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 Ape in the Morning… 
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    I leaped through the air. I spotted the huge ape bounding down the street carrying a big bag of jewels in one arm and a bunch of bananas in the other. Yeppers, this was not the way I envisioned starting my first morning of summer break. I wanted to be sleeping in a bit, at least until 10. Not chasing down a crazy gorilla that the police couldn’t stop. But this was my life now that I was super. I really shouldn’t complain; after all, I probably am the strongest person on Earth. Like Mom tells me, with power comes responsibility. I just wish I could be responsible, especially after a nice breakfast. 
 
    “Stop, Ape!” I shouted. Not really expecting him (or her) to listen. After all, he (or she) was an ape. 
 
    The ape stopped and turned to me. “Actually I’m a gorilla,” she said in a female voice. 
 
    I landed near the ape, ah gorilla. “Okay, fine,” I said. Had to admit to being surprised the big gorilla had responded.  
 
    The gorilla pointed to me. “You know, being a superhero, I think you should know these things!” 
 
    I shrugged. “Sorry, it’s summer break, my mind is on vacation. Plus, it’s not even 8 am!” 
 
    The gorilla looked at a watch on her arm. “So it isn’t,” she laughed. “Like they say, the early gorilla robs the jewelry store and the grocery store and gets away!” 
 
    I shook my head. “Ah, nobody says that….” 
 
    The gorilla grinned and hopped up and down, itching her armpits. “Well, they will now!” 
 
    Looking over this strange gorilla I noticed she had a bandage around her head that seemed to be anchored to her temples by metallic disks. I guessed that these were what made this big gorilla not your average gorilla.” 
 
    I dropped my hands to my hips trying to look relaxed. By now the police had caught up with us and had positioned themselves all around. “Look, you can’t win this,” I said to her, as I pointed to the police. 
 
    Channel 13’s Oscar Oranga was also there filming with his crew. I was still not used to seeing myself in the news.  
 
    “They can’t shoot me because I’m an endangered species,” the gorilla laughed. “And I’m way too strong to be stopped by tranq guns!” The gorilla laughed louder. She pounded her chest. “I feel so powerful; I don’t even think bullets could stop me!” she bragged. She put the jewels and bananas down. Something told me this wasn’t because she wanted to surrender. She took a Kung Fu stance. Oh, there are times when it’s a pain to be right. She motioned to me with her lead paw. “Come, little human, let’s see what you got….” 
 
    “Fine, two can play that game,” I told her. I also took a Kung Fu stance, one arm high, one arm low, legs bent ready to pounce. Yep, this is what my life had become, Kung Fu fighting with a 600-pound bionic gorilla. I took a deep breath. I exhaled. “HIYA!” 
 
    My breath shot across the road and hit the big gorilla. Her nostrils flared. “Oh my….” She whimpered. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head. Her arms locked to her side. Her legs buckled. She fell to the ground stiff as a board. My super hearing could still hear her heart beating. Lucky for the big gorilla my breath hit from six feet away. 
 
    I pointed at her. “See, this is what happens when you make me fight crime first thing in the morning before I get a chance to brush my teeth!” 
 
    I covered my mouth, turned to the police and said. “Take her away!”   
 
    Leaping up into the air, I headed home. I didn’t want to accidentally knock out the entire police force with my breath. That never goes over well. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: Yeah, I just clobbered a big strong gorilla with a whiff of my breath. It’s a feeling of empowerment and embarrassment at the same time. I suppose I should worry a bit about who is turning gorillas into super strong, intelligent thieves. But something tells me I’m going to find out soon enough! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Breakfast of Champions… 
 
      
 
    A couple of leaps and bounds brought me home. After a quick shower and a good tooth brushing, I met Mom downstairs at the breakfast table. She had the TV on and was watching my battle. The headline read: ‘Super Teen drops 700-pound Super Gorilla with Super Morning Breath.’ I still didn’t know if I should be proud or ashamed or both. But it what was it was. 
 
    “Busy morning,” Mom said sipping on a cup of great smelling coffee. 
 
    I sat down and gulped some orange juice. “You know, same old, same old…” I smiled. “I don’t think that gorilla was much more than 600 pounds,” I added. “Plus, they all kind of got excited by the fact that my breath knocked the thing out, rather than the fact that it was an extremely intelligent gorilla robbing banks and stores!”  
 
    Mom pointed to my pancakes. “Eat! You know as well as anybody we can’t control what the press says,” She shrugged. “Some people will love you, some people will be jealous; others might be scared of you. Your job is to do your best to make the world a better place. The more you do that the more people you will have on your side. No matter how many of them you KO with morning breath.” 
 
    “Or BO or foot odor or farts,” I added, chomping down on a blueberry pancake. 
 
    “Yeah, just more of who you are,” Mom laughed. “And don’t talk with your mouth full!” 
 
    I nodded, “You’re right.” 
 
    I knew I wasn’t supposed to have my phone at the table but I couldn’t resist a quick glance at my social media. Of course, Wendi and some of her crew think I’m a menace and should never leave the house, especially in such an outfit. Do you believe they still don’t like my outfit?” 
 
    “Honey, you could wear the exact same clothes that Wendi wears and she wouldn’t think they looked good on you at all.”   
 
    “Yeah, you’re probably right!” 
 
    “Jason texted me earlier. Of course, he’s worried about an intelligent gorilla popping up. Thinks this might be the start of a trend.” 
 
    Mom bit on a piece of bacon. “You should ask your dad if he knows anything about this. This is the type of stuff BM Science loves to tinker and toy with.” 
 
     I took a big bite of bacon. Man, I love bacon. “Yeah, Dad said he wanted to do lunch with me today.” 
 
    Mom rolled her eyes. “That may not be a coincidence.” 
 
    “Plus, he wants me to meet him in his lab,” I added. 
 
    Mom steadied her gaze on me. “Yeah, definitely not a coincidence.” 
 
    “Should I cancel?” I asked her. 
 
    She smiled and shook her head. “No, the man is your father. Sure he has flaws, lots and lots and lots and lots…” 
 
    “I get it, Mom.” 
 
    “…of flaws. But he would never do anything to intentionally harm you.” Mom finished. 
 
    “He built robots to test me!” I said. 
 
    She grinned. “Yeah, but he knew you could handle those.”  She paused and took a sip of coffee. “Besides, your dad knows if you went missing, your grandmas and I would rip that BM Science building to the ground!” 
 
    I grinned. “Yeah, Grandma Betsy says she’d love to knock the place down with one of her farts.” 
 
    Mom nodded. “She would and she could. Your dad knows that.” 
 
    I took a sip of hot cocoa. Sure it was a hot day but any day is a good day for hot cocoa. 
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     “Yep, this is what my life has become, fighting super robots and super cyborg gorillas. Plus, having a grandma who can fart down a building. Not to mention having a couple of half-vampires living in my street and a witch in town. All the while juggling the same problems other kids do: school, social media, and boy-girl crushes.” 
 
    Mom got up and hugged me. “Poor baby, the strongest person on Earth.” 
 
    I hugged her back and although I knew she was being a bit cynical, it was still a lot to accept. “Don’t get me wrong. I love my life and most parts of being super. But ya gotta admit, vampires and witches are weird!” 
 
    Mom shook her head. “Not weird, just different. I’m sure they simply have family mutations that allow them to do things most people can’t do.” 
 
    I liked Mom’s way of looking at it. I had to admit that Jess, Felipe, and Tomas did seem mostly normal. I still preferred them way more to ‘Miss Perfect Wendi.’ That girl had been driving me crazy since third grade, always putting me down and it seemed that would never change.  
 
    Mom started gathering the dishes. “I have a busy day at the hospital today. I’m scrubbing in with one of our newer doctors, Donna Dangerfield. She’s brilliant and her research is cutting edge. We’ve been recruiting her for years, trying to get her to come on board. She finally said yes a month ago. She’s now working for us, the university and BM Science as well.” 
 
    “Wait I’ve heard that name…before….” I said. 
 
    Mom nodded as she headed to the sink. “Yep, back in the day, she was an MMA fighter. The woman is strong and smart.” 
 
    “Impressive!” I said. “Can you get her autograph?” 
 
    “Nah, that wouldn’t be professional, but you can ask her when you start volunteering at the hospital. You haven’t forgotten have you?” 
 
    I finished off my cocoa. “Nope, it will be fun. That and my LAX coaching are my normal kid activities for the summer. They keep me grounded!” 
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: I am so glad my mom is so grounded. She’s been through what I am going through and came through it just great. Man, I wrote “through” a lot. Back on topic, I love the fact that my mom may be super but she is still so normal and sane! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Sweet Dreams?... 
 
      
 
    After Mom left for work I had a few hours of free time before I had to meet my dad for lunch. Being the first day of my break after a long year of school, I figured the best course of action would be to head upstairs and get some much-needed sleep. So, I did. 
 
    I fought back the urge to check my Instagram and Facebook accounts just to see what people were saying. I’ve been Super Teen long enough now to know I had some fans and some haters and some people in between. No matter what I did, some people were going to like me. Other people just weren’t going to like me.  
 
    Whatever, I couldn’t bend them to my will and make them like me. Well, I could maybe do that, but then I wouldn’t like me. I knew that was the important thing, I needed to like me. And I did. Yeah sure, I wasn’t perfect. In fact, far from it. But I was making my part of the world a better place not only by being Super Teen but also by being Lia Strong. Sure, Super Teen could do amazing things. But Super Teen was only a small part of me. Lia Strong was who I was. And Lia Strong did a lot of good. I worked with kids. I was going to start working at the hospital. I’m true to my friends. And I don’t turn people I dislike into dust with my heat vision. That last one made me giggle. 
 
    I set the timer on my phone for two hours and laid down on my bed for a much deserved “nap”. 
 
    My head hit the pillow. Next thing I knew I found myself standing on a pavilion in a park. The sun shined brightly above in a clear blue sky. The birds sang sweetly. I noticed I was wearing a long white dress. It felt like silk. Oh wow, this was a wedding gown, a long flowing beautiful wedding gown. I felt something pull on my hair. Christa and Marie stood behind me adding the final touches. The strange thing was, Marie had an electronic device on her temple, much like the gorilla I fought today.  
 
    Christa walked in front of me. “Oh you make such a beautiful bride!” she gushed. She had a makeup brush in her hand. She shook her head. “Girl, woman, your complexion is perfect as always!” 
 
    The wedding march started to play. “They’re playing your song!” Marie told me with a smile. 
 
    Dad walked up to me, he had a white tuxedo on. By the way, he walked, he looked like a robot that needed oiling I knew he felt awkward so dressed up. He held out an arm for me. “You ready, honey?”  
 
    I took his arm. We began walking down the aisle. Man, it looked like the entire town was there. Wait! Was that the president?  What! Is that Liam Hemsworth here too!  Ah, he looks sad I’m getting married. Then I noticed the band had Taylor Swift singing for them.  
 
    I walked past my mom and all my grandmas. They smiled and blew me kisses. Wendi sat in the second row. But it looked like she was alone. No Brandon!  Hey, wow, maybe I was marrying Brandon? Or could it possibly be Jason? Jason has been my BFF for as long as I can remember. I always thought it could turn into more… Maybe somebody else? Whoever my groom was, they had their back turned to me. Not very traditional, but part of me realized this was a dream: a very wonderful, strange dream. 
 
    Suddenly my stomach began to rumble. I put my hand on top of the rumble to ease it. No, no, I thought. This is not the time to fart! Okay, I guess there’s never a good time to fart, but certainly not when you’re at your own wedding. ‘Hold it in, hold it in,’ I thought to myself. But you know, sometimes these things have a mind of their own. A tiny silent fart snuck out. I smiled when it didn’t make a noise. Phew, that was a close one. But I heard a bunch of gasps behind me. Looking over my shoulder I saw the entire crowd had fallen over holding their throats. A flock of birds dropped from the sky. I think I saw a plane crashing off in the distance. Woe, talk about silent but deadly… 
 
    OMG, I just wiped out my wedding! I just dropped my entire family, all my friends, Liam Hemsworth, the President, Taylor Swift and my husband.  
 
    I woke up in a cold sweat and looked around me. “I hoped that dream wasn’t prophetic!”  
 
    Trying to calm my racing pulse, I sat up in bed and stretched, the dream still racing through my head.  
 
    Whoa, smelled like I needed another quick shower before I went to lunch with Jason and Dad. I believed this was a record; two showers before midday! Part of the price I paid for being super. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: It’s amazing how fast a dream can turn into a nightmare. Does it work the other way around? Can you turn a nightmare into a dream? Truthfully, I’m not sure. I think about silly things. Well, at least my wedding gown was way awesome! 
 
     


 
   
  
 

 Lunch with Dad… 
 
      
 
    I was glad Dad invited Jason to our lunch at BM Science. Dad likes Jason because he says Jason reminds him of a young him. Not sure if that’s good or bad. I am sure that Jason is my BFF and helps to keep me grounded. I love hanging out with him. I always feel more secure when he’s around. I know without any doubt, Jason has my back and my best interests in mind.  
 
    “I’m glad your Dad invited me!” Jason said as we biked towards the BM Science complex.  
 
    One of the great things about Star Light City is the city has everything a kid or adult would want and it’s all very well laid out. Everything is easy to get to. They have a great public transportation system and the Uber service is the best!  On days like this though, nothing beats getting around on our bikes. (Well, besides leaping and running at super speed.) 
 
    “Me too,” I told Jason.  
 
    “Not only does BMS have the best and latest high tech gadgets, they have a great cafeteria!” Jason smiled. 
 
    “Plus, you get to hang out with me!” I told him. 
 
    He beamed at me. “That’s a given, Lia!” 
 
    There are times when Jason really knew the right thing to say. 
 
    He rubbed his stomach. “Plus, I swear their cafeteria has the best French fries in the world!” 
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    Of course, other times he thought more with his stomach.  
 
    “Plus, the servers are robots!” he added. 
 
    Then there was the geek side of Jason. I did like the way that no matter what the situation, Jason was always Jason. I found that refreshing and comforting. When your life is changing fast, some constants are needed. 
 
    Jason, my family, and my friends were those constants. Yeah, sure they would grow and change just like me, but they were always there to support me. Even superheroes need the support of others. 
 
    We biked up to the security gate of BM Science. Three guards in green uniforms were there to greet us. The guards smiled when they noticed who we were. The lead guard, a tall man with a big jaw, gave me a salute, “Ms. Strong, its an honor to see you and your friend again.” 
 
    He pointed to a bike rack (with two spaces) on the other side of the fence. “You and Mr. Michaels may park your transportation there. A shuttle is on the way to accompany you to your father’s office area.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, though it felt weird being saluted. 
 
    As we parked our bikes, Jason whispered to me, “Do these guys know that you’re Super Teen?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I have no idea.” 
 
    A driverless red golf cart rolled up to us and a computerized voice said, “Greetings, Lia and Jason. I am the Machine Automatic Communication System, MACS for short.” 
 
    “Hi, MACS,” I said. 
 
    “Nice to meet you,” Jason said. 
 
    “Your father is quite anxious to see you both!” MACS continued. He beeped happily. “Now please enjoy the ride.” 
 
    We sat down in the back seat. MACS pulled out. Both of the back seats had a little information screen in front of them. 
 
    “We are ten minutes away from your father’s office space. Do you wish to watch anything? Would you like me to play some music? I am also capable of telling jokes….” 
 
    Two glasses of water popped out from under the back seat. “I have estimated you must be thirsty after your bike ride.” 
 
    Jason and I both took our waters. “Thanks!” Jason grinned. 
 
    He sat back in his seat. “I could get used to this!” 
 
    “I have a massage setting for both the seats if you wish,” MACS said. 
 
    “Sure,” Jason laughed. “And tell us a joke….please…” 
 
    “My pleasure, Jason. Why is seven the scariest number?” 
 
    “No idea,” Jason replied. 
 
    “Ms. Strong?” MACS prompted me. 
 
    “I don’t know either,” I grinned. 
 
    “Because seven eight nine,” MACS responded in his robotic voice. He added a ba bump, bump drum sound. 
 
    “Funny!” I said, with a smile towards Jason.  
 
    “Now what type of music choices do you have?” Jason asked, clearly getting into this. 
 
    “I have all the music from Bach, as that music has been known to stimulate the brain,” MACS answered. 
 
    “Fine, hit us,” Jason said. 
 
    “Mr. Jason when you are in control of a car, hitting things is not an option,” MACS replied. 
 
    “Just play the music…” 
 
    Music started to play. It sounded better than I thought. I couldn’t help but be impressed, not only by MACS but by how the BM Science facility had grown in just a few months. There were even taller, shinier buildings than before and each of the building had more floors than I remembered. The grounds were perfectly manicured. Of course, the most interesting part was that robots of all sizes wandered around interacting with the human workers. The humans acted like this was perfectly normal. I guess for them it was.  Could this be the future? 
 
    We drove through the large compound until we reached a tall round shiny glass building. MACS pulled up to the double doors of the building. “Your father is on the 20th floor….” 
 
    Looking up at the shimmering tower Jason gulped, “Wow!” 
 
     
 
    What MACS didn’t tell us was that my dad’s office took up the ENTIRE 20th floor of the building. The room was large enough for us to have a LAX game and maybe even two, side by side. As I exited the high-speed elevator, I could barely see my dad’s desk across the room. 
 
