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17, tech genius, part-time conspiracy theorist. Can talk to machines. Literally. His microwave judges him, his car ignores him. Still doesn’t trust iPhones. “Siri sus.”

 

 

 

🎉 The Block Party Begins…

 

The DJ yells, “AYYYEEE!” and the crowd responds louder than thunder. People are dancing, twerking, eating lemon pepper wings, and dodging toddlers in Power Wheels.

 

Lyric:

 

“I’m just sayin’ — if I had a superpower, I’d be rich by now. Or verified at least.”

 

Dre:

 

“You’d be fast. But broke. Uber Eats with extra steps.”

 

Malik (looking at his hacked phone):

 

“Yo… y’all see that blip? Something’s wrong in the grid. Like… alien-wrong.”

 

Just then, the sky splits — not metaphorically. A crack opens in the sky like a screen tear, and through it comes a falling hover-chicken truck, on fire, trailing neon-blue slime.

 

People scream. Wings fly. And from inside the glowing crater that appears mid-street, out steps…

 

COUSIN DOOM.

7 feet tall, velvet durag blowing in unnatural wind. Gold grill shaped like skulls.

“I’m back, and I brought the smoke!”

 

With him? A whole posse of low-budget villains:

	•	Gremlinette (throws tantrums and actual wrenches)

	•	Two-FaceTime (can only lie over FaceTime)

	•	Vaxxon (shoots truth serum from a modified vax gun)

	•	Hoodini (disappears whenever rent is due)

 

The city? In chaos. People running. Drones filming. A toddler throws a Capri Sun at Gremlinette.

 

 

 

💥 Time to Rise… Kinda.

 

The teens don’t run.

 

Tamia:

 

“I’m not fighting villains in Crocs. Again.”

 

Zaria:

 

“Girl, you better put those sport mode straps on.”

 

Suddenly, they glow. No explanation. Just power bursting like it couldn’t wait for plot development. Lyric dashes at the speed of side-eyes. Dre lights up like a stovetop. Malik’s phone fuses with his brain. Zaria suplexes a villain into a bounce house. Tamia mentally yells “Shut up!” and Cousin Doom literally freezes.

 

 

 

📸 On the News That Night…

 

“A mysterious group of teens fought off a villain invasion during today’s block party. Authorities are calling them the ‘League of Kinda Heroes.’ In unrelated news, all lemon pepper wings are currently sold out.”

 

 

 

💡 Meanwhile…

 

Somewhere far away… watching from space, another young figure sees the footage.

 

She sighs.

 

“Guess I’m not the only one left.”

 

Behind her, stars burn. A portal opens. And she steps through.

 

 

 

End of Chapter 1.

 

 

Chapter 2: “We Ain’t the Avengers… Yet”

 

It’s been two days since the block party exploded into chaos — literally. Midtown is still smoking, drones are flying in confused circles, and #BlockPartyBeatdown is trending on every social media platform.

 

But our new “heroes?” They’re laying low… in the back of a Waffle House.

 

 

 

📍 Inside Waffle House – 2:42 A.M.

 

Trackstar (Lyric) is halfway through her second waffle, music blasting from her busted AirPods.

HeatStroke (Dre) is steaming—literally—because he’s mad the chef said “no substitutions.”

MindY’allBusiness (Tami) is staring out the window, annoyed.

Lil Flex (Zee) is on edge. She snapped a fork in half.

Plugged In (Malik) is hacking the jukebox to play his playlist. Again.

 

Trackstar (mouth full):

 

“Okay but like… did y’all see me run up that wall and flip-kick Gremlinette in the face? Tell me that wasn’t movie-level!”

 

Tami:

 

“You flipped. Then fell. Then screamed, ‘Don’t record that.’ Too late. It’s already a meme.”

 

Dre:

 

“It’s the ‘I got this!’ right before she ate sidewalk for me.”

 

Zee:

 

“That villain girl was a menace tho. Shorty made my phone call my ex.”

 

Malik:

 

“Why is mine still texting her? I’m scared.”

 

They all pause when a man in a crispy black hoodie walks in and sits silently in the corner. An OG vibe. Eyes cold. He drops a paper on their table: a blurry photo of them mid-battle — the city behind them on fire.

 

“So y’all the new ‘League of Kinda Heroes,’ huh?”

 

It’s Crate, a retired superhero from the OG era. Known for body-slamming villains and preaching afterward.

 

Crate:

 

“Y’all got potential. But you fight like y’all still in group chats arguing over who ghosted who.”

