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  Can Beams save his best friend from a cannibalistic supervillain before he ends up as his next birthday snack?



[image: image-placeholder]
A normal school field trip to the local history museum turns into a high-stakes rescue mission when Beams' classmate and best friend is kidnapped by the infamous Birthday Candles, a supervillain wanted across the country for his cannibalistic crimes. Can Beams rescue his best friend before he becomes Birthday Candles' next snack?
Subscribe to my weekly newsletter and get a FREE copy of Happy Birthday: A Minimum Wage Sidekick Novella, in both ebook AND audiobook formats, sent directly to your inbox to find out! Additionally, you will get a free copy of The Official Lucas Flint Series Reading Order & Guide just for signing up!
In addition to Happy Birthday and my series reading order guide, newsletter subscribers also get:
	New release announcements before anyone else

	Previews and sample chapters of upcoming books

	Exclusive deals

	Weekly updates every Saturday on upcoming books, projects, etc.

	And more!



So what are you waiting for? Subscribe to my newsletter today HERE!






  
  CHAPTER ONE


It started off as a normal Saturday morning. I woke up later than usual, seeing as I didn’t have school today, nor did I even have work, since today was my day off. Without looking out the window—a mistake I was going to regret soon enough—I hopped out of bed, took a shower, and, again without looking out the window, made my way down the stairs to the kitchen, following the waft of freshly-cooked bacon, eggs, and waffles. 
Mom was standing in front of the stovetop, her favorite ‘I HEART SUPERHEROES’ apron tied around her waist, a large and growing plate of waffles growing next to her as she made more. Dad, meanwhile, was sitting at the dining room table, was sipping his coffee and looking at the news on the tablet that James and I had gotten for his birthday last month.
Speaking of James, my older brother sat at the table as well. Like me, he must have gotten up early, because his long hair was already styled the way he liked it and he wore his usual black leather jacket. He seemed to be texting someone, who I guessed had to be his girlfriend from college, Holly, who I still hadn’t met. James had come down to stay here for the weekend, which was pretty typical for James. Although he went to college on the other side of the state, James visited home frequently. He claimed he didn’t have homesickness, but I knew him well enough to know he was lying.
Regardless, none of us looked out the window. Even Mom, despite standing right next to the kitchen sink, didn’t look out the window over the kitchen sink. I wasn’t the only one who was going to be regretting that later, though perhaps it wouldn’t have made a difference either way.
“Good morning, Alex!” said Mom, looking over her shoulder at me and smiling. “You’re up bright and early. Going to work today?”
I shook my head as I took my usual seat at the table and began piling bacon and eggs onto my plate. “Nah, Mom. Today is my day off. Kind of need it after how hard I’ve been working this last month.”
“You certainly have been working harder than usual,” said Dad, lowering his tablet to look at me. He was wearing a faded black T-shirt with his favorite band, the Screaming Hyenas, on it. Guess today was his day off, too. “You and Rubberman. Seems like you’re working overtime all the time now. The news says there’s been a spike in crime all over the city since the police force got destroyed.”
I grimaced. “I believe it. It’s gotten crazy out there. Just yesterday, Rubberman and I busted three car snatchers and stopped an attempted rape. It’s nuts.”
James shook his head without looking up from his phone. “Golden City’s really gone downhill since I stopped working as a sidekick. Maybe I need to get back into the biz to show you and your boss how it’s really done.”
I sighed. James had once been the sidekick of the superhero Windchime, using the alias Lightning Fist to fight crime alongside him. James hadn’t actually enjoyed his sidekick work, though, and quit after a while. I knew he still had the Lightning Fist costume somewhere in the house, but without his sidekick license, James wouldn’t actually be able to practice crime-fighting legally. “It’s not that easy, James, and you know it.”
James chuckled and punched me in the shoulder. “Just joking around, Alex. I know you and your boss are doing your best to keep up with it. Worry about you every day, little bro.”
I nodded. “Thanks. Yeah, sorry. Just been under a lot of stress recently.”
