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      For every enby who's ever dreamed of seeing a nonbinary superhero: this book is for you.
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      I always hesitate to put a content warning, because I think it sometimes pre-colors the reading of the story. So, I'm going to put a content note instead, with both the ups and the downs ahead. This story is raw and hits on a lot of raw issues, including homophobia, transphobia, bullying, gender dysphoria, depression, and suicidal ideation. It also includes learning self-worth, coming into your own, acceptance by those you love, acceptance of yourself, finding your power, and soaring above all you've been through. It does indeed have a happy, triumphant ending. Please read with discretion, love, and self-care.
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      In 1983, when the world was busy trying not to blow itself up with nuclear war, we got the first substantial proof that humanity wasn’t alone in the universe. Three huge, sinuous, alien ships descended from the sky over New York City—that’s become a pattern since, these aliens can’t seem to get it into their heads that New York is not the capital of the world—and demanded tribute of the earth to their Grand Regent, who apparently had annexed our region of space two centuries before and neglected to tell us. Oh, and we owed them interest.

      The ships were terrifying. At least, they were on the old accounts on TV. I hadn’t been born yet. But the ships weren’t what convinced everyone the aliens were real. We’d all seen Star Wars and knew about special effects. We knew about The War of the Worlds radio broadcast. We weren’t stupid—these things could be faked, couldn’t they? Aliens couldn’t be real…could they?

      But we’d never, before that day, seen someone fly. A buff streak in a black and gold football jersey (which on a closer look had a hand-sewn “d20” on the back) and a badly-cut-out black mask shot up from the heart of the city and disabled the engines of the ships with what we later learned was a natural ability to create electromagnetic force fields. Then he proceeded to use his fields to push the ships back into orbit, shouting a lecture all the while about how this planet was under his protection.

      Several news outlets with suicidal helicopter pilots and reporting teams on board managed to capture some of this speech. It was ridiculous. Ranting, and full of nerdy gamer slang. That, paired with the close-up visuals that just couldn’t be faked, because we had all seen Star Wars and no special effects could convincingly make the blue crackle of his electrostatic fields, drove home that this was really happening. The aliens were real. And so was the flying man in the almost-football-jersey and badly cut black mask.

      We knew he was an alien because he shouted it in his speech: “I’m an alien, too, you self-righteous dickwads, and you don’t see me trying to conquer the planet!”

      That was the day the world met Magnificent Man.

      The name was a quip from a nervous field reporter who shouted, “Oh, what a magnificent man!” Because even with his blonde mullet tousled and the awful black mask, and the nerdy speech, you could tell that he was, as my mom says, a “stunner.” That was the day we learned an alien had been living among us all along. That was the day the world met my father and fell in love with this ripped, presumably straight and cis—because everyone just assumed—alien hero.

      But this isn’t his story. This story’s mine. And it’s not straight, and it’s not cis. Don’t assume.
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      If you think it was hard growing up in the nineties, with ten kinds of neon to choose from to wear every day—and mauve, don’t forget mauve, flowered stirrup pants—you don’t know what it was like to have two superpowered parents.

      My dad you already know. Magnificent Man. My mom you met a few years after my dad when she revealed her icy cold streak in a rampage throughout Chicago. She and dad fought a few times. He eventually brought her around with his good looks and bad boy charm. He was half the world’s poster crush in his black, gold-trimmed costume even with the black domino mask, and by then he’d lost the mullet, thank God. And the gamer slang. Which, I really liked in the old interviews, but image is everything, right?

      Mom started out a villain, and while Dad was a little wild in the early days, no one gave his hero status a second thought. He always did the right thing.

      Mom was good for Dad, and he for her. She was a little more gray in a world that wasn’t black and white and never would be.

      My parents had two children. My older sister, who when she was three learned how to create electric bubbles that shorted out streetlights everywhere they drove and did it for a solid year before moving on to flying around the house.

      And then there was me.

      I was skinny and awkward. They stuffed me into dresses—because that’s what you did to kids who were born with my anatomy—and waited to see what powers I would develop. I was, disappointingly to everyone, an underachiever in that department.

      My sister started going out with Dad on heroing patrols when she was twelve.

      “She’s too young!” Dad had protested at first. “It’s dangerous out there!”

      By then he’d segued from being America’s bad boy alien sweetheart to America’s suburban values alien dad. He was supposed to say things like that.

      “Well, I was powering my family’s ice cream truck when I was four,” Mom said, slicking her hair back with ice. “With my stepfather around, that was hardly less dangerous. And hey, I turned out okay.” Never mind that she’d been a supervillain.

      My sister had started to manifest Mom’s cold abilities by then, too, and she kept sneaking out after Dad anyway. She’d saved Dad’s life more than once by encasing him in ice to cool him down from Doctor Firebright’s attacks, or raising him up from the sea with an ice sheet when Alana, ancient queen of the Sea Elves, tried to kidnap him and make him her consort.

      So, Dad made the conditions that my sister could go out a few times a week, and that Mom would go out on patrols with them as an extra precaution. Then he whipped out the yellowed Singer sewing machine and made them both black and gold costumes. Magnificent Woman and Magnificent Girl!

      He gave Mom a flight suit he’d captured from an interdimensional super thief so she could keep up. As an afterthought, Dad made me a costume, too. Also black and gold, with the scripty gold “Magnificent” on the back. Just so I didn’t feel left out.

