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“You won’t get away with this!” the hero shouted, struggling in his bonds.

“Oh? I beg to differ. You’re trapped and helpless. Your friends are off on a wild goose chase in France and won’t work out what I’ve done for at least a week. As for the authorities...please. You know they’re no match for me. I was running rings around bloated bureaucrats and gun-toting thugs long before you and your quaint little do-gooder gang pulled up your spandex tights and set out to right all the world’s wrongs.”

Butterfly Boy growled. “You can sneer all you want, Stonewall, but we’ve foiled your evil schemes a dozen times now.”

Cocking his head to the left, Stonewall took a few steps forward. The floor of his lair was tiled with black marble – no points for guessing what the walls were made of – and his footsteps echoed theatrically. “It’s true. For a naïve club of meddlers, you’ve managed to be a surprisingly persistent thorn in my side.”

Now standing in front of his captive, Stonewall reached out and took hold of Butterfly Boy’s chin. “Though that’s primarily due to my underestimating you – a foolish error, I readily admit. In my defence, look at you. You’re a child.”

“I’m twenty-seven, you patronising prick.”

“A child,” Stonewall reiterated, “running around dressed up like a circus acrobat, spouting speeches about justice and nobility, trying to fix society with your fists. You may be legally an adult, you may be eligible to vote, but your worldview is that of a schoolboy. It’s a great pity. You have a brilliant mind buried somewhere beneath those layers of self-righteousness. In another lifetime, you’d have made me a fine apprentice.”

“I’d sooner cook my own feet,” Butterfly Boy spat. “God, you’re such a dick. Not just another sinister megalomaniac. I’ve met plenty of those. Not one of them was as much of a smug, superior asshole as you. You think that because you’ve got a big vocabulary and a neatly trimmed beard you’re more than the average everyday crook. Well, you’re not. At the end of the day, you’re just another guy trying to take stuff that doesn’t belong to him.”

Stonewall growled like a wolf and clenched his gloved fists. “You make my point for me. Even now, your focus is on the minutia. You scold me for theft without even perceiving the bigger picture, without coming close to understanding what I’m really trying to achieve by...”

A sudden rumble gave him pause.

“Your evil lair got plumbing problems?” Butterfly Boy queried.

“No,” Stonewall murmured, glancing toward the ceiling as the rumbling grew louder.

One of the chandelier’s glass baubles came loose and shattered on the floor.

Butterfly frowned. “Seriously, what is that?”

“Earthquake,” Stonewall concluded. “Shit.”

The rumble became a roar, the room shook violently enough to throw Stonewall to the ground, and a chunk of masonry broke away from the ceiling and connected with the supervillain’s head.

***
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“Oh my God.”

In disbelief, Butterfly Boy stared at Stonewall’s unmoving form, before repeating, slightly louder and more shrill, “Oh my God. Stonewall?!”

Another few bits of concrete plummeted to the floor, completely failing to rouse his unconscious nemesis.

Butterfly groaned, closing his eyes. “I don’t believe this. Stonewall! Wake up, you complete asshole!”

The room shook again. 

Grinding his teeth, Butterfly turned his attention to the ropes binding him to the pillar – one of the many pillars lining the walls of Stonewall’s lair (and what kind of pompous douche had pillars indoors unless he owned a fucking cathedral, honestly?). They were tight but nothing he hadn’t slithered his way out of before. It was Stonewall himself and his geokinesis that had been the real obstacle between him and freedom – and he knew it, and wanted Butterfly to know it, and that was precisely why the ropes were so obviously inadequate. Butterfly didn’t even have to dislocate a hand to get free. His legs were unbound, there was a small knife hidden in his boot, and he was as lithe and flexible as a monkey. 

In seconds, the ropes were cut and Butterfly was all set to make his daring escape.

Except not. Before he’d taken a single step, the room shook again, a tremor twice as violent as its predecessor, and he was thrown back. Another pillar wobbled, tottered and then collapsed...right in front of the door that was, as far as he could tell, the only way in or out of the building. 

Great.

“What the hell is even happening today?” he asked the universe.

Treading carefully to avoid fallen masonry and glancing warily at the ceiling in case another tremor struck, he went over to the wreckage to confirm that what he feared was true. No way was he getting that door open.

“Will someone please explain why this door is normal-sized? Huge pillars, hundred foot high ceiling, floor as wide as a football field. The rest of this stupid lair is built for a giant but the door’s normal-sized. The fuck, Stonewall? This selective practicality is total bullshit.”

He was babbling to himself primarily to blow off steam, and also in the vague hope that Stonewall’s insatiable thirst for banter would overpower his probable concussion and force him to sit up and return fire. Butterfly was, by now, a skilled verbal combatant and confident in his ability to wheedle information about the lair’s layout and potential hidden exits out of him. 
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