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ISSUE #0

PERSONAS

The 1980’s.

Building Lego sets was Tyler Goyette’s favorite way to decompress after a day of social stimulation at school, the only thing that truly bothered him about going to Alex P. Keaton Middle School in Hammer City.  He was an excellent student.  He got straight A’s.  The only question he usually ever asked the teacher was “is this right?” And the answer was usually a resounding “yes”.

By far, the toughest part of Tyler’s social experience at school was the bullying he dealt with from his classmates.  Long before social media, long before so-called “influencers” were getting cancelled for being ableist, fat-shaming or otherwise hateful, Tyler was constantly taunted for his looks.  Representatives of pretty much every social group would shout “Uggball” at him as he walked down his school’s hallways, a reference to a popular toy at the time.

Uggballs were rubber, bouncy balls designed to look like a scary or deformed face.  There was an Uggball with a pig nose.  There were Uggballs with scars, stitches, and tire tracks on their faces.  There was a mummy Uggball and an Uggball with horns.  They were the Garbage Pail Kids of sporting goods, and it was clearly a derogatory reference.

This was simply because Tyler had a noticeable deformity that affected two very prominent parts of his face.  His forehead was large, and a bump protruded from it, like a movie theatre screen had been struck by a meteor.  Or like his brain was too big to fit in there, the storyline Tyler preferred.  And his lip was permanently swollen in such a way that it lifted his mouth to the side.  Watching a marathon of Twilight Zone episodes on UHF after school convinced Tyler that he was the offspring of a Kanamit from ‘To Serve Man’ and one of the nurses from ‘Eye of the Beholder’, his favorite episode.  And that his real parents, Richard and Angie Goyette, had adopted him.  I wish my classmates would watch ‘Eye of the Beholder’, Tyler thought.  Such an important message about how to view your looks.

Tyler was using a unique ability he possessed, that of telekinesis, to make his Legos float.  He wanted to challenge himself by building a 467-piece Lego set completely in mid-air.  When his mother poked her head into the living room, asking him to change the channel on the television, it didn’t break Tyler’s concentration one bit.  “Daddy’s going to be home soon, and you know he watches the news,” she reminded him.  Tyler changed the channel with his mind powers, making the dial turn from an old Chuck Norris movie on channel 6 to Channel 10 News without looking at the TV.  He continued building his Lego spaceship without putting it down or letting it drop.  “Good boy,” Angie said, walking into the living room.

“Hey, Mom!  You know why there are no streets named after Chuck Norris?” Tyler asked, repeating a joke his uncle told him about his favorite action movie star.

Confident she heard this one before, Angie replied, “Because no one would dare cross Chuck Norris.”  Laughing along with Tyler, Angie started tickling her son, playfully poking his side before taking an empty cup out of the room to be washed.  Even being tickled and the corresponding giggle fit did not break Tyler’s concentration on the still-floating Lego spacecraft.

An aging anchorman with bronzed skin and slicked back hair appeared on the TV screen, smiling wide with a mouth full of ivory Chiclets.  “Good evening, I’m Sprague Tanner and this is the news,” he introduced himself concisely.  “More international tension today as Doctor Spamberg Doxx, sovereign ruler of the island nation of Mutantis, addressed the United Nations via conference call.  Doc Doxx has been accused of countless human rights violations, both in his own country and abroad.  Here’s what he had to say about accusations that he’s been abducting uniquely powered individuals from American soil.”

“Humans that nature has gifted with metahuman abilities do not belong in any country that treats them as second-class citizens, where they get labelled as vigilantes simply for trying to help their fellow man where law enforcement has failed,” Doxx insisted while addressing delegates from all over the world.  “They are not handicapped!  They can do productive things you can’t!  Their inclusion is an asset!”  His voice was deep and statesman-like.  His face was covered with a fox mask, painted white with pink stripes.  A black hood cast a shadow over the mask as a cape draped over his well-tailored suit and tie.  “And make no mistake!  They are your superiors!  Each one of your nations exist on lands nature intended homo-superior to inherit!  Normal humans are hemorrhoids on the butt cheeks of evolutionary progress, making this planet’s inevitable growth more painful, as it agitates the victors!”

