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“Admit it – I’m the weirdest patient you’ve ever seen.” It’s a rainy Thursday afternoon. Bill Clinton is in my office, and the former President is down in the dumps. 

“You aren’t even the weirdest patient I’ve seen today, Bill. How did it start?”

“I don’t want to talk about that.”

“You don’t have to, of course. But don’t you think you should?” I check my notes. “Bill Lucas. Fifty-three, resident of Georgia-“

“EX-resident of Georgia. Sleeping on my brother’s couch in Panama City right now.”

“Unemployed-“

“Have you tried working when you’ve got this face?” Bill gestures at his tired, famous features. “Can’t work at a Wal-Mart, they spit on you. I can’t even shop at Dollar General ... it’s terrible!”

“I can imagine.”

“No, you can’t. People want selfies – I tried charging five dollars a shot, but somebody kicked me in the shin.”

“Oh dear ...”

Bill Lucas straightened up. “I was just trying to make extra money to pay for car repairs. How is that a crime?”

“Well, let’s talk about how it happened.” I said. “You got the call as an adult – a shape-shifting superhero.”

“Right.”

“Things were going okay for a while.” 

“Sure - Some cool rescues, undercover operations. I had to impersonate a gangster – got to be the Godfather for a week. ‘Some day, and that day may never come, I will call upon you to do a service for me. But until that day, consider this justice a gift on my daughter's wedding day.’”

“Doesn’t work as Bill Clinton.”

“Tell me about it. Shapeshifting has some weird challenges – it killed my marriage. She was always asking me to be someone else – John Stamos, Harrison Ford. She wasn’t in love with me anymore.”

“That’s when things started to go bad.”

“Right. So, there I was, my podcast show guest was Dustin Diamond – he cancelled on me.”

“I know that name ...”

“’Screech’ from Saved by the Bell?”

“Oh, right.”

“I was outta options, so I did the entire show as myself and ‘Dustin.’ It was foolproof.”

“He died years ago. You’ve been doing this for a while, haven’t you?”

“Sure ... nobody cared when I did D-list celebrities.

“But then you graduated to bigger names. The lawyers came calling, the Union smelled trouble. Doctor Xanthic performed one of his ‘superhero downgrade’ operations.”

“My show ended, my fans cancelled me.” Bill’s shoulder’s slump. ““Sometimes you commit a misdemeanor and it turns into a capital crime.”

“Let’s look at this crisis as an opportunity,” I tell my patient. “The Union can’t keep your powers from you forever – you’ll be back in the game.”

“But I’m Bill Clinton, now. I don’t even like politics. How’d you like it, Monica Lewinsky jokes and MAGA hats every dang day?”

“Like I said, crisis can be an opportunity. What are you learning from this?”

“Other than ‘don’t pretend to be Bill Clinton?’”

“That’s a start. What’s the bright side of this?”

“At least I don’t look like Hitler, or Alex Jones.”

“Sure. Keep going - what would you tell other shapeshifting heroes?”

“That’s a good question. I have no idea.”

Our session finishes and I get a phone call that sends my heart into my mouth. Ten minutes after that, I’m on my way to Prison Alpha – the Superhero Safety Complex. This is where the rest of the story happens. 

The local Dunkin Donuts coffee was too hot and too sweet, but I needed caffeine. A last-second meeting with the Union at Prison Alpha. What did they want? Did they know?

I had been sweating the past month after the conference. Jessica and her nosy secrets. Work is one hundred percent private. What if the Union finds out - could I protect my daughter? There was no one to ask, so I focused on my work instead.

Let’s review the facts, I told myself. A month of sessions with NightAngel and marriage therapy with Mr. and Mrs. X. Still no progress, but at least I’m giving them a place to vent. That’s healthier than not doing anything at all.

Doctor Xanthic called me direct. Mortimer Cheever will meet me there. We’re to consult on a couple of important cases before the Superheroes Union. Traffic is murder on the Expressway – people forget how to drive in the rain. For a brief second, I wish I had wings like NightAngel.

“You’re assessing Trustfund. See if he’s sane enough for trial,” Doctor Xanthic told me. 

I blinked. “He calls himself ‘Trustfund?’”

“Nah, that’s the name we’re giving him. Thinks of himself as a billionaire playboy. His entire case history reads like a cheap novel. I’m trying to figure out if he’s evil or ... “

“... Crazy?”

Doctor Xanthic sighed. “Yeah. I know you don’t like to use that word. Union’s pretty upset about him, but that’s not half as bad as the second case.”

“Why, what’s wrong with the second one?”

“You’ll see when you get here.”

I flip on the stereo and cringe. Doctor Tammy’s doing the rounds with all your favorite podcasters – this time she’s mixing it up with that Dudebro guy, the Jordan Peterson-type with more tattoos than sense. They’re arguing about the morality of Superhero Therapy.

“I’m just asking questions,” Dudebro’s saying. “Isn’t it possible that Superheroes are actually fine, it’s just us that need therapy?”

“It’s a common misconception that Superheroes are perfect-“

“No, I’m not saying ‘perfect.’ You’re putting words in my-”

“Let’s be honest with ourselves. Superheroes are a different phenotype from humans, homo praepositus, and that transition can be emotionally and mentally stressful.”

