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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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The Wild Fire
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The flames of the latest wildfire crackled. Leaves and branches disintegrated at its touch. As it roamed, it spawned more fire. Animals and birds fled as the burning wave of heat pressed closer to the city. The city’s fire departments were out in force trying to extinguish the monster or lead civilians to safety. 

A group of firefighters were too busy fighting said fire to hear the wood of a nearby branch groan then splinter. They did, however, hear the snap when it broke. A flaming branch aimed for them.

SWOOSH!!

Out of nowhere, a figure plowed into the branch sending it crashing away from the people. The figure, silhouetted by the bright fire, landed with a soft thud; a purple cape flapped in the dry air—amazingly untouched by the flames. The firefighters’ mouths became small “O’s” of amazement.

“Are you going to stand around posing all day or actually help?” said a voice near my ear.

I tapped my sunglasses. “Way to ruin the dramatic entrance, Brain.”

“Dogboy!” said a firefighter running up to me. He shook my paw-hand too excitedly and for too long. “Thank you.”

“Not a problem, Citizen.” I raised my half dog paw-half human hand near my head and offered a goodbye wave/salute before taking a step backwards and vanishing. I teleported myself to another location. From here, I could see a larger picture of the wildfire. Hovering fire trucks unleashed their watery spray upon the fire. Advanced-tech helicopters and jets flew overhead dumping suppressant chemicals on the flames.

I saw the hero Pillow Fighter smacking the fire with an oversized pillow. A short distance away Carboy was evacuating people. Carboy once was a teen human until he got his driver’s license and his first car. He loved the car so much that he fused with it one day.

I dragged my fingers down across my dog-human cheeks and jowls in frustration and exhaustion. “Where do we start?”

“How about with me?”

I twisted towards the voice. I saw nothing at first then the air began to heat up and the ground started to glow like embers. Flames slowly appeared then joined together. After a couple seconds, the flames and smoke formed a humanoid fire creature. The creature chuckled. It then blasted me with a fireball. The force sent me twirling like an uncoordinated ballerina. I landed with an “oof;” but luckily, my fur “armor” and healing talent protected me.

“You Bios,” the sentient wildfire crackled in a voice that sounded similar to a campfire roasting marshmallows. “You see a fire and you put it out. I am helping this land! I am returning nutrients and keeping the plants from running wild. New, fresh life will spring up because of me. This area has been cleansed of weeds and disease.”

I held up a paw while saying, “Then let’s talk about this.”

“The time for talk is over!!”

Another fireball hit me square in the chest. The blast burned off some of my white shirt exposing my gold-blond fur. A few moments later, the nanobots that make up my suit repaired the hole.

The smart fire grew brighter and hotter causing me to pant. “Why should we talk? You harm my family with your chemicals and water! Now, I’ll burn your city!!”

“Joe,” came Brain’s voice over the Dog Whistle communication system imbedded in my black sunglasses, “try the upgrades I made to your flea ray.”

I used the DogCom, the HUD and computer system within the sunglasses, to begin 3D fabrication of the flea ray. I reached for an upper left pocket on my purple vest. The nanobot Fabricators continued to print up the Dog Toy gadget even as I pulled it out. I paused for a moment when I saw the finished weapon. It wasn’t the small stun gun-like machine it used to be. It was much larger and longer with a visible container of nanobot “fleas.” 

“This is more like a flame thrower,” I said. “Or a flea thrower.”

“Turn the setting to freeze,” instructed Brain.

To me it felt like the time between ordering the flea thrower and changing the setting was minutes; but in reality, it was seconds.

The wildfire creature charged at me, howling. I fired the weapon. A beam of “cold” fleas hit the creature-man in the chest. A blue, crackling substance—manufactured by the preprogrammed flea-bots, spread out from the impact.

“What’s happening?!” cried the fire as his form grew stiff.

Soon, he looked similar to a cartoon character frozen in a block of ice. Moments later, the wildfire began to die down.

***
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“I KIND OF FEEL BAD for him,” I said to Brain via the Dog Whistle as everyone continued cleaning up. “He was just doing his job and people attacked him.”

“Do not fret, Joe,” said Brain. “According to PAWS, Dr. Miles will begin treating him. Together, I am confident they will work through his troubles.”

I let out a tired sigh. “I hope so.”
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​The Brothers Gloom React
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The fresh snow nestled the Earth like a warm blanket during a thunderstorm. Specks of frozen water clung to the hibernating trees making them shimmer. Crystal-like icicles hung from the homes. The roads were bare as human and animal alike stayed in the warmth and safety of home.

