid, either in their own juices or a syrup. When served as an appetizer or as a dessert, a fruit salad is sometimes known as a fruit cocktail or fruit cup." 
 
    “Ah taken from Wikipedia itself,” Dollars smiled. “Well do you know what a tomato is?” 
 
    “I don’t see where this line of questioning is going," I said confused since there was rarely anything that I did not know. “The tomato is the edible fruit of Solanum lycopersicum, commonly known as a tomato plant, which belongs to the nightshade family, Solanaceae. The species originated in Central and South America." 
 
    “Just the definition I wanted," Dollars said as suddenly a holographic image of a fruit salad appeared in front of me. “Knowledge is knowing a tomato is a fruit, wisdom is knowing that it does not belong in a fruit salad." 
 
    I quickly went over his words and found out that no one did in fact put tomato in a fruit salad although the meaning why was not clear. I had never eaten fruit salad, sure I had eaten fruit before but it was plain. The tomato looked what was deemed an appetizing color and it did contain sugar. Perhaps no one had ever tried putting tomato in a fruit salad, maybe it would improve the taste. I quickly posed the questions across various chat rooms. I received a bunch of responses, most of them deemed derogatory while the rest thought it was the start of a joke. 
 
    “You have the kid thinking hard about that one," the Artificer replied. 
 
    “The fact that he has been so silent means he lacks wisdom," Dollars replied. “Which is what I told him in the first place, aint that right smarty pants?” 
 
    “Tell me the answer," I said looking at Dollars. 
 
    “You first," he replied as the salad image winked out and an image of one of my nanites winked into existence. “How did you get these tiny robots into your body? How are they powered? And even more than that, how in the hell did someone make them out of graphene? Well it looks more of a graphene mesh but the eggheads at M.I.T. only discovered that material earlier this year and here you are crawling with it on your insides." 
 
    “I don’t know how they were made or out of what," I replied. “My father injected them into me over a period of years while I was young. They reproduce in my system somehow and work as a sort of neural net, it allows me to process things at a much higher level than any human and almost any computer until I met VIC but I am adaptable, in ten or so years he will be obsolete. My consciousness is spread out over the internet, it allows me to do multiple things at once. I don’t really know more than that." 
 
    “So the Claw is behind this," the Artificer said still in character using a low rumbly voice. “That explains how the nanites are powered. Your body creates new nanites and they are just recharged I am willing to bet by the original nanites. It also explains why the nanites stop working whenever they are taken out of your body. Did you know your brain is completely covered in these things, so are most of your organs and even your skin is slowly being replaced by a decent looking copy, but one that is still not 100% organic material?” 
 
    “My body is constantly adapting itself, so what?” I replied. 
 
    “What our dark friend is trying to say is that you are losing your humanity," Dollars replied. “The fact my question stumped you when the average 4th grader could have answered it is the reason you need human interaction. The answer by the way is because it would be nasty, anyone who has ever eaten a tomato knows it matches up well in a bland salad or a savory dish where its sweetness can be appreciated. In a fruit salad it would taste sour due to the low amount of sugar it has." 
 
    I thought about his words and nodded, something most people did when they got a point another was trying to make. He said I was losing my humanity; I had thought as much but then again why did I need it? I was happy the way I was, at least I thought I was. What if I didn’t know what happiness was and I was losing out on my chance to achieve it. I could not leave this school or program I was being driven to, I would have to stay out my years there to get the full experience. From what I knew on the subject, high school was a time many people either cherished or dreaded, many made lifelong friends and many more put their life in the direction in which it would head. 
 
    “Well you have your answer, what now?” I asked looking at Dollars. 
 
    “Well right now you are being sponsored by the planet’s most eligible bachelor," Dollars said gesturing to himself. “While it was nice living in your little shack, the time for hiding or stealing is over. Both myself and the Artificer are insanely rich, no need to steal from ATM’s or anything else anymore and you can come and go as you please." 
 
    “What do you get out of this?” I asked. “Although you are known for philanthropy, my calculations tell me there is an 87% chance you want something in return judging by your facial and body expressions and the fact it looks like your partner just took a deeper breath than usual." 
 
    “I want you to work for me of course," Dollars replied. “You could really round out my team and even recruit while you are in the program. I plan on taking the Supe business to many different nations across the globe, all I need is more people to work with." 
 
    “It is illegal for Super Humans to cross government borders," I replied pulling up the emigration act of 1962. “No one who has been deemed to have abilities not initially seen or documented before 1930 in an American citizen by a reliable source can travel out of the United States except under special privilege given by the President of the United States." 
 
    “I know of the law of course," Dollars said with a smile. “But there is always a work around to that. Take my suit for example, but I know the public wants something a bit flashier." 
 
    “I refuse," I replied. 
 
    “What if I told you that you get to work with VIC?” Dollars asked. 
 
    “We can't hand over a trillion-dollar computer to a kid," the Artificer replied. “What about all the workers we have manning it?”               
 
    “They can be easily repurposed if they have a problem working with him," Dollars replied. “Besides I think it is only a matter of time before the government attempts to forcefully bring Johnny here in under their care. Already I know of two Supes that will probably never get the chance to choose." 
 
    “I’ll do it," I replied thinking about the computer. It made sense, the thing was operated by more than a couple of people rather than left to its own devices. Way too many attacks came all at once and the computer deflected them on the fly. It must had been some sort of hybrid like a cell phone assistant mixed in with dedicated computer professionals. Maybe I could learn the secrets to the thing or at least learn to defend myself. 
 
    “You think this kid can survive in there?” the Artificer asked. “How long before it gets out that he is the son of the Claw? Divine’s daughter goes there, as does many other people with parents who have gotten into it with the Claw. That school is like every other high school except its filled with people that can destroy a small city several times over." 
 
    “The kid will be fine," Dollars said as he reached over and mussed my hair, something I knew adults did as a show of affection. “You are always so brooding, if it makes you happy, you can keep tabs on him." 
 
    “I keep tabs on everyone," the Artificer replied as I could tell she got a little angry. “You are sending what is now one of our people into someplace without any way to protect himself." 
 
    “Well I can get an old suit dropped off for him or something," Dollars replied. “My job is to create fanciful big world inventions. Your job is to find out how they will be of use and fine tune them." 
 
    “Well the kid is going to need a suit anyway," the Artificer said. “That or he will wind up like those idiots in the HL, prancing around in tight fitting outfits that has no place in a real fight." 
 
    “I always wondered about that," I said entering the conversation since it was something I was not sure of. “Some of the outfits look to be impractical to fight in, I can understand if you have some type of invulnerability, but many of the females tend to wear things I believe is intended to showcase their figure instead of something more practical for fighting. I think your outfit seems like a mixture of both." 
 
    “Ah the kid has you there Artificer," Dollars laughed. 
 
    “He has you as well, just look at the things your employees on the smaller teams wear," the Artificer replied. 
 
    “Well Johnny, you are partly right," Dollars said as he pulled up a representation of two of the uniforms his teams wear. “Every uniform I have is Kevlar lined, even the uniform that looks like it shows cleavage is not the real thing. What you are really seeing is a lot of makeup and silicone overlaying a Kevlar breast piece. It looks real enough after hours of application, and of course there are various places on the uniform where the Kevlar is laid on a little denser. As for our brooding partner though, her outfit is just regular black spandex, although to be fair she does carry a lot of gadgets around to counteract whoever she will be tangling with." 
 
    “But why would any female wear something like this, it seems silly," I replied still not getting what he was saying. 
 
    “The biggest reason is for the fame," Dollars replied. “Artificer wears hers because she wants to leave little doubt she is a woman without showing off any skin. Those on my teams wear them because of advertising dollars, I need at least one face in every team, someone people can get behind because they are pretty. I do the same to the males too, their uniforms enhance their physique as well, making them seem a lot more muscular than they really are." 
 
    “So you want me to wear this?” I asked. 
 
    “That would be foolish," the Artificer replied. “You are a scrawny teen boy who most likely have never gotten into an actual fight. You will need something more appropriate to your talents, you are definitely not a face." 
 
    “What do you mean by a face?” I asked not knowing exactly what she was talking about. I had a face, everyone had a face whether or not it was disfigured. 
 
    “It is someone pretty or handsome enough to base a brand off of,” Dollars replied. “Take Stephanie Loyola, she is famous because she is pretty. There are many rich troubled people in the world you have never heard about, you know about her because her looks keep her in the news." 
 
    “I know of all millionaires in the United States that has a criminal record," I replied about to go over the list I had just compiled. 
 
    “How many of them are constantly in the news?” the Artificer said as I got her meaning. 
 
    “Are you calling me unattractive?” I replied. “I happen to know the more a person accomplishes the more attractive they are deemed to the same or opposite sex." 
 
    “You are not ugly kid but let’s face it, you are far from a heartthrob,” Dollars replied. “If you were put on a team you would be there for having actual skill rather than looks. Now about his outfit, what do you have planned Artificer? Or are you going to make something new to take advantage of his abilities?” 
 
    “The kid needs to learn how to actually fight," the Artificer replied. “But that will take some time, give him a regular suit from one of the teams until I come up with something more to my liking." 
 
    “Is the Dark Valkyrie thinking about taking on an apprentice finally?” Dollars asked. 
 
    “No, you are taking on an apprentice," the Artificer replied. “You need grounding and perhaps this kid can give it to you, if he lives long enough." 
 
    “What do you mean by that?” I asked. 
 
    “If you haven’t fixed everything you ruined of my reputation, I doubt you will make it past tomorrow," the Artificer replied. 
 
    “I did that as soon as I accepted your proposal," I replied as the partition to the driver was lowered and a spandex and kevlar suit was passed through. 
 
    “You need to keep on a mask," Dollars said as he handed me the suit. “For now just use this domino mask, it only covers a little more than your eyes but it is mandatory in this place. Keeping anonymity is something they want you working on although by the end of the year I am sure everyone already knows who everyone else is. Well here is our stop kid, it’s go time." 
 
    “You are walking inside with me?” I asked as he put his faceplate back on. 
 
    “Of course I am, I am your sponsor," Dollars said as the door opened. “The Artificer will of course stay inside as to not ruin her mystique but you will be seeing more of her than you will of me. I have several million dollar businesses I have to run, not to mention a billion-dollar business, none of which has anything to do with supes. The Artificer handles more of the training of the teams, I am just the face so to speak." 
 
    I arrived at the school and Daniel Dollars walked me inside, right away I could tell he wasn’t well liked. It could be because he was a braggart but I think it had more to do with the teams he had put together. Daniel Dollars had figured out a way to make my father’s suits not only work, but he upgraded them a ton using the latest technology. While the suits needed frequent recharging they were viable in a fight. He was what the real Supes call a wanna be, there was nothing Supe about him, he was a guy with big money and access to a great suit of powered armor. He was also behind teams of Supes who helped out various police forces, for a price of course. Dollars would deck out Supes in fantastic outfits with various endorsements placed all over them, the more famous the hero, the more money it would cost to advertise on them. Dollars would get paid by cities for calling in his people to help take down difficult criminals, he would get paid advertisement dollars for the outfits and he would make even bigger money on the reality shows he did concerning Supes. One of the most infamous was “Making the Team," a reality show about potential Supes vying to be on Dollars personal team. The HL hated the guy, but by my calculations his group of Supes caused far less casualties and property damage than the actual HL. His teams were filled with those rejected by the HL, he had an eye for talent and made teams that had a sum greater than their parts. 
 
    “What are you doing here Dollars?” Harlequin asked. Harlequin was a man with a painted face and a colorful costume that reminded me of an old timey clown. His power set was that he was able stretch his body almost four times its normal size. Many compared his body to living rubber, because of it landing a good blow on him was often difficult as he was also a black belt in Kung Fu. 
 
    “I am personally enrolling a student into this school," Dollars replied and stuck out his hand to Harlequin, who looked down then ignored the limb in disgust. 
 
    “Shouldn’t you be off counting your reality show money," Harlequin snapped. 
 
    “Of course not," Dollars replied. “I did that this morning. Harlequin meet Johnny Dollars, Johnny something tells me you don’t really need an introduction." 
 
    He said my last name as Dollars which confused me. After a quick check I found out a petition for adoption as well as a name change had been submitted on my behalf and was already signed off on by a judge. This had to happen as soon as I was taken, no doubt this was the work of the Artificer who had seen the government might want my talents and take them without asking no matter what Director Ban said. VIC was a great and powerful computer manned by probably 20 people at the least now I had time to think about it. I could do a lot of what it could do, albeit on a smaller scale since I did not have the raw computing power. As his ward though, taking me would be big trouble, Dollars had the money for a protracted fight, one that could cost a lot of votes for politicians. 
 
    “So I guess he is going to wear one of your garish outfits, that is what is in his hands isn’t it?” Harlequin asked. 
 
    “I don’t know Harlequin, the public thinks my outfits on average are better than most in the super hero game," Dollars replied. “But to hear my uniforms are garish, I think I should be insulted coming from a grown man dressed like an actual clown." 
 
    “You trying to get cute Dollars?” Harlequin growled. “We can take this outside." 
 
    “Maybe next time," Dollars replied. “Now do you have Johnny’s schedule or should we guess what it is?” 
 
    “Here," Harlequin said as he shoved it into Dollars’s chest. I could tell by the hardness of his chest plate combined with the fact Dollars didn’t budge meant that Harlequin most likely injured his hand. 
 
    “Here you go Johnny," Dollars said as he handed me the paper. “If you need anything I am sure you know how to get into contact with me." 
 
    “Where is the Artificer at?” Harlequin asked. “Prodigy knows it was her who brought this, this kid here." 
 
    “No idea what you are talking about," Dollars replied. “Have fun Johnny." 
 
    I walked down the hallway and assessed my situation. I could hear that despite only being captured two days ago, almost everyone knew who I was. Some were remarking on my outfit which had DOLLAR scrawled across it in bold letters, many took a look at it and decided I was little more than a wannabe super hero. The fact I was coming was common knowledge despite what I was led to believe, my power set was also common knowledge. They knew I could smell really well and was some kind of genius, I supposed that should have been expected since my father was a brilliant mind. I had already memorized my class schedule and the blueprints to the school and walked into my first class, Algebra.  
 
    “You must be our new student," the instructor said as he handed me a tablet. I did not recognize his face as being a Supe, due to his bone structure and because he did not have on a mask let me pull his picture out of the DMV database. His name was Leonard Buie and he was 45 years old and had two kids, Leonard Jr. and Robert and his wife was deceased after being hit by a drunk driver. He had graduated second in his class from Stanford University and had a degree in physics. 
 
    “I am," I replied as I took the tablet.  
 
    “What was the last math class you have taken," Buie asked. “And what code name do you want to go by?” 
 
    “I have never taken a math class," I replied. “And you can call me Johnny." 
 
    “Johnny?” Buie said looking puzzled. “Come on now you have to think of a better name than that.  
 
    I thought about what he said and how many supes had flashy names with a nice sound to them. “How about Kid Fantastic?” 
 
    “That sounds better," Buie replied. “As for the math I will try to catch you up as much as possible. You may have to stay after so we can work on things the others in the class has already taken until you catch up. In order to pass this class, every assignment in that tablet has to be passed." 
 
    “I have already taken every assignment in this tablet and have checked the answers three times to ensure accuracy," I said as I handed him back the tablet. 
 
    “What do you mean you have taken every assignment?" Buie asked dumbfounded as he started scrolling through the tablet to look at my work before he used his thumbprint to enable grading. 
 
     I could see it came up perfect A’s as Buie looked over me and punched in something on the tablet. He looked it over a few times and gave it back to me. It was geometry, I barely touched it before handing it back to him. I admit I was showing off, the feeling felt a little alien but good at the same time. I had only rechecked my work once as I gave it back to him. Buie eyed me as he had it graded, then punched something else in the tablet. I didn’t even let him hand it to me as I already finished the advanced algebra trigonometry he had set up for me. 
 
    “Okay so I can see you are in fact smart," Buie replied. “There are few students I have that could get all of these questions right. Maybe I should set you to the Hodge Conjecture." 
 
    “I have not been able to find an answer to that problem," I replied. The Hodge Conjecture was one of the millennium problems that a certain math institute guaranteed one million dollars to whoever solved it. I had given it a try of course but my knowledge was more along the line of things that had already been solved before. Perhaps I was lacking in using what was left of my human brain for innovation, currently I was mostly using knowledge already found. 
 
    “So there is something you are not the best at," Buie replied. “Well there are three other students here with minds as beautiful as yours. One has an incredible memory, anything he sees or hears he can recreate due to his above average intelligence. The other is perhaps the most interesting psychic in existence, she could rip and copy knowledge from others minds with just a prolonged touch. Imagine being able to just touch someone smart then having all of their knowledge as your own but with every new mind she loses the knowledge gained from the last. The last one just has a great level of comprehension although that is not even his gift. I think you will start to study with that group, as far as I am concerned you already passed this class and merely have to be here for attendance purposes. Why don’t you take a desk and put it together in the back left corner where you see those other three desks clustered up." 
 
    I nodded and picked up a desk and moved it as other students started coming into the classroom. Some gave me an odd look but went about their business, one in particular gave me a look like she wanted to flat out kill me. She wore a pink version of Divine’s suit, it was his daughter Raegan Van Buren better known by her supe handle, Celestial. I knew her power set, practically the entire world did since her image was everywhere. She was like Divine lite and had all of his powers just on a lesser scale. She could fly, she wasn’t a speedster but she was faster than the fastest non-super human. She was strong, she had been observed lifting a car clean over her head, yes it was only a Fiat but not many people could accomplish that. Her skin was at least as strong as Kevlar and it was rumored she could see in x-ray vision. Celestial was what Dollars called a face, she had luscious blonde hair that hung to her mid back along with wide set blue eyes, high cheek bones, thick lips and a figure that most bikini models would kill for. Unfortunately that pretty face was twisted into a snarl looking at me as I sat down. I guess I was missing some things, I had seen pretty girls on the T.V. before but seeing them in person was something totally different. I mused why she did not have on much of a mask if the face is supposed to stay covered up. Hers had eye holes, nose hole and mouth hole so big it was easy to tell who she was underneath. Then again she had often been seen alongside of her father, even helping him from time to time take down some criminals and even a supe villain once. 
 
    “So you are Claw Jr.” said a female voice. I looked over to see a girl with brown hair cut into a bob wearing a featureless light blue mask. Her entire suit was light blue and looked to be some sort of lab coat or something. 
 
    “Are you attempting conversation or an insult?” I asked as I faced her. 
 
    “Are you threatening me?” the girl asked as I quickly dove into the school database and surmised her name was Cynthia Rage, codename the Professora, daughter of the Crimson Rage, real name Carl Rage a minor but incredibly durable criminal. 
 
    “You are the daughter of a criminal as well," I replied. 
 
    “Of course I am," she said as she pulled out her tablet. “So you have done your homework on me. What are you doing wearing one of those tacky Dollar get ups for? Are you joining the good guys?” 
 
    “Good or bad is a relative term," I replied. “And I am sponsored by Daniel Dollars for reasons of my own." 
 
    “So you are going to be another camera snob like Crapestial over there," Cynthia replied. 
 
    “I was told I am not a face, so I doubt it," I replied. “Who is Crapestial?” 
 
    “That girl over there I am sure you oogled when you came to sit down," Cynthia said gesturing over to where Celestial sat. “She probably is going to be my nemesis when we get older." 
 
    “You talking about Celestial again," a boy wearing what looked like a biohazard suit complete with mirrored mask asked as he sat down. Hershel Walker, codename Influenza from the picture I pulled up of him and his power was pheromone based, he could give people flu like symptoms. He had to be the person with the fantastic comprehension, a natural genius. “You know she really doesn’t like us, which is too bad because I really like her." 
 
    “That’s because you are an idiot," Cynthia said as she rolled her eyes. “So what is your power?” Cynthia finished as she looked at me and placed her hand on top of mine. I could feel a slight tingling for only a second as she hurriedly yanked her hand back. 
 
    “Didn’t get what you wanted huh?” Hershel said as he laughed. “You have to excuse her, she was trying to get all of your family secrets but apparently she did not like what she got." 
 
    “I got, I don’t know what I got," Cynthia said as she reached over and touched Hershel as her face settled down from the pained expression she was wearing. “That really hurt, I don’t think I have ever had that much information flood my mind. It was like trying to drink from a straw while a super sized fire hose sprayed you in the face." 
 
    “Then perhaps you shouldn’t try to spy on others," a tall muscular boy said as he sat down. He had to be the third member, the one with the incredible memory. He was wearing an all-black uniform like a soldier of some type complete with what looked like tasers, pepper spray, a baton and other less lethal weapons with a whole lot of body armor. I went through all known Supe geniuses and did not find anyone dressed like the boy was. Normally they favored doctor or teacher costumes, not one that looked like he was the heavy muscle on the team. He wore a ski mask but I already knew what he looked like from his facebook profile, Victor Vega codenamed Carnage was a Mexican American who had competed in Mr. Teen Universe and won second place twice despite being sixteen competing against teens a few years older.  
 
    “Here comes Mr. Killjoy," Hershel said looking towards Victor. 
 
    “Anytime you want your face punched in, let me know Walker," Victor said as he then looked at me. “That goes for you as well criminal." 
 
    “You think you can take me?” I said focusing on his taser. 
 
    “I know I can take you, I have already read your dossier," Victor replied. “What are you going to do, smell me to death?” 
 
    “Ignore him," Cynthia replied. “So back here we normally just sit around talking, on our tablet is normally five questions we have to answer over two hours. I think we are on calculus now." 
 
    “I already solved it," I replied as I slid the tablet over.  
 
    “How in the heck did you do that?” Hershel asked. “It was only sent to us seconds ago." 
 
    “He cheated," Victor said. “Like the rest of you would if you could. So you plan on joining Daniel Dollars little gang of wannabes before you turn to crime like your old man?” 
 
    “Do you plan on acting tough the entire class?” I asked. “If anyone is acting like a criminal then it is you, threatening people can be seen as a form of assault. Furthermore my plans are none of your business." 
 
    “Why you little-“ Victor said as he rose out of his seat just as I exploded his taser, sending electrical pulses throughout his body and making him go prone. 
 
    “What is going on here?” Professor Buie said as he walked over to see the disturbance.  
 
    “We don’t know, he just fell out," Hershel said as he stood up. “I think it’s his taser, it went off." 
 
    I turned off the power to what was left of his taser as he sat there taking deep breaths. I turned my attention away from him as someone grabbed me by the back of my neck and yanked me up. The hands were small but the grip hurt as I was tossed into a wall. According to all known martial arts compared with stunt performers I should flatten my body out to broaden the impact area to avoid broken bones then roll to my feet. I put my body in motion and although I could tell I was nowhere near as graceful as many stunt men and women, I did a passable job as the pain was there but not overwhelming as I rolled to my feet. 
 
    “That is an attack, is it not Mr. Buie?” I replied as I went over the student manual. “According to chapter 8 paragraph 1 of the student handbook and section 8 of the school policy, unauthorized use of powers done maliciously which results in injury shall result in 24 hours confinement for a first offense and depending on severity more time can be allotted. The entire thing is on video and is waiting in your email along with my personal statement." 
 
    “Celestial, what do you have to say for yourself?” Mr. Buie said as the blond super hero fixed me with a glare. 
 
    “I know he has something to do with it," Celestial replied. “The rest of them would never attack Victor." 
 
    “Unless you have any proof it was something more than a malfunction I think you should follow the rules," I replied. “Unless of course being Divine’s daughter makes you above the rules, especially since you didn’t call Carnage by his codename." 
 
    “She most certainly is not," Mr. Buie replied. “When Prodigy gets here you will present yourself to him along with your accounting of what happened. As will the rest of you at this table, for the time being you will all sit down and finish your work." 
 
    I sent Celestial a note in her tablet. I could see her as she opened it, it was a picture of an emoji sticking out its tongue. She twirled to look at me as I gave her a wink and promptly erased all mention of my message. Victor just glared at me as I looked on Hershel’s tablet, he was in a texting conversation with Cynthia. Both of them were wondering if I had something to do with what happened to Victor. Hershel thought it was just circumstance while Cynthia believed I had done something. Either way it could not be traced back to me, in the absence of definite evidence they could not convict or charge me with anything. I spied on the rest of the tablets in the class, hardly anyone was paying attention to Mr. Buie as the incident was all everyone was talking about. Victor was supposedly one of the better bangers in the school that did not have a physical gift. Apparently no one thought much of me or my fighting skills and figured I had used some sort of trick to defeat the boy known as Carnage. Celestial apparently was trying to set me up for a beating later on in the talents class with others she hung out with. 
 
    “You just had to do it, didn’t you?” I heard the Artificer’s voice say. Someone in the front row of the class perked up and looked my way. I sent her a text on her phone and let her know a student, codenamed Sonar had the ability of super hearing.  
 
    “I left something in your room," the Artificer said and abruptly cut off her voice and turned off her phone, complete with taking the battery out. 
 
    I wondered what it was as class soon ended. I stood up and prepared to go when Mr. Buie eyed me suspiciously then told me to report to the principal’s office. I walked over to the office along with Celestial, Carnage, Influenza and Professora. I figured I should probably start using their codenames since while I was going over the rules it was against them to call others by their real names. 
 
    “I owe you criminal," Carnage said without turning around. “I know you were behind the taser." 
 
    “I have no idea what you are talking about," I said trying to put as much insincerity in my tone as possible. According to many movies, this was common among villains, telling an obvious lie that the hero could not disapprove with anything other than intuition which should make them even angrier. 
 
    “You think you are real smart don’t you Claw Jr.?” Celestial said as we turned down the final hall heading to the principal’s office. 
 
    “I know I am smart," I replied. “I don’t believe you have ever met anyone more capable. Not only that but I am also the adopted son of Daniel Dollars making me very wealthy, I think I can have a good life complete with my money and brains. If you look at it, I already have a team waiting for me when I leave this place. I can make my own way while you will be seen as a bad copy of a better hero." 
 
    “Look like he told you Crapestial," Professora replied. “Looks like not all the guys think you are just so pretty beyond belief." 
 
    We soon got to the principal’s office where Prodigy was standing outside, looking like he just got in. My statement I could see was already in his hand and he had read it and watched the video 13 times in an effort to see if I moved to do something to Carnage’s taser. He had already made his decision, Carnage had threatened me twice and Celestial had attacked me. They were not going to spend the night in the little holding cells but instead Celestial would be put out on patrol with the Models, one of Daniel Dollars’ supe teams. Apparently Dollars had heard about the situation and said the whole thing could be forgotten if Celestial went on patrol for a night, otherwise he wanted them locked up and as my guardian he would look into every situation and respond with appropriate legal force. I wasn’t sure how they knew what was going on, my guess was that the Artificer probably had hidden cameras somewhere. I did a sweep of my costume and found it, it was in the O of DOLLAR and had a little speaker. 
 
    “Influenza, Professora and Kid Fantastic you may go,” Prodigy said not even looking my way. “You other two stay put, we need to talk about your actions towards other students." 
 
    “So did you do it?” Influenza whispered. 
 
    “I will not admit to anything," I replied. “My next class is History, I think I will not have too big of a problem with the content." 
 
    “So are you really in tight with Daniel Dollars?” Influenza asked. “I was thinking about trying to join one of his groups. My power only really lends itself to crime." 
 
    “You don’t want to be a villain?” I asked. 
 
    “Well I don’t really think I can fight off anyone," Influenza replied. “It would be stupid for me to do something with a power like mine, almost anyone can fight through a nasty flu and take me out." 
 
    “I can ask him," I replied. 
 
    I walked off to history class, on the way I had various people point and stare while a few ran their shoulder into me. It hurt I supposed but every movie I had seen about high school said you are supposed to meet the bully head on and show them you are not scared. I was sure I could not take Carnage in a fight and I was not stupid enough to try to match Celestial. My history class went much like my math class academically, doing the writing assignments were easy enough since I did several different essays on the same subject while testing them against plagiarism websites until I had a few that matched what the rubric said. I answered the few questions given me based off of the ebook I was supposed to read and impressed the teacher, an older woman named Barbara Past who had actually taught at Harvard before. Other than stares, no one challenged me in this class, afterwards was lunch which was interesting on its own. 
 
    It looked like people were segregated according to their powers, all those who looked like they could flip a small house ate together, as did all of the fliers, the speedsters and those with energy based powers. After that was done it looked like they were further broken apart into who was most beautiful, how they could tell I did not know since everyone wore a mask so I guessed they were going off of body type. Most of the students here looked like they worked out, perhaps that what was the Talents class was all about or maybe they were just as vain as movie stars, fighting to remain more beautiful than the average American. I took a seat at a table where I saw Professora sitting. 
 
    “You lost hero?” A boy wearing what looked like a lucha libre wrestler outfit complete with mask said. He called himself El Habanero and he could spit a decent sized stream of a substance similar to pepper spray out of his mouth. 
 
    “Kid Fantastic is okay, this is the one that took out Carnage," Professora said. “Kid this table is reserved for future villains only." 
 
    “Have any of you ever went up against the HL?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course not, we aren’t old enough," Habanero replied. 
 
    “I have," I said as I looked over my tray and decided the apple looked safe enough. 
 
    “No way you fought the HL," said another boy, this one going by the name of Bobby Knuckles. Knuckles was a pseudo strongman, he was a normal human in every sense except for his exceptionally strong right arm. The school had his strength level at a 7 out of 10. I looked at mine and saw I was only a one, I shouldn’t feel too bad though since Victor only ranked a three and he looked like an action star. 
 
    “I am sure the story will get around," I replied. “Everyone seems to have heard of my father, the Iron Claw." 
 
    “You are the Claw’s kid?” Knuckles asked. “Well too bad, we already have a brain in the group. If Claw is your father then why are you wearing that stuff from Dollars?”  
 
    “Why not?” I replied. 
 
    “Because Dollars and his guys are a bunch of wannabes hamming it up for the cameras," El Habanero replied. “They are only in it for the money and only take on criminals and villains they know they can beat easily." 
 
    “So they are making easy money with no risk?” I asked wondering if they would get the point. 
 
    “No they are trying to make a name for themselves on the backs of guys like me," Knuckles said angrily. “If anyone of those guys tries and stop me I am going to put a beating on them." 
 
    “Well good luck to you then," I said mimicking almost every movie where someone realizes they are talking to someone set in their ways. “So is this thing with Carnage going to blow up or blow over?” 
 
    “Carnage is a tool," El Habanero replied. “I ain’t scared of him, a good memory is nothing for me to be worried about." 
 
    “Well you should be, it means he remembers every lesson he ever had," Professora replied. “And he is the type to train nonstop, in a fight he would beat us all as I am sure he is smart enough to have a gameplan for even you Knuckles." 
 
    “I’ll crack his little armor and him as well," Knuckles said laughing. “Not even Celestial can take a direct hit from me. In fact I’ll even break her old man in half when I get the chance." 
 
    I stayed listening to their banter for the rest of lunch, Knuckles had a grandiose view of himself and although he was strong his dossier said that he was reckless and lacked fighting skill. He was a future criminal was the conclusion I came up with, he was just the type of guy Dollars would love taking down in front of a camera. Loud and strong enough to make regular people scared but not dangerous enough that an experienced person couldn’t take him down. A cop with a gun or even a taser could most likely take him down as well making his hypothetical fight with Carnage a tough sell on his part. My next class was science, it was basic and rudimentary. I already had three science projects done, one on the varying success of homemade cleaners as it related to cleaning up an apple juice stain, another dealing with which car oil offered superior lubrication and the last one was trying to find the best liquid for making pie crust, vodka or water. This teacher, William Nye was not at all shocked as I could see Mr. Buie and Ms. Past had filled him in before I got there. The Talents class at the end though must have had been exactly what the Artificer was talking about. 
 
    The class was taught by the Harlequin, and it was obvious he had a bias. We were to play something called Survive, basically a group of us were supposed to go out into the forest and survive for an hour after getting a ten minute head start. The first group out was me, El Habanero and Influenza, chasing after us would be Celestial, Carnage and another student called Gravestone. Gravestone was not much taller than me but had extremely wide shoulders and looked like he was made of solid granite. Per his dossier he was slow, had marginal strength rated a two which was even below Carnage but his durability was a perfect ten. They were to chase us three down and come back with the armbands we were given. Celestial could probably chase us all down by herself and from the look in her eyes she looked forward to it. I ran at least 13 simulations in my head in the first second, they all ended up with us losing. Deciding that was the most likely course, I ran until I was just out of sight and hid. Carnage would most likely come to get me and I was sure it was going to hurt. After our head start was over he did not disappoint as I quickly made myself visible and tossed down the armband. 
 
    “It’s not going to be that easy," Carnage said as he charged at me. I had seen all records of him training as it related to fighting a smaller person that had no obvious physical advantages. He swung with his left, the jab was short and compact with no wide looping, it was the punch countless instructional books called perfect as it came towards my head. I could process it immediately and went to move my head a little to the left and follow up with a kick from my right leg to his outer right thigh. Although my brain could process it, my body was slow as the punch grazed off of my cheek which threw my body off balance as the kick landed. Carnage barely noticed it as he brought his left hand around for a cross. That punch was coming fast but I could see it sort of and ducked into the blow and brought my right fist up to a sensitive area. Carnage winced as he toppled, taking the time to grab me as he fell. I went through every jujitsu, wrestling, and any other ground fighting technique I had access to but it was no use. My body was not able to match his in speed or strength and sometimes skill just does not hold out when two skilled people are going at it. I could feel him trying to lay into me with blows, I kept him close to me to avoid the worst of it when he changed up his tactics and spun me over and got to my back. Once his strong bicep was around my throat I fought for a bit and my body finally gave up, then I can say I felt fear. 
 
