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“Because CLOTHES ARE MY KRYPTONITE!”

 

Nate somersaults, slaps the gun out of one guy’s hand, flips him over, and kicks the other dude out the basement window. Sirens approach. Nate slaps on the pizza box like a fig leaf and sprints for the back door.

 

 

 

Cut to…

 

Kia “Vibe Queen” Morgan is on Instagram Live.

 

“Y’all! Look at my new ring light! It’s made from ethically sourced LED crystals AND—”

 

Suddenly, her phone glitches, sparks, and explodes in her hand.

 

She’s thrown back against the wall, smoke everywhere.

 

When she sits up, confused, her TikTok plays itself on every screen in the room. Her toaster starts playing a remix of her voice. Her cat is dabbing in slow motion.

 

“What the hell—?” she says.

 

And suddenly: #KiaKrazy is trending in 13 countries.

 

 

 

Cut to…

 

Tasha “CryZone” Willis, in a yoga class.

 

She’s fine. Breathing. Calm.

 

Then her ex walks in. With his new girl.

 

“Class,” the instructor says, “Let go of your pain.”

 

Tasha’s eyes well up.

 

And boom.

 

She blinks out of existence—only to reappear on the bench in front of her childhood home in Decatur, where she once cried for three hours straight after failing her driving test.

 

“God… I hate this power.”

 

 

 

Final cut…

 

Kenny “DeepTruth” Johnson is yelling into a mic in his mom’s garage:

 

“The government turned Waffle Houses into energy antennas back in ‘09! Y’all better wake up!”

 

Someone in the livestream comments: “Bro, why you sweating like that?”

 

“I ain’t sweating,” Kenny says, eyes wide. “That’s the detox… trying to escape.”

 

Suddenly, he freezes. Something flashes in his mind—an image of a villain holding up a deck of glowing dominoes. Kenny screams and drops the mic.

 

“I just saw the end! I saw the end, bro!”

 

He pulls out his cracked phone. “I gotta warn them… I gotta find the League…”

 

Beat.

 

Pause.

 

“Wait—do we even have a League?”

 

 

 

Back to Jayson, who finally finishes Miss Geraldine’s Impala.

 

As he closes the hood, the wind shifts. Thunder rumbles.

 

And in the sky… a huge, glowing domino floats above downtown Atlanta.

 

Miss Geraldine points with her cane.

 

“Oh Lord,” she says. “Some fool done opened a portal again.”

 

Jayson sighs and reaches for his backpack.

 

“Guess it’s time to pass out and save the city again.”

 

 

 

END OF CHAPTER 1

 

 

 

Chapter 2: “Dominoes and DMs”

 

Kenny Johnson hadn’t slept in three days.

 

Not because of insomnia.

 

Not because of stress.

 

Because every time he closed his eyes, he saw dominoes. Not the game. Glowing, floating slabs of energy stacked like secrets. And every dream ended the same way:

 

With Atlanta burning.

 

And a voice whispering: “They’re coming… and only the broken can stop them.”

 

 

 

Kenny slammed his laptop shut. His mom banged on the garage door.

 

“Boy! You still talking to the aliens in there?”

 

“They’re not aliens, Ma! They’re energy entities that feed on algorithmic chaos!”

 

“Uh huh. You still need to take the trash out.”

 

 

 

Kenny opened his cracked phone and stared at his Twitter DM drafts.

 

He had been watching the internet for days. Strange patterns. Viral events that made no sense. He’d traced them all to five people.

 

Five unconnected, weirdly Black incidents. All in Atlanta.

 

He took a deep breath… and hit “Send” on five DMs.

 

 

 

TO: @CryZoneTeleportQueen

 

“You don’t know me, but I know what you are. You’re crying in all the right places. Meet me.”

 

TO: @StreakWithPride

 

“Bro, I seen you punch a dude with nothing but elbow grease and butt cheeks. Respect. We need to talk.”

 

TO: @JProphet_Real (formerly “CashAppKing”)

 

“Yo. The lightning gave you more than just clout. Time to stop fixing alternators and start fixing time.”

 

TO: @VibeQueenOfficial

 

“Your phone’s been hacked by a cosmic algorithm. Also, your cat is a surveillance drone. Meet me.”

 

TO: Himself

 

“This gon’ end bad. But do it anyway.”

 

 

 

Cut to…

 

Tasha “CryZone” Willis, who opens her DMs during a work break and stares in confusion.

 

She works at a quiet little HR office. Her co-worker, Brianna, leans over her cubicle.

 

“You good?”

 

“This dude just said my trauma opened a portal,” Tasha replies.

 

“Oh that’s not a red flag. That’s a whole siren.”