The Dogcar hovered over the pristine powder leaving a small dent like a snake winding through the snow. The houses became sparser as the hovering purple and white Porsche 911 moved closer to its destination. The Dogcar’s tail, similar to a dog’s tail, was curled up along the back end of the vehicle. The teeth-like grill seemed ready to chomp the snow while the eye-like headlights looked to be scanning the area.

A moment later, the Dogcar came to rest at a gate. The vehicle landed on its wheels and powered down. The gull-wing doors opened with a hissss as Danny and I exited. Our feet crunched in the snow. Danny’s brightly colored clothing rivaled the brightness of the snow. It might have been my imagination, but it looked like the light blue and neon green of Danny’s winter wear—which matched his regular shirt—and his bright purple jeans reflected more light than the white snow. His worn out red baseball cap peeked through his hood.

A snowy owl fluttered over our heads then alighted on the cobblestone frame of the gate. It turned its head towards us. “Who?” it hooted.

“Joe Rover and Danny Smith,” I joked.

The owl ruffled its feathers. “Enter,” it said. The gates opened with a slow creeeeek. Danny and I slowly glanced at each other. 

“Nice touch,” I said, quoting one of the few cats I like—a Monday hating orange one.

I leaned back inside the Dogcar long enough to press a button on the dashboard. The vehicle shrank down to the size of a toy car. I slipped it into my pocket; Danny and I crossed the threshold.

The manor looked well maintained. The windows were clear; I could see the house still had electricity; and the trees appeared taken care of. The porch stairs barely moaned as we approached the door; they also seemed firm. There was no mold or other sign of decay. I did notice a couple spider webs. The doorknocker looked recently polished.

When I was contacted by Tim and Nick Gloom, I was expecting something more...spooky. The Gloom brothers, or the Brothers Gloom as they are known as on MyVideo, run a reaction channel. Sometimes they react to videos; other times they react to events or places. This time they were reacting to Woodwash Manor. It was supposedly haunted or something. The Gloom brothers planned to spend some time here; react to stuff that happens; and possibly come up with a theory or two about the place. 

Why was I here? Recently, they’ve received death threats. At first, they seemed like your typical Internet trolling comments, but it got serious as the comments intensified. The death comments popped up at the same time Nick and Tim announced they would react to Woodwash Manor. They reported the incident to the police; but since it was just talk, they couldn’t do much other than make a report. Tim and Nick then turned to ILOST. They hired me as a “bodyguard.” Once Danny learned I’d be working with the Brothers Gloom, he had to tag along. Brain was more than happy to get him out of the lab for awhile. Sally handed him a spare Omni-Cuff. “Bring back pictures,” she said.

I knocked on the door, via doorknocker. Danny danced giddily, bouncing up and down. The door opened to a man who looked like a spook in a suit. He was tall, pale, and balding. He looked like he hadn’t eaten in a week...or like a skeleton that’d just found a skin suit. “Mr. Rover. Mr. Smith,” he said in a slow drone. “Welcome.” 

“I take it you’re the butler?” I gulped.

“I am indeed,” he said pronouncing the word “indeed” a little too long. He motioned for us to enter.

***
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NICK AND TIM MET US in the library. They must have been filming some scene because they were dressed the part of wealthy people just spending time in the library reading or whatever.

“Thank you for coming, Dogboy,” said Nick.

Tim faced Danny. “Hey Danny,” he said. “Thanks for moderating our last livestream.” 

Danny almost turned as red as his baseball cap. He giggled softly.

The influencer duo filled me in on the threats. They came from multiple accounts but judging by the writing style it was the same person. The Brothers Gloom would block or report the messages only to have a new troublemaker show up. “We then started getting phone calls,” said Tim. “I don’t know how they got our number. We don’t give it out.” Tim mentioned how they changed the number but still got calls.

“The messages are getting worse,” said Nick. “They’re starting to scare our sister.”

“You have a sister?” I said.

“Of course,” said Nick, he brushed away a strand of light brown hair. “Who’d you think videotaped us?”

I looked over my shoulder and jumped. “Whoa!” Behind us was a young woman dressed in a jacket and jeans. She wore her hair in cap to keep it from getting in the way of the camera. A pair of Omni-Cuff camera specs rested on her small nose. She waved. “Where did she come from?” I asked.

