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A Bad Partnership

Outside the Big Hero City Bank, June
10, 2012, 12:00pm.

 


BRENT HAD BEEN A BASTARD FROM THE
BEGINNING. He and Tim had been working together for almost six
years now. They have begun as small-time heroes doing the rounds on
the street and through a series of coincidences had risen to
stardom among the people of Hero City.

It had been an event filled ride and one that
had made them both reasonably wealthy. However, there was one thing
that Tim could just not tolerate about his partner, the lead man on
the two man team, and that was the sheer amount of drink the man
took in on a daily basis. Every time they had a big win there had
to be a celebration and Brent's lackeys would hang around causing
problems and getting into fights.

As if to make things worse, today Brent had
decided that today was going to be the day that he was going to
come to work drunk.

The man himself was dancing on top of a police
car, just a short distance away, singing a rather bawdy cabaret
song and screaming abuse at the crowd standing nearby.

"Get off the car, you idiot!" Tim
yelled.

Brent didn't listen - he never did, which was
part of the problem.

Tim looked straight ahead of the Big Hero City
Bank building in front of them. Their job this time was to figure
out how to get a group of bank robbers to let their hostages go and
come out all nice and ready to be arrested.

The reality of the situation wasn’t that simple
and everyone here, including the police, knew that this wasn't
going to end without a bit of bloodshed. The problem with that
wasn't that the bank robbers were tough burly men with guns and
probably a reasonable range of explosives, but that Brent, most
likely, considering his state, was going to go in there with all
guns blazing, leaving the city several dead bodies and maybe a
hostage dead or injured to hide from the evening news.

‘With great wealth, comes great
opportunity’. Both of them had been fitted with suits by their
sponsor companies that were powered by various robotic devices that
Tim didn't understand very well, even though he had tried to read
the manual several times, and made them both about as dangerous as
a tank.

The criminals inside started to fire their
weapons out the windows at the police cars. Brent jumped off the
police car and did a back flip to the ground, barely avoiding
getting shot.

Tim, on the other hand, stood very still,
letting his suit deal with the bullets, marking where the shooters
were firing from.

"Jack. Do your snipers have a shot on those men
in the windows?"

The chief of police mumbled something into his
microphone.

"Come again?"

"Of course we do, you idiot!"

The man wasn’t the biggest fan of anyone in a
suit. A few years ago his daughter had been killed when a hero,
trying to save an old lady from a truck as she crossed the street,
accidentally knocked the young girl out in front of a car. This had
been almost 20 years ago, but the police chief knew how to hold a
grudge and he held it against all heroes, everywhere and
anywhere.

"Get ready to shoot," Tim said into his inbuilt
microphone.

There was confirmation from the various snipers
on the roofs of the buildings over the road. Tim knew that if he
let Brent go inside that things would just turn into one huge
massacre.

Pity he won’t just die doing something like
that. Brent was surprisingly resistant to dying for a man that
could barely walk straight.

Tim looked at the building and sighed. He was
well aware of the fact that L&G Electrics, their biggest
sponsor, was looking into whether they wanted to renew their
contract with the team. It was a major cause of concern for Tim,
who earned his living as a professional hero, and it would have
been for Brent if he wasn’t always wasted.

He walked close enough to the bank to be in
range of the robbers.

Tim reached up and unbuckled his helmet,
dropping it down to the concrete beside him and exposing his face
to the robbers’ sights.

Pretty much everybody knew about Tim and Brent
and exactly what their suits could do. It wasn’t unheard of for
heroes to have bodies modified by various machinery or experimental
nanomachines, which had been universally adopted among villains
already, but Tim was mostly human. He would die if they shot him
and he knew it.

One of the robbers took the bait and leaned out
the window for a good shot on his head. Tim hoped the snipers were
alert and ready to shoot.

He brought both of his arms up and reached for
a little hook built into the outside of the glove just under the
index finger of his right hand. A burst of flame tore out and
ripped into the front of the bank. The robbers seeing him on the
offensive could not help but return fire.

Gunfire filled the air and the crowd shied back
as round after round was poured in his direction.

There were cracks from all angles as the
snipers began shooting at the windows and Tim brought his hands up
across his face to protect himself.