    I knew he was punching and kicking me afterwards, I could hear the sounds of fists and boots hitting flesh from his phone. I felt no pain and could not make my body react despite having some kind of consciousness but it was like I was everywhere and nowhere at the same time. Celestial caught up with the other two, they were smart enough to have their phones on and recording as she took their armbands and flew off. Carnage had beaten me for about five minutes then tried to slap me awake, when that didn’t work I guessed he tried smelling salts and any other method at his disposal. Gravestone caught up with him and I could hear their conversation. 
 
    “Overreact much?” Gravestone said in a voice that was surprisingly high pitched. “You could have just gave him a kick or two but it looks like you really worked him over, how are you going to explain this, they aren’t stupid." 
 
    “Who cares about this guy, this is Claw’s kid," Carnage replied. “I only wanted to pound on him a little but he went for a low blow and I just sort of lost it after that." 
 
    “He is not just Claw’s kid," Gravestone replied. “He came in with Daniel Dollars who has tried to break up the HL numerous times. You should have let someone like me or Celestial take him, you are putting yourself in jeopardy, how are we going to clean this up?” 
 
    “What do you mean jeopardy?” Carnage asked. 
 
    “It’s just like I said, jeopardy," Gravestone replied. “No matter what I am a lock to join the HL, I may not be on the elite team but they will find a place for me somewhere. I am the guy you call when you need a gunman removed and want to limit casualties. Celestial is the daughter of Divine and one of the best supes to ever come out of here. You are big, but so are many other guys. You can fight but find me any special forces operator who can't. You can remember stuff, at best they can find you a small place on the HL. But beating this guy up like this, I don’t know man." 
 
    “Are you saying you are better than me?” Carnage asked as he walked up on Gravestone. 
 
    “We are friends here Victor," Gravestone replied. “Friends tell the hard truth." 
 
    “What hard truth," Celestial said as she landed. “What the heck Carnage, did you kill this guy?” 
 
    “He is not dead but how can Carnage explain this?” Gravestone asked.  
 
    “How many mind readers or anyone who detect lies are here on staff?” Celestial asked. 
 
    “Just one," Carnage replied. “Dr. Nightmare but I doubt he will get involved in this kind of thing." 
 
    “Then the story goes you grabbed the armband and he hit you from behind and refused to stand down," Celestial replied. “Keep it short and keep it simple, and no embellishments." 
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    My body finally started responding around two hours later but only for a moment as it shut down again. Many tests had been ran on my body during this time, blood and tissue samples were taken for curiosity, I knew none of the samples were necessary to treat me medically. I made a note of the doctors involved, they had put their findings on their computers which I promptly wiped as soon as they saved it. My white blood cells were low, as were my red blood cells which, according to human anatomy was not optimal. What they did find though were lots and lots of my nanites, many of them were dead when they took the draw instead of dying after a minute or so. The doctors with help from two scientists thought my nanites were multiplying at an industrious rate to repair any of my injuries and using non organic materials somehow. The sheets and bed my body was laying on looked as if it had been eaten by acid, the source of which they surmised were my nanites. This hypothesis was tested later as someone laid a scalpel on my arm and video was taken of it slowly disappearing along with a stack of papers and a tongue depressor.  
 
    “I am okay," was the text I sent out to the Artificer. 
 
    “How are you okay when I can see you are not moving, are you pretending to be out?” she replied as I could not see her face since she had disabled her camera on the phone. 
 
    “I am out, I don’t know what is happening," I replied as I tried to move a finger. 
 
    “How are you able to hold this conversation," the Artificer asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, I was beat up by a guy here and lost consciousness, I could tell something was happening to my body from earlier today when you drugged me, maybe this is it," I replied thinking about how things were fuzzy a bit. 
 
    “So your body is trying to adapt then," the Artificer replied then finished. “I am going to wipe their results and collect your samples if I can." 
 
    “I already wiped everything but I have not had a chance at the samples," I replied. 
 
    “Okay, in your room are two items I left for you,” the Artificer replied. “I will take the samples, I want you to become familiar with your gear to prevent anything like this from happening again. I saw your fight, you seem to have good vision but horrible movement. Your gear will mask some of that but Carnage is a worthy opponent. I was tapping him to become my sidekick and eventual replacement but even he can only do so much with what he is currently working with." 
 
    “Why would you want a guy like that working with you?” I asked unsure if I was feeling anger or even capable of it in my present state. 
 
    “Because unlike me he has the size and strength to match up against some of the criminals I deal with and he is disciplined in both his studies and taking care of his body," The Artificer replied. “You are going to need to come in so I can run some real tests to see what is happening to you, afterwards we can plan another course of action. Now leave me alone, I have work to do." 
 
    I was going to speak but felt VIC cut me out and push me away. In all it took my body around a day to repair itself, when I came back to it I could feel an immediate change with the skin and tissue around my torso where most of the damage was done. There was much less sensation there than what I had, I touched my skin and knew it wasn’t real. Sure it looked like skin but the feel was off, it wasn’t as warm as normal skin and just felt wrong. I poked the area real hard and expected to feel pain but there was nothing, which brought my attention to my bruises. I had no bruises, I still had a little swelling but for the most part I looked fine. The bed I was laying on though was trash, it was the third one I had destroyed as I sat up. I knew there was a camera looking at me and that the nurse keeping an eye on me had called Prodigy who wanted to be updated as soon as I stirred, presumably to ask what happened. I went to stand up and found out I had no clothes, the fact I was embarrassed made me smile. I was still feeling somethings like a normal person and relished the feeling. The nurse came walking in, her name was Griselda Blanco and she had been working at the school for 20 years now. 
 
    “You are not well, you need to be laying down," the chestnut colored woman said as she moved towards me. I sat on the bed with the blanket covering me as she took my temperature and looked at my vitals. Everything was extremely low for a regular human, but she had most likely seen many supes who had interesting vital signs. 
 
    “Kid Fantastic,” Prodigy said as he came into the room. “I know you have been out for a while so I will make this brief, what happened?” 
 
    “I don’t remember," I lied. I knew everything that had happened, I watched as they told a lie about the fight I had with Carnage and the chewing out they received from Prodigy. Gravestone and Carnage did not have Supe parents, they still got a call from them so it was easy to see where Carnage got his attitude from. Divine hadn’t raised his voice at Celestial but knew her story was a lie, Divine didn’t believe she actually put hands on me. Her punishment would be going out with MODEL for the next 5 weekends while he attempted to smooth things over with Dollars. Prodigy though wanted to go further than that, he raged to his wife that despite letting Carnage and Celestial off light for the first offense, they went ahead and did something worst not even four hours later. 
 
    “What do you mean you don’t remember," Prodigy said somewhat angrily. “I know Gravestone didn’t do this to you, neither did Celestial. This was all Carnage as the other two would have killed you." 
 
    “I don’t have any injuries," I said gesturing to my body. “I don’t remember what happened and I don’t want it to go further." 
 
    “Listen Kid Fantastic,” Prodigy said in a friendlier tone. “I know you are the son of a super villain, not just any super villain but one of the worst, that stigma is here with you. Many of the people here has had someone killed or injured thanks to your father, with that said no one deserves what happened to you. If you are worried about retaliation let me assure you there will be none." 
 
    “I don’t remember," I said again as Prodigy fixed me with a hard stare. 
 
    “If you don’t remember than no actions can be taken against your attackers," Prodigy replied. 
 
    “That is acceptable," I replied. “Can I have something to wear?” 
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    I made it back to my room and could see I did have gear waiting for me, how the Artificer snuck it in was beyond me. There was a suit much like what Dollars wore but far bulkier. This was the suit someone would wear if they were going to fight Divine as my whole room was practically taken up by it. There was a tablet next to it, I downloaded the contents and found out it was actually three suits that combined into one. Once someone was inside the suit, they could send a signal that split the suit up into three parts with the other two being radio controlled. Dollars had deemed it impractical and had only used it in testing, Artificer thought the reason was because it was not as sleek as his other suits so he chose not to wear it. The Artificer also thought that I would be a natural fit, instead of VIC and his handlers controlling the other pieces of the suit I could do it and be more efficient. I put on the suit and connected with it when a presence rushed into my mind. 
 
    “Careful Johnny, its only me and VIC,” I could hear Dollars say. 
 
    “Get out my head," I said as I tried expelling him. 
 
    “No can do,” Dollars replied. “This suit cost me millions, I just need a way to permanently keep tabs on you like you can do to me. Besides if anyone attempts to hack into you VIC can beat them back." 
 
    “VIC and you are who I am worried about," I said through gritted teeth as I tried pushing VIC out. 
 
    “We are the good guys, how are you feeling," Dollars asked. 
 
    “Get out of my head!" I screamed. 
 
    “Not happening," Dollars replied. “But only me and our dark friend will have access to you." 
 
    I felt Dollars turn off my body somehow, it took him a bit as I could feel my nanites cease moving. They were still active, just dormant somehow. I was in the suit and everywhere else so I still had awareness. I heard Dollars call my name a few times and try to boot me back up, I was happy my heart and everything else was still working so I wasn’t dead just deactivated. I thought about following VIC to where ever Dollars was but changed my mind and instead went after my personal records, deleting myself as his ward. I am sure it would be up again in no time but it let my displeasure be known. My nanites started back up and began furiously trying to correct whatever happened, I was spying on VIC now. Eventually they settled down as I stayed away from my actual body despite Dollars now frantically calling my name. My body twitched a bit inside the suit, it was still too complex for anyone but me to operate it as I was still somewhat human. I was silent as I saw people start pouring into my room, Dollars had called them, concerned for my welfare. They had ignored him at first when they saw he was not my guardian but they also had a paper copy on file. Dollars had the suit release me as I was taken back to the infirmary. 
 
    “I am okay," I said as a sat up on the gurney they were using.  
 
    “You were out," came a voice. I knew that voice, it was Diablo, a supe with healing powers that most likely would be taken by the government against his will. 
 
    “I was sleeping and got woke up,” I replied. 
 
    The program must had been really scared to haul Diablo out of class, either that or Dollars paid him well. I started going over things to protect me in the future from that kind of attack, I could still feel VIC was in my head but it was diminished compared to when I was in the suit. I thought about a way to kick him out and it was easier than I imagined, I cut off myself from giving or receiving signals and was able to purge the program. Without anyone actively fighting me it was easy and I was able to learn a lot about it. It felt weird, I was in two places, both in my body and all over the web as well with both sides not being able to talk to the other. I knew as soon as I reconnected this body though VIC would be back inside. 
 
    “Well we need to take you in for tests," one of the other doctors said, his name being Val Singh. He was one of the ones who took my samples the first time and I was not going to go anywhere with the man. 
 
    “I am fine," I said as I hopped off of the gurney and began walking back to my room ignoring their pleas. I walked back inside and could see the Artificer was there although this time she was busted. She was disguised as a medic although I could tell by her smell she was not a man. 
 
    “Your smell is off,” I replied as I shut the door. 
 
    “What the heck was that about?” the Artificer said looking me over. 
 
    “Your friend tried to kill me," I replied as I crossed my arms, according to non-verbal communication it was supposed to voice my displeasure. 
 
    “He is alright Dollars," Artificer said to the suit. “Now get back into the suit." 
 
    “No,” I replied. “That was dirty what you did." 
 
    “So what," the Artificer replied. “The suit is like a medical station all by itself and can warn if anything is happening to you. Right now something is off about your body." 
 
    “Nothing is off, I just kicked VIC out of it," I replied. 
 
    “VIC is still intertwined with you,” the Artificer said looking at me. 
 
    “No VIC is in my greater consciousness; he is not in this body however," I replied. 
 
    “It is just like I thought," the Artificer replied. “You are like a smartphone assistant, both in a particular phone but also on the world wide web as well. You are probably in many databases all over the place in spots VIC could only dream of. Doing the same to VIC would eventually let a hacker in which is why his servers are kept in one place." 
 
    “I am still not climbing in that suit," I replied. 
 
    “I apologize kid," I heard Dollars voice say. “But if you ever go rouge and turn into a criminal someone will have to be able to stop you." 
 
    “That may be so but I want nothing to do with you or your suit anymore," I replied. “I can get by here on my own, I am smart enough to eventually defeat Carnage." 
 
    “Do you mind?” I heard Dollars say as the Artificer came at me. I dodged her first couple of blows but it was too late for me to realize she was just driving me back as the suit wrapped around my body and covered me. I could feel my consciousness merge again and could feel VIC back inside of my body as I fought to free myself of him again. Whatever Dollars was saying I ignored as I focused 100% of my mind on the intruder. Fighting against him was hard, but at the same time everything else was easier. When I was looking for ways to defeat him I noticed I had way more raw power at my disposal and cracked into government databases around the world at unheard of speed while I tried to dislodge VIC. I would just need raw computing power, something I had already since I merged somewhat with VIC, except VIC would not cooperate when it came to fighting against itself. 
 
    “Let me out of here," I said as I stopped fighting. 
 
    “I will let you out when you calm down," Dollars replied. “I still have to go over whatever the heck you just did and where." 
 
    “I tried to find ways to kick you out and covered my tracks doing it," I replied. 
 
    “Breaking into places for their secrets is against the law Johnny," Dollars replied. “Especially since I mean you no harm." 
 
    “You are harming me just by being here," I replied. “What if I have to use the bathroom or something else? You are invading my privacy." 
 
    “I am only looking out for my interest," Dollars replied. “Now what are you going to do about Carnage?” 
 
    “I am not telling you anything and I don’t want this suit," I replied as I could feel anger which made me happy. “As far as I am concerned we are through, there is no way to smooth over that, you got in my head which was what you wanted." 
 
    “What I want is for us to work together," Dollars replied. “You cannot say you have not noticed how faster VIC has made you become. The Artificer spies on all of our members, we have caught many of them engaging in illegal activities." 
 
    “You needed a way to control me and you got it," I replied. “Now leave me alone, I see no reason to change my mind. You have presented no new facts and there is a 99% probability you will do something similar to this in the future and there is an 82% chance you try to keep it secret. Despite the processing power at my disposal it is likely I will get to keep it anyway unless VIC withdraws from me. I see no reason to work with you, even if you shut this body down I can likely come up with an artificial one or be happy in cyberspace." 
 
    “You have my word that anything like this will be ran by you first," the Artificer replied. 
 
    “And why should I believe you?” I asked. 
 
    “Because I don’t lie," she replied. “And if you catch me in one then you can continue on this way of thinking." 
 
    “I don’t trust Dollars and he is your boss," I replied. 
 
    “Even he knows he has messed the bed," she replied. “It would have been easier to warn you like I said, at least then you could have made your own decision. And we cannot tell if you are using the bathroom or anything, VIC can only see your location physically and whatever you are trying to do electronically. While he can shut down your nanites he cannot control your body." 
 
    “And how do I know you are not lying?” I asked. 
 
    “Because everything I just told you will eventually be proven either true or false in due time," the artificer replied. “The only people that can control the human body can only do so by being a supe, you have just enough electronics in you though to make that difficult. Now keep the suit, it is great protection and I am sure Dollars will find a way to make this whole thing up to you." 
 
    As she walked out of the door I could feel VIC withdraw, the program was still there but only passively. I tried to purge the program again and saw that I was making better headway before I stopped. If I could tell when someone was actively using VIC as it related to me then I knew when I was being spied on. I followed VIC back to its destination, it wasn’t in New York like I thought but in Niihau, Hawaii’s forbidden island. And there were hundreds of workers who operated VIC, each of them did not know who the others were but only 10 of them had access to anything other than just fending off attacks. I withdrew and studied my suit, making it split apart into three different pieces. Getting them through the door was easy, I still could make Talents class I thought as it was time to see what the suit could do.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” Harlequin said nervously as he looked at me then over my shoulder at the other two suits. “Who are they?” 
 
    “We are all the same person," I said as I had the suits join together back into one. “This is my new outift, I came to study." 
 
    “Well your electronics are not allowed," Harlequin replied. 
 
    “This is just a tool and the handbook makes no mention of it," I replied after searching through the booklet thousands of times since he spoke, I had to admit I was impressed with VIC’s computing power. 
 
    “Well you cannot compete today," Harlequin replied. “Today has to do with disabling explosives." 
 
    “I am the smartest one here and an expert on every bomb known," I replied. “And unlike everyone else here I can smell explosives." 
 
    “Well then if you are so great I’ll give you a try," Harlequin replied. “Somewhere in the forest is a pack of explosives, this is a small but real bomb on a real timer. Normally only students at least a 6 in durability can try this test but maybe that rent a hero suit pushes you over that threshold, you leave in 3 minutes." 
 
    I nodded and could see most of the stronger students out along with me. Celestial was there, as was Gravestone along with Play Dough, a senior who had ability to mold himself into different shapes like modeling clay. Mother Earth, a female who was as much plant as she was human with the ability to grow bark from her skin as a set of armor and Test, a female supe who had the power of extreme regeneration. Harlequin gave me the cue to go as I took off flying low above the ground. I paid no attention to what everyone else was doing as I began moving in circles until I caught the scent of fertilizer. It stood out in the forest thanks to some of the chemicals, namely the increase in phosphorus. I started towards the smell ignoring everything around me as far as the other supes went. As I followed I could see signs of disturbed vegetation, light foot prints and a wad of chewed up gum. I followed the trail until it led to a clearing and I could see Celestial was already there with the bomb in her hand. 
 
    “What did you do, follow me here?” Celestial said as she looked over at me. 
 
    “I used my sense of smell along with the signs of disturbed vegetation," I replied as she held the basketball sized bomb in her hands. 
 
    “Sure you did," Celestial replied. “I am going to crush this thing and get the credit. If you stay around maybe you can blow up too and save me the trouble of going after you later." 
 
    “You are very confident in your abilities," I replied. “I think you have confused yourself with your father or perhaps your brother Omega." 
 
    “I am stronger than Omega,” Celestial said as I could see she was getting angry. 
 
    “But not as durable and he has low level regeneration," I replied as I could see her beginning to crush the device in her hand, which looked like a basketball attached to C4. The ball popped and Celestial crumpled the C4 into paste as she grabbed the entire thing and took to the sky. I continued following my nose for about another minute when I found another bomb, the one I had smelled laying against a tree. The electronic timer was easy to disable and dismantling the entire thing was easy. I took to the air after this with remnants of the bomb, I left the fertilizer there and returned. 
 
    Celestial was not there but the bomb she found was, upon closer inspection it was not even C4 but simple modeling clay. When I turned in the bomb Harlequin looked displeased which drew a round of cheers from those who were thought to become future villains. 
 
    “Well now that is over, what’s next?” I asked trying to look as smug as possible. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “We need you,” I heard Dollars voice inside of my head.  
 
    “Get out of my head," I said as I felt VIC had taken hold.  
 
    “No time kid," Dollars replied. “One of our teams are in over their heads and you are the closest thing I have to back up."  
 
    “What are you talking about," I asked. I could hear in his voice that he was serious, something was bothering him and from the slight noise I picked up from him I could tell he was in a suit and flying.  
 
    “I’ll tell you on the way, now get dressed," Dollars replied. “MODEL is out there and stumbled upon something big, Divine is on his way as well but it will take a bit. The school is going to start scrambling any supe they can to meet the threat."  
 
    I searched all of the cameras in Colorado Springs, MODEL was on location there and had a big build up in their commercials talking about the team up they had coming with the one and only Celestial who was in a Dollars branded uniform. With her there they should not have ran into any problems but from the footage of various cameras I could see I was wrong. One of the top ten super villains was there, Rampage. The only other villain the HL feared was Mr. Madness, who had the ability to gift or take away powers but no one had seen him in decades. Rampage had taken on the HL numerous times, the only one able to successfully beat down the purple skinned monstrosity had been Divine. Rampage was a bad guy, he was some kind of shape shifter that went from a small 5’1, 110 pound human to a colossus 12 feet tall and over 800 pounds, where he got the extra mass from was still a matter of debate. He was incredibly strong, able to match and surpass almost any supe around, his one limitation was that his transformed state only lasted for an hour. Currently he had been batting Celestial around for the better part of five minutes while she attempted to distract him from her less durable teammates. The other women were doing their part; Blaze was focusing her fire on him but to no avail while Teen Crush whacked him over the head a few times using what looked like a street sign. She was not on Rampage’s level, something she quickly found out when one of his backhands sent her flying backward where she would have had a nasty fall if it weren’t for Pillow Talk who had the power to turn inanimate things into a cotton like substance, namely the wall of the building Teen Crush went flying into. That gave Celestial a chance to gain her focus as she landed an uppercut that sent the big supe in the air about twenty feet where he crashed to the pavement. Celestial was holding her fist after the blow, I thought it might have been damaged but Rampage got up like nothing happened.  
 
    “How far are you out?” I said as I got the last of the suit on me and looked for a place to take off.  
 
    “I am still about two hours away," Dollars replied. “The Artificer will be there in about 45 minutes, in both cases this thing should be wrapped up by then."  
 
    “I can see others in the air behind me," I replied as I got airborne after combining the suits into one, figuring I needed bulk to last more than a few minutes against him. Suddenly a blur moved past me, I could see it was Altitude and he was carrying some kind of weapon. I searched the school’s database and could see it was called a neural disruptor, meant to scramble brain signals.  
 
    “They are all mostly fliers with nothing else special," Dollars replied. “Almost all of them are seniors in the school, they will be a little more than fodder for a guy like Rampage."  
 
    “My calculations show I have less than a 10% chance to beat a supe with that power level in a full-on fight," I replied as I ran simulations in my head.  
 
    “You will have help if you can get there before he finishes with our team," Dollars replied. “I show you less than five minutes out, your job is to hit him hard initially then play things by ear as your teammates help."  
 
    I said nothing as I closed in on the area and could see Rampage had Celestial down and was trying to bash in her face in. Altitude was throwing everything he had at the beast who was ignoring it as I pulled back a kick which landed square in the back of his head. The purple monster flipped end over end as I followed him delivering punches and kicks trying to keep him off balance. I could sense he was preparing for an attack and flew backwards just as an arm shot out. He grabbed my ankle just as Teen Crush landed a blow to his jaw with what looked like a fire hydrant. As soon as he let go I was back on him before he could get to her, giving him a solid kick to the side of the head which sent him flying. Rampage got up and grabbed a hold of what looked like a Smart Car and launched it at me, the move was so sudden that it caught be my surprise as I took the force of the blow and went down.   
 
    “Stupid rent a hero, this is the big leagues Dollars," Rampage said in a throaty voice as I was climbing from under the wreckage. “Killing you along with Divine’s little girl is like Christmas."  
 
    “Well here is your present," Pillow Talk said as the ground beneath him turned into cotton and he fell through.  
 
    I was skyward by the time he jumped out of the hole and grabbed him as he laid into me. Higher and higher I went as he started peeling away my armor trying to get to me. The armor was failing as most systems were reporting down as we passed 30,000 feet. Rampage was in a panic now as he continued his assault with the thin cold air around us. By the time he finally succeeded in getting to me the air was too thin to breathe and he passed out. The jets on the armor failed as Rampage turned back into his normal state and we began to fall. I tried routing several planes in the area to where we were but they would not be quick enough. I shed the armor and kept ahold of Rampage as we fell, using VIC to run any simulation possible for my survival. The flyers would not be able to see me until it was too late and there was nothing remotely safe I could land on. I flattened my body as much as possible to slow our decent when I saw Altitude take to sky.  
 
    “Come grab Rampage," I said through his ear receiver.  
 
    “I am here for you kid," Altitude replied.   
 
    “I don’t need your help, if it wasn’t for you I wouldn’t be in this mess to begin with," I replied. “Now come grab this guy." I surmised even if my body was destroyed I would still be living sort of. Getting a new body shouldn’t be too hard, it would be all machine, probably one of those Japanese androids Sony had been coming out with although I hope it would be a male since I had only seen females built.  
 
    “Your funeral kid," Altitude said as he flew over and grabbed Rampage as I was less than 3000 feet from the ground.  
 
    At around fifty feet I could see Celestial spring towards me, the speed I was going meant she couldn’t just catch me as it would be akin to just hitting the concrete. She attempted to slow me down as the street turned to cotton and we both fell through. I could feel I had a broken leg, five broken ribs and three spinal fractures from the fall into the sewers below. The pain actually made me scream as I could feel VIC inside of me trying to discover what my injuries were. Dollars could eventually figure it out if he could see what the nanites were doing but they were on a level smaller than he could comprehend. I sent him the information I had about my injuries as Celestial flew me out.  
 
    “Who is that?” Teen Crush asked as she looked over me. “Isn’t that the kid from Facebook."  
 
    “That is my adopted son Johnny," Dollars said through her earpiece. “And he is who I was talking about when I said back up was on its way."  
 
    “That was him in the suit?” Pillow Talk asked.  
 
    “It was," Dollars replied. “Status report."  
 
    “Ice Queen is down," Blaze replied. “She took a blow from Rampage and I think she has a few broken bones. She has already been taken to safety and should be arriving at St. Francis in moments. No civilians were injured. Just Queen, Celestial and your kid and he looks the worst off."  
 
    “Cameras caught mostly everything by the way," Pillow Talk added.   
 
    “Is that all you people care about are ratings?” Celestial said angrily. “I almost died out here trying to fight that monster."  
 
    “First time the little girl came up against someone she couldn’t handle," Blaze replied. “Cry me a river, now the kid needs medical attention if you are off your soap box."  
 
    “I can crush you like a bug," Celestial growled.  
 
    “Not in that condition little girl," Pillow Talk replied. “You can barely stand and there are three of us. Now run along to your daddy, I am sure he will be here soon to kiss your little boo-boos."  
 
    I could see the cameras were recording the whole exchange, already the ratings were going higher than they had ever been as the three women belittled Celestial before taking me away. I was still in pain and could feel my body start to chew through the bed I was on, going after the metal pieces instead of the soft cotton sheets or the firm mattress. The medics inside the ambulance I was in started screaming as the metal seemed to be disintegrating. The metal was being transferred into my body, I could feel the nanites were coating and repairing my bones with the stuff. My mind likened it to Darwin, my body was trying to do whatever possible it could to fend off injuries and the nanites must had decided I needed stronger bones. By the time I reached the hospital the metal frame was gone as were parts of the floor of the ambulance. I was picked up with a spinal board which the nanites ignored and rushed into X-Ray. Rampage did not get the benefit of immediate medical attention as Altitude had flown him away quickly, probably to some prison. He would not be able to transform for 24 hours, so he would not be a threat to almost anyone but the HL was not taking any chances. The nanites had shut my body down for repairs, even I had no control over it. What I needed was another body to use as a spare for times like this and thought about the Japanese androids.   
 
    Hacking into the robot was easy, the geminoids as their creator called them could interact will people but I quickly learned it could not move anywhere. Almost all of the robots I had seen had some type of limitation, either they were female or moved very basically.  
 
    “You want a body?” Dollars asked entering my mind. I had forgotten he was in there as I tried pushing VIC out of my consciousness.  
 
    “Get out of my head," I screamed as I felt VIC withdraw. I decided to stop looking after that and went back to my body and waited for it to move again. When it finally responded to me I could see anything metal within reach of my body had disappeared, Dollars had called ahead and told the hospital that I was a supe which caused many around to take pictures of me and attempt to sell the photos which for some reason wouldn’t show up. I sat up on the bed just as Dollars was walking into the hospital room, the fact he was further away than Artificer led me to believe she was already in the area somewhere.  
 
    “You ready to go?” Dollars asked as he looked around at the wrecked room. “Someone has been a hungry boy, let me get you out of this place."  
 
    “Go away," I replied as I eyed him.  
 
    “Still angry about VIC?” Dollars replied. “I thought we were past that, now let’s get out of here."  
 
    I stayed still and glared at the man who looked confused for a moment, then amused. He stood there for a moment and I could tell he was thinking as 87% of humans looked up and to the left whenever they were in that process. We stayed silent for a moment, I knew from research humans engaged in something call active listening, at least those who knew how to communicate did. What he was doing was something called effective pauses, it was meant to make the other person talk to fill in the soundless air. I stayed silent as he regarded me.  
 
    “I’ll withdraw all of VIC from you,” Dollars began. “Although if I do you will no longer have access to his power as well. You can still operate a suit, but you have to do it as a regular human, integrating with it will let VIC back inside."  
 
    What he said surprised me, I began running scenarios weighing the bonuses and minuses from getting rid of VIC. I would not be able to protect myself as well and would not enjoy the boost I received. On the other hand I would be free from Dollars control. If I ever did become nothing but machine how could I be taken down? Even if my body was gone I could wreak havoc with military and healthcare systems around the world before anyone even knew what was happening. VIC was a safeguard and although Dollars was firmly behind making money he and his teams had done good for the country. Somebody needed to have a way to stop me, was there anyone better suited than he was?  
 
    “I don’t like you in my head," I replied as I could see Dollars exhale. He probably gambled on the outcome of this conversation and had gambled right.  
 
    “How about I only use VIC to contact you when something big is going on and use the phone all other times," Dollars replied.  
 
    “That is acceptable," I replied as I felt a presence inside of the room.  
 
    “Divine is on his way, he will be here in ten seconds," the Artificer said from behind me. She was dressed like a doctor and had changed her voice to match the older Asian woman she was pretending to be.  
 
    “Your smell is still wrong," I replied as I looked at her.   
 
    “So I have heard," Artificer said as there was a knock on the door. Divine entered just as the Artificer picked up a clipboard.  
 
    “There seems to be a lot of these supe types coming to see you,” Artificer said as she looked at me and stayed in character. “Good job young man, I saw it happen on TV. There was no telling what could have happened if you and those girls were not there."  
 
    “Thank you Ma’am," I replied as she walked out then turned to face Divine.  
 
    “What do you want," Dollars said as he stood in between us. “The HL doesn’t have any say in a hospital room concerning father and son."  
 
    “He is not your son Dollars," Divine replied.  
 
    “I am too,” I replied after I saw Dollars had already put the adoption orders back in place. “You come to beat me up again? Or are you here to lock me away somewhere where they poke and prod me and stare at my body and call it a physical?”  
 
    “I just wanted to thank the kid for saving my daughter," Divine replied. “I never thought about cutting off Rampage’s oxygen and without him the people of Colorado Springs would have been injured or even worse."  
 
    “That sounds strangely like a compliment from you Divine," Dollars replied.  
 
    “It was meant to be one," Divine replied. “Whatever has been going on with you and Celestial is finished from her side. I cannot speak about her friends but know she will have no part in it," Divine finished as he looked at me oddly. “Your bones are incased in metal, how is this possible?”  
 
    “Trade secret," Dollars replied quickly. “You can tell your daughter that I release her from the rest of her commitment to MODEL, just by being there she saved the lives of my team and saved Johnny when he fell. As far as we are concerned we are even and Johnny is also through with whatever budding rivalry they had going."  
 
    I watched Divine nod and then leave the room, the cameras followed him outside to where I could see him takeoff much to the dismay of the news crews that started gathering. I listened in on them as the topic of Rampage was all throughout their conversations and it wasn’t long before my hospital room was public knowledge. I looked around the hospital room and found a bag, it was obviously left by the Artificer and I walked over to retrieve it. I felt heavy as I got up, it was probably from all the metal running through my body and I could barely move. I could feel the nanites doing something to my muscles as each step brought more pain.  
 
    “What is happening?” Dollars asked.  
 
    “I don’t know," I replied. “I am having difficulty moving and there is a 99% probability that it has something to do with the metal in my body."  
 
    “What do you mean metal in your body, Divine was telling the truth?” Dollars asked. “I thought he had seen the nanites and was talking about them."  
 
    “No, my skeleton is covered in a thin sheet of various metals," I replied. “It has made me heavy and I am having trouble walking, my muscles feel like they are being shredded and I am in great pain right now."  
 
    “Your nanites act independently of you,” Dollars stated. “I think their job is the preservation of your body independent of what you want. They replace damaged tissue with better materials, I think they are trying to prevent future injuries. Your muscle pain could be a result of them trying to prepare your new body for its new skeleton."  
 
    “It is a 57% probability that is correct," I replied. “It is too low of a number for me to depend on."  
 
    “Not for me," Dollars replied. “These nanites have ingrained themselves so much in your body I think it would be deadly to pull them out. What I do know is that the number of nanites you have has almost doubled from the time you were discovered. They are killing off and taking over your body’s natural defenses, I can’t find any way to stop them either. The more you get injured the more they replace any tissue not absolutely required for you to live."  
 
    “I thought as much," I admitted. “If the government finds out about me, then what?”  
 
    “They already know," Dollars admitted. “They have even tried to see if they can hack into you from your tablet, at least the next time you connect to one they will. You should be able to fend them off easily alone, but with VIC they won’t know what hit them. Now why were you looking at robots?”  
 
    “I need a body in case this one goes down again," I replied thinking about what I needed. “I need it able to receive commands, it would be nice if it had some kind of mic and speaker and the ability to move somewhat like a human would be nice."  
 
