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Series One: Supervillain Rehabilitation Project

The first series from a timeline perspective, this series follows superheroine, Prism, as she attempts to redeem her late father’s legacy by helping his disgraced protege get back on the hero path. 
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Series Two: Supervillain Rescue Project

This Young Adult spin-off takes place after the main series when Prism and Fade start a camp for at risk superpowered teens and follows three new superpowered characters, Jake, Laleh, and Marco. 
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Series Three: Supervillain Romance Project

This series follows the Park family, a separate superhero clan, as they fight villains—and sometimes date them. This series can be read independently, though later books feature crossover characters from the YA and Original Series.
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Series Four: Superhero Romance Project

While there are some cameos from other series, this is a series of standalone romantic comedies featuring other superpowered characters from the universe and can be read independently. 
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Sirens blared and emergency vehicle lights flashed in the parking lot of the office building. Fade gazed over the crowd control barriers while Allay, the superhero assigned to keep Fade from going rogue, spoke with the non-super-powered authorities. Manifest, a twenty-two-year-old former villain with force field powers, sidled up to Fade.

“You think we’re going to get sent in?” he asked, brushing a stray lock of dark hair off his tanned forehead. 

Fade shrugged. “Probably.” 

A Channel 2 news van rolled up to the scene, so Fade pulled the hood of his jacket up over the dark skin of his shaved head. No point in giving the paparazzi an easy shot. 

“I doubt DOSA can get another sable team here in time. Allay’s scoping the place out. He’ll tell us what we need to do.”

While officially a branch of the Department of Super-Abled, the Supervillain Rehabilitation Project, or SVR for short, was not particularly well-thought-of by heroes as a whole. Normally the former villains under Allay’s oversight were assigned missions nobody else wanted or that the higher ups trusted them not to fumble. Even though Fade had worked as a hero for nearly two years, the higher ups considered him “high risk” for relapse. The SVR was at best an experiment. Most DOSA sables (slang for super-abled) believed supervillains should be locked away for good, not rehabilitated and turned into heroes. 

Now, however, his team was faced with a high profile hostage situation in a DOSA related facility, one of their research labs, and no other DOSA teams were close enough to respond. 

Allay walked back to his charges, a normie police officer following close behind. About twenty-years older than twenty-six-year-old Fade, Allay had a short, well-trimmed beard and blond hair with white wings. Normally his blue eyes twinkled, but now they matched his solemn expression. Fade stood up a little straighter. 

“What’s up, Doc?” Manifest grinned. Fade rolled his eyes. Manifest could never take anything seriously. The idiot had always been more a prankster than a serious villain. He’d once used his powers to herd a flock of angry geese into a government office building and keep them there. Goose crap everywhere and a lot of angry bureaucrats with expensive dry cleaning bills after that one.

“Officer Green was filling me in on the situation. We’ve identified the villain we’re working against. It’s Fryer.” Allay pulled a piece of paper from his jacket pocket. He unfolded this to reveal a printout of the building’s floor plan with a room circled.  “He’s got four or five DOSA scientists in this back conference room along with the prototype for Professor Genuent’s latest powercell.” 

Fade arched his eyebrows. “Fryer? Do we know what his endgame is? He’s not usually the hostage taking sort.”

While Fryer had a reputation, it was small-time. He’d emerge every so often to blow up a cell tower or try to EMP strike a powerstation, usually leaving behind a manifesto about how the government was spying on him and everyone else through cell phones and social media ... which from being in and out of DOSA’s systems throughout his life, Fade knew was completely true, but it didn’t make Fryer any less crazy. Sane people didn’t demolish civilian targets to make their points.

“No, unfortunately, he’s usually the blow crap up sort.” Allay grimaced. “Which is why our priorities today are to first get the hostages out before he has a chance to do just that. Second, we secure the powercell prototype because DOSA is going to implode if they lose something they sunk that many taxpayer dollars into.” Allay stood up straighter, his voice taking on a “get to work” edge to it. “Third, we want Fryer alive if at all possible. This is a big score for someone who has mostly focused on small scale anti-tech terrorism. There’s a high chance he’s working for someone.” 

The police officer cleared his throat, causing all eyes to snap to him. “Excuse me, sir, but with all due respect, shouldn’t we wait for a real DOSA team to handle this?” 

“Last I checked, I wasn’t imaginary,” Fade said dryly. 

In response, Officer Green stared pointedly at Fade’s ankle where the DOSA-issued power disruptor and tracking anklet was clipped. Fade shifted uncomfortably. He hated the disruptor. It always made him feel like his foot was asleep, not being able to access his powers in that section of his body.