Lowering his voice a bit, so his point would be heard, Doxx added, “I simply give my kind the opportunity to live in a country that does not oppress them, where they can contribute to society with the utmost appreciation.  A nation where every citizen is regarded as a superhero, just for being themselves!”  Lifting the metal glove he was wearing on his right hand, Doxx looked off camera and upwards.  “When my hover ship passes through the waterfall that separates Mutantis from the surrounding world, for a metahuman, it is a rebirth, a reckoning, a baptism...into a post-human being!”

“Doc Doxx made no comments on the atrocious way normal humans are treated in his nation, often being forced to work in government-owned sweat shops,” the newscaster added.  “He only spoke of attempts to improve the world economy.”

The report made Tyler think of Derek, a classmate of his.

Derek was the only kid at school who stuck up for Tyler when the kids were shouting “Uggball” at him.  He would often put his arm around Tyler and whisper “Don’t worry about it” before shouting “Knock it off, retards!  You’re no prize yourself!” to the jeering kids.  Sometimes his retaliatory quips were more pointed, witty, sarcastic, sometimes profane, depending on how he felt.  And how he felt was often based on how his father was treating him lately, which, in turn, was based on how much his father had been drinking.

But today, Derek didn’t say a word to the taunting masses.  He slipped a flyer into Tyler’s jacket and whispered, “Time for you to get out of here, bro,” before stopping to flirt with a student math teacher.  He called her “sweetheart” and inquired whether or not she taught any modeling classes too.  Tyler read Derek’s flyer on the bus ride home and couldn’t believe what he had in his possession.

Tyler heard the rumors and saw the reports on the news, that Doc Doxx was sneaking stealth hover ships into United States airspace to pick up metahumans who wanted to live in Mutantis.  But now he had an invitation, insider information distributed through underground channels rebellious young people might frequent in a pre-Internet world.  There would be a gathering in a Hammer City shipyard tonight for any metahumans who wanted to move to Mutantis.  They didn’t need money, documentation, or even parental permission.

Possibilities were swirling around the rich imagination of this telekinetic when a pick-up truck pulled up to his house with the words ‘Hammer City Grid’ on the side.  Tyler’s dad, Richard, got out of the truck with his dirty uniform on and a toolbox in his hand.  He came into the house, greeting his wife with a kiss before turning to scowl at his son.

“I told you to knock that off!” he barked into the living room before saying to his wife, “What if the neighbors were to see?”  But Tyler was in his own little world.  He was paying more attention to his floating building project than the reasons his father would have to order him to conceal his unique ability from the world.  He continued to work as his father became angry at the indignity of being ignored.  “At least draw the damn drapes!”

“He’s not hurting anybody,” Angie spoke softly, trying to calm the situation.  But Richard saw Tyler’s not drawing the drapes, like he was asked, as extra defiant, considering Tyler could do it with his mind powers, without getting up or stopping his building.

“His face is hurting my eyes,” Richard coldly blurted out.  “As if that weren’t enough of an embarrassment, now he has to flaunt being a freak?”

“People are going to make fun of me either way, Dad,” Tyler finally spoke, eyes fixed on his Lego progress.  “They’re the embarrassment, showing their moral character.  My face is just the rope they use to hang themselves.”

Taking that comment personally, Richard stormed over to the floating Lego set and swatted it out of the air.  It smashed to pieces on the living room floor.  “I’ll hang you if you don’t knock that devil crap off!”

Angie wasn’t sure what was happening at first when her husband just froze in place, his scolding finger inches from Tyler’s face.  But she knew Tyler had something to do with it when her husband started floating, his feet slowly lifting off the carpet.

“You’re going to hang me?” Tyler asked calmly, knowing full well his father couldn’t talk in his current state.  Tyler’s telekinetic powers were lifting his father by his neck, applying pressure that caused the angry electrician to gag when he tried to speak.  “With what?”  Richard’s belt suddenly flew off his pants and into Tyler’s hand.  “With this?”

