This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of characters to actual people, living or dead is purely coincidental.
This book is a comic books superhero parody. No infringement on any trademarked characters or properties is intended or implied.
A++ Comics is not trademarked and doesn't mean anything. Please feel free to use it.
Copyright © 2009 by Wesley M. Allison
Permission is given for the free distribution of this work.
This work is copyrighted solely to protect the owners of individual contributions.
Some artwork used with permission by
Action RPG Counters.
* * * * *
“I want to get away. I want to fly awa-a-a-y. Yeah, yeah, yeah,” sang Stella, to herself. Not that anyone could have heard her. Stella O’Clare, better known to the world as All American Girl, was soaring through the skies over central Pennsylvania. Just below, she could see tiny little cars driving east and west on I-80. She loved flying. If it was for nothing but the fact that the cars looked like tiny little toys, she still would have loved flying. She was keeping an optimal altitude for looking at things on the ground—right around five thousand feet. Airline jets were well above her and birds were well below her since it wasn’t migration season, so the only thing she had to watch out for was the occasional small aircraft. She had passed one going in the same general direction that she was. She’d waved and the family inside; a man, a woman, and three children had all waved back. They probably didn’t know who she was. She had left her boots, gloves, and the rest of her star-spangled costume at home, wearing instead her little black dress and a sexy pair of pumps.
It was almost nine when she landed in Manhattan, setting down on west 47th street, a short block from Ditko’s. Ten or twelve pedestrians whipped out their cell phones and snapped pictures of her. They might not be too sure who she was without her costume either, but they knew she was a super. Spying a hot-dog vender twenty feet away reminded Stella that flying always made her hungry. In fact she was famished. She skipped over to the mustachioed vendor.
“Eight dogs, no onions,” she ordered. “Just mustard, relish, dill pickles, cucumbers, chili peppers, and celery salt.”
“I don’t got celery salt or cucumbers,” replied the man. “This ain’t Chicago, you know. Twenty four dollars.”
Stella reached down between her cleavage and pulled a wad of bills out of the little hidden pocket inside and just below the dress’s plunging neckline. She handed the man two twenties.
“Oh, give me an extra large papaya juice.”
The man handed her back fourteen dollars, one of which she tossed into a large tip jar on top of the cart, then she started down the street with a paper cup of papaya juice in one hand and a pyramid of hot dogs balanced in the other. By the time she reached Ditko’s, she had finished the entire meal and tossed the trash in a bin.
Half a dozen spotlights were shooting up into the sky in front of Ditko’s, the hottest superhero nightclub on the east coast. Dozens of paparazzi were out front shooting pictures of everything they could, which wasn’t much. It was way too early for anyone who was really anyone to show up. Stella cut across the street and back the other direction to do a little shopping. She wasn’t going to be one of those who arrived before eleven. When she did finally cross the street and walk across the red carpet, past the throngs of rubber-neckers and photographers, she had purchased a very nice necklace and a dozen pairs of shoes, all of which she had ordered shipped home.
The bouncer at the rope gate was nearly seven feet tall and five feet wide, and he looked like he was made of muscles and more muscles, with a few muscles thrown in. Stella could have crushed him with one finger and the look that passed across his face told her that he knew that too.
“Good evening, All American Girl,” he said, as he pulled the rope aside and let her pass. Casting a quick look over her left shoulder at the line of people waiting to get in, Stella could make out half a dozen C and D grade supers mixed in with the normals.
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The throbbing music and flashing strobes made stepping into Ditko’s like stepping onto another world, or at least like stepping onto a spaceship. Stella threaded her way between those people who were trying to dance, those people who just wanted to be near the people who were trying to dance, and those people who were trying to hump the people who were trying to dance. It was tough going, and then some idiot stomped on her foot. And he was wearing his costume. Wearing his costume to a club. Lame, lame, lame. Stella grabbed him by the chin and pulled him close, squeezing his cheeks between her fingers.
“Stay off my foot, Maxipad.”
“That’s Maximan,” he said indignantly.
“Whatever.” She tossed him aside and continued to the bar.
“What will it be?” asked the bartender when she got there.
“A Manhattan—and don’t overdo the vermouth.”
“Regular or super?”
“Me or the drink?” she asked.
“Either, um both.”
“Super.”
“Yeah, I figured.”