 

 

 

Nate “Streak” Daniels opens the DM mid-hot wings run.

 

“Man, how do people keep finding me?”

 

He’s wearing joggers, but it’s clear they’re coming off the moment anything serious goes down.

 

 

 

Jayson reads his DM while eating a Waffle House patty melt in his car.

 

He sighs. “Man, I was really tryna be done with this.”

 

But something deep in his chest says… “not yet.”

 

⸻

 

Kia laughs out loud at her DM and screen-records it for her followers.

 

“Y’all look at this! Dude said my cat is a drone. Like sir—he don’t even charge!”

 

Suddenly, the cat side-eyes her and types “No cap” on her iPad.

 

“…Okay.”

 

 

 

Later that night, all five gather in a dusty old community center.

 

Nobody trusts each other. Everyone’s side-eyeing. There’s one folding table, a circle of metal chairs, and a fan that creaks like a haunted rocking chair.

 

Jayson shows up last, wearing work boots and holding a Mountain Dew.

 

Kenny steps forward like he’s in The Matrix.

 

“You’re here. Good. You don’t know it yet… but y’all are the last line of defense.”

 

Everyone stares at him.

 

Nate raises his hand. “So… this like an Avengers type thing?”

 

“No,” Kenny says.

 

“This is Power-ish.”

 

 

 

END OF CHAPTER 2

 

 

Chapter 3: “Group Chat of Destiny”

 

 

 

They didn’t want to save the world.

 

They barely wanted to save the group chat.

 

 

 

Location: That dusty, squeaky-fan community center.

 

It was 8:43 p.m.

Someone brought snacks. (Just one bag of Flamin’ Hot Cheetos.)

Tension was thicker than Atlanta humidity in July.

 

Kenny stood at the front like he was teaching a TED Talk nobody asked for.

 

“Okay,” he said, adjusting his dollar-store glasses. “We all have powers, and we’re connected. By fate. Or energy. Or… TikTok algorithms, I’m not 100% sure yet—”

 

“Bro,” said Jayson, leaning back in his metal chair. “You DM’d me at 3 a.m. talking about lightning and timelines. I almost blocked you and the ancestors.”

 

Tasha nodded. “Yeah, you weird. No offense.”

 

“None taken,” Kenny said, straightening his hoodie with a little too much pride. “I’ve embraced it. The weird is where the power is.”

 

 

 

They tried to introduce themselves.

 

It didn’t go well.

 

Tasha: “I cry. Then I vanish. Sometimes reappear in a Taco Bell parking lot. I’m working through it in therapy.”

Kia: “My vibe controls wifi, lights, sometimes people’s emotions… and if I don’t post every 3 hours, I glitch.”

Nate: “I run fast. I also lose clothes. Like, violently.”

Jayson: “I got hit by lightning and see things. Past things. Future things. Also, my beard grew thicker overnight.”

Kenny: “I don’t have powers. I see powers. Visions. Prophecies. Chaos. Y’all need me.”

 

Nate squinted. “So you’re like… the Black Professor X? But without a chair or money?”

 

“Yes,” Kenny said proudly. “And with less toxicity.”

 

 

 

An hour later…

 

They still hadn’t agreed to anything. But somehow—

 

The Group Chat™ was born.

 

Group Name: “Power-ish (Don’t Judge the Name)”

Group Rules:

	1.	Don’t teleport mid-text.

	2.	No live streaming missions.

	3.	If one of us disappears, don’t assume they dead.

	4.	Bring snacks.

	5.	Kenny ain’t allowed to DM us without context again.

 

 

 

Suddenly… a scream outside.

 

The group froze.

 

Through the dusty window, they saw a man in a very bad knockoff supervillain costume robbing a frozen yogurt shop.

 

“Is that dude… wearing a ski mask and Crocs?” Tasha asked.

 

“I think those are bedazzled Crocs,” Nate said.

 

 

 

Kenny stood up. “This is it. Our first mission. Destiny is knocking.”

 

Jayson groaned. “Can Destiny knock during daylight hours?”

 

But one by one, they stood up.

 

Tasha wiped her eyes.

Kia charged her phone.

Nate took off his hoodie.

Jayson powered up his fists.

Kenny opened his notebook.

 

And they all stepped into the night…

 

Ready-ish.

 

 

 

END OF CHAPTER 3

 

Chapter 4: “Meet Cute… and Confused”

 

 

 

Location: Outside FroYo Kingdom, Atlanta, GA.

Time: 9:12 p.m.

Status: One villain. Five barely-heroes. Unlimited chaos.

 

 

 

The group stood just outside the strip mall, half-shadowed by a busted neon sign that flickered “YO KING.”