Angie let out a scream when the front window of her house was shattered by the body of her husband, creating a fireworks display of broken glass.  By the time Angie ran outside to tend to her bleeding spouse, lying in the bushes with his pants falling down, Tyler was upstairs in his bedroom.  The thrill of using his powers openly and not holding back for the first time prompted Tyler to move more things with his mind.

His bedroom closet flew open, and his suitcase popped out.  It was hovering towards Tyler, opening and closing like Pac-Man’s mouth.  Bureaus and cabinets slid open as well.  Clothes, socks and underwear swan dived into the suitcase, seemingly by themselves as Tyler moved his arms like he was conducting an orchestra.  The suitcase soon closed tight, and Tyler was packed for his journey, suitcase in hand and Walkman clipped to his hip.

The neighbors surrounding Tyler’s still-conscious father, including the one who called an ambulance, all watched in astonishment as Tyler used his powers to hover gently out of his second story bedroom window.  His feet touched the sidewalk, facing the street, and he just kept walking.  He callously walked away from his injured father, his supportive, but enabling mother and the house he grew up in.  He drowned out the surrounding noise with ‘Patience’ by Guns and Roses on his Walkman headphones.

By the time Richard shouted “Good riddance, crater face” to his only son, Tyler was too far away to hear him, headphones or not.  The sound of the incoming ambulance drowned out his voice further, so all Richard did was broadcast his atrocious parenting skills to a few concerned neighbors.
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Tyler was surprised at the number of metahumans a simple underground flyer campaign attracted to this shipyard.  Some were partying hard, slam-dancing to hair band music from an overhead speaker.  Others were patiently waiting for the advertised Mutantis hover ship.  Some were skateboarding, chatting, or bouncing Uggballs to each other.  There were at least a hundred metas here, of all ages and backgrounds, both metahumans who received superpowers through circumstance, and mutants who were born with them.  Tyler was even more surprised when he found Derek in this bustling crowd.

“You’re one of us?”  Tyler was flabbergasted.

“Yeah, buddy!” Derek replied, opening his hand so a fireball could dance there.  “But from now on, call me Propane.”

“Propane?”

“Yes.  We all take on new names when we apply for Mutantis citizenship.  Names that mean something to us and the thing that makes us different,” Propane explained.  “And sometimes we take on a name where we embrace the hate we’ve received in the past.  Takes the sting out of it so we can move on with our lives as metas and mutants.”  Propane nodded to a tall young man who floated down from overhead rafters with messy hair on his oversized lollipop head, slowly exhaling before his feet touched the ground.  “Like my buddy Balloon Head over there.”

“How did you know I was a mutant?” Tyler asked.  “I’ve never used my powers in school or anywhere else, except home.  How come you didn’t think I was some deformed kid?”

“Like Rocky Dennis?”

“Ha.  Yeah.”

“I’ve seen you use your powers without realizing it,” Propane said.  “We all let it slip once in a while.  Normies wouldn’t recognize, but I did.”

“When?”

“Gym class, during dodgeball.  A couple times, the ball would bounce long before it got to you,” Propane said, laughing.  “I assumed you were telekinetic.  And a wuss.”

Laughing along, Tyler knew Propane’s humor came from a place of love and friendship, because he felt strongly that it was important for metas to be honest about their quirks.  Far cry from my dad, he acknowledged, endlessly happy to be away from home.

“Well, I’m no Chuck Norris,” Tyler shrugged.

“No one is,” Propane replied.  “That guy can dribble a bowling ball.  When he lifts weights, the weights get in shape.”

“I heard he won an arm-wrestling match with both hands tied behind his back.  Isn’t he in the Guiness Book of World Records?”

“Well, I mean, that book is his diary.”