      I knew he was holding hard to hope, making me a costume just in case I’d need it. He was being nice, being Dad. I couldn’t fly or do anything with EM fields. I couldn’t even burp frosty mist like my sister did way too often. Way too often.

      My sister got to go out. Even Mom, who used to be a villain, got to go out. And me? I was just old enough to be left home by myself.

      Dad and Mom sat me down one night, my dad all serious while Mom danced frost across her fingertips.

      “Now, Honey,” Dad said, looking me in the eye as I hunched on our ratty tan and brown plaid couch. “Your powers will come. You just have to be patient.”

      “Yeah, these things take time,” Mom said, spinning her finger frost into a rose before crushing it again.

      And my sister nodded, because she worshipped them both and mostly agreed with everything they said.

      I nodded, too, because I wanted with everything in me to believe it was true. It had to be true. Never mind that my sister got her first powers when she was small and I hadn’t shown any signs yet. I would get powers someday. I’d get to fly around with Dad and Mom and take down criminals and supervillains. Maybe I’d even get to shoot spears of ice like Mom and my sister. I’d get to help save the world.

      “You know how much the world needs us,” Dad said. And by “us,” he meant the three of them. “So we have to go out some nights, and you’ll have to stay here and hold down the fort. And sometimes during the day, too, if it’s a weekend—though not when your sister’s in school.”

      My sister made a face at that, and Dad knuckled her hair.

      “Oh come on, you need an education! You have to know math to defuse some of the bombs we come up against, and physics to understand how much force to put behind lifting a crashing plane. This job isn’t all frost and force fields, you know.”

      “Yeah, Dad, I know.”

      That feeling of almost-hope in my stomach churned. I thought of my costume upstairs, folded neatly on my chair, just waiting for the day I could put it on for real. Even though I hated it, I checked it every day to make sure it was in good condition, running my hands over the slick, densely woven fabric. I tried it on most days, maybe thinking it would help spark my powers. I stood in front of the mirror and flexed my muscles, the way some of my girl friends at school flexed their chests in the bathroom to try and make their boobs grow. But I wasn’t interested in that. I just wanted my powers.

      But I didn’t have powers. And my parents and sister were living in a world I couldn’t.

      I watched them sometimes on TV, soaring through the skies over New York. Saving people. Always, always smiling.

      “And here’s the whole family!” one newscaster said, gathering them all together outside the still-smoking remains of an apartment building, which they’d emptied of its occupants and its flames.

      “The whole family.”

      Dad smiled and waved. Mom looked aloof but pleased, ice crystals forming an aura around her. And my sister preened before the camera. I watched them, with fistfuls of cheese crackers, sitting on the thin carpet on our living room floor, my costume beside me, just waiting for the moment I could use it. Waiting. The invisible part of that “whole family.”
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      When my sister was twelve, she became Magnificent Girl. But when I was twelve, I was cornered one day after school in the bathroom by two of the tough girls. They called me a dyke, as usual, and pounded me into the space between the sink and a stall. They’d been harassing me for months, but this was the first time they’d attacked me with fists. The girls punched and kicked until I had no breath. And I learned, in one instant, that I did have superpowers.

      Between blows, the world around me burst into clarity. Into colors my mind had always known but never seen before. Cold and heat: the cold of my fear. The hot, fiery furnace of my attackers’ rage.

      There was no thought in that moment.

      I tore the burning heat from the girls’ hearts and used it to warm myself. They wavered, limbs pulling back, blotched faces going slack before they both fell with twin thuds to the tile floor.

      Hunched in the corner, I stared at my limp attackers. I didn’t wonder if I’d killed them. Not then. I was only glad it had stopped. That there was an end.

      The air hummed and crackled around me, still taut with the fading anger. But the crackle didn’t go away. When the girls didn’t move for a solid minute, I crept forward, reaching for one of their necks like I’d seen in the movies. Wondering if she still had a pulse. Hoping, maybe. Or fearing.

      The girl’s hair frizzed with static as my hand neared, and I pulled back, looking at my palm. My skin shone with a faint electric blue. My whole body was crackling with blue—an electromagnetic field, a layer between myself and the world. I hadn’t had it to protect myself from the blows, but I had it now. And, without really knowing how, I strengthened it. Made it so no one could hurt me.

      I’d been staying after school for extra credit, mostly because I was bored. Because the house was usually empty when I went home. My parents’ patrolling a few nights a week with my sister had become every night a long time ago. The world needed the three Magnificents, and who was I to argue with that?

      No one else had seen the fight.

      I didn’t reach for the girls again but instead waited, watching with my new senses. I could still feel heat in their hearts. Not the heat of rage, but the heat of humans, of bodies, of ordinary lives. Something I’d always known and taken for granted.

      At least they were alive.

      I looked up and found, past the rapid beats of my own heart, that I could extend my senses farther. Feel the ordinary heat of people around me. A cluster of heat down the hall—drama club, which always ran late. A few people lingering in the halls. People, like me, who had little to go home to.

      Should I hate these girls for what they’d done to me? I didn’t know. Should I be happy I’d found powers to save me? I wasn’t happy. I wasn’t anything but numb.

      I stayed on the grimy floor, on guard with my senses in case anyone came near the bathroom, but no one did. I stayed until the girls started to wake, then crouched over them. I felt the strength of my EM field protecting me, and felt, for the first time in a long time, no fear. There was a blaze in my heart I’d never known before. An icy awareness that if I held out my hands, I could reach into their hearts and extinguish their reigniting flames. If I wanted to.
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