That was putting it mildly. After the Zero Knight known as Slasher had destroyed the Golden City Police Department, crime had spiked all over the city, even though the Three Fingers Gang, the primary criminal gang in Golden City, had also been destroyed by Slasher. Actually, I thought that the reason crime had spiked was because the Three Fingers Gang’s destruction had left a void that a whole bunch of criminals were trying to fill. As a result, Rubberman and I had been working overtime to keep the streets safe, which meant spending more time pounding the pavement dealing with random crooks and criminals than we usually did. That was part of our contract with the city, but we were doing it a lot more than usual.
The GCPD wasn’t entirely destroyed, however. Chief Williams, the chief of the police department, had survived the slaughter. As well, state troopers had been sent in by the state government to make up for the lack of police support, though the troopers were few and far between and they didn’t seem to like me and Rubberman for some reason. I was also aware that the GCPD was still in the process of hiring and training new recruits, but the recruits were still so new that they were almost more of a liability than an asset when dealing with criminals.
All in all, Rubberman and I had certainly been more like Masks than Capes this past month. Granted, working more hours meant I was getting more pay, but it was still exhausting, especially because I still had to balance it out with my schoolwork.
“No kidding,” said Dad with another sip of his coffee. “You and your boss had to fight that Zero Knight guy last month. I’m not much of a supervillain expert, but if what I read is true, that’s a big deal all by itself.”
“That’s putting it mildly,” I said as I shoveled a forkful of eggs into my mouth. “Slasher was crazy.”
“At least you only had to deal with just the one guy, right?” said James, glancing up from his phone at me. “Haven’t heard any news about the Zero Knights in Golden City recently. Have you?”
I shook my head but didn’t smile. It was true that we hadn’t heard one peep from the Order of the Zero Knights—one of the most powerful criminal/supervillain organizations on the planet—since the death of Slasher last month. That despite Slasher’s final warning of a ‘storm’ coming to Golden City that would raze the city itself to the ground. I knew I should have been relieved that the Zero Knights hadn’t tried to avenge Slasher’s death yet, but at the same time, a part of me was worried that the Zero Knights might attack when we least expected it. If they attacked now, when Rubberman and I were already stretched thin trying to keep the peace, I wasn’t sure we would be able to defeat them.
If I had thought to look out the window, even just once, I could have acted quicker.
Instead, I just shoved another forkful of eggs into my mouth and said, “Nothing. Haven’t heard from them since Slasher’s death.”
“Bet you scared ‘em good, little bro,” said James with a wink. “No Zero Knight has ever been killed before. I bet they know better than to try to attack you and your boss now.”
I nodded, despite not really believing that. The official story was that Rubberman and I killed Slasher, but the truth was that it had been Johnny ‘Three Fingers’ Diamond who had dealt the finishing blow, avenging his fellow gangsters who had been slaughtered at Slasher’s hands. Three Fingers had even insisted on us taking the credit for the kill, which I originally thought was because he wanted us to take the glory, but if I had looked out the window—again, even just once—I would have realized he probably did it to paint a huge target on our backs for the Zero Knights to aim at.
“Probably,” I said as I took a gulp of orange juice, enjoying the sweet, tangy taste. “Not that life has really been any easier since Slasher’s death, though.”
“True enough, but I’d think nabbing purse-snatchers would be a lot easier than fighting a Zero Knight,” said James. “At least, that’s my opinion, anyway.”
James suddenly put his phone back into his pocket and stood up. “Well, looks like I got to go now. Told Mark I was going to meet up with him at the gym to work out after breakfast and you know how Mark gets about me being late.”
I nodded. Mark was one of James’ old high school friends. They had both gone off to different colleges after graduating, but had both planned to meet back up in Golden City to hang out like the good old days this weekend. I didn’t mind it so much. I was going to spend today at Frank’s house anyway, so it wasn’t like I had expected to spend much time with James while he was here anyway.
“All right, but be careful out there,” said Mom, glancing over her shoulder at James as he picked up his backpack from the floor and slung it over his right shoulder. “Lots of criminals on the streets now.”