Before Tyler could ask if there were other metas in their school, a hover ship appeared overhead, after being in stealth mode for its entire trip across the ocean.  The rock music lowered its volume and the party died as the hover ship lowered to the ground, landing on four metal legs.  A door creaked open, quickly becoming a ramp, allowing armed soldiers to march down it.  These were representatives of the Mutantis Armed Forces, each one a powerful metahuman loyally serving a militaristic country.

One scorpion-tailed soldier dispensed instructions to the crowd, using a firm voice, the second mouth on his neck, and a bullhorn.  The crowd was submissive, prompt and soon formed five separate lines, as they were told, kindly helping children and the elderly where needed.  There was a representative from the Mutantis Census Bureau at the front of each line who wanted everyone’s “name and proof of superpower”.  Tyler made his suitcase float, orbiting around his head, so that second question didn’t really need to be asked.

“Telekinesis?”

“No doubt!” Tyler said proudly, lowering his suitcase so he could grab it again.

The lizard-skinned bureau rep sensed excitement coming from Tyler, thanks to the huge smile and wide eyes on his unusual face.  He was both determined and elated to leave his old life behind.  Not just his life, but his old self.  He, like his parents, was saying goodbye to Tyler Goyette.

“Name?” the rep asked Tyler, licking her eyeballs with her slippery tongue as she tapped a pen on her clipboard.

“Uggball.”

***
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Uggball didn’t know how fast this hover ship travelled.  He didn’t know it slipped into a pocket dimension, which would explain how it went invisible and avoided radar detection too.  All he knew was that it got to Mutantis, in the South Indian Ocean, very quickly.

Uggball watched the videos, playing on many large screens in this ship, explaining how Mutantis functioned, everything from the economy to different degrees of citizenship to the military and the laws.  Most of the narration was done by Doc Doxx himself, who also appeared on the screen.  Since these videos were on a loop, once Uggball had seen all of them, he slipped his headphones back on and drowned out his surroundings with music.

Propane found Uggball when it was about time for the ship to dock.  “Follow me,” he invited, taking his friend over to a small port, behind some crates he just moved to the side.  “This is a better view,” Propane said.  And he was right.  This port allowed Uggball to see Mutantis Island from above as they were approaching.  He saw the sparkling waterfall Doxx mentioned on the news.  And when this ship passed through it, it was like a crystal curtain with paradise on the other side.

Uggball saw bustling cities bursting from jungles, wedged between mountain cliffs and valleys.  He saw flying vehicles and flying people, because, as Doxx pointed out in the video, 95% of Mutantis’ population was either meta or mutant.  Uggball quickly understood Doxx’s claim that Mutantis technology was “as advanced as our people.”  As the ship got closer, Uggball saw more and more unique individuals like himself and their quirks, either physical or ability based.  Some of them were hard-working citizens going about their daily business.  Others were law enforcement personnel keeping Mutantis safe with their powers and weapons.  When the ship landed in Spamberg, Mutantis’ capital city, there was a sigh of relief from every meta on board, followed by cheering, shouting and jubilant applause.

With ‘Paradise City’ blasting in his ears, Uggball followed Propane and the rest of the passengers off this ship and onto the lush, green grass, unique architecture, and tropical surroundings of this mutant paradise.  He passed many girls he thought were pretty as he went deeper and deeper into this whole new world.

“I’ve been taken home,” Uggball said out loud, thrilled to be living out the lyrics to his favorite Guns and Roses songs with people who understood him, even as a cold November rain began to fall.  “Take me home.”

––––––––
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Decades later.  Hammer Beach.

The expected hustle, bustle and snail’s pace traffic of the Memorial Day weekend was only exacerbated when the Hammer City Police Department closed down the beach, due to an unexpected situation with a beached whale.  There was traffic backed up for miles as police officers escorted emergency vehicles and news vans through the wall of traffic.

News reporters soon lined the beach, preparing to either film a segment for the evening news or go live on their respective networks.  They were being civil about it, but each reporter clamored for a spot where the beached whale was visible behind them.  They reported what the police told them, that the cops were waiting for a marine biologist from Hammer University to advise them on the matter.  And that the Mayor was on her way to Hammer Beach to make a statement.