Dudebro leaps on her logic to throw Tammy’s words back in her face. “So if we’re different life forms, why are we using homo sapien language to define a homo praepositus?”

I waffle between laughter and despair, listening to the debate. Good for Dudebro: Tammy needs to listen to the words coming out of her own mouth, sometimes. Bad for us: Dudebro’s audience – like him – thinks that being contrarian is the same as being in control.

Shut off the stereo and drive, you fool. 

Prison Alpha is four hours away. The debate about putting a ‘Superhero Jail’ next to the Federal prison in Terra Haute raged for twenty years, coincidentally the same length of time needed to approve the design. 

How do you imprison a superhero? Don’t ask me, because I don’t want to know. They figured a way - Top Secret technologies under miles of classification deployed to keep the bad Supers under control. Nation-state actors constantly attacking to learn the secret sauce. 

Mortimer flies in from New Orleans, a private jet to the Indiana Air Guard strip. Then we’re escorted through a mile of maze-like concrete tunnels to an elevator. A door shuts, and the elevator starts to descend – we’re going down. Very, very far down.

“Cheaper if you built this thing in a mine,” Mortimer comments as we descend. “Or an old missile silo.”

“Something about the soil components,” I said. “That’s all I know.”

“You know?” my colleague peers at me. “Or you just sayin’?”

“Just sayin’.” I still don’t know how they do it, I pray I’ll never find out. Last thing I need is to make myself more of a target than I already am. “Your guess is as good as mine.”

Darn it, Jessica.

The door opens and we’re in the guardhouse – a standard business hallway - is the only visitor access. Musty, dusty odors. Steel-reinforced concrete surrounds us, and then it’s a thousand feet of shale, sandstone, and limestone. Sound falls to the floor – no echoes. Two elevator shafts – one for us and one for ... official use.

We descended again. Prison Alpha is so deep in the Indiana geology that they discovered two separate dinosaur fossils during construction. One of them is in the Natural History Museum in New York, the other is next to us at the check-in desk.

“I didn’t think there were any dinosaurs in Indiana,” Mortimer handed over his ID, glancing at the small trilobite fossil.

“We didn’t think so either, ‘til we started digging.”

“Got the files on this guy?”

“Right here.” The Prison Alpha guard hands us a thick wad of paper and folders, he is a super, too. Skinny, like Eco Knight, but with a ninja’s calm precision and cold killer eyes. “Go through the doors after you hear the buzzer.”

The door opened, and B’Long stood there. “Wait, are you here? Are you actually here?” I asked, looking around. My union rep usually manifested as a psychological projection.

“I’m here this time,” B’Long’s voice was strained. “Taking all I got to keep this kid under control. I hope you can figure out what to do with him.”

I looked at Dr. Cheever. “Maybe we should take the second case first.”

“No, no. You need to be briefed, first.” B’Long answered. “I got him thinking he’s trapped in the Dream Zone – it’ll take time to get out of that. Few hours at least. First case is the easiest, get him off our plate and back to the Feds.”

“Fine.” I sit down at a table and begin to read about Trustfund – trying to connect the case file with what I already knew about him. Family’s a household name, he inherited billions at the age of twenty-two. Now he’s thirty and looking to make his mark on the world. What did CB want, and what did it have to do with the Supers?

“Sting’s in the tale,” Mortimer muttered. They called it ‘Friday Night Poker,’ a long-standing card game that was more like the CIA on steroids. Murder, selective assassination, sabotage of companies like Amazon and Apple. 

What was driving him? Someone gave us a tablet and a video to watch: Trustfund’s visual manifesto. 

“Do you see the pain?” His weak, timid eyes are a strange contrast to chiseled good looks, perfectly styled hair. His tailored suit, the elegant living room with background Steinway, attempt to communicate power because that’s what he’s been told power looks like. “Do you see how they suffer? It has to start somewhere. It has to start sometime. What better place than here? What better time than now?”

“Oh, ye Gods ...” Mortimer murmurs. I shushed him.

“If we really want to make a difference,” Trustfund continues, “we have to fight the real enemies of the world. Every movie, Superhero roughs up some bad guys or kids on a subway to ‘fight crime.’ That’s not real crime. Those aren’t the real bad guys. 

“I’ve lived with the real evil – the 1%, the American oligarchs, cartels. You think you know how bad they are and then you meet them. True sociopaths, narcissistic psychopaths. They really do own the world, they kill millions with their greed, and no one can stop them. Or so they think.”

He held up a finger. “Our plan is simple: One man, one bullet, can change the world. We know who they are, and we know where they are. Start small and easy, Friday Night Poker was Phase One. Once we had a proof-of-concept, we moved onto Phase Two and Three.”

Mortimer pauses the video. “Loves to hear himself talk, don’t he?”

“That’ll come in handy when we interview.” I took notes – FNP, Phase Two and Three. Cartels?

“I could diagnose this guy right here. Four or five different personality disorders.” Mortimer says. 

“Yeah, but is he sane?”

“Million-dollar question. You want to keep watching or start talking?”

“Let’s see what else we learn.” The
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