He got lucky and none of the bullets managed to
score a shot on his head. The bullet-proof armor on his forearms
stopped the rounds from penetrating his skull and sending a nice
glittering stream of red from the back of his head onto the
pavement behind him.

He saw that there were only two of the outside
shooters left and he quickly charged the front doors of the bank,
ready to press his advantage.

Leaping inside he saw the two men standing at
the windows reloading and preparing to shoot out into the crowd
outside.

He slammed his hands together and pushed a
button just on the outside of his palm.

Little heat seeking cables slipped out and shot
towards the two men and one of the hostages nearby.

Tim winced as the hostage started to shake and
the men fell to the ground. Collateral damage: It was an
unfortunate reality of being a hero.

A man in a mask jumped out from behind the
counter. He put his hands up and dropped his weapon to the floor.
Tim watched him carefully thinking that it was a little too early
for the robbers to be giving up just yet.

There was a click from one side and he rolled
over pushing his hand out to bring himself back up. The man
standing near the counter dropped down towards his gun as Tim
pushed into the floor with his feet and, relying on the strength of
the suit to throw his body into a short somersault, flipped over
the two shots the man got off before Tim bought both of his hands
out and squeezed his fists together.

"Static shock!"

A lot of the abilities on his suit were voice
operated and, as a result, each had its own special technique name.
This one wasn't that spectacular and sounded a lot cooler than it
was.

A short arc of electricity shot out at the
metal objects nearest to Tim.

The hostages lying on the floor started to
scream as their cell phones exploded in small bursts of sparks and
watches were electrified, causing painful shocks to their unlucky
wearers. Thankfully, he was close enough to come into contact with
the man and his gun.

The criminal cried out in agony as the gun
nearly exploded in his face and dropped it to the floor.

Tim charged the man, grabbing him by the shirt
and dragging him along the ground to slam hard into his friend by
the counter, who was just popping up to send Tim to an early
death.

They both hit the ground – bleeding and out
cold.

Tim turned to the crowd.

"Everything is going to be okay."

Just as he started to speak, Brent rushed
through the door and brought his hands up into a large V above
him.

Tim, realizing what was about to happen, rushed
forward towards the man just as he said, “Blaze of
Death."

The people in the room screamed, probably
having seen this very technique used on television and the result
of it.

Tim had two choices in front of him. On one
side, he could duck and dive for cover, praying he survived the
aftermath and, on the other, he could push Brent out the door with
one hell of a punch and save the day.

Never having been too fond of inaction, Tim
bought his fist out in a hard right and slammed it directly into
Brent's exposed chest. The man went slipping through the door in an
almost comical way and landed on the pavement. A massive blaze shot
up from his hands and the entire front of his suit opened up,
exposing the heads of tiny missiles that were almost as powerful as
regular military issue grenades.

The missiles shot upwards and slammed into the
second floor of the bank. The second story started to tumble down
and slammed into Brent lying flat on the concrete. However, the
rubble wasn't enough to hold him down and the missiles created a
fireball in front of him that spewed broken rock in every
direction, hitting police cars, policemen and screaming members of
the crowd, who were running in fear at the sight of Brent’s number
one technique.

Tim ducked back through the door and lay on the
floor as the rocket system continued to fire. After about a minute,
it slowed to a halt and Tim turned his head to see parts of the
entire front of the bank lying on the concrete around Brent and a
massive fire behind him.

Getting up and looking around at the scared
faces of Brent’s victims, he directed the people on the floor to
the rear entrance and to avoid going too close to the walls or any
heavy doors.

He then kicked the bank doors off their hinges,
one of the only parts of the front of the building still left
intact and directed the ambulances around back.

Finally, he looked outside to see if Brent was
still alive. The man was brushing himself off and looking around a
bit shocked. There were at least seven police cars that were
burning and a few members of the public would have some fairly
severe injuries by the looks of things.

"What do you think you were doing? I had
them!"

Tim spat on a burning patch on the ground near
him.

"What am I doing? You almost got me
killed!"

Brent looked at damage around him and in his
drunken state, perhaps realized that he might be at
fault.

"We’ll be talking about this later when we get
back to the base. I promise you that," Brent said
rudely.