 

Inside, a dude wearing a discount cape and glittery Crocs was yelling at a teenage cashier.

 

“I SAID NO SPRINKLES! SPRINKLES ARE THE DEVIL’S DANDRUFF!”

 

The cashier blinked twice. “Sir… you’re robbing us over toppings?”

 

The villain spun around dramatically, knocking over the toppings bar with his cape. “I AM DOOM MELT! YOUR NIGHTMARE MADE OF DESSERT!”

 

Outside, the team just… stared.

 

“Is this… for real?” Tasha whispered.

 

“He just knocked over a churro bin like it owed him child support,” Nate said.

 

 

 

The group jumped into action. Sort of.

 

Jayson charged forward first, fists glowing faintly. “Let’s get it!”

 

He kicked the door open dramatically.

 

It swung back and smacked him in the face.

 

“AHH—” he hit the floor like a dropped iPhone.

 

“Okay,” he wheezed. “That’s on me.”

 

 

 

Tasha teleported mid-laugh, vanished with a whoosh, and reappeared inside the FroYo shop—

—face down in the toppings. Gummy bears stuck to her cheek.

 

“Ow. Why are these so hard?!”

 

 

 

Kia stepped up, filming herself.

 

“Hey y’all, we live at FroYo Kingdom. Trying to stop Doom Melt or whatever. Stay tuned!”

 

As soon as she stepped in, the lights flickered—and the froyo machines started spraying violently.

 

Kia: “Oh no. That’s me. I think I over-vibed the system.”

 

 

 

Nate zoomed in and immediately slipped on a puddle of mango sorbet.

 

“WHY IS EVERYTHING SO SLIPPERY?!”

His pants flew off like they had a vendetta.

 

 

 

Kenny, standing outside with his notebook, shook his head like a proud soccer dad.

 

“This is what destiny looks like. Raw. Unfiltered. Slightly stupid.”

 

 

 

Inside the shop…

 

Doom Melt was backing away slowly.

 

“Y’all not even coordinated,” he muttered. “I thought this was a setup.”

 

Jayson stood up, face bleeding slightly but fists still glowing. “Nah. This is real. And you about to catch a beatdown… soon as we figure out our group dynamics.”

 

 

 

Suddenly—

 

Tasha, with gummy bears in her hair, stood tall. “Hey.”

 

She looked Doom Melt dead in the eye… and started crying.

 

“I never got to finish my shift today. My cat don’t love me. And every time I teleport, I land in fast food trash.”

 

A ripple of blue light filled the room.

 

BOOM—

 

She and Doom Melt disappeared.

 

 

 

Everyone gasped.

 

“Tasha just… took him somewhere?” Kia blinked.

 

“Where?” Jayson asked.

 

Nate looked around, holding his pants. “Bro. Did she just emotionally kidnap a villain?”

 

 

 

Three minutes later…

 

Tasha reappeared, alone, standing in the toppings.

 

“I dropped him in a dumpster behind a Red Lobster.”

 

Pause.

 

Kenny stepped in slowly, notebook trembling. “Y’all…”

 

He pointed to the glowing ceiling tiles. “You just saved a place of business. A small one. With minimal damage. That’s heroic behavior.”

 

Everyone looked around.

 

Machines were busted. Mango puddles were everywhere. Kia’s phone was still recording. Nate was still half-naked.

 

They all nodded slowly.

 

“Power-ish,” Jayson muttered. “Very… power-ish.”

 

 

 

END OF CHAPTER 4

 

Chapter 5: “The First Fight (and the First Regret)”

 

 

 

One week later.

The group chat was chaos.

Messages from 3:14 a.m. included:

	•	Jayson: “Yo y’all ever feel your beard tingle before a storm or nah?”

	•	Kia: “My vibes made my toaster start twerking. Is that normal?”

	•	Nate: [sent 12 shirtless selfies captioned “Still fast, still fine”]

	•	Tasha: “Just teleported into a Dollar Tree. I’m over it.”

 

 

 

But tonight? Tonight they were supposed to meet up again.

 

Tasha had finally stopped glitch-porting into chain restaurants.

Jayson said he could see “flickers” of future events now—like a bootleg Black Dr. Strange.

Nate got pants with a reinforced waistband.

Kia was learning how to chill her vibe field with meditation and trap music.

 

And Kenny?

 

He felt it in his bones: Something big is coming.

 

 

 

Location: Old train station turned food court, East Atlanta.

 

They gathered on the top floor, above the dumpling shop that always smelled like burnt garlic and hope.

 

Kenny stood at the window, watching.

 

“I saw him last night in a dream,” he said.