 

Dre:

 

“First of all… she ghosted me.”

 

Crate:

 

“You wanna be real heroes? You better train like it. ’Cause word is: the Re-Up Syndicate ain’t done. And there’s bigger ones comin’.”

 

Malik (quietly):

 

“Bigger than Cousin Doom…?”

 

Tami:

 

“I told y’all that man wasn’t related to nobody but stress.”

 

 

 

💥 Meanwhile – Underground City, Deep East Atlanta

 

Ghost Tawk is meeting with villains new and old.

 

“They think they the future.

They tweet, they talk, they post.

But we’re the storm comin’ quiet —

We haunt, we hunt, we roast.”

 

Behind him, a dimensional gate opens. Villains from other timelines, other universes, and other genres step forward. One is anime-style. Another looks like a rejected Mortal Kombat boss. One just floats silently, eyes glowing red.

 

They call themselves: The Entanglement.

 

 

 

🎮 Back at Waffle House

 

Crate stands.

 

Crate:

 

“I trained the best. But y’all? You’re different. You’re chaotic. You’re messy. You’re… Gen Z. Which means if you survive this next war, the city just might stand a chance.”

 

Trackstar:

 

“Wait… this was an audition?”

 

Crate:

 

“Nah. This was the warm-up.”

 

He leaves. And outside the window, dozens of news drones hover.

 

Zee:

 

“Guess we better start actin’ like heroes, huh?”

 

Dre (smirking):

 

“Or at least look cute while tryna save the world.”

 

 

 

Chapter 2 Ends.

 

 

 

Chapter 3: “Ain’t No Training Day, This the South”

 

When life gives you superpowers… you still need to clock in for your shift at Waffle House.

 

 

 

📍 Old Heroes’ Hideout – A Converted Skate Rink in East Atlanta

 

It smells like sweat, grease, and glory days. The faded mural of the original Power-ish crew still stretches across one wall. Roller skates hang from the ceiling like trophies. There’s a broken pinball machine in the corner playing nothing but old OutKast samples.

 

Inside, the next-gen crew stands in a semi-circle — mostly confused, slightly impressed, and 100% underdressed for what’s about to happen.

 

OG Hero “Snapback” (once a legend, now wearing Crocs and a bathrobe):

 

“So y’all got powers now and wanna save the city?”

He laughs for a full minute.

“That’s cute. Y’all ever fought a dude with laser nipples while trying to finish algebra?”

 

Zaria crosses her arms, unimpressed.

 

“We beat Cousin Doom. In daylight. With no training. In public.”

 

Snapback:

 

“And y’all almost destroyed a playground, a Popeyes, and half of DeKalb County. You lucky nobody called the Avengers… or your mamas.”

 

 

 

🔥 Montage Madness: “Training” Power-ish Style

 

Snapback throws them into bootleg training sequences:

	•	Lyric runs so fast she accidentally creates a clone that immediately files taxes and dips.

	•	Dre burns through three gym floors, a water fountain, and a pair of Jordans.

	•	Zaria punches a punching bag so hard it files for disability.

	•	Tamia reads everyone’s minds at once and now refuses to make eye contact with anyone.

	•	Malik hacks Snapback’s training drone, only to have it roast his playlist:

“Your taste in music is why AI revolts.”

 

The “training” ends when Snapback gives up and hands them mismatched hero suits from the lost-and-found bin.

 

Snapback:

 

“Congratulations. Y’all are officially… sorta-heroes.”

 

 

 

🚨 Meanwhile… Trouble’s Already Cooking

 

In a glowing warehouse deep in the shadowy heart of Bankhead, Cousin Doom is icing his grill and licking his wounds — literally.

 

Behind him, interdimensional portals open like trap doors in a music video.

From the glowing swirls step in more villains — all with drip and disrespect:

	•	Glam Reaper: beauty influencer gone evil; kills with glitter bombs.

	•	Offbeat: a DJ who controls reality with remixes.

	•	The Refund: a villain who steals time… and people’s tax returns.

	•	The Side Dude: no powers, just always shows up where he shouldn’t.

 

Cousin Doom throws on a velvet hoodie and addresses them all.

 

“We’re building a league. A Villain Corp. A disrespectful syndicate of chaos. And we gon’ clown those baby heroes until they quit or cry.”

 

They cheer. Someone throws chicken in the air.

 

 

 

🌌 Elsewhere… Trouble Lands from the Stars

 

Back in Atlanta, as the teens sneak out of training and hit up a local food truck for post-battle hot lemon pepper wings, something crashes from the sky — again.