“Don’t worry about me, Mom,” said James with a thumbs up. He patted me on the head. “Worry about Alex here. He’s the one who’s going to be actually fighting those criminals.”
“Not today,” I said, shaking my head. “Today’s my day off.”
“Right, little bro, but you know what I mean,” said James. “Anyway, adios, everybody!”
With that, James walked out of the kitchen and toward the front door. I heard James open the front door, but I didn’t hear the front door close. Instead, I heard James shout, “Uh, guys? The sky isn’t supposed to be green today, right?”
Puzzled, I stood up from the table and made my way over to the front door, with both Mom and Dad following along behind me. Here we found James standing in the front door, staring up at the sky outside, but it was hard to see what he was looking at until he stepped out onto the front porch, allowing us to step out with him.
At first, I didn’t know what James was talking about. The morning sky looked as blue and bright as it always did, with a few clouds in the air. The crisp morning air was both chilly and yet relaxing after being inside our warm house. My hair, still slightly damp from my shower, felt colder than usual in a soft February breeze that came through just then. A stray black cat sat near James’ red truck, but quickly ran away as soon as I looked at it.
“James, what are you talking about?” I said, looking at him. “The sky looks normal to me. It definitely doesn’t look green.”
James bit his lower lip. “But it was green. At least, it was green a few minutes ago. I saw it with my own two eyes.”
I smiled. “Do you need to borrow my glasses, James? Because I think you might need them if you’re going to start seeing things like—”
The sky suddenly flickered green, causing me to look up at it myself. But when I looked at the sky again, it was back to its normal blue color, with nary a sign of an unnatural green color anywhere.
“Did you see that?” said James, pointing at the sky again. “It was green. I saw it this time. I know I did.”
I took off my glasses and wiped them off before putting them on again and looking at the sky. “Okay, I know I saw something, but maybe it’s some kind of hallucination?”
“What are you two talking about?” said Dad, holding his coffee cup, which was steaming slightly in the cold morning air. “I didn’t see anything. If this is some kind of prank—”
“It’s not,” James insisted. “It’s totally not. I saw the sky turn green. Alex did, too.”
I opened my mouth to agree when, without warning, the sky flickered green again. Only this time, it stayed green. The rays of the sun turned green as well as they passed through the greenness above, coating our entire lawn, house, and whole neighborhood in a light shade of green.
“What the hell?” said Dad with a start, spilling a little bit of coffee from his mug onto the welcome mat. “Why did the sky turn green?”
“That’s the question I was asking,” said James indignantly. “What do you think, Alex?”
“I—” I was interrupted when my phone beeped. I pulled out my phone and saw that it was a test from Rubberman, which read thus:
Alex, turn on the news. Now. And when you’re done with that, get to the Elastic Cave immediately.
“Alex, who texted you?” said Mom, her face pale with fear. “Rubberman?”
I nodded. I glanced at the green sky again, which I noticed actually appeared to be some sort of green dome, and said, “Yeah. He says we need to check out the news. Now.”
Dad held up his tablet. “I’ve got my tablet. Let’s see what the Golden City Journal’s app says.”
Dad opened the Golden City Journal’s news app on his tablet as we crowded around him to see what was going on. A pretty blonde news anchor named Stephanie Red appeared on the screen as the headline ‘BREAKING: GREEN DOME APPEARS OVER GOLDEN CITY’ appeared in a box next to her face.
“Good morning, Golden City!” said Stephanie in a serious voice. “This morning, what appears to be a strange, green energy barrier has appeared in the sky overhead. The origin and nature of the barrier are not known at this time, but early reports suggest that the barrier reaches the city limits at least. This is still a developing story, so stayed tuned to the Golden City Journal to be the first to—”
Stephanie’s image froze for a moment and was then immediately replaced by an image of a man I had never seen before but who looked familiar for some reason.