 

“Who?” Tasha asked, sipping her Sprite.

 

“The real villain. Not no bedazzled Croc nonsense. I’m talkin’ power. Smoke. Something old. Ancient. Like if regret and trauma had a baby and raised it in a Waffle House bathroom.”

 

“…That’s vivid,” Kia said.

 

 

 

Right then, the windows shattered.

 

A wave of hot air blasted through the food court.

Lights flickered. Power buzzed. Air thick with tension—and deep, gravel-slick laughter.

 

And from the stairwell rose a man in a torn gray hoodie, eyes glowing orange, skin cracked like old pavement.

 

He spoke… and his voice sounded like ten years of bad decisions.

 

“I am MEMORY. And I’m here to collect.”

 

 

 

Everyone froze.

 

Jayson’s eyes flared blue. “Y’all. This dude ain’t regular.”

 

Tasha grabbed Kia’s arm. “You feel that?”

 

Kia nodded slowly. “Yeah. He’s got… history. Heavy, loud, Black history.”

 

Nate cracked his knuckles. “Let me at him—”

 

Memory raised one finger.

 

Nate disappeared in a puff of smoke. Just… gone.

 

Tasha screamed.

 

“WHERE HE GO?!” Kia shouted.

 

“I— I don’t know!” Kenny flipped through his notebook in panic.

 

 

 

Memory moved closer.

“You fight me, you fight your past. I don’t destroy cities. I destroy truths.”

 

He reached toward Tasha—

 

—and that’s when Jayson leapt forward, glowing fists punching toward the sky.

 

BOOM.

 

Memory caught the punch.

 

Paused.

 

Then slammed Jayson straight through a hot dog cart.

 

 

 

Kia screamed.

Tasha sobbed.

Kenny trembled.

 

But then… something shifted.

 

Tasha’s tears glowed.

Kia’s phone levitated.

Kenny’s eyes rolled back. He started muttering future echoes.

 

This wasn’t a fight.

 

This was the awakening.

 

 

 

Then suddenly—

 

Nate reappeared in the corner, covered in peanut shells and confusion.

 

“WHY WAS I IN A TEXAS ROADHOUSE?!”

 

Everyone turned.

 

“Now,” Kenny whispered, “we fight together.”

 

 

 

END OF CHAPTER 5

 

 

Chapter 6: “Memory Lane Ain’t Paved Right”

 

 

 

Memory didn’t throw punches.

He threw trauma.

 

Each move cracked open the past.

Each glance? A flash of something you tried to forget.

Each word? A reminder that healing isn’t quiet.

 

 

 

He stood in the middle of the food court, arms wide, eyes glowing like old fire.

 

“Let me show you who you really are,” he growled.

 

Suddenly—

 

Kia dropped to her knees.

 

Her phone glitched mid-air, flipping through videos of her… from years ago.
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Chapter 1: “Where Are They Now?"

15 3:47 PM on a Wednesday in Atianta, Traffic thick enough to fry catfish on the hood of
aKia Soul. Sun blazing, humidity siapping folks in the face like their mama told them to
bring the umbrella and they didn't listen.

And somewhere near the corner of Abernathy and “You know where that old Watfle
Houso used to be," we find Jayson “J-Prophet” Price undor a car hood, sweating out his
Iast bottle of deodorant.

Ho ain'tflying.

Ho ain'tfighting crime.

He's fixing an alternator on a 2003 Chevy Impala for Miss Geraldine, who pays in sweet
tea and expired Food Lion coupons.

“Boy, | know you strong,” she says, fanning herself with a church program. “Use them
fittle powers and lft the whole engine.”

“1told you, Miss G, t don't work like that,” Jayson mumbles, wiping his forehead with an
oilrag. “| gotta be in the zone. Like... real danger. Life or death. And oven then,
‘sometimes | just pass out and wake up on WorldStar.™

Miss Geraldine squints. “You mean to tell me you saved that boy from the train ast week
by accident?”

Jayson nods, ashamed. “l blacked out. Woke up holding him like Simba in The Lion
King."

Miss Goraldine leans in, whispering like its Sunday. “You ever think... maybe God gave
You them powers to do somethin’ real?”

He sighs. “God gave me Wi-Fi-stealing hands and bad timing. | ain'tno hero.”

cutto...
A dark basement.
Nate “Streak” Daniels is completely naked, holding a pizza box ike it's a rot shield.

1 TOLD YOU I HAD TO BE NAKED!" he screams, dodging bullets as two masked men fire
wildly at him.

“Bro, why though?!” yels his terrified DoorDash driver, hiding behind a knocked-over
table.





OEBPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