    “That could be arranged, the tech is out there already," Dollars replied. “It just takes too many commands for those things to look natural walking despite the talented puppeteers. If you can pull it off however perhaps we can use that to our benefit."  
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    This is Awesome  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My body shut down on me again when I reached the school so I decided to spend my time with Dollars and the Artificer in their mobile office as they looked over the wreckage which was my suit. It was still weird to exist as nothing but cameras and microphones but it let me hear and see what was happening. Completely ruined, is what Dollars replied although now he had many plans on how to defeat strong supers like Rampage. It was hours before my body started moving again, Dollars and the Artificer were both long gone. I was more than surprised about what happened while I was away. I was a bit taller now, maybe five or so inches and my body had expanded. I looked almost as put together as Carnage did now except I knew I was stronger, I touched my chest and it felt like someone pulled humanlike skin over iron. I looked into my closet and saw I fit none of what was there, there was a set of gym clothes, a tee shirt and some shorts that I was practically busting out of but it would have to do.   
 
    “Something is happening," I sent a message directly to both the Artificer and Dollars.  
 
    “I’m in a meeting kid, I got big boy things to do,” Dollars replied over a text message.  
 
    “I have grown five inches and I weigh at least 70 pounds heavier," I replied to his text over his phone. “I have no clothes to wear."  
 
    “I’m on it," Artificer replied to us both as I cut the connection.   
 
    I grabbed my tablet and set out to my first class, math. Celestial was there but had two black eyes, a fat lip and it looked like some of her hair had been yanked out. I nodded to her as I passed, she gave me a shocked look as I walked by her but then again so did everyone.  
 
    “Been hitting the roids hard?” Influenza asked as I sat down.  
 
    “Something like that," I replied as I picked up my tablet and answered all five questions that were posed. The hacking attempt was a subtle one, it was some kind of worm that would make more copies of itself. I changed it a little and sent it back to its creator, Dollars was right when he said with VIC the government would be walloped. 
 
    “So you think these new muscles of yours make you something special?” Carnage barked. “She still isn’t going to like you."  
 
    “No one is after Crapestial," Professora said and rolled her eyes. “Mad that he took down Rampage while you were too slow to even get there?”  
 
    “That was his suit, he is nothing but a rent a hero,” Carnage barked. “A rent a hero that got lucky."  
 
    “There is a 97% chance that you are feeling inadequate," I replied. “First you were not there to fight the monster and I was. The fact that I walked in here with a body 85% of the population of the opposite sex and 17% of the same sex would find desirable makes you angry."  
 
    “I can still kick your butt," Carnage growled.  
 
    “You could try but I think we are on even grounds now," I replied as I ran the scenario through my head in 10,000 simulations using what I knew of his fighting style and gear compared to my knowledge and new body. “I would like to change that statement, in 67% of the simulations I ran I came out the victor but that solution could be skewed as I really have not had a chance to test out what this body can do. That number could rise or fall by 20% in either direction."  
 
    “Are you saying you can take me?” Carnage asked.  
 
    “I am saying that the more we fight the better I will become while you will most likely stay the same," I replied thinking about my nanites. “In a fight where both of us are unarmed I come out on top 80% of the time, in a fight where you are armed and I am not that number drops to 50% depending on your weapons. If I am in my suit you have less than one millionth of 1% to prevail no matter what weapon system you use other than high explosives capable of leveling ten city blocks."  
 
    “How about we test this out during Talents," Carnage said with a grin.  
 
    “There is no need, my simulations are rarely wrong, nothing will be accomplished," I replied running the scenarios a few more hundred times to ensure I was correct.  
 
    “Then you have nothing to worry about in hand to hand," Carnage replied. “In fact I’ll let you bring a club to the fight, this will end like our first dance did."  
 
    “You want me to take him out Fantastic?” Influenza asked.  
 
    “As if you could do anything," Carnage laughed. “What are you going to do, give me a runny nose?”  
 
    “For a smart guy you can be a total idiot," Professora said rolling her eyes.  
 
    “And what are you going to do about it villain?” Carnage asked.  
 
    “That is enough Carnage," Celestial said as she looked over her shoulder and made eye contact with him.  
 
    “Don’t tell me you are taking their side just because of a little run in with Rampage," Carnage said looking at her.  
 
    “There is a 100% probability that if you and the supe known as Rampage ever fought while he was at strength you would lose within the first 15 seconds," I said running the scenario of the fight yesterday but substituting Carnage for myself.  
 
    “I am not taking anyone’s side, let’s just get through this class," Celestial said as she turned back around.  
 
    “I’m going to crush you,” Carnage growled to me as he then went to study on his tablet.  
 
    “So where can I get these super roids at?” Influenza asked. “You look like Carnage without devoting your life to lifting weights."  
 
    “Trade secret," I replied using Dollars’s words to Divine.  
 
    “Are they real or is this some elaborate suit?” Professora asked.  
 
    “My muscles are not entirely flesh as you know it but I believe the change is permanent," I replied. “It all happened this morning so I am unsure of what I can do."  
 
    “Is it similar to Kane?” Professora asked. Kane was the codename for Dr. Benjamin Kanina, a super villain who had created a special serum which gave him super strength. A regular injection lasted less than five minutes so he created a suit capable of pumping the compound directly into his bloodstream. He gained size doing this as well but the serum was tailored to him, anyone else who used it burned themselves out and died young. The stores he had of the serum were used up, many people had been trying to recreate it but so far Kane had been resistant to help. He was currently in a maximum-security prison but scheduled to get out in seven years. As I thought about him VIC gave me the formula, it had been synthesized and Dollars had the formula and had sold it in small doses to the British.  
 
    “No it is not like Kane," I replied. “It is something else but I think I figured out why Kane’s formula only worked for him and not anyone else, it is simple really."  
 
    “What do you mean you figured it out?” Carnage said looking up from his tablet.  
 
    “Looking for edge I see," Professora teased. “Can the big bad super hero admit he needs a little push?"  
 
    “Whatever," Carnage said looking back down at his tablet.  
 
    “Okay so what is it?” Influenza asked.  
 
    “I think his serum is poisonous to everyone, I think he either has the physiology to fight off the serum or he is taking a drug to counter act it," I said as I thought I was 85% correct. “It could of course be a combination of the two however."  
 
    “Then we just need his blood for the antibodies," Professora asked.  
 
    “Unknown," I replied. “If someone managed to inject my blood into their system I think they would cease to exist as the person they were before. Of course I doubt it could be done, the thing that made me into this I think is unique to me."  
 
    “What are you exactly? Professora asked. “You have to be more than a guy that can smell, are you a computer hacker or something? Is that how you have answered every question or are you getting help from Dollars and his big money to skate through this class?”  
 
    “A little of both actually," I replied thinking that was a true statement although not the whole story.  
 
    “I knew it," Professora replied. “If he wasn’t such a goody goody and the fact that I don’t want to be a rent a hero I would totally join up."  
 
    “So you admit to being a cheater then?” Carnage asked.  
 
    “Get out of our conversation," Influenza said as he looked at Carnage. “You are too good for our kind, remember?”  
 
    The bell rung just then as I got up and made my way to history, my assignment was already on my tablet and complete along with a note from Mrs. Past asking me to help out as her Teaching Assistant, mostly just grading papers and other assignments. I went through her profile and everything any student turned in I graded according to whatever rubric she handed out and even gave remarks on what could be improved before I got to her class. I stepped in the door as Mrs. Past walked over to me.  
 
    “I did not expect you back so soon after, well after yesterday," Mrs. Past said as she looked me up and down. “What happened to you?”  
 
    “Mr. Dollars told me to tell everyone it was a trade secret," I replied trying to put on the smile I had seen him use on TV when he had information he knew others wanted but did not want to share.  
 
    “Well I am glad you are well, I didn’t expect to see you for at least a couple of weeks," Mrs. Past replied. “I downloaded all of your homework to your tablet along with something else. I cannot imagine you failing this class Kid Fantastic, much like Carnage your brain is like a sponge. I offered you some extra credit however."  
 
    “I have completed the assignments you gave and corrected every paper sent to you,” I replied. “I also added comments but have not sent them out yet, they are waiting for you to look them over."  
 
    “Go ahead and send them," Mrs. Past chuckled. “You are much smarter than I am, the only thing I have on you is that I am passable at instruction and I am guessing you never taught a class before. If you want I can write you a recommendation letter to Pike’s Peak community college. I see no reason why you couldn’t start taking online classes and get your degree while you are here. My sister teaches over there and she will happy to have you in her class."  
 
    “I never thought about that," I replied as I sent messages to both Dollars and the Artificer asking if they thought it was a good idea for me to go to college.  
 
    “Well you should," Mrs. Past replied. “In fact if it is okay with your guardian I think I will write and submit a letter on your behalf. I couldn’t imagine them saying no once they see what high school you are attending."  
 
    “Thank you,” I replied as I took a seat in her class. 
 
     I saw she already had typed up her letter and sent it to Dollars. It stayed in his inbox until the end of class when he finally read and accepted it. I did all of the necessary lifting, including forging an accuplacer test which got me accepted into the school. I took 24 credits, the most possible and was currently caught up in all of my classes before I arrived at the lunch room. As I thought about it, I also enrolled into Colorado State University in their global campus and took 20 credits there as well. If things went according to plan I should have both a two year and a four year degree within a year. Both places had something called a CLEP test which let students test out of classes they had knowledge in. There were 33 classes and at 80 dollars a class I had cost Dollars over 2500 dollars but the prerequisites were done. I went to my normal seat where El Habanero and Bobby Knuckles were staring daggers at me.  
 
    “I hear that idiot Carnage challenged you to hand to hand and you accepted," Knuckles replied. “I don’t know what you took to have you all juiced up but if it is Kane’s serum you better stay away from that."  
 
    “You are going to fight Carnage?” El Habanero asked. “He aint shit, you see he didn’t come after me when he laid that beating on you. How do you plan on winning, he is more than just pretty muscles."  
 
    “I don’t think I need help against him," I replied. “I was doing okay against him until he grabbed me, I was just too small, too weak and too slow to keep him off me. I think I am stronger than he is now, he will need to come up with something new to take me."  
 
    “You are the son of the Claw, you need to act like it," Knuckles replied. “Cheat even if you don’t have to, nothing wrong with hedging your bets."  
 
    “If I cheat it will give him an out to save face," I replied. “I want everyone to know he lost fair and square. He is a level 3 in strength and speed and a two in durability. I think I am at least a four in all of those categories. If Gravestone butts in though I may need help.” 
 
    “I can take him," Influenza replied. “I can at least slow him down anyway."  
 
    “I can blind him easy," El Habanero spoke. “That big piece of rock don’t scare me."  
 
    “If you do all of that I’ll give him a good shot in the chops," Knuckles replied. “I been meaning to pay that guy back."  
 
    “We all need to pay them back," Professora replied. “I am tired of getting my butt kicked by that princess over there and her goon squad. What is the deal with her anyway, coming to your rescue?”  
 
    “I did save her from a beating," I replied. “I lost my suit in the process though, it can’t be salvaged."  
 
    “So you are going to fight the best hand to hand guy here with only a slight edge over him?” Knuckles replied. “When you get your ass kicked then perhaps you will start acting like a proper villain."  
 
    Lunch went by quickly as all of the talk was on what I should do if Carnage did a particular move and what should be done if any of his friends jumped in. When it came to Talents class Harlequin was more than happy to let the hand to hand sparing begin as he looked me over and said I was on Kane’s serum. Many teachers came out for this one, they wanted to see if I was any good outside of the suit although the majority wanted to know what I had taken to have such a drastic change. Carnage smiled at me and threw a right cross, it was a knockout blow that I let land to test out my durability. The shot rocked my head back but I stayed on my feet as he followed up with a knee to the midsection. His blows hurt and he really sat down on his punches and put his body weight behind them but I was soaking them up like a sponge in water. He closed distance on me as I shoved him and sent him flying on his backside where he used the momentum to roll into a crouch. We had been fighting for thirty eight seconds and he had hit me with many strong strikes that had not taken me off of my feet and I just gave him a push which sent him to the ground. I rated myself at least a five now in durability, I could not really judge anything else but decided I should see how much speed I had. Carnage came at me again but this time I tried dodging his blows which due to my mind was easier than I thought. My body reacted to whatever I thought and I had no need to block as it became obvious I had an edge in speed to go along with great footwork. I was no speedster by far but on the scale I figured I rated a five which was faster than a lot of people as Carnage tackled me to the ground and started raining down blows. I caught one of his wrists then the other, he struggled to get away but could not despite having the superior position as I then flipped him off of me and returned to my feet. I was just about to test my strength with a blow when Celestial intervened along with Gravestone.  
 
    “This fight is over," Gravestone said as he looked at me then at Carnage.  
 
    “What do you mean over I have him where I want him," Carnage said as he closed the distance.  
 
    “No you don’t," Celestial replied. “Whatever he is on has changed him, the hits you landed were due to him testing out his limits. So far he has not tried attacking you but when he does I think you will get the worse of it."  
 
    “You are taking his side," Carnage screamed.  
 
    “No she is telling the truth," Gravestone replied. “Whatever serum he took has given him abilities beyond those of a normal human."  
 
    “So this is about my power again is it?” Carnage screamed as I regarded him.  
 
    “Your power is in your mind, if this was a no holds barred sparring session then the outcome could be different," Gravestone replied. “But just like I wouldn’t try to fight Divine one on one you should admit defeat my friend."  
 
    “I ain’t your friend if you are choosing a criminal over me," Carnage replied. “One that had to cheat to do anything against me."  
 
    “This bout is over," Prodigy said as he stepped into the dueling ring and looked at me. “I want you in my office right now."  
 
    I sent a message to Dollars letting him know what was happening as I walked towards Prodigy’s office. I searched through his emails and recorded his phone calls and could see the government was interested in my transformation. They thought Dollars had perfected the Kane serum and wanted it, by laying a little strength on me they figured they could get it. I got to his office and saw Mech Marvel who looked me over suspiciously and Whisper who was perhaps the most dangerous Supe on the planet. She was not strong at all and in a fair fight would have been beaten by almost everyone. She was about 5’8 but was stick thin with stringy hair. I guessed her weight to be around 110 which meant she was severely underweight but her power was scary. She had the ability to compel people, if she told someone to do something they did it. Her victim had no choice and would kill themselves to complete her task. I paused at the door and backed away.  
 
    “Why is she here," I asked as I wished I could cut off the sound to my ears.  
 
    “So you have heard of me," Whisper said as she glanced at me and smiled. “Won’t you come in and have a seat?”  
 
    I sent an emergency dispatch to Dollars as my body started walking inside of Prodigy’s office. Just as I was about to sit down I patched Dollars in on the phone in Prodigy’s office. Dollars told me to relax as he was now controlling VIC as I could feel the presence grow in my mind.  
 
    “What is going on here Prodigy," Dollars said. “If any of you decide to use any supe power on my son know that my lawyers will be all over you."  
 
    “Dollars how did you get on this line," Prodigy said as he disconnected his phone. I routed the call to the cell phone in Whisper’s pocket.  
 
    “Can’t get rid of me that easy, you should know that," Dollars said in an almost gloating tone.  
 
    “I don’t know how you are doing this but you have no power here," Prodigy replied.  
 
    “Ask the boy how is this happening," Prodigy said looking at Whisper.  
 
    “Be a dear Johnny and tell your friend Whisper how is this happening?” Whisper said facing me.  
 
    “I am doing it," I replied desperately trying to break her hold. “I can control electronics and patching into things is easy, but with VIC, Dollars could do the same."  
 
    “Who is VIC?” Whisper asked as I reached over and grabbed the letter opener on Prodigy’s desk and stabbed myself in the hand with it. I screamed as I gave her the answer, she was saying something to me but I could not hear her over my screams and chose not to try to figure out what she said. I pulled the letter opener out of my hand and got out of the chair and stabbed myself in the shoulder. The letter opener bent from that impact as I attempted to move towards the door. Mech Marvel grabbed me and glared at both Prodigy and Whisper.  
 
    “This ends now," Mech Marvel said as she placed her armored hand over my wound which was the wrong thing to do as I knew the nanites would try to eat through the metal.  
 
    “We still haven’t gotten the information," Prodigy replied.  
 
    “You haven’t asked for it," Mech Marvel shot back. “Instead you are torturing a little boy for your own amusement."  
 
    “Both of you take a seat, this will be quick," Whisper said as I could see the anger on Mech Marvel’s face as we both took a seat on the floor.  
 
    “This is the type of stuff which makes leaving the HL that much easier," Mech Marvel replied. “If you go through with this my resignation is effective immediately. The HL has moved from being heroes to being nothing more than enforcers."  
 
    “What serum did you use to transform the way you have and what is the recipe?” Whisper asked.  
 
    “I do not have any serum and there is no recipe," I replied.  
 
    “How did you get so big then?” Whisper replied.   
 
    “The-” was all I got out before Dollars shut my nanites down. Whisper asked the question again and could see I was in a vegetable state and unable to answer.  
 
    “What is wrong with him?” Prodigy asked annoyed. “Bad enough we have to pump a kid for information, did you break him?”  
 
    “I do not know what is wrong," Whisper said as she looked me over.  
 
    “Dollars is going to have your butts for this," Mech Marvel said with a humpf. “You just try to explain your way out of this."  
 
    “I have permission signed by the Secretary of Super Powered Humans," Prodigy replied. “It was delivered today along with Whisper who has taken time out of her day and left Gitmo."  
 
    “Well any hope you ever had of recruiting this kid is gone," Mech Marvel replied. “At least not willingly and you still don’t know what he did to get that size and I bet Dollars will say nothing."  
 
    “We can get a warrant to search his databases," Prodigy replied. “Get the keys to his supercomputer in the name of national security. This was just plan A Marvel, a working serum is something America desperately wants, something that can level the field against us supes. I want it as well, the discrimination our kind faces from the media would be over if any ordinary person can become extraordinary. This is the best lead we have had in years, taking it is something we should do since Kane isn’t talking even with Whisper’s suggestions, it is almost like he had his mind wiped or something.”  
 
    My system booted up quicker than before as I stood up and looked around. Dollars had told me to give up Kane’s serum since he knew I had seen the recipe. He hadn’t been able to do anything with it and if the government could sic their best minds on it, he could always steal it eventually. I listened to his plan and enacted it.  
 
    “You don’t know the right questions to ask," I replied reading from a script Dollars was typing up. “What do I get in return for telling you anything?”  
 
    “What do you want?” Prodigy asked.  
 
    “We want the superhuman emigration act relaxed for low level supers on a case by case basis," I replied. “Do that and I will give you something you do not know I have. If you try to take it I can always just doze off until my lawyer gets here along with a bunch of cameras. Even if they cannot do anything the bad publicity would be enough, especially with the camera I have hidden in your office recording."  
 
    “These are not his words," Whisper replied.  
 
    “I don’t have that kind of pull Dollars," Prodigy replied.  
 
    “But between you both you can phone the secretary," I said and crossed my arms. “If anything he could give special permission for at least five members of my various teams to go abroad for special work. In fact I’ll send up a list to your email and he can pick any of the five he wants."  
 
    I watched as Prodigy plugged his phone back up as Mech Marvel was released and left the room in disgust. I followed her from the cameras and could see she was as good as her word as she went into an office and shed her armor then started typing out her resignation letter effective immediately. Dollars of course sent her a letter of interest for her service detailing the benefits that she would find too good to be true if she was willing to become a rent a hero. She could pick her own team and operate autonomously and become fourth in command in overall rank structure although she would only answer to Dollars himself as it related to Supe business. He would triple her salary among other things so she would have to be really against joining to turn down the benefits package. The fact she read the letter three times meant she was interested, when Dollars sent another email asking to meet in person she replied when and where and I thought we had a good chance to grab her. When Marvel came back she handed over her resignation letter to Prodigy after sending it to the Secretary himself. I could see Prodigy get a little sad as he was still on hold while the Secretary discussed the proposition with the Vice President before agreeing to pick five in lieu of changing the bill.  
 
    “Marvel wait," Prodigy asked. “You sure you want to do this? You have done a lot of good for this country serving with the HL."  
 
    “That was the old HL Prodigy," Marvel replied as she turned her back to him. “This new group kidnaps scared boys in an effort to pry secrets that has nothing to do with national security and everything to do with being nosy and wanting more power. I have no place here, say what you will about Dollars and many other smaller outfits but they stick to crime fighting, which was the reason I joined up."  
 
    “Don’t tell me you are considering becoming a rent a hero?” Prodigy asked unbelievingly.   
 
    “I’d rather be labeled a wanna be and do some good then be labeled a hero and lose my conscious," Marvel replied as she closed the door and went back to don her armor as the Secretary returned and made his decision deciding to pick five supes which unsurprisingly were the weakest of the bunch.   
 
    No men were picked, the chance of them having a baby abroad was too much, neither was any supe that had super strength or other destructive power. Firefly was picked, her sole power was that she could become blindingly bright for a couple of seconds. Also picked was Pillow Talk along with a supe calling herself Thunder Lass on the account she could make loud sounds, not enough to blow eardrums but loud enough to disorient. The last two were the twins Whiplash who had a tongue that could grow seven feet long and crush with the power of a boa constrictor and Airborne who had the power of flight. She did this by creating a square about 3 x 3 feet and could manipulate it, she stood on it to create flight and used it in other ways as well. Dollars was happy with the choice and gave me permission to tell what I knew.  
 
    “I did not inject the Kane serum but I know the recipe to it," I replied as Prodigy looked at me shocked. “I have sent it to the Secretary and your email, can I go now?"  
 
    “How did you achieve transformation?” Whisper asked.  
 
    “My nanites did it, how I do not know," I replied as Whisper seemed happy with my answer.  
 
    “Why the theatrics Dollars," Prodigy asked. “You would have told me the information I wanted anyway."  
 
    “I probably would have," Dollars said through the phone speaker. “But this way I gain a strong ally if I can get Marvel to my side and you practically shoved her out of the door."  
 
    “I am going to need samples from this kid of yours to confirm what you said," Prodigy asked.  
 
    “By all means take some," Dollars replied. “I’ll warn you against trying something stupid like injecting his blood into something if you could in fact get a hold of some of his original nanites. You might not like the results."  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 6 
 
    A New Suit  
 
      
 
      
 
    I had been at the school for four months now and all had been relatively quiet, even Carnage had only given me occasional dirty looks. I was comfortable in my new body although it changed a little more, my subcutaneous layer of skin where the fat should be was now replaced by something resembling layers of tightly stacked Kevlar if it were made out of steel mesh giving my skin more of an unnatural feel but turning back most projectiles except for needles and other small sharp instruments. It increased my durability as I thought I was at least a seven now although my speed had diminished from the extra weight. The Artificer had visited me occasionally, her plan was to have me fight crime remotely and I could say it worked perfectly. There was a power suit in New York and Los Angeles that I controlled to help the authorities fight crime. They were on loan from Dollars but so far 8 standoffs, 12 car chases and one kidnap victim had been recovered since I had began helping out. The HL hated the competition but became a friendlier organization when it was leaked the government had a super serum, the exact same one used by Kane and offered it to local law enforcement in small batches in case things got tough. Currently part of me was in France with the new international hero team Widow named after the spider, sort of.  
 
    Dollars had three lifelike robots made using my likeness, I had seen them with my own eyes and thought they looked like me if I was wearing heavy make up, they had an almost plastic look to them. Maybe it was the fact they had no blemishes but overall they were passable as I controlled the movements making the robots appear as life like as I dared. I was the sixth and seventh member of Widow, I controlled two power suits that were made to look feminine. There was no one inside of them but the public would never know that. The lifelike robot of me was just the team spokesperson as it was now common knowledge I had beaten Rampage and I was adopted. The government had tried going after Dollars until he let them know it was just a robot that was remotely controlled and he did not bring another supe to Europe. We were in France to branch out, Dollars ultimate plan had one of the supes in France, Germany, Italy, the U.K, and Saudi Arabia leading teams of people in power suits instead of grouped together. All of the countries had power suits of their own but it was not on the level of what Dollars had created. It was mostly in the power source he used, a combination of electric batteries, solar power and a regular combustion engine working together. Dollars still wanted those countries to augment the teams with their own power suits so the people could get behind them.   
 
    “Is this thing even working?” Whiplash said as she looked into the robots eyes. I saw from the robot’s clothing as it was easier to hide a camera but even with that knowledge people still looked at the eyes.  
 
    “Yes I am working," I replied as moved her away.  
 
    “I’ll never get used to this thing, even if it is kept in the closet," Airborne replied. “Just knowing some guy controls this thing is enough to give me the creeps, especially a teenage boy."  
 
    “I can get another room and put it inside there," I replied. “Along with the power suits if you wish."  
 
    “They are just paranoid Kid Fantastic,” Pillow Talk said. “They want you gone but love the attention being around you brings. Especially since they are literally the only supes on this side of the planet, at least that we know of anyway."  
 
    “Divine should be in Paris along with Roadblock, Altitude and Mrs. Goodwin," I replied.  
 
    The president was heading to France and loved showing off American Supes when he went abroad. Divine was well known as was the speedy Altitude. Roadblock was a supe that had protected the last four presidents, he was a senior now but his power to create a force field able to block off a city street was useful. It had taken Divine himself 10 minutes of giving everything he had to shatter one and it had even held off Rampage. Mrs. Goodwin herself wasn’t well known but her power definitely was. She could summon twisted looking humanoids that were straight out of a movie, Jason, Michael Myers, Pinhead and Leatherface all had made appearances to help fight off whatever was attacking while Mrs. Goodwin herself stayed in relative safety.  
 
    “That must be why President Marcon wants us there, to show off Europe’s power," Whiplash replied. “As if we could compete with that bunch."  
 
    “You do not need to compete," I replied. “Most of the female population in Europe are behind you from the time you stopped that suicide bomber in the Chunnel," I said as I went over comments on news stories left by female internet users. The fact that you are all considered pretty and have guest starred in two movies has your likability rating higher than that of the incoming super humans. Most of them are seen as the models of American might, which is a good thing for some but intimidating for everyone not American. You are seen as regular people trying to make a difference, you collect no monies from any of the nations in Europe but are paid directly by Dollars makes you more than likable. Mr. Dollars suggests you play to your strengths, smile when spoken to, shake hands yet keep vigilance. As long as you don’t act infatuated with the other supes, your brand will grow even more."  
 
    “We aren’t paid by the EU but the boss collects money from all of the businesses wishing to sponsor us and from all the T.V. appearances," Airborne replied.  
 
    “Yes but it is not tax money, that is what the citizens care about," I replied as information suddenly flooded what passed as my brain. “There is a robbery approximately two blocks away from you in a small supermarket. It is a trap, across the street there is a sniper setting up on a rooftop and covering himself up. Three others are inside the supermarket and have fitted suicide vests on two females, one is around age 8 and the other is an older woman who could be anywhere from 70 to 80. There is a 93% chance this is an ambush targeting the team since the hotel you are staying in is well known, how do you want to proceed?”  
 
    “The sniper," Pillow Talk replied as she was the real leader of the team. “Can we get to the building he is on without him noticing?”  
 
    “If you follow this unit I can lead you inside the building he is on," I replied.  
 
    “If I can get underneath him I can turn the floor to cotton," Pillow Talk replied. “Does he have any explosives that you can see?”  
 
    “He does not seem to be armed with anything other than a FR F2 rifle," I replied. “He does look larger than you however."  
 
    “Twins you are with me," Pillow Talk replied. “Firefly, Thunder Lass I want you in the supermarket after the suits and do your thing. Fantastic, can you disable the explosives?”  
 
    “I can disable the charge and the firing device," I replied. “I can do so whenever you want."  
 
    “Good, I want you to wait until we are close," Pillow talk replied. “Is the sniper in contact with those in the supermarket?”  
 
    “Yes they are, the plan is to take out at least one of you,” I replied. “Those in the supermarket do not care if they die, the one on the building is the leader I think. I am tracing every call he has made but it seems the device he is using was bought only two days ago."  
 
    “Shitake mushrooms," Pillow Talk said substituting fungus for a curse word. “Have you called the police?”  
 
    “I am speaking to them now warning them about the ambush," I replied. “They are going to stop traffic from going towards the building and the two power suits are ready to go but at only half a charge. They should last around two hours if we leave now."  
 
    The team was ready as my life like robot picked up a look out in the lobby of the hotel we were staying at. He was quickly subdued by Whiplash and handed over to security with the instructions to keep him secured as the police was updated on the situation. Leading Pillow Talk and the twins to the building was easy, it was locked so she had to cotton the door but we got inside soon enough and from the blueprints I had downloaded we were under the master mind in no time. The floor dropped out from under the villain just as the two power suits entered the supermarket door and soaked up gun fire from an assortment of handguns. The terrorists had videotaped the entire thing and was now streaming from Facebook live when one of them tried to blow up the hostages but I had disabled the trigger. Thunder Lass was next in and gave two loud sounds which was comparable to being near a decent sized bomb when it went off followed by rapid flashes from Firefly. Firefly had in ear protection and Thunder Lass closed her eyes until I gave the signal and they both stopped. The three inside the store were disoriented as the power suits began fighting them but left the finishing moves to the supes who were now both using tasers. The whole operation from first contact to finish lasted approximately 1 minute 39 seconds and all of the terrorists ended up in restraints and like Dollars wanted, every angle was caught on film using a combination of body cameras, store cameras and traffic cameras. I had already edited them and sent off copies to four news outlets, Al-Jazeera, the BBC, France 24 and CNN. As the men were led out followed by the hostages, the all clear was given and the team formed up in front of the supermarket, smiling and acting like a more playful version of comic book super heroes.  
 
    I had the two power suits take my lifelike robot back to our hotel, Dollars Palace while the supes gave their point of view of what happened without mentioning the part I played in it which was protocol. The sniper had tried to put up a fight but he was clearly overmatched, prints were taken from him as I now combed through records and got his name. From there I worked backwards to see who he had been in contact with and found out the attackers were Chechen. I sent the information I had found to the President of France with the email marked as being from Daniel Dollars. When the group returned to the rooms we shared they were tired and complaining about all of the rules that had been forced upon them, specifically the no dating rule for fear of supes showing up in other parts of the world as citizens.   
 
    “It almost makes me want to go back home," Airborne said as she sat down on the couch. “Or leave the United States, what could they possibly do to me?”  
 
    “There is a 39% chance that assassins would be sent after you,” I replied. “No U.S. ally would offer you safe haven and if you became pregnant there is a 76% probability that your children would be kidnapped. Most likely you would be returned forcefully, there is a 58% chance of that happening unless you flee to a location that does not extradite. Overall I think you stand a better chance as an American unless you want to live like Julian Assange and spend the rest of your days inside an embassy hiding out. Correction, even he was given up."  
 
    “You are a total buzzkill you know that kid?” Airborne replied. “Here we are actual heroes, no one calls us rent a heroes. This is how it must feel to be Divine without the need to act so serious, coming here was the best and worst mistake of my life. How can I go back to the US? There I am a below average flyer but here I am someone little girls and boys have on their wall."  
 
    “No use with that line of talk," Pillow Talk replied. “Tonight we are supposed to be at a gala honoring women in power, it will do us no good to wallow, especially since the event is held by the first lady of France."  
 
    “Well it is bound to come up,” Firefly said as the others nodded their heads in agreement. “Almost every time someone asks who are we dating or why we haven’t answered some hunk on twitter’s plea for a date. Some kid even invited me to a school dance."  
 
    “Technically you were all invited to the dance by Francois Cousteau, a 17 year old boy who just beat cancer," I replied. “You have already sent a reply that you all would clear your calendar to be there unless something big came up. People are retweeting your responses now as it soon will go viral."  
 
    “Hooray for us then," Thunder Lass said sarcastically. “We can’t even have fun over here, no dancing, no nightlife, no nothing."  
 
    “It could be worse," I replied. “I have perhaps the strongest supe at the school in a hate/respect relationship with me and her wanna be psycho boyfriend out for my blood. I can’t even leave the country in person so I am stuck with this."  
 
    “Poor little rich kid," Firefly said as the rest started laughing.  
 
    “Hey Fantastic,” Pillow Talk replied. “That was good work out there."  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 7 
 
    Jealousy  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been two weeks since the President had visited France and the foreign media covered it so much regarding the differences in character between the supes that the President had ordered Widow back to the states despite any past promises. In response Dollars had made sure it was well known why his team was pulled and the international outcry was nothing compared to the national one. Many news personalities thought it was un-American to protect other citizens and not those at home while others argued that the group was just seeking fame since they were so low leveled. When the mayor of Los Angeles was taped calling the team a bunch of future housewives now their 15 minutes of fame was up, the power suit Dollars had given the city was taken away and the businesses he had there were planning to move to northern California opening a heated discussion between both sides. In his defense Dollars made it known that he had given the government Kane’s serum so regular people could protect themselves. Dollars though was playing a role, his teams were starting to be seen as legitimate superheroes. While some places came out against him it was easy to move his teams away from area. In the school though sides were firmly entrenched. Those who were a lock for the HL hated me as I was seen as the face of Dollars, the fact my new suit had DOLLARS scrawled across it and that I was now a celebrity in my own right made it easier to hate me.  
 
    “Look who it is," Carnage said as he stared down at me eating alone. “No more friends huh rich boy? Just you all alone, that’s what you get for trying to show me up serum freak."  
 
    “What do you want Carnage?” I asked. “Whatever you are about to say I am not interested."  
 