    “Wow,” Jason gulped again as we walked in. “I really want to be a scientist when I get older!” 
 
    Another red cart zoomed up. “Hello again,” MACS voice said from the cart. “Would you like a ride to your father’s thinking area?”  
 
    I shook my head. “No thanks, we’ll walk.” 
 
    “Yes, soak it all in!” MACS said. 
 
      
 
    After a bit of walking, we got close enough to dad’s desk to see him clearly without using super-vision. He had been sitting there talking to a person I can only describe as the best looking woman or person I had ever seen. The woman had long blond hair that danced down her shoulders, big blue eyes, and a perfect porcelain complexion. She had the tall slim build of a master ballerina.  
 
    “Wow, your dad’s assistant is beautiful!” Jason said, far louder than he should have. 
 
    The sound of Jason’s voice was heard by Dad and his stunning assistant and they both looked at us. 
 
    “Thank you, Jason,” the beautiful woman said. 
 
    Dad smiled. He pointed to the woman, “Lia, Jason I’d like you to meet Hana.” 
 
    We reached Dad’s large desk. Hana held out a hand to each of us. “Lia, Jason, I’ve heard and read so much about you two.” 
 
    We each shook her hand. Her grip felt much more powerful than I would have guessed. Yeah, she had to be some kind of athlete. 
 
    “The pleasure is mine,” Jason said unable to take his eyes off Hana. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Hana,” I said. I raised an eyebrow. “I’ve heard nothing about you.” 
 
    Hana smiled and released our hands. “Your father is a man of many secrets. He doesn’t believe in revealing them until the right moment. And then he likes to be dramatic!” 
 
    “You seem to know him well. How long have you been working with my dad?” I prompted. 
 
    Hana smiled. “Oh, for as long as I can remember.” 
 
    I shot Dad a look. Not sure why. He and Mom hadn’t been together for a LONG time but I still felt weird that he hadn’t told us his assistant happened to be the most beautiful woman in the world. 
 
    Hana noticed my look. Dad either didn’t notice or didn’t care. 
 
    “I’ll go prepare the meal!” Hana said walking away. 
 
    Dad pointed to a couple of chairs across from his desk. “Come and sit!” he smiled. “I’m so glad you are here!” 
 
    “The place is amazing!” Jason said. “And so is Hana!” 
 
    “Thanks!” Dad smiled. “Now that I am mega senior VP of science and research I have some perks!” 
 
    “So I noticed,” I said, a bit of contempt in my voice. 
 
    Dad looked at me, his eyes wide open. “Honey, why the attitude?” 
 
    If he didn’t know, I wasn’t going to tell him. “Nothing,” I sighed. 
 
    The force of my breath knocked him over in his chair. 
 
    I shot up from my seat. “Dad sorry,” I said leaning over his desk. “Sometimes I still forget how strong I am!” 
 
    He laughed as he stood back up. “No problem honey!  I know it can’t be easy being super. That’s why I want to help.” 
 
    “Help?”  I looked over my shoulder. “Oh no, you’re not going to attack me with another robot. Are you?” I looked back at him. “Really dad, that gets old fast!” 
 
    Dad laughed again. “No, you’ve passed all those tests with flying colors.” 
 
    “Is this about aliens?” I asked. “You mentioned aliens before.” 
 
    Dad’s face became serious. “Yes, honey, I believe we are not alone in this wide universe. Heck, there may be many universes. The odds of us being the only intelligent beings is….”  Dad raised his eyes to the ceiling as he did some calculations in his head.  
 
    “Very small,” Jason said. 
 
    “Exactly!” Dad smiled. “I think I can safely say, we are not alone. In fact, aliens may be watching us. I’d be shocked if they weren’t interested in Super Teen. You and other super beings may be the next evolution of man.” 
 
    “Wow!” Jason said. 
 
    Now, that was a lot to take in.  
 
    Dad shrugged. “Then again, you might not be. You just might be genetic freak accidents that mean nothing to the course of human evolution.” 
 
    “Gee thanks, Dad!” 
 
    Dad grinned. “Just stating a possibility. The thing is, no matter what, you are important to the here and now. That’s why I am here to help.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    Dad stood up. “Honey, I’ve built you a new uniform!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: My dad may be a bit crazy, but he’s still my dad and I love him. Could I be the next step in evolution? Nah! He just said that to toss me off guard so I wouldn’t question him having such a beautiful assistant. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Uniform 2.0… 
 
      
 
    “Dad you don’t build a uniform!” I told him.  
 
    “I do!” he said proudly, probably more proudly than he should have. Especially coming from a guy who seemed only comfortable in a lab coat or sweatpants. 
 
    Dad pushed a button on his desk. A table popped up next to the desk. On that table, I saw a white bodysuit, a pair of plain looking shoes, two clip-on earrings and a watch. The watch looked cool. But definitely nothing else. 
 
    “Tada!” Dad said, once again sounding much more proud than I thought he should. 
 
    “So mega cool!” Jason was clearly impressed. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    I got up and walked towards the table. I picked up the plain white body suit. It seemed to be made of many little balls. The shoes also appeared to be made of the same substance. I showed them to Dad. “You gotta be kidding! I can’t wear this in public!” 
 
    Dad’s eyes popped open again. In fact, one of them began to twitch. “You don’t understand. This is the latest in NACT:  Nano Adaptive Clothing Technology.” 
 
    I looked at it again. “It looks weird and high tech. I’ll give you that. But I can’t wear this under my clothing or out in public!” 
 
    Dad shook his head. “Yes, this can be worn under your outfit if you wish, but it’s also perfectly capable of being the only outfit you need. It has self-cleaning nano-bots so you can wear it continuously for at least 24 hours without having to worry about pit stains or odor…” 
 
    “Oh, gross Dad!” 
 
    Dad nodded. “A normal human could wear it for weeks without the nano-bots needing to recharge. But in your case, thanks to your powerful sweat…24 hours should be the max. Then take it off so it can recharge.” 
 
    “Gee, thanks, Dad!” 
 
    “Honey, I’m just stating facts.” 
 
    I showed him the suit. “But this thing is ugly as anything!” 
 
    Dad turned to Jason. “Do you want to tell her?  After all, this was your idea.” 
 
    “What?” I asked, turning to Jason. 
 
    “Jase has been emailing me his ideas. They’re great!” Dad smiled. 
 
    Nice to know my dad talked more with my BFF than he did with me. But I let that go for now. If Jason had thought of this, there had to be more to it. I showed the outfit to Jason. “What am I missing here?” 
 
    Dad pushed another button on his desk. A screen started lowering itself from the ceiling. 
 
    “What the?” 
 
    “Just put it on!” Dad said. 
 
    The screen landed between myself and dad and Jason, giving me some privacy. I looked at the white outfit made of balls. I stuck out my tongue. Since Dad and Jason couldn’t see me I made a loud “Blah” sound.  
 
    “Just put it on!” Jason shouted. 
 
    I kicked my shoes off.  I kind of hoped my feet stank just to teach them a lesson. Sadly, for once they didn’t. I sighed and put on the suit and the shoes. 
 
    “Don’t forget the watch and the earrings!” Dad shouted over the screen. 
 
    “Watches are so 1990s!” I called back. 
 
    “Retro is cool!” Jason yelled. 
 
    I slipped the watch on over my wrist. It sealed itself automatically. A smile appeared on the watch face. “Hello again!” MACS voice said from the watch.  
 
    “MACS?”  
 
    “Yes, Ms. Lia, I am the interface for this suit and earrings. Please put on the earrings. Accessories are so important!” 
 
    I popped on the earrings. They were little studs that sat on my earlobes. I finally had an idea where this was going. 
 
    “Okay, raise the screen!” I called to Dad. 
 
    The screen started back up towards the ceiling. Did Dad have the screen installed on his ceiling just for this? Okay, Lia, think big picture here, I thought to myself. I turned my attention to Dad and Jason, who were smiling at me like I was the coolest Christmas present in the world. “You guys going to tell me how this works?” I asked. 
 
    “This will allow you to switch instantly from your regular clothes to your choice of uniform and back to your normal clothes again,” Dad said. 
 
    “No need to carry your disguise around!” Jason added. 
 
    “I can’t go around in public in this, and with no mask!”  
 
    Dad and Jason just smiled at each other. “MACS uniform style one.” 
 
    My suit of white balls instantly turned into a pretty pink top that buttoned down the front, and a fitted black skirt. The earrings projected a black mask over my eyes. “Okay, wow!” I said, jumping up and down in excitement. “What else can it do?” 
 
    “Touch the screen or ask MACS?” Dad replied. “He’ll tell you anything you want to know. He makes Siri look like sad…” Dad smiled. 
 
    “Good one, Doc!” Jason told Dad. 
 
    I groaned. Dad jokes are the worst, especially when they come from your own dad.  
 
    “MACS show Lia her options….” 
 
    “Please look at my screen,” MACS instructed me. “I can scroll through outfits on a timer or you can flick left or right. To select an outfit just tap it.” 
 
    A really cool red outfit appeared on the screen. “I can also modify any colors choices you want,” MACS explained. 
 
    I flipped through one, then another, then another. A super adorable yellow dress with little shoulder straps popped up on the screen. I smiled. I tapped the screen. Next thing I knew I had that outfit on.  
 
    “This would be perfect in light blue,” I said. 
 
    The outfit instantly changed to a light blue color. “I’d like the shoes to be dark blue,” I said. 
 
    My shoes became the exact shade I wanted. “How about some heels?” I asked. 
 
    “Sorry, don’t do heels,” MACS said. 
 
    Dad laughed. “Yeah, your mom would clobber me!” 
 
    I looked at dad and Jason. “You guys did good!” 
 
    “Oh great! She likes the NACT!” Hana said, walking back into the room, pushing a cart. The cart had BBQ chicken, hamburgers and hot dogs on it. Plus, there was fresh corn on the cob, a huge bowl of French fries and a platter of salad. To drink, we had lemonade. 
 
    “I have prepared the lunch!” Hana said proudly. 
 
    A picnic table popped up from the floor. Jason raced over to the table. “I’m famished!” Jason said. 
 
    “What a surprise!” I laughed. 
 
    Dad walked over and joined us as Hana began to prepare plates. Hana handed me a plate loaded with chicken, corn, and salad.  
 
    “Thanks!” I said. 
 
    “My pleasure!” Hana told me.  
 
    Suddenly it hit me. I sniffed Hana. “You don’t have a scent!” I told her. 
 
    Hana smiled. “I will take that as a compliment!” 
 
    “Here’s the thing. Every person I know has a scent!” I exclaimed. 
 
    Hana shrugged. “Perhaps they need to shower more?” 
 
    “I’m not saying they smell. Well some of them do. But my super smelling power can smell the differences from person to person…” 
 
    “Good for you!” Hana said, patting me on the shoulder. 
 
    I sniffed her. “You’re a robot!” I said. 
 
    Hana grinned. “Actually the proper term is android…”   
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: So…instead of hiring the most beautiful woman in the world to be his assistant, dad built her. I’m not sure that’s better! But at least she isn’t beautiful and human. Wow, my dad is so smart…and weird… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 A Bit of Business… 
 
      
 
    I shot Dad a look. “You built an android that looks like the perfect woman!” 
 
    Dad munched on a chicken leg. He looked at me. “Yes, yes I did,” he smirked. 
 
    Jason stood up and walked towards Hana. “You look so amazingly lifelike.” 
 
    Hana nodded. “I am alive. Just in a different way than you are.” 
 
    Dad popped a French fry into his mouth. “We at BM Science, are very proud of Hana. After all, she was a team project. In fact, she helped us build her.” 
 
    “Ah, come again?” I asked. 
 
    “They built my brain and interface system first. That enabled me to consult on the rest of my specs!” Hana said proudly. 
 
    “Best billion dollars this company has ever spent!” Dad said, drinking some lemonade. He spilled some on his lab coat but didn’t seem to mind. Yes, even in Dad’s big fancy office, he still wore his lab coat. I could see why now. 
 
    Hana looked at my dad. “You were right about Lia. It’s amazing how quickly she deduced I was not human.” 
 
    “That’s my daughter!” Dad said trying to clean the spill off his lab coat. Of course, he just made it worse. 
 
    Hana looked me in the eyes. Her eyes seemed incredibly human at first glance, but when I peered deeper, something was missing. I just couldn’t be sure what. Maybe it was my brain playing tricks with me now.  
 
    “I’d love to spar with you sometime,” Hana told me. 
 
    “Ah, sure,” I said slowly, not quite sure how to respond. 
 
    “Man, I’d pay to see that!” Jason said. 
 
    I shot Jason an unimpressed look. He turned back to his seat, sat down and started to eat. “Great chicken!” he told my dad, a little awkwardly. 
 
    I turned my focus back to Hana. “Sure, some other time. Today I have LAX coaching with my team.” 
 
    Hana nodded, “Yes I know. I put it on your father’s calendar.”  She paused. “I look forward to a stimulating sparring session with you.” 
 
    I looked at Dad. “Any other surprises for me today?”  
 
    Dad popped some lettuce into his mouth. “Actually there is one more….” 
 
    Of course, there was. It wouldn’t be Dad if he didn’t keep popping out surprises. 
 
    He took another bite of lettuce. “Yum, I love this dressing!” 
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    “Dad, what’s the other surprise?” I shouted.  
 
    The force of my voice knocked both dad and Jason backward. A few strands of Hana’s hair flew out of place. She shook her head and the hairs dropped back into place. 
 
    “Remember that gorilla you fought?” Dad asked. 
 
    “You mean the one I fought a few hours ago?” I asked. 
 
    Dad nodded. “Yep.” 
 
    “Hard to forget a super strong, intelligent bionic gorilla,” I noted. “Especially when the fight was like I said, literally this morning!” 
 
    “Actually it’s not bionic it’s cybernetic,” Dad corrected. 
 
    “I knew that,” I said. “Bionic just seemed more dramatic.” 
 
    Dad laughed. “Do you really need more drama in your life?” 
 
    “Good point,” I sighed. “Dad, where are you going with this?” 
 
    He sat back in his chair and put his hands behind his head. The chair started to tip. He sat forward. “We have the gorilla now.” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Josh’s dad knew the gorilla was too much for the Star Light City Police to handle. I mean come on, they just aren’t equipped for a cybernetic super gorilla.” 
 
    “Ah, my name is Jason,” Jason told Dad. 
 
    “Right, I knew that!” Dad said. 
 
    “So you have the gorilla now?” I asked my dad. 
 
    “Of course we do!  Your father just told you that!” Hana answered for Dad. “We are the most advanced facility on Earth.” 
 
    Dad nodded as he chewed on another French fry. “We have her locked up nice and safe in one of the basement facilities.” 
 
    I got quickly to my feet. “I want to see her!” 
 
    Dad smiled. “I knew you would. Let’s just finish eating and Hana and I will escort you down to the subbasement!” 
 
    “Subbasement? So cool!” Jason said. 
 
    I looked at Dad. His smile didn’t waver. “Trust me, honey, the gorilla is fine. Better than fine!”  
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    I decided to trust him. After all, he was my dad. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: Seems like the more I get to know my dad the more I realize there’s a lot I don’t know about him. The man is brilliant. He built me a great uniform that will save time and help keep my identity safe. (And it keeps me smell free for a day!) But he also built a perfect android that wants to spar with me. Plus, he’s holding the gorilla I fought with this morning. Man, parents are complicated! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Going Ape… 
 
     
 
    We finished lunch and then ate a dessert of fried ice cream made by Hanna. After that, Hanna and Dad escorted Jason and me down to the subbasement. I wasn’t sure how far underground the subbasement was buried, but it seemed to take forever for the secure elevator to make its way down there. 
 
    The elevator opened up into a brightly lit hallway that spanned as far as the eye could see. Hana walked out and pointed down the hall.  
 
    “This way please,” she instructed us. 
 
    “Is the gorilla alright?” I asked nervously. “She got a good whiff of my morning breath. That could drop a herd of elephants from a hundred yards away.” 
 
    Dad smiled. “She was a little out of it when our team picked her up. Your breath does pack quite the punch. But my team tells me she is fine now.” 
 
    We continued to walk for what seemed like forever. I don’t know what I found to be weirder, me knocking out gorillas with my breath or Dad having a team. Never really thought of dad as an in charge kind of guy. 
 
    “How’s she doing now?” I asked. 
 
    Dad hesitated.  
 
    “Dad, tell me!” I ordered. Not sure if I fired off some of my pheromones or not. I still had no control of that power. 
 
    “We removed her cybernetic attachments,” he said slowly. 
 
    “And?” I prompted. 
 
    We came to a door. Hana put her hand on the door. It popped open. “See for yourself!”  
 
    I walked into a room that had a big cage in it. Still, as far as cages go, this was a nice one. There was a lot of green grass in the cage, a tree and a little stream of water. A couple of keepers in orange suits were feeding the gorilla some greens.  
 
    “She seems happy,” Jason said. 
 
    “She does,” I agreed. 
 
    Hana looked at me. “Before we removed her attachments she told us her name was Jodi with an i….”  She motioned towards Jodi. “You can go visit with her. She’s fine.” 
 
    I walked forwards slowly. “Hiya, Jodi,” I said with a smile. 
 
    Jodi tilted her head. She farted. Then she started laughing and clapping! 
 