Suddenly, one of the cops saw someone, a blue-skinned nineteen-year-old named Matthew, walking briskly towards the whale.  No one knew how this young man got on the beach, now closed off by caution tape and armed officers.  None of them saw him pop out of the sand like he was made of the stuff.  They only saw him walk towards the whale, his phone out, live streaming footage of the whale to a few hundred followers on the world’s most popular social media network, Flip Flop.

“Son!” shouted one cop as he ran after Matthew.  “You can’t be here!”  A few more cops followed the first as Matthew ignored them, continuing to film the sick whale.  “Son!  This beach is closed!  Hello?”

His eyes glowing, Matthew discouraged the cops from getting any closer by causing a thick wall of sand to knife up behind him.  Understandably, this got just as much attention from the surrounding media as the beached whale.  The wall soon cracked, broke apart and dissipated.  A gust of wind created a sandstorm that blinded both reporter and cop.

And because both the cops and the media were keeping their distance, Matthew got the best, most intimate, stellar shot of the whale as it started rising from the wet sand.  The whale was being lifted by an otherwise average looking twenty-one-year-old girl named Heather Castile, wearing a blue one-piece diver’s suit, her feet planted in the sand as she hoisted the whale onto her shoulders.

And then she started flying, carrying the hundred-ton mammal into the air as her feet lifted off the sand.  She rose higher and higher, to the astonishment of all onlookers.  The news crews and the cops were both too frightened to come closer, so Heather’s Flip Flop page (@justheather) beat every news network in the city to the best, clearest footage of this amazing event.

She flew the whale out to sea, her speed steadily increasing until she disappeared over the horizon.  And Matthew just kept streaming, smiling as he read the influx of enthusiastic comments popping up on the screen, along with hearts, thumbs up and even monetary gifts.  Seconds later, Heather returned to the beach with a whoosh, landing right in front of Matthew with her knee in the sand, prompting many commenters to type some variation of ‘Whoa! Superhero landing!’

Heather rose from her crouched position, brown hair whipping in the wind.  Reporters from six international news networks rushed to get closer to her, ignoring the fervent warnings of the cops they were trampling.  But Heather followed Matthew’s example of ignoring these reporters completely.  Her Flip Flop feed was her contribution to the world, her outlet for content creation, community building and steady cash flow.

So, all she did was look into her friend’s camera phone, speaking to Matthew and now thousands of others who were supporting her live stream.  She made one humble, heartfelt request to all of them.

“Be sure to like and subscribe!”

The mischievous, metahuman couple was out of sight before the wave of journalists could ask them any questions directly.  Footage of Heather flying away with Matthew in her arms showed up on every news outlet (and went viral) a few hours later.

Lounging on the couch in Matthew’s Hammer City University dorm room that evening, Heather scrolled through photos and videos of her whale exploits on different online news platforms.  Matthew was on his laptop a few feet away, editing a video of Heather’s whale rescue for her Flip Flop page.  He made it look professional with cuts, fades, and music, doing something he loved to do for the woman he loved.​

“This video you shot is beautiful,” Matthew told Heather, his focus broken for a few seconds.  He was combining the footage he shot on the beach with footage Heather sent him, close-up aerial footage of the whale swimming away.  The whale blew a geyser into the air as if to say thank you before diving deep into the water, promptly vacating its bowels in a trail of fecal exhaust.

“I got a selfie with the whale’s tail coming up in the background,” Heather said, scrolling through videos on Flip Flop of her fellow metahuman influencers.  Many of them were metas she’s known for years, from that time she saved the planet from a space slug named Slurptooth.  The fire-breathing beauty named Butane now had a cooking channel on Flip Flop, where she would flambe with a bottle of rum in her hand and no stove.  Power-absorbing diva Sponge Dave, who now went by she/her pronouns, had a fashion channel where she would travel the world, interviewing super models and designers.  Mutant musician Arctic had a reaction channel called Noob San 79, where people would suggest anime he’s never seen for him to watch.  And they were all very successful, with hundreds of thousands of subscribers each.  This was enough for companies to want to sponsor their content for ad revenue.  “Don’t forget to stick the ad I did with my mom into the whale video,” Heather reminded Matthew.