Tim shook his head and started walking towards
the Chief of Police, who was screaming at various members of the
city’s emergency forces. What had started out to be a bad day
looked like it was going to be the worst day of the year and then
some.

 


*****

 


He walked into the base the next day in the
morning. He had decided that Brent needed a little bit of time to
cool off and that resolving their current set of issues would, no
doubt, be easier if the man wasn’t so drunk.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t meant to be. Brent was
lying in a pile of beer cans with a half naked woman on top of
him.

Tim went into the kitchen and poured himself a
coffee from the automatic coffee dispenser machine.

He opened the fridge and looked
inside.

Gross. There were a half dozen rotting
convenience store lunch boxes and a bottle of milk that was missing
the expiration date next to a twenty pack of beer cans that Tim
recognized as being from one of the sponsors that had bought a spot
on Brent’s left arm.

He poured off some milk into the cup and
sniffed. It seemed the alright. There were worse ways to die than
food poisoning and he had ‘nearly’ experienced half a dozen of them
this week.

Tim went back into the lair, which was really
just a lounge for Brent to throw parties in, and sat down on a
chair across from the drunken idiot.

The young woman groaned and drew her head up
groggily.

Aw man, not again. Tim knew that Brent
liked them young, but this was ridiculous.

He shifted his eyes away from the woman to note
a school uniform lying next to a gym bag on the floor. His brain –
somewhere down in the depths that hadn’t lost the ability to be
surprised by Brent’s behavior – took in the fact that he was
probably seeing a statutory rape case in the making right here in
front of him.

The girl followed his gaze lazily and
snorted.

"It’s rented, moron," she muttered, dragging
herself off the man underneath her and stumbling to her bra, which
was draped over the chair next to Tim.

Tim watched the girl scratch herself and pick
up her ‘rented’ school uniform. He wasn't much for half naked,
overly-young looking girls and this one seemed about as bad as
every single other woman that Brent had dragged back to their base,
rather than take home to meet his mother, who he lived
with.

I wonder if I should be relieved or
not?

He watched the man snoring on the couch. It
never used to be this way. When they were younger and just getting
out of college, fresh faced and hoping to join the workforce as, in
Brent's case, a computer programmer and Tim, a salesman, they had
been so excited about the idea of fighting crime as a part time
job.

It was only supposed to be part time.
What the heck happened?

Tim knew all too well. They had taken down a
minor villain-to-be and were, all of a sudden, certified famous and
the road to stardom. Tim was starting to wish that they had let
that fool go. Life would have been simpler on the other
side.

Brent opened one eye and noted Tim watching
him.

"You decided to show your face, did
you?"

Tim sounded like he had put his lips to a full
vacuum cleaner bag and sucked in all the dust. The man didn't sound
healthy at all, and it didn't really surprise Tim considering how
many bottles of spirits and cans of beer were lying on the floor
around him.

"I decided it would be easier talking to you
when you were less drunk.” Tim said carefully.

Brent opened his other eye and slowly dragged
himself up into a sitting position.

Jesus. When was the last time he had
seen the man without his suit on? It clearly was hiding a lot as
the man was severely overweight (not to mention in his early 30s,
unshaven, stinking like piss, and completely unheroic).

The young woman let herself out through the
back door and Tim noted that she took a few hundred dollar bills
from Brent's wallet, but he decided not say anything because she
would be paying the STD clinic that cash fairly shortly – he was
certain of it.

"Hey, pay attention, asshole!” Brent said,
waving his hand in front of Tim’s face.

The man hadn’t said anything. Tim started
wondering if he had been mixing drugs in with his vodka
again.

“I can't believe you stopped me
yesterday,” Brent whined. “You are always such a cautious bastard
all the time. How am I supposed to get anything done?"

Tim was a little shocked. Brent was a whiner –
a big fat ugly one – but he rarely got to the point straight away.
The directness was unsettling.

"You just need to understand,” he continued, as
if the ‘I’m about to kill you gaze’ that Tim was giving him had no
effect, “YOU need to understand that you are the SIDEKICK and I am
the HERO here, ok. You can’t be making decisions like yesterday on
your
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