“My team is well-trained and has handled situations far more dangerous than this, but thank you for your concern, Officer Green.” Allay reached into his pocket and pulled out a small remote control. He clicked two buttons, and the power disruptors on both Fade and Manifest’s ankles fell to the ground. Allay collected the metal coils and tucked them away in his jacket pocket. “Tell your men to move the crowds further away from the building. We don’t know exactly what Fryer’s planning, but he’s been known to use explosives in the past.” 

Officer Green wrinkled his nose at Fade and Manifest but gave a sullen, “Yes, sir,” and hurried off to obey orders.

“Are you able to read Fryer?” Fade asked. “We should be within range here, right?”

“I can read him to an extent.” Allay grimaced. His mind-based powers included emotional manipulation and mind reading. “He’s all over the place. Brain having an argument with itself.” He winced and rubbed his forehead. “I can’t stay in it too long. Man, the guy needs help. Like, I’m not trying to be funny. It’s sad how much he needs help. I pray we can bring him in alive, but in the state he’s in ...” He let out a long breath. “We need a safety net. Manifest, you go in with me from the front. Can you keep a forcefield up around both of us strong enough to deflect his attacks?”

“I should be able to.” Manifest nodded. 

“Good. Fade, you ghost in from the back. Do you have your comm in place?”

“Yep.” Fade tapped his ear, partially to double check. DOSA-issued ear pieces were small and light enough that he sometimes forgot if he had them in. He once fried one because he’d spaced out and didn’t remove it before getting into the shower. Explaining that and having a new one issued had been a lot of paperwork he didn’t want to repeat.

“Try to stay out of sight unless you absolutely need to make a move. I don’t want to spook him, but if he tries to hurt someone, I want you there.” 

“I’ve got your back,” Fade said. And he meant it. Fade didn’t care much for heroism as a concept, but keeping Allay safe? That he cared about.  

Skirting the crowd  to avoid drawing attention in case Fryer had eyes on the outside, he made his way to the back of the building. If his understanding of the floor plan was right, the room he wanted was right on the other side of the wall. 

“Fade, you in position?” Allay’s voice echoed over the comm. 

“Yeah. How about you?”

Fade had discovered early on in their association that his own powers made him one of the few people Allay couldn’t track or read. A fact that had pleased Fade, who liked his privacy, but it did mean that during missions Allay had to do manual checks for Fade’s location, rather than just scanning for his thought patterns. 

“About to go in,” Allay responded. 

Fade drew his powers around him and took a deep breath. The energy shimmered through him until his body was no longer solid. With his whole being given to the fade, he sprinted at the building, hit the wall, and sank right through it. He skidded to a halt in a small, dark space before allowing his body to grow solid again. Putting out his hand, he felt a stack of folding chairs and a shelf of plastic bottles—probably cleaning supplies—before his eyes adjusted to the faint light coming from the cracks around the door. He listened. 

In the distance someone was crying, a woman. He hazarded opening the door a crack and gazed out into a conference room. A group of five people in lab coats huddled together against one wall. Their wide eyes tracked a balding man in a shiny black raincoat holding a metal rod in one hand and a silver disk with a glowing center in the other. 

Fryer.

The door to the conference room opened, and Manifest and Allay strode in. 

Fryer whirled to face them. Fade’s body tensed, ready to run to his teammates’ defense if needed. Lightning shot from the rod in Fryer’s right hand. Manifest threw out his hands and a shield of golden light sprang up around him and Allay. The electricity impacted harmlessly against it. Several of the hostages shrieked. 

Ozone tainted the air, singeing Fade’s airways. Fryer faced the DOSA sables, his whole body shaking. “Get out!” he snarled. “I’ll use this.” He tore open his raincoat, and Fade’s heart skipped a beat.

Oh, crap, he’s wired to explode. 

“Easy!” Allay held up his hands. “We just want to talk. It’s David, isn’t it?” 

Fade’s ears twitched. Calling a sable by their given name rather than that of their public persona was a risky move. With some it could foster familiarity, but others—

“My name is Fryer!” The villain thrust the rod in Allay’s direction again. 

Fade winced. Apparently Fryer wasn’t feeling all that familiar. 

Fade considered his options. Allay’s plan to talk Fryer down still had a chance, but Fade wanted a back up plan, just in case. His powers didn’t allow him to become invisible, just to walk through things, but if he walked within the walls themselves, Fryer wouldn’t be able to see him changing positions. He didn’t prefer to travel through solid objects for more than a foot or two. After a while it started to take too much concentration to separate his own atoms from the atoms of the wall. If he pushed himself, though, he might be able to sustain it until he could get right behind Fryer. Grabbing Fryer and ghosting through the floor would get the explosives away from the hostages. Based on the plans, there was a parking garage under this section of the building. 

“All right, Fryer then,” Allay continued. “I know you don’t want to harm anyone.” 

Fryer shuddered. “Get out of my
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