He wore what looked like a full suit of powered armor, which covered his entire body from head to toe. At least, I assumed it was powered armor because its reflective surface made it look like he was wearing armor made out of mirrors. A ‘0’ was cut into his chest. His face was hidden behind what looked like a miniature mirror attached to his helmet, while two large, mirror-like shields were attached to both of his arms. He stood in what looked like a dark void, with the only light focused strictly on him, making his reflective armor hard to look at directly.
“Citizens of Golden City,” the armored figure began, a light Mexican accent coloring his words. “You might have awoken this morning to see that the sky over your tiny and frankly irrelevant city has turned green. For those of you closer to the city limits, you may have found a green energy barrier blocking off the roads, making it impossible for you to enter the city for your daily commute. Both the green sky and barrier are part of the same green energy dome that has covered the entirety of Golden City itself.”
My eyes widened in shock. My Mom and Dad gasped, while James muttered under his breath, “Seriously?”
“You might be wondering why this is,” said the armored figure. “Or how this happened. I won’t answer the second question, but I can and will answer the first.
“My name is Mirar. I am a member of the Order of the Zero Knights. And in less than twenty-four hours, your entire city—from the tallest skyscraper to the smallest doghouse—will be razed to the ground and every last one of you will die.”






  
  CHAPTER TWO


I  knew that things had been too peaceful on the Zero Knight front. I knew that they were going to attack again. I just hadn’t expected them to pull off something like this.
But Mirar was not done talking yet. He continued, saying, “Perhaps you are all wondering why you are going to die today or who the Zero Knights are or what you have done to earn our wrath. I can assure you that none of you citizens have done anything to anger us. But your protectors have.
“Exactly one month ago from today, your heroes, Rubberman and his sidekick Beams, killed one of our own, Slasher, in cold blood. Most of you, I am sure, know this already. It was one of the biggest news stories in your boring, backward city that no one cares about and likely made you proud of your heroes. After all, no one had ever killed a Zero Knight in battle before, much less defeated one. You all probably felt safer than ever, knowing that Rubberman and Beams could handle even the most powerful criminals and supervillains. I am here to tell you that your safety is false and that your illusions of security are going to be shattered like glass.”
Mirar took a moment to let that sink in. Although I knew practically nothing about the guy, I could tell he had some theatrical training because he had chosen the best moment for a dramatic pause. It certainly caused me, James, and my parents to listen more anxiously, wondering what he was going to say next.
Finally, Mirar continued, though in a softer, deadlier voice than before. “If there is one thing that the Order of the Zero Knights does not tolerate, it is any harm that comes to our own. Even if one of our brave knights simply gets wounded, we take it as a personal affront to the entire Order. We are brothers in arms, with a bond thicker than blood, and we do not allow anyone to harm us and walk away freely. The murder of a fellow Zero Knight is practically unthinkable in our Order, which is why unthinkable events require unthinkable responses.”
Mirar gestured and the screen split in half. On the right side of the screen was Mirar, but on the left was what appeared to be a live feed of the green energy barrier that covered the whole city.
“To avenge Slasher’s untimely death, King Xero has declared war on Golden City,” said Mirar. “He has declared that this entire city must be razed from top to bottom. We seek not merely to kill Rubberman and Beams, but every man, woman, and child living within this city’s limits. To ensure that you cannot escape from the city, we have summoned this green energy barrier to make sure no one can survive.
“Don’t even try to escape. This energy barrier cannot be broken, pierced, or moved. You cannot cut it open with a saw, ram a hole through it with a car, or even blow it up with a bomb. Indeed, even a nuclear bomb would fail to so much as scratch it. The barrier also descends well into the earth and the Roger Gate River, so if you are thinking of digging underneath it or swimming through the river, then you are about to be sadly mistaken.”
The image to his right changed, showing images of what looked like the sewers of Golden City with the same green energy barrier that was on the surface. It then changed to show the Roger Gate River, which somehow still flowed through the barrier. But when a branch floating downstream on the other side tried to go through, it simply vaporized as soon as it touched the barrier.
“As you can see, there is no escape,” said Mirar. “The only citizens who will survive this storm are those lucky enough to be out of town today. But that does not describe the vast majority of you, who will all perish today for the crimes of your heroes.”