    Dad laughed too. “Since we removed the attachments, she’s become a normal gorilla, a normal gorilla with a sense of humor…” 
 
    I stuck my hand into the cage. 
 
    One of the attendants warned me. “I wouldn’t do that ma’am. Even in this state, she’s very strong!” 
 
    I ignored the attendant. I didn’t like being called ‘ma’am’ but I knew they were trying to be polite and helpful. “I’ll be fine,” I said. “She’ll be gentle with me.” 
 
    Jodi took my hand. Her hand engulfed mine. I wasn’t sure if she recognized me without my costume and without her super intelligence, but the look in her eyes seemed to suggest that she did. She shook my hand lightly. She smiled at me. I returned the smile. 
 
    “Good girl, Jodi!” I said. 
 
    “Hoo, Hoo!” She responded. 
 
    “See, she’s fine,” Dad said. “Sadly, the enhancement cybernetics disintegrated the moment they were separated from her. But Jodi shows no ill effects. We do know the implants must have been put on her recently since she had that wrap around her head.” 
 
    “What’s going to happen to her?” I asked still keeping my eyes on her. 
 
    “She will go to a nice gorilla sanctuary down south,” Hana told me. “There are five others of her kind there. She will be comfortable.” 
 
    “Do you know where she came from?” Jason asked, always looking for clues. 
 
    Dad shook his head. “Nope. There have been no reports of missing gorillas and I’ll tell you a missing gorilla is hard to miss.” 
 
    “Do you know who did this to her?” I asked. 
 
    Dad hesitated again.  
 
    “Dad tell me, please!” 
 
    He took a step back. He looked at the ground. I knew he didn’t want to say anything. “We have no proof yet,” he said. 
 
    “Dad…”    
 
    Hana spoke up. “The work has a resemblance to the groundbreaking work of Doctor Donna Dangerfield. She has done a lot of study on enhancing people through cybernetics.” 
 
    “She just moved here like a month ago! That can’t be a coincidence!” I said. 
 
    Dad shook his head. “Actually it can be. A lot of people now are working on cybernetics including us. It’s a hot field. The number of older people in the world is growing rapidly. It would be great if we found ways to make growing old, easier. Cybernetics offers a lot of promise.” 
 
    “But why pick on a harmless gorilla?” I asked. 
 
    “Cause gorillas are a lot like people,” Jason said. 
 
    “Exactly,” Dad said. He pointed to Jason. “I like this Joey guy!” 
 
    “Jason!” Jason, Hana and I all told dad. 
 
    “Right, Jackson,” Dad said. He smiled. “I know it’s Jason.”  Dad’s smile straightened out. He put his arms on my shoulder. “Listen, honey, don’t go accusing Doctor Dangerfield yet because…” 
 
    I lowered my head. “…she may be innocent?” 
 
    Dad shrugged. “Yeah she may be, but if she isn’t, we don’t want to scare her off by thinking we are on to her. So if you meet her just act normally!” 
 
    “I’ll try dad, I’ll try.” 
 
    Jason pulled out his phone. “Speaking of normal, we’ve got to coach a LAX game in less than an hour.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: I was so happy to see Jodi safe and content. I’m not thrilled that somebody would experiment on her like that. When I find out who did, they are in trouble. PS: Dad really has to get Jason’s name right! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 LAX… 
 
      
 
    Peddling as fast as we could (without me actually using my superpowers), we got to the LAX field five minutes before the “game” was scheduled to start. Luckily our other coaches, Marie and Christa had the kids lined up and doing drills. Well, as much as you can with kids their age. When they are seven and eight years old, it’s pretty much like herding cats. 
 
    Today, our green team was playing the red team. Normally, who they played was no big deal. After all, these games were supposed to be about having fun and learning the basics of LAX, so score didn’t matter. But since we were playing the red team coached by Wendi (and Brandon and Lori and an older girl named Tanya Cone), today’s game meant something. 
 
    Yeah, I know it probably shouldn’t have. After all, Brandon is always nice and certainly has a great smile. Lori, for all her roughness, is actually a nice person too. She is a faithful teammate. During our season she made a great pass to me as I made the winning goal of the last game of the year. That felt good. Oh, and Tanya is a very cool kid. She must be fifteen or sixteen and only coaches this level because her little sister, Kayla plays on the team. Kayla’s a cute kid too with dark hair and dimples. Like a miniature version of Tanya. Heck, the entire red team and their coaches are fine. They are all nice normal kids. Sure they can be high strung and annoying and at times, it’s tempting to pop my shoes off and put them all to sleep with super foot odor. But I know they’re just kids being kids. They aren’t the problem. 
 
    The problem is Ms. Perfect Wendi. I knew if her kids beat my kids I would never hear the end of it. Sure, we weren’t supposed to keep score but the kids do, and so do the coaches. I guess its human nature. Being superhuman doesn’t change that with me. I wanted to make sure her kids didn’t beat my kids. I had a secret weapon and his name was Felipe.  
 
    When Felipe saw me, he came running over and hugged me. “Yeah, Lia you’re here!” 
 
    Felipe’s cousin Tomas and Jess were also there to cheer on Felipe.  
 
    “Hey, Lia,” Tomas said. 
 
    “Beautiful day for a game,” I told them. 
 
    Jess smiled. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.” 
 
    Tomas used to have a crush on me, but I didn’t return his feelings. He’s nice and all but I don’t think I’d want to date a half-vampire. (Even though vampires aren’t really vampires like in the movies, just humans with slightly different genes…)  Still, I didn’t like him that way. And I was happy that he and Jess, the witch, had hooked up. 
 
    Felipe motioned to me to bend down to him. I did. He whispered in my ear, “Now I’m not supposed to use my powers of speed and strength here. Right?” 
 
    “Actually, Felipe, today we’ll make an exception. Do you know what that means?” 
 
    His face lit up. “That I can have lots of fun!” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes, but we want to keep the game close.” 
 
    “Got it!” Felipe said, running towards the other players on the field. 
 
    The referee, who happened to be Janitor Jan from school, blew her whistle for the two teams to meet in the middle of the field. 
 
    My coaches and I walked out to meet Wendi and the other coaches. Wendi shot me a look. I shot her a look. I really had to concentrate to NOT use heat vision on her.  
 
    “Remember, coaches, these games are for fun and learning,” Ref Jan warned us all. 
 
    “Of course,” Brandon said with a beautiful smile. “It’s all about sportsmanship and a good game!” 
 
    “And having fun!” Jason added. 
 
    “And learning the rules,” Lori added. 
 
    “And staying safe,” Marie added. 
 
    “And sportsmanship,” Christa said looking at me and Wendi. 
 
    I held a hand out to Wendi. “To a good game!” 
 
    Wendi took my hand without looking at me. “Good game.”   
 
      
 
    We returned to the sidelines. Jan blew the whistle and the game began. Both teams just pretty much ran up and down the field chasing each other and occasionally making a pass. Most of the kids simply enjoyed the running.  
 
    The coaches would yell things like: 
 
    “Pass pass….” 
 
    “Fall back on defense….” 
 
    “Watch your man….” 
 
    “Keep those sticks high!” 
 
    “Stop chasing butterflies!” 
 
    “Guys, you’re running off the field…” 
 
    “Guys, stop having a burping contest in the middle of the field!” 
 
    You know that kind of stuff. Like I said, it would mostly be easier to herd cats. The one exception on our team was Felipe. He darted up the field, dodged other kids and tossed the ball into the net. Wendi’s team also had their own star player, Kayla Cane. For every goal Felipe scored, Kayla would fly up the field and score right back. I thought, wow, this kids amazing, as Kayla ran up the field with the ball in her stick.  
 
    She approached the goal.Suddenly everything froze in place. Everything except Kayla, her sister Tanya, and me. But I still stood motionless, just to see what was going on. Tanya walked out to Kayla on the field. 
 
    “Kayla, you know this is a no, no!” Tanya scolded, her finger wagging. 
 
    Kayla sighed. “I know you told me not to slow time this much but I was tired from all this running, and I needed a little break. This time control stuff is hard!” 
 
    Tanya crossed her arms and glared at her little sister. “Yes, yes it is. That’s why we’re not supposed to do it. Only in extreme emergencies. Playing a lacrosse game isn’t an emergency.” 
 
    “But I need juice now!” Kayla pouted. She pointed to our side. “We can take some of the other team’s juice!” 
 
    Tanya shook her head. “No, that would be wrong.” 
 
    Kayla pointed at me. “Hey, that girl is moving.” 
 
    “What do you mean, Kayla?” 
 
    “Tanya, I saw her blink. When we time slow, people can’t blink!” 
 
    Tanya and Kayla locked their eyes on me. I stood there trying not to blink. The thing is…when you try not blink it really makes you want to blink. I blinked. I sighed. I walked towards them. 
 
    “Yeah I’m not frozen,” I admitted. “Actually everything seems heavier than normal but I can move through it all. It’s weird.” 
 
    Tanya nodded. “Yep, that’s the time displacement you’re feeling.” 
 
    “How can she move?” Kayla asked. “Only you, mommy and I are supposed to be able to move.” She looked at her sister questioningly. 
 
    Tanya held out a hand to me. “Lia Strong, nice to formally meet. Oh, should I call you Super Teen?” 
 
    I grinned and shook her hand. “Let’s stick with Lia, please. So how did you guys get your powers?” 
 
    Tanya looked at me. “Wow, not big on small talk are you?” 
 
    I dropped my head. “Sorry, but your powers are just so cool.” 
 
    Tanya smiled. “Our grandma was pregnant during the Chernobyl accident in Russia. Our mom, Meesha, was born with the ability to slow time. And now, so can we.”  She shrugged. “No idea why or how. What about you?” 
 
    “I come from a long line of superwomen. When we turn 12, we’ve absorbed enough energy to activate our powers.” I explained.  
 
    It felt good to talk to another who had powers and seemed normal. I mean, I like Jess and Tomas, but he’s a little creepy and she’s a little aloof. 
 
    “So we’re going to keep each other’s secrets?” Tanya asked.  
 
    “Of course!” I said. 
 
    “Good! Now let’s get back to the sidelines and get this game over with, I mean going again.” She looked Kayla in the eyes. “And no more stopping time!” 
 
    Kayla groaned. “OK!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: Well Mom and Dad have always thought that there would be other super people out there. And now that I was super I would most likely notice them. This is something I don’t often say, but wow my parents were so right. Actually, I’m hoping I can be friends with Tanya as it would be so cool to have another super kid I can chat with about being super. Somebody who can relate to the ups and downs. Plus, 
 
     having a friend who can slow time could come in handy! 
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 Post-Game Meet and Greet… 
 
      
 
    The game ended in a 10-10 tie. We gathered up our kids and our gear. The kids lined up in the middle of the field and shook hands, giving each other high fives. I liked teaching the kids the importance of being good sports, even against Wendi’s team. 
 
    Speaking of Wendi, I saw her heading towards me. A tall red-headed woman accompanied Wendi.  
 
    “Good game, Strong,” Wendi said, a little begrudgingly.  
 
    “Thanks, Wendi,” I said with as much sincerity as I could fake. 
 
    Wendi pointed to the somehow familiar woman. “My aunt wanted to meet you. She’s kind of new in town, but also famous and a great doctor. Your mom works for her.” 
 
    The woman stepped forward and offered her hand to me. Her arm was ripped with muscles. “Lia, I’m Doctor Donna Dangerfield. And I work alongside your wonderful mother.” Doctor Dangerfield said with a smile. 
 
    I shook her hand. “Nice to meet you, Doctor.” 
 
    She released my hand. “Please call me Donna.” 
 
    By now Jason, Christa, and Marie had noticed Donna. Jason and Marie rushed over.  
 
    “Doctor Dangerfield, I’ve been a fan of yours for a long time!” Jason gushed. “I’ve followed your research in cybernetics and your fighting career!” he babbled on, turning a slight shade of red. 
 
    Donna turned to him and smiled. “Wow, I don’t find many people who follow both my careers.” 
 
    Jason turned even redder. He took a step back. He tried to talk but failed. 
 
    Marie stepped forward and grinned. “Doctor Donna, so nice to meet you, it’s an honor to be volunteering in your lab!” 
 
    Donna smiled. “Ah, so you’re one of my student lab rats, as Doctor Stone calls them.”  
 
    Everybody else laughed thinking it to be a joke. But after the events of today, I wasn’t so sure. 
 
    Marie grinned. “Yes, my friend Lori and I are hoping for careers in medicine and science!” 
 
    Lori joined the conversation. “Actually, I just loved your MMA work…how you systematically destroyed your opponents. I respect that!” 
 
    Donna nodded. “Thank you, I guess,” Donna turned her attention back to me. “Well, I just wanted to introduce myself and to say you are always welcome in my lab at the hospital.” 
 
    “Ah, thanks,” I said. 
 
    Donna put her arms around Wendi and Lori. “Come on, I’ll take you both out for ice cream, doctor’s orders!”  Donna turned to us. “Would you guys like to join us?” 
 
    “Sorry, we’re taking our team to Mr. T’s for food,” I answered. 
 
    Wendi pulled on her aunt. “Come on, Aunt Donna, you’ll see them at the hospital.” 
 
    “Another time then,” Donna said. 
 
    The three of them walked away. 
 
    “Wow, she’s amazing!” Jason said, his mouth gaping open.  
 
    “Close your mouth,” I told him. 
 
    Marie pointed to our equipment. “I’ll go help Christa pick up our gear.” Maybe Marie sensed I needed to talk to Jason. 
 
    I nudged Jason. “Remember, Doctor Donna may be an evil mad scientist!” I said softly. 
 
    “She doesn’t seem evil to me!” Jason replied. 
 
    The thing was, she didn’t seem evil to me either.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: Man, I don’t know what’s more annoying, the fact that Doctor Donna Dangerfield is Wendi’s aunt or that she appears to be so nice. I mean I really should like this woman, she’s smart and strong and everything I strive for. Yet I can’t help thinking about what somebody did to that poor sweet gorilla, Jodi. If that was done by Doctor Donna, then she truly isn’t a good person. I mean can you do something like that and still be good? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Senior Heist… 
 
      
 
    Not sure why but I always loved going to Mr. T’s after the game with our kids and their parents. Sure, chaos reigned when we were there. Instead of herding cats, it became herding cats on sugar. But I loved it. Christa says it’s because I love punishment. I enjoyed the bonding of team and family and food. Jason says it’s because I’m a leader but also a team player. Not sure if he’s right about the leader part. 
 
    Today as an extra treat, Tanya and Kayla joined us. Sure Kayla wasn’t on our team but she knew every kid from school. That’s one of the smallish town advantages, everybody knows everybody. Of course, that could also be a disadvantage at times. But like Grandma Betsy says, you take the good with not so good and the bad and the terrible. It all evens out.  
 
    We pretty much took over Mr. T’s. But Mr. T and Mrs. T didn’t seem to mind. In fact, they enjoyed this mixed crowd even more than I did. Of course, they were making money out of us, so obviously that helped. 
 
    We sat at a coach’s table. The parents sat at a couple of parent’s tables next to us. And the kids pretty much just ran around stopping by their parents’ tables to snack now and then. 
 
    I sat and munched. I soaked in the atmosphere. Jason must have seen me smiling. He nudged me. “Wow, you seem happy.” 
 
    I nodded. “I am. It’s been a good day. “ 
 
    Just as those words left my mouth, we heard police sirens. Lots and lots of police sirens. Darn, I shouldn’t have mentioned the words, ‘good day.’ 
 
    Jason looked at his phone. He turned to me and whispered, “This might be a good time to test your new uniform.” 
 
    I stood up. “I’m going to go check out those sirens.” 
 
    Of course, the entire restaurant had already headed out the door to see what was going on. There’s something about sirens and possible danger that gets people so excited. 
 
    Jason walked out with me. He showed me his phone. It read: Bank robbery in progress Star City National Bank.  
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    Since the bank was located right across from Mr. T’s, we had a bird’s eye view. Four police cars had pulled up in front of the bank. Four policemen took position behind their cars. Four other officers carefully approached the bank, their guns were drawn. The four officers, three men, and a woman entered the bank. 
 
    “Looks like the police have this under control!” I said. 
 
    The three policemen came flying out of the bank. They crashed to the ground – out cold.  
 
    “Okay, maybe not…” I groaned. 
 
    An old looking bald man in shorts and a white t-shirt walked out of the bank holding two big bags of money. His white shirt had an orange ink stain on it but he didn’t seem to care. 
 
    “Ha!  Nothing can stop me!” the man shouted. 
 
    The policewoman darted out of the bank. She aimed her gun. “Halt!”  
 
    The old man bent down and wiggled his butt in her general direction. The police lady dropped her gun, grabbed her throat and fell over, blue. The old man laughed. “Ha! Silent but deadly!” 
 
    The police all looked at Captain Michaels for direction. Captain Michaels aimed his weapon. “Last chance! Hands up or we shoot!” 
 
    The old man grinned. “You got me. Nobody ever says that Grandpa John is a dummy.”  He lifted his arms up. His smile grew. 
 
    The police in front of Grandpa John grabbed their throats and mumbled, “Oh the stench…” and fell over. 
 
    The cloud of old man underarm odor crept across the street. Everybody on the street dropped at once. I actually felt a little dizzy but fine, I fell over, pretending to be affected. I wanted to catch the old guy off guard. 
 