Stella looked the bartender over as he set about preparing her drink. He was a good-looking guy, no doubt about it, but it was just too much trouble dating a normal. It might start out fine, but as soon as things moved into the bedroom… Who wanted to stay in control all the time? Clench your thighs together or thrust at the wrong moment and somebody was in the hospital, or worse. Of course supers always used the line “I don’t want my enemies to find you.” It wasn’t really true though. It just sounded better than “I might accidentally fracture your pelvis or break your penis during foreplay.” Skyman had managed a relationship with Doris Drake for forty years, but that was the exception. Even so, they had never had a child, so who was to say just how intimate they were.
“Here you go,” said the good-looking bartender, setting a martini glass the size of a small sink on the bar. It had a dozen cherries and a whole orange at the bottom.
“Thanks,” said Stella, daintily picking it up and taking a drink.
As she sipped, she felt a hand roughly fondling her ass. Without turning around, she threw her elbow back, hearing a satisfying crunch and feeling a body tossed across the room. But as she sat the massive drink back down, she felt a hand, and she could tell it was the same hand, on her ass again. This time she reached down and grabbed the wrist, then turned around. She was holding the wrist and the hand was right there, but the person it belonged to wasn’t. The long noodle-like arm stretched across the room, winding in and around the club patrons. Pulling hand over hand like she was hauling in a rope, Stella dragged the owner of the elastic arm to her. He had a bright green and pink costume with the letters RSG in a circle above his heart.
“You’ve got a lot of nerve, Really Stretchy Guy.”
“Hey, All American Girl. I didn’t recognize you with your street clothes on. You are looking mighty fine. It’s been what? Two, three years? At the international conference right? Right? We were both on the natural disasters panel?”
“Keep your hand off my ass.”
“Right. Sorry. No hard feelings. Well, not many hard feelings. Semi-hard, I’d say. What do you say we get out of here? I’ve got a little place five minutes away. I mean, you know, five minutes for you, as the very hot chick flies.”
“No.”
“Are you sure? I’m very limber. I stretch. All of me. Every single part.”
“If you don’t get away from me, I’m going to tie your single part into the Gordian knot. And I know how to do it, because I went back in time once and saw the original.”
“Oh, I get it. You’re stalking Perihelion, right? I heard he was going to be here tonight.”
“Tonight? Here?” Stella’s stomach was suddenly turning over in her abdomen.
“Don’t pretend like you didn’t know. Oh hey, there’s Robotica 17. I wonder if she’s as easy as Robotica 16.”
Stella didn’t hear any more. She was already winding her way back toward the door. She almost made it. She was just inside the front entrance, when he walked through the doorway, almost bumping right into her. Perihelion was the perfect specimen of a male superhero. He was tall and handsome, with perfect wavy blond hair, sparkling blue eyes and a chiseled jaw, and a muscular but not bulky body. He looked like he was made for that baby blue Italian suit he had on—of course that’s probably why he was their spokes-model.
“Stella,” he said, startled.
“Um, hello Perry.”
“Um, how are you?”
“Fine. I’m fine. You?”
Suddenly a heretofore unnoticed figure cleared her throat.
“Oh, you know Meg, don’t you?”
Forming the third corner of their triangle of awkwardness was a tall, lithe goddess. An enormous head of golden hair, not golden blond but golden, fell to an inch above the ground, and pupil-less golden eyes stared down unmercifully. Even more striking than either of these features was her silver skin, so smooth and so perfect. And either she was completely naked, or the clothing she was wearing was the exact shade of silver and so tight that it made no difference.
“Hello Omega Girl,” said Stella.
“A.G.” replied the silver goddess without enthusiasm. “And it’s Omega Woman now. I just turned twenty one. Didn’t you see my double issue?”
“No.”
“It’s on every newsstand. It’s the number four magazine now.” She turned to Perihelion. “I see Dina over there. Meet us when you’re through.”
“Dina?” wondered Stella, after Omega Girl… Omega Woman had walked away.
“Oh yeah. We’re supposed to meet Dynagirl and her new boyfriend. I keep forgetting his name.”
“Black Comet. I saw a picture of them coming out Studio DC in Modern Protector.”
“Oh yeah.” He smiled. “You still read that rag?”
Stella shrugged.
“You’re not leaving are you?”
“I was just on my way out, yeah.”
“Well, it was good to see you.”
“Yeah.”
