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0: Journal
The mask was snug over my head. One of those rubber Halloween costume deals. My eyes peeked out from the sockets in the mask, my smile inside wider than the dumb smirk on the mask itself.
It was quite a step up from those paper deals held to your head by a rubber band. I almost went with one of those. It was cheaper and still covered my face. For the most part.
But, no, I splurged and got myself a high quality mask.
I figure if I could spend a hundred bucks on a suit I could spend another twenty on a mask. Besides, my identity is worth the extra expense, right?
Help me out here, folks, I'm only looking for a little vindication.
Anyways, rubber mask on my head, tie neatly um... tied, looking spiffy, ready to go.
Pacific City, get ready for George W. Bush.
Night One:
All heroes gotta start somewhere. I started from my apartment rooftop, looking around, nodding in satisfaction when I saw no crime.
Pleased with myself for a job well done I went inside and back to bed.
Night Two:
I slept in this morning so I was set for a nice long night of crime fighting and ball busting. I decided to expand my operations to the neighboring blocks, moving up from my one to a grand total of nine.
Stopped some drunk guy from peeing on a building. He peed on me instead. Kicked him in the nuts for public exposure and urinating on me. That'll teach 'im.
Saw a car illegally parked in front of a fire hydrant. I used my super powers to call a tow truck.
Got tired around four a.m., went home to bed.
Night Three:
Today I discovered I could fall to the ground and get up unscathed. This handy revelation came after slipping and falling off my apartment building's rooftop. I left a neat imprint in the ground.
I decided to move my operations out a bit further, taking a stroll through Bristol Park in an attempt to keep myself awake.
During the walk I saw a man trying to mug a young couple. Delighted with my first real super hero duty I ran into action. The would-be mugger turned and slashed his knife at me, cutting my wonderful suit and really pissing me off. I punched him once, sending him staggering back a bit in a daze and then I took a hundred bucks out on his nuts. That was my only suit!
Happy to have defeated a villain nice and proper like, I treated myself to ice cream at the local Pacific Diner and then went home to bed.
Night Four:
Too tired. Went to bed early and hoped Pacific City would be there when I woke up in the morning. It was.
Night Five:
Dead. Dead, dead, dead, dead, dead. Maybe I should invest in a police scanner.
I thought I saw Millennium Man today but it was just a pigeon.
Night Six:
Dear Diary! Breakthrough!
A guy calling himself Belcher was blowing fire all over the place and causing problems after robbing a branch of Pacific Bank and Trust a few blocks from my apartment. After hearing about it on the news I was there lickity split.
The police were all standing around looking like they had no idea what to do as this Belcher guy kept burping up fire and blowing it in the cops' direction. I leapt from a nearby roof to the top of a cop car. I don't think they were happy with the dent I left in it, but oh well.
I jumped off the car and told the Belcher guy to cut it out.
I thought that whole belching fire thing was pretty sweet and told him as much. He got all uppity and asked what I was supposed to be and when I told him Bush43 he started laughing. Idiot. It’s not supposed to be funny. It’s supposed to be awesome! Besides, I’m not the one with some stupid ass burping fire power.
So I decided to punch the guy and got him pretty good too. But I guess I didn’t get him good enough cause he was still standing and started to get furious. He belched on me and knocked me on my ass which made him laugh more.
So I decided to do what any other person in this situation would do.
I got up and kicked him in what some people lovingly refer to as “the family jewels”.
But right when I connected he spit fire at me again and when I went to protect my face my arm became engulfed in flames.
I don’t recommend the whole being on fire thing to anyone. It sucks. And now my suit not only has a slash in it but is missing a sleeve. I guess I have to go buy a new one.
I flailed around as my arm burned and that Blecher guy fell to the ground in the fetal position. I suddenly remembered my first grade education and stopped, dropped and rolled.
And what do ya know? It worked!
I stood up and the police came up and were all not sure what to do about me until this one cop told the others to back off.
Then he thanked me and told me to get lost.
He thanked me!
It was my first taste of superheroness and it was great. I was hooked and well on my way to becoming a super beefy chick magnet of a hero. Yea, me!
1. Shock the Monkey
The gun was all shiny under the full moon’s light. It was easy to notice and quite hypnotic, such a powerful instrument catching moonbeams in such a way as to be almost romantic. The man held it out like it was a bouquet of flowers in a loving gesture. The lady on the other end didn’t seem to think so, but beauty is in the eye of the beholder.
And this guy was beholding a gun and attempting to behold the lady’s purse.
So I threw myself off the edge of the building and hurled towards the ground. It was only a six story so the fall took no where near as much time as if I had thrown myself off of, say, Pacific Tower, and it didn’t last nearly long enough for me to get the kick ass rush, but it did give me just enough momentum to produce a delightful thud as I landed feet first behind the romantic.
The man wielding the gun spun around all wide eyed and in love and pointed his beautiful instrument of affection in my general direction (no, not THAT instrument, you sicko). And, as lovely as the gesture was, I simply was not in the mood that evening.
So I kicked the guy in the nuts.
See, the ideal lasting effect of such a move is that every time this guy thinks about mugging he’ll have a pain in his balls.
That and every time he watches television and there’s something about President George W. Bush he’ll have a pain in his balls as well.
On account of my Bush mask and all.
You’d think I was a Democrat, making all these people hurt when they think about President Bush.
He knew there would be pain, but he never imagined it would be as bad as it was.
His back tightened and arced as the pain forced its way through his body. He would scream if he could, but after hours of cries, his throat was dry and voice hoarse, his screams coming out more like gasps than anything audible. His legs spasmed again, kicking around the contents of a table he had knocked over earlier in the evening. His head shook, his arms flailed, everything pulled, pushed, his body reacting to the toxins in its system and adapting. The toxins in his system reacting to his body, changing things.
Suddenly his back loosened, his arms and legs stilled, his head rested on the floor and he sighed, lying there, waiting for the next wave to arrive, hoping he’d live through the night.
Run and jump! WOO!
The best part about this hero gig isn’t the fame and it isn’t the fortune and it isn’t the women (though that’s a damn close second). No, it’s the freedom of having the whole city as your playground. Really.
There I was running along the rooftops, jumping across alleys, running into things, laughing about the whole deal, having a hell of a time; just me and my Bush mask in my Sunday best.
And to think, if Millennium Man hadn’t had gone nuts and torn that Finnegan guy a new one a month back I might not have been doing this.
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