    Grandpa John sniffed his armpits, “You wimps! They don’t smell THAT bad!” He started laughing and walking down the street. 
 
    I pushed the button on my watch to activate my new uniform and got to my feet. I had to admit that it was handy to have this uniform. “Excuse me, it’s wrong to fart and use super BO without saying excuse me!” I shouted. Okay, not the best and wittiest comeback but I was still new to this. 
 
    I raced down the street at super speed. I moved in front of Grandpa John. I held out my hand. “You’re lucky you didn’t kill anybody. Give up the money now and I’m sure the courts will go easy on you.”  I noticed he had two electronic disks attached to the side of his forehead near his temples. The disks were pulsating. 
 
    Grandpa John looked at the bags of money. He looked at me. He shook his head. “I need this money. I might want to go to an old folk’s home someday and those things are expensive. Actually, they are a rip off! Heck, I don’t need an old folk’s home. I need this money for a nice tropical vacation. Maybe I’ll go with some beautiful swimsuit models. That Christy Brinkley is still very beautiful and only about 20 years younger than me. She’ll come!” 
 
    I shook my head. “I really doubt you’ll get her or any other model to go with you!” 
 
    “But I’m rich now!” he shrugged. 
 
    “It’s not your money,” I told him. 
 
    He shook his head. “Possession is 99 percent of the law.” 
 
    Now I shook my head. “Nope, that’s not how it works.” 
 
    He dropped his bags of money and made a fist at me. “What do you know, you’re just a kid!” He shouted like I had been standing on his lawn. 
 
    “His name is John Johnson,” MACS said to me from my watch.  
 
    That caught me off guard.  
 
    “I am constantly monitoring your situation,” MACS told me. 
 
    I put my watch close to my face. “How can you see him?” 
 
    “I got his image from the bank’s security camera,” MACS informed me. 
 
    Grandpa John moved towards me. “You young kids, ya can’t go three minutes without looking at your fancy dancy technology.”  He showed me his muscles. “Back in my day, our muscles were our technology.” 
 
    “Okay, you know that makes no sense. Right, Grandpa?” 
 
    “It makes sense in its own way!” he insisted. 
 
    I shook my head. “Nope, it doesn’t!” 
 
    He curled his hands into fists. “Young lady, I boxed in the army!” 
 
    He threw a punch at me. I caught his hand. I hit him with an open palm to his chest. He went flying backward and fell over. 
 
    “Okay, I never claimed I was a good boxer,” he groaned from the ground. 
 
    He jumped back up to his feet. He turned and aimed his butt at me. “I hate to do this to such a pretty young thing but you asked for it!”  He let out what had to be the loudest fart I’ve ever heard: PPRRRTTTTP!!!!!!!!! 
 
    “Oops that may have been a wet one!” he laughed. 
 
    I staggered back a step or two. “Is that all you got?” 
 
    He dropped his head. “Actually it is…those big ones take the wind out of me.”   
 
    “Now are you going to give up nice and quietly?” I asked moving towards him. 
 
    He pulled out a pair of glasses from his shorts. He popped his glasses on his nose. “Look you can’t hit a man with glasses!” he told me. 
 
    “Fine, have it your way!” I told him. 
 
    “You’re letting me go?” He asked. 
 
    “Oh no, giving you a taste of your own bad medicine,” I told him. 
 
    “Say what?” he said. 
 
    I turned and hit him with one of my own farts. A quiet ladylike pft… 
 
    I heard him drop to the ground before I even turned around. Yep, I had out-farted a pumped-up old man. But I still wasn’t sure if I should be proud or ashamed. 
 
    “Your father would like pictures of the cybernetic disks he’s wearing,” MACS told me. 
 
    I bent down next to the out cold Grandpa John. The disks on his forehead melted away. “I so hope my fart didn’t do that!” I said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary:  First super gorillas, now super senior citizens. I need to get to the bottom of this and fast. Good news was, my new uniform worked great. Plus, having MACS as my contact “machine” would probably be useful. Maybe even get me closer to my dad! I’m glad Dad’s back in my life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Evening with Mom 
 
      
 
    Luckily the people on the street all recovered quickly. Since they were all out cold I didn’t have to explain why Super Teen showed up while I was missing. 
 
     That night, Jason and I talked about the situation with my mom and grandma Betsy. Turns out Grandma knew this John Johnson guy. 
 
    “John Johnson is a good man,” Grandma told us as we sat around the dining room table. “A bit on the crazy side, but I like that in a man.” 
 
    On the TV we saw Oscar Oranga doing an exposé on whether super people were dangerous and what we could do to protect ourselves. Checking my social media, people seemed split as they pretty much always were. Some of the people pointed out that Super Teen showed up to save the day. Others, like Wendi, claimed that no super people popped up until Super Teen showed up. Others blamed BM Science. BM Science’s online rep assured people they had nothing to do with this, or with Super Teen who was a treasure. I smiled at that. 
 
    “Lia, put your phone down and pay attention,” Mom told me. 
 
    “Sorry,” I groaned. “It’s just good to know what people are saying. Lots of them are on my side which is good. I still think this is that Doctor Donna’s fault. And I’m not just saying that because she’s related to Wendi.” 
 
    Grandma nodded. “Your dad did say the tech used on the gorilla and John seemed to resemble the tech that Dangerfield has experimented with!” 
 
    Mom shook her head. “The woman is brilliant, she has an M.D. and Ph.D. in physics and she’s a Vet and I believe she’s a lawyer as well. Her and her junior associate, Doctor Gem Stone even make house calls!” 
 
    “Doesn’t mean she can’t be evil,” I said. 
 
    “She’s also a world-class athlete and pretty good looking,” Jason added. 
 
    I shot him a look.  
 
    Jason held his ground. “She is!” 
 
    “The boy’s right honey, she is a hotty,” Grandma told me. 
 
    I heard a knock at the door. “Who could that be?” I asked. 
 
    Mom pointed to the door. “I suggest you check!” 
 
    I opened the door to see Janitor Jan standing on my porch. “Ah, hi…” I said. 
 
    Jan walked past me. “I think you ladies need to hear what’s going on….” 
 
    I staggered. “Wait?  What?” 
 
    I grabbed Jan by the arm. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    Jan looked at me like I was a child, a very dim child. “Oh, so your mom hasn’t told you yet?” 
 
    “Told me what?” I said with a tap of my foot. 
 
    Jan reached into her purse and pulled out a card. She showed it to me.  
 
    “Ah, Jan that’s a coupon for odor eaters,” I said. 
 
    Jan put a finger up. “Right, very important item.” She put the coupon back and pulled out another card.  
 
    I read the card. “This is a gift certificate to MacDonalds,” I sighed. 
 
    “So it seems!” Jan said holding up the card with far more pride than I thought she should have. She shook the card and shouted, “WAMMO: card be true!” The letters on the card started moving around and reforming until they read: Sorceress Supreme.  
 
    I looked at the card and wiggled my head. I blinked my eyes.  
 
    “You’re seeing it right!  I’m Sorceress Supreme!” she said proudly.  
 
    “But you clean our school!” I exclaimed. 
 
    Jan started towards the dining room table to join the group. “Who says a lady can’t have two jobs? The school gives me health insurance and dental. Plus, I keep an eye on you!” 
 
    Jan looked at my mom. “I thought you told her Isabelle?” 
 
    “I was waiting for the proper time,” Mom said. 
 
    Jason stood up, “Do you want me to get you a seat?” 
 
    Jan grinned. “Sorry kiddo, I like you, but this conversation is just for us ladies,” She pointed at Jason, “WAMMO! You’re a stool!” 
 
    In a flash of bright energy, Jason glowed. Shrank. And became a stool. Jan walked over and sat on him. 
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    “Ah, I’d like to point out you just did that to my BFF!” I told Jan. 
 
    Jan laughed. “Don’t worry it’s not permanent, and I probably won’t fart.” 
 
    Mom leaned on the table. “Jan, what do you have to tell us?” 
 
    Jan crossed her arms and adjusted her butt on Jason. Now that was another phrase I never thought I’d say. “Yesterday, when I was cleaning the hospital, I saw that John Johnson guy visit Doctor Dangerfield’s office.” 
 
    “Wait, you work at the hospital now?” 
 
    “Big picture, honey,” Mom told me. 
 
    “Right,” I looked at Mom. “So Jan’s at my school to keep watch on me?” 
 
    “And to clean,” Jan said. “I love cleaning things!” 
 
    “It was her idea,” Mom told me. “And when Jan gets an idea in her head, you don’t get in her way, unless you want to spend a few days as her shoe insoles,” Mom said, as if she had been talking from experience. 
 
    “Darn straight!” Jan said. “Can we get back to the business of who the bad guy or gal is before I turn you all into shoe insoles!” 
 
    “Right,” I said. I set my gaze on Jan. “What did you learn at the hospital?” 
 
    Jan rolled her eyes. “I just told you! I saw that John Johnson talking to Doctor Dangerfield and her people. That can’t be a coincidence.” 
 
    “See Mom!” I said. 
 
    Mom put her head in her hand and leaned on the table. “I admit it looks bad. Let’s just not focus on her though. It could be a setup.” 
 
    “Well at least there will be three of us in the hospital, starting tomorrow,” Jan stood up. “I gotta be at work early tomorrow, so I’d better get rolling.” 
 
    Jan stood up and looked at the Jason stool. “He’ll turn back in a bit.” 
 
    “Hey, why’d you zap him? You didn’t tell us anything he couldn’t have heard?” 
 
    Jan walked by me and smiled. “I know. He just dropped some paper on the floor. He didn’t mean to, but littering really makes me mad.” 
 
    Jason popped back into himself. “Wait? What did I miss? Why does my back hurt? Why do I smell a butt smell?” 
 
    I patted him on the shoulder. “From now on be sure to keep the school as clean as possible!” 
 
      
 
    That night, getting ready for bed, I put on a pair of clean pink PJs. MACS sent me a text (which was weird BTW) saying that after the day I’d had, it would be good if I removed the suit so the nanobots had an easier time keeping it fresh. I would have taken it off anyhow. There are times when you want to wear your usual comfort clothing and tonight I wanted a bit of comfort sameness.  
 
    Out of curiosity, I sniffed the armpit area of the nano suit. It smelled a little but not THAT bad. I picked up one of my nano shoes and sniffed it. It had a little kick to it, but I was pretty sure they weren’t lethal. I guessed the suit and even the shoes could keep up with me as long as I wasn’t overstressed. The good news was…I could lift my arms up without having to worry about knocking everybody out. The not so good news was that I’d lost a potential weapon. But I figured if I got nervous or angry enough I could sweat through those nanobots.  
 
    Shep popped into my room. He loved sleeping by my side and I loved having him with me. Shep, as always, just couldn’t resist sniffing my shoes. I’m not sure why. I guess he wasn’t as smart as he seemed. Shep walked over to the shoes beside my bed and took a whiff of them. He didn’t drop over stiff, instead, he laid down and went to sleep. He started dog snoring and sounded so cute. So yeah, my shoes still had some punch, just not an instantly drop everything in their tracks punch. 
 
    MACS sent me another text from the nightstand I had put him on. 
 
    MACS: Okay, even the latest tech can’t quite keep up with your feet.  
 
    For some strange reason that made me feel good. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: Wow busy day today. I got a new uniform. I met an android. I met some siblings who can slow time, and I learned our school janitor is also a sorceress. Who would have thought that out-farting a super senior citizen wouldn’t be the strangest thing that happened in my day?  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Doctor Stone… 
 
      
 
    The next day, on the drive to the hospital, Jason and I went over our plan with Mom. “Now remember,” Mom said from the driver’s seat. “You have no actual proof Doctor Dangerfield is behind this!” 
 
    “True,” Jason chimed in from the back. “My dad interviewed her and she seemed very honest. She admits that the technology used on the gorilla and the old guy, John, was very similar to hers, but not hers.” 
 
    “She talked to John at the hospital!” I insisted. Yeah I know I was being a bit stubborn and pigheaded here, but this woman was related to Wendi.  
 
    “She showed my dad the video,” Jason said. “They talked about John’s poor health problems and his frequent farting and burping. Doctor Dangerfield told him her work wouldn’t help him with any of those!  At least not yet.” 
 
    I looked across the seat at Jason. “I’m just glad you’ll be working in her lab so you can keep an eye on her!” 
 
    Jason nodded. “Oh I plan to… she’s so smart and strong and pretty,” he sighed, a dreamy look on his face. 
 
    “Lia, just make sure you’re not biased just because she’s related to Wendi!” Mom warned me. “Our hospital administrator, Mr. Thom, spent a lot of time and money recruiting Doctor Dangerfield. Plus, she’s working with the University and with your dad’s company.” 
 
    “I’ll try,” I said, shaking my head in frustration. 
 
    We pulled into the hospital parking lot. The hospital was an impressive brick building with large windows that looked out onto the well-groomed patio that led into the main building. The original building had to be one of the oldest structures in Star Light City but it had been updated many times. According to Mom, we now offered all the latest services and some cutting-edge technology that wasn’t available anywhere else. Mom insisted we were lucky to add Donna Dangerfield to the list of talented staff who worked there. I still wasn’t sure. 
 
    Walking into the reception area of the hospital, I was reminded of how big the place was. Mom had signed me up for volunteer work because she thought it would be good for me. I guess she didn’t like my initial summer plan of sitting around all day just chilling and relaxing. I told her I needed my downtime to recharge and fight crime and stuff. She insisted that donating three hours of time each morning to the hospital would allow me plenty of time to recharge. Plus, she said it would make me feel better about myself. It would show me I can contribute to society as Lia. I knew she had a point. That’s why I didn’t put up too much of a fight. Of course, now that Doctor Dangerfield worked here, I figured I could keep an eye on her as well. 
 
    We found Marie and Lori standing in the lobby. They were talking to a short, pale-skinned, red-haired woman in a pink lab coat. Marie and Lori pointed at Jason. The pink lab coat lady nodded and started walking over to us.  
 
    “Who’s the lady in pink?” I asked Mom. 
 
    “She’s Doctor Gem Stone, junior associate to Doctor Dangerfield.” 
 
    Doctor Stone nodded to my mother. “Doctor Strong, nice to see you as always.” 
 
    Doctor Stone looked at Jason. “Jason, I’m here to introduce you to the Dangerfield lab. I’m sure you will find this to be a rewarding experience. Doctor Dangerfield may be fairly new to our town but she is a leader in many fields.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m very excited!” Jason said.  
 
    Doctor Stone pointed to Marie and Lori. “Go join the girls. There is an introductory welcome speech being given by Mr. Thomas in the conference center. Doctor Dangerfield would like her interns, as she calls you, to sit together. Then I will escort you to the lab.” 
 
    “Excellent!” Jason said. I could feel his excitement. I even heard his heart rate speed up. 
 
    Doctor Stone turned her attention to me. “You must be Lia Strong,” she said extending a hand to me. 
 
    I shook her hand. Her grip was surprisingly strong. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Doctor Stone,” I said. 
 
    “Your mother is part of our hospital family. Call me Doctor Gem…” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Doctor Gem,” I said. 
 
    Doctor Gem grinned. “We wanted you to be part of our group too, but your mother told us she’d prefer you to have more general duties. Of course, we honored your mother’s wishes. After all, she is one of the finest doctors in the hospital.” Doctor Gem paused. “Well, I’d better get back to my charges. I hope you have a great time here!  I look forward to seeing you around!” 
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    Once Doctor Gem was out of earshot I turned to Mom. “Wait, I could have been in Doctor Dangerfield’s lab? I could have been watching her all the time?” 
 
    Mom sighed. “It’s good you’re not there. I don’t want you obsessing.” 
 
    “I don’t obsess!” I insisted. 
 
    Mom put her hands on her hips. “You’re obsessing now!” she insisted. 
 
    “I’m persistent,” I admitted. 
 
    Mom pointed to a blue hallway. “Follow the blue hallway. You’ll find the conference center.” 
 
    I knew enough not to push my luck any further with Mom. I gave her a hug then started towards the conference center. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: I know I shouldn’t jump to the conclusion that Doctor Dangerfield is guilty. But my gut says…don’t trust her. I trust my gut.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Talk… 
 
      
 
    Christa had saved a seat for me next to her in the conference room, which to me was actually more of a small auditorium. There were about 30 of us kids there. My friends and I were certainly the youngest. I recognized some of the older kids, Tanya and Michelle Lee. Tanya gave me a cool nod. Surprisingly, Jess also sat there on the other side of Christa. 
 
    “Jess, nice to see you here,” I told her. 
 
    Jess nodded. “Thanks, it looks good on the resume.” 
 
    “Never thought of you as the type of person who would worry about resumes,” I said. 
 
    She smiled. “Hey, Witch College can be very competitive!” 
 
    On the stage on a podium, stood a big bearded man in a suit that seemed too tight. The man cleared his throat. We all turned our attention to him. “Greetings and salutations to our Lab Learners and Helping Hands, student volunteers,” the man said. “I am Mr. Thomas lead administrator at this hospital. This program was my idea along with Doctor Strong and Doctor Dora. You won’t meet Doctor Dora because she is exploring the Amazon. But our newest doctor, Doctor Donna Dangerfield has agreed to take her place in this program and accept Lab Learners. We are pleased to have you all here. I am sure you will help us as much as we will help you prepare for the future. I now pass you over to Nurse Payne. 
 
