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	SuperTroy Saves the Game

	By Drew Hunt

	"Really, little brother, you couldn't have gotten changed?" Lizzie Ashton eyed Troy's purple and gold jumpsuit and matching cape.

	"Didn't have time." Troy closed the front door to his old family home behind him. It was pretty cold outside, typical Minadan winter weather. At least it wasn't snowing.

	"You should have left work earlier then." She looked at the grandfather clock in the hallway. "You're already late."

	"Kickoff isn't until eight o'clock, so why the big hurry?"

	Lizzie rolled her eyes. "This is hockey, not football. It's called the puck drop, and I wanted to get there early to watch them warm up."

	Mildly irritated at the correction, Troy said, "Well, I would have been here earlier if I'd flown here straight from work but, oh, no, big sis insisted on being driven to the arena, so I had to fly home, get the car, and drive over here." Troy Ashton was a tuohygan for the Council for Sotan Affairs. Both sotans and tuohygans had the ability to fly and possessed other superhero powers, tuohygans being fewer in number and having a wider range of superpowers.

	"Whatever."

	Troy knew his sister had a fear of heights so she hardly ever permitted him to fly her anywhere. Not that she'd admit to such a phobia.

	"Troy, is that you?" Lucy, Troy's mom, asked from deeper in the house.

	"Yeah, Mom, it's SuperBrat," Lizzie said. As a tuohygan, Troy was given the honorific of Super before his name, a title his sister often teased him about, although Troy believed she was secretly proud of her younger brother's status, something else she'd never admit.

	"Where's Beck?" Lucy asked, entering the hallway from the family room.

	"At home. George is having a sleepover at Bobby's." If what Troy liked to call his troydie senses were correct, their son George and his friend Bobby were destined to be together, George as the next generation tuohygan and Bobby the next omega, just like he and Beck.

	"Why didn't Beck come with you then?" Lucy asked.

	"Could only get two tickets for the hockey game, plus Beck's gotten hooked on some BL videos on YouTube from Thailand, so he's going to binge-watch those tonight."

	"Oh, right." It was obvious Lucy didn't understand.

	Truth was, Troy didn't understand either. He didn't see the appeal of watching videos in another language and having to read the English subtitles to know what the characters were saying.

	Thinking of Beck woke something that had been concerning Troy the past couple of days. Beck hadn't been himself lately. Troy had asked him about it but Beck had insisted he was fine. Troy had been resolute in not using his superpowers to probe Beck's body and mind for answers. That would be a definite breach of trust.

	"Did I hear you say you've come straight from work?" Lucy asked.

	"Yeah," Troy agreed.

	"You haven't eaten supper then." Lucy turned towards the kitchen. "I'll fix you something."

	"We don't have time," Lizzie protested.

	Fearing a disagreement between mother and daughter, Troy told his mother he'd grab something at the arena.

	"Well, okay. But that'll just be junk food and..."

	"Mom, stop fussing over him," Lizzie said. "A hamburger and fries aren't going to kill him."

	"Your father and I worry about our kids, no matter how old they are. When you have children of your own, you'll understand."

	"Whatever," Lizzie huffed.

	"Where is Dad anyway?" Troy asked.

	"His back's hurting him so he's having a soak in the tub," Lucy said.
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