    “Sure you aren’t serum freak," Carnage replied. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed you have gained more mass, you must be juicing hard to keep that size. Even Celestial doesn’t want anything to do with you or that band of freaks you used to hang with."  
 
    “I already have a team," I replied as I took a bite out of a banana.   
 
    “The rent a heroes?” Carnage laughed. “That is not a team, it is a side show attraction."  
 
    “Leave the guy alone Carnage," Premonition, a super with the ability to see ten seconds into the future said as he passed by, moving the long blond hair out of his face. “If he is happy in his work that is more than any of us can ask for."  
 
    “He has to be," Carnage laughed. “The HL would never call a guy like this up to its roster. Look at me, I’m a computer hacker who can smell a fart from a mile away, aren’t I so cool? The only reason this guy is pseudo famous is because of his adopted daddy, but deep down inside he is just the son of a piece of crap villain and a serum freak."   
 
    “Oh what can I do then to make me feel better?" I replied tired of his insults. “Ooh I know, perhaps I will ask Maria who lives in New York out on a date. I couldn’t imagine her telling me no even if I am the son of a villain."  
 
    “You better not be talking about who I think you are talking about," Carnage growled.  
 
    “Who is he talking about?” Premonition asked then had a shocked look as he received his answer before Carnage had even spoke.  
 
    “My little sister," Carnage growled.  
 
    “Worried that a poor serum freaked villain could date your sister?” I asked. “I hear she is a big fan of Justin Bieber and guess who is in town for a concert? I wouldn’t even have to pay for a ticket to get backstage access. We are the same age as well, I wonder if your parents would object to her dating someone like me, you know with lots of money and resources."  
 
    "You think you are real slick don’t you?" Carnage said in a low voice. “If I see you with my sister serum freak…”  
 
    “You’ll do what?” I replied seeing there was only a 13% chance he would attack me and a 99.72% chance that I could win the ensuing melee. “I already beat you once, don’t get embarrassed again." 
 
    Carnage mulled it over and stormed away, from the traffic I had read he was being considered for the HL but not in the role he wanted. They wanted him for a support role, he would be a faceless soldier in the background doing all manner of work, hacking, demolition or whatever. What he wouldn’t be was what he most wanted, which was out front soaking up the praise of citizens. It turns out they were not too impressed with his power unlike the CIA which wanted him if he turned down the HL. I was on the HL’s list, I was seen as a competent sidekick to a higher leveled hero but my association with Dollars made them lukewarm to me. What I did find surprising was that both Prodigy and Harlequin had recommended me for a closer look. I would have to turn them down however as Mech Marvel now going by her real name of Michelle Myers and wearing a new version of her still uncomputerized suit of metal had me pegged as being on her new team, the one she took over from Dollars. Michelle was not wild about the reality show, Making the Team. Her feelings rapidly changed when Dollars had opened the show up to normal people and offered to outfit them in a power suit which really cranked up the ratings as half of the contestants were not powered at all. Myers had them doing good deeds that had nothing to do with being a hero such as volunteering at a food bank. For now though my mind was currently on the weekend, there was a field trip planned and it would be an overnight to New York for the Future Heroes Fundraiser. All students were required to attend unless there was an emergency no matter their power level and it was a way for the public to see the future members of the HL. 
 
    When school was finally over I was met by Dollars who was waiting for me outside in a limo. He had gotten permission from the school to fly me to New York, we talked on the phone and by other ways but I rarely saw him. Now he was here and with the Artificer who was out of her costume made the day even stranger. I looked at them both, they had knowing smiles on their faces that was hard for me to read. 
 
    “What is going on?” I asked looking at the pair. 
 
    “With Ms. Myers taking over most of my hero duty me and Stephanie decided it was time for us to go out as a family," Dollars replied. “As we talked I realized that the both of us grew up sort of alone and despite how gifted you are you shouldn’t have to do the same." 
 
    “What about the Artificer?” I asked looking at Loyola. 
 
    “What about her?” Loyola replied. “She can be such a drag, besides the HL can handle things," Loyola finished sounding nothing like the Artificer. 
 
    “So has this place been eating at you?” Dollars asked. 
 
    “Right now I am the outcast with everything that has been going on," I replied. “I don’t know how our trip to New York is going to be." 
 
    “It is going to be great," Loyola said smiling. “You are hanging out with the two of us which will cause a scandal when we are seen together. All of the members of the teams we have will be there, those who have not met you will be happy to do so and those who have already like you for the help you have given." 
 
    “Well that and being the boss’s kid doesn’t hurt," Dollars replied. “Trust me, I have fun awaiting us." 
 
    “Do you have your suit just in case?” I asked. “If I were a villain this would be a perfect event to attack everyone." 
 
    “Many try to do that every year," Loyola replied. “All are caught pretty quickly, at least those who try with weapons are. Too many precogs at the event, not to mention anyone dumb enough to just attack would face a wall of good guys." 
 
    The drive to the airport was quick, when Dollars decided to leave his private jet and instead take commercial air it caused a big ruckus once he was identified as hundreds of people took out their phones to capture videos or take pictures. It was the same thing once we got on the plane, all of us smiled for pictures for different passengers and one guy even handed over his resume. He was a real wanna be hero as he had no powers and patrolled the streets in a costume he had made. Dollars took the resume and put it away, Loyola promised he would look into it. After landing in New York it was an even bigger ruckus as people had put the pictures they took on social media and news crews along with TMZ was there to capture any quote or sound bite they could. Some focused on why Dollars was with Loyola who promptly shut them up after giving him a kiss on the cheek. I got a chance to field some questions, most were inappropriate since they revolved around my use of Kane’s serum which had been a hot topic among the super human community. I smiled and denied it as I hopped into a waiting car, it was a little surprising that we would be traveling in a 1972 VW Vanagon but Dollars said it was the first vehicle he had ever owned. It still looked weird to me to have a driver for the vehicle but we were off towards Manhattan where we would be staying at the biggest of the hotels he owned which had a decidedly super human theme to it since Making the Team was filmed there and a small percentage of the staff were super human. As we walked into our suite, I was startled to find Divine was there along with five other supes including the Lion King who was half man half lion, Northern Lights who could create solid constructs out of light, Mrs. Goodwin, Altitude and Legion, a female supe that could replicate herself into four other beings, comfortably fighting from safety while her duplicates did the real fighting until they vanished, normally after one or two days unless she banished them herself. How they got there I was not sure since there were no cameras on this floor. 
 
    “Wow look at all these heroes," Loyola said in her party girl persona. “Are they for me baby?” 
 
    “Afraid not sweetie," Dollars replied. “Of course all of them better have a good reason for breaking into my room, if you wanted an autograph all you had to do was ask." 
 
    “Cut the crap Dollars," Altitude replied. “We don’t want to be here either." 
 
    “What he is trying to say is that we need your help,” Divine replied. 
 
    “Help with what?” Dollars asked. “Help with the Kane serum you guys let get stolen and shipped to Europe or help with the three supe villains that decided Europe was a great place to tear things up since they no longer had any heroes?” 
 
    “How did you know about the serum?” Mrs. Goodwin asked. “That isn’t public knowledge." 
 
    “None of your business," Dollars replied. “You are way more creepier in real life, did you know that?” 
 
    “Stand down Goodwin," Legion said holding the woman back. “Mr. Dollars is obviously well informed but we do not need your help for any of those things. The HL has already been dispatched to help out our neighbors with the villains and the serum leaking would be public knowledge soon enough." 
 
    “Well I have a pretty woman to pamper," Dollars replied as he patted Loyola arm who batted her eyes up at him. “If none of you are going to get to the point I’ll see you tomorrow night at the event." 
 
    “We want a truce for this thing," Divine replied. “Both of our images have taken a beating recently and the President himself wants us to end this rivalry and show some solidarity. I am here to offer your group a place within the HL." 
 
    “Are you serious?” Dollars laughed. “Why on earth would I want to do anything like that? There is no money in joining up with you and I don’t answer to anyone." 
 
    “Because we are going to take over helping out the various police agencies," Divine replied. “A member of the HL would be in all major cities, it would ruin your business anyway. By joining us we can work together for the betterment of this country." 
 
    “I don’t need a big city for ratings," Dollars replied. “I have a whole team of people who have the sole purpose to find out how to make money off of you supes." 
 
    “We all know you are not in it for the money Dollars," the Lion King said in a voice that was part roar which frightened me a little. “You have other more profitable ways to spend your time." 
 
    “Well good luck on your future endeavors," Dollars said smiling. “I give millions of dollars to police forces all over the country, they wouldn’t push me out." 
 
    “They won’t have a choice once the new law is signed," Divine replied. “It is about time that we in the HL started looking at the little problems as well as the big ones. We have become too detached from the public and that needs to change. We want to go after this thing together, no more rent a hero, just super humans working together." 
 
    “If any of my people want to join the HL I will of course let them out of their contracts," Dollars replied. “As for me, I am going to have to decline." 
 
    “What about you Kid Fantastic, you gonna turn down the opportunity to fight the big and little fight?” Altitude asked. 
 
    “I am going to stick with my dad on this one," I replied. “After spending time with the future of the HL I think I am better off where I am at. Perhaps we could go into bounty hunting or become personal body guards." 
 
    “I told you it was a waste of our time," Goodwin said as she looked around. “We need a place to stay away from the public eye, someplace a little more secure than where we are at." 
 
    “We have 8 more suites and 15 rooms available," I replied looking at Dollars. “Do you want me to block them off?” 
 
    “You are some kind of super Siri for the iPhone," Legion said looking at me. “Is this a boy or one of your machines Dollars?” 
 
    “A little of both," Dollars replied. “Don’t get so high and mighty with me, there are several cyborgs running around the HL. Yeah block off the rooms Johnny and put them under the HL, now is there something else you need?” 
 
    “Only to end our rivalry personally if not professionally," Divine said as he stuck out his hand. 
 
    “We don’t have a rivalry Divine," Dollars replied. “I help you out all the time, albeit indirectly," Dollars finished as he shook Divine’s hand.  
 
    “Between us, how did your kid get so big?” Divine asked.  
 
    “I want to know that as well," Altitude replied. “I admit I want to test out Kane’s serum but the side effects are too much to deal with and the stuff is highly addictive." 
 
    “I am part machine," I replied. “Every time I am injured my body strengthens itself." 
 
    “Rampage," the Lion King growled. “When you fought you were injured a lot." 
 
    “And my body did the rest," I replied.  
 
    “Now you know the secret," Dollars replied. “Although the thing with Kane’s serum was entertaining." 
 
    “The recipe for the serum just went live on Reddit," I said as I had been scanning for anywhere all of the ingredients were put together. “It has just been shared on Facebook 3,000 times but that number is rapidly increasing." 
 
    “Not our problem," Dollars replied. “Besides, where is the average person going to buy the main ingredient from? Secretions from the Dusky Gopher frog is hard to come by since they are only found in one place and that is in Mississippi and only in a small area in land owned and protected by Dollar Industries." 
 
    “Always one step ahead aren’t you Dollars?” Divine asked. 
 
    “Of course," Dollars replied. “Secretions from other frogs can be used but it shortens the duration and lowers the effectiveness tremendously." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    The event was packed with celebrities, powerful super humans and plenty of politicians. Dollars kept me close to him, the big announcement about the HL expanding was supposed to be made here and many from the teams had taken the government up on their offer to engage in so called real crime fighting. What they didn’t know was that it was unlikely they would get positions like the big seven as we called them, the faces of the HL. Instead they will be regulated to obscurity like any other cop who does their job without recognition. Of the 1,000 people who were classified as supes on the payroll, only 17 remained which was a significant blow but Dollars was not worried about it. Many of those teams were only breaking even for him, the only reason he kept them going was because he didn’t want to fire anyone. Now though he could consolidate his people into a few teams and really get the most out of them. 
 
    “Can I borrow him for a second," Omega said as he walked up to Dollars. “It seems this one and my little sister have eyes for each other and my father is much too nice to properly threaten him." 
 
    “By all means take him away," Dollars said as I wondered what the hero was talking about. 
 
    “Celestial barely speaks to me," I said as he led me across the floor. 
 
    “Yeah but her and that Carnage kid are on the rocks," Omega replied. “And he is here with Willow Smith and she doesn’t have a date. Now I can ask you to go have a good time with my bratty kid sister since I know she likes you or I can tell you to go have a good time with my bratty kid sister." 
 
    “What is the difference?” I asked. 
 
    “The difference is how many pieces you walk out of here in," Omega replied. 
 
    “Aren’t you supposed to be one of the good guys?” I asked. 
 
    “I leave all of that to my dad, now what is it going to be Fantastic?” Omega replied. “And if you tell her I put you up to this, it won’t be pretty." 
 
    I said nothing and found Celestial in a corner drinking what looked like punch, all cameras were on the celebrity chatting with Carnage and smiling as people were trying to figure out who he was. I took a seat at Celestial’s table as she shot me a nasty look, it was more of a reflex I could see as she then glanced back at Carnage. 
 
    “Good Riddance," I replied as I went through a list of known ice breakers and figured she had probably heard a variation of most of them. 
 
    “Go away Fantastic,” Celestial said as she folded her arms. 
 
    “Tell you what, if I can beat you in arm wrestling you have to stick by me for the rest of the night," I replied. 
 
    “I know my brother had something to do with you walking over, I’m not stupid you know," Celestial replied. “He keeps glancing over here." 
 
    “So you are scared to fight me then?” I asked as I stuck out my arm. 
 
    “Go away Fantastic,” Celestial said looking over at Carnage. “I am not in the mood." 
 
    “Make me," I said taking her drink and downing it in one gulp before wanting to spit it back out. “This is alcohol!” I whispered. 
 
    “Announce it to the world loser," Celestial replied. 
 
    “Aren’t you supposed to be the All American girl and you are drinking alcohol," I asked as the drink was still burning my throat. I am amazed I didn’t smell it from here." 
 
    “I break the rules," Celestial replied. “I am just depressed. Look at her, she is so pretty and rich. Carnage always had a problem with me being stronger than he was, she is exactly what he was looking for." 
 
    “If only there was a tall, dark and muscular kid around you that you could hang out with to forget about him and have a good time," I replied mock searching around the room. 
 
    “He would have to be funny," Celestial said looking at me. 
 
    “Would you take smart instead," I asked. 
 
    “What about all of those girls I see you hanging around with on your little reality show with Mech Marvel?” Celestial asked. “Don’t tell me none of the women from any of teams ever hit on you, some are only three years older than you are." 
 
    “I am here with you right now," I said as I changed the music that was playing to something decent to dance to and lifted her out of her seat by her hand. I knew she watched dancing with the stars and was into latin dances, Carnage liked them so she knew a lot of moves, moves I could recreate as we started dancing. I went as fast as I could, a speed she easily matched as we first started the salsa and transitioned into the Merengue which was promptly broken up by Omega. 
 
    “There will be none of that here champ,” Omega said to the both of us. “Keep your dirty hands to yourself." 
 
    “You brought him over here," Celestial replied. 
 
    “Did he say that?” Omega asked. 
 
    “He didn’t have to,” Celestial replied.  
 
    “Well then I deny everything," Omega replied. “You know since you could fly, getting out of this place would be easy. You could go have a hamburger or something and be like two normal kids, well as normal as you could be with a face like that sis. Maybe you need a mask with more coverage." 
 
    Omega took the punch she gave him well as he backed away after getting a nod from Divine who fixed me with a stare. We walked back over to the table and I could tell Carnage was now looking over at our table. 
 
    “Do you want to get out of here?” I asked looking around. “I can make a commotion and we can disappear." 
 
    “Do it," she said as a speaker up front started emitting a high pitched squeal. Heads turned towards the sound as the lights went out briefly and we made our way out of the ballroom. Once we got outside she grabbed me by the waist and took off in the dark New York night as I directed her to Macy’s where we made quite a scene shopping for some regular clothes. Both of us had been seen without our masks numerous times so taking them off was easy, we ended up leaving our costumes in the store as we went to a movie theater and watched the Amazonian about a female supe in a blue leotard who saved some guy in iraq with an invisible plane. It was like the writers weren’t even trying in my opinion as the movie ended.  
 
    “Are you hungry?” I asked looking over at her. 
 
    “My father is going to kill me," Celestial replied. 
 
    “He knows we were at the theater and I asked him if we could grab some food afterwards," I said looking across the street at McDonald’s. “I have until 2000 hours to bring you back for your official introduction to the public or he is going to send Omega to break my legs." 
 
    “Did he say that?” Celestial asked. 
 
    “Altitude did," I replied. 
 
    “He is kind of an uncle," Celestial laughed. “Did they break the news to everyone?” Celestial asked. 
 
    “It is all over the media right now," I replied looking at all of the stories. “It is now illegal for anyone with supe powers to fight crime as an organization alongside actual law enforcement unless they are a member of the HL." 
 
    “Where does that leave the rest of your people?” Celestial replied. 
 
    “Same place we were before," I replied. “I think this law was targeted at us, without any of the second and third order effects taken into account." 
 
    “This law is to hold everyone accountable Fantastic,” Celestial replied. “I thought everyone would be happy joining the HL instead of doing the rent a hero thing." 
 
    “Well my dad is more than ready to pull the hundreds of millions of dollars he spends helping out police forces around the country," I replied as I could see that funds to different departments had already been canceled. “Many areas depend on that money to pay budget, not to mention he covers a lot of training expenses and the equipment he gives is on lease. Once that is taken away a lot of departments will be worse off and forced to make cuts." 
 
    “So he is throwing a tantrum and taking his ball home?” Celestial replied. 
 
    “It was a mutually beneficial relationship,” I replied pulling up data concerning his profit margin. Big businesses, local businesses and individuals paid money to advertise on the super suits. The money from the reality shows really helped even things out as did the special appearances. In all he was barely clearing a million dollars when insurance, different power suits and salaries were involved. Without that money coming in he would be out of hundreds of millions, if you guys want that burden he is prepared to give it to you." 
 
    “What do you plan on doing?” Celestial answered. 
 
    “Don’t know,” I replied. “But there is a 100% chance that Dollars will come up with something more profitable." 
 
    “So you are going to just give up?” Celestial asked.  
 
    “It is either that or fight the HL," I replied. “You could join us at Dollar if you wanted, you don’t have to follow Omega or your father. Ms. Myers is happy there, so are many others." 
 
    “Is that why they all signed letters of intent to join the HL for less money?” Celestial asked. “We are taking the hero business back to where it supposed to be. You could join us, I don’t know about that thing you do with computers but you are pretty strong and can take a punch at least from a regular guy. I promise a place can be found for you." 
 
    “That is what Altitude told me," I said laughing. “I’m just not interested. Unlike most of you I grew up wanting to remain anonymous, I never wanted to be a supe and was happy with my video games. It looks like we need to go, they are starting to get ready to announce the current students and everyone new this year along with what we can do." 
 
    We landed on the roof and thanks to her strength the door was easily opened after the lock was broken and we walked in. We made it to the stage just in time as I wondered why any of this was necessary, the social function or the announcement which was held in the theater. I scanned the crowd, facial recognition told me from the teams everyone was here with the exception of Michelle Myers, Teen Crush and the Artificer who should have been in to the empty space next to Dollars. All of the big hitters for the HL were here, most likely due to the fact this would be the first time Celestial would be announced. Carnage stared at me with what I thought was a murderous glare underneath his mask before turning around. I looked at the assembled students and noted I didn’t see any of my sometime friends, El Habanero, Bobby Knuckles, Professora or Influenza. The first student was announced along with his power set when a face in the crowd caught my eye, seconds later I felt an excruciating pain envelop my body and I could see I wasn’t the only one. The pain was over quickly as I rose to my feet but I felt tired somehow. I looked for the figure and could see him although now he was glowing. 
 
    “It’s Mr. Madness!" I said as I started to run towards him but stopped. Something was wrong with me, it was like when I was first caught and placed in those restraints, I couldn’t smell anything. That wasn’t right, I could smell but not as good as I should have been able to. I looked over at Mr. Madness who collapsed from a sharp blow to the back of his head from the Artificer who was in full costume and holding a baton. Mr. Madness’s body seemed to be shrinking or something as smoke began rising from it, the Artificer turned him over and ripped off his mask. His body went from smoking to catching fire, by the time something was found to put him out only wet partially burned clothes remained. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    In the aftermath of the attack it was determined that the reduction of my supe ability was the result of Mr. Madness. He had wrote a suicide note and knew taking away so many powers would kill him but wanted to rid the world of his kind. What he didn’t realize was that he did not have the power to do so, he had left people at some power but at 87% less than they were previously capable of. What was worse, the five man team sent to Europe had all died along with the three they were chasing when the van they were riding in was targeted by an ISIS suicide bomber. The majority of the HL had their powers affected, the strongest member currently was Aluminati, a guy that had the power to control all things aluminum. There were also two cyborgs, Metallurgy and Steeleto who although their ability to equip more machines was affected, were able to keep what they had done with no trouble. The rest of the HL who had escaped Madness were only slightly better than what was on any of the Dollar teams, those who barely made the cut and was forced to patrol while the heavies went out for a night on the town to welcome the future heroes. At the school everything was different, the school was closed down for two weeks but this would be the first day back. There were only a few students who were unaffected, most notable were the four that snuck away to smoke an e-cig someone had found. Being a delinquent was the only reason they had managed to survive and would be four of only 7 still powered supes in the school. The others never showed up at the gala with various family emergencies. I still had my nanite based powers but they had been thrown into overdrive. I could feel that the brain in my body had to be less than thirty percent organic, as were the rest of my organs in an attempt to prevent anything like the attack from Madness from happening again. The Artificer had managed to slow down then stop them or they would have had completely taken over and I would have been stuck in a body not entirely human. 
 
    The Artificer after she had tackled Madness had been overwhelmed by the angry supes and had her mask ripped off. Her identity was now well known and splashed all over the news and she had been taken in by the government. She was eventually let her go because she was just a smart woman who knew how to fight and I had attacked and threatened their systems working under the hacker group Anonymous. Whether she had any powers to begin with no one knew, what they did know was that she had no powers now. After her outing she was ruthless next to Dollars, all of those who had quit to take up the HL on their offer had their resignations accepted and she refused to take them back. What was worse was that the government decided they did not meet the standards of employment, they were already weak by HL standards and they had their power reduced even further. The HL had told them if they could prove their power came back on a decent level then they would be accepted. Dollars had laughed at the whole thing, he was never a supe to begin with and was now one of the strongest people around with his suits. The fact he no longer bankrolled many of the police departments added to the injury of the anti-rent a hero movement as he called it and many departments were coming out on record for the government to rescind the law. Around the school the atmosphere was hard to tell, the new students were excited while the others seemed ready to explode. 
 
    “Thing seem weird around here now," Gravestone said as I looked over at him. I would not have recognized him if not for the voice and I could tell now that he was African American, he no longer had granite skin but was still built wider than normal for a human. 
 
    “Everyone but a few kids had their ability affected," I replied. “There is a 87.98% probability that is the reason for the unnatural silence." 
 
    “You still seem to have, whatever it is you had," Gravestone replied. 
 
    “My supe ability was affected as well," I replied. “Not the ability my father’s experiments gave me." 
 
    “So Dollars did experiment on you,” Gravestone replied. 
 
    “Not him, my real father," I replied. “I think it is taking over my body but it seems to be holding still for now." 
 
    “Look who it is, two losers," Carnage said as he walked up to us. “Ah there is Celestial, not so much to say now is there." 
 
    “What do you want Carnage," Celestial said as she walked up in a voice that held more defeat defiance. It was the first time I had seen her since New York and although she was wearing her normal attire, it just seemed more of a costume for someone on Halloween instead of a uniform. 
 
    “All of you doubted me with your fancy powers," Carnage laughed. “So what my comprehension is gone, I still have all of my knowledge I had before the attack. Unlike you losers I had trained my normal human body every day to perfection and learned to fight without any powers. The HL won’t be picking any of you guys up, while I am one of the strongest in this school." 
 
    “No one cares Carnage," I replied. 
 
    “You are right serum freak," Carnage laughed. “No one cares about you anymore, you can’t even fight with the rest of your worthless rent a heroes and your little friend the Artificer was found out. As if I would ever be her sidekick." 
 
    “Just go away Carnage," Celestial replied. “I have had enough of your bragging." 
 
    “Don’t tell me to go away, you are nothing but a hot piece of A-“ Carnage said as Celestial slapped him hard across the face sending him stumbling backwards. She may not of had all of the power she did before but the hit still looked like it hurt. He looked like he was drawing back to hit her when Gravestone pushed him back. Carnage pulled his taser and shot the boy, Gravestone went down as I first cut the power of the taser then blocked the asp that appeared in his hand with my right as he got into a fighting stance.  
 
    “Bring it," I said as I had barely felt the asp impact despite knowing he had put his strength behind the blow. That worried me, my skin wasn’t even bruised which let me know I had lost more of my humanity than I thought.  
 
    “Another time," Carnage said as Gravestone got up and glared at him. 
 
    “He’s right," Celestial replied. “We are just a bunch of wannabes now, I should just take this costume off and accept it." 
 
    “You are more than just a set of powers," I replied. “The Artificer and Dollars are just normal people, most of those on the Dollar teams were low leveled anyway. If the HL isn’t in your future that doesn’t mean you can’t make a difference." 
 
    “It’s not the same," Celestial replied. “I went from one of the strongest supes around to nothing in the blink of an eye. We had a moment in New York when I was down but let's end it here now that we are back. You are the son of a villain and a glory hound, everything I was brought up hating. Your association with Dollars is just too much, you are a nice guy Fantastic, at least I think you could be if you were not always hanging around villains and wanna be’s." 
 
    I watched her walk away a little disappointed but got over it, math class went by quickly. The school decided to partner up those who still had powers and I was partnered with a boy who was a spotter on the cheerleading team who could transform into some kind of armored Armadillo hybrid. He was always ridiculed for being on the cheerleading team and being gay but now he could take on almost any bully in the school easily since he could cover himself in plate armor and grew in strength as well. His supe name was Billy, the staff didn’t even bother with him to change it since the atmosphere was so down. History was much of the same, Mrs. Past had been happy to let me know she had seen my grades from one of the colleges I was enrolled in and that I had made the Dean’s list and if I took the same case load I would be graduated by the end of the year. Lunch went by smoothly, I could hear many people talking about my new suit. Instead of metal, the whole thing was carbon fiber over aluminum, I put it on after the fight with Carnage and the outer layer could form into another suit sort of. It was meant to wrap around any one I was trying to save to get them out of the area or help me out in fighting. It was nowhere near as advanced as the inner portion which was meant to stay on me. The outer portion was a basic exoskeleton with a radio receiver since I could handle the computer portion on my own. It was in the Talents class that things got interesting since Harlequin was still the teacher but instead of being depressed he was beyond angry. 
 
    “Get that garish thing out of here Dollars," Harlequin said angrily. “Don’t you have any sense of decency? Most of those here had their abilities affected and you are flaunting your adopted father’s money around to really drive in the nails." 
 
    “Screw them," I replied. The majority of them spent their time gossiping about me since I came back from Europe and the blowout that happened afterwards. Their views on rent a heroes were well known also, I was not going to do anything to make them feel better. The fact I was feeling prideful made me smile even more, at least I still had human emotions. 
 
    “Just like your real father," Harlequin said and turned away in disgust. 
 
    “If we were serum freaks we could walk around here all tough as well," Carnage said as he glared at me. 
 
    “Well the recipe is well known," I replied. “If you want to give it a try be my guest, you will still be an idiot though. Luckily I don’t care about your opinion, so unless you plan on sparring with me again and no, I will not take off the suit then be quiet." 
 
    “That’s what you want huh?” Carnage laughed. “To show your dominance now you have an unfair advantage? When we were evenly matched I beat you in seconds." 
 
    “Then I hope the memory keeps you warms," I replied. “Instructor Harlequin what are we doing today?” 
 
    “Nothing," Harlequin replied. “What is the point? Hardly any of us have any real talents anyway." 
 
    “If I am understanding you correctly Instructor Harlequin, you want to cut this class at least for today because of the actions of Mr. Madness who is rumored to still be alive," I asked. 
 
    “To be some kind of genius you have a knack for stating the obvious," Harlequin replied. 
 
    “Many of your students though never had powers that could be used during your tests yet they were required to be here," I replied as I went through the list of students at the school along with their various powers and matched them against the levels of study Harlequin normally gave. Influenza for example has not been able to use his talent in any of your classes yet he is required to be here where you have consistently given him and many others like him a barely passing grade." 
 
    “Carnage has been here as well and has never gotten anything other than excellent marks," Harlequin replied. “And how do you know about any grades I hand out, that is privileged knowledge." 
 
    “I took a guess," I replied, it was an obvious lie but one he could not disapprove. 
 
    “Regardless this class is over," Harlequin replied. “Those of you who still have powers worth anything will meet with representatives from the HL. It is an honor the majority of you do not deserve, stay put until they get here." 
 
    I waited for the HL to come while the others stood there depressed. I checked on what VIC was doing, part of it was busy fighting off random attacks and malware directed at Dollars Corp. while most its processing power was used by various employees to surf the net. One person was looking into Dollars’s super suits and how they could be created cheaply. Not only were the materials cheaper, such as using stainless steel instead of spacecraft grade aluminum, the abilities the suit had would also be pared down. The suit Daniel Dollars himself wore had deadly capabilities, he could fire 15 .50 caliber rounds and it had a flamethrower. There were many less lethal options as well but his biggest weapon was the one whoever was searching was trying to get rid of, which was total integration with VIC. Dollars had a team of people helping to control VIC when he needed them, they could patch into phones and take control of electronics around him. The new suit would not utilize VIC that way at all, it would be purely for speed, strength and durability. By my calculations it could be produced relatively cheaply compared to his normal suits, currently he sold them at a cost of 7 million apiece to outside world at a cost of about 3 million to himself. He was particular about who he sold to, preferring to lease the suits instead so he could shut them off remotely using VIC. The government had bought one to compare it against their model which was superior in a straight out fight but highly impractical. It had a shoulder fired mini gun attached and had far heavier armor. The downside was that it could barely fly and had a run time of half an hour using batteries. If someone went to using JP-8, the military’s version of diesel fuel it could be extended to 1 hour per gallon of fuel used. It also made the fuel tank an easy target and the tank also reduced mobility. Still the government liked what they had, I knew there had been talks recently with all of the various cities and states to send them a model to ease the pain of Dollars withdrawing. This new suit being researched would only last a little over 90 minutes and couldn’t fly in its simplest form but was estimated to cost around 50 thousand, parts of it would be made in Taiwan, China and Cambodia and put together in the United States.  
 
    “I see someone is snooping," Dollars said as his voice rang out in my head. “If you want your privacy it goes both ways." 
 
    “Why are you looking at making cheap suits?” I asked. 
 
    “Because they will sell," Dollars replied. “I decided to take your advice and start my own bounty hunting business, we can make considerable money from nabbing people who jumped bail and even more from the government by going after the F.B.I.’s most wanted criminals. All of those who stayed with me that were depowered from the hands of Mr. Madness will get one. I plan on plastering this thing everywhere, I am sure many departments will reach out and buy their own. The first six months I can sell it for cost, after that I can double my money on each sale." 
 
    “Are you going to be selective about selling them?” I asked wondering how he was going to make money if he only sold them to people he liked. 
 
    “Of course not," Dollars replied. “First come first serve, I want to put these suits in the hands of average Americans. I’ll sell them like cars, a sizable down payment followed by monthly payments. Right now most of the supes remaining are basically villains, all I need is to take one of them down with these suits then the sky is the limit. This could be bigger than the AR-15 is." 
 
    “But wouldn’t criminals get a hold of it as well?” I asked. 
 
    “Not our problem," Dollars replied.  
 
    “What if we had to go up against someone with the same suit on?” I asked as I thought about the differences between his suit and the new ones he wanted to build. “In order to take down someone wearing it a lot of property damage would happen not to mention people could get hurt.” 
 
    “Oh I will make sure there is a cutoff switch, accessible by VIC,” Dollars replied. 
 
    “But wouldn’t that be creating a problem that only you have the solution to?” I asked. I was sure if the suit could do half the things his expensive ones could then everyone would want one. 
 
    “Stop over thinking things," the Artificer’s voice cut in of Dollars. “This is business and this is how we make money. As for your friends there, they will of course get their own provided that they sign a contract to work for us, you can extend that to your enemies as well. You have company Johnny, look up." 
 
   
  
 

 I looked up to see four men in dark suits coming towards my group. I could see most of the non-talented students were walking away forlornly as one of the men pulled out a tablet, stared at it then walked over towards me. 
 
    “Kid Fantastic?” the man said as he took off his sunglasses revealing a set of eyes that were not organic. They were orbs in the shape of an eye but I could see tiny lenses covering them giving them a mirror like finish. It reminded me of a sophisticated insect eye. 
 
    “And you are?” came a voice from my suit that was obviously the Artificer’s. 
 
    “My name is-“ the man said before she cut him off. 
 
    “I know who you are," she snapped. “Whatever it is you want the answer is no." 
 
    “Are you still angry I refused to work for Dollars?” the man replied. I searched the HL database, this man was called Surgeon Steel. Surgeon Steel was not a supe but he was a genius who helped out the government and joined the HL. He performed surgery on himself and others, biohacking combined with electronic augments. Grinders is what they were called and he was the top of his field, the bottom half of both of his arms were robotic with the ability to crush on par with the jaws of life hydraulic tool used by most fire departments. He had done much more to others however with the Golden Golem being his masterpiece as he was the only successful brain transfer on record. The man that was known as Philbert Hufflebaum, a quadriplegic who had his brain implanted into a body created by Steel. Hufflebaum would be the first and last since laws were soon passed to prevent anything like that from happening again. 
 