    Mr. Thomas sat down. A tall skinny woman in a white nurse’s uniform took the podium. She adjusted her hair and it seemed to make her bun even tighter. “You will all be given uniforms to wear over your regular outfits. The Lab Learners will be given green lab coats. The helping hands will be given light blue smocks. Please note, these are only on loan to you all, we expect you to keep them clean.” 
 
    Nurse Payne took a deep breath then continued on. “The rules for you all are very simple. Lab Learners, you are to watch and learn from your doctors. You may do anything they ask you to do. You may not do anything they don’t ask you to do. It’s very easy. Any questions?” 
 
    By the look that Nurse Payne gave the group of Lab Learners, it was obvious that she didn’t want any questions. “Good.”  She turned her attention to us helping hands. “Now for you helping hands, your rules are a little more complicated. Your role here is to aid the patients. You must give them an extra human touch. So here is what you must always do: offer them something to read, talk with them, hold their hands, change the channel on the TV, help them with their computers and phones.” 
 
    She paused to let that sink in, even though it wasn’t that tricky. 
 
    “Now, here are the things you can do IF, and ONLY IF, a nurse or doctor says you may: Give them a snack or water, raise their bed, take them for a walk.”  She paused again. “I know these things sound simple and harmless, but for some patients, they could be disastrous. So do not perform any of those tasks without checking with a nurse or doctor.” 
 
    We all nodded. 
 
    “Finally, if a nurse or doctor or technician asks you to do something, you do it. If they want coffee, you get it for them. If they need something taken from floor 1 to floor 10, you do that. Even if it’s pee. If they have a spill that needs to be cleaned, you do that. By making the nurses happy, you also help make the patients happy. Any questions?” 
 
    Christa raised her hand. 
 
    “Yes, young lady?” Nurse Payne said. 
 
    “Will anybody vomit on us?” Christa asked. 
 
    Nurse Payne smiled. “Good question. And most likely, yes. If that happens though, we will issue you with a new gown.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: Oh yeah, I am volunteering to get vomited on! Man, being a superhero in real life isn’t nearly as glamorous as in the comics and on TV. I’m not at all happy with my mom for signing me up for this, but at least I can keep an eye on Doctor Dangerfield. 
 
      


 
   
  
 

 Anthony… 
 
      
 
    First, I read a story to a cute little girl named Tiz. She needed to have her tonsils removed, and my mom was her doctor. I assured Tiz the operation would be over in a snap and she would be fine. Tiz seemed happy knowing that her doctor was a mom. 
 
    Next, I met with a young woman named Tess and her husband, Juan. Juan paced up and down the room nervously, as they were expecting their first child. He showed me his hand. It was red from Tess squeezing it so hard. I let Tess squeeze on my hand for a bit. All the while, I patted her head with a wet towel the nurse had given me. Both the nurse and Juan seemed grateful for my help.  
 
    After that, I checked in on an older man. The man sat up in his bed and smiled when I walked in. He put down the American Science magazine he’d been reading.  
 
    “Well hello there, young lady!” he told me. 
 
    “Hi, my name is Lia and I’m a helpful hands volunteer,” I smiled. 
 
    The man put his hands behind his head. “I’m Anthony,” he said with a slight grimace. “Sorry, sometimes my arthritis gets to me a bit.” 
 
    “Anything I can do for you?” I asked. 
 
    “Can you make me 50 years younger?” he asked. 
 
    “Sorry, no,” I said with a little shake of my head. 
 
    He patted a chair next to his bed. “Then come sit, talk for a bit…” 
 
    I did as he asked. After all, I liked talking and sitting.  
 
    “You don’t mind talking to an old man?” he asked. 
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    “Nah,” I said with a little wave of my hand. “I know that older men know stuff!” 
 
    He laughed. “Only thing I know is, I wish I knew what I know now when I was younger. I could have done something about it then!” 
 
    “What are you in here for, Anthony?”  
 
    He pointed to his hip. “Getting a new hip. Went eighty years with the original. They tell me this one will last just as long.” 
 
    “I hope it doesn’t hurt too much,” I said. 
 
    “Lia, I fought in two wars. This is nothing,” He laughed. “Got shot in the buns in Korea!” 
 
    “Say what?” I said, trying not to snicker. 
 
    “You can laugh, honey, it was pretty dang funny, if you weren’t me!  Oh, I wasn’t running away, a sniper hit me from behind in the behind.” 
 
    “Good to know,” I giggled. 
 
    “I got a purple heart for my butt!” he said proudly. “If I can handle being shot in the butt, I can handle a new hip. I was actually hoping for one of those fancy new cybernetic implants.” 
 
    “Really?” I said. 
 
    He bobbed his head. “Yes, ma’am. I’m an engineer by trade so I love all the new technology. Sure, I can’t figure out how to lock my phone and keep it from pocket dialing, but I still love it.” 
 
    “So you met with Doctor Dangerfield?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, nice lady. She didn’t think I qualified. She told me and the other guy there she would like to help, but her techniques are still too new to try on older patients.”   
 
    “Oh…” I said. “Do you remember the other guy?” 
 
    “Nice guy, John something. He farted a lot but pretty much everybody does at our age.” He looked at the ceiling then back at me. “Funny thing is, her assistant doctor came to us afterward. She gave us her card and told us she might be able to help us.” 
 
    “But you didn’t take her up on that offer?” I asked. 
 
    “Nah, I’m too old to want to be a lab rat!” Anthony said with a grin. 
 
    An announcement came over the hospital intercom. “Doctor Sparks, please report to the basement level.” 
 
    I knew there was no Doctor Sparks in this hospital. In fact, that happened to be the emergency code for security to show up. Something weird was going on in the basement. I needed to check it out. First of all as Lia, then if needed, as Super Teen. 
 
    I looked Anthony in the eyes and took his hand. “I’ll be back to see you! I promise!” 
 
    He grinned at me. “I’ll be counting on it!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: I’ve actually found working in the hospital to be very rewarding. I don’t say this often but maybe Mom was right! Anthony was such a nice old man. Not only that. But I learned something interesting… Doctor Dangerfield discouraged patients from working with her. And more interesting, Doctor Stone didn’t agree with that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Lab Rats?... 
 
      
 
    I slipped down to the basement at super speed so I wouldn’t be spotted. When I arrived, my mouth dropped open. There, standing in the hallway stood the biggest gray rat I had ever seen. The rat stood so large he took up the entire width of the hall. Two security men stood in front of it, their guns were drawn. 
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    A man in a lab coat stood between the rat and the security people. “Don’t shoot Algernon!” the man pleaded. “He’s just scared….” 
 
    “Okay now this is different,” I mumbled. 
 
    The big lab rat started forward, pushing the doctor down. The security men opened fire.  
 
    “No!”  I shouted. 
 
    Everything froze in place. “Did I do that?” I said out loud. 
 
    “Ah, no!” I heard from behind me. I turned to see Jess and Tanya standing there. “I did,” Tanya said. 
 
    “We thought you might need some help!” Jess told me. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. “We’re like a teen or almost teen girl justice league!”  
 
    Tanya walked up to me. “You can pick team names and costumes afterward. First things first.” She pointed at the bullets frozen in flight. “You grab the bullets, they’re too hot for me. I’ll disarm the guards.” 
 
    “Nah, I got the guards’ weapons,” Jess said. She waved her hands and the guns vanished from the guard’s hands. “I love vanishing things!” Jess said. 
 
    Meanwhile, I walked forward and grabbed both the bullets out of the air. I crushed them to dust in my fist. I pointed to the cameras. “What about those?” 
 
    Jess grinned. “I’ve been jamming them with magic.” 
 
    I walked forward and picked up the giant rat. Its breath reeked of cheese. “I’ll put it back in its cage,” I carried the rat down the hall. I found a room that was a giant maze. I dropped the rat into the middle of the maze. I worked my way back out. “Now that was weird,” I said. “I wonder why the hospital has a giant rat and maze?” 
 
    “I’ll un-slow time and then Jess can interview the scientist,” Tanya said.  
 
    “Want me to turn the guards into lab rats?” Jess suggested. “I don’t like that they were going to shoot a poor defenseless giant rat!”  She pondered what she had said. “I stand by my words.” 
 
    “Just make the guards go away,” I said. 
 
    Jess raised her arms. “You mean make them vanish?” 
 
    “No, just make them forget and go back to work.”  
 
    “Right, I knew that,” Jess said, flicking her red hair behind her shoulder. 
 
    Tanya snapped her fingers and time started moving at regular intervals again. 
 
    The guards and the scientist seemed confused. “What the…” they all said. 
 
    Jess waved her hands in front of the guard’s eyes. “Return to work. Nothing to see here!  Nothing happened here,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, master,” they said, as they walked away. 
 
    The scientist stood up and straightened out his lab coat. “My gosh, what are you girls?” 
 
    “We’re the cool teen girl league of super people!” I said. I turned to the other two. “Okay, yeah I’ll work on that name.” 
 
    Jess walked up to the scientist. “You won’t remember any of this.” 
 
    The scientist shrugged. “Of course not. I’m a brilliant but absent-minded kind of guy. Now, what do you wish to know?” 
 
    I had to admit that I was a bit envious of Jess’s control of her mind control power. I wished I could control mine as well. 
 
    “Why the giant rat?” Jess asked the doctor. 
 
    “Well funding is always tight, so we’re using the same rat to do a growth study while working on treating memory loss. We made an extra smart giant lab rat. He’s a nice rat. We just accidentally left the door to his maze unlocked and he got out. Rats are curious creatures. He got scared when the guards showed up. He’d never hurt another creature. Except for a cat, he hates cats.” 
 
    “So, you’ll make sure this never happens again?” I told the doctor. 
 
    “I thought you’d erase my memory like the security people?”  The doctor answered. 
 
    Jess grinned. “Oh I will, but I’ll let you remember that.” 
 
    “Sure,” the doctor said. 
 
    Jess locked her eyes on the doctor’s eyes. “Look into my eyes, you will do whatever I wish. You will forget about all this, except leaving the door unlocked.” 
 
     “As you wish, master, your wish is my command,” he said with a bow. He turned and walked back into the maze room. 
 
    I looked at Jess. Jess shrugged. “I might have hit him with too much power.” 
 
    I put my arms around Jess and Tanya and walked them back towards the elevator. 
 
    “A girl could get used to this teamwork!” I told them. 
 
    “I’m only available in emergencies,” Tanya said, “playing with time is not something that should be taken lightly!” 
 
    “I’m only available for things I find fun!” Jess said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: Okay, I gotta say it was great having other super kids on my side. Not only does that give me people who are also different, but there are some things, heck, probably most things that are easy to solve with teamwork. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The talk… 
 
      
 
    I waited for Jason outside of Doctor Dangerfield’s office and labs. As I sat there checking out social media on my phone, Doctor Gem Stone walked by. She stopped when she saw me. 
 
    “You’re Lia Strong, correct?” she said. 
 
    I looked her in the eyes. “Yes, Doctor, I am.”  I didn’t point out that she had just met me a few hours ago. 
 
    Doctor Stone smiled. “Lia, no need to be so formal. After all your mother is senior staff here. She’s part of the reason Doctor Dangerfield wanted to come here. Please call me Doctor Gem.” 
 
    “Thanks, Doctor Gem,” I said. I paused for a moment, then asked. “How goes your research?” 
 
    Doctor Gem smiled and her face lit up. “You’ve heard of cutting edge? Well, our technology is laser cutting edge!  It’s the latest and greatest. We are helping the old and weak feel young and strong, very strong.” 
 
    “Wow, that’s great!” I told her. 
 
    Doctor Gem patted me on the shoulder. “My dear girl, we are helping to make the entire human race better. Soon we could have an entire planet of people who are as strong, if not stronger, than Super Teen!” 
 
    “So that’s good, right?” 
 
    Doctor Gem’s eyes shot open wide, almost taking up the top half of her head. “My gosh, yes!  So so good!  They will have the power, yet they’ll also have control. They can remove their shoes without knocking out a mall!” 
 
    “Ah, I think Super Teen just knocked out a part of the mall,” I said defensively, probably more so than I should have. 
 
    Doctor Gem looked at me with a tilted head. “Yes, knocking out part of a mall with super stink foot is SO much better!” 
 
    “Actually, many of the people that Super Teen put to sleep claimed it was a pleasant experience,” I pointed out, unable to stop myself. 
 
    “Yes, well their heads were most likely spinning from whatever pheromones Super Teen zapped them with!” Doctor Gem retorted. 
 
    Before I could respond, Jason came popping out of the lab. He had an extra kick in his step. Jason must have heard our conversation as he seemed anxious to break it up. 
 
    “Ah, hi, Lia and Doctor Gem!  It’s been a great morning and now I’m ready to walk home.”  Jason grabbed me by the arm. “Come on Lia, let’s get moving.” 
 
    I didn’t budge. Jason pulled back. He knew if I didn’t want to move, he couldn’t move me. Still, he knew he had to make me move. Jason gave me a friendly nudge. “Come on, ice cream is on me!  I’m so anxious to tell you about all I saw in this amazing lab!” 
 
    Somehow that brought me back to my senses. I took a deep breath. I took another deep breath. I looked Doctor Gem in her green eyes. “I really look forward to learning more about your amazing technology!” 
 
    “I’d love to demo it for you any time!” Doctor Gem told me. She pulled an old pocket watch out of her lab coat pocket. “Look at the time, I have an appointment with a potential patient!” 
 
    Doctor Gem walked into her lab. Jason and I started walking home. Jason pretty much rushed me out of the hospital, just in case I was tempted to start up my conversation with Doctor Gem again. 
 
    “So, how was your morning?” Jason asked, giving me a little nudge. 
 
    “You know, same old, same old,” I told him. “Met a few nice people, including this older gentleman named Anthony, who wanted to be a patient of Doctor Dangerfield’s. Oh, and of course I had to carry a GIANT HUMONGOUS lab rat back into his maze!” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    “Oh man, you got to meet Algernon!” Jason sighed in a weird mix of sadness and jealousy and awe. 
 
    I stopped walking. “Wait, you know about this?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes, of course. Doctor Dangerfield is very open about all her research with us. She says she wants to encourage great young minds like ours to go to college and do amazing things.” 
 
    “So the good doctor does cyber implants and grows giant rats?” I asked. 
 
    “Well yes, she’s more interested in the intelligence aspect of it though. She’s all about helping people to improve. She’s also into robotics,” Jason spat his words with excitement. He was talking a million words a minute. 
 
    I wiped a bit of spit from my face. 
 
    “Oops, sorry,” Jason said. “I do get excited sometimes.”  He paused. “Wait, you met one of our potential patients?” 
 
    “Yeah, a nice man named Anthony. He was cool. But Doctor Dangerfield didn’t think he was a good fit.” 
 
    “She said the same thing to the lady we met today,” Jason told me. 
 
    “Okay, can you get her name and address?” I asked Jason. 
 
    “Sure, I think so, but why?” he asked. 
 
    “I want to talk to her, to see if Doctor Gem offered her anything,” I said. “My gut tells me something is rotten. Now I’m not sure if it’s Doctor Gem or Doctor Dangerfield!” 
 
    Jason looked at me. “So you’ve opened up your mind?” 
 
    “I’m willing to consider other options.” 
 
    Jason smiled. “I’ll see what I can find.” He tapped me on the shoulder. “You know you can use google too!” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes, I am aware of that. I just don’t have your flair for it. I believe your superpower is being a wiz with computers,” I smiled. 
 
    “You’re flattering me, Lia.” 
 
    “With the truth, Jason.” 
 
    He sighed. “I’ll see what I can do.” 
 
    We arrived at our home. “Okay Jason, thanks. When you find out that info, please let me know as soon as possible.” 
 
    Jason nodded. “I think her last name was Gold… but I’ll check.” 
 
    As I headed into my house, I thought Gold? I wonder if she’s related to Brandon. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Strange Visit… 
 
      
 
    I walked into my house and kicked off my shoes. Funny thing, Shep didn’t rush up to meet me. I picked up my shoes and sniffed them. Could they have knocked Shep out from a distance?  “No, they weren’t THAT bad….” 
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    I moved into the living room. I dropped down on the couch. Sure, I had only spent a half day at the hospital but it had been an eventful half a day. I saw Shep sleeping in the kitchen. Now that struck me as strange. Shep usually got up as soon as he saw me enter the house.  
 
    “Man, I didn’t think my shoes smelled that bad?” I said out loud. 
 
    “Actually I don’t believe they are near lethal to mammals,” I heard a familiar voice say. “Your father’s and my nano-technology is working just great.” 
 
    I turned to see Hana coming in from the kitchen. I jumped up. “What the heck are you doing here?” 
 
    Hana looked at me. “Your father wanted me to check in on you,” Hana said innocently. 
 
    I pointed at Shep. “If you hurt my dog!” 
 
    Hana shook her head. She turned her head totally around to look at Shep. That creeped me out. She looked at me. “No, he seemed nervous about me being in your home so I used a sonic beam to put him to sleep.” 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    Hana grinned. “I don’t want him to interfere with our testing.” 
 
    I tilted my head. “Wait, are you checking in or testing me?” I asked, sounding far more confused than I wanted to. 
 