As Stella stepped outside, the cameras began to flash, but she hardly noticed. She took a quick leap up into the air and was gone. Her head was spinning and it wasn’t from the Manhattan. Why tonight? Why did she have to come to New York tonight? Why did he have to be there tonight? She tucked and rolled and landed ten miles away in an ugly part of New York City, she didn’t know exactly where. There was a bar open thirty feet away. She stepped inside.
The place was dark and dingy. There were two patrons, both staring down into their drinks, not looking up when she entered. The bartender was middle-aged, thick around the middle, but with the remains of a once good-looking face. He nodded briskly to her.
“Bourbon, straight up,” said Stella, taking a barstool. “Super-size it.”
“We don’t do that here,” said the bartender.
“Alright, then give me… um.” She fished a couple of Franklins from her cleavage. “Seventy two of them.”
“Seventy two?”
“Um, yeah. Or as many as this will buy.”
The bartender unscrewed the cap from a bottle and set it in front of her. Stella picked it up and looked at the label. Old Hickory Bourbon. The face of the 1920s super Old Hickory, who unbeknownst to Stella had replaced Andrew Jackson on the label in 1927, grinned at her. She tilted the bottle back and gulped down the amber liquid, her eye catching the image on the TV as she did so. She recognized the face on the screen. It as Tanya Everson from Chicago TV News.
“Hey, turn that up, would you?”
The bartender used a remote control to increase the volume.
“… destroying much of the West Madison Street apartment building best known as the home of All American Girl, Stella O’Clare.”
“No way,” said Stella.
“The two supervillains apparently hoped to call out All American Girl, but were unaware that the sassy superheroine was dancing the night away at stylish Ditko’s in New York City.” A still photo of Stella, looking decidedly dazed as she exited the club, slid across the screen.
“No way,” said Stella.
“Though the Atomic Jack-o-Lantern and Dark Energy kept police at bay while they ripped up most of the city block, they were eventually sent running by the timely arrival of Skygirl.”
“No fricking way,” said Stella. She pulled the bottle to her lips and tilted her head back, finishing the rest of the alcohol.
“Karina Heinz was able to get a few words with the heroine of the day.”
And there she was—perfect long blond hair, perfect big eyes, perfect huge lips, and perfect gigantic boobs. The sky blue and white costume covering everything but her arms and legs, had her father’s alien symbol on her chest. Like anyone would ever look at it. You could practically see through the white parts of that costume. And those biceps. Damn!
“Check out that rack,” said the bartender.
“You sent those villains running today, Skygirl,” said Karina Heinz.
“I was just lucky enough to be in the right place at the right time.” How could her voice sound so cultured? She was from fricking Missouri.
“So what brings you to town?”
“Actually, I’m thinking of relocating.”
“No fricking way,” said Stella.
“Kansas City is in good hands,” continued Skygirl. “Between Skyboy, Comet-Knight, and the Ebony Witch, I’m just not needed there. I think maybe here, I could make a real difference.”
“No fricking way,” said Stella, jumping off the barstool.
“You’re not driving, are you?” asked the bartender as she headed for the door. She shot him a look that would have killed him if she had heat vision.
She was airborne before she was completely out the door, shooting up above the highest buildings and heading west. Not keeping low as she had done on her way east, Stella kept climbing, feeling the air growing more and more chill as she did. At 37,000 feet, she found what she was looking for—a westbound 747. With a burst of speed, she caught up with the plane, and grabbing hold of the tail, she pulled herself into a comfortable place on the top of the fuselage.
As the jet got ready to make its approach to O’Hare, Stella dropped off the side and flew down to skim just above the city. She made a quick pass over the remains of her apartment building just to get a look at the damage. The place was totaled. She’d have to call Irving about a new place to live. In the meantime, she soared to the other side of the river and dropped down to land on the pavement just outside Chicago Ready Storage. The two story glass and steel building was brightly lit and the armed security guard looked up as she stepped through the front door.
“Good evening.”
“Nya,” said Stella with a shrug. “I need to get into my locker and I don’t have my key.”
“No problem,” replied the guard. “Step over to the microphone and say your last name and your password.”
This was one of the few storage facilities that had decent security, which of course was why Stella had chosen it in the first place. Not only did they have an armed guard on duty and a silent alarm system, but a first-rate voice identification system as well. She stepped over to the microphone which stood in front of a large panel of small doors.
“O’Claire. I8WILL-7KILL-U6IF-5YOU-4MESS-3WITH-2MY-1STUFF.”