“Already done, babe,” Matthew replied as Heather got off the couch and walked over to his desk.  She kissed Matthew on the cheek as they watched the commercial together on his laptop.  The ad was for Latchkey Meals, a subscription service that delivered already prepared meals in boxes for busy people and families.  Heather’s mom, Mia Castile, played a single mom coming home from work, looking tired and disheveled.  She was relieved when Heather burst through the door with a Latchkey Meals T-shirt on, using her super speed to prepare a full meal for three children.

“Those kids are my mom’s cousins,” Heather offered a behind-the-scenes tidbit.  “They’re adorable.  The camera loves them.”

“Latchkey Meals,” onscreen Heather addressed her audience, hands on her hips in a superhero pose.  “For latchkey kids.  Use promo code HEATHER for 10% off your first month’s subscription.”

“Oh, snap!” real Heather exclaimed, looking at her watch.  “I’m late for the podcast.”

“She-Bear Bobbie!” Matthew remembered.  Turning towards Heather, all he saw was her bathrobe dropping to the couch as she took off with superhuman speed.  Three seconds later, Heather came out of the bathroom in the outfit she wanted to wear to her next promo gig.

“How do I look?” Heather asked.  Matthew rose from his desk and wrapped his arms around her.

“Beautiful,” he said, giving her a kiss.  “I’ll get all this whale stuff posted tonight.  Are we still hanging out after my psych class?”

“Absolutely,” Heather replied, kissing him again.  “Thank you so much for everything.  I love you.”

“I love you...” Matthew said.  His sentiment was interrupted when Heather ran off faster than a speeding bullet train.  “Too.”

***
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An hour later, Heather was behind a microphone, being interviewed by one of the most popular podcasters on the metahuman scene.  The host’s name was She-Bear Bobbie, a heavy-set female with a bright floral pattern dress and a five o’clock shadow that made it clear that she was assigned male at birth.

And the show was called ‘Insure My Carcast’.  It started out as a joke when Bobbie was in college, a little side hustle that would help her pay her car insurance.  She started it after getting into a car accident, one that greatly increased her rates and proved, in her mind, that she was actually female.  But it took off.  Her combination of improv skills, witty punchlines, likeability, and pop culture references found an audience that just kept growing.  It allowed her to pay, not only her car insurance, but all her student loan debt.

“This is She-Bear Bobbie.  My pronouns are she/they and you are listening to ‘Insure My Carcast’.  My guest today is one of the most popular Flip Flop influencers on the metahuman scene.  She’s strong.  She’s beautiful.  She just threw a whale back in the ocean like a boss!  Say hello to Heather Castile!”

“Hello, everyone,” Heather greeted Bobbie’s audience.  “It’s great to be here.”

“Great to have you.  I’m gonna cut to the chase, Heather.  I’ve wanted to interview you for a long time, because one of the reasons I’ve been having metahuman influencers on this podcast is to sort of build up the courage to come out with my own story,” Bobbie explained, brushing long curly hair behind her ear.  “I want to tell the world how I got my superpowers and what they are in the first place.  I’ve never revealed that publicly and you are one of the most open public metahumans I know of.  I love the way everything you are is on display.”

“Well, thank you.”

“I mean, you’re the one who abolished the whole ‘secret identity’ thing that categorized superheroes for so long.  That’s where your net handle, Just Heather, comes from, isn’t it?”

“Well, I did that by accident, honestly,” Heather admitted.  “Some news reporter was asking me what my superhero name was, and I didn’t really have one.  And it kind of pissed me off that they would just assume I would be Magma Girl, after the supervillain father I never met.”

Bobbie had done enough research to know that Heather was indeed the biological daughter of a maniacal alien from the doomed planet Uranus named Magma Man, who posed as a superhero years ago to gain the public’s trust before trying to destroy both Earth and Neptune.  “Rude,” she interjected.

