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To @sfhdraws, who was a great help in debasing Corey


Guilty Pleasure




The front doors of the bank burst outward in a hail of hot glass shards as Tempest delicately touched down on the street outside. It had been cool all day, especially higher up above the buildings, but the fire currently raging in the lobby of the Plutarch National on High Street was enough to raise the ambient temperature by at least a few degrees.

If not for the imminent danger, it would actually have been rather pleasant to stand out by the sidewalk in front of the bank. Even the thermo-regulated suit that Tempest wore, with its midnight blue composite fabric that clung to every chiseled plane of his young body, hadn’t quite managed to keep the chill of the night away, especially as he had been flying at regulation altitude above the city for the last two hours.

Tempest surveyed the situation as he waited for further information from headquarters. Police and emergency respondents had already arrived, but they were keeping their distance because no one knew for sure if there was still an active super threat inside the building.

For the time being, the first-responders were more concerned with maintaining a safe perimeter around the building and taking care of any civilians who were managing to make it out of the structure.

The communicator on Tempest’s wrist beeped once. “SIBYL, what do you have for me?” he said. If he was being honest, the situation looked pretty dire. He could only hope that there was no one left inside the building. Even if he called up a rainstorm, he doubted it would do much to temper the flames.

“It would appear that there is no longer any sign of civilian life inside the building,” the communicator chirped. “It is difficult to ascertain the number of fatalities at this moment due to fire damage, but it appears that the majority of personnel and clientele were able to evacuate before the intensity of the blaze reached the critical point.”

Tempest nodded. Burning to death was one of the nastiest ways to go. There were far too many pyromaniac villains in the world. He could only hope that anyone who hadn’t managed to get out had died from smoke inhalation rather than the fire itself.

“Thank you, SIBYL. Do we have an active threat still inside the building?” said Tempest. “Is it safe to give the go-ahead to the emergency crews on standby?”

“Visibility inside the building is near-zero, Tempest,” the communicator chirped. “Approximately 70% of security cameras in the first, second, and third floors have been destroyed by the fire. However, it appears that there is still deliberate movement inside the building. There may be an active threat, but it is likely safe to cut power.

“Will do, SIBYL,” said Tempest, quickly jogging over to the supervisor of the response team. He relayed the information that SIBYL had given and explained his own plan. A minute later, what few lights remained on in the building went off. It was time to flush out the villain.

Tempest closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He really wasn’t the best hero for this situation, but he had been the only one close enough to respond as quickly as he had. On cue, the firefighters sprayed a conical mist from their fire hoses into the air.

Calling upon the well of strength within him, Tempest opened his eyes. They glowed incandescent with power as lightning crackled at his fingertips. The fine spray of water gushing into the sky behind him gathered into thunderclouds, growing darker and thicker with every passing moment.

Tempest held his hands out to either side and whistled, at which point the firefighters directed their hoses toward the fire. A low boom of thunder rattled the nearby buildings as lightning crisscrossed through the dark roiling clouds of Tempest’s thunderstorm. The glow of the inferno subsided as the mist of water droplets suffocated the flames.

Tempest waited with bated breath. If this villain, who didn’t even have a codename yet, was like any of the other amateurs, any minute now they would strike back. “Retreat!” Tempest yelled, the moment that he noticed the light of the fire brighten.

The thunderclouds, heavy with water, moved at Tempest’s command. They shot forward just in time to consume the billowing wall of fire that burst through the front windows of the bank. The flames dissipated into hot steam that obscured the front of the building, but not so much as to hide the silhouette of the big, muscular man that strode through the front doors.

For someone that had just walked through a fire, the man that confronted Tempest was impeccably dressed. He was clad in a nice three-piece suit. The jacket was a deep blood red as were the dress pants, while the vest was crimson with a gold filigree design. He carried with him a sleek black cane with a large ruby couched in gold at the pommel.

The man was quite handsome in the conventional sense, with sharp gray eyes and an angular jawline, though the upper half of his face was covered with a red-and-gold mask that likely served the same purpose as the hood of Tempest’s suit.

The man had a rather broad build and stood perhaps head and shoulders taller than Tempest. He held himself with the practised posture of an aristocrat, chin tilted up at the world, despite the obvious dissonance that his appearance and bearing had with the fact that he was robbing a bank.

