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🎵 Dre “BoomBox” Young

 

Beefy arms, soundwave tattoos, and a speaker belt buckle. Dre lives for music. His abilities? Weaponized sound. But if he gets off beat, he might blow out the gym again. Literally.

 

“Detention playlist: activated.”

(Presses play. Bass shakes the ceiling.)

 

⚡ Trinity “Stingray” Jones

 

Leaning back with her boots on the desk, she’s chewing on a toothpick and shocking the desk legs with idle electric pulses. Sharp tongue, sharper reflexes. Her electric whips are illegal. So is her attitude.

 

“Somebody better cut the light jokes before I cut the lights on they behind.”

 

🏃🏾‍♀️ Zara “Pulse” Freeman

 

The speedster. Can’t sit still. Literally. She’s been to the vending machine, the gym, the roof, and back while this intro was being narrated. Now she’s sipping a Gatorade, totally out of breath… for 0.3 seconds.

 

“Y’all move like molasses. I finished this whole detention period in my head already.”

 

🌑 Kamari “ShadowKidd” Tate

 

Smallest, quietest. He speaks maybe once a week, if it’s dark enough. But his shadows are alive. They crawl up walls, mimic shapes, and whisper jokes in villain voices just to mess with people.

 

(Shadow floats by spelling out: “Let me out.”)

Dre: “Yo, tell your shadow to stop flirting with me.”

 

 

 

🚨 Then it happens…

 

A BOOM. Not normal thunder. Something more… wrong.

The school shakes. Lockers slam open. Phones fry.

Zara is already outside, and what she sees makes her trip over her own speed:

 

A wormhole is ripping open the football field like a scab peeled back too fast.

Out walks something… someone…

 

🌀 Lord Phanatik

 

Wearing a velvet cape, silver teeth, shades that change color, and boots that pulse with green light. His voice has reverb… even when he’s not speaking. He’s flanked by floating speakers and puppet-like minions who dance to his thoughts.

 

“Where are the real heroes?”

Looks at the six teens.

“Ain’t no way y’all the replacements… Bruh. They got y’all from TikTok High?”

 

Javon steps forward, flame flickering across his fist.

 

“You want smoke? I am smoke, dawg.”

 

Trinity cracks her knuckles, sparks flying.

 

“Somebody get this bootleg Bootsy Collins off the field before I send him back through the wormhole.”

 

Dre turns his speaker up, bass thumping like a warning shot.

 

“Yo… Y’all hearing that? He talkin’ wild, but I’m about to drop a track on him.”

 

Phanatik smiles. Then snaps his fingers.

 

The minions charge. But they don’t move like normal people. They glitch, jump, rewind, fast-forward—like corrupted video files come to life.

 

Teyana’s eyes go wide. “They’re made of… bad data? Hold up—I need to record this for the cloud.”

 

Kamari pulls shadows from under the bleachers, forming a massive wolf made of inky smoke. It growls.

 

Zara zips by, snatches Phanatik’s shades off mid-sentence, and says:

“Ugly under AND over the glasses. Wow.”

 

 

 

🎬 Fade out…

 

They’re outnumbered. Undertrained. Possibly suspended.

But this is the next generation. The Power-ish crew may be young… but they’re dangerous, unpredictable, and have jokes for days.

 

 

 

End of Chapter 1

 

 

Chapter 2: “Detention Squad vs The Algorithm Army”

 

 

 

🏟️ Scene: Power City High – Football Field, Ground Zero

 

The sky has shifted to a static gray. The wormhole still pulses behind Lord Phanatik like a broken speaker stuck on full volume. The football field, once torn up from homecoming, is now a battlefield. Torn goalposts, glitching digital scoreboard, and empty bleachers rattling with shadowy movement.

 

 

 

🦹‍♂️ Lord Phanatik paces like he owns the school now.

 

“I offered this city culture, chaos, and curated destruction… and what do I get? The dollar-menu version of justice?”

 

Behind him, dozens of minions swarm the field. They’re called the Algorithm Army — digitized foot soldiers made from corrupted data streams, school surveillance footage, and spam filter nightmares. Think glitching humanoids with TV screen faces, buffering wheels, and audio-jumping speech patterns.

 

“Error—hero detected—please reinstall courage.exe”

 

 

 

🧯 Javon “J-Heat” Carter steps forward, eyes blazing

 

His hoodie starts smoldering. He’s not fully in control—yet—but his fists light up like mini suns.

 

“We might be the off-brand version… but we still hot.”

 

He throws a fireball directly at one of the glitch soldiers. It explodes into pixelated smoke.

 

 

 

🎵 Dre “BoomBox” Young cranks his belt speaker

 

He sets it to “bass quake” mode. As the beat drops, the ground vibrates. Minions stumble. One falls apart in a scrambled loop like a broken TikTok filter.

 

“Y’all ever get jumped by rhythm? Bet you about to.”

 

 

 

⚡ Trinity “Stingray” Jones rushes in

 

Twin electric whips spark from her wristbands. With a crack, she slices through two minions, static flickering in their shattered coding.