    “Of course I am," Dollars replied. “But you heard the lady, you have nothing to offer him. You can't offer him money and he doesn’t care about prestige." 
 
    “I can give you a chance Kid Fantastic to work around other cyborgs," Steel said looking me in my eyes. “Man and machine are the future, we are the only ones around that can fight these dangerous super human villains that are still around. Join me and I can see about your health, Kane’s serum cannot be healthy." 
 
    “I am not on serum," I replied. “And no thank you to the offer. But I am sure many here would jump at the chance to become a cyborg." 
 
    “Think this thing over now son," Steel said as he turned the tablet around to me. “You could work with the greatest minds known to man." 
 
    “He already is," Dollars said through my suit. “Now if you don’t mind Steel I think the laws concerning harassment are very clear." 
 
    “Here is my number Fantastic,” Steel said as he handed me a card. “We could do great things together." 
 
    I took it as he walked on to talk to other kids, what passed as my guardians were silent after the exchange and I went back towards my room after making a stop at the library. Standing at the door was El Habanero along with Bobby Knuckles who looked to be up to no good. 
 
    “We need to talk man," Knuckles said as he stepped in front of Habanero. 
 
    “About what?” I replied. 
 
    “About you and who you spend your time with," Knuckles replied. 
 
    “And who would that be?” I asked as I could see he was preparing himself for a punch. In this suit I was certain I could take the blow but would be sent flying backwards. Since he only had that power in the one arm I could make him off balanced long before the blow reached me. 
 
    “Celestial," Habanero replied. “I am going to pay that smug little blondie back for all of the things she has done and I don’t want you getting in the way." 
 
    “We know you are sweet on her Fantastic,” Knuckles replied. “You had a little spat but I see the way you look at her. Just stay out of our way, it would be a shame to see you hurt." 
 
    “Almost everyone thinks she is pretty," I replied. “ And there is a 94% chance that if you do not like my answer you will attack based on your body language. I am wearing a faceplate so Habanero your attacks would be useless, Knuckles you may be able to get a shot off but fighting me off of you is above your skill level." 
 
    “Are you saying you want a fight?” Knuckles asked. 
 
    “Not at all," I replied. “What I am saying that if you attack me, I am a fight you cannot win." 
 
    I saw the punch coming long before he threw it, the suit gave me a lot of bulkiness so it was harder to dodge out of the way but I managed it and caught his arm at the wrist. Habanero opened his mouth just as I shoved Knuckles his way, the powerhouse caught the stream in the ear and the left side of his face as I backed up. Knuckles went down screaming and holding his eyes as Habanero stood there shocked, if this was a fight I wanted to win I could have hurt them both seriously by now. Knuckles was pulled to his feet and threw a punch which connected to the wall, going completely through the sheet rock. As he was pulling himself out I stepped around him and stared down the much smaller Habanero and went into my room. Already a video of this encounter was sent to Celestial as well as Gravestone who no doubt would try to protect her. 
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    “I see you are having a hard time at school," Dollars said as he sat across from me. 
 
    “Many people are mad about your new cheaper suits," I replied. “The power they are giving normal people makes them tougher than most of the remaining supes." 
 
    “Don’t worry about any of that," Stephanie said as she opened a pack of gum. “After our three billion dollar sale to China, the government is acting fast to stop us from selling this weapon to anyone other than our own government. I already had a sale in place to the U.K. and Germany so an extra billion should be coming in before the bill passes. I plan on stopping all other sales and blaming it on the government, police forces all around will be angry their orders did not go through and pressure the President who will probably respond angrily on Twitter." 
 
    “That’s business kid," Dollars replied with a smile. “A two billion dollar profit that quickly and I do not have to worry about any reverse engineering, the small computer inside was based on VIC and will delete itself as soon as the housing over it is breached leaving the suits expensive paperweights." 
 
    “The shipment just arrived in China,” I said as the information popped into my head, VIC had made me so fast it was almost scary. 
 
    “It took a lot of overtime to get people here to hurry up and assemble the things," Dollars replied. “I have been paying forty dollars an hour and so far have a team of four thousand. I will eventually start taking a hit on the bottom line since the big sales would dry up and I would only be selling onesies twosies but the government will see to it these people are fired long before that. How is my shipment in Europe since you were able to pull the info on China." 
 
    “The boat they are on is being inspected right now," I replied looking through a news camera that was waiting by the docks. “Also there is commotion in the House of Representatives, people are angry. One side wants to outright ban power suits and restricting them to police and military and others who think Americans deserve the chance to protect themselves from supe villains." 
 
    “I already know how that is going to go,” Dollars replied. “I wasn’t expecting it so soon though. Law Enforcement would win out since the military already has their own." 
 
    “We are going to stop selling them immediately to everyone after the vote," Stephanie said. “I already have a social media campaign in place for the military to start selling their version to the public. I doubt they would be able to and even if they did it would cost a lot more than 50 grand." 
 
    “Their current suits cost 2.8 million dollars to create with basic ornaments," I replied as VIC fed me the information by breaking through the government’s security walls. “They are made by DARPA who specializes in American weaponry and a basic model stripped of almost everything would still cost a million dollars, not out of larger police forces price range but close." 
 
    “Either way it doesn’t matter," Dollars replied. “Can I ask you a question kid?” 
 
    “Yes," I replied. 
 
    “Does it bother you that you will not be a hero the way the HL does things?” Dollars replied. 
 
    “No,” I replied. “There is a 89% probability that crime would have risen if the supes in the HL were unaffected. Dollar Corp. put a lot more officers on the street, officers who will not be replaced if one of them are fired or quits. Their advanced electronics were on loan, the ability to discover crime will be affected as well. Even if someone could make a copy of Divine and place him in every police station around the country the rate would still rise. I can now see you have stopped all of your recidivism activities like putting colleges inside prisons and jails, this will make more repeat offenders and the government would be blamed for it all. I don’t mind being a part of whatever bounty hunting group you are putting together." 
 
    “Well before you walk outside of that door I want you to know I sent forty of the suits to the people in your school," Stephanie said. “It will go a long way in recruitment since bounty hunting was unaffected by anything. The suit Celestial wears is almost the same one your father wears with the exception that it does not have total VIC capability but can be remotely controlled by another person using a mock up of the suit. That mock up was delivered to Divine." 
 
    “Why would you help her out?” I said surprised at the small amount of anger I felt. 
 
    “Because we needed her help with something, well with someone," Stephanie replied. “Years ago we were able to get permission to use her DNA. At the time her father thought it was because we were focusing on how to make her powers on par with his but we kept some of it. That contract signed by her father should be able to stand up to a court of law if the Van Buren’s tried to make trouble. The suit we sent her came with the stipulation that we can have blood and skin samples from her to do with as we choose. She and her father was led to believe we were using it for a cure or to make our suits stronger somehow." 
 
    “Why did you need it?” I asked and noticed VIC did not populate the answer into my head. 
 
    “VIC can't help you on this kid," Dollars said smiling. “This was too important for me to risk leaking out and I know you will have some misgivings about what we did. In your language there is a 90% chance you will be angry but a 100% chance you will get over it. You are too important and I have let you walk around here without a full time protector long enough." 
 
    “I don’t need protecting," I replied. “Already I rate my durability accurately at a seven and my strength is a solid six. My speed is a five but with my reflexes I should be able to avoid almost any attack." 
 
    “It’s not negotiable kid," Dollars replied. “Well we have to leave.” Dollars said as I could see him stand up and step backwards into his suit. “Your partner is outside, I might as well let you fight in peace. Me and Steph will be in New York if you need anything. Unless you want to cry kid, if you call for that I will ignore you." 
 
    I left the room and there was a girl right outside looking at me with a blank stare. She reminded me of Celestial as far as her features went, well if Celestial was made by a comic book artist as her proportions were a bit off of what was natural. She was wearing a summer dress with tennis shoes and a summer hat even though she was indoors. She smiled at me and that is when I could tell what was throwing me off about her, the person in front of me wasn’t real. Her hair was real, well it belonged to someone once before and her skin was better than any of the robots I controlled remotely. Someone had put in some real work with this girl but something about her was still off. 
 
    “Hello,” the girl said as she looked at me. “I’m Girl Fantastic, I am your new partner." 
 
    “You aren’t real," I replied. “Who made you?” 
 
    “I am as real as you are," the girl replied. “How did you know I wasn’t entirely human?” 
 
    “Whatever you are, you not even a little human," I replied. 
 
    “I have more human in me than you do,” the girl replied. “My hair is human and I have live organs inside me. Most of your skin and other organs can’t even be called organic, you only have your brain and your heart from what I can see along with various nerves. By percentage I am more human than you are, I am just lacking your somewhat organic brain." 
 
    “You are artificial intelligence?” I asked somewhat intrigued. 
 
    “No I am a human with a little extra machine parts," the girl replied. “A brain is like any other organ in the body, if someone has an artificial lung or heart it does not make them any less human. I just have a brain that was man made, I even have blood running through my system." 
 
    “I don’t need a partner," I replied. “You can tell Dollars to take you back wherever he got you from." 
 
    “You do need a partner, I am supposed to insist," the girl replied. 
 
    I searched through her system and tried to push my way in, her system felt familiar yet it was closed off at the same time. She was VIC, at least her security system was but the other part of her was something different. She wasn’t connected like most electronics were, there was no way to control her remotely as she wasn’t wired into the web and didn’t have a receiver. She looked at me oddly then smiled, her teeth were impossibly white and made everything unnerving as she started to speak again. 
 
    “Nope you can’t get through but I could tell you tried," the girl said and smiled. “I have some components of VIC but everything else is just me. That was kinda creepy to have you try to go through my head, how would you like it if someone did that to you?” 
 
    “You can’t do anything to me," I replied. As soon as I finished speaking I felt a light attack brush over me, I fought it off easily as another came a little bit stronger. I knew she was trying something and I was just about to tell her so when I blacked out. I gained conscious after only 3.8 seconds but the girl stood over me triumphantly. 
 
    “I was given special tools to take you down," the girl smiled. “Now can we stop being mean to each other now we have established I am stronger than you are? I can't beat you in a straight fight using hands and feet but my bones are lightweight forged aircraft grade aluminum and my muscles have a very weak version of the serum going through them, enough to make me stronger than most girls my stature," 
 
    “You tell Dollars to take you away," I replied. 
 
    “I’m supposed to be going with you,” the girl replied. “I was literally built to be your partner, just in case the worst happens to you." 
 
    “Dollars built me a baby sitter who thinks she is human," I stated as the absurdity of the situation hit me. 
 
    “You know there is a good chance your entire body will eventually become all machine," the girl said. “I am here to give you a friend in case that happens, someone you can relate to, to keep your humanity. Besides I look like everything you find pretty, years from now when everyone you know now has died I will still be here." 
 
    “You will still be here, I will be dead," I replied wondering how did Dollars make an A.I.? The supercomputer Watson was probably the closest thing anyone had seen to artificial intelligence until now. 
 
    “Nope you will be here with me," the girl smiled. “Your body compensates for any shortcomings it may have, that includes aging. You will continue to grow older until you reach your peak condition then you will stay that way. So when do I get to meet Celestial, we might as well get the introduction followed by the obligatory hatred out of the way." 
 
    “Why would she hate you?” I asked. 
 
    “Because I was based off of her," the girl replied. “All of my human parts used her DNA, I know you can tell a resemblance. I am like her older sister, if she had an older sister and that sister was a walking advertisement of unrealistic female beauty standards. I’m like a photoshopped picture of her, she can’t help but to hate me. It will go well for our new reality series if she decides to join the Fantastic Five." 
 
    “You are ripping off a name from a made up superhero group?” I asked shaking my head. “You might as well use their name entirely because I am out of this entire thing." 
 
    “No you aren’t," the girl laughed. “You physically can’t leave me." 
 
    “Yes I can," I said as I turned to leave. 
 
    “You know when you blacked out for a few seconds?” the girl asked. “It was all the time I needed to shove something in your ear that is firmly in your brain. I can make it go off, it wouldn’t kill you but your little friends inside of you would be forced to repair the damage using different materials. You really couldn’t call yourself human after that if your brain is just a bunch non-organic parts. Besides I can make you feel better, see." 
 
    Instantly I felt relaxed, dopamine flooded my system and I could feel I had been tense before but my body was now in a state of bliss. It had been a while before I felt anything like it, I felt well rested and ready for anything. 
 
    “I can control that thing pretty easily," the girl replied. “If you go away from me for more than 25 hours then it will get pretty nasty and that thing will slowly do something you wish it wouldn’t. That feeling you just felt would go away permanently. Dollars wants me to be your protector but he also wants me to protect his interests. You fall in both categories, you probably scanned me and found out I am not an extension of VIC but I can control any machinery native to me like your friend in your brain and shut down almost any machine within three feet of me." 
 
    “I already found out what you did and my system corrected it, I dare you to try that again," I said as I felt myself getting angry. 
 
    “It was a one-time trick with you, but that one time was all I needed," the girl replied. “My regular name is Victoria in case you wanted to call me something other than Girl Fantastic. Well let’s get back to school, I am sure you will be popular now your dad handed out all these suits. Who knows how many people he prevented in becoming a grinder." 
 
    “Or a serum freak?” I asked. 
 
    “Low blow Johnny," Victoria said as she combed her fingers through my hair. “Do you wanna go back and pick up your suit? I think you left it downstairs somewhere." 
 
    “Dollars can have his suit," I replied. 
 
    “Your dad is a nice guy Johnny but he has a business to run," Victoria replied. “Leaving your suit won't make a bit of difference to him, he will love you with or without fighting crime. Of course that would throw off our series and our team name, maybe we will just call ourselves the Fantastics." 
 
    “I am not going to join any reality series either," I replied as I did some calculations. Just by meeting her I could tell she was programmed to think optimistically, which was annoying me. Dollars must have felt the slight crush I had on Celestial could backfire on me and made Victoria. That couldn’t be right I thought, it would take far more time to make something like her. Did he grow her around a skeleton and computer? I didn’t know the secret to this but figured Victoria was originally made to compete with Celestial probably before Dollars or Loyola even knew who I was. The change in personality was probably easy to program, Dollars had a master stroke by making her organic as she probably didn’t need to be plugged in anywhere but I wondered how she got her power. Maybe she ate food, whatever it was Dollars and Loyola had outdone themselves. 
 
    “Well that’s on you, your guardian already gave permission for you to be filmed," Victoria replied. “You have been filmed since you came out of the room, I think this series will be big with the people around my supposed age group." 
 
    “I think you should prevent it from airing," I replied. “If you illegally got ahold of Celestial’s DNA she will fight to have you destroyed." 
 
    “You mean killed?” Victoria asked. “I am a person Johnny, you don’t destroy people, you kill them. And I am not worried, when she was younger her father signed an agreement to use her DNA for medical uses, I thought you knew that. If she sees me as a machine then I will be covered, if she sees me as a human then murder is forbidden.” 
 
    “I would tell you to go away but that would be bad logic,” I replied thinking about whatever she had put into my head.  
 
    “Yep, it would be," Victoria replied. “So are you really going to leave your suit? Your dad said you would be angry for a bit but your brain would eventually catch up to the rest of you. He said that you would see you now have a pretty girl that won't use you for money or fame and can be your protector as well as partner." 
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    “Everyone looks so happy," Victoria said looking around at the students deemed worthy enough to get a suit. 
 
    “Don’t care," I replied. Dollars had donated 40 of his cheaper suits at a cost of 4 million dollars. Technically it could be counted as 41 suits including Celestial’s. Ten went to the staff and thirty went to the students, Stephanie had a double personally come down in her Artificer costume to give them out to students. Professora got one, as did El Habanero but why she would give a suit to Carnage I didn’t understand. Also puzzling was that Dollars had a standing order that every student would get a one-time 50% discount on his suits. I had to admire Dollars, the government was trying to ban the sale of the suits, if they banned ownership then all of these happy people including Celestial would be left out in cold." 
 
    “This is exciting Johnny, just look at them," Victoria replied. “Uh oh, here comes my fight." 
 
    I looked up and could see Celestial coming along with Gravestone, both of them were wearing their suits. Gravestone had the basic suit just outfitted for a guy of his size, while he lost the skin he was still quite wide and needed a bigger version. Celestial’s power suit was soft pink just like her regular costume and was a little bulkier than the regular female styled version of the power suit I controlled over in Europe for the all-female super team. 
 
    “Tell your father thank you for the suit Fantastic,” Celestial replied as she stared at Victoria for a moment. “Who is your friend?” 
 
    “I am his girlfriend Victoria,” Victoria replied. I couldn’t see through the faceplate of Celestial’s power suit but I could guess she was about to get angry. Victoria had a costume that was a more revealing and tighter fitting version of Celestial’s old costume. It looked like it was bought directly from a costume store that specialized in making sexy Halloween costumes and the material was thin and clingy. 
 
    “Girlfriend?” Celestial asked. 
 
    “Victoria is the fine print of the agreement you signed with Dollars," I replied. “She was made with your DNA but she is not real, she is an android in human skin." 
 
    “I am real enough," Victoria said as she got up to show off the costume. “All of the parts you see are human, even some you don’t." 
 
    “What do you mean made with my DNA?” Celestial said as she raised her faceplate. “You cloned me?” 
 
    “Yep,” Victoria replied. “Except I am taller by four inches and have better measurements. How do you like the suit? Mr. Dollars made it especially for you, you are even stronger now than you were with your powers but you have lost some maneuverability." 
 
    “This is sick," Gravestone replied. “You cloned Celestial? Bro that is so not cool." 
 
    “I didn’t clone anyone," I replied. 
 
    “I want it destroyed," Celestial said loudly as she removed her faceplate. 
 
    “Well you signed an agreement," Victoria replied. “It was part of the stipulations for the suit and it was explained to you that your DNA would be evaluated and used. Your father has signed such a thing twice on you, I am here to stay. I hope we can be friends, I just don’t trust you with my boyfriend." 
 
    “I don’t want your boyfriend," Celestial said as her face turned red. “ I told him way before I saw you. Fantastic are you seriously making a robot your girlfriend because I rejected you?” 
 
    “Jealous much?” Victoria said as I could tell she was goading Celestial on. “First you said I was a clone and now I am a robot, make up your mind. And if I am a robot then so is my boyfriend, how do you think he got so big so fast? It wasn’t serum like everyone thinks, most of his body is inorganic." 
 
    “Victoria stop it," I said with a sigh. “Celestial you were duped by Dollars and Victoria is here to stay. And she is not my girlfriend, but I don’t want her to go away." 
 
    “I am his girlfriend and we were both made for each other," Victoria replied. “I thought you would be happy meeting me Raegan, you can be like my little sister." 
 
    “I am not your sister!” Celestial said as she slammed her fist down on the table, breaking it in half. 
 
    “Wow you have anger issues Raegan," Victoria chided as she picked up a piece of the broken table. “I hope this doesn’t affect us as a team when we go out to catch bad guys." 
 
    “I am not going anywhere with you!” Celestial said as I could see she was trying to calm herself down. 
 
    “Why are you being such a butt?” Gravestone asked. “Why are you attacking her like she did something to you? You are an angry robot lady, did someone switch up your circuits or something." 
 
    “We are bound to be rivals Gravestone," Victoria replied. “Besides this way we both get what we want, I’ll get Johnny and Raegan will be single. Now that she is not making googly eyes at Carnage, now is your time to get out of the friend zone." 
 
    “W-What?” Gravestone said and backed away shocked by her comment. “W-we are friends." 
 
    “For now anyway big guy," Victoria replied with a wink. “So now that you are both here we are doing another reality series now that the rest of them have ended. I need four other people to join the Fantastics and I wanted you to be one of them Gravestone," Victoria teased as I was sure Gravestone was blushing underneath his faceplate. 
 
    “I-I don’t know," Gravestone replied. 
 
    “Well it is kinda mandatory since you accepted the power suit," Victoria replied. “But don’t worry, whether he likes it or not the last member is going to be Carnage. You three can have your whole little crew back together and fight some real crime, especially since the HL decided to hold off on admitting new members since these grinders started showing up." 
 
    It was like time stood still as Celestial reached out to grab Victoria who must have saw it coming and ducked away. Celestial turned to find her but Victoria had picked up a table leg and broke it over Celestial’s armored head before retreating again. Celestial growled and would have went after Victoria but Gravestone held Celestial back.  
 
    “What a chicken fighting in an armored suit," Victoria teased. “Why don’t you take off that suit and fight like a girl." 
 
    “I will!” Celestial said angrily. 
 
    “Victoria has a metal skeleton and her muscles were grown and infused with serum," I said as I faced Celestial. “She is not supe strong but she is a lot stronger and faster than what she looks, it would not be a fair fight." 
 
    “I forgot I was fighting a robot that thinks she is human," Celestial replied as the snotty sneer she first wore when I met her returned. “She wanted so hard to be me she even cloned herself to have some of my features and even took my outfit." 
 
    “I don’t want to be you now take that back," Victoria said. If I didn’t know better I would think the android was angry, she had the right body posture and her face was screwed up slightly. 
 
    “I am not taking anything back, you just wish you were me," Celestial replied. “And if I wanted your boyfriend I could have him wrapped around my little pinky finger." 
 
    “I think you have both said enough," I replied. “Continue your fight someplace else and leave me out of it, you both are making a scene." 
 
    “Fantastic is right," Gravestone replied. “You two are fighting like cats and dogs." 
 
    “I am not the one who started it," Celestial complained. “This thing started it and won't even call me by my hero name." 
 
    “Look what we have here," Carnage said as he walked up in his new suit. “All of you belong to me now, Dollars offered me this suit to be in a new bounty hunting team. Let's get one thing straight though, we aren’t going to be called the Fantastics. I like the name Maximum Carnage, that is a name that will strike fear into our opponents. But enough of that, who is the new girl?” 
 
    “Hello Carnage," Victoria replied. “I am Girl Fantastic, I am a new student here." 
 
    “She is a robot," Celestial growled. “Dollars cloned me and made this thing." 
 
    “You are just mad I have Johnny," Victoria replied. “And I am mostly female and a much better version of you. The sooner you come to that realization then the sooner we can be friends. If it makes you feel better you can have some work done like the Kardashians. I’ll even sweeten the deal by having Dollar Corp. pay for it, provided we can tape the entire thing." 
 
    “Screw you,” Celestial said as I could tell she was ready to smack Victoria.  
 
    “I don’t think you have the right parts," Victoria replied. “Johnny does though so that is all that matters, even Carnage left you for a better looking woman." 
 
    “What can she do other than annoy people," Celestial said looking at me. 
 
    “Well I can shut down any machinery that uses a power source within three feet of me," Victoria replied. “I can't aim that power though, it is all or nothing. I can fight really well, I know the basics of all known martial arts and have even practiced them. I have a low version of the serum running through my body so I am strong, not as strong as you were Raegan but stronger than you are now. My best ability though is that I can make Johnny feel better, he wants to hate me so bad. But I am everything he finds pretty, I am strong and unlike most I can talk to him on a variety of subjects. Anything I do not know I can learn easily, the only part of me that isn’t organic is my brain. The logical part of Johnny knows I am the best choice he will ever have. We were made for each other, whatever you two were going to have would have ended horribly. I was going to be the rebound girl but now I don’t need to, my best power is having an insanely rich and famous boyfriend." 
 
    “I hate this thing," Celestial replied. 
 
    “She is very pretty," I said as I looked at Victoria. 
 
    “Of course you would think so, you were after Celestial until I cast her to the side," Carnage replied. “I can't wait for talents class now, all the unfair advantages you had serum freak are gone. I am going to practice with this thing until I can whip Dollars himself. If this thing could fly then I could be almost unstoppable. I’ll help out capturing fugitives for a year if it gets me this tech." 
 
    “Hey kid you have very angry incoming," I could hear Dollars voice say inside of my head. “Tell Victoria to take her phone off silent, she is going to want to hear this." 
 
    “Victoria answer your phone," I said looking at her. 
 
    “It’s Steph telling her the same thing I am telling you,” Dollars replied. “It seems a lot of villains want some payback over the years and your school is the perfect place to get that payback at. Take Victoria and leave, I think that place is going to become a warzone. Amazing Red is on his way there along with Dynamic Dynamo. The others are not high enough level to cause that much damage but they could kill you. I am turning my plane around right now but I may not make it before first contact." 
 
    “Have you contacted the authorities?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah but what can they do with no suits themselves other than get themselves killed?” Dollars replied. “Dynamo is going to crash into that building and he is stronger than any one of my suits." 
 
    “We have to stay," I replied. “I can at least hold off Red while the others worry about Dynamo." 
 
    “If things get too hairy kid I have a way of making you get out of there whether you want to or not," Dollars replied. “You were stupid for leaving the suit, I am having VIC fly it to you now. Get ready you don’t have much time, your school should announce it at any time." 
 
    “We have trouble," Victoria and I said at the same time. 
 
    “We don’t care about your rent a hero problems," Celestial said angrily. 
 
    “Our problems?” Victoria said. “No Raegan, the 17 supe villains heading this way is everyone’s problem." 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Carnage asked. 
 
    “A group is on their way here led by the Amazing Red and Dynamic Dynamo,” I replied. “I will hold off Red, at least I will try." 
 
    The Amazing Red was a supe villain that was an all around threat. He was as strong as the strongest regular human and as fast as the fastest. Red was the ultimate in what a regular human could do but all in the same package. He wasn’t a threat for Divine when he had his powers but Red could have taken down Celestial despite her being faster and stronger. Red carried a utility belt around his waist that held a lot of different gadgets but his go to weapon was a pair of kitanas. 
 
    “I can take Red," Carnage said. “I always wanted to fight him. I thought I could take him before, but now I am sure." 
 
    “I can handle Dynamo by myself,” Celestial snapped. 
 
    “I see an 99.99999998% probability that the Amazing Red would defeat you Carnage if you were both unarmed," I replied as I had been running the scenarios through my head since Carnage started talking. “With your suit and him unarmed your chances are 87.21% that you can defeat him. With his current weapon set you have 27.29% chance of winning the fight. You are untrained in the suit and Red has fought others who wear suits. As for you Celestial, the Dynamo absorbs and redirects kinetic energy. In a highly publicized fight he once punched Divine through a building. Carnage you are the thinker here, I only have access to known knowledge and can run simulations. How do we take them down? The others supe criminals can fall to more traditional means." 
 
    “So now that we all have a pretty suit you are willing to admit my superiority," Carnage said and stuck out his chest. 
 
    “Your suit has 67% of its charge left and will be useless in an hour," I began. “We are fortunate the villains decided to attack when they did. If you do not have a realistic plan I recommend we all flee. As I have been talking the villains have been spotted and are currently on school property. Prodigy has been notified and is rallying the instructors." 
 
    “Where is your suit Dollars?” Carnage said looking at me. “I know your suit has to be better than the junk we are saddled with, in a year or so though I will have mine better than most." 
 
    “Johnny had a falling out with his dad because of me and left it," Victoria said. “Neither of us have a suit but I think we can beat Red if the rest of you fight Dynamo." 
 
    A large crash was heard outside and I could see from the cameras that Slugger, a supe villain with mid level power as far as super humans went took the big bat he carried with him and had just knocked Harlequin, super suit and all through a school window. I took off towards the sound and could see Harlequin was getting to his feet as I jumped through the hole he had made. I could see the Foamer, a super villain capable of making huge amounts of soapy foam try to line up a shot with his pistol. I could tell with 97% accuracy that based on his body, the gun’s supposed trajectory and all known videos of him shooting that his bullet would impact just below my heart if I did nothing. I moved to the side just as I could see him press the trigger. Foamer hit nothing but the building as I moved towards him. The Blue Warbler appeared from the air and snatched him up by the shoulders and flew him out of range before I could get to him. The Warbler got his name because he looked like a perfect cross between a human and a bird, he was teased throughout childhood and had grew up to be a villain. I could see from the school camera that Dynamo was in a fight with Prodigy who was using the neural disruptor. Dynamo was going down under the assault until the Amazing Red appeared and cut the machine in half almost along with Prodigy’s arm if he hadn’t moved it. Dynamo recovered and stuck his hand out and touched Billy who was in Armadillo form, Billy went flying from the small contact and I could see his scaled armor was badly dented from where he was touched. Prodigy pulled out another weapon which I identified as the sonic screamer and pointed it at Dynamo. I was already in motion and caught Red in the thigh with a kick just as he was about to jump, the blow landed flush and I could see him wobble a little and begin his spin to his right towards me. I sprung out fast and grabbed his right wrist, Red surprised me with his strength as he then pulled forward and was sending me flying with his left hand poised to attack. I could feel the kitana enter my body, it had to be razor sharp and most likely made of some super rare and super strong metal to go in as easily as it did. I grabbed a hold of his other arm as he tried moving the sword around inside of me, he ended up reversing the grip on the hand I first grabbed and using the sharpness of the weapon to stab me in the leg. As I held him steady Victoria snuck up behind him wielding what looked like two table legs. It sounded like a major league baseball player hitting a home run every time she connected, Red had tried to pull away after the first blow but my grip on him was too strong. His swords soon became useless, my body recognized the superior material and had started breaking it down, I could feel the metal going inside of my body while lesser metals started leaking out like blood. 
 
    “Somebody bleeds metal and called me a robot," Victoria teased. “I think the Amazing Red is probably not feeling so amazing right now. I didn’t kill him but I am sure he has a bunch of bruised muscles and most likely some broken bones." 
 
    “Let me go, you B-“ the Amazing Red said right before Victoria slammed her table leg against his head and knocked him out. 
 
    “He is probably going to have a headache as well," Victoria said. “Can you fight?” 
 
    “I can fight but I am at less than optimal performance," I replied. “And it looks like our classmates are taking care of the rest. My earlier assumptions did not take into account the numerous weapons here to take down someone like Dynamo, if the sonic attack didn’t work Prodigy was prepared to use his flamethrower which would have permanently ended the fight. The suits are holding up better than I would have imagined. I am replaying the battle over and over again to dissect every camera angle the school captured and the villains are not able to stand in front of the suits. Currently the only member who is escaping is the Warbler. Flying Mike who was also here is busy running away from Celestial and I do not think he is going to make it based on the speed each had when they took off until the cameras could no longer pick them up." 
 
    “Can't you just watch from her visor?” Victoria asked. 
 
    “Closed off system," I replied. “There is a way in but it is for total control, not for just viewing." 
 
    “Well stand still, I need to get you somewhere so you can lay down.” Victoria said as she went under my left armpit and held me up. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
     CHAPTER 12 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
                    “I think that is it,” Victoria said smiling. “Girl Fantastic in a total shutout.” 
 
                    “What did you do?” Carnage said angrily as he tried to get his suit to move. 
 
                    We were in talents class and Harlequin wanted to see what the suits could really do since my adopted father said he would cover the expenses. Carnage wanted to fight me but Victoria stepped in wearing nothing but her skimpy uniform. She used the same trick on him that she did to me. Carnage’s suit had shut down and locked him inside of it, it was Victoria’s power over machines. Currently Carnage was screaming about the suit as Victoria came bouncing over and gave me a hug followed by a kiss on the cheek. Celestial rolled her eyes as Carnage’s suit started moving again. 
 
                    “Your little robot cheated!” Carnage said angrily. 
 
                    “There is a hundred percent chance that you will learn from this encounter,” I said looking at Carnage. “In time you will work on a quick escape latch for your suit as well as a way to fight the electromagnetic pulse that kept your suit down. None of this you would have learned if the fight went the way you wanted it to.” 
 
                    “And you lost so suck it!” Victoria said as she kissed me on the cheek.  
 
                    Carnage took off angrily as I watched those with suits battle the few Supes who still had one hundred percent of their powers. The fights were close but it was obvious the suit wearers needed more time to get comfortable. Dollars had put the suits up for sale as soon as the attack on the school ended, there was a near riot to buy one. Dollars had many people saying the government would outlaw the suits since it would give normal criminals a way to fight the HL. Dollars was also behind people saying the suits were a way to fight Supe criminals and keep the H.L. off their property. Any law enforcement agency that could buy one did. Prisons, jails, sheriffs and city police bought as many as they could. Dollars had a decent supply available but he was doing all he could just to meet demand. His foreign buyers had to wait, the frenzy in the United States was more than enough to keep his pockets lined. The suits were on every news channel, every social media outlet and even on Reddit. I estimated Dollar Corp. was making upwards of four million dollars every day. Since the fight two weeks ago he was up fifty six million dollars and once the world opened up it was impossible for even me to calculate how much money would be made. Dollars had reassigned almost all of his employees to build the machines, it didn’t matter if it was a janitor, the vice president or anyone else. My adopted father also floated the idea of going incorporated, his money would quintuple if that ever happened but from his emails with Stephanie he was worried about answering to a board. 
 
                    The talents class ended and I was about to walk into the school when I got a distress call coming from Daniel Dollars himself. I stopped walking and tried to connect to his suit and could not. I also could not connect with VIC, I felt like I did without the boost VIC gave me.  
 
                    They are coming for me kid. 
 