“Well, well, well,” said the man, speaking with the clip and enunciation of proper King’s English. “If it isn’t the hero of Selene City himself who has arrived, I presume, to bring to bear the full might of the law upon the poor Burning Baron.”

Tempest could have rolled his eyes at it all. It was just so ostentatious, an obvious cry for attention. He didn’t need an analysis of the situation to know that he would win. There wasn’t a world where fire could possibly beat lightning in a contest of speed. “Why don’t we just get this over with, uh, Burning Baron, was it, again? So that I can let these good folks get back to their normal jobs,” said Tempest.

“By all means, refuse to stand on ceremony and insult me to my face, O mighty hero of the storm,” said the Burning Baron. “Know only that we do not take kindly to those who would stand in our way without so much as a dreg of decorum and let this be a warning to all that from this day forth, there shall be a new terror upon the streets of Selene City!”

Faster than Tempest might have imagined for a man of his stature, the Burning Baron tossed his cane into the air, caught it just under the pommel, and swung it in front of him in an arc. “Get down!” Tempest shouted, not daring to look back as the rippling wave of fire passed overhead.

Left. Right. Left. And Left again. Four times, Tempest had to dodge four fireballs flung with surprising speed and accuracy from the Burning Baron’s cane.

“Where is your lightning, Tempest?” the Burning Baron said, with a smug smirk. “Or are we simply perhaps too fast for you?”

It wasn’t anything new, but boy did Tempest hate it when they got smug. He brought his arm up and shot a bolt of lightning at the Burning Baron. Moments before the lightning struck, the Baron stabbed his cane into the ground and when the bolt finally did hit, it harmlessly coursed through the cane into the earth.

The Burning Baron smirked and said “My turn,” as he wrenched the cane from the ground and made to send another fireball toward Tempest.

The problem with that plan was that Tempest had seen it a hundred times before. He was the primary defender of Selene City, so many villains had attempted to find some way to negate the advantage he had with his lightning. He’d expected the first attack to fail.

Once the Baron was no longer grounded through his cane, Tempest unleashed the second, more powerful bolt of lightning that he had been holding back. “Checkmate,” he muttered, ducking out of the way of the billowing column of fire that was cut off once the Baron was struck.

The cane clattered to the sidewalk and a heartbeat later, there was a thud as the Baron followed suit. Tempest straightened and walked over to examine his handiwork. The guy was still alive, if unconscious and twitching.

Tempest gave the all-clear and the emergency crew immediately came rushing in to resolve the situation. Medics approached the Baron as Tempest kicked the cane down the street. “Don’t touch that,” he said, as one of the firefighters bent down to pick it up. “We don’t know what it does.”

Tempest pointed his wrist communicator at the cane and scanned it from a safe distance. SIBYL would complete the preliminary analysis in a few minutes and advise him if the cane was safe to handle. He didn’t have to wait that long before she pinged him back.

“The cane appears to be a standard Type-A Meta-class powerstone. Risks associated with direct handling are minimal,” the communicator chirped. The Hall hadn’t quite managed to track down the source of the powerstones, but they were proving to be a bit of a bitch to deal with. Anyone with enough money could get one and use it to wreak havoc.

Tempest walked over to the cane and picked it up. Someone from Custody approached him with a safety container which he placed the object in. The supervisor of the scene thanked him for his service, and he responded with the typical, “It was my honor to protect the good citizens of Selene City tonight.”

Truth was, the Burning Baron was par for the course these days. To Tempest, it was just another day and another victory for the Hall of Heroes. He was just glad that his shift was almost over.

There was only one thing left for Tempest to do. He walked over to the Custody van to check on the perp. The Baron was slumped in the back seat, unmasked and passed out. “He’ll live,” said the Custody Officer in charge of the team that had responded to the scene. “Can’t say the same about his reputation though.”

“Who was he?” said Tempest, signing the polyglass tablet to indicate that he had subdued the villain before handing it back to the officer. “He certainly seemed too well-bred to be a common bank-robber. You’d usually see the type hatching some other kind of diabolical scheme.”

“Don’t think he was trying to steal from the bank, to be honest, son,” said the officer. “Not money, in any case. Got a facial recognition match with one Randall Brock. Apparently he was going to open a Victorian-themed gallery of his work downtown with the backing of Plutarch National, but they pulled out at the last minute. because of some issues with his politics.”