    Hana walked towards me. “For me, checking in and testing is the same.” Her arms expanded outwards. She grabbed me and lifted me up. “Remember, yesterday you said we could spar!” 
 
    “Put me down!” I ordered. 
 
    “If you insist!” Hana said. She flung me across the room. I crashed into a wall, leaving a big dent. I rolled down the wall and landed on my feet. Before I could say ‘what the heck?’ I saw two fists racing towards me. I ducked. The fists each left more dents in the wall. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder at the dents. “If I don’t rip you to shreds my mom will.” 
 
    Hana walked towards me slowly. “Don’t worry, our construction people will make all repairs.” 
 
    I rolled my sleeves up. “Let’s hope they can put you back together again!” I said. I leaped at her, “Actually let’s hope they can’t!” 
 
    I hit Hana so hard her head popped off. The head flew up, crashed off the ceiling, then hit the floor. Her eyes looked up. Her hands on her now separated body pointed to the new cracks in the ceiling. “Now that is your fault!” she said. Her body walked over, reached down and picked up her head. The head molded itself back to the body. 
 
    Hana took a fighting position. “I hope you can do better!” 
 
    My initial reaction was to flatten her with a fart, but Shep was behind her and I didn’t want to risk hurting (or killing) him. I dropped back into a fighting stance. I waved her forward with my front hand. “Come on, machine, let’s see what you have!” 
 
    Actually, I felt kind of excited about the chance to be able to really test out my powers. Normally, I have to be extra cautious when dealing with people or animals. But here and now I could let it rip. And boy, did I! 
 
    I flashed forward at Hana. I pummeled her with at least a hundred punches in less than ten seconds. Each punch, I felt her body bending and contorting a bit. I pulled back. Hana looked like a beat up trashcan. But I had to give her credit, she stayed on her feet. 
 
    I blew on her. She fell to the ground. Just to make sure she stayed there, I thought cold thoughts: ice, ice cream, icebergs. I covered her with a blast of frozen super breath. 
 
    My watch beeped. I put it up to my face. Dad’s face appeared on the watch face. He smiled. “Wow, that was amazing!” 
 
    “Dad, why did you send your Android assistant after me?” 
 
    Dad didn’t stop grinning. “I wanted to test you and help you let your power out!  I knew she couldn’t hurt you.” 
 
    I showed him the house. “Yeah, well our house isn’t nearly as indestructible as I am!” 
 
    Dad still had that grin on his face. “Repair crew will be there in five. They will also return Hana to me.” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t think all the king’s horses and all the king’s men will be able to put Hana together again…,” I said.  “She won’t be rebooting!” 
 
    “Don’t fret!” Dad said. “I’ve got Hana 2.0 here!” Behind Dad, I saw another Hana stick her head over his shoulder. She gave me a thumbs up. Gee whenever I think my life can’t get any weirder it does.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: my dad sent a super Android out to test me, and by testing me I mean attempting to rip me apart. Luckily for both of us, I’m pretty darn strong and tough. Extra lucky for Dad that his crew was able to put our house back together before mom got home. They worked fast, I give them that. I must admit, I did enjoy cutting loose. I guess Dad knew I would. After all, this wasn’t the first time I’d battled a super machine made by Dad’s company. I wonder if I should worry about that?   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 TXT U…  
 
      
 
    That night after dinner, I sat on the couch. Mom rested next to me pretending to be reading a medical journal, but I knew she would sneak peaks at what I was watching. I planned to veg out and just watch some of my favorite TV shows. I wanted to turn my mind off and relax. That’s when I got a text from Jason.  
 
    JASON>Got her name, it’s Greta Gold 
 
    LIA>Great! Thks! Address? 
 
    JASON>She’s unlisted 
 
    LIA>Think she’s related to Brandon???? 
 
    JASON>Want me to ask him? 
 
    I had to think about this reply for all of one second. 
 
    LIA>I’ll txt him 
 
    JASON>U sure? U’ll risk the wrath of Wendi! 
 
    LIA>I’ll take my chances 
 
    JASON>Good luck.  
 
    Mom looked at me. “What’s going on?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged. “Just a text from Jason…” 
 
    I could tell Mom wanted to pry more. So I gave her just enough information to keep her happy. “Just work stuff!” I smiled. 
 
    “I hope you’re not asking Jason to be your spy on Doctor Dangerfield!” Mom said. Yeah, Mom read me well. 
 
    “No, no,” I assured her. “This isn’t about Doctor Dangerfield!”  I didn’t lie. 
 
    Okay, I had to be careful with this text to Brandon. I mean, after all, Brandon was the best looking boy in the school. Yeah, he went out with Wendi, proving he wasn’t perfect. But outside of that, he seemed pretty darn close. I found him to be smart, handsome and really nice. Plus, he seemed to enjoy being school president. And I know Jason says Brandon makes a great teammate in LAX. But still, he does go out with Wendi. Well, like Grandma Betsy says, “no accounting for taste…” 
 
    I wanted to word my text carefully. My phone gave me an alert.  
 
    JASON> Don’t over think this. Just ask him about his grandma. Tell him it’s 4 work 
 
    Man, Jason knew me well too. 
 
    LIA>I am not over thinking!   
 
    JASON> Have you sent it yet? 
 
    LIA>Been talking to my mom… 
 
    JASON>Sure…sure 
 
    Oh man, he really did know me 
 
    LIA>Sending it now 
 
    LIA>Just want to make sure it’s perfect! 
 
    JASON> You know I like the guy, but he’s not perfect. He farts like everybody else! 
 
    JASON>Okay, actually I’ve never heard him fart 
 
    JASON>Oh NM 
 
    JASON>C U 2morrow 
 
    My my, did I detect a bit of jealousy from Jason?  Jason is so darn nice though. Even when he’s jealous, he still can’t put a guy down. I smiled. But I got off track. 
 
    I sent this text: LIA STRONG>Hey Brandon, this is Lia, just wondering if your grandma’s name is Greta? 
 
    But I didn’t expect an immediate reply. My eyes popped open when I received a sudden alert from my phone. From the sound, I knew it wasn’t Jason. Looking down I saw… 
 
    BRANDON GOLD>Hey Lia, yes as a matter of fact Grams is named Greta. Why? 
 
    Oh how cute!  He called his grandma, Grams. Could that Brandon get any more adorable? 
 
    LIA STRONG> She left her reading glasses at the hospital. I’d like to return them to her. After all, she is such a sweet woman. 
 
    BRANDON GOLD>Yeah, Grams is the best!  But yes, she’s forgetful. I can pick up the glasses from u and bring them to her! 
 
    OMG, Brandon offered to come to my house!  That would be great. I took a breath. Except of course for the fact that I didn’t really have any glasses to return, and I needed to talk to Grandma Gold. I pressed back the urge to say, sure. 
 
    LIA STRONG> That’s so nice of u but I better do this myself. It’s my job 
 
    BRANDON GOLD>Ok that’s great! 
 
    LIA STRONG>Can I have her address? 
 
    BRANDON GOLD>Doesn’t the hospital have it? 
 
    Oh, that was a good point. Brandon wasn’t just a handsome face. Think, Lia, think. Come on, brain. 
 
    LIA STRONG>Yes of course they do. But silly me, I was so excited about my first day, I misplaced it. I don’t want to look bad. Sorry….  
 
    BRANDON GOLD>No, I get it. She lives at 72 Creek Street 
 
    LIA STRONG>Thanks Brandon, ur great. Please don’t tell anybody 
 
    BRANDON GOLD>I think most people know I’m great 
 
    What the? 
 
    BRANDON GOLD>LOL  
 
    So I had it. 
 
    I texted Jason.  
 
    LIA> I got it. 72 Creek Street 
 
    JASON> Great 
 
    LIA> We can visit her before work tomorrow…Creek Street is on the way 2 the hospital. 
 
    JASON>Sure 
 
    LIA>Oh by any chance do you have an extra pair of reading glasses? 
 
    JASON>I will c what I cn do! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: How did kids talk before texting?  I mean yeah, they probably used the phone and talked in person but texting is so fast and fun. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Morning has broken… 
 
      
 
    I got up, grabbed a quick breakfast and left mom a note saying because it was such a nice day, Jason and I had decided to walk to the hospital. I knew she’d suspect something was up, but she wouldn’t be able to ask me about it until after she got off her shift. By then, the deed would have been done. Nothing to be done about it after that, I don’t think even Tanya can reverse time. 
 
    Heading out my door, I noticed none other than Wendi pacing up and down in front of my house. I swear I could see steam coming out of her ears. My first instinct was to super speed by her. But no, I couldn’t do that. This was a real-world problem and I needed to deal with in a real way. My second instinct was to just knock her out. One fart in her general direction and she’d be toast for the day. But nope, as good as that might have felt and as tempting as it may have been, I needed to face Wendi. Heck, I had done nothing wrong. 
 
    I took a deep breath as I opened the door. Wendi shot across the yard towards me. Her face growing redder and her eyes growing smaller with each step. “Strong, what are you doing texting Brandon?” she shouted. 
 
    I walked towards her slowly, like I’d approach a very dangerous cobra. 
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     “Ah, Wendi…” I said. 
 
    Wendy got in my face, so close that I could smell her breath. Of course, it smelled pleasant. “Don’t oh hi me!  I invented the innocent, oh hi!” 
 
    I put up a hand. “Wendi, I just texted Brandon about his Grandma Greta…”  
 
    “Wait. What? Who? Why?” 
 
    I took a step back. “Wendi, we had some contact with Grandma Greta at the hospital. She left her reading glasses there. Jason and I were going to return them to her in person. She seemed like such a sweet lady.” 
 
    Wendi put a finger in my face. She really wanted me to get upset and lose my calm. “Of course she’s sweet! She’s related to Brandon. The guy is as sweet as they come.” 
 
    I fought back the urge to say, “yeah what the heck does he see in you?” Wendi dropped back, slouched and sighed. “Sometimes I think he’s even too sweet for me…”  She took a breath. She looked up at me. “I mean I’ve never even seen him in a bad mood or complain. He got a 90 on a test once, and told me how it was his fault for not working harder.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can see where that could be annoying,” I said, stopping myself from rolling my eyes. 
 
    Wendi put a hand on my shoulder. She looked me in the eyes. “Good, I’m glad. Most people think it must be great having a perfect boyfriend. But I tell you, it’s a lot of pressure. I guess that’s why I get so defensive I’m always afraid he’ll see I’m not good enough for him and leave me.” 
 
    I’d never seen this vulnerable side to Wendi before. I kind of liked it. I put my hand on her shoulder. “I assure you, Wendi, the texts were purely business. His grandma seems like a nice lady who Jason and I want to help out. That’s it. I’m sure Brandon won’t break up with you.” I took a step back and pointed at her. “Look at you, you’re pretty, you’re smart, you’re a great LAX player! You’re pretty perfect yourself.” Okay, my stomach churned with nausea just a little, saying those last words. 
 
    Wendi looked at me. “I’ve got nothing to worry about?” 
 
    I shook my head. “Nope,” I told her. Then added. “Well, except maybe global warming. I think we should all be worried about that.” 
 
    Wendi laughed. “That’s what I like about you Lia, you’re funny in your own simple way!” 
 
    “Gee thanks…” I said. 
 
    She patted me on the shoulder. “I don’t know WHAT I was thinking!  No way Brandon would ever leave me for anybody. And certainly not you!  Woah, sorry to bother you, girl. Thanks for returning Grandma’s glasses.” 
 
    Wendi turned and walked away. I fought back the huge urge I had to burn her in the butt with my heat ray vision. I gave myself a pat on the back. Not only for not burning Wendi’s butt, instead, for solving a real-world problem without using any superpowers. 
 
    I saw Jason walking towards me. He had a pair of glasses in his hands. Yep, Jason always comes through. “What was that all about?” 
 
    “Ah, Wendi was jealous that I was texting Brandon. She thought he might leave her for me.” 
 
    Jason laughed. “Yeah like that would happen!” 
 
    Okay, now I had to fight the temptation to burn Jason in the butt.  
 
    He straightened himself up. “Sorry, didn’t mean to laugh. I mean you are way nice, but Wendi is just…” he sighed. 
 
    I gave him a nudge. “Come on, let’s go see Grandma Greta!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: I did see another side of Wendi. I guess even she has fears about not being good enough. Who would have thought that!. It still doesn’t give her permission to brag about herself over the rest of us. But at least, now I sort of see where she’s coming from.  
 
    Man, I still would have loved burning her in the butt with heat vision.


 
   
  
 

 GGG… 
 
      
 
    We found Grandma Greta outside, pulling weeds from a garden in front of her home. The house even had a lovely white picket fence surrounding the yard. Jason and I unlatched the gate and walked up to Grandma Greta. She was focused so intently on her weeding; she didn’t even notice us. 
 
    I gave a polite cough. 
 
    Grandma Greta looked up at us. “Oh, hello kids, are you selling cookies?” 
 
    “No ma’am, I’m Lia Strong and this is Jason Michaels! We volunteer at the hospital.” 
 
    Greta smiled. “Oh right. Your mom is the doctor and your dad is the sheriff and your mom is a judge!” 
 
    “Actually my dad is police captain,” Jason said. 
 
    Greta grinned. “Yes, sorry my memory is not what it was. That’s why I went to see that nice Doctor Strange.” 
 
    “Actually it’s Doctor Dangerfield,” Jason corrected. 
 
    Greta popped herself in the forehead. “Like I said, my mind isn’t as sharp as it used to be…too bad Doctor Strange Dangerfield told me her treatment wasn’t ready yet.”  She pointed to her brain and spun her finger around. “Oh well, at least I am happy. So why you kids here?” 
 
    I nudged Jason. He took the glasses out of his back pocket. “I believe you left your reading glasses at the hospital,” He showed the glasses to her. 
 
    Greta leaned forward and squinted. She stood up. She walked towards us. Shaking her head, she said, “Silly me I didn’t even remember I used reading glasses!” She took the glasses from Jason. She put them on her head. They fell off. “Silly me again!” she said. 
 
    I bent down and picked up the glasses. “You know, I bet silly Jason made a mistake and these weren’t your glasses after all!” I said. 
 
    I handed the glasses to Jason. “Yes, silly me!” Jason said. 
 
    Greta chuckled. “Well, it was nice of you sweet kids anyhow!”  She scratched her head. “Hey, do you young ones know my grandson, Brandon?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am, he and I play LAX together,” Jason said. 
 
    “I’m on the girl’s LAX team so I know him too!” I said quickly. 
 
    “Oh, I didn’t know Brandon played LAX I thought he only played Lacrosse, basketball, and football.” 
 
    “LAX is what we call lacrosse ma’am,” Jason said. 
 
    “You kids today with LAX and LOL and hashtag and inyourfacebook! I can’t keep up!” She paused. “My grandson, Brandon is quite the handsome young man. Isn’t he?” she beamed. 
 
    “I guess…” Jason shrugged.  
 
    “Oh, I hadn’t noticed,” I said shyly. 
 
    Her eyes popped open. “Oh really?”  
 
    “Yeah, oh really?” Jason said cynically. 
 
    Greta nodded. “Probably for the better, Brandon seems taken with that lovely Wendi girl!” 
 
    “Not to change the subject ma’am, but I was wondering if Doctor Stone talked to you after Doctor Dangerfield did?” 
 
    “You mean the lady with the pretty green eyes?” Greta asked. 
 
    “Yes ma’am….” 
 
    Greta’s eyes lit up. “Actually yes, she did. She said she would like to talk to me about another project she was working on. She thought I’d be perfect for it. She wants to meet with me tomorrow.” 
 
    “At the hospital?” Jason asked. 
 
    “Nope,” Greta said. “She told me by doing it outside of the hospital she can do it much cheaper. I will get the details tomorrow.” 
 
    “Ah, by any chance do have the address she wanted to meet you at?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course!” Greta said. “She wrote it down for me.” 
 
    “Can I have it?” I asked, probably with more excitement than I needed to. 
 
    “Ah, why is that?”  Grandma Greta asked. 
 
    “We just need it for official purposes,” Jason said, using his most adult voice. 
 
    “I have her card inside on my stand by the door. I’ll be right back!”  Grandma turned and headed towards her door. 
 
    “Nice save there!” I told Jason. 
 
    “Hey, I may not be as good looking as that Brandon guy you ‘never’ notice, but I still have my uses,” he grinned. “So what’s the plan once we have the address?” he asked curiously. 
 
    “We go check out the place after work and see what we can find,” I replied. 
 
    “I pretty much thought you were going to say that,” He laughed. 
 
    “You know me well.” 
 
    “Maybe too well,” Jason added.  
 
    We waited a few minutes. Then finally Grandma Greta came out of the door, smiling and holding a card. She walked over and handed it to me. I read the card: 1 LOLIPOP LANE. 
 
    “Why does that name sound so familiar?” I thought out loud. 
 
    “It’s the old animal hospital,” Jason told me. Man, Jason did know everything.  
 
    “I also called that nice Doctor Gem and told her how great it was for her to send some students over to check up on me,” Greta said with a smile. 
 
    I took a step back. “And what did she say?”  
 
    Greta shrugged. “I don’t know. I just got her machine. You know doctors always too busy to talk to actual people.” 
 
