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    To Mom, thanks for everything! You rock!!

To all the mothers, fathers, brothers, sisters, and so on that put up with their weird writer relations.
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​Origins
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Once upon a time, in the year 20XY, Joe Rover was walking his dog, Bandit, when a truck crashed spilling a strange substance. During the commotion, Bandit escaped Joe’s grasp and drank the liquid. He then bit Joe seemingly passing on the talents of a dog to him. 

Deciding to protect the people of his hometown, Joe Rover became the superhero known as Dogboy. 

Eventually, Joe learned that Bandit’s bite only magnified the powers within him. He was part of an ancient alien race known as the Sirians, beings from Sirius, which is not a star but a planet.

After many more adventures, he learned that his world was just one in a nearly infinite universe filled with multiverses known as the Omniverse. 

He also learned that a company known as Blue Light Technologies watches over the Omniverse. The company records events that happen across the Omniverse and sell them as stories, movies, or games. However, corruption grew within BLT and a prophecy was created. The prophecy said that a “Chosen One” would one day defeat the corrupt leaders of BLT. 

After some trials, Joe did defeat the corruption and restored BLT to its original purpose, but evil would not let the hero rest. An ancient cosmic being known as The Nothing sought to destroy Joe.

Joe and a new friend named David defeated The Nothing, but Joe soon learned that David was not the friend he thought he was.

Before the truck incident, David made a deal with a secret society known as the Masters of the Dark Arts to gain the powers of necromancy and mind control. He used these powers against his class. Years later, Joe learned of the treachery. He, his friends, and some classmates traveled back in time and stopped David. However, the victory resulted in a time shift that caused science and technology to advance faster than it originally did. When Joe and the others returned to the present, the world looked like 20XY, but it was really 19XY.
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Mornings
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“Hello?” My voice echoed through the empty darkness. I’m not sure how it echoed for it seemed there existed nothing but the wet emptiness. The taste of fear began to rise in my mouth. My heart quickened. A drop of sweat fell with the sound of crashing symbols.

I then heard laughter.

“Who’s there?” I asked.

More laughter.

My heart beat like the hooves of a horse in the championship race.

No more laughing.

Silence.

Except my breathing.

In.

Out.

In.

Out.

Finally, I started to calm down.

“What are you doing here?” whispered a voice near my ear.

***
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I GASPED SHARPLY. THE ringing of my alarm beat against my ear drums like a rock concert in my head. “Off,” I groaned. The ringing stopped. I pushed the covers off and pulled myself out of bed. “Three am. Time to get up.” I carefully passed by my still sleeping dog, Bandit. He’d been out most he night with his buddies.

I shaved then showered—my equivalent of coffee—and brushed my teeth. Up. Down. Up. Down. Around and around and around. Spit. Rinse. Floss. Mouthwash. Blech!

I poured myself a bowl of Lieutenant Leprechaun cereal (#notsponsored—though if you want, I don’t mind; you can pay me in cereal). This time I managed to grab the milk and not the cranberry juice. At some point, Bandit padded into the kitchen and headed for his food bowl. He took a couple laps of water and shook.

“Rough night?” I asked.

“We treed two cats and chased four cars,” said Bandit in the dog language, which I can understand. “Benji caught one with his head and had to be taken to the vet. He’s fine now.”

I nestled into the couch with a moan then turned on the holovision. I flipped to Toon Strike; it’s a show about a group of people who find out that they are fictional characters and decide to rebel against their creators.

I snorted a laugh. People finding out they’re really just figments of some creator’s imagination...I turned to look at the fourth wall of my apartment. “Isn’t that just the silliest thing you’ve ever heard?”

After a couple quick belches from me and the dog, I cleaned the dishes then headed over to my bookcase. I pulled out the book titled A Lite Tale: The Lucas Lite Story. 

Click.

The bookcase slid to the side revealing a transmatter pad. It was a small, flat platform with four spots that looked like light bulbs shining underneath. I stepped onto one of the lights; Bandit took another spot. A column of blue-white light surrounded me; it kind of felt like a pneumatic tube encasing me. The column seemed to turn solid, so solid that I couldn’t see passed it. A moment later, the column disappeared; Bandit and I stood on the transmatter pad in the Doghouse, my superhero base. According to Brain, the tube becoming opaque is to help the traveler not feel so disorientated from teleporting to another location. It gives the mind a chance to reset its perception of space.