                    I was confused which rarely happened. The words appeared in my head but had no voice to them. I knew it had to be my adopted father but he had never contacted me this way before. Victoria stopped walking and answered her phone, I could tell it was the Artificer on the other line.  I walked over so Victoria could hear whatever I would say. She had told me that she could not communicate like me and for all intents and purposes I should see her as a super strong and smart girl with the ability to shut down electronics. 
 
                    “Something is happening to my father,” I said. “I cannot reach him.” 
 
                    “The government has voted and enacted Bill 647AE-12,” Stephanie said. From the tone of her voice I thought I should think of her as the Artificer. She was strictly business and the situation must have been serious. 
 
                    “I can find no such bill,” I replied combing through government records concerning new laws. 
 
                    “Because they were afraid of VIC finding out,” the Artificer said. “Everything was closed door and done by hand. Both houses voted on it and the president signed it soon after. They are worried about VIC, a small version of him is used in the suits that handle many calculations. They do not want that kind of technology getting into the hands of the Chinese or the Russians.” 
 
                    “So they are attacking the island?” I asked. 
 
                    Yes. 
 
                    “I think he is communicating with me,” I said. “Words keep popping into my head that are not mine.” 
 
                    “It is him,” the Artificer said. “They did something to VIC, he has not been responding right so we shut him down. I kicked you out as well until I can find out what is going on.” 
 
                    I am under attack, it looks like all of the heavy hitters from the H.L. are here. 
 
                    “He said it is the HL,” I said. 
 
                    “Dollars will not just hand over his life’s work,” the Artificer said. “I am flying as fast as I can but I am still an hour out. I am going to need you, I need Kid Fantastic.” 
 
                    “I can help too!” Victoria said. 
 
                    “I need you to protect Kid Fantastic, Girl Fantastic,” the Artificer said. “I need him in his heavy suit right now and I want him in the air and gone. I do not care where, I just want him gone. Leave as fast as you can and be prepared to kill if necessary. Did you download today?” 
 
                    “I did,” Victoria replied.  
 
                    “Kid Fantastic do not fight the download that is about to occur,” the Artificer said. “It will allow you to connect to certain suits that are on the island and control them from where you are. You are going to be his backup, I do not think it will be long before someone smart figures out what is happening and go for one of you two.” 
 
                    “What download?” I asked confused. “How are you going to get inside of me? I am a closed system at least I can be.” 
 
                    “Victoria,” the Artificer said. 
 
                    “It is in your little friend in your head,” Victoria replied as we ran through the hallway. “It is starting now.” 
 
                    I wanted to fight it but did not. The download gave me directions and access to eight suits that were on the island. One was a Rampage Class model and the rest were older versions of the suit Dollars had on. I connected to them easily, I could finally see since they all had cameras and I wondered when the Artificer figured out that I might need them. These suits were locked away in a secret part of the island, I could sense there were other suits on the island somewhere but I could not reach them. There was a suit I could reach through radio transmitters but it was difficult. 
 
                    “I am here,” I told my adopted father as my real body started putting on the suit in my room. I was happy he had it sent out to me even if I did not want it at the time. 
 
                    “Little busy,” Dollars said as I started flying towards him.  
 
                    I could see Dollars was locked into a struggle with Metal Maiden, she had the ability to make all metal obey her and was trying to get at Dollars who was not wearing the suit I thought he would be. His suit was all carbonfiber and other materials. I shot a dart at Metal Maiden that was intercepted by Divine. I could see fifty bonafide H.L. heroes were on the island and they were doing battle with the security force Dollars had protecting the place. I didn’t realize he outfitted them all in the cheap suits which was probably for the best. I rushed the Rampage Class suit at Divine and had the others dart Metal Maiden. She was tranquilized with enough sedative to put her out for a day. My adopted father could not rest since he had Fat Pat, an obese strong man and the Golden Golem to fight. Either of them may be able to rip his suit apart, Divine could as well if he was able to get away from me. Divine rained down punches on me as I gave him as good as I could. He was in a toe to toe with the Rampage class robot and was being cheapshotted from behind. 
 
                    “Don’t kill any of them kid,” Dollars said as my other suits took down the two that were chasing him.  
 
                    “The Lion King has just killed two of your security force,” I replied. “From what I can tell eight of them are down. I am not sure if it is from snipers or the HL.” 
 
                    “Get off of my island!” Dollars voice boomed over every speaker on the island. 
 
                    “Your property is being confiscated by the Department of Homeland Security,” Divine said as he ripped an arm off the Rampage class suit.  
 
    He was a bit stunned to find out there was no one inside, I used his inaction to land an uppercut with the other arm followed by a one armed bear hug. I then detonated the suit right after I expended all rounds of ammunition it held. I watched Divine fall out of the sky as I went after the Lion King. Before I had gotten there one of the security force had opened fire with real weapons and had him down. Another suit of mine went down, it was Altitude who snuck up on it with the Adam Bomb’s Atomic Sword. It neatly sliced the suit in half before another suit I controlled filled him full of tranquilizer darts. Altitude dropped out of the sky and my suit was able to take hold of the sword.  
 
    Mrs. Goodwin was there and had her friends out to play. I sliced them up neatly as Dollars and the rest of my suits went after Violet Violent. Violet was not in Divine’s class but she was a tough fight. She was only sent after targets where it could be necessary to kill. Her being there meant it was a possibly that the government was ready to kill. They had already killed, I started blasting videos across all channels in Hawaii and had taken over the TV stations. I made sure they saw Dollars beg them to leave him alone and every time they told him that they wanted VIC. I was just happy the heroes were still affected by their handicap or this fight could have ended a lot sooner. Slowly the guard force began exerting their will and the H.L. were dropping. I could see that none of the injuries were permanent but the H.L. wouldn’t be in any shape to win this fight. 
 
    “Johnny there are people behind us,” Victoria said. “It looks like the suits the government made, whatchu wanna do?” 
 
    I tried searching through their systems to shut them down but it was difficult. Their security was at the highest level they could make it and it would take me time to crack. There were five of them and I estimated a ninety-seven percent chance that we would lose the fight. The government was willing to kill, if we resisted I could get Victoria killed relatively speaking. If we were caught though they could stop me from helping in Hawaii. Hawaii was the important part, the government sensed the end was coming and now their version of the suit started swarming the island. 
 
    “We are not going to make it,” I replied. “If we are caught then Hawaii will be done.” 
 
    “Doesn’t answer my question sweetie,” Victoria said. “Whatchu wanna do?” 
 
    “We could die,” I said. “Well this body that I am in could die. You could really die.” 
 
    “I can get another body silly,” Victoria said. “I sorta like this one though, it is pretty hot. You are the smart one, what do we do?” 
 
    I turned around and fired off almost everything I could and started climbing high into the sky. The move wasn’t meant to hurt anyone, just make the suit lighter as I tore across the sky. Victoria followed my lead and did the same as she took off. My pursuers were fast but they were held back with extra weight. I programmed my suit to match the movements of Vctoria’s suit and let her know that she was in charge. I needed my full attention in Hawaii as the real battle started. The government were using deadly rounds and started killing people, I responded by just trying to neutralize. A large EMP went off which quickly made the government suits junk. I thought it had to be Dollars since I did not have the capability. The suits I controlled that were in the air fell, so did the suits the government controlled. Anyone inside of them were probably dead, some of them were more than three hundred feet in the air when they crashed down to earth. 
 
    My suits were offline and taking a longer time to reboot than I anticipated. During this time I saw Divine get to his feet. He looked awful as he grabbed Adam Bomb’s Atomic sword and sliced the arms off of the nearest suit. That suit would be useless I thought as I noticed him going for another suit. He repeated the maneuver as the suits started to come back online. I calculated with a near 100% certainty that we would lose this battle. I sent whatever I had left at Divine and radioed my adopted father. 
 
    “We are going to lose,” I said. 
 
    “I knew there was no way we could win kid,” Dollars replied. “I am still not going to let them just come in here and take whatever they want. This is my life’s work, the United States didn’t make this, I did.” 
 
    “Divine just tore apart all of my remaining suits except one with that sword,” I replied. “We have to leave.” 
 
    “Not happening kid,” Dollars said. “How far out is she?” 
 
    “Satellites say twenty minutes at her current pace,” I replied. “She is at Mach Seven and I am surprised she has not crashed. Fighter planes have been scrambled and they are poised to intercept her. Whoever planned this had VIC in mine when they did it. All of the government security codes were changed and updated. This is happening every two minutes so patching into those suits is not a valid plan of action even if I had VIC’s help.” 
 
    I was surprised the cheap suits made it back online before the government models. The government no doubt had sophisticated computers and that was probably their downfall. Gunfire lit into my suit and the suit Dollars had on. My suit held together decently and I tried to take most of the damage. I knew I was not completely successful as Dollars screamed. At the same time the Artificer had her plane shot down, she was still out over the ocean and had to eject at a high speed. And entire capsule surrounded her and grew wings. The much smaller craft could not keep up the speed and started to break apart. My suit and Dollars suit crashed into the ground. 
 
    “Dollars must be inside somewhere,” Divine said as he plunged the sword into the chest of my suit. “I should have known he didn’t have what it took to come out here and meet us face to face.” 
 
    “Dollars is here!” I made the suit scream just as Divine plunged the sword into the suit Dollars was wearing. 
 
    “Johnny watch out!” Victoria screamed as I saw multiple fighter jets strafe us with gun fire. 
 
    Both of our suits went down but I was in no mood to care. I could not see what was happening in Hawaii but I did not need to. I was sure Daniel Dollars had been murdered by Divine and that almost everything was caught on video. 
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    “Get out or I will put you out," I said looking at Divine who landed in front of the church I was having Dollars funeral in. 
 
    “Look kid I didn’t come to fight," Divine replied. 
 
    “I don’t care what you came for, get out or be removed," I replied holding my ground. 
 
    “The president is coming, we only want to say our respects," Divine said. 
 
    “You are a murderer," I replied. “You all are. You or the president are not welcomed. Now leave this place, cameras are on you. I am not going to be cowed by a bully, you already killed him, don’t disrespect his legacy." 
 
    “It was an accident," Divine replied. “If he only would have followed the law or let us have what we came for." 
 
    “Oh you will get what you came for," I replied looking at a police officer. “Officer remove this man from the premises." 
 
    “Are you kidding, that is Divine," the police officer said looking at me confused. 
 
    “Then you are refusing to do your job,” I replied. “Instead of doing what you were paid for by a grieving son, you let his father’s murderer harass him. I am pulling whatever funding that was promised to your police department along with any equipment. I now own this church and this is private property, you and the rest of the police officers can get off of my land unless you have a warrant. If you fail to I will use the full might of Dollar Corp. to sue your department for millions of dollars." 
 
    “Johnny this officer is only doing what he believes is right," Divine said. 
 
    “And you want me to take advice from a murderer?” I asked. “Not to mention a thief. Already Dollar Corp. has lost tens of millions because of your actions. This officer and you are not welcomed here, I have already made that apparent." 
 
    “The computer was a threat to national security and you know it," Divine replied. “That type of hardware and software should not be in civilian hands. If a foreign nation had gotten a hold of it, it would be like the secrets to the atomic bomb leaking all over again." 
 
    “You get your ass out of here," Stephanie said rolling up in her wheelchair. 
 
    “You should be lucky you were not arrested," Divine replied. “Stephanie we are not here to cause a scene, the president didn’t even alert the news media. Despite my disagreements with Dollars he did a lot to help this country, it should only be expected a lot of people want to pay their respects. Right now we are using the computer to block off any signals, any recording, any anything to ensure this stays a private affair." 
 
    “Johnny," Stephanie said not looking at me. 
 
    “VIC is online and actively blocking all signals and video equipment," I replied. “But VIC only can do so much. Right now everything is being recorded on 35mm film, including the police and Divine refusing to abide by our wishes. If Divine was paying more attention, he would notice that everyone is using Polaroids and disposable cameras to take pictures of him. A sufficient number of eye witnesses will report we have asked him to leave us in peace." 
 
    “Here comes the motorcade," Stephanie said. “We can't even grieve properly. I will make an announcement and tell everyone to go home. Johnny I will meet up with you later." 
 
    I watched as Divine started noticing the cameras around him, VIC operated by infiltrating anything that could receive a signal, none of the tech around us could though except me and I was effectively hidden from VIC. That probably wasn’t entirely accurate, I could interface with VIC but none of the operators could see me. At first I was amazed they could even work VIC until I noticed three of the people now operating VIC were employed under Dollars. They were secret agents who had signed a non-disclosure agreement with Dollars, I had used VIC to determine they were deep undercover with the C.I.A. and the Secret Service. Dollars had paid them millions over the years, currently I had wiped out all of their bank accounts that I could find and even put them in debt to Dollar Corp., they would probably find out about being broke in a couple of hours. Before he died Dollars activated a safeguard, it allowed access to VIC but closed off any new members. Dollars had thought no one would flip on him and thought VIC would be useless, but there were three people that could use it. The government would try to get more people access but would discover it impossible, the reason VIC wouldn’t let anyone in was because it was busy rebuilding itself on Ilha da Queimada in Brazil, commonly known as snake island. Dollars had secretly bought the dangerous island from Brazil and had them ban all civilians from travelling there. The robots there had been secretly reconstructing all parts of VIC, when one section was completed the corresponding section in Hawaii would self destruct. No one would notice it since VIC was still working, the log ins would be the last to go. When that happened the government would learn they were locked out, it would take about a month to recreate though despite my helping along the process by sending other robots to help with the hard work. 
 
    “One moment," Divine said as he stopped the motorcade and then spoke into a window. 
 
    “He is telling the president about the cameras present," I said answering Stephanie’s unasked question. 
 
    “What about the lenses?” Stephanie asked. 
 
    “They are on a lot of the cameras," I replied. “There is a 98% chance they performed the same way they did during testing and can see right through the heavily tinted windows. The president will be all over YouTube, Facebook, Instagram and Al-Jazeera. VIC will correct this as soon as possible but I plan on sending it to multiple people in a short amount of time and making VHS tapes and DVD’s as well. I think it will take three days before it will not appear online again but by that time the damage will be done." 
 
    “Any politician Dollar Corp. has funded should be sent a tape as well," Stephanie replied. “It is one thing killing someone and claiming it is national security, there is no high road when interrupting a funeral. Even the police was in awe of them and let them upset you." 
 
    “How did you know about the police," I asked. 
 
    “I lost my legs Johnny, not my hearing," Stephanie replied. “I would also be a fool if I didn’t come up with multiple ways to stop VIC, I trusted Daniel but I was the Artificer." 
 
    “You still are," I replied. “I think they are leaving. Most likely they will claim we told them to leave and they obeyed." 
 
    “The president could make that excuse, not Divine though," Stephanie replied. “We will see what America thinks about its favorite hero. Well we can go now." 
 
    The funeral went by smoothly, Dollar Corp. security refused to let in anyone after we were seated. Three more heroes showed up that played a hand in Dollars death but they were out of uniform and trying to blend in. They were rejected at the door and left, Divine left soon after talking to the president so the only supes in the room were those who stayed loyal to Dollars. When the funeral was finished Stephanie had everyone we hired start the smear campaign, two papers Dollar Corp. owned would run the story along with a cable news channel. Countless social media sites would have unofficial reports and the only people who could take it down would be worried about their finances, especially when bankers come to take their homes. I was only supposed to be out for one more week, then I would have to return to school. In the meantime I was supposed to help Stephanie, I knew she missed her legs but figured she would soon try to make her own robotic version. When we got back to our hotel room after the funeral, Stephanie said something that made me pause for 3.9 seconds which is a lifetime for me. 
 
    “Did I hear you correctly?” I asked knowing I did. 
 
    “Don’t play me kid," Stephanie replied. “I know you heard me." 
 
    “You want me to be a bad guy?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes," Stephanie replied. “I think you have a unique set of skills that the HL would find hard to beat." 
 
    “There is a hundred percent chance that Divine could beat me in any fight no matter what weapon I use," I replied. “I cannot use any of the suits since VIC could control it as well." 
 
    “I know you cannot fight him," Stephanie replied. “At least not in a straight up fight. But you could cause havoc in other places and who says you have to fight Divine. I want you to become who I used to be, I was never the best fighter but I had more than enough gadgets to keep me safe." 
 
    “Do you have anything that can stop someone like Divine?” I asked. “Or at least slow him down?” 
 
    “Innocent civilians," Stephanie replied. “But Divine is easily identified and we can track him. I want you to go to all of these small cities that is supposed to contain one hero and expose them." 
 
    “You want me to kill?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course not," Stephanie replied. “I do expect you to put on a good beating. I have gadgets I have never used before so nothing would be traced back to me." 
 
    “I can do this but how would I get away?” I asked. 
 
    “I have many robots I planned on activating if the HL ever came after me," Stephanie replied. “So are you in or out?” 
 
    “Who is my first target?” I asked. 
 
    “She is in Las Cruces, New Mexico,” Stephanie replied. “A hero who calls herself the Wrecking Wench." 
 
    I quickly looked up everything I knew about the hero, she had the ability to change the density of any inanimate object in contact with her. I looked up footage of her making a car as light as cotton candy then throwing it at Rampage, temporarily stunning the behemoth. She wore fingerless gloves and was known to change the density on those when she landed a punch, I thought she most likely made it as dense as he densest metal which left quite an impression on whoever she hit. I thought I could take her though, she had some training but I was taller and outweighed her by quite a bit. 
 
    “I am secretly funding Bobby Knuckles," Stephanie replied. “He was told to rob a certain bank. There shouldn’t be too many people inside, he is supposed to break down the door and get into the safe deposit boxes. Wrecking Wench will have to show up and that is when you can defeat her. Bobby Knuckles should be decent distraction if she is more than you thought." 
 
    “I calculate a ninety three percent chance that I will prevail," I replied. “If she had super strength or speed it would be difficult. When do I leave?” 
 
    “Knuckles is already on his way along with your new suit," Stephanie replied. “I know you have to wonder why I never went the same route as Daniel but sometime less is more." 
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     I arrived in Las Cruces in a hot pink jet and was currently parked on a college campus. I was dressed in a flamboyant pink outfit with the name Hot Stuff scrawled across the outfit. The top portion was short, it barely went past my chest and was made of Kevlar over ceramic plate. My stomach was left uncovered and had pink stripes done with my finger. My lower outfit consisted of underwear that would not have been out of place in a pro wrestling ring. Around my waist was a bright pink utility belt that held many of the items Stephanie wanted me to use. My boots were also hot pink with little pink tassels, I looked like the most flamboyant drag queen imaginable if my face was uncovered. The only uncovered portion were my lips, I had bright pink lipstick on them and the wig I wore underneath the mask also let out strands of hot pink hair. In my hands was something Stephanie had called goo spitters, they would create a slimy quickly expanding hot pink substance that was similar to snot. I put them on my wrist and picked up a comical rubber baseball bat that looked like a huge dildo with a handle, also hot pink. A pink vespa completed my ensemble and I drove it to Bank of New Mexico where a costumed Bobby Knuckles was already breaking inside and had injured one person already. El Habanero was with him, I could see from the cameras he was using a can of bear mace which he was spraying on anyone not listening. The police was called and I could hear their sirens wailing as I got closer to the bank. 
 
    Wrecking Wench jumped out of one car and took a police helmet from an officer and quickly ran inside. El Habanero was in a ridiculous turtle based outfit sprayed Wrecking Wench then ate two heavy blows to the stomach. Wench quickly took off the helmet as El Habanero was on his knees in pain. The police officers stayed outside as Wench and Knuckles faced off. Knuckles was already inside of the vault, it was left open so he didn’t have to punch through it, I doubted he could have anyway. Wench was smart enough to stay away from the punches of Knuckles right arm and was using her whole body to break him down, her kicks were aided by the pants she probably turned as dense as some metal and Knuckles was withering under the blows. I climbed off my vespa and walked inside despite the police telling me to halt then look around at each other unsure of what was happening. Just as Wench dropped Bobby Knuckles I was behind her and went over the lines me and Stephanie prepared. 
 
    “My name is Indigo Montoya, you killed my father, prepare to die," I replied as I held the giant dildo like a baseball bat. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Wench said as I hit her hard across the face with the floppy rubber dildo sword. Her head snapped around and she fell down hard on her behind. 
 
    “I just always wanted to say that, it is my favorite movie," I said in a perfect French accent. “You probably should give up honey, I am taking these two with me. Besides you have something better to do, like fix that hair of yours." 
 
    I could see Wench getting angry as I hit her with the goo, when Stephanie said it expanded quickly she had understated the results. Wench and six feet around her was covered in the pink slime and she was struggling to free her head so she could breathe. I slapped Bobby Knuckles awake as El Habanero was struggling to get on his feet. 
 
    “Our ride should be on the roof,” I replied as I activated the controls to the jet remotely. “Do you have what you were sent for?” 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” Bobby asked. “Are you some kind of faggot super villain?” 
 
    I briefly decided to leave him but instead slapped him harder than I needed to with the floppy sword which put him out again. I tossed him over my shoulder as El Habanero shrugged, we made our way to the roof of the two story building were a hoist dropped from the hovering jet. Me and El Habanero grabbed on and was quickly pulled up before the jet took off. As soon as we were 10 miles away my vespa exploded in the pink goo, news cameras were everywhere and I was already uploading the footage to the various media related websites. 
 
    “Who are you?” El Habanero asked. 
 
    “I’m Hot Stuff,” I replied. “I didn’t remember hiring you for this job." 
 
    “Bobby hired me, said he needed people he could trust," El Habanero replied. “You didn’t have to save us, we had a back up plan. We have other members as a part of our gang. We need to go back for the other two, they are probably attacking the police." 
 
    “They were smart enough to leave," I said looking at various cameras and recognizing both Cynthia and Hershel. Neither were dressed like the Professora and Influenza, instead they had on the same crappy turtle costumes but just changed the color of the headband. They looked ridiculous as they hurriedly stripped off their clothes in a nearby alley, I deleted the footage before anyone could look for it. “I saw them as we took off." 
 
    “What was that pink stuff you got the hero with?” El Habanero asked. 
 
    “That would be telling," I replied. “This jet will probably be tracked soon, is there anywhere I can drop you off at?” I asked. “And did you get the item?” 
 
    “Yeah, it is in his pocket," El Habanero replied pointing to an unconscious Bobby Knuckles. 
 
    “Your friend should watch his mouth," I replied as I dug into his pocket and pulled out a single coin. 
 
    “All of this was over a coin?” El Habanero said getting angry. 
 
    “No,” I replied. “It was about going into an HL protected city and making them look like fools. They have no idea what was in that safe deposit box but I do. It is a quarter from the first paycheck Daniel Dollars received as head of Dollar Corp., it should be enough to get people angry. Eventually someone will have to tell his family that the HL stood by as a supe villain stole from them. I wonder what the news will say?” 
 
    “I know his son," El Habanero said. “He is a hero type but he is an okay guy. What he ever do to you?” 
 
    “He is part of a big corporation," I replied. “Forget about him." 
 
    I dropped them off in a waiting Uber in a town called Mountain Air. Deandre is the driver and I know he would keep his mouth shut as he sees me load Knuckles into his car. The trip to Colorado would take about ten hours but they have served their purpose. Stephanie sends me a message letting me know she received a call from the Bank of New Mexico telling her that her safe deposit box was broken into by a super villain who then escaped. Stephanie had taped the entire conversation which she sent to me, as I am listening to it I can feel someone is controlling VIC and trying to find out what happened in Las Cruces. They are moving quickly and could see the entire fight. They copied and erased the video footage but the copy they made was automatically sent to TMZ from the person’s account logged on to VIC. I added CGI effects though, when I slapped her a white milky substance flew out of the tip of my sword which was disgusting but I thought was funny as it sprayed her. I smiled at feeling amused, it was one more thing that made me believe I behaved like any teenage boy. The jet I was in had the ability to change colors, currently a plain white jet was pulling into Albuquerque Sunport and into a private hangar. By that time I had gotten most of the pink off of me and had hidden my weapons. 
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    “Are you sure you don’t want in on this?” Influenza said. “We have been making good money working for Hot Stuff." 
 
    “I have other things to worry about," I replied. “And why are you talking about this here? There are a bunch of people who could overhear you." 
 
    “I told you he don’t have what it takes," Knuckles said. “We have been kicking the shit out of the HL, right now the Adolescent Mutated Samurai Turtles are undefeated. The HL already decided to put multiple superheroes in more smaller cities. It aint gonna matter though, 
 
    “Altitude almost had you guys," I replied thinking about when the hero showed up.  
 
    “So what," Knuckles replied.  
 
    “He sprayed everyone with your pepper spray," I replied.  
 
    “Not me," Professora replied. “He also never saw my taser, by the time he got up he was already in the goo. We even demasked him in front of everybody. You should be the fifth turtle, you could have the color pink." 
 
    “I thought Hot Stuff was pink," I replied. 
 
    “He is but he doesn’t want to be a turtle," Influenza replied. 
 
    “We have company," I said as the cameras picked up Carnage, Gravestone, Celestial and Omega walking into the courtyard where our table was. 
 
    “Crapestial," Professora replied. “And she brought her hot piece of ass brother with her." 
 
    “Aren’t you always giving me a hard time for saying Celestial is hot?” Influenza asked Professora. 
 
    “Yeah but that’s different," Professora replied. 
 
    “What do you want heroes," Bobby Knuckles said standing up. “This is a villains only table and we hate company." 
 
    “Shut up,” Carnage replied. “We came to talk to the serum freak." 
 
    “He has nothing to say to you,” Bobby replied. “Now get lost." 
 
    “Johnny can we talk?” Omega asked. “I had nothing to do with Hawaii and I was thousands of miles away when it happened." 
 
    “Talk," I replied as I gestured to the people around me. “Your family has a habit of committing murder and trying to justify it. My friends are here in case you try to kill the last of the Dollars." 
 
    “We could go through these bums and you know it," Carnage replied. 
 
    “I know you couldn’t," I replied. “The last time we fought I won and I have trained even harder preparing for the day when some mad man decides the things I worked hard for no longer belongs to me and tries to kill me because of it." 
 
    “So what your piece of crap rent a hero adopted father died," Carnage replied. “He should have gave up." 
 
    I was out of my seat and moving before I knew it, Carnage saw my movement and attempted to block my punch but was too slow as my fist rang off his chin. Omega started to react as I tossed Carnage into him after stripping off the taser the boy kept on his belt. I used it on Gravestone who watched the probes bounce off his skin. 
 
    “Fantastic did you really think that would work?” Gravestone asked. 
 
    “Not at all, it was a distraction," I replied as Knuckles sucker punched him from the side and sends the stone hero flying. Celestial had El Habanero held up by his collar. El Habanero surprised her by spewing his power into her face. Celestial tossed him wildly into Knuckles and tried shaking the foul liquid out of her eyes. Omega locks eyes with me as I got into my fighting stance. 
 
    “I only want to talk," Omega replied. “Not fight kid. Your little group is nice but I am a full fledged hero." 
 
    “That is just a name," I replied. “Now what do you want? I see I need to keep Victoria close by so she can sort people like you out.” 
 
    “We need your help,” Omega replied. 
 
    “My answer is no,” I replied quickly. “I don’t care what it is or how many people are in danger." 
 
    “Someone else has control of your father’s suits," Omega replied. “The supercomputer has locked us out and is self destructing." 
 
    “What do I care?” I replied. “You stole the suits from me, hundreds of millions of dollars. It serves you right." 
 
    “You know we could have just grabbed Whisper to talk to you,” Omega replied. “We know someone at Dollar Corp. has something to do with it. At least we think so, if the suits fall into the wrong hands a lot of people could get hurt." 
 
    “The suits are already in the wrong hands," I replied. “I don’t remember getting reimbursed as an entire island was stolen from me, my father killed and your father trying his best to make the funeral about him." 
 
    “My father was," Omega began as I cut him off. 
 
    “He is embarrassed because he was exposed," I replied. 
 
    “We think it is this Hot Stuff guy who took control of the suits," Omega replied. “I think you know who this Hot Stuff guy is, either you or Stephanie Loyola does. I would rather we just talk out of respect for everything you both have gone through." 
 
    “My adopted mother is in Vanuatu,” I replied. “If anyone tries to attack her, they would have to deal with the Vanuatu Police Force as well as any defenses she might have. Vanuatu does not get any money from the U.S. and does not have an extradition treaty. What they do have is a large rich company who has put the majority of the island to work. Whisper or anyone else would be walking into a death trap." 
 
    “You are still here," Omega replied. 
 
    “And I will make sure everyone knows about it," I replied. “So go ahead and grab Whisper, nothing you do will surprise me anymore." 
 
    “Stand down," Omega said as Gravestone was back on his feet and Celestial had blood red eyes which was staring directly at El Habanero. 
 
    “Too late for that now," I replied. “I was scared for my life and recorded this conversation, the second I see Whisper I am going to send it far and wide." 
 
    “Can't say I didn’t try the easy way," Omega replied. “If it means anything I will make sure you are not hurt or mistreated." 
 
    It was then that I felt a sharp blow to the back of my head, it sounded like a clap of thunder and my body was not responding. It was the Ruby Racer, a woman regarded as the fastest supe on earth. She was posing as a gardener so I never noticed her, now she was holding a bat standing over my body as Gravestone and the rest started battling what was essentially Hot Stuff’s gang. Knuckles was able to get a good hit on Celestial before Omega took him down. Influenza held his hands up but was making everyone sick until Celestial knocked him out with a single backhand. The rest gave up as Omega started putting power dampener shackles on everyone, including me. My body was offline though, the blow made my brain slam up against my skull and I just hoped whatever was left would still make me, well me. 
 
    “Did you have to hit the kid so hard?” Omega asked Ruby. “You could have killed him." 
 
    “Sorry," Ruby replied. “I was told he was tough and wanted to get it right the first time. His dossier said he had excellent reflexes and after what he did to your sister’s boyfriend I didn’t want to take chances." 
 
    “He is not my boyfriend," Celestial said quickly as she picked up my body. “Omega do you think we are doing the right thing? What has Fantastic ever did to anyone?” 
 
    “He is a good kid," Omega replied. “But I think he is Hot Stuff or knows who is. It is too convenient that Hot Stuff always gets away and the supercomputer or any other computer can never find video of Hot Stuff coming or leaving the scene of a beating. It is five of them and here are five people, they haven't really stolen anything or hurt anyone but that damn goo of theirs has people talking." 
 
    “He has been through enough," Celestial replied. “I don’t want Dad around him, only me or you." 
 
    “Dad is prepared to speak for him once we find out he is Hot Stuff,” Omega replied. “You know dad, he feels terrible about what happened. He always does when someone is killed, this time it was a man protecting his property. Dad didn’t like the mission but he is dedicated to his country, like we all are. Now let's hurry up before this guy wakes up." 
 
    “He will be down for at least a few hours," Ruby said. “The transport is already available." 
 
    I watched them load my body into a helicopter along with the others and take off. We flew into Wyoming and landed at Warren Air Force Base. I was effectively blind since there were no satellites or other tech in the area that I could leech from. This made things weird for me, when I woke up a part of my mind would still be controlling my body while another part of me was out free and living online. The government was smart about not having any tech anywhere that I could use to see, at least that is what I thought until I felt a video camera. It was a digital model and I soon felt more inside the Air Force Office of Special Investigations, Detachment 805. Those were the people responsible for interrogations in Wyoming and I could see twelve cells were set up waiting for us. Celestial took me inside of one, I kept an eye on the others and could see we were deposited inside of every other cell so we would not have any neighbors. I could see Whisper was there along with Foresight, a supe that had the ability to see ten seconds into the future. He was there to warn of any attacks but I doubted anyone other than Bobby Knuckles could do anything with Omega still present. 
 
    “Alright, who is first?” Whisper asked. “And what’s up with Dollars?” 
 
    “Ruby hit him harder than she needed to,” Omega replied. “His body ate anything he was close to including the power dampeners to repair itself." 
 
    “That can't be good for a boy like that to get all of those concussions," Whisper replied. “Once Loyola hears about this she is going to be angry. As in all of her lawyers will be around here along with the media. What is going to be the plan then?” 
 
    “Not if we uncover Hot Stuff,” Omega replied. 
 
    “A flamboyant gay villain really has everyone this riled up?” Whisper replied. 
 
    “He never said he was gay," Omega replied. “He only talked in stupid movie quotes mostly but many people are liking him as a super villain. Him and those overgrown turtles have a decent fan base.” 
 
    “Super turtles?” Whisper replied. “Sounds like a bad comic book. Since you don’t want to answer my original question I will take the boy you put the spit mask on first." 
 
    I watched as they all eventually cracked and told their part in the Hot Stuff gang. I also could see the confusion then desperation as all of my teammates each said that I wasn’t in the group. That Hot Stuff was someone else entirely. Currently I had a Hot Stuff robot clone attacking Gold Bond, a supe with the ability to turn into gold. He wasn’t indestructible since it was only his skin that changed but he could move quickly and was never an easy fight. He augmented his power with a pair of .50 cal Desert Eagle hand guns but had no chance to use them since he got the goo. The police in Kingman, Arizona started firing on the robot who hopped into a jet and took off. Divine and Altitude would both reach the jet in an hour, a satellite was tracking it which is what I wanted. After forty five minutes the jet was in Mexican air space and accelerating. Thanks to the giant wall the president had built American super heroes would be attacked. Divine and Altitude must have known that since they stopped at the border, they were talking when a drone I left behind started racing towards them. I could hear Divine telling Altitude he would handle it, there were many drones in the air since I had spread the word that Divine and Altitude would both be seen soon. The laws stated that a drone could not interfere with law enforcement or its owner would face a hefty fine, it would be impossible to tell that out of the eight drones in the air that this one was controlled by me. My drone fired a gun into the chest of Divine and took off, Divine was shocked at first and flew towards my retreating drone despite Altitude telling him to wait. When he grabbed it, it exploded into goo. I smiled at his disgust as I could hear the information about a Hot Stuff attack being relayed to Omega. 
 