    All right, now this changed our schedule a bit. “Thanks, Grandma Greta,” I said. “We’d better get to the hospital now!” 
 
     
 
    Once we got down the street, Jason turned to me. “We’re not going to the hospital. Are we?” 
 
    “Nope…” I said. “I need to get to the bottom of this ASAP. Now that Doctor Stone has been warned, we have to act fast.” 
 
    “We could lose our jobs at the hospital,” Jason pointed out. 
 
    I increased my pace. “We’re volunteers; we make our own hours.” 
 
    “Good point!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: I felt a little bad tricking Grandma Greta like that, but it had to be done to help get to the bottom of this. Plus, I did lie when I said I’ve never noticed Brandon. I notice him the minute he walks into a room. Sometimes I have to force myself to take my eyes off him. But I can’t help the way I feel. He’s so good looking! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Angry Birds… 
 
      
 
    “What are we going to do when we get to Lollipop Lane?” Jason asked me. 
 
    I hadn’t really considered that very carefully. I pretty much just wanted to see what we could find, to help prove that Doctor Stone or maybe even Doctor Dangerfield was behind these recent crazy cybernetic people (and animals). Once I got there I’d figure out a way to stop it. 
 
    “We’re going to see what we can see!” I said, making a fist. 
 
    “Oh, in other words, you don’t really have a plan…” He sighed.  
 
    I couldn’t argue with that statement. 
 
      
 
    We made it to Lollipop lane in record time. The lane was just a long road that led to one building, the old animal hospital. The place had to be 100 years old so they shut it down last year and opened a sparkling new facility on the other side of town. The new place has a lot of windows and green area, even Shep likes to go there. This old building, not so much. It was grey and dingy. It looked like the roof was made of tin foil. 
 
    “Okay, Jason be on the lookout for anything strange!” 
 
    Jason pointed up at a flock of birds coming towards us. “Like those pigeons…”   
 
    I looked up at them. “They look like normal birds.” 
 
    Jason shook his head. “Nope, they aren’t flying like normal pigeons!” 
 
    I have no idea how Jason knew this. But I knew enough to trust him. Using super-vision, I zoomed in on the birds carefully. They each had a small cybernetic disk on their heads. “Yep, you are right. This is strange.” 
 
    The birds flew past us. They pooped over us. 
 
    “Incoming poop!” I shouted. 
 
    Jason and I dodged the gross poop. It splattered on the ground and burned holes wherever it landed. 
 
    “Acid poop!” Jason gasped. 
 
    “Man, that is so wrong and so nasty!” I said.  
 
    I realized this was just too dangerous for Jason. I may be super and able to take a lot of damage, but Jason is just a regular guy. He’s smart and great and all that, but he’s not built to take on poop acid. Actually, I wasn’t sure I was either. But I didn’t have much choice. 
 
    I pointed in the opposite direction. “Jason, run! Get to the hospital and tell Mom what I’m doing and what’s going on!” 
 
    “You could text her…or dare I say it, call her….” Jason suggested. 
 
    “No, I don’t want to give her a chance to tell me not to do this,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, of course. Why bring common sense into this when we are facing ACID POOPING PIGEONS!!” He pointed up at the birds. “They’re turning around and getting ready for another run at us…” 
 
    “So get out of here!” I yelled at him. “Go! I’ll rush the building. They’ll have to follow me!” 
 
    Jason stood there, his eyes locked eyes with mine. 
 
    “Please do what I ask….” I said. 
 
    Jason frowned, clearly worried about the situation, and for a moment he didn’t budge.  
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    Then he nodded and took off. “I’m bringing back help!” 
 
    Acid poop started raining down on me. Most of it missed, leaving sizzling holes in the ground. “Who thinks of this stuff!” I said. “MACS activate my uniform!” I shouted. 
 
    “No need to shout, Ms. Lia,” MACS told me. “Do you wish me to alert your father to this situation? I am sure he would want to help.” 
 
    “No…not yet…” I answered. 
 
    “Very well, ma’am.” 
 
    “Don’t call me ma’am!” 
 
    “Yes, Lia, ma’am!” 
 
    I leaped up into the air towards the ugly old animal hospital. As I jumped, a couple pieces of acid poop (man I never thought I’d say that) hit my shoulder. It sizzled my suit and then burned through to my skin. It hurt, but not nearly as much as I thought acid on me should hurt. Still, it bothered me enough to upset my leap. 
 
    I landed on my face, about halfway to the building.  
 
    “I am repairing your suit now!” MACS told me. ‘The acid is extremely powerful, but I believe I can counteract it. After all, acid and pigeons are old school, and I am very new school!” 
 
    I pushed myself up off the ground. I turned and looked up to see another barrage of white poop acid falling towards me. Out of pure reflex, I inhaled quickly, then exhaled -- hard. My breath shot the acid back up at the pigeons who were pooping on me. Half of them began to caw and flap their wings wildly after being splattered by their own acid. A few dropped to the ground. I felt bad doing that to the birds, but I had no choice. The remaining birds regrouped. They dive-bombed towards me. 
 
    “Okay, I’ve made the angry birds even angrier…”   
 
    “Lia, this may be a good time to tell you that your dad designed your suit with a secret airtight pocket.” 
 
    I looked at the birds closing in on me. “Thanks, MACS! Nice to know I have a pocket and all, but it’s not that helpful just now!” 
 
    “Actually, your dad put a piece of condensed garlic in that pocket,” MACS continued. 
 
    “Now that’s something worth knowing about!” I told MACS. A pocket on my suit popped open. I reached in and grabbed a small piece of something that felt like a nut. I tossed it into my mouth. It tasted like garlic. Luckily for me, I like garlic. I looked up at the birds. I opened my mouth. The flock of birds dropped from the sky.  
 
    “My, that packs a punch!” I said. “If I talk to anybody I’ll drop them in their tracks!” 
 
    “Your father calculated the garlic dose so it would wear off in three minutes,” MACS told me. 
 
    “Well let’s hope that if I need extra super bad breath, it will be in the next three minutes!” I leaped towards the building.  
 
     
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: Jason really is a good friend. He always has the best ideas and my best interests at heart. That’s why I couldn’t risk him getting hurt in this fight. It was my battle. And as great as Jason is, he is just a normal guy. A super smart and loyal normal guy, but still just a guy. As for my dad, I love the way his strange brain works! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Not Monkeying Around… 
 
      
 
    I peered into one of the windows of the old animal hospital. I saw a bunch of big and small cages along the wall. A couple of large freezers sat in each corner. The middle of the room had a long lab table with all sorts of specialized looking instruments and needles on it. Looking closer, I saw the cages had bunnies and mice in them. 
 
    I raced around to the front. There, stood a big metal door with a red light above it. I figured the door must have had an alarm system. I fought back the urge to kick it down. Instead, I moved to the side of the door. I took a few steps back. I took a deep breath. I rushed at the wall smashing a ‘me’ sized hole in the wall. I turned and looked at the hole. It reminded me of something you’d see in a cartoon. 
 
    Three monkeys in lab coats came rushing in from a back room. They looked adorable. They pointed long rods at me. Okay, not so adorable. They squeezed the handles on the rods. Beams of electricity shot into me. I crackled and surged. I shook it off. I believe my behind started smoking a bit. 
 
    The three monkeys looked amazed that their shocks didn’t stop me. Two of the monkeys started jumping up and down in fits. The third stayed calm. He or she turned to the other two. “The boss said she was strong…” 
 
    One of the other monkeys pointed at me. “But not this strong!” 
 
    The third nodded. “Yeah, man, we hit her with everything and all it seemed to do was tickle her!” 
 
    “It did kind of tickle a little,” I told them. 
 
    The two monkeys tossed down their weapons. They threw off their lab coats. “Man, I don’t need this kind of stress!” one of the monkeys said. 
 
    “Me neither,” the other monkey said, rubbing his stomach. “I think I have an ulcer now.” 
 
    “But we have a job to do!” the lead monkey protested. 
 
    The other two shook their heads. “She literally pays us in peanuts and bananas.” 
 
    “But she does pay us!” 
 
    The other two each rolled their eyes. I found it to be both adorable and strange.  
 
    “But we’re cute monkeys, people would feed us anyhow!” one monkey objected. 
 
    “Yeah and without all this stress. Plus, I don’t like injecting bunnies and thinking so much. I miss the days of just eating, sleeping, swinging and throwing poop at people!” the other monkey lamented. 
 
    “We can still do all those things!” the lead monkey said. He pointed to his brain. “Only with more intelligence. Maybe we can make our poop splatter off walls and hit more people?” 
 
    The other two looked at each other. “You make a compelling point!” one said. “But you still can’t beat the fact that ignorance truly is bliss!” 
 
    “Yeah, plus then we wouldn’t have to deal with over-powered teens who run through walls and clobber malls with foot odor.” 
 
    I cleared my throat. “Guys, you know I can hear you, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, but you can’t remove your own cyber implants!” the lead monkey said, arms crossed. 
 
    The two other monkeys looked at each other. They smiled. They each reached up and pulled the other monkey’s implant off. They each howled for a moment. They stopped. They contently hopped away. 
 
    The lead monkey shook his head. “So hard to get good help these days…”  He turned to me. “Girl, can you believe those two?” 
 
    I walked towards him and pounded my fist into my hand. The sound forced him to stagger back. “Looks like it’s just you versus me now. I like those odds….” 
 
    The monkey looked at me. “Yes, I understand that you would.”  He rolled up his lab coat sleeve, exposing a watch. “So let me improve those odds!”  He pushed a button on this watch. A cage in the middle of the room popped up. Out jumped two kangaroos.  
 
    “These guys aren’t as smart as my fellow monkeys. Which means they will follow orders better!” He pointed at me. “Get her Skippy and Dundee!” 
 
    The two kangaroos who were charming BTW leap at me. They each kicked me in the head. Okay, that wasn’t very charming. I didn’t fall. But the two kangaroos landed on their feet and started pummeling me with rapid punches. Their punches didn’t really hurt. But this had to stop as I couldn’t concentrate on the lead lab monkey.  
 
    “Guys, I don’t want to hurt you!” I told the kangaroos.  
 
    They continued to mindlessly pound me with punches and kicks. Since I didn’t want to hit back, I just let them punch and kick me. I figured these animals may have been pumped up. But they were still flesh and blood and would punch themselves out. 
 
    After around two minutes, the punch speed slowed down. After about three minutes the punches were pretty much just weak attempts. By the fourth minute, the two kangaroos just stood there panting for air. I knocked them each over with a little puff of my breath. “Enjoy your sleep!” I told them as I walked by. 
 
    I concentrated on the lab monkey. “You ready to give up now?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded and held up his hands. “Yeah, I’m smart enough to know when I can’t win!” 
 
    I walked forward. “Great! Glad to see you are a smart monkey.” 
 
    He waited for me to come towards him. There was something about his grin I didn’t like. Just as I got right in front of him, he pushed another button on his watch. A trap door underneath me opened up. I started to plummet downwards. I landed on my feet in a small metal room. I’ve been in bigger closets. Yeah, this monkey was really making me mad. The room went dark with a clank. I assumed that meant the trap door had closed over me. I bent down and leaped upward extending my arm. I crashed through the trap door.  
 
    I grabbed the surprised monkey and lifted him off the ground. “Okay, buddy! You asked for it!” I said, making a fist. 
 
    “Look please don’t hit me. I’m just a poor defenseless little monkey!” 
 
    “One that has electrocuted me, sent kangaroos after me and tried to trap me in a metal cage!” I pointed out. 
 
    He shrugged. “You must give me credit for being persistent… I also sent the pooping birds…” 
 
    “Good point,” I told him. I dropped him back to the ground. 
 
    “Phew thanks!” he grinned. 
 
    [image: C:\Users\home\Dropbox\Jason FOLDER\SUPER GIRL\SUPER GIRL 3\monkey small.jpg] 
 
    “MACS! Deactivate the under arm shielding in my uniform!” I ordered. 
 
    “But Miss Lia, without that… you’re…. Oh right I get it!” 
 
    The monkey waved his arms frantically. “Wait, wait! Stop, stop!  What’s going on?” 
 
    I aimed my armpit at the chump monkey. “He just basically deactivated my deodorant,” I told him.  
 
    The monkey fell over holding his throat. He was stiff as a board. 
 
    “I hope you have nightmares!” I told him. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: I learned I do have a bit of a nasty side when I get angry. But man, that monkey deserved that.


 
   
  
 

 With Friends Like These… 
 
      
 
    With the monkeys and kangaroos out of the way or out cold on the ground, I started looking the place over. I now knew Doctor Stone was at least partially behind this. After all, she did give Greta this address. But had Doctor Stone acted alone or was she ordered to do this by Doctor Dangerfield? After all, Stone did work for Dangerfield. 
 
    Searching through one of the draws of the lab table, I found a notebook. I opened it and read the words. It was handwritten… 
 
    I can’t believe those jerks at the hospital and at the University and everywhere else are so in love with Donna Dangerfield. Yeah, sure she was my mentor in med school, and the first person to give me a job, but she’s never thought big enough. She’s always taken the safe and cautious road. We could have been so much further ahead with our cybernetics. We could have had our devices all over the world by now. We could have made people and animals more intelligent and more powerful. But no, she couldn’t see it. She thought we needed more fail-safes. More ways to protect our patients. She didn’t see that by giving them more power, it would give us the power to control them. To make the world in our image. A place where science and justice could thrive. 
 
    So I did my own research on the side. Everything was progressing nicely but now my mentor comes to my hospital and takes over the lead on my program!!  I can’t let her slow me down! 
 
     
 
    Yikes! That seemed scary! I had to face facts. Wendi’s aunt wasn’t an evil scientist. The evil scientist was Doctor Stone. 
 
    “Girl, don’t you know it’s impolite to read somebody else’s diary?” the now familiar voice of Doctor Stone said to me. 
 
    I turned to see Doctor Stone standing there, flanked by Lori and Marie. Marie looked at me. “Sorry about this Super Teen, but Doctor Gem is making us do this!” 
 
    “Making you do what?” I asked. 
 
    Lori smiled. She stomped her foot on the ground, sending a shock through the floor. The floor actually shifted like a wave in the water coming at me. The force knocked me down. Lori leaped across the room on top of me. She drew back her fists. “I don’t want to do this but it feels so great!”  
 
    Lori fired a punch at my head. I darted my head to the side. The punch left a huge hole in the floor. 
 
    “Careful!” Doctor Stone shouted. “You super brats are ruining my lab!  I know it’s not much, but it’s all I could afford!” 
 
    Lori turned to look at her. “Ah, sorry….”
I lifted my leg up and flipped Lori off me. 
 
    I jumped back to my feet. 
 
    I heard Doctor Stone tell Marie. “Get into this fight!” 
 
    Marie lowered her head. “Super Teen, you have to stop.”  She pointed at the disks on her temple. “These things have enhanced my brain so much I can see sense and change the structure of things….” 
 
    “Which means?” 
 
    Marie touched an old lab table. The table turned to gold. 
 
    “What the?” 
 
    Marie shrugged. “When Doctor Stone did this to me, I was thinking man, I could use some money for college. Then poof. My touch turns things to gold…”  She paused. “Please don’t make me touch you. I’m not sure I can reverse it. Just give up.”               
 
    “You know I’m pretty fast. I can be hard to touch,” I told her.  
 
    “I don’t have to touch, touch you,” Marie said. 
 
    “Now what exactly does THAT mean?” I asked. 
 
    A couple of flies flew past Marie. She blew a little puff of breath on them. The flies fell to the ground and turned to solid gold.               
 
    Lori stood up behind me and locked me in a bear hug. Lori’s grip was hard but I knew I could break it. “Good, I hate flies!” Lori laughed. 
 
    Marie walked towards me slowly. I knew she didn’t want to hurt me, but somehow Doctor Stone had control of her and Lori. I had to time this right or I could end up golden and not in a good way. I didn’t know if Marie’s power would work on me but I had to assume it would. I had no interest in being a gold statue. 
 
    I grabbed Lori’s arm and threw her over my shoulder into Marie. When the two made contact, Lori turned into a solid gold statue that pinned Marie to the ground. 
 
    “Oh no!” Marie cried. “This is bad!  Our team really needs Lori!” 
 
    I ran up to Marie. “Don’t worry. If you can see the structure of things like you say, I know you can reverse this!” I bent down and touched her gently on the shoulder. 
 
    Marie smiled at me. She took my hand. Much to my relief, I didn’t turn to gold. “Thanks, Super Teen! Sorry I tried to turn you into gold!  It was like I was in a dream. Luckily I seem to be me again.” 
 
    “Good!” I said. I took another chance. I lifted the golden Lori off Marie. I pointed at the statue. “You turn her back while I deal with her!” I stared angrily at Doctor Gem. 
 
    Gem screamed at Marie, “I made you! Now I want you to make her into gold!” 
 
    Marie shook her head. “Sorry lady, no can do….” 
 
    Gem grit her teeth. “Fine, I’ll do this myself!” 
 
    Gem squeezed her fists together and grunted. It looked like she had a bad case of constipation. Suddenly Gem started to grow and grow and grow. She crashed through the ceiling of the building, sending roofing material spiraling to the ground. I leaped back and shielded Marie and Lori. 
 
    “Thanks,” Marie said. 
 
    Doctor Gem Stone now towered over us. Oh man. This was bad. 
 