Brain tapped his polished brown lab shoes impatiently. His hands rested inside his lab coat pockets, making him look like a scientist waiting for his guinea pig. “You are tardy once more. Were you binge watching Toon Strike again?”

***
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BRAIN LITERALLY SHOVED me into the obedience school training simulator. The room hummed and electric piping in the walls came to life. Other than that, the room was empty...for now. 

“We are going to start out easy this morning,” said Brain from the safety of the control room. “Thanks to Ace’s stories, I have been able to recreate the Neo-Geo golem...virtually of course.”

“Why on Earth would you want to do that?”

“For fun.”

“We really need to find you a woman.”

“Not that it is any of your concern, but I have been seeing Sportsgirl on the weekends.”

My mouth dropped. “What??! When did this happen?!”

“Begin simulation,” said a computerized voice. It belonged to SPOT, the Doghouse AI system.

The room shifted like pond ripples into a barren area about twenty or so miles east of the city. Back in 2012, when Ace was interning at Neo-Geo Mountain, he faced off against a man named White Hat. White Hat wanted to reawaken the Neo-Geo golem in order to reveal transbeing kind to the world. He succeeded on December 21, 2012. He used his computer skills to order the golem to attack Newton. Thankfully, Ace defeated the golem and a cover story was created by Ether Operations. However, the Order of the Unseen had other plans.

Like a flash mob on crack, the Order publically showcased their powers in locations all around the globe. There was no hiding this. The bad news is that a lot of the displays were not friendly. The domesticated feline was out of the grocery bag as THEY say. Everyone knew that aliens, monsters, AI machines, superhumans, and so on existed.

As for the golem, the reason why it was so hard to wake up was because the golem was the mountain. When the asteroid that brought the phantasmic gems to Earth hit, it created a mountain and that mountain became the golem. So...you can guess what the creature I now faced looked like: very tall and rocky—tall enough to be snow capped. It also had some trees.

My lips vibrated as I made an exhausted you’ve-got-to-be-kidding-me “pbbbt.” My shoulders went limp. “Man, I hate Mon—”

POW!!

The golem smacked me like a five-year-old tearing down a building made of colorful bricks. Next thing I knew, my face left an imprint in the wall.
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​Gift of the Minion
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The young woman, about 20, moved through the crowd like a ghost. She was use to it. She’d been a ghost ever since her parents abandoned her on the streets at age six. She spent many days scrounging and begging before finally turning to the life of a pickpocket. No one noticed her nor cared about her until the day she picked the pocket of Matt White, or as the world would know him: the villain Glue. He’d seen her and taken her in—given her a home, a new purpose, and a new name: Stickyfingers.

This was why she was out among the crowd today: she was looking for a Christmas gift for Glue. He’d noticed her; he’d been there for her. Then about a year after Glue received his powers to manipulate and produce glue, he began experimenting on her and others. He wanted to pass on his powers. His goal was to create an army like himself and rule the world. 

But before his dream could become reality, he was killed during the final battle with the Xacians. Or so everyone thought. It’d taken him time, but he reformed himself—being made of glue made this feat fairly easy. 

But what do you get the man who can steal anything?

She already decided to pay for the gift. She could steal the gift easy enough; but to pay for the item, that meant something more. Sure, the money she earned from her job as Glue’s minion was stolen, but she wasn’t going to get into semantics.

The cold wind bit and nipped at the people like an angry animal. Even though the machines and talents of mankind controlled the weather, they learned that everything needs balance. There is a time for sun and a time for snow. A time for light and a time for dark. Now was the time for snow. The snow, however, did not affect Stickyfingers; she was “born of snow.” Her years on the streets brought her resistance to the icy grip of winter. A few small children noticed her coatless form and tried to bring it to the attention of the adults; but as usual, they were too busy to listen. The woman who looked like she was ready for a day at the beach pressed on towards the next store.

Thanks to the invention of the 3D Fabricators, 3D printers that could print up anything from clothing to food to vehicles, stores weren’t as impressive as they once were. They were now mainly warehouses used to store the items unsold or returned. They also stored the raw materials and the nanotechnology needed to operate the Fabricators. Some stores did continue in the “old ways,” but even they were dying out. The only thing that kept the stores alive was the law requiring everyone to spend a certain amount of time each week offline. For a few hours people had to turn off their electronic devices and go about the real world.