“I know, right?  So, I just shrugged and said, ‘Look, I’m just Heather’ before flying the heck out of there.”

“And it went viral, before you really had any social media presence to speak of.”

“Exactly.  I was trying to distance myself from my father and it caught fire.”

“Well, I can understand why trying to distance yourself from your father would resonate with people,” Bobbie said, snickering.  “I’m sure your foster father let you play with Barbies and wear nail polish when you were a kid.”

“He did, yes,” Heather said.  “My foster parents are wonderful people, both of them.  My dad passed away years ago, but I just did a Flip Flop video with my mom.”

“That’s great.”

“But to be honest, y’know, when I used to play with Barbies, I would make them fight each other.  Like, I pretended they were in this warrior tournament, fighting over the title of Malibu Barbie.  Like Malibu Barbie was the trophy.”

“Instead of Ken.”

“Right,” Heather laughed.  “They used to slice each other up with red crayons.  It was brutal.  So, I don’t think I was ever that traditionally girly either.  No tea parties or any of that crap.”

“I did something similar, actually,” Bobbie related.  “I was, like, nine or ten, pretending my neighbor’s Barbie dolls were fighting over my Captain Kirk doll and my dad flipped out.  He thought I was a boy at the time, and he yelled at me in front of everyone.  He was especially mad that I was doing it outside, like, in public, where the rest of the trailer park could see me.  And I really caught heck when I started crying.  Ohhhh, ‘boys don’t do that’!”

“That’s terrible,” Heather said compassionately.  “Because I don’t think nail polish and Barbie dolls are necessarily feminine anyway, like a dress or a bow in your hair.”

“Especially if the Barbies are doing Mortal Kombat,” Bobbie quipped.

“Exactly.  And nail polish can be a masculine color.”

“Like a punk rock kind of thing.”

“Right.  And crying, my word, that just means you have feelings,” Heather said.  “More men should show emotion once in a while.  That’s one thing I love about my foster parents.  My dad, rest in peace, was very nurturing.  I was very young when he passed, I barely remember him, but I remember how kind he was.”

“What’s the most annoying comment you’ve ever gotten on your Flip Flop content?” Bobbie quickly flipped the topic.  “Or that you keep getting on your content?”

“People asking me to be sexier or show more skin.  Thirst traps, I believe they’re called,” Heather answered, sipping water from the Latchkey Meals travel mug she brought with her.

“Oh, good Lord!” Bobbie bellowed before laughing.

“And it’s usually a specific collection of older men with pictures of their wives and kids on their profile,” Heather added.  “Asking me if I have an Only Pervs page.”

“Rude.  I don’t do thirst traps either, but should I be insulted that nobody’s ever asked?” Bobbie inquired.

“Ha.  No way.  You do you,” Heather replied.  “I just think it’s messed up that people can watch my content, where I use my superhuman powers to save people’s lives, animals too, and all they can think of is, y’know, ‘Let’s see your boobs!’”

“That is so disrespectful to the life and legacy of all the superheroes who risked their lives to save mankind,” Bobbie said with sincerity.  “People tell you that your content will get more attention if you show more.  But then, people who do that are criticized for wanting attention.”

Heather laughed at the double standard.  “All part of being a woman on the Internet,” she said.  “Being a superhero without a secret identity exposes me enough.  I’d rather keep my clothes on.”

“More conversation with Heather in a few minutes,” Bobbie told the audience, pulling out a roll of what looked like duct tape with flowers on it.  “But now a word from our sponsor, Crotch Tape.  Gender has nothing to do with private parts, but if your gender expression requires you to tuck something back, try Crotch Tape.  Use promo code SHE-BEAR for 10% off your next purchase.”

***
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Marching down a long hallway in his underground lair, filled with shadows, heating pipes, bats and rats, Doc Doxx looked up at a towering screen.  There were computer simulations, calculations, and data blipping by so fast that they could only be understood by someone like Doxx...or his trusted right-hand man, the white-haired mutant scientist named Uggball.  There was also a clock at the bottom of this screen, ticking down minute by minute, second by second, with three days left.