Mirar again paused, as if to let that sink in, before continuing, “As I said, in twenty-four hours, the entire city will be razed. I will not tell you exactly how your end will come about, but rest assured that by tomorrow morning, your end will come swiftly and without warning. You will wish you were burning in hell itself once death comes.
“Do not attempt to look for me anywhere in the city, because you will never find me. Nor should you try to bargain with me for your survival. The Order of the Zero Knights does not want anything you have. We don’t even want control over your tiny city. We only want to make your city an example to the world about what happens when you take the lives of one of our brethren.
“Say your prayers. Beseech whatever deities you believe in. Or simply roll up into a ball and wait for the end to come. Because once the storm starts, no place in Golden City will be safe.”
Then Mirar looked at the camera and I felt like he was looking directly at me. “Before this broadcast ends, I have a final, personal message to Rubberman and Beams: Although you two will inevitably perish in the coming storm along with your fellow citizens, expect your personal punishment to come your way very soon.”
With that, the screen went blank for a moment before the Golden City Journal’s app popped back on. Stephanie Red was still sitting in her chair at her desk, a look of shock and confusion on her beautiful features.
“Was that … real?” said Stephanie in a dazed, uncertain voice.
Abruptly, the image of Stephanie was replaced with an error page reading ‘TECHNICAL DIFFICULTIES. PLEASE TRY AGAIN LATER.’
“Holy crap,” said James. He looked up at the green barrier covering the sky, his eyes wide with terror. “That can’t be real, can it?”
“I think it was,” I said grimly. “I’ve never seen Mirar before, but he was definitely wearing Zero Armor. The zero on his chest was proof enough of that, as well as his mention of the ‘storm,’ which is something that only Slasher told us.”
“What are we supposed to do about it?” said Mom fearfully. She clutched Dad’s arm for safety. “If what he says is true, then there is no escape. We can’t just hop into the car and leave the city somewhere safely.”
“Maybe he’s lying,” said Dad, clearly trying to be strong for Mom. “I don’t know much about those Zero Knight guys, but if they’re supervillains, that means they are also liars, right?”
“He didn’t sound like he was lying to me,” James pointed out. “And you saw what happened when that stick touched the barrier. Something tells me that the barrier could vaporize anything, even a car.”
“Then what are we supposed to do?” Mom demanded. She sounded almost hysterical now. She gestured at the tablet. “You heard him. In twenty-four hours, the whole city is going to be destroyed and all of us are going to die. What are we supposed to do then?” She looked at me suddenly. “Alex, do you and Rubberman have a plan for this?”
I bit my lower lip. Mirar’s broadcast left me with as many questions as it did answers, but I said, “Not yet, but that’s probably why Rubberman wanted me to watch the news. Even though today is my day off, I need to get to the Elastic Cave as fast as possible. You guys can stay here. I know it’s not entirely safe, but if the whole city is going to be destroyed, then our house is about as safe as the rest of the city.”
I could tell that Mom, Dad, and James didn’t like that, but what choice did they have? There was nowhere else for them to go right now. Besides, I could already see our neighbors on our street walking out of their houses. Some of them were looking up at the green barrier in the sky, their eyes full of fear and awe, while others were piling into their cars in an attempt to escape. I guess some of our neighbors must have thought that Mirar had been lying. I wished I could say I thought the same, but after seeing that video, I knew better than to hope for that.
“All right,” said Dad uncertainly. “We’ll stay here, but please be safe, okay? I don’t like what Mirar said about having a personal punishment for you and Rubberman.”
“I’ll be fine,” I said as I pulled my phone out of my pocket and dialed Rubberman’s number. “I’ll just head straight to the Elastic Cave. If I leave now, I should be able to get there by—”
I never got to finish my sentence because at that moment the roof of our house exploded.