    I turned to Marie. “I know you can undo what you did to Lori!” 
 
    Marie trembled. “You sure?” 
 
    I put my hands on her shoulders, “Yes, I am. Look, you broke Doctor Crazy Ladies’ control on you. Now you’re touching me and I didn’t turn to gold. You can turn Lori back!” 
 
    “How do you know that?  You don’t even know me!”   
 
    Oh right, I was still in my suit. “MACS blink off the mask….” I ordered. 
 
    “But Ms. Lia, then she will know who you are!” MACS said in my head. 
 
    “Exactly….” I said. 
 
    Maria looked at me and smiled. “I thought your voice was familiar!  I told Lori you sounded like Lia and she said that I was crazy; either that or had been sniffing my socks for too long!” She gave me a quick hug. “I knew I was right!” 
 
    I looked at her. “And I know you can fix this!” 
 
    Marie nodded. “I can do it! I can do it!” 
 
    “Great! While you’re doing that, I’ll find a way to stop a super-powered cybernetic giant mad scientist!” 
 
    “Be careful! She put those cybernetic disks behind her neck and all the way down her back!” 
 
     
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: I was so glad I was able to snap Marie out of being mind controlled, by showing her I trusted her. I knew the power of kindness would come through. Yeah, it’s corny but it’s true. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Not So Good Doctor… 
 
      
 
    Doctor Gem bent down, her hand engulfed me. She lifted me off the ground. She stomped over the building into the street. Man, it seems like I always end up fighting giants in the street. I guess it’s my thing, my niche. Problem was, last time I fought something this big it was a non-living robot that I beat by throwing out into space. I couldn’t do that to Doctor Gem. After all, she was a living breathing person.  
 
    “So you’re Doctor Strong’s little brat, Lia!” she cackled. 
 
    “I am her daughter, yes,” I said.   
 
    “I’m activating your mask again!” MACS told me. 
 
    “Sweet outfit!” she said. 
 
    “Thanks!” 
 
    “Hey, how did your clothing grow with you?” I asked. Yeah, I probably should have been worrying about other things at that moment, but I was curious. 
 
    “I stole some of the technology from BM Science!” Doctor Gem said. She glared down at me. “Your mom helped bring Dangerfield here!” 
 
    Doctor Gem squeezed me harder. I pushed back with my arms, trying to squeeze out, but being a super cybernetic giant person she squeezed with an amazing amount of force. Since I’m also a living breathing person, I wasn’t sure how long I could keep this up. 
 
    “Put the girl down or you are fired!” I heard from below.  
 
    Looking down, I saw Jason had led Mom, Jess, and Tanya here.  
 
    “I order you to put her down!” Jess said, in her commanding hypnotic voice. 
 
    Doctor Gem smiled. “Sorry kid, my many cybernetic implants make my mind very strong!” 
 
    Tanya smirked. “You forced me to use my time powers on you!” 
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    Doctor Gem laughed. She popped her foot out of her shoe. She waved her foot over my mom and friends.  
 
    Tanya’s eyes rolled to the back of her head. “Man, I really have to learn not to tell the bad guys what I’m about to do…” Tanya gasped with her last breath.  
 
    They all fell to the ground.  
 
    “You’re not the only one with a foot odor problem!” 
 
    “It’s not a problem!” I said defensively. “My feet sweat. I’m human, just superhuman.” 
 
    Doctor Gem looked down her now giant nose at me. “Okay, now can we get to our battle? Though so far, there hasn’t been much of a fight.” 
 
    I looked up at her. “Look Doctor Gem, I don’t think you’ve actually really hurt anybody. If you give up now I’m sure they will go easy on you….” 
 
    Doctor Gem squeezed me. “So now you are a super lawyer?”  
 
    “No, I’m just saying, nothing you’ve done can’t be undone. In fact, I think I stopped all the robberies your controlled people attempted.” 
 
    She glared at me. “Thank you very much BTW. Do you have any idea how much this research costs? I was able to siphon budget money from the hospital as I’m also a computer genius. But I needed some quick cash and you got in the way.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I’m a hero. It’s what I do.” I accented my words with action. I zapped her hand with heat vision.  
 
    She screamed and loosened her grip. I dropped slowly to the ground. I pointed up at her. “We can do this the easy way or the hard way!” 
 
    Doctor Stone lifted a foot and tried to stomp me. I caught her foot over my head. “Figures you’d pick the hard way!” 
 
    I leaped upwards forcing her foot to go flying backward. Doctor Stone crashed to the ground with a huge thud. In the background, I heard police sirens. 
 
    “Your father has alerted the police and also sent BMS security copters!” MACS texted me in my mind, which was kind of freaky. But when you’re fighting a fifty-foot mad scientist, you get used to freaky really fast. 
 
    Doctor Stone rolled over on her stomach. She started to push herself up. I blasted her in the butt with heat vision. I got a kick out of that. 
 
    The not so good doctor pushed to her feet. She turned and started blowing on her now smoking buns.  
 
    “Nice to see you have hot buns!” I told her. 
 
    Doctor Stone pointed at me. “You really have to work on your banter!” 
 
    I put my hands on my hips. “Yeah, people keep telling me that. It’s hard being witty under pressure.” 
 
    “You want pressure!  I’ll show you pressure!”   
 
    Doctor Stone bent down then leaped at me. She landed on me with a decided thud! Now I found myself squished by those same giant buns I had just burned. She twisted her butt, trying to ground me into the ground. “Can you tell I do a lot of Pilates!” she laughed. She bounced up and down on me. “Man, I so wish I could fart now.” She grinned. “Ah, here it comes…” 
 
    She let out the nastiest fart. PPPPPFFFFFFFRRRRRAPPP! 
 
    She laughed. “Wow, all those years of grad school and med school and I still find a fart to be hilarious!” 
 
    It did stink like about a million skunks who had eaten stinking cheese and rolled in garbage for a week. Yet it didn’t knock me out, though I kind of wish it did. Still, I went limp. My hope being, she’d get her big butt off me. 
 
    Doctor Stone stood up. She laughed. “Ha! Not so tough now are you?” 
 
    I jumped up into the air, spun around and gave her a punch to the jaw!  The punch sent her reeling backward. I dropped back to the ground. 
 
    “Listen, Doc, I don’t want to hurt you!” I said. 
 
    The police sirens drew closer.  
 
    The doctor shook her head. “Fine. If I can’t finish you off I’ll deal with the police first.” 
 
    I ran past her at super speed. I jumped up and hovered above her. “Doc, stop! You’re a doctor, you heal people, not hurt people…” I told her. 
 
    She paused. “Yes, that’s true, but sometimes you have to hurt a few people to help a world of people. I know some people will think I’m jealous of Doctor Dangerfield because she’s so smart and so pretty and so good at sports….” 
 
    I nodded. “I can relate…” 
 
    Doctor Stone went on, “But that’s not the case. My research was at least as good as hers if not better. But she was the big famous doctor, so she got all the big bucks and the top job. I should be her boss!” 
 
    “Ah, wasn’t she your teacher?” I asked. 
 
    Doctor Stone smiled. “Yes, of course, but even a silly kid like you must have heard the saying, the student surpasses the teacher.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Doctor Stone rambled on. “So now I’m like way smarter. And she won’t listen to me. She wants to go slow with our research. I wanted to go fast. Look what I’ve accomplished….” 
 
    “Yep, you turned yourself into a giant cybernetic mad scientist!” 
 
    She shook a finger at me. “No! No! No! Not a mad scientist, an angry one. She got the breaks just because she’s prettier and better with people than I am!” 
 
    Doctor Stone swatted at me like a fly. I dodged it. She swatted me again and this time she hit me, knocking me to the ground. Now that hurt. I pushed myself up off the ground. I spit dirt out of my mouth. “Oh gross.” 
 
    I heard a familiar voice behind me. “Hey, Doc, crazy lady!” Lori shouted. “Stop now, or else you’ll force me to stop you!” 
 
    Doctor Stone did stop for a moment. She turned to Lori and laughed. “Ha, your cybernetics are good but not nearly enough to stop me.” 
 
    Lori smiled. “Yeah, I was kind of hoping you’d say that.”  Lori turned to Marie. “You ready teammate.” 
 
    Marie nodded. “I’m ready….” 
 
    Lori picked Marie up over her head. Lori flung Marie, arms extended out, at Doctor Stone. Marie flew through the air and touched Doctor Stone on her knee. Marie started to fall. I jumped over and caught Marie before she hit the ground. 
 
    Doctor Stone looked down at her knee. It had turned golden.  
 
    “How dare you!” she shouted. “I made you special!” 
 
    “I didn’t ask for this,” Marie told her. “You told Lori and I these were dummy test devices!” 
 
    “Yeah. I tested them on two dummies….” Stone smirked. 
 
    Marie pointed to Stone’s knee. “Who’s the dummy now?” 
 
    Doctor Stone watched in horror as the gold slowly started to creep up her leg. She lifted up her still non-golden leg. “I’m taking you down with me!”  
 
    I thought cold freezing thoughts: running outside in the winter without shoes and coat, eating ice, jumping in an ice bath. I exhaled super cold breath at Doctor Stone. Her leg froze above us. In fact, the upper half of her body froze and turned golden at the same time. The golden, frozen statue started to tip over towards Oscar Organa and his film crew, who must have just arrived on the spot. 
 
    I flew up behind the falling statue and caught it. I guided it down slowly to a safe open spot.  
 
    Chief Michaels and my father rushed up to me. “Are you okay Super Teen?” my father asked. 
 
    “I’m fine sir…” 
 
    Chief Michaels looked at the frozen golden statue that was a scientist. “Man, I’m getting too old for this job!” 
 
      
 
    Mom, Jess, Tanya, and Jason had all snapped out of their foot odor-induced state. Dad and Mom, along with Chief Michaels, stood there trying to decide what to do with a giant golden statue.  
 
    Oscar Oranga walked up to me and flashed his mic in my face. “So, Super Teen, can you turn people into gold?” 
 
    I didn’t know how to answer that. I certainly didn’t want the world to know that Marie could do this and that she and Lori were cybernetic. But I didn’t need the world extra scared of me either. 
 
    Doctor Dangerfield stepped forward and smiled. “Hi, I’m Doctor Donna Dangerfield I was one of Doctor Stones’ bosses. Doctor Stone turned to gold as a side effect of using too many cybernetic improvement disks. These things are only in their early stages. I’m afraid this was an unfortunate side effect. We will find a way to cure her.” 
 
    Jess walked up to Oscar and his crew. “Now get out of here!” Jess said in her command voice. 
 
    Oscar and his crew bowed, packed up their stuff and walked away. 
 
    “And cluck like chickens!” Jess ordered. 
 
    Oscar and his crew started clucking. 
 
    “Thanks, Jess,” I said. 
 
    Jess gave me a nod. “I love doing that!” 
 
    I heard Mom, Dad, and the chief still pondering what to do. “We can’t keep her like this? Can we?” Chief Michaels said. “I mean, she broke the law and has to pay for her crimes but this seems unfair…” 
 
    I huddled next to my super teen team of Jess, Tanya, Lori, Marie, and Jason. “Okay we need a way to turn her back to a regular human,” I said.  
 
    Jason looked us all over. “Now let me get this straight, Jess can control minds and do some magic, Tanya can control time, Lori is cybernetic muscle and Marie cybernetic brain, which lets her change the structure of things.” 
 
    They all nodded. 
 
    Jess looked at the statue. “I could just vanish her!” she suggested. 
 
    “Ah, let’s go for something that doesn’t involve vanishing,” I said. 
 
    “I’ve always wanted to turn somebody into a toad,” Jess offered. 
 
    “Still looking for other options,” I laughed. 
 
    “I got it, Tanya rewinds her in time to the moment before she turned into a super cybernetic mad scientist. Jess makes everybody else believe that this was a natural occurrence,” Jason said. 
 
    “Now that could work,” I nodded thoughtfully. 
 
    “I’ve never reset somebody in time before,” Tanya admitted, a little concerned. 
 
    I put my arm around her. “Well, my friend, there’s a first time for everything!” 
 
    Tanya, Jess and I walked up to the golden doctor. They looked at each other. They knew the timing would have to be perfect to stop her from pounding away again. 
 
    Tanya locked her eyes on the golden doctor and lowered her head. Doctor Stone began to shimmer. She turned back to flesh and blood. She started to shrink. “How long do you have to set her back through time?” Tanya asked. 
 
    “She inserted all those things on herself today when she panicked,” Lori replied. She stuck out her tongue. “She forced us to stick some of the ones on her lower back and her butt.” 
 
    Tanya took a breath. “Good I can do that…I think….” 
 
    Doctor Stone stumbled to her feet. “What’s going on? What am I doing here?” 
 
    I nodded to Jess. “Okay, do your stuff!” 
 
    Jess walked forward. In her cool hypnotic voice, she uttered. “You over-loaded yourself with those weird cybernetic enhancements. You turned into a giant mad scientist. Luckily Super Teen was able to stop you. You exerted so much energy, you burnt out the enhancements. And now the police are taking you to jail!” 
 
    Chief Michaels stepped forward, “Yep, that’s exactly what happened.” He pointed to two of his officers. “Officers, take her away!” 
 
    “But, but…I only wanted to do good…” Doctor Stone whimpered. She glared at Doctor Dangerfield. “You are too cautious!” 
 
    Doctor Dangerfield pointed to all the damage Stone had done. “Look at the destruction you’ve created! Not to mention all the poor animals you experimented with!!” 
 
    The police took Doctor Stone away. I smiled. Things had worked out pretty well. My friends and I had teamed up to stop her.  
 
    Doctor Dangerfield walked over to me and offered me her hand. “Thanks for stopping her!”  
 
    “No problem, Doctor!  I’m just glad I could help. I’m sorry you had to see your research abused like that,” I told her. Yep, it looks like I misjudged Doctor Dangerfield. 
 
    Doctor Dangerfield looked around at the destruction caused by Stone. “Actually I do owe a thank you to poor Gem, she did show me what great potential my work has!” Doctor Dangerfield gave me a weird smile. 
 
    Okay, maybe I hadn’t misjudged her. I guess time would tell! 
 
    For now, though, it had been an amazing start to my summer break. I kind of hoped the rest of my summer would be a bit calmer. Of course, if it wasn’t, that would be cool too. After all, l am Super Teen and now I have super friends! So mega super cool! 
 
     
 
      
 
    Dear Diary: I love the idea of having friends that are super like me. After all, some things, actually most things, are easier when you use teamwork. Good thing, I knew I could count on my family and friends to help me, no matter what.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Find out what happens next in  
 
    Diary of a Super Girl: Book 4 – The Expanding World 
 
    AVAILABLE NOW!! 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    We hope you enjoyed Diary of a Super Girl – Book 3! 
 
    If you did, can you please leave a review?  
 
    Reviews help us to make more sales and write more books. 
 
     We would be really grateful if you can spare some time. 
 
    Thanks so much! 
 
    Katrina and John  
 
      
 
    To leave a review on Amazon.com, please click here: 
 
    http://amzn.to/2opIki6 
 
    To leave a review Amazon.co.uk, please click here: 
 
    http://amzn.to/2nEKLjG 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Here are some more great books that you’re sure to enjoy… 
 
    Diary of a Ghost Buster – Book 1 
 
    Zara the Ghost Zapper 
 
    This is another fun and exciting story of a girl with special powers. Her powers are very different to Lia Strong’s but you’ll be amazed at what she discovers she is capable of! Find out what Zara gets up to in this fabulous new series… 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    If you love books about fantasy and magic crossed with modern-day middle school drama, then you are sure to love this brand new series… 
 
      
 
    Girl Power – A Modern Day Fairy Tale 
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    I Shrunk My Best Friend…Ooops! 
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    Julia Jones’ Diary Book 1 
 
    My Worst Day Ever 
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    Body Swap - Catastrophe 
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    WITCH SCHOOL 
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    Mind Reader – Book 1: My New Life 
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    The Secret – Mind Magic 
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    Don’t forget to subscribe to our website  
 
      
 
    Best Selling Books for Kids 
 
      
 
    You can select any single ebook of your choice for FREE! We will also keep you updated on all our new releases, special deals and send you further free books from time to time, just to say thank you for being a valued subscriber. 
 
      
 
    Click Here to Get Started 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    About the Authors 
 
      
 
      
 
    John Zakour is a humor / SF/ fantasy writer with a Master's degree in Human Behavior.  He has written thousands of gags for syndicated comics, comedians and TV shows (including: Simpsons and Rugrats and, Joan River's old TV show.)  John has written seven humorous SF novels for Daw books (the first The Plutonium Blonde was named the funniest SF book of 2001 by The Chronicle of Science Fiction). John has also written three YA books, four humorous self-help books and three books on HTML.  John has also optioned two TV shows and three movies.  His books may be found here: http://www.amazon.com/John-Zakour/e/B000APS2F0 
 
      
 
      
 
    Katrina Kahler is the Best Selling Author of several series of books, including Julia Jones’ Diary, Mind Reader, The Secret, Diary of a Horse Mad Girl, Twins, Angel, Slave to a Vampire and numerous Learn to Read Books for young children. 
 
    Katrina lives in beautiful Noosa on the Australian coastline. 
 
    You can find all of Katrina’s books here:  
 
    Best Selling Books for Kids 
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