 

“You wanna glitch? Here’s a power surge.”

 

 

 

🧠 Teyana “Glitch” Harris starts multitasking

 

She pulls up her hacked school tablet, connects to the wormhole frequency, and launches a digital virus at the nearest minion. Its face melts into a blue screen.

 

“Ctrl+Alt+Delete yourself, punk.”

 

Suddenly, the wormhole flares again.

 

 

 

💨 Zara “Pulse” Freeman zips back into frame

 

“Two things. One—I ran around the city twice and nobody showed up to help. Two—Phanatik’s password is literally ‘password123’. I just locked him outta his own wormhole.”

 

She tosses a USB drive to Teyana.

 

“Do your thing, hacker girl.”

 

 

 

🌑 Kamari “ShadowKidd” Tate lifts his palms slowly

 

Shadows crawl up from the cracks in the pavement, swirling like black smoke. They form into jagged spears and snarling beasts.

 

He whispers one word:

 

“Run.”

 

The shadows leap forward, tearing into the Algorithm Army like wolves in a digital sheep field.

 

 

 

💥 Team Combo

 

The squad starts to move like they’ve done this forever. Javon and Dre tag-team—heat shock and bass burst. Trinity rides on one of Kamari’s shadow wolves like a chariot. Teyana and Zara reboot the digital battlefield mid-fight.

 

Even Phanatik looks… impressed.

 

“Okay, okay… y’all got a little spice.”

 

He waves his hand, pulling back his minions. Suddenly, a massive glitch dragon forms behind him—a beast built of corrupted data, old memes, and every failed antivirus system ever created.

 

“But let’s see what you do… against me at 100% upload speed.”

 

 

 

📚 Cliffhanger Ending:

 

Just as the dragon charges…

 

A beam of blue cosmic energy shoots down from the sky.

The field explodes in light. The dragon screeches.

 

Descending slowly in a glowing orb is a mysterious new figure.

 

New Hero Alert:

 

👽 Nova-Black – A cosmic teen traveler from the Galactic Hood Order. Rockin’ cornrows, a galaxy-lined hoodie, and boots that defy gravity. His eyes glow with stardust.

 

“I came because the universe called… and y’all clearly needed some backup.”

 

The team stares.

 

Dre:

 

“Yo… is that an alien? And did he just roll up like a mixtape drop?”

 

Zara:

 

“This detention just got intergalactic.”

 

 

 

End of Chapter 2

 

 

Chapter 3: “Nova-Black Ain’t from Around Here”

 

 

 

☄️ Scene: Power City High – Post-Battle

 

The glitch dragon had barely roared before that beam of celestial energy split the field like a divine warning shot. What followed wasn’t just light — it was gravity-bending, star-splintering presence. The kind that made minions short-circuit just by proximity.

 

Standing dead-center in the crater, arms folded, was Nova-Black.

 

 

 

🌌 Meet: Nova-Black (real name: Ka’Rel X)

 

He doesn’t walk — he glides. Wearing a jacket made from compressed supernova dust and Air Forces that hover three inches off the ground, Ka’Rel looks more like a rap album cover than a warrior. His skin is deep bronze, eyes glowing indigo. His voice? Calm, smooth, but with that galactic echo like every word is bouncing through time.

 

“I felt a shift in the cosmic order… traced it here… y’all breaking physics and my peace.”

 

 

 

🧑🏾‍🤝‍🧑🏽 The Team Reacts

 

Javon “J-Heat”:

 

“So… we just gonna ignore the fact that homeboy look like a walking star chart?”

 

Trinity “Stingray”:

 

“His edge-up perfect. No way he a villain.”

 

Zara “Pulse”:

 

“Wait… are you, like… half-god or full alien?”

 

Ka’Rel (smirks):

 

“Bit of both. I’m part of the Galactic Hood Order. Think Jedi… but Blacker. We protect the timeline and stop fools from tearing holes in space with Wi-Fi.”

 

 

 

🌠 Flashback Cut Scene: Origin of Nova-Black

 

Planet: Neo-Kemet – a sacred Black cosmic civilization built on ancient Earth knowledge and advanced universal tech. Ka’Rel was trained from birth in the ways of energy bending, ancestral memory streaming, and galactic protection.

 

His mom, High Warden Xyla, was a master starmancer. His dad, Ka’Dari, was a rebel-turned-legend who vanished during a time warp trying to protect Earth.

 

Ka’Rel’s mission?

 

“Protect the spark of resistance… wherever it’s trying to rise.”

 

The wormhole Phanatik opened had sent tremors across the solar districts. So Ka’Rel dropped into Earth’s atmosphere with one goal: Neutralize the disruption — or join the fight.

 

 

 

🤖 Lord Phanatik Returns – With Reinforcements

 

The villain wasn’t done yet. Still slightly charred from the dragon incident, Phanatik sneered.

 

“You brought him here? Nova-Black? Man, I hate group projects.”