  
  CHAPTER THREE


Roof tiles flew everywhere as the blast from the explosion knocked all four of us onto the front lawn. Dad fell on top of Mom, protecting her from the falling debris, while James and I covered our heads with our hands to protect our skulls from getting hit. I could hear neighbors screaming and shouting around us, but I paid little attention to them because my ears were still ringing from the explosion. 
“What the hell was that?” said Dad, holding Mom protectively and looking up at the roof. “Why did the roof explode?”
I also looked up at the smoking remains of our roof, trying to see if I could spot the source of the explosion. Then a figure rose from within the smoke and flew down toward us, landing on the sidewalk in front of our lawn.
The figure wore Zero Armor, but I’d never see her before. She was clearly a woman based on the way her silver and purple armor hugged to her body, but rather than hands, her arms ended in twin arm cannons that appeared to have retractable blades. Her face was covered by a silvery helmet that made her look like a cross between a knight and an angel, her eye holes glowing green as she looked at us. The glowing ‘0’ on her chest told me exactly who she worked for, even though this was the first time I’d seen her before.
“Who are you?” said James, looking up at her with fear. “A Zero Knight?”
“Nay, peasant,” said the armored woman with a clear British accent in her voice. “I am Lady Marie, a humble Squire. Sir Mirar sent me to kill the one known as Beams. Which one of you is he?”
I gulped. If this Marie lady was a Squire, that didn’t make me feel any more confident about my abilities to stop her. Though Zero Squires were weaker than Zero Knights, they were still a force to be reckoned with in their own right. I wondered how the Zero Knights had known I lived here, but it didn’t matter. If I didn’t do something fast, something told me that Marie would start killing all of us just to kill me.
Rising to my feet, I said, “Who says Beams lives here at all? Maybe you got the wrong house.”
Marie glowered at me. “Impossible. Our research suggests that Beams lives here. Our research is never wrong. Are you Beams?”
I opened my mouth to say so, but then James jumped to his feet and said, “Actually, I’m Beams.”
I looked at James in shock while Marie turned her attention to him and said, “Oh? You are taller than the pictures suggest.”
James shrugged. “What can I say? The camera always adds an extra ten pounds and five inches or so.”
“James, what are you doing?” I said. “Are you trying to get yourself—”
James held up a hand and whispered, “Shhh. I’m trying to save your life, bro. Get Mom and Dad out of here. I’ll keep Iron Woman here busy.”
Before I could tell him what a stupid idea that was, James stepped forward, his arms spread wide. “Yeah, I’m Beams, all right. Rubberman’s sidekick. The guy who put Sasha Munroe behind bars and who also killed your buddy Slasher. What do you have to say about that?”
“Not much,” said Marie. She held up her left arm cannon. “Except to die.”
An energy blast started to build up in her arm, but before she fired it, Rubberman’s right arm appeared out of nowhere, wrapped around her arm, and yanked it up. Marie blasted her laser into the sky, sending the laser flying until it crashed into the barrier above, making the barrier shimmer slightly but otherwise standing strong.
Surprised, I looked down the street and saw Rubberman, standing on the fence between my house and our neighbors’ house, with his arm stretched out and wrapped around Marie’s laser cannon arm. Based on the sweat on his brow and how heavily he was breathing, it looked like he had run a mile or something.
“Rubberman!” I said, both in surprise and happiness. “You’re here!”
“Sorry I’m late,” said Rubberman through gritted teeth. “Got a bit distracted by the news.”
“Rubberman?” said Marie in confusion. “You are not supposed to be here. Sir Orson—”
“Tried to kill me in my home, yeah,” said Rubberman. “Almost worked, too, but he didn’t realize exactly how flexible I am.”
Then Rubberman looked at me and James and shouted, “You two, go! Take your parents and run like hell. Go to the community center. I’ll keep Marie busy.”
“I will keep you busy as well, Rubberman,” said Marie. “Busy, that is, trying not to die.”
With that, Marie rocketed up into the air. Because Rubberman was still holding onto her arm, he suddenly went flying up as well, his arms and legs flailing as Marie shot up into the air like a missile.
“You heard the man,” said James, looking at me and Mom and Dad. He pointed down the street. “Let’s blow this popsicle stand!”