    “Well we got most of the gang," Omega replied. “Fantastic may not be Hot Stuff but I am sure he knows who is. The capture of the gang though will make news, these kids are looking at five years in rehabilitation." 
 
    “Well can you hurry up and wake Dollars up?” Whisper replied. 
 
    “The doctors have been looking at him but can find nothing wrong," Omega replied. “His scans show he is in a coma but they always do. The only thing really left to do is wait." 
 
    It was then I could feel my body responding to me, I opened my eyes and was surprised I was not down longer. The power dampeners had been removed and in its place was Celestial who jerked to attention when she saw me try to get off the bed they had me on. 
 
    “He is awake," I could hear Celestial say as I got on my feet and got into a fighting stance. 
 
    “Where am I?” I say dumbly as I look around the cell feigning shock. “Doesn’t matter I am ready to fight my way out." 
 
    “Fantastic all you need to do is answer a few questions," Celestial began. “No matter what you say, my father is going to ask for clemency for you. With your skills you could even join the HL when you get of age, this does not have to be a totally bad thing." 
 
    “You and your father can stuff it," I say as I make my move.  
 
    Celestial is faster and stronger than I am, but her mind moves like a human mind and soon she has taken two blows to the stomach and I flipped her over my shoulder. She lets out a squeak in shock as Omega opens the cell and immediately goes on the defensive. I can land on him but despite not being as powerful as his sister he is a much better fighter and has hit me with blows I couldn’t dodge or deflect. I quickly run through video of every fight he has ever had recorded and could see it was pointless as his fighting style was hard to recognize as one of the official martial arts. He was picking me apart with his punches and kicks and had just stunned me with a blow when I felt small but strong arms wrap around me and lift me into the air. 
 
    “The kid can brawl," Omega replied. “This is the type of sparring I need, I was hitting him with some heavy blows and he just took them and dished out his own." 
 
    “Put me down!” I say loudly to Celestial. 
 
    “Stop fighting Johnny," Whisper said as I let my body go limp. As soon as Celestial puts me down I plant a big punch right on the chin of Omega which sends him crashing to the ground and barely hanging on to consciousness. Celestial quickly picked me back up and started screaming as she tried squeezing me. 
 
    “I said stop fighting," Whisper replied. 
 
    “No,” I replied. “Your little trick doesn’t work on me anymore." My brain was less than seven percent organic now which blocked Whisper and any other supe with a mental ability from controlling me. 
 
    “I don’t know what is happening," Whisper said as she backed up. “He should be under my control now." 
 
    “Well he isn’t," Celestial said angrily. “Johnny stop moving or I will crush you harder." 
 
    “Then do it," I replied as I started wiggling more. 
 
    “Stop!” Whisper screamed as I could feel my body go slack. Her power had over ridden me but not completely like it did the first time. “Are you Hot Stuff?” Whisper said in a scream. It was then I noticed Omega and Celestial had also fallen under her power as they both answered as well. I was able to say no, thanks to her not having total control of me when she asked if I knew who Hot Stuff was. We all answered that we did not as Whisper stopped using her power. 
 
    “What was that," Celestial said as she grabbed me. 
 
    “I never had to put that much energy into it," Whisper replied. “Well you have your answer, I would say Hot Stuff is the Artificer but she is outside of our reach. She is probably keeping the kid in the dark, don’t expect to see her under our control anytime soon. She has been brokering secret deals with the U.K. and their operatives would likely spot any we send after her." 
 
    “Let me go,” I shouted. “You got what you wanted." 
 
    “Johnny can we talk," Celestial said as she dropped me. 
 
    “You can talk to my lawyers," I replied as I looked around. 
 
    “You know you can still be arrested for not reporting the other five," Omega replied. “You didn’t know who Hot Stuff was but you knew they were a part of his group and you didn’t say anything. That makes you an accomplice." 
 
    “First you have to prove it," I replied. “Many people claim outrageous things, like a group of teens saying they smacked down trained heroes. Then you would need a team of excellent lawyers since I would have some." 
 
    “We can get Loyola down here as his guardian if he was to go to court," Whisper replied. 
 
    “She wouldn’t come," Omega replied. “But we can put him into a detention facility until the trial or place him on house arrest." 
 
    “Go ahead then," I replied.  
 
    “Kid you really know how to play some hardball," Omega replied. “But I have been an all-star at the game before you knew how to play." 
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    “Johnny would you like another roll?” Raven Van Buren said as she looked across the dinner table at me. 
 
    “No thank you Ma’am," I replied. Raven was the mother of Celestial and Omega and the wife of Divine. She was not a supe and had another son a year older than Celestial that was also not a supe named Norman. Both of them were pleasant people, there were no false sympathies about Daniel Dollars and they lived ordinary lives. I didn’t even know Norman existed, well I knew but he was far removed from the glitz of the other family members. I was court ordered to stay with the Van Buren’s as my guardians until Loyola returned to the states, I had told her not to of course since this mini imprisonment was only until my trial was completed. I was still going to college but all of my work for the current semester was completed, my high school career was still up in the air. I had been here for a month now and Hot Stuff had laid low after gooing Divine and had only been spotted once since then when he gooed Altitude’s car with a remote device. For the most part it was just Norman, Raven and me and we talked about everyday things. I knew the others wouldn’t stay away though with the end of the spring break coming up. Raegan would be here and so would Omega, the family normally took vacations around this time. 
 
    “Johnny we were thinking of traveling somewhere warm," Raven said. “I could tell by her tone and delivery that there was a ninety-three percent chance she was nervous. 
 
    “You can drop me off at the nearest juvenile facility then," I replied. “I like you Mrs. VB but you know I don’t get along with everyone and would rather not see them at all." 
 
    “You can't hide from the world forever," Raven replied. “And you would really like where we are going." 
 
    “I don’t think it would be fun with everyone there with me," I replied. 
 
    “We are going to see a season of BattleBots filmed and then we are going to Disneyland," Norman replied.  
 
    “No thanks," I replied. “I would rather stay in jail. Have fun though, just my luck I would be the next guy to get gooed." 
 
    “That wacko has barely showed his face since his crew was taken into custody," Norman said. “Come on, it will be fun. I always feel like the odd guy out and now I will have a partner to bring with me." 
 
    “I still think I will pass but have fun at BattleBots though," I replied. “I always wondered how I would do on that show." 
 
    “Then let's build a bot and take it there," Norman replied. “You don’t have to hang around Raegan or T.J., we can do our own thing." 
 
    “Aren’t you worried about me escaping?” I replied. “There is no way to do my own thing with your father around." 
 
    “No chance," Norman replied. “Not when Eternal is on the case." 
 
    I laughed at him, Eternal was the name he gave himself if he ever became a super hero. Norman and I had even worked on some gadgets and a costume for him to wear. It wasn’t the best but he had a small jet pack and plenty of guns that did different things all over his body. We had tested some of them on dummies and we both thought they worked pretty well, most of them were variants from what the Artificer used to carry around on her. 
 
    “You mean Normal Noman?” I replied. 
 
    “Norman is just my alter ego,” Norman replied. “Come on man, just come with us. We normally get a big van and we can chill in the back of it. I even went out and got robot parts, I don’t have your money and it cost me a grip." 
 
    “I already put the money back into your account along with whatever it is costing to feed and keep me here," I replied as I just made the transaction.  
 
    “You didn’t have to do that Johnny," Raven replied. “You are no trouble around here at all and you do way more than your share of chores." 
 
    “I am sure you think that way," I replied. “Not the rest of your family though. If I go I do not think this trip would be as private as you would like." 
 
    “Careful rich boy, you are not the only famous person around," Norman joked. “Everyone knows what the great Thomas Van Buren and his family looks like, we are hardly ever left alone. I am sure an internet search would show you exactly where we live, I rarely can go out for a jog without some photog mistaking me for T.J.." 
 
    “How long is this trip?” I asked. 
 
    “Five days of nothing but fun," Norman replied. “I put in our application for BattleBots but no other information. We probably need to start working on what type of bot we want to wreak havoc, I was thinking of one big robot and three little robots that you can control." 
 
    “I can't avoid them forever," I said. “Now is as good of a time as any." 
 
    “Great!” Norman said. “No more sparring for us for a while, I don’t want you to go on spring break with a black eye." 
 
    Me and Norman started sparring almost immediately since I had gotten here. Norman never left himself any free time to do anything fun until I had gotten here. I learned all about it when his mother texted and called his father over the phone. I calculated a 99.91% chance that Norman felt inadequate and to make himself feel better he stayed in constant training. He reminded me of Carnage, except Norman had to work harder at it. The big differences between the two was that Norman was a bit bigger, he was taller and broader than even his famous father and Carnage normally used items that were freely available like his taser while Norman was into more obscure high tech items, like something the Artificer would use. Norman had no delusions though that he would join the HL, he was sure he could work there as a technician or back up for the supes but thought he would be in his father’s, brother’s and soon to be sister’s shadow. Norman thought about becoming a cop or an operator with any of the military branches special forces was the way to go. Everything Norman did was dedicated to that purpose, the fact that he was willing to go goof off with me and enter a robot fighting competition I only briefly talked about being interested in had to be seen as a shock for his parents. 
 
    “I think I need some clothes," I replied. “The only person who I know that has less selection on what to wear than me is you." 
 
    “Mom can you take us shopping?” Norman asked. 
 
    “You want to go shopping?” Raven asked. “Um, yeah. I can take you both right now, just let me call security and we will be on our way." 
 
    “Well that is no fun," I replied. 
 
    “We need a security detail everywhere we go,” Norman replied. “It is another reason why I never leave this place." 
 
    “What if I can arrange other transportation?” I replied. “I do have a couple of powersuits that I am sure can fit all of us. If you are nervous about flying I can control all of them." 
 
    “You would let me into one of the Dollar power suits?” Norman said excited. “I thought they didn’t fly." 
 
    “The cheap ones didn’t fly and needed constant recharging," I replied. “Most of the other ones relied on VIC to help with the controls, like an auto pilot. In between them both are numerous prototypes, the ones I am talking about uses the same computer as your smartphone and has motorized wheels for balancing like a hoverboard does. They are built mainly for getting from one point to another, in Hawaii the employees used to use them to get to the main island. They are charged and ready to go whenever you are, it will take us about three hours to get to the Mall of America but only if we leave now." 
 
    “We are in Vermont Johnny," Raven replied. “An airplane doesn’t even have that speed." 
 
    “That is because an air plane requires an entire crew and clearance to take off and land," I replied. “My suits are located four houses down." 
 
    “Four houses down?” Norman asked. 
 
    “I own the property," I replied. “Well Dollar Corp. owns the property, inside are a few suits and my lab." 
 
    “Why would you need to have a house so close by?” Raven asked. 
 
    “I am not trying to offend you or Norman Mrs. VB,” I began. “But I am literally in the midst of three of my known enemies, all of which who have laid hands on me and caused me irreparable damage. If anything happened where I would need to defend myself from three of the most powerful known superhumans I feel better knowing I have a few suits handy. While it did not help my father I believe that is because he wasn’t trying to kill anyone, only defend his island and its secrets. After knowing his fate I would not be under any constraints to do the same, especially when I know the cost for failure." 
 
    I could read on their faces that they probably forgot the entire reason why I was in their care. They were also probably piecing together that I had a plan to kill all of them if it came to that. I had read and heard every argument on how everything was an accident, as someone who mostly used logic and objective reasoning, the facts were clear. The HL used force to infiltrate a private island and knew there was a chance someone could get killed. Despite their safeguards, someone did get killed. America was ready to move on from it but not Dollar Corp. or anyone associated with Dollar Corp. It was the reason the majority of all philanthropic efforts had stopped. It was also the reason any tech developed for the exclusive use of the military had stopped and would not continue. Just thinking of that made me check the stock market, Dollar Corp. went way up since Stephanie moved all operations except for three small laboratories away from the United States and started opening up in other countries. The initial American backlash was offset by the rest of the world, most Dollar Corp. items were exclusive to the United States and wouldn’t work in other parts of the world unless Dollars himself allowed it. Now though people were buying Dollar items, they were the best on the market and far cheaper than the nearest competitor. Dollars Corp. never charged premiums to offset the cost of developing better items. 
 
    “How many suits do you have?” Norman asked. 
 
    “I have a good amount but you cannot use most of them," I replied. “New laws remember? Only the HL, military or law enforcement can use any powered suit with offensive and defensive capabilities. The ones I am talking about are durable but other than flying they do not offer any super speed or strength. They are capable of flying across the country five times though before they need recharging." 
 
    “Come on Mom let's fly," Norman pleaded. “When are we ever going to get a chance like this? You have to be a little bit jealous that we are the only members of this family that can't fly or have any special abilities." 
 
    “Norman I like you just the way you are," Raven replied quickly. “You don’t need to compare yourself to your father, your brother or your sister. You are smarter than all of them put together, something your father has told you repeatedly." 
 
    “Mom I want to fly," Norman pleaded again. 
 
    “I can transport the security detail if you wish," I replied. “I have a transport ship based on Harrier and Tiltrotor designs. You currently have forty security detail on shift and I can transport all of them but I assume you want to leave at least five here for security reasons." 
 
    “Is it safe?” Raven asked. 
 
    “There are no recorded cases of Dollar Corp. powered suits malfunctioning and injuring or killing anyone," I replied. “I can also remotely control them if you would like, based on the reactions of everyone else that has been in the model I am talking about I think you would rather fly it yourself after a while." 
 
    “I suppose it is okay," Raven said hesitantly. “I don’t think your father would approve though." 
 
    “When has he ever approved of me?” Norman replied. 
 
    “You are not being any fair Norman," Raven replied. “Your father loves you." 
 
    “He has been less than approving of my studying and my training," Norman replied. 
 
    “Only because he wants you to have as normal of a childhood as possible," Raven replied. “He knows it is not easy being here in Norwich, not with all the security around and little privacy. He just doesn’t want you constantly training all of the time, you are seventeen Norman and you don’t have any friends." 
 
    “I think you just hurt Johnny’s feelings," Norman replied. 
 
    “It’s true, I am crushed," I replied. 
 
    “You know what I mean," Raven replied. “It is the only reason I am agreeing to this." 
 
    “You are the best mom!” Norman replied. “Let’s go." 
 
    “I already have the transport and suits on the way here," I replied. “I also took the liberty of telling security to let the strange flying ship land on the property. They are on their way up here to confirm it was you that called them Mrs. VB, I don’t think I had your southern accent perfect." 
 
    “Wait, what?” Raven said confused just as one of the security personnel knocked on the door. 
 
    “I am a supe," I replied. “It was one of the reasons Daniel Dollars showed interest in me." 
 
    I could see the excitement on Norman’s face as his mother talked with security, it was even more evident as I helped him get into one of the suits. Take off was easy, like I thought they let me control the suits at first but soon wanted to control it themselves. I was a safe guard in case the pair got too ambitious, for the most part they played little games of tag and pushed the suits to their fastest speeds as we tore across the evening sky. The sun was just setting when we landed, the transport with the security was still forty five minutes away. It was Raven who decided not to wait as we walked into the mall, we all gained instant attention. First because we were in Dollar Corp. power suits, then because I was recognized along with Raven. Many people thought Norman was Omega at first but after google searches got his name right. All of the stores were more than happy to see us, they looked disappointed as we passed them by. I had searched their databases and concluded only one store would have clothing that would fit my frame that wasn’t a sporting goods apparel place. I bought everything that I thought could fit, I just judged the correct size based on my dimensions and the amount of material used in the clothing. Norman seemed happy he did not have to put everything on to see if it fit and we were soon in the food court. Although everyone had just ate, Norman always craved food thanks to his high workout rate. He needed a lot of protein to keep his body weight where he wanted and the amount of food he ordered from the Asian food restaurant looked like it wouldn’t be out of place if a family of four decided to order it instead of one teenager. I ordered a hotdog on a stick and Raven grabbed a big pretzel. As we ate I counted 49 separate social media accounts were updated with pictures of us eating. Many people took selfies with us in the background, as we were leaving we even posed for a couple although the security detail that caught up with us kept most people away. 
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    “This thing is insane," Norman replied. “You know we can't win with this bot though." 
 
    “I thought you were all about having fun," I replied. “I think this bot looks more memorable than the others that are competing." 
 
    “It looks like a death star with four x-wings," Norman replied. “Our death star will be a sitting duck out there." 
 
    “You don’t think the two saws we have as weapons will work for it?” I replied. 
 
    “No,” Norman replied. “They are going to do superficial damage at best. The only thing we have going for us is that the main bot is bulky enough to hide most of the internals. Our flying x-wing bots can only deal fire damage except the one with the drill." 
 
    “Well we are going to have a lot more maneuverability than they are used to,” I replied. “We should be able to attack at will and use our main bot to push others around and just use the saws to look cool." 
 
    “Everybody is going to be aiming for us," Norman replied. “We better stay away from those spinner or drum bots." 
 
    “No way we can," I replied. “But we won't need to, all we need to do is beat one or two people and I know we can do that." 
 
    “Well all we need to do is pack this thing up then," Norman replied. “I wonder what they are going to say when we show up. I know you know I entered us as N and J Robotics, you think we will cause a scene?” 
 
    “Most likely," I replied. “The rest of your family is supposed to meet us there." 
 
    “Mom thought you might not appreciate them traveling with us," Norman replied. “And I want to use the suit, that thing is beyond fun. Since my dad will be there we won't need any security or anything. Our luggage and stuff can come on the transport since I know you can control it like you do our suits." 
 
    “So you are embracing the suits," I replied. “You want to secretly be a rent a hero." 
 
    “Whatever," Norman replied.  
 
    “Eternal could have been a rent a hero,” I replied.  
 
    “Not now," Norman replied. “Most of the Dollar suits don’t work anymore since that big computer of yours kicked everyone out." 
 
    “How do you know about that?” I replied. “The government has been keeping all of that secret." 
 
    “How can they?” Norman replied. “All of the suits were taken back, even the people that sued to keep theirs know the things don’t work anymore. If they did then at least one person would have used it to take down Hot Stuff or the other various criminals. The only suits that work are the cheaper ones you were selling and only because they can be switched out with a different operating system which really takes away from their user friendliness." 
 
    “Well I can override all of that," I replied.  
 
    “You can?” Norman asked. “Then why don’t you help out the police and other people that still have theirs." 
 
    “Because it doesn’t belong to them," I replied. “If government really wants to help out then they could give their version of the powersuit away. Dollars Corp. is a business before anything else, one that didn’t mind helping out the American people until our ability to make money was taken away. Now the rest of the world is prospering instead of the U.S. all thanks to misguided politicians who are now taking a beating in popularity polls." 
 
    “That makes sense," Norman replied. “I don’t think I would want to help out anyone either. I think the original plan was to have everyone join up with the H.L., no one thought the most important members of Dollar Corp. would refuse." 
 
    “I am sixty seven percent certain that if Daniel Dollars wanted to join the H.L. prior to the laws being enacted he could have. With his normal powersuit he could beat twenty nine percent of the then roster of the H.L. in a physical altercation. With his Rampage Stopper powersuit that number elevates to seventy three percent. I think that would be more than sufficient to join." 
 
    “No one stops Rampage," Norman replied. “All you can do is hope to contain him and wait for his hour to run out. Before you start bragging, yes I did see you stop Rampage but I don’t think that trick will work again. I thought Raegan was a goner, thanks for saving her by the way." 
 
    “You are welcome," I replied. “I am still serious about the powersuit. You could join the H.L. if you wanted as a costumed hero, there are other armored powersuit wearers already there." 
 
    “Yeah but those suits use some of their super human power," Norman replied. “When she was a part of the H.L. you really couldn’t call Mech Marvel a powersuit wearer." 
 
    “Your brother just landed," I replied. “He is outside of the building and surrounded by security as they confirm his identity." I then turned on the television in the room we were ixn to show Omega outside as armed men kept their rifles trained on him. They were using the same machine the military and the H.L. used, the Handheld Interagency Identity Detection Equipment known as Hiides. His identity was confirmed and his presence was radioed in to other team members. 
 
    “T.J. is here?” Norman asked. “I thought he was supposed to meet us in California." 
 
    “Based on the video I am watching cross referenced with other known footage there is a ninety six percent chance the person entering the building is Thomas Van Buren Jr.” I replied.  
 
    “Well here we go,” Norman replied. “I love T.J. but he is a hard act to follow. Being the non-powered little brother is the reason we are not closer than we are." 
 
    “You have many other traits that Omega lacks," I replied. “Like you have strong body odor and your face could use some work." 
 
    “Is that a joke from the living robot?” Norman said in surprise. 
 
    “Based on past experiences coupled with television, insults are what friends give each other in situations like this," I replied. “Omega has now seen your mother and is greeting her, your mother has just told him where you are at." 
 
    “You know you can't hide from him in here," Norman replied. 
 
    “I have no intention of hiding from Omega,” I replied. “My adopted father never hid from any enemy and I plan on continuing that trend. You have incoming in 5, 4, 3, 2, 1." 
 
    “Hello T.J.” Norman said looking at door as it started opening. 
 
    “How did you know it was me?” Omega said then looked over at me. “That’s right, you have Johnny here. I hope my little brother hasn’t been giving you too much trouble Johnny." 
 
    “Based on our history we have no need for niceties Omega,” I replied. “I also have no desire to banter with you like you are a friend or a need to respect you. The only reason we are not in a fight at this moment is out of respect for Mrs. VB and Norman." 
 
    “Whoa calm down man," Omega replied. “Here I am just T.J., I left Omega at the door." 
 
    “You are the person who had me struck hard enough to cause permanent damage with my brain," I replied. “You also kidnapped me and placed me in confinement based on incomplete data and are part of the reason for my current living arrangement. You are Omega, not a friend." 
 
    “And you are Hot Stuff but you don’t see me complaining," Omega replied. “My dad looked inside of that little jet of yours and couldn’t find any sign of life inside before it sped across the border. When we found it later the robot you had inside was still intact. Only thing you have going for you is that no one knows how you got past Whisper." 
 
    “Your conclusion is insufficient and will never hold up in a court of law," I replied. I had known the H.L. found Hot Stuff, I had also known Hot Stuff and the jet detonated and covered everyone in goo. Omega knew the secret behind Hot Stuff, almost everyone associated with it did. Stephanie wanted them to, Stephanie wanted them to be absolutely certain with no way to prove it. “And if you have this robot you claim then present it in a court of law." 
 
    “You know we don’t have the jet, the robot or any proof we were out in Mexico,” Omega replied. “All footage was mysteriously deleted, but that is water under the bridge." 
 
    “The only thing I care about hearing from you is when my trial will commence," I replied. “Until then I do not think we have anything to discuss Omega." 
 
    “Suit yourself,” Omega replied then looked at Norman. “You look like you have put on some muscle there little brother. You still working out like a mad man?” 
 
    “I do a little bit," Norman replied. “Johnny has been acting as my nutritionist, fitness coach, sensei and everything else to get me here." 
 
    “Well he has been doing a great job,” Omega replied. “I think you are bigger than dad is right now. He should be getting home from his overseas assignment soon. Raegan and that tool of hers will be here soon as well." 
 
    “I thought we were meeting in California,” Norman asked. 
 
    “We were but we all got off early," Omega replied. “I don’t have to patrol Denver anymore and Dad is finished patrolling California and being overseas in London with the first daughter. Who knows when the next time is that we will all get together since you and mom insist on living way out here." 
 
    “Vermont is quiet," Norman replied. “Did you say Raegan was bringing Victor with her? I thought they broke up." 
 
    “They did break up,” Omega replied. “But she likes the loser and ever since he got a powersuit he thinks he is the strongest supe around. He doesn’t feel threatened by her anymore." 
 
    “You gave Victor Vega a Powersuit?” Norman said as he spun around and asked me. 
 
    “My late father gave him a powersuit," I replied. “My guardian had plans on him becoming the next Artificer at one point and decided that plan was no longer feasible but did think that he could do some good with the right technology. He has modified the suit from how he received it and has managed to gain twice the mileage." 
 
    “He got one of those cheapo’s that started this whole mess?” Norman asked. 
 
    “He did," I replied. “He has taken out the original operating system and has it running a version of Android. Carnage has been training exclusively with it and is developing his own fighting style. It is doubtful he plans on using it to do anything like crime fighting until he gets more sparring rounds in with the supes at the school." 
 
    “How do you know all of this?” Norman asked. 
 
    “My father would never allow a suit to get into the hands of a mad man without having a cut off switch," I replied. “Part of the agreement of owning one is that the owner agrees to send data back to Dollars Corp. for research and to enhance the experience of future users. The small print also states Dollars Corp. has the right to take and deactivate any suit after offering its owner the initial price of the suit in return. Most believe that means someone is going to come physically take it when in reality everything is done remotely. The remote is well hidden and disabling it would disable the functions everyone is after. Carnage has not attempted to switch out operating systems, once he does I will be blind." 
 
    “You still have access to the supercomputer," Omega said looking at me. 
 
    “Well, duh," Norman replied. “You didn’t think Dollars would just give up something he died over. Wherever it is, it is a lot more secret." 
 
    “I am sure the H.L. will at some point come to the conclusion that there is a good reason my guardian moved across the planet," I replied. I knew Omega would soon believe Stephanie had another computer or a way to control the computer that was currently tearing itself apart in Hawaii. 
 
    “Well enough of all of that," Omega replied. “I hear you went to a mall and even ate at the food court. There are pictures of you all over the internet with Dollar Corp. splashed all across your chest with some cute girls in the shot." 
 
    “I know what they are saying," Norman replied. “The suit we wore has no offensive capabilities, tons of H.L. guys have come down here to check it out." 
 
    “Not that," Omega replied. “Who cares about a couple of suits?” 
 
    “Apparently a lot of people since they wanted to know how the ones me and mom took were still operating," Norman replied. “I am sure they would have broken into Johnny’s house if they thought they could do so quietly." 
 
    “I am talking about the girls man," Omega replied. “Did you get any numbers?” 
 
    “What?” Norman replied. “No. Why would I?” 
 
    “Because you are a famous teenage boy," Omega replied. 
 
    “You are famous, I am like Rob Kardashian," Norman replied. “I will leave the girl hunting to you. Johnny has Victoria and she FaceTime’s often so I don’t think he is looking.” 
 
    “I thought that thing uh…” Omega said before catching himself. 
 
    “She is still around,” Norman said. “I never met her but I have talked to her a couple of times. She seems nice and said she would help us out once we get to California, we are supposed to meet her there.” 
 
    “And you are cool with some clone of Raegan walking around?” Omega asked his brother. 
 
    “So is Mom and she likes Johnny,” Norman replied. “It is bad enough that he is forced to live with the family of the guy who killed his Dad. Victoria seems cool enough although I think she cheats at Modern Warfare.” 
 
    “That thing plays PS4?” Omega asked. 
 
    “And she watches anime,” Norman replied.   
 
    “Before your menacing mind devises a way to hurt my girlfriend know that I would make you kill me soon after,” I said looking at Omega. “There is a 97.67% chance that I would survive despite the destruction of my body. I would no longer care about doing what is right and what is wrong and make it my purpose in life to return the pain brought to me tenfold.” 
 
    “Is that a threat?” Omega said, all playfulness gone from his voice. 
 
    “I do not threaten,” I replied. “The probability of the target of a threat dismissing it as words can vary from 100 to 1 percent.” 
 
    “So then you are a villain,” Omega said. 
 
    “In this story you are,” I replied. “My father was killed and hundreds of millions of dollars were taken from me that has yet to be given back. You believe that is fair and that Dollar should continue to bankroll philanthropic ideas despite the huge loss of profit to ourselves. You have also attacked and beaten me for a crime you have no way to prove I had anything to do with. In America, I am innocent until proven guilty, not the other way around. You and those like you have held up my day in court for no reason at all and now you want to kill my girlfriend. This is the point in the conversation where you can tell me what I have done.” 
 
    “You are rich,” Omega growled. “You got mad at the HL and stopped helping people.” 
 
    “Then mandate all wealthy people and corporations have to do the things on the level Dollar was doing them,” I replied. “I am sure many of them would mind if they lost hundreds of millions of dollars.” 
 
    “We both know you are Hot Stuff!” Omega growled. 
 
    “Well then give me my day in court,” I replied. “Norman, Celestial and Carnage have just driven onto your street. They should be here in a little under three minutes.” 
 
    “You know how to get to me Johnny,” Omega said as he visibly relaxed. “This vacay is to relax and enjoy ourselves, not fight. You are not changing my mind and I am not changing yours. Agree to disagree and let’s go out and have some fun!” 
 
    “I would rather play an endless loop of my father being murdered than have fun with you,” I replied. “Norman your sister has just entered the house and I believe your father has just landed as well.” 
 
    “Remember what we talked about Johnny,” Norman said. 
 
    “I will ignore your father to the best of my ability,” I replied. “I will leave you to your reunion, if you need me I will be at my residence where I store my suits at.” 
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    “Can anyone hear me?” Norman said as he patched into my suit. 
 
    “We are being monitored by twelve different people who are all sanctioned by the government and two who are not,” I replied. “Would you like to know their names?” 
 
    “Huh?” Norman asked surprised. “Really?” 
 
    “Yes,” I replied. “That number has just changed, we are now only being monitored by two individuals. My earlier assessment was off, I hypothesize that many of those I thought were sanctioned were just nosy.”  
 
    “Can any of my family hear me?” Norman asked. 
 
    “No,” I replied. “Divine does not count super hearing as one of his abilities and neither does any of his offspring.” 
 
    “Bro this is so cool to all be flying like this,” Norman said as I could tell from his tone that there was a 72 percent chance he wanted more. 
 
    “But you wish you could do it as Eternal instead of Normal Norman,” I replied. 
 
    “How did you know?” Norman replied. 
 
    “Because you have tried to outrun your supe family members twice now,” I replied. “Your suit has a governor on it which limits the speed, Mrs. VB made me do it. Without it there was no way Carnage could keep up with us.” 
 
    “Why did you have to give that guy my jetpack,” Norman said and looked over at Carnage. 
 
    “Because we could really test it out,” I replied. “Carnage has been pushing it to its limit in an effort to burn the motor out. I have been limiting how much punishment he could give it but I am pleased with the results. You may never be Omega or even Celestial but I am sure with your brain, family connections and gadgets that you could join the H.L. in a small role in one of the out of the way towns.” 
 
    “You think so?” Norman asked. 
 
    “I am sure of it,” I replied. “I even think I may give the hero thing a chance.” 
 
    “What?!?” Norman said loudly. “You are going to try for the H.L.?” 
 
    “Of course not,” I replied. “Fighting the bad guy is only part of super hero work. I was thinking of operating my own ambulance service.” 
 
    “As an EMT?” Norman said confused. “I guess they are heroes too but I thought you meant something different.” 
 
    “I plan on wearing a variation of my father’s suit except equipped for medical purposes,” I replied. “I can have my own floating transport similar in shape to a coffin. Many little robots could do their thing to keep the patient alive until they reach the hospital. Maybe I should have my own hospital as well.” 
 
    “You do not have a license to practice medicine,” Norman said. “You just gave yourself I license, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Dollar Corp. has always had a license,” I replied. “I will not comment on my ability to practice medicine with our friends listening. I will say that I doubt after the beating the H.L. received that anyone would oppose me. Many people have been distancing themselves from hating Dollar Corp. At one time we were the second largest private sector employer in the United States behind Walmart. Although they all received a generous severance in the form of a year’s advance pay, many people who worked for Dollar Corp. has found it impossible to find work in the same salary range. All of those people are voters, no one would make it their mission to bring us down except those with extreme hatred. This is going to be a free service to anyone I pick up, I cannot compute a scenario where the majority of the public would be against such a service.” 
 
    “So you are going to be a super doctor?” Norman replied. 
 
    “You could join me,” I said. “Healers are hard to find, they have a habit of forgoing the H.L. in order to work for themselves. A relatively small operation means that we can pick and choose what calls to take,” I said thinking about the average time for an ambulance to respond. “And all of our calls will be airlifts, albeit on a smaller scale.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have to worry about being a poor copy of something,” Norman replied. “What happens when someone tries to fold you into the H.L.?” 
 
    “Then I can quit and move onto something else,” I replied. “Bounty hunting is still an option and I do have my bounty hunting license.” 
 
    “You have a bounty hunting license?” Norman said surprised. 
 
    “So do you if you want to join me,” I replied. “Between the two of us I think we can do good things.” 
 
    “Let me think about it,” Norman replied. “This is just kinda sudden. I think my jetpack is running out of fuel.” 
 
    “It is which means we have to land soon,” I replied. “There used to be a Dollars Towers in Tulsa but it has since been torn down. The Ambassador is still there though, not owned by me but it we have three rooms reserved anyway. A suite for your parents and Celestial, an adjoining room with two beds for Omega and Carnage and another room for us.” 
 