“That’s a pretty long password,” said the guard. “In fact, I think it’s the longest one I’ve ever heard.”
“Better safe than sorry,” said Stella, as one of the small doors in the panel before her opened. She reached in and pulled out the key that was inside.
“Do you need me to show you to your locker?”
“No, I know where it is.”
Stella had only been here once, when she had first arranged for the storage locker. It was one of six that she had around the city. Still, with the eidetic memory inherited from her demigod father, she needed to see any location only once and she would remember it forever. Her locker was down the hall, around the corner to the left, then the second right, another left, and then second door on the right. The door was a sliding garage type, painted bright orange like all the others, with a key slot right in the middle. With a quick twist of the key in that slot, the door was unlocked and Stella slid it up and open.
The interior of the storage locker was roughly the size of a single car garage, but it was not as most storage units and even garages are, filled with boxes of things that the owner no longer wants to look at. It was set up as an emergency home away from home, just as were the other five. A small couch which could fold out as a bed was placed against the back wall. Next to it was a chair and a white cabinet with a large red cross on the front. On the opposite side was a quite ordinary looking dresser and a desk covered with the latest computer equipment. Stella flipped on the power switch then closed the door after her.
She kicked her pumps into a corner and peeled off her little dress, which she tossed into the bottom, empty drawer. From the top drawer she pulled a new All American Girl top and bottom and a pair of white ass-kicking boots. Once suitably attired, she sat down at the desk and booted up the computer. She logged onto the Brotherhood of American Dynamic Adventurers Security and Search, which she paid a five hundred dollar monthly fee for and almost never used.
She scanned through every bit of material on the Atomic Jack-O-Lantern and Dark Energy. There wasn’t much on the former. He’d never been in prison, never been caught. Nobody knew who he was for sure, though there were a couple of guesses. He might have been Buddy Parks who was decapitated in a Halloween novelty factory, or he might have been Martin Gothenburg, a pumpkin farmer who drowned when his tractor rolled over into a drainage ditch filled with toxic waste. In any case, there was no information about where he liked to go and what he did when he was not busy with super-villainy. Dark Energy’s file on the other hand could have filled several small books, and now that Stella thought about it, she had seen several books on Dark Energy in the discount bin outside the door of her local bookstore. He had been a martial-arts instructor, arrested for suspicion of molesting his young female students, when he had been hit by a fragment of a black hole shooting through this part of the solar system. He liked to drink, spout off his big mouth in local bars, and pick up underage prostitutes.
Stella knew just where to go—a string of “tough-guy” bars just south of Midway Airport on Cicero. She debated kicking back on the couch for a power nap, but she wanted to find this scumbag before she lost the edge off her anger. Closing the door and locking up, she passed through the lobby, handing the key back to the guard.
“Oh, Hey. I recognize you now,” he said. “Nice outfit. Way hotter than on TV.”
She didn’t know why, but the comment pleased Stella far more than it would have normally. Maybe she was still a little tipsy. Three steps out the front door, she launched herself into the sky heading south.
By the time Stella reached the fifth bar, her buzz was definitely gone. She now had a splitting headache, and she was more than tired of the smell of stale beer, unwashed human bodies, and urine that the dives in this part of town seemed to reek of. There he was in a back booth with a black-labeled bottle in front of him and a hooker on each arm, whose combined ages barely seemed to add up to All American Girl’s eighteen years.
“All right you…” said Stella.
Without lifting his hand off the shoulder of the girl on his right, Dark Energy pointed with his index finger and a bolt of what else, dark energy, shot from its tip, hitting Stella in the chest, sending her flying end over end through the glass door, across the street, and several inches into the steel-reinforced door of the DeSoto parked across the street.
“Okay, if that’s how you want to play it,” she said, getting to her feet.
She hopped over the building and landed in the alley behind. Jamming her fist through the stone wall, she grabbed hold of a neck and pulled the person on the other side through. The way she was feeling, it wouldn’t have surprised her if she had misjudged a bit and yanked the wrong person through the wall. But her supernatural sense of direction hadn’t failed her. She lifted Dark Energy up in the air, leaving his toes dangling a few inches off the ground. When he started to raise his hand, she slammed him down onto his back so hard that the blacktop cracked for twenty feet around. She picked him back up into the air.
“Owe.”
“You’re going to think ‘owe’.”