Biting my lip, I said, “You guys can go, but I’m going to stay and help Rubberman with Marie. He needs my help.”
“But it’s your day off,” said Mom as she and Dad rose to their feet. “And your costume—”
“I have an extra costume in the house,” I said, cutting Mom off. I looked at James. “James, can you get Mom and Dad to the community center in your truck?”
James nodded. “Yeah, I can, but—”
“Good,” I said. “See you later.”
With that, I rushed back into the house before any of my family members could stop me. Bounding up the stairs, I burst into my room, only to discover that a good chunk of the ceiling had caved in thanks to Marie’s explosion. My computer had been smashed entirely while my bed was partially on fire and my Rubberman movie poster had been torn off the wall. I coughed as I inhaled the smoke and dust from the collapsed ceiling, wondering if trying to get my costume was such a good idea after all.
But I ran into my room anyway, making my way over to my closet, which was blocked off by a wooden beam. I shoved the wooden beam to the side, however, and opening the door, was pleased to see my costume, unharmed despite the destruction to the house. I quickly tossed it on, zipping it up, putting on my helmet, and pulling on my boots. The entire process took maybe ten seconds, but in that time the smoke had grown even worse. Luckily, my helmet’s visor and air filter protected my vision and lungs, but it was still hard to see through the smoke.
Nonetheless, I ran over to my room’s window and blasted it open, allowing me to jump down onto the lower roof of my house and look up at the sky.
Marie was still flying around with Rubberman, trying to throw him off her. Rubberman, to his credit, was hanging on, flapping around wildly behind her. She seemed really annoyed that Rubberman wouldn’t let go, doing loop-de-loops and twists and all kinds of cool aerial tricks to make him let go.
The sound of an engine roaring down the street made me look down and see James’ red truck roaring down the road toward the community center. I didn’t Mom, Dad, or James on the front lawn anymore, which meant that James had managed to get them into his truck and out of here as I told him to. That put a small, grim smile on my face, but I knew that my parents and brother would only be safe at the community center for a little while. The only way to ensure their safety would be to stop Mirar.
But that was for later. Right now, I needed to help Rubberman, who was hanging on for dear life as Marie did everything in her power to throw him off of her.
I squatted slightly, ready to use my rocket boots to fly, only to remember that I had left my rocket boots and invisibility watch on my other suit back in the Elastic Cave. The suit I kept at home was pretty vanilla, which meant I couldn’t fly into the sky to help Rubberman. That disappointed me a little, but then I shook my head and decided that I would just have to help Rubberman the old-fashioned way.
Tapping my ear radio, I said, “Rubberman, can you hear me?”
“Yeah, Beams, I can hear you,” came Rubberman’s hurried voice. I could hear the air whirling around him as Marie swung him this way and that. “Are you and your family safe?”
“James took my parents to the community center,” I said, watching Marie’s flight patterns carefully. “I got my emergency costume out so I could help you.”
“What—?” Rubberman was interrupted by a particularly sharp snap courtesy of Marie. “Never mind. Unless you can fly, I’m not sure how much help you will be.”
“I’ve got an idea,” I said. “Can you try to steer Marie closer to the house? If I can get a lock on her, I might be able to knock her out of the sky with my lasers.”
“Beams, I’m barely hanging onto her as is and you expect me to steer her?” came Rubberman’s slightly panicked voice over the radio. “Do you even know what you’re asking?”
“I know it’s not easy, but can you try to do it anyway?” I said. “I think I can hit her, but only if she’s closer enough and isn’t zipping around like a bee on a sugar high.”
Rubberman sighed, but said, “All right. I’ll see what I can do. But no guarantees.”
The radio clicked off in my ear and I watched as Marie made another sharp turn, causing Rubberman to snap all the way to the side. But instead of flopping about as usual, Rubberman flew straight back toward her and tackled her full-on. The impact of Rubberman’s tackle sent both him and Marie barreling through the sky uncontrollably. Marie kept trying to punch Rubberman in the face while at the same time keeping
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