 

But this time, it’s not a truck or alien chicken.

 

It’s a girl.

 

A teenage Black girl, glowing with cosmic energy, lands gracefully on a MARTA bus stop.

 

She brushes herself off, eyes glowing with celestial light, and says simply:

 

“Where’s the League of Kinda Heroes?”

 

Cue: Everyone stops eating.

 

 

 

💬 Final Scene: Lyric Looks Around

 

Lyric, mouth full of fries:

 

“Did… the universe just send us a cousin from space?”

 

Dre:

 

“She better be on our side. I’m down to ride, but not against space magic.”

 

Tamia (reading her mind quietly):

 

“…She ain’t here to play.”

 

Cue the zoom-in. Cue the music. Cue the Atlanta sunset behind a skyline flickering with magic and mischief.

 

 

 

End of Chapter 3.

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4: “Cosmic Cousin from the Cosmos”

 

She’s from space. She’s Black. And she came with receipts.

 

 

 

📍The Food Truck Parking Lot – Somewhere on Edgewood

 

A soft glow pulses around the new girl as the team circles her like it’s a group interview at a Waffle House job fair.

 

She’s tall. Confident. Rocking a galactic twist-out. Her eyes shimmer like constellations, and her space armor looks like it was custom-made by Outkast’s stylist in another galaxy.

 

Zaria (arms crossed):

 

“Okay, space girl. You got a name or you just crash every city you visit?”

 

???:

 

“Name’s Nova Rae. Descendant of the Guardian Line. Daughter of the Nebula Queen. Defender of the Lost Moons… but I’m mostly just tryna figure out why y’all heroes are this ghetto.”

 

Lyric:

 

“We’re not ghetto. We’re… locally chaotic.”

 

Dre (to Malik):

 

“She sound like Beyoncé and Wakanda had a baby raised on trap beats.”

 

 

 

🚀 Flashback: Nova’s Origin Story

 

Narrated like a BET+ drama special

 

Nova was born on Zypherion, a planet run by cosmic matriarchs. She was trained by warrior aunts, educated in star-sorcery, and taught to fight by the galactic council of aunties who don’t play.

 

One day, the sky cracked.

 

The Villain Corp’s signal reached across galaxies.

 

Evil was recruiting. And Earth was the next target.

 

Nova’s mama handed her a blade made of supernova energy and said:

 

“Baby, go down there, find them little half-trained Earthlings… and help them get their life together.”

 

 

 

🌍 Back to Earth: First Impressions

 

Nova walks with the crew through Atlanta as they try to catch her up. But Nova is judgy.

 

She’s never seen a city bus.

She thinks lemon pepper wings are “spicy bird snacks.”

She calls Instagram “visual insecurity storage.”

She floats instead of walking and corrects everyone’s grammar mid-conversation.

 

Tamia (telepathically):

 

“She’s kind of a lot.”

 

Nova (aloud):

 

“I heard that, sugar. You think too loud.”

 

 

 

🧠 Meanwhile… Inside the Villain Corp’s HQ

 

Cousin Doom is holding auditions.

 

The warehouse is full of chaos. Villains freestyle their evil powers in front of a glowing red “V” sign. Doom paces with a clipboard while Offbeat plays disorienting music through giant headphones.

 

Some new villain applicants:

	•	Haterella: Gains power by ruining birthdays and relationships.

	•	Lil Spam: Sends 900 texts a minute.

	•	Post Nutrageous: Gains strength from failed situationships.

	•	Uncle IRS: Can smell unpaid taxes and use it as fuel.

 

Doom smiles.

 

“This is it. Villain Corp 2.0. We’re not just causing trouble… we’re franchising.”

 

 

 

⚡ Back with the Team: The First Test

 

Nova senses a surge of dark energy.

 

It’s a villain named Rachetroid — a robot built out of stolen WiFi routers, twerking drones, and AI thirst trap algorithms. He attacks a downtown block by spamming everyone’s phones with OnlyFans links and fake Bitcoin schemes.

 

The squad jumps into action:

	•	Dre melts his circuits (and accidentally fries the WiFi at the corner store).

	•	Zaria punches him into a recycling bin.

	•	Tamia mind-jams his thirst drive.

	•	Lyric outruns the data attacks and rewires him into a Bluetooth speaker.

	•	Nova? She just sips her tea and watches.

 

Lyric (wiping sweat):

 

“You just gonna float there?!”

 

Nova:

 

“Y’all said you were heroes. I’m just seeing if that’s true.”
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