Nick and Tim glanced at each other before looking back at me. “Our parents,” they said.

Danny used his Omni-Cuff to play a punchline rimshot sound effect.

Nick pointed towards Danny with the style of a Hollywood actor. “That’s why he’s the best moderator.” Danny blushed again.

“Why don’t you ever act like this when you’re around me?” I asked Danny.

“They’re famous,” he said.

“So am I. I’m a pretty famous superhero.”

“But they’re Internet famous,” he said. “They’ve got a community.”

***
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THE LAST OF THE PAW drones landed on the kitchen counter. To anyone passing it looked like a paw print, but it held offensive and defensive capabilities as well as cameras. The drones were scattered around the manor; hopefully, we’d catch our death threat person.

My ears perked up as music began to play. It sounded upbeat like dance music. I turned around and tried to pinpoint the sound. I scratched at the back of my neck as the hairs rose.

***
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DANNY RESTED ON HIS side while watching the power hockey game. A player in red skated over the air on hover skates sliding the plasma puck left and right as she went. A player in blue tried to block her. She activated the power up she gained earlier and two hologram decoys appeared. The three shifted positions multiple times to confuse the opponent. She easily slipped passed him and scored.

“Do you hear music?”

Danny glanced up. “Nope.”

“Of course you don’t. You’re useless.”

Danny sat up. “Why would you say that, Joe?”

“Because it’s the truth. You don’t offer anything to the team. Sally has connections and investigative skills. Brain has his inventions. I have my powers. You...you just sit around fanboying over Internet celebrities. All you do is goof off and talk about sports.”

“Wha-what?”

“Honestly, I don’t know why we keep you around. Oh wait, I do know. Brain needs a lab rat. I guess there is something you’re good at—being stupid enough for lab tests.”

Danny stood. “Why are you saying this, Joe? We’ve been friends our whole lives.”

“Pfft. We were never friends. I pitied you. And take off that stupid, smelly, hat.”

Danny slowly removed the baseball cap from his head. He thumbed it with his fingers. “But...you gave it to me.”

“Oh boo-hoo! I am so sick of taking care of you! Grow up!”

***
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MEANWHILE, NICK PACED about a room upstairs speaking in tongue twisters to ready his voice for the upcoming video.

Click.

The lights went out. 

As the lights returned, cheesy talk show music began to play. Nick found himself sitting in a too-large-for-him chair on the set of a talk show. A desk with a coffee mug that read “I’m purr-fect” was placed next to him. 

“Now it’s time for everyone’s favorite talk show,” said an announcer as a drum roll played. “The man with all the right cat-itude...Whiskers!”

A humanoid white-and-black Birman cat stepped onto the stage as the crowd cheered. He was dressed in a tie, shirt, and dark dress pants. His white paw-hands and feet made it look like he was wearing socks and gloves. His deep blue eyes sparkled as he waved to the crowd on his way to the desk.

“Tonight,” said the cat-man, “we have a very special guest. It’s Nick Gloom everyone!” The crowd clapped and whistled. “You might know him from a little thing called...the Internet!” The audience laughed. “He and his brother, Tim, make a living reacting to everything from restaurant food to fellow MyVideo Creators to haunted houses.” He, of course, adjusted his tone to make “haunted houses” sound spooky.

“Oooohh...” went the audience.

“Isn’t that just kooky?” said Whiskers. He faced Nick, resting his head on his hands like he was listening to some tale. “So, what’s your secret?”

Nick glanced around the studio, still confused. The spotlight hurt slightly, which was odd considering how much time he spent in front of studio lighting. The audience seemed distant and distorted. He couldn’t quite make out their faces. “How’d I get here?” Nick mumbled.

Whiskers made a comical “Do you believe this guy?” face and jokingly pointed at Nick. “Yeah,” he said. “That’s what we want to know. Heh-heh. How’d you go from a loser, wannabe actor to one of the highest rating channels on MyVideo?”

“Loser?” said Nick squinting.

“Yes...loser. We all know that you tried to make it as an actor, but no one would hire you. Didn’t that give you a clue as to how bad you were?”

“No...I mean, yes...No...uh...”

“It’s a good thing your brother came along. Good thing he had actual talent.”

“I...what...no...”

Whiskers clapped slowly. “Just look at that skill people. Makes you feel like meeting Brad Pitt, doesn’t it?”

***
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ELSEWHERE, TIM WAS scouting locations for the video. He held his hands up in a square to frame a shot of the empty shower stall.
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