She threw him across the alley and into the side of a dumpster, which collapsed into a boomerang shape around him. With a quick skip to his side, she took his face in her hand and threw him back across the alley and into the stone wall of the bar. He smacked into it upside down and slid down to land on his head. Once again she picked him up by the neck and held him up high.
“Don’t hurt me anymore,” said the supervillain, in a remarkably high voice.
“No promises,” replied All American Girl. “You see, you messed with my stuff.”
“We didn’t go through your underwear drawer or anything. We just knocked down your apartment building.”
“You invaded my privacy. That’s no way to treat a lady.”
“It wasn’t my idea. It was the Jack-O-Lantern. He’s a freak.”
“If you mess with my stuff ever again, I’ll kick your ass so hard they’ll be picking Sputnik out of your teeth.”
Dark Energy raised his hands again. Stella slammed him once more against the pavement.
“Hey! I was just going to say ‘I promise I won’t’,” he whined.
“I think the police are waiting for you,” said Stella, grabbing him once more by the neck and leaping into the sky. Thirty minutes later, Dark Energy was in police custody, special energy dampening hand-cuffs on his wrists, and she was back at the ruins of her apartment, looking to see if she could find anything salvageable, but the paparazzi and the souvenir hunters had already been through it. If she wanted anything back, she would have to bid for it on eBay like everyone else.
“Oh goodie, you’re here,” said a voice behind her.
Stella turned around to see a slightly chubby man with salt and pepper hair and a mustache, wearing a white jumpsuit with large black letters spelling CPDRT across his chest, and a tiny nametag with Phil printed on it with a red dymo-labeler. She of course knew of the Chicago Public Damages Reconstruction Team, since they employed more workers than the police and fire departments put together.
“You look familiar,” said Stella.
“Oh really? You mean you can actually tell us mortal humans apart?”
“I’ve seen you around.”
“You should. I’m in charge of the All American Girl Response Team.”
“There’s an All American Girl Response Team?” wondered Stella.
“You think all the buildings you crash through and all the potholes you gouge out of the road just magically repair themselves?” The man rolled his eyes. “You have any idea how many man hours it took to repair the damage you caused fighting Behemoth the other day?”
“That wasn’t my fault. He’s the villain.”
“He’s about as bright as a small appliance bulb,” said Phil. “How hard would it have been to lure him away from buildings and private property?”
“You know what, Phil,” said Stella, with as much sarcasm as she could muster. “Why don’t you join the Skygirl Response Team?”
“Don’t I wish,” he said, turning and walking toward the white panel van that Stella now saw was parked down the block. “I hear she actually cleans up after herself when she can.”
Stella stuck out her tongue at the back of the white jumpsuit, but Phil didn’t turn around, walking all the way back to his truck, climbing in, and driving away. Suddenly she felt as though she needed to sit down, so she plopped her shapely bottom on a piece of rubble. At first she thought it was the after-effect of a night of drinking followed by an adrenaline rush let-down, but as she became weaker and weaker, she slid down into the dust, no longer able to move. Then she looked up into the horrible, grinning face of the Atomic Jack-O-Lantern. He didn’t speak. He just stared at her with that frightful face and glowed with the radioactive energy that was even now, draining away her life energy away.
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Eaglethorpe Buxton, famed adventurer and story-teller, friend to those in need of a friend and guardian to those in need of a guardian. He is a liar and braggart, not to be trusted, especially around pies. Who are we to believe? Buxton himself leads us through his world as he comes to the aid of… a poor orphan? An elven princess? Who can guess with Eaglethorpe himself telling the tale?
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Eaglethorpe Buxton, famed adventurer and story-teller is back, this time to put on a play about a sorceress. When the sorceress, subject of his play arrives with fire in her eyes, Eaglethorpe must pretend to be his good friend Ellwood. Will he pull off this charade and survive? And what happens when the real Ellwood shows up? One can never tell, especially when Eaglethorpe tells the story.
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In an alternate 1975, where men are almost extinct due to germ warfare, someone is trying to kill history's greatest rock & roll band. It falls to Science Police Agent John Andrews, only recently arrived from the distant male enclaves, to protect them. As the band continues their come-back tour across North America, Andrews must negotiate a complicated relationship with Ep!phanee, the band's lead singer; drummer Ruth De Molay, bassist Steffie Sin, and the redheaded clone lead guitarist Penny Dreadful, as he protects them and tries to discover who wants to kill the Ladybugs.
