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  Sidekicks


  Russ Crossley


  I really hate this job.


  I know what you're thinking. I'm exaggerating. I'm not.


  Today I stood shivering in the frigid air on the rocky ledge overlooking the vast Rocky Mountain valleys of gray stone spread out before me choked with snow. I watched my employer, Captain Incredible —or as I refer to him, CI—about to tear through a solid steel wall of the fortress lair of his nemesis, Dr. Crisis.


  Freezing and wet, dressed in what is essentially my underwear, isn't what I signed up for as CI's sidekick, Kick Boy. The so-called winter-proof coat and gloves CI reluctantly purchased for me to wear did little against the harsh winds and biting cold of these mountain passes. (The gloves and the coat are made in Indonesia, knockoffs, where they have never seen snow never mind experienced real cold.)


  I'd suggested we try knocking on the heavy oak doors of the adjoining mansion, but noooo, CI would have none of it. He's addicted to the dramatic entrance.


  "You're my sidekick," he said in a mocking tone, "I call the plays for this team. You do what I say we do."


  What a moron.


  Truth was I should have quit a long time ago, but once you're selected as a sidekick you have to sign a contract with a non-escape clause so I'm stuck.


  I closed my eyes as the squeal of steel being ripped apart forced me to cover my ears with my gloved hands. No doubt my squished face looked like I'd sucked on a lemon, will tgell you the rendering of steel plate torn being apart by a meta-human is too terrible for anyone other than a sidekick to bear. And maybe not even then, or at least me.


  Think of the horrible sound of your teacher in school scratching her fingernails on the chalkboard multiply it by ten and you might have some idea of what I'm expected to go through about once a month.
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