
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


THE DRUNKEN HERO
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CHAPTER 1 – THE DRUNKEN HERO
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Bar Number 7 smelled like a dangerous mix of spilled beer, half-crushed cigarettes, and human disappointment. It was New York at its rawest: cold, dark, and full of people who preferred forgetting over remembering. Larry was at his usual table, his head resting on a bottle of rum as if it were an emotional pillow.

The bar’s TV, hanging crooked and buzzing with constant interference, cut through the murmur of the drunks.

—BREAKING NEWS —announced the reporter with a tense voice—. A local bank is being robbed by a group armed with machine guns. Citizens are urged to stay away.

Larry lifted his head as if the news had pierced through his fogged-up brain.

—...again? —he mumbled.

He staggered to the bathroom. While peeing without aiming very well, he opened his secret backpack and put on his suit at a surprising speed for someone with that much alcohol in his system: blue suit, blue mask, bright yellow cape, and his blond hair a complete disaster. It looked like a superhero stepping out of the worst liquor commercial ever filmed.

—Hero time... or something like that —he said, stumbling into the door on his way out.

Minutes later, Larry arrived at the bank... by breaking through the roof.

He crashed inside like a human meteor, covered in dust and reeking of rum. The robbers, wearing black masks and holding machine guns, immediately aimed at him.

—Who the hell is this? A clown?

—I’m... the... Drunken Hero! —Larry declared, raising a bottle of rum like a magic scepter.

One of the robbers didn’t even finish laughing. Larry threw the bottle with absurd speed, a glass bullet straight to the man’s forehead. The robber collapsed, knocked out instantly.

The second one tried to shoot, but Larry hit him with a punch so crooked it looked like an accident... yet it worked. The third didn’t even negotiate: he ran for his life, but Larry grabbed him by the jacket and tossed him through the same hole in the roof he had created.

Only one remained. Nervous. Sweating. Pointing his gun at the bank manager.

—One step closer and I shoot!

Before Larry could say anything coherent, a gust of air swept through the room.

Peyton —Velocity— appeared out of nowhere.

—Larry, I’ll handle this —he said calmly.

In the blink of an eye, Peyton disarmed the robber, cuffed him, and slammed him against the wall before the manager even understood what had happened.

—Done —Peyton said.

—Done? NOT SO DONE! —Larry protested, still wobbling.

He grabbed the handcuffed robber, lifted him like a trash bag, and flew back up through the hole in the ceiling, tossing him straight toward some electrical cables. The robber got electrocuted in a burst of blue sparks... but survived.

When Larry came back down—clumsily—Peyton’s face was burning red with anger.

—We were supposed to hand him to the police, not kill him! What the hell are you doing, Larry?!
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CHAPTER 2 — LESSONS IN THE PARK
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Peyton walked beside Larry through Central Park, the cold breeze rustling the leaves while the chaos of New York felt distant for a moment. Larry staggered slightly, still smelling of alcohol, his yellow cape dragging along the ground as if it were tired of him too.

“Larry, you can’t keep killing or seriously injuring criminals,” Peyton scolded, her brow tight. “We have to turn them in to the police. They handle the rest, understand?”

“Yeah, yeah... turn in... police... got it...” Larry answered without much enthusiasm.

“And you also can’t be drunk and disheveled every time you go out to ‘save the day.’ You’re a superhero, not a homeless guy with a cape.”

Larry lowered his head. A little shame, a little hangover, a little guilt.

“Peyton... I promise. I’m going to change.”

She stopped walking and looked him straight in the eyes.

“Larry... how did you become a superhero? How did you meet the professor? And what made you become... well... an alcoholic?”

Larry swallowed hard. That topic always hurt deep inside.

“It’s... a long story,” he muttered.

“I’ve got time. And you need to tell it,” Peyton said, softening her voice.

Larry took a deep breath, as if preparing to open a chest he’d been running from for years.

“Alright... I’ll tell you.” He pointed to a nearby bench. “Let’s sit.”
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CHAPTER 3 — BACK TO 2013
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The two of them sat down on a wooden bench, their eyes fixed on the lake. Larry intertwined his fingers, his gaze drifting deep into the past.

“I met Professor McAllister in 2013,” he began. “It all started when I enrolled in the School of Medical Sciences. I wanted to become someone important in the world of medicine... a doctor, maybe even a surgeon. I had big dreams.”

Peyton listened quietly.

“But I was... skinny. Really skinny. I played on the football team and wanted to be stronger, stand out, be taken seriously. Everyone on the team was better than me.”
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