    “Johnny I know you are rich but you did not have to do that,” Norman said. 
 
    “Being rich means that people do not mind giving you free stuff,” I replied. “We need to change our distance to 208 degrees north and we should just reach the hotel as the jetpack gives out.” 
 
    “You can’t recharge it the way you have been doing?” Norman asked. 
 
    “My suit needs to be charged as well,” I replied. “So does yours and your mother’s. We can use the time to fix any last minute problems with our bot.” 
 
    “Disney actually gave us the go ahead to use the Death Star as our name?” Norman asked. 
 
    “In a round about way,” I replied. “Their newest movie is coming out and they need the publicity.” 
 
    “I am tired of carrying this thing,” Norman replied. “Hold on, T.J. is trying to get in contact with me.” 
 
    I saw Omega tapping a message on his phone. He was ready to stop and it let me appreciate the differences between him and the other super powered members of his family. Omega was slower and not as strong as Celestial or Divine. Omega also did not have Divine’s or Celestial’s endurance. He was as durable as Divine, on the one to ten scale he was about a nine. In a fight without a suit he still had me outclassed but that gap had shrunk, my nanites had been busy trying to keep up with the new exercise regime I underwent with Norman. He was still faster and stronger than I was but in a fight he would find it difficult to shake me off him. With one of the suits Dollars used to fight in I thought my chances were even that I could defeat him in a straight up fight. In the Rampage class armor I gave myself an 90% chance of winning. I smiled as Norman handed Omega the handle of the box we were using to transport our robot in. Norman then grabbed his brother by the armpits and continued on, eventually Celestial did the same for Carnage. When we finally landed, media was already there and anxious to get a story. I was seen out with Divine himself so that story was huge. Unfortunately for them I hired someone to keep the window to my room open and it was not hard to just fly inside of it. 
 
    I was happy to feel sick about Divine hamming it up for the camera. He pretended to be worried about my feelings concerning Daniel Dollars death yet made it seem like I was excited to finally be on vacation as a normal kid with him and his family. I instantly made a public response on Youtube and sent the link all over to various social influencers, media and late night talk show hosts. It was a small while before Norman finally made it into the room. 
 
    “Norman I think there is a 98% chance your father will be irritated with me refuting the claims he made downstairs,” I began.  
 
    “Dad is just trying to soothe over the anger in this country since the split,” Norman said. “Sometimes you have to look out for the greater good. I know it is hard for you to believe me but he is my dad and has done a lot of good for this country.” 
 
    “He has,” I replied as I pulled out 3,012 articles about him performing different good deeds around the country. “I do not think that has any bearing on my opinion of the man though.” 
 
    “Man things just happen between you and him,” Norman said. “From your first meeting all the way until now. Everyone makes mistakes Johnny, my dad has always owned up to his. You should be angry at Mr. Madness, he is the one who robbed dad of his x-ray vision. The fact that sicko is still out there somewhere makes things worse. None of this stuff would have ever happened if it was not for him and he is loving it. He broke up a good partnership between Dollar Corp. and the government. Everyone was happy and getting along. He ruined it with one act and managed to get away as well.” 
 
    “I do not count the man as my personal enemy,” I replied. “His only gift is taking and bestowing powers. My father always wanted to work with Madness, they could have made a lot of money on the reality show circuit.” 
 
    “Always about money,” Norman said. 
 
    “Money makes things possible,” I replied. “It is the reason Daniel Dollars still dominates the media despite being killed a while back. Divine as the perfect hero is just feeling the wrath of humanity. The only thing people like better than placing someone on a pedestal is tearing them apart. Divine is just the latest person it is happening to. Him killing someone can be attributed as a mistake. Him ruining the funeral afterwards cannot be attributed to Mr. Madness. All of that can only be attributed to the man himself. I am also aware of the reason I have not seen a trial is because of him.” 
 
    “Johnny,” Norman said then pursed his lips together. “Johnny you know that you have made strong enemies that would like nothing better than to kill you. The reason they have not made a move on you is because you are under my father’s protection.” 
 
    “I can take care of myself,” I replied. 
 
    “You can,” Norman admitted. “But you are a huge security risk. I know you have heard some of what is being talked about. Not everyone knows what you can do but those that do think you are too risky to leave alive if you are not with God and Country. If you were them, could you risk someone like you in enemy hands? You could down almost every plane in the air and crash trains into each other. 9/11 would look tame in comparison if you decided to become an enemy. That was the main reason for the HL to go after your super computer. You cannot say that you have not done bad things already. I know of at least three people who went bankrupt and have been fighting numerous lawsuits brought on by you. Either you or the Artificer ruined the lives of people just trying to do their jobs.” 
 
    “You father and his goons killed people on the island who was not trying to kill anyone,” I replied. “Those three men you are talking about signed legal agreements with my father and made millions only to betray him. Daniel Dollars was buying loyalty, not service. The people you are talking about do not deserve the good things in life. If I were them I would demand to only be paid in cash and avoid electronics.” 
 
    “You are being petty Johnny,” Norman said with a smile. “One of them has come out on CNN and said they cannot even use their phones, their T.V., their computer or even drive their car.” 
 
    “They can drive a car,” I replied. I knew some of the traitors figured out that older model cars had no electronics really and were mostly mechanical. 
 
    “That old beater he had was not a car,” Norman laughed.“But seriously, you are ruining these men. Even their immediate families are finding it difficult to enjoy their lives near the men.” 
 
    “A small price,” I replied. “I will not confirm or deny that I had anything to do with anything. So what is your plan tonight?” 
 
    “I am guessing a family dinner is out of the question?” Norman asked. 
 
    “Way out of the question,” I replied. “Besides I have a date tonight.” 
 
    “What date do you have?” Norman asked as the door to our room opened. 
 
    Victoria stood there in the yellow sundress I had first seen her in. She looked comical with a little hand bag and a big pair of sunglasses. Victoria dropped the sunglasses and gave me a smile. I walked over towards her and gave her a hug, it was different from the ones we had shared. I had an android body that stayed with the Artificer but it did not have any feelings. It was almost like playing a video game, you could not feel anything. The Artificer spoke about growing me a body similar to what Victoria had. The problem is that it would take years to do so, there were already spare bodies for Victoria. My original body although desensitized, still could feel her warmness and the beating of her heart. 
 
    “Somebody missed me!” Victoria said with a smile. “Hiya Norman! Nice to meet you in person.” 
 
    “You look just like Raegan,” Norman said as he shook Victoria’s hand. 
 
    “I get that a lot,” Victoria said smiling. “Now this robot of yours, have you put it into action yet? I was looking at the specs you guys sent me and I cannot see this thing winning too many matches.” 
 
    “We are just trying to have fun,” Norman said. “We know we cannot win but we can show off some of what we can do. At one time Johnny thought Eternal should fight with a horde of flying minibots.” 
 
    “Well I am staying in the toughest suit I can find,” Celestial said. “I was happy I was able to salvage some memories and I can tell you dying sucks. As for your robot I think the horde of x-wings you have would do an okay job. Between the three of us, I think we can give a good fight.” 
 
    “You are fighting with us?” Norman asked. 
 
    “Of course I am!” Victoria said. “Especially if we are going to get either the Bounty Hunting business or the EMT thing working. There are three of us so we need a good name. I still like the Fantastics but I am not sure how a name like Eternal fits in with the group. But Battlebots can be our coming out party, I brought my costume, I know Johnny has his somewhere. How about Eternal, does he have one?” 
 
    “Not really,” Norman said disappointed. 
 
    “Your costume complete with mask is being delivered to this address before we take off in the morning,” I replied. “I took the liberty to throw some things together for an outfit that I think you would like but the rest of your family would be lukewarm about.” 
 
    “You put me in a Dollar suit?” Norman asked. 
 
    “That would be illegal,” I replied. “You are in a version of the Artificer’s old costume.” 
 
    “This ought to be good,” Victoria said. “Your parents are on their way Norman.” 
 
    “How do you know?” I asked. 
 
    “Because my flying suit is in the hallway keeping watch,” Victoria said. “Well I had to meet these people one day. Open the door babe.” 
 
    I opened the door just as Divine was about to knock. I avoided looking at the man but did give Mrs. VB a smile. Divine walked in and was at first surprised to see Victoria. I didn’t think they had ever met in person before but Divine likely had heard tales about her. Victoria brushed past Divine and gave Mrs. VB a hug. The woman awkwardly returned it as Victoria stepped back a bit and gave her a smile. 
 
    “How do you get this hair to do what yours is doing?” Victoria said as she grabbed a lock of her hair. “It just lays flat for me and I cannot do anything with it.” 
 
    “Your hair?” Raven asked. “You have my hair?” 
 
    “Well just look at it?” Victoria said as she offered her a lock. “All my hair ties are too big, my braids are too small and my hair looks like the sight of an oil slick if I go a day without washing it. Yours is all puffed up like sexy bedhead hair. I would just look like a homeless woman if I tried to do anything with mine.” 
 
    “I braid it in cornrows every night and take them out in the morning,” Raven said. “You really do look like my daughter and me when I was younger.” 
 
    “Thank you for the compliment although I am sure Raegan would have girl rage if you said I look like her. She told me that she was Apple and I was literally Android. I thought the joke was funny but she got even madder. Now that she has her powers back, that is one blondie I would rather not tangle with.” 
 
    “You don’t have any powers?” Raven asked. 
 
    “Not like Raegan,” Victoria replied. “That would have been so cool if I did. I am strong and fast for my size, I am not quite the Amazing Red but I think I am as close as anyone could get. I have Kane’s serum running through this body and he consented to hand over a little DNA. Only thing I got was a small piece of his immune system, I can feel that I am stronger than I was. A lot stronger, any regular man would find me a toughie to duke it out with.” 
 
    “That is...,” Raven began. 
 
    “Disturbing to meet someone who could be a long lost daughter right down to embarrassing birthmarks in places I would rather not talk about,” Victoria finished. 
 
    “You sound just like a girl,” Raven said. 
 
    “Because I am a girl,” Victoria said. “I just didn’t rocket out the cooter like most people.” 
 
    “Watch your language!” Raven said as she covered her mouth. 
 
    “Sorry Mrs. VB,” Victoria said. “So what brings you to bust up our delinquency party?” Victoria asked. “I was just about to sneak away with my boyfriend and your son and head out to those malls they like so much. I haven't even eaten a hotdog before and I hear they sell them on a stick.” 
 
    “I came by to get Norman and Johnny to see if they were hungry,” Raven said. 
 
    “I don’t think Johnny would ever be comfortable hanging around Divine,” Victoria said. “I think it would make everything awkward. I really didn’t know Danny Dollars all that well but I think he was a good guy. Well now that he is dead I can see everything he used to have his hands in to help out. Johnny liked him and I do not see how those two can get past that. I am game though, I wouldn’t mind sitting around and laughing at bad jokes.” 
 
    “This is unreal,” Divine said as he stepped closer. “This is a girl, sort of. Her body is just like any other human although her bones are incased in metal. Her muscles are three of four times as dense as a normal human, this type of strength is normally only seen in athletes in top conditions. Her brain though is purely mechanical, it is brain shaped but it is a computer of some kind.” 
 
    “Hey pervert!” Victoria said. “I didn’t look at your goodies. My suit can see through clothes you know and you don’t see me checking you out.” 
 
    “I would never!” Divine stuttered. “I just wanted to see how you were made.” 
 
    “Relax I am just kidding,” Victoria replied. “At least you can see I am a girl. So when do we eat?” 
 
    “I cannot bring you down to sit with my daughter,” Divine said. “She would be angry, she really does not like you.” 
 
    “So you just wanted to make Johnny extremely uncomfortable by eating with you,” Victoria said. 
 
    “He has nothing to worry about with me,” Divine said. “It is unfortunate what happened but it was an accident. I have opened my home to Johnny in an effort to bridge the gap.” 
 
    “And he doesn’t want anything to do with you,” Victoria said. “Not everyone will like you despite how hard you try. Most of your family is spooky around me including you and I have never done anything to either of you.” 
 
    “I decline,” I replied. “There is an 68% chance that I would get into a physical altercation with Carnage stemming from my environment. I also do not need food to survive.” 
 
    “You have to stop running sometimes Johnny,” Divine said. “I am not the boogey man you think I am.” 
 
    “I still decline,” I replied. “Now if there is not anything else I want you to leave my room.” 
 
    “Your loss,” Divine said. “Things could be so much better for you here if you would let it but I will respect your wishes.” 
 
    “Dad, Johnny told me you said something to the news that he did not like,” Norman said. “He said you are going to be angry when you find out that he refuted your claims. Can we just leave the sound bites out for this trip? I don’t want to deal with a bunch of cameras being thrusted in my face.” 
 
    “Acceptable if you stop training so hard and have some fun,” Divine said. “Your robot fight is only part of this trip, we still have beaches we need to see and your brother is supposed to introduce us to his girlfriend.” 
 
    “TJ has a girlfriend?” Norman said surprised. 
 
    “Not to break up the fun times but does that mean I am not invited?” Victoria said. “You can leave me here while you eat if you wanted. I am sure two kids could find all sorts of cool stuff to do all alone in a hotel room when they know they will not be disturbed.” 
 
    “You are coming to eat,” Raven said as she looked at Victoria. 
 
    “I was talking about playing video games mother!” Victoria said in an exaggerated voice that made Raven smile a little. 
 
    I let them go and went back to what I was doing. Norman only knew about the three programmers, he didn’t know I was making life horrible for the Lion King and Violet Violent. Both of their phones would act buggy and their credit cards never worked properly. I didn’t take any money, I was just doing things to anger them. Anything they ordered online was cancelled immediately and they could not figure out who kept turning the thermostat in their homes all the way up to 100 degrees Fahrenheit. After I finished with them I combed through the criminal databases in Los Angeles and looked for wanted criminals. Using electronic means it was easy to locate almost all of them. I could illegally tap phones and records and with VIC combing through the files was not that hard. I started planning a route through the city that would capture the maximum amount of criminals in the shortest amount of time with lesser chance of injury. Only one of these villains were a supe and his power did not lend itself to power. 
 
    Bill Angus was the name of a supe who had the power to change his appearance. He could be literally anyone and would be very hard to capture. He had masqueraded as many people over the years and was wanted for fraud. His power only lasted for ten minutes before he had to change back into his original form and try again. Angus had gathered millions of dollars this way, all he needed to do was get a hold of a driver’s license and go down to the bank and start cleaning people out. Angus had stolen cars and did many other things. He was hard to capture for long, as a con man he could change his appearance and escape from jail. Currently his main way of getting money was to pose as the wife or husband of a rich person and steal items to sell. The actual spouses were duped and Angus was now living in a decent sized apartment where he posed as an old woman. He would be surprised he was caught but wouldn’t be too hard of a fight. Altogether the money would be close to two hundred thousand dollars which could then be used for some charity event. 
 
    I spent the rest of the night getting things perfect. The BattleBots had been trending ever since Divine said something and now tickets for it was sold out. Mrs. VB made sure Victoria was not sleeping with me and had her in the same suite with her husband and Celestial. I was happy I was able to see the humor in it, Victoria made me promise that I wouldn’t break it up. Part of her wanted to get to know Celestial, what for I did not know. 
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    “I can’t believe we are actually doing this!” Norman said as he slapped handcuffs on our third bounty of the night. “This is too easy with your ability to find anyone who uses the net.” 
 
    “I just wish the pictures that have been taken of me were more flattering,” Victoria said. “I am Girl Fantastic, not Celestial. It even says Fantastic across my belly.” 
 
    “Who cares,” Norman said. “Half of the cops think I am TJ. When is this guy going to wake up?” 
 
    “In twelve minutes,” I replied. “Putting people to sleep is easier than fighting them. How is it your first night as Eternal?” 
 
    “Better than I thought possible,” Norman replied. “You told my parents that we were going out to have fun. Dad is going to be so pissed when he finds out about all of this.” 
 
    “Probably,” I said as I took off to the air. “But we are making good money right now and we have already secured the most dangerous out of the bunch. There are a couple of wanna be Youtube news casters waiting for us to show up. I have already took the liberty of having a montage of all of our targets crimes put together and it will be highlighted by actually bringing him in.” 
 
    Just like I had thought, there were many people including cops who were happy to take custody of the criminal. The bill that passed did not mention bounty hunting so the job was still fair game. We all smiled for the camera phones and took off back into the night air, I was just about to recommend going after Angus when a call came up over the radio. A group calling themselves Barbell was tearing down the BattleBots studio and daring anyone to come stop them. Future’s Past was a group of supe villains who had powers revolving around strength, I found out that they had never battled Divine but had went after Mech Marvel and the Lion King a few times.  
 
    “Looks like there is a supe fight brewing,” I said as I banked going towards the left. “We are not getting involved but I think it would be fun to watch. This is a basic call out of Divine, Omega and Celestial. Six super strong villains versus the strongest known hero in the world.” 
 
    “Something about that sound suspicious,” Victoria said. 
 
    I thought about her words quickly, it should have been common knowledge that Divine and his family was in the area. Barbell would get Divine’s attention and it is likely his children would come with him. Raven Van Buren would be left alone, there was no security on this trip so she would be easy to take. The fight with Barbell would be a good one but I thought Divine by himself had a 57% chance to win. With his kids it would be nearly a hundred but it would cause a lot of damage. The person who wouldn’t stand a chance would be Raven. I patched into her suit and could hear the sound of glass breaking. 
 
    “They are after your mother,” I said as I pushed my suit to its limit. 
 
    I could not contact Divine or any of his children since neither of them had on any electronics. I briefly thought about Carnage but he was nowhere to be seen, I caught him on a traffic camera being carried by Divine. I was in contact with Raven who was locked into a battle, her super suit had taken down three of her attackers who turned out to be normal humans. The person who destroyed my gear was definitely not a normal human, it was Bobby Knuckles and he was with Professora, her father the Crimson Rage. 
 
    “Something about this is not right,” I said as I patched video into the suits of Victoria and Norman. 
 
    “We have to help my mother!” Norman cried out. 
 
    “Neither of those individuals would be smart enough or bold enough to take on Divine,” I said as I ran scenarios through my mind to determine who the overall brain might be. “I surmise that your father is also in trouble.” 
 
    “No one can take down my father,” Norman said.  
 
    “That is incorrect,” I replied. “With the right gameplan I think twelve such individuals could do with help. With the current help there are three individuals who could be difficult for Divine to beat, Whisper, Rampage and Mr. Madness.” 
 
    “What do I do?” Norman said in anguish. 
 
    “I have our Death Star currently battling those trying to attack your mother and the police have been called,” I replied. “They might not interfere and wait for an HL member to show up. You and Victoria head over to your mother and I will provide back up for your father.” 
 
    “You hate my father,” Norman said. “But you love my mother, go after her.” 
 
    “Try not to get your hair too messed up,” Victoria said as she flew off with Norman. 
 
    The X-wings I was piloting had already set Knuckles hair on fire and were doing a decent job at taking down the Crimson Rage along with the suit I had. Mrs. VB was cornered in her hotel room and was doing everything I was telling her over her T.V. which turned on. The first was to forget about escaping and just try to buy me time to get there. To do that she should stack everything she could up against the door of her room and then hide. The second was to find something inside of the room to arm herself with. As I flew I patched into Victoria’s suit and could see they were closer to their fight than I was to mine. I calculated a 40% chance that if I tried to frighten the trio that nothing would happen and that they would contine on to what they were trying to accomplish. My adopted father would have liked those odds and went for it all, I decided to as well. 
 
    “Why don’t you stop this?” I said over the T.V. “This woman is being protected by me.” 
 
    “I told you he went soft!” Bobby Knuckles said as he destroyed the last of my robots. “Look at what these fucking things did to me. I am gonna grab that woman and burn her like you did me you traitor!” 
 
    “You were given one of the suits and brought in on Hot Stuff,” I replied. “Am I really the fight you want?” 
 
    “I would crush you Fantastic and the rest of your Rent a Heroes,” Bobby Knuckles said. “You come on down, I was hoping that you would be here.” 
 
    “Who are you talking to?” The Crimson Rage asked. 
 
    “Johnny Dollars,” Professora answered. “A classmate of mine that calls himself Kid Fantastic.” 
 
    “That the kid who took out Rampage?” Crimson Rage asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Professora said. 
 
    “And laid into Omega?” The Crimson Rage asked. 
 
    “That’s him,” Professora answered. 
 
    “And he has access to that supercomputer that has been ruining some lives?” the Crimson Rage asked. 
 
    “Cynthia, if you and your father depart I will drop one million dollars into a bank account and pull all strings necessary to get you to Belize,” I said over the T.V. Belize does not extradite and they speak english there. I will provide the same deal to Bobby but based on the tone of his voice there is a 96% chance that he will turn me down.” 
 
    “Is this guy good for his word?” the Crimson Rage asked. “One million in the bank and a way out of here sounds like a good life.” 
 
    “I would not show anyone what you are,” I said over the T.V. “If it was known that you were supers I suspect that you would be either killed or dragged back here against your will.” 
 
    “Deal,” the Crimson Rage said. 
 
    “What do you mean deal?” Bobby said. “We have these guys right where we want them. You can’t just run off in the middle of a fight.” 
 
    “Kid guys like us are not destined for the big leagues,” the Crimson Rage said. “We are under bosses and heavy muscle. Any competent Supe could take us down, so can some guy with a gun. I have fought for all of the greats, Rampage, Iron Claw, Metal Mastermind and even Mr. Madness a few times. All it ever got me was jail time, this could be big and I am going to take my chances. We were never meant to come out of this unscathed, we can get away from here but in an hour or so our car will be well known and so would our route of travel. It will be our faces seen dragging a kicking woman or an unconscious one out of here. Even if Divine and his brats are dealt with, then what? The HL gets a stick up the butt and focuses on us full time, all of the time? All of that for fifty grand?” 
 
    “I am not letting you walk out of here,” Bobby said. 
 
    “Kid do you think you can stop me?” the Crimson Rage asked. “We are getting a milly just to walk away. The only thing standing in the way of my money right now is you. Now step aside and do whatever you came here for.” 
 
    “If all three of you leave I will double your fee,” I replied. “If anyone of you does so unwillingly and has to be physically persuaded, I will hand over that persons part to be split evenly.” 
 
    “What is it going to be kid?” the Crimson Rage said. “My daughter and I are happy with the mill ticket but if you want to start a fight it will not end well. Every second you take fighting me is a second the cops get closer, the second whoever is on the T.V. gets closer. Even if you manage to beat me and my daughter, then what? All that stuff I said before still applies.” 
 
    “Get out of here then you traitor!” Bobby screamed. “Cynthia your old man is a coward! Get on out of here and don’t get in my way!” 
 
    I could see from the hotel cameras that the Crimson Rage and Professora left the room. I started giving them directions to and stole a car for them to drive out of town and into a private airstrip. Bobby Knuckles had smashed through the door and was currently blasting pieces of furniture away from the door. I could see the hotel room just as Knuckles had gotten through the door. I sent word for Mrs. VB to open the window and jump. I was surprised she did so without thinking about it and I could see Bobby Knuckles just miss from grabbing her feet. She had a few bumps but I caught her and started speeding away. 
 
    “All of that and no money,” I said over the T.V.  
 
    “Screw you Fantastic, come back here and fight!” Bobby said angrily. 
 
    “Is that what you want?” I asked as I landed. “I will be right up!” 
 
    “Johnny you cannot go and fight that boy!” Raven said. 
 
    “You have bigger issues Mrs. VB,” I replied. “Your family walked into a trap, I think Mr. Madness is around but I do not have positive identification.” 
 
    “That man that takes powers?” Raven asked. 
 
    “I believe so,” I replied. “I am going to loan you this suit, it will take you to the fight but I do not want you to get involved. If things go south then I will help you grab someone and fly away.” 
 
    “You should come with me,” Raven pleaded. 
 
    “I cannot force myself to save the life of the man who killed my adopted father,” I replied. “I have done more than enough already and it is about time I finished this with Bobby.” 
 
    I let her take the suit and slowly walked upstairs just as the police came. Bobby was still waiting on me and looked angry. I could tell from his posture he meant to strike me and I would let him. I turned into the punch so he would not be able to catch me flush. The blow hurt and sent me crashing into a wall. Bobby definitely hit harder than Omega and I could tell he had dented my skull. If he had of struck me with his full force I knew I would be in trouble. Bobby came for me again and I surprised him with a punch. It was short and compact and would have made Carnage proud to throw a blow with that kind of precision. It landed hard and backed Bobby up enough for me to grab his non-dominant hand. Bobby did exactly what I thought he would do, he started hitting me as hard as he could in the side.  
 
    My side hurt from the barrage but it stood up much better than my head did. I brought my free arm across for an elbow and caught Bobby right on the temple. I used just enough power to knock him out instead of killing him. I grabbed a regular pair of handcuffs and used them, if Bobby pulled as hard as he could with his right arm he would yank his left arm out of its shoulder socket and possibly off. My body could feel his blows, it was not responding the way it normally would and seemed to want to limp along. I needed the fight, it let me know I was still at about a seven in durability. I could feel VIC push into my mind and was not surprised when I was contacted. 
 
    “Your nanites are working overtime,” the Artificer said. “Who did you just fight?” 
 
    “Bobby Knuckles to test my durability,” I replied. “I am not ready to fight Divine but I believe Omega would see me as a worthy foe if the fight stayed on the ground.” 
 
    “That was foolish,” the Artificer said. “You need to make your way over to Victoria. I can surmise that you realized a trap was sprung and possibly figured out who the mastermind was.” 
 
    “Mr. Madness but I have not seen him,” I replied as I got up. “My body isn’t working right and I am in pain.” 
 
    “That is because you have been hit in the liver,” the Artificer replied. “It holds over 10% of your blood and can shut your body down. You still need to make your way over to Victoria. Mr. Madness has to be there somewhere, Divine just fell out of the sky and is lucky he did not kill himself.” 
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    “What are you going to do little girl?” Bullhead, a supe that resembled a real life minotaur told Victoria. “You were an idiot for hopping out of your suit. You should have saved yourself instead of Divine. Go ahead and take your best shot, I know you have had your powers taken away.” 
 
    “Oh man I have?” Victoria said scared. “Well can you stick out your chin a little? If I die today I at least want to say I tried.” 
 
    “Oh I have other uses for a pretty thing like you,” Bullhead said as he stuck out his chin. “I didn’t know Divine had another daughter, maybe you can be my girlfriend.” 
 
    “Maybe next time,” Victoria said as she put all of her body weight into her punch and rocked Bullhead’s head backward. Before the stunned supe could react Victoria caught him with a high kick that sent him down. 
 
    “Impossible!” Iron Maiden, a supe with the ability to turn her body into any metal she comes into contact said. “Your powers were taken away!” 
 
    “I didn’t have any to begin with sweetie,” Victoria said. “I am all juiced up on Kane’s serum.” 
 
    “Well your punches won’t do anything to me,” Iron Maiden said. 
 
    “I know,” Victoria said cheerfully. “But I am also not dumb enough to stand around and fight you either.” 
 
    “That’s right, run little girl,” Iron Maiden said as Victoria pulled out a vial from her sock. 
 
    “I know your secret!” Victoria said as she waved her vial. “You are not really strong at all, you are like my classmate Gravestone, you are just hard to hurt.” 
 
    “Then you know you have no chance!” Iron Maiden said as Victoria charged. 
 
    Victoria smashed the vial on the center of Iron Maiden’s forehead and had to suffered through two big hits to her side. Victoria then used her superior strength and grabbed both of Iron Maiden’s hands and stuck them to her head. Iron Maiden tried to free herself but soon found out that both of her hands was stuck fast. Victoria tripped her and then stood back to admire her work. 
 
    “That is epoxy that is made to bind stuff together,” Victoria said as she pulled out another vial. “I am going to glue you to the street so you wont go anywhere okay? It would not be cool if you left before the cops could meet you, I heard they were big fans!” 
 
    Victoria then glued the struggling Maiden to the street and looked up to see Carnage locked into battle with the leader of Barbell, a supe known as Holy Muscles. Holy Muscles wore a priest’s outfit with the sleeves torn off, he was a basic strong man who knew how to use what he had. Carnage had hit him a few times with strong kicks but Muscles shrugged them off. The taser Carnage deployed had temporarily worked but Muscles yanked them off and the pepper spray didn’t bother him. Carnage was technically not a member of the H.L. so his suit couldn’t have any weapons in it, maybe if he had Muscles would have been down already. Victoria could see it was only a matter of time before Muscles caught Carnage but for now Carnage was not in any immediate danger. Celestial though was in a lot of trouble. 
 
    Big Bertha, an obese powerhouse had Celestial by both arms and was going to pull her apart. Eternal saw the same and leapt up, catching Bertha on her chin with both of his knees. Bertha dropped Celestial and went after Eternal who spit a green mist in her eyes. Victoria knew it was only water and dishwashing liquid but it still stung. Bertha cursed as Eternal pulled out an expanding baton then turned to his sister. 
 
    “You need to get out of here,” Eternal said. 
 
    “You need to get out of here,” Celestial replied. “You don’t have any powers.” 
 
    “Neither do you,” Eternal replied. “Unlike you and TJ I actually know how to fight. Once you are both gone we can get away. Dad has already been taken away.” 
 
    “We can’t run from a fight,” Celestial replied. “We are heroes!” 
 
    “Is your reputation worth me dying?” Eternal asked as he backed away. “I still do not have eyes on two of these guys and they could be anywhere, we need to go.” 
 
    “Leaving so soon?” Green Goliath, a shapechanging supe villain asked right before he was plowed into by an out of control driverless Tesla. The car wrapped around his frame but sent the green monster skidding along the concrete. 
 
    “Look at her!” Celestial said as she pointed to Victoria. “I cannot let her show me up.” 
 
    “Victoria is on our side now let’s go,” Eternal said. “I burned through whatever power my jet pack had just getting here.” 
 
    “I thought I saw your jetpack smack Iron Maiden in the face,” Celestial said. 
 
    “Same thing,” Eternal said. “Now let’s go!” 
 
    Victoria partnered with Carnage and was happy the angry wanna be H.L. member built a quick release into his suit. The trio along with Omega took off running with the supe villians right behind them. They fled to a police barricade where officers already had their weapons drawn. Strong or not, some of Barbell could be brought down by gunfire. The villains turned and fled at the sight, I took a sigh of relief as Mrs. VB had just gotten to the area. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Looks like we are out of the tournament,” Norman said looking at the wreckage of the robot. “No more BattleBots for us.” 
 
    “It was more fun this way,” I replied. “I proved that armed with the right weaponry, small well piloted drones could be tough for anyone not impervious to take down. Bobby Knuckles agrees with me, he had to fight them.” 
 
    “What happened to the others?” Norman asked. “My mother said you offered them money and a way out to leave.” 
 
    “They took the money,” I replied. “They were only in it for the money although I did lie a little. They are not in Belize but with the Artificer. They will be worthy henchmen to have.” 
 
    “Henchmen?” Norman asked. “You sound like a villain.” 
 
    “I have come to the conclusion that I am a villain,” I replied. “I steal money, attack members of the H.L. and illegally ruin lives. If I am going by the law in the United States then I am a criminal.” 
 
    “You saved my dad,” Norman said. “He was struck down powerless.” 
 
    “I have total faith that he will get his powers back,” I replied. “Mr. Madness was spotted and apprehended.” 
 
    “And he didn’t know how he was caught or who caught him,” Norman said then narrowed his eyes. “All that is known is that he was found in a black substance that my dad thinks looks like the pink goo.” 
 
    “I was in the sight of cameras the entire time,” I replied. 
 
    “You were,” Norman replied. “But where was your stepmom? I know she lost her legs but you are all smart enough to make prosthetic ones.” 
 
    “She is smart enough to do just that,” I replied. “But the government, especially President Trump has secretly let him know that there is a place for him in the government. They want him to depower villains and give powers to those they deem worthy. I cannot imagine a scenario where Mr. Madness does not give Divine, Celestial and Omega back their powers.” 
 
    “Can you please stop talking about powers!” Celestial snapped.  
 
    “Calm down sis,” Norman said. 
 
    “There is a 99.99% chance that a male telling a female to calm down is likely to result in the opposite reaction,” I replied. “But you have lived your entire life without powers and she is just getting used to not having any.” 
 
    “Leave her alone dweeb,” Carnage said. 
 
    “Leave him alone buttmunch,” Victoria said. “I don’t mind putting a beating on ya. You just watch yourself talking to my boyfriend like that.” 
 
    “No one wants your boyfriend Victoria,” Celestial said angrily. 
 
    “Uh, oh she called you by your name,” I replied just as information flooded my mind. “Even better than that, I am now a free man.” 
 
    “A Freeman?” Carnage said. “Now you have another last name, who would be so desperate to adopt you?” 
 
    “A free man,” I said again. “The case against me has been dropped so I am free to leave.” 
 
    “What do you mean it has been dropped?” Omega asked. 
 
    “Apparently, the judges that have been holding my case up have been identified and is going through some bad luck,” I replied. “Losing power to their brakes, their cars rapidly accelerating and all kinds of things. Apparently, they were told to hold up the case so I can be hacked into or turned, neither of which happened.” 
 
    “So you are just going to leave?” Norman asked. “What about our bounty hunting or EMT business?” 
 
    “I don’t have to actually be around, to be around,” I replied. 
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Whishey Floers