“So this was a delusional, narcissistic, bigoted artist with a chip on his shoulder, spending money that he probably doesn’t have to buy a powerstone and blow up the bank that fucked him over?” said Tempest.

“Sounds about right,” said the officer.

Tempest shook his head. This was the problem with powerstones. Any chump desperate enough, or with a big enough grudge could get a hold of the damn things and cause trouble. “You know, in another age, he might have turned out to be a great dictator.”

The officer chuckled and patted Tempest on the back. “You heard the man speak, kid,” said the officer. “He might be a looker, but he’s definitely not got the charisma.”

The corner of Tempest’s lips curled upward. “Guess not,” he said. He glanced at the Baron and shook his head. Villains these days were nowhere as competent as the old ones. They were more destructive, sure, but almost always on a far smaller scale. “Anyway, that’s me for the night, officer. I’ll leave him in your capable hands.”

The officer saluted. “You can trust me, kid. It’s my pleasure to help keep this city safe,” he said, as Tempest launched himself into the air and away from the scene of the crime.




• • •




Unlike the career superheroes of the golden age of the Hall of Heroes, Tempest had very little in the way of personal resources. He didn’t even have a house to his own name. As it was, he had to rely on the Hall for most of his technological needs, like the other young heroes of his generation.

On Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, Tempest had an evening patrol shift, eight hours long, that was mandatory to maintain his hall privileges. At the end of those long nights, the only place he had to return to was his dorm room at Selene City University. The suite had its perks, but it wasn’t the most luxurious. The secret entrance wasn’t the most dignified, the elevator installed behind a dumpster at the back of the building to save costs.

Tempest saluted the doorman as he performed the same ritual he’d performed more than a hundred times since he joined up with the Hall at the end of 11th grade. The mercifully-empty dumpster slid to the side, allowing Tempest access to the trapdoor that led to the entrance of the elevator.

Tempest stepped into the enclosure. As always, the door closed behind him and a voice advised him to wait for a beep before punching in his personal code. Tempest did as he was told.

The dorms were home to a number of other supers, but none of them were aware of each other’s secret identities. The “elevator” in fact traveled in both axes and after a brief sideways acceleration, it started to rise. Approximately eighteen seconds after stepping in, Tempest stepped out into his en-suite bathroom.

Weary, Tempest trudged over to the mirror and looked at himself. There was a time when he would have been ecstatic at having the chance to wear a costume like this one, but these days it was just more of a hassle, really.

Tempest hooked his fingers under the hood, where the mask joined the part that wrapped around his head, and pulled. Before anything else, he shook out his hair. It was a good thing this iteration of the suit was breathable. He remembered the “good old days” when it was a struggle to peel off because it had stuck to him with his sweat.

The guy that stared back at Tempest in the mirror didn’t seem to be the type to go out fighting crime. He was handsome enough, with his dark eyes, thick brown hair and, he’d been told, kissable lips. But he didn’t exactly look heroic. If anything, he just looked tired.

A smile tugged at Tempest’s lips as he remembered the beginning, way back before he’d taken up the mantle of Selene City’s guardian, when he had been only Corey Cooper. He’d been so excited, then, thoroughly enamored with the idea of being a superhero, of fighting crime.

The novelty, as Tempest had been warned, had worn off pretty quickly.

One would think that the constant barrage of super-powered villains threatening to take over the world or cause untold damage to society as a whole would keep life pretty spicy, but the truth was that once you’d spent a couple of years in the business, everything turned out pretty samey.

There were always new supervillains with new powers or novel ways of using old powers, but there was remarkably little in terms of the diversity of their motivations.

Most had been slighted and wanted revenge. A fair bit thought that what they were doing, they were doing for the greater good. A number thought it was the only way they could ever get justice. And there was always the handful that just wanted to watch the world burn.

These days, though Tempest was feeling the burnout more so than usual. Midterms were just over the horizon, and he hadn’t been able to get a lick of sleep between studying for them, pursuing villains, and doing his patrol shifts.

Tonight, for a merciful few hours at least, Tempest was free to just be regular old Corey Cooper. Not that there was anything regular about being Corey Cooper when exams were just around the bend and he needed to keep up his perfect GPA.
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