“Good morning, Master,” Uggball greeted Doxx, sipping coffee from a mug brandishing the Mutantis Seal of the Emperor.  “I received your message, about the United States soldiers who infiltrated your palace back home.”

“They’ve been captured,” Doxx calmly assured him.  “I’m having them brought here before I contact the United States President for negotiations.  They’re on a hover ship.  They should be here in fifteen minutes.”

“You want me to scramble the communication signal?” Uggball asked.

“Yes.  I want President Towanda to assume this lair is in Mutantis, but I don’t want her to be sure.  Confusion can be a powerful ally, especially with online communication.”

“Understood, Master,” Uggball agreed, following Doxx into another section of this lab.  There Doxx inspected an enormous machine, a hundred feet long, thirty feet high, with many rapidly spinning, loud metal parts.  Pink laser beams connected one section of this device to the next.  Each part was spinning in the same direction, but at a different speed.  “Everything is on track for the merging,” Uggball said.  “But one minor complication has arisen.”

“Report,” ordered Doxx.

“As we discussed, when this dimension’s Earth merges with Earth from Dimension 616, it will replace every normal human on the planet with their super powered doppelganger,” Uggball explained.  “But our research has shown that there are some normal humans in our dimension who don’t have a 616 variant.”

“That may interfere with the merging.”

“It may, or at least make the transfer unstable.  We might have creatures spilling in from Dimension X.  We can’t be too careful.”

“Send the word out...to everyone we know with hoodlums we can hire.  Give them a burner phone with Flip Flop tracker software and a list of...stragglers, we’ll call them.”

“So, they can strangle the stragglers,” Uggball tried out a very forced pun, something he usually did in the morning before coffee woke his brain up.

“Exactly!  Offer $4000 cash for every straggler death,” Doc Doxx ordered.  “Proof required.  In the meantime, if any of these stragglers have an online presence, I will dig up dirt on them faster than a warp speed plow!  That will be my calling card.  That’s how they will know I am coming.  Suddenly, a plethora of embarrassing social media posts from their past will be everywhere, allowing their digital buttocks to be prodded, probed, and judged by the voracious ignorance and self-righteousness of a politically whorish public!”  Uggball could see the glee in Doxx’s eyes, through the holes in his fox mask as he ranted about causing online chaos.  “And it shall be known as...doxing!”

Doc Doxx’s unbridled passion for his evil new idea, and his maniacal laughter, were both interrupted when a team of Mutantis soldiers dragged two handcuffed, bloodied members of the U.S. military into his lab.  They were thrown down hard and threatened to stay there with machine guns.  Doxx turned to Uggball, who knew what was next.  “Connect me with President Towanda!”
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ISSUE #1

PRESENTATION
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Running at incalculable speeds with the red and yellow chicken mask that had become his staple in this world, Jerry Tork slowed to a stop in front of his own house.  Thanks to the glowing skull ring he was wearing, a tool that greatly amplified his amazing speed, Jerry was able to travel back in time and change the destiny of the woman he loved, Talia Sullivan.

He wasn’t fast enough to catch her when arch-criminal Johnny Clownhead dropped her from the Hammer City Bridge onto some jagged rocks.  But when Jerry was chosen by a skull ring, a mildly sentient alien artifact that floats around this universe, feeding off the righteous anger of individuals, granting them great power, he was more than fast enough.  He was fast enough to travel back in time, save his beloved and come back to an alternate reality where he had been married to Talia for years.  They had a life together and a five-year-old son named Max.

But as reality gelled over the time travel changes Jerry’s alter ego, the Speed Chicken, made, there were changes Jerry didn’t expect.  Changes that had nothing to do with Jerry’s actions, but that were proof of the unpredictable power of timeline ripples.  If reality was a gel, the ripples were like tidal waves that could violently toss other things around.

Jerry didn’t want his son growing up in a world where slavery had never been abolished in the United States, a

















[image: image]


























[image: image]



































d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