Stickyfingers’ entrance brought a swirl of snow and cold air. The wind hushed like someone about to tell a secret as the door closed. The shoppers were too busy locating the best holiday deals to notice the appearance of Megaton’s eighth most wanted. Or maybe it was the fact that she was only the eighth most wanted that caused the people to ignore her. Maybe if she was higher on the list...

Stickyfingers ran the gauntlet of maze-like aisles like a pro-shopper. She couldn’t quite figure out why more people didn’t shop the stores. Since the items on display were unwanted items, the prices were low; the store owners wanted to be rid of the merchandise as quickly as possible. (Who had room for much inventory nowadays anyway?) 

Also, with everyone else online, the stores were hardly crowded. Stickyfingers shrugged at her thought. Of course, if everyone started to use the store, it’d be crowded once more. Her brow furled. No, she knew the real reason the stores were nearly empty. Even the low prices weren’t enough to get people offline. They’d rather pay twice the price than have to leave the simulated world of the VirtNet. Obviously, those people never had to fight for their meal. A smile sneaked across her face. Once Glue takes over, there will be no more fat cats, thought Stickyfingers. There would be no more hungry girls on the streets that have to resort to theft to survive.

Her smile turned to the open mouth of a surprise and embarrassment as she rounded the corner into the next aisle. A few feet from her was a rather striking, handsome fellow with thick, blond hair that stuck out everywhere. She backed up nearly knocking items off the shelves. What’s he doing here?

The “he” in question was obviously me. At the moment I was checking out some roses I planned to surprise Sally with. I adjusted my glasses just before my telepathy (“super-hearing”) picked up Stickyfingers thinking, Why can’t he be getting me flowers?

Oh dear, I thought. I slowly turned to look her way. She started to emit an embarrassed “smell” (i.e. aura). I knew she had a thing for me. But it would never work out. First, I’m with Sally. Second, she’s the main minion of my arch-nemesis. Even if I wanted to go out with her, Glue has already nixed the idea. Along with being Glue’s top minion, he treats her like his kid sister. Or more like an “older brother who looks after his sister because their parents are out of the picture.”

“Why can’t you go out with that nice hoodlum boy from your carjacking class?” Glue asked Stickyfingers the last time he had me in a deathtrap.

She responded by flipping the switch that opened my cage. 

I smiled nervously and waved weakly. Stickyfingers turned her back on me, folded her arms, and then glared over her shoulder at me. “Getting something for your girlfriend?”

I sighed. “What are you doing here?”

“I asked first.”

“Yes. I am getting something for my girlfriend.”

She pivoted back towards me. “I don’t understand why you stay with her. She is constantly in danger. I, on the other hand...” Stickyfingers’ arm morphed into a long, sharp blade, “can look after myself.”

“You’d be surprised at how well Sally can look after herself.”

Her blade-arm shifted back into a regular arm. She placed her hand upon my shoulder. “We are much more compatible. Don’t you see? When Glue rules the world, we can be the ones to repop—”

CRASH!

EEEK!

“HELP!!”

Oh thank goodness. Saved by the scream.

Stickyfingers stepped back and she moved into the shadows. Her face looked long and disappointed. “I suppose you are going to deal with that.”

Golden-blond fur began to swirl around me. I started to glow a bright, heavenly light. My arms grew in size, ripping my sleeves. They then grew fur and the palms of my hands developed paw pads. My fingers grew claws. My feet became more dog-like as the claws and toes broke through my shoes. A tail ripped through my pants. My ears grew and became floppy. My face morphed into a snout and muzzle. My back arched as I grew from 5 feet 6 inches to 6 feet. I’d transformed into a humanoid golden retriever.

Next the nanotechnology in my clothes altered their appearance. My pants remained blue jeans, but my shoes became black boots. My jacket rippled and became a purple vest then grew an attached purple cape. My shirt changed color to white and the Dogboy symbol—a dog howling at the moon—appeared on my chest. My belt changed from black to yellow and a small “D” in a circle formed on the belt buckle. Lastly, my glasses became a pair of black sunglasses.
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