 

He opens another dimensional pocket and summons two of his dimensional friends:

	1.	Professor Ctrl-Z – A time hacker from Timeline 13 who erases people’s pasts mid-fight.

	2.	Lady Errora – A data siren who can sing your secrets into reality and control your thoughts with corrupted poetry.

 

They appear like final bosses in a glitchy video game, floating above the school field.

 

 

 

💥 Battle Time (Again)

 

Nova-Black doesn’t flinch.

He floats forward slowly, drawing cosmic rings with his fingers.

 

“Y’all talk too much.”

 

Team Up Time:

	•	Javon superheats the air, creating a flash barrier.

	•	Stingray hits Errora with a feedback loop — silencing her voice.

	•	BoomBox drops an “anti-lag beat” that disrupts Ctrl-Z’s time skips.

	•	Glitch rewrites the code of reality to temporarily mute Phanatik’s wormhole access.

	•	Pulse zooms between dimensions, grabbing weapons from parallel versions of themselves.

 

Nova-Black? He charges a cosmic orb and detonates it mid-air, suspending time for 3.3 seconds — just long enough to land a punch that drops Ctrl-Z into next Tuesday.

 

 

 

🔚 Scene End: Aftermath

 

The villains retreat. Barely.

 

Nova-Black looks at the team.

 

“You’re raw. Undisciplined. Sloppy. But… powerful.”

 

Dre “BoomBox” nods.

 

“We like the corner store version of the Avengers.”

 

Nova-Black smiles for the first time.

 

“Then I’m your corner prophet.”

 

Team:

 

“Yo that’s HARD.”

 

 

 

🌀 Epilogue Reveal

 

In space, far from Earth, a cloaked figure watches them through a swirling data vortex.

 

???

 

“If Nova-Black has chosen Earth… we must prepare for the resurrection of The Frequency King.”

 

 

 

End of Chapter 3

 

 

Chapter 4: “Training Day at Grandma Mable’s (Yeah… That Grandma)”

 

 

 

📍Scene: Southside Heights – Grandma Mable’s Backyard

 

After their cosmic beatdown with Lord Phanatik and his glitchy friends, the young crew is grounded — not by the government, but by someone way scarier…

 

Grandma Mable — 6’1”, Afro like a thundercloud, church sandals that double as weapons, and the only person in Power City that even the villains lowkey respect.

 

She’s the original vigilante from the Old Guard League, back in the day when heroes didn’t have Twitter followers, just trauma, grit, and handmade costumes sewn during Soul Train reruns.

 

 

 

🧓🏾 Meet the OGs

 

When the squad walks into the yard, they see more than Mable with her apron and switch. They meet the rest of the OG team — The Over-Doers, retired heroes still too salty to fully quit:

	•	Uncle Smoke – controls fog, eats turkey legs mid-fight, wears socks with sandals, can cloud a block in 3 seconds flat.

“Y’all running around with tight pants and TikTok powers. Back in my day, we earned our trauma.”

	•	Auntie Flexx – enhanced strength, always lifting stuff to prove a point, throws washing machines like dodgeballs.

“You ain’t strong till you catch your man cheating and throw the whole car at him.”

	•	Pastor Punch – preacher by day, power fists by night, uses Bible verses mid-fight like battle chants.


OEBPS/images/cover-image.png
LI Power-ish: Next Gen Hood Justice

Volume 2 - Chapter 1: “Legacy Ain't Light"

ki Scene: Power City, a few years later.

“The city skyline glimmers with progress. Hover-cars hum above sleck lanes. Billboards
project 3D ads for neural snacks and streaming shows. It's a new world—but deep
beneath all that shine is the same grime, the same noise, and the same heartbeat

city.

Peace came briefly after the OG Power-Ish team vanished into myth. Rumors say they're
in hiding, raining, or on another planet. But crime doesn' care about rumors. Neither do
vilains.

Ina renovated but still haif-busted Southside high school, six teenagers are stuck i the
only place worse than an underground lair— Saturday detention.

71 Power City High - Room 217, Saturday, 8:15 am.

“The hum of a busted fluorescent light flickers overhead. A dusty fan coughs. The clock
ticks liko it judging every decision these kids ever made.

Sitingintheir own comerod-off chaos:
§ Javon -Heat” Carter
Tal lanky, ot tempere. Son of egendary ex-hro BlazeKing. Chews gum like it nsulted

him. He flicks a disposable lighter on and off, every flame puffing hotter than it should.
Ho ain'ttryna be his dad, but those powers are heating up fast.

“Man, this is stupid. Why | gotta be hore ‘cause | made the hallway too hot? They
ain't warn nobody | run warmr™

< Toyana “Giitch” Harris
Headphones in, hoodie up, eyes scanning the school server through AR contacts. Her
fingers twitch as code scrolls invisibly across her vision. Hacked into the school’s

vending machines last week Just to give out ree Hot Cheetos.

“I'm erasing my record from this school system while y'all complain